New Boston, Texas
May 13, 1910
#= J. L. Hicks,
Abilene, Texas

Dear Brother: .

I will begin this this morning, though I may not finish until some
tims later., I hardly know where to begin, but suppose I had as well begin with
my entrance into Clarke County. It was 8 o'clock at night when my train reached
cacksone, Marion Mathews met me with a surry and good mule team, On the same
train with me from Mobile,(though I did not kiow it till we got off at Jackson),
were Cole Summers, who lives in Cherokee C” unty, and old man Bill Wcods, who
lives in ingelina County, and who married Uncle David ¥cleod's daughter, snd
whom you will remember as Mcleod's miller and wood workman, They, like myself,
wvere on a reunion visit to the o0ld stamping ground, and went out with me in
Narion's surrye And by the way, cld man Woods is a Socialist,

Yiarion has made a large, fine looking man, and is said to be one
of the best citizens of the county, He lives in the same o0ld house, though he
kas improved it, and its age is not hurting it, for long=leaf pine lumber don't
decay. Poor old Henry, the idiotic boy, is just the same, only he is almost
entirely blind, and is quite deaf, He remembered me, however, and nvgced me
gooa, We got to Marion's at 12 o'clock in the night, after pulling thrcugh the
sand beds and up and down the hills, You will remember Fole Branch and Lighte
wood Knot Branch along the road, though I had forgotten them by name. <Celia
¥cliullen had gone down to Marion's to meet us that night, thinking you would be
with me, and, together with everybody else, was sorely disappointed to learn
that you failed to get off, We got to bed abeut 2 o'clock, Next morning bright
and early Uncle lige lMathews came in. You would have no dificulty ir recognize
ing him if you were to meet him, His hair and beard are about half gray. You
know, I suppose, that Aunt Mary died several years ago (though I did not know it)
and he has married again, his wife being the late widow of Bob Champion, #nd a
mighty nice, good woman. They live one mile south of Grove Hill, on the Jackson
Road going out by the Tompkins place, Uncle Lige was as glad to see me as if I
had been his own boy, and had many questions to ask about all the folks.

late in the evening I went over to spend the night with Jesse
Fathews, Uncle Lige's son, who lives about one mile north of our old place on
the St. Stephens Road. He has about 500 acres of land there, and is doing well,
He married Rev, Wesley Calhoun's davehter, Jess is a fine fellow, and his wife
is a fine wowman, kinfolks anybody might well be proud of.

Leaving their house Friday morning, I went over to dine with Celia
Melullen's folkse You know they live at the old Mathews place - that is her
father's place, jJust east of our old place across Long PFranch, She has a fine
set of boys, and they are doing well. That old place didn't look very natural.
From the hcuse down to Long Branch, where thers used to te a field, is now a
dense thicket of pine trees from 4 to 8 inches in diameter., Where the fig trees
ucdd to ve ie a fine lot of water oak trees, making a dense snade. Bui the
crossing on Edwvard's Creek going from there over to Uncle John's place is just
the same, cnly you would not now suspect that ttrere was ever any such thing as
the old "Beaver Ruin." Instead of the open place, there is the most dense
forest of pine, marle, porlar, beach, anil every cther kind of tree common to
the country. ORly the crossing on thn creek looks like it ueed to.

For the present I cmit the next two visits, made the sare day, to
the old Kzathews CGraveyard and out old hcre place, Saturdey morning I wert from
Celia's dewn to Llice Fayme's, Celia's sister, who lives at what we knew as the
old "Seeny Flace", between our lower field and Aunt Beckie's, They live in the
csamz old house, added toy and made a good, commodious home, Alice's husband is
in fine circumstances making monev on that old nlace. She 4s in verv critieal




@ @

health, and I fear she will not live long. They have a fine family of girls and
a grown=up 5Son.

I spent Saturday night with Marion, and Sundezy morning went to
fi1l my aprointment at Hebron, a Methodist church built about 150 yards south
of Aunt Betsy Calhoun's old place, there on Bee Branch, It would be impossible,
and might also seem to smack of vanity, to describe the services of that day.
Not only the house, but even the woods, could hardly hold the people, It was
something to be dreaded, from my standpoint, not that a crowd erbarrasses me,
but faces that greeted me for the first time in more than 32 years, calling up
countless memories too tender and sacred to be described with pen and ink, rend-
ered it difiicult for me to suppress my emotiors and keep to any line of thought.
Eut by sheer force of will, I threw off everything but my subject. Another
source of embarrassment wzs that my kinsepeople, I knew, ware somewhat in dread,
They didn't lmow whether I had made 2 good preacher or a sorry one, and I knew
they felt how awful it would be if I made a failure, HNone of them spoke of it,
but I knew hov they felt and wovld feel if I failed to "make good." So, gg I
sald, I threw to the winds as far as possible every thought except “hose I had
prepared to give them and plunged into my subject, which was "How to be Heppy,"
based on John 13:17 - "If ye know thess things, happy ar'ye if ye do them."

I think I shall send you a synopsis of the sermon sometime soon., ¥ell, for me,
it was a success, and I had all reason to believe the congregation was not dise
appointed, even my relatives, 1 had more freedom than usual in handling wmy
subject matler, and the service was a great uplift. They had dinner on the
grounds, ard the like of good things to eat you never saw, It was a great
feast, But handshaking and renewal of acquaintances was more the order of the
day tnan eatinge

‘hey mad arranged for two services, so at 3 o'clock they all
gathered again, apparently more hungry to hear preaching than at the other
service, and again the good Lord helped me out while T discueeed "Spiritusl
Discernment", text , T Cor. 2:9 = "Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard, neither
hath it entered into the heart of man, the things which God hath prepared for
them that love Him, but God hath revealed them to us by His Spirit." Ferhaps
I need not add more concerning the day's services than to say that I learned
before leaving Clarke Cgunty that old Jim Wilson, son of old "Zut" Wilson,
whom you will rermember, was there, to everybody's surprise, for no one seems
ever to have seen him at church before = one of the toughs of the country =
and got under deev conviction, and tue davs afterwards (the last I heard from
him) was not disposed to talk about anything but those services. And Jokn
Stewart, Uncle Lige's brother-in-law, you kunow, who now lives at Jackson, was
up there, and told me when I visitad him in his house, that the good effects
of that day's services would be manifest in tiat commnity for 50 years to
corme, I hope he is correct, .

Fren Lebron I went home with Uncle Lige nnd spent Sunday night,
¥enday morning I went up to Grove Hill and stayed till next morning with Achsa
(Yorgan) %ells, Aunt Mary's daughter, with whom the latter makes her & home,
Bunt Mary's hair is almost white as snow, but she loo'is well and seems to be
in gocd health, Something about both her znd Mmcls Tife ceonstantly reminds me
of our mother, ‘*chca is living with her second husband, who is well to do for
a msn in that country. They keap a gocd hotel snd get a good patronage. Achsa
hkzs a married dzughter, wife of Bob Chamberlain, 2 merchent st Whatley. OShe is
a besutifu? and refired woman, and a good religious one, She and her husband
are dzvout HMethedists. The other dauznter, bula Kinman, ic a fine lecoking
young lady, teaching schceol, and I guess will cormz cut here and teach, ac 1
have secursd her a school since I camc hore,

The old county seat looks much the sams as when ycu sew it last.
It has grown some, and the oaks are larger, and it presents a pleszing scene
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as it nestles so quietly among the great oaks. They have a new §1L,000 court-
house, a new £10,000 school building, a concrete blogk bank building, and one or
two brick stores. Aside from these, the same old steres are there that always
have been., The Democrat is in the same old residence~like building thal it has
been published in since "the time when the memory of man runneth not to the
contrary", They are worshiping in the same old churches, but the Methodists are
just ready to begin work on z £5,000 building. ~

From Grove Hill I went on Tuesday down io Monroe Halford's where
slrange reelings crept over me as they said, "This is ihe same house your grand-
mother 1ived in." Tlhere it stands, the same olcd logs, tho' it has been torn
down end moved up to where Uncle Jim used :to live., But every log is placed back
erxactly as it was in khe old building., The fine s old spring is still cold as
ever down under the steep hill north cf the house., But things don't look n=ztural
around the place at all, Those old fields are now grest pine forests. Monroe ond B
Ellen have recied a fine family of good-looking girls, and seem to be prosyering,
I preached at Tcmpkins school house, which tzkes the place cf old Frovidence, and
stande out on the big road right where the seltlement rcad crossed geing frem
Uncle Jim's tc {'rovidence, & bright ycung lady was converted in the service and
joined the church on the spot,.

Ieaving Halford's Vednesday morning, I went by our old place,{to
be mentioned later), and spent the night with Alice Payne's, where by previous
sppointment T prcached to as many people as could get into tne old Seeny Fouse,
preachirg in the very room where I went to my first schocl « a little summer
schood taugnt by “Sis" Mathews, perhaps after you came to Texas., Jim Matheuws
came upr to the service, spent the night, and carried me home with him next day.
I'e lives close to Feniel, and owns tae place where the mother of his first wife

tved. You kncw Jim's present wife is "Kish" lcleod, and if you were tc meet
her on the streets of Abilene I believe you would know ker » same old Kish. But
I failed to recogmize Jin, When I saw him last he wore s beard on his chin, but
noWw ne wears only a mustache., Of course he was the sane old Jim after 1 1e9rned
it. His children are 211 married but two, 2 son and a davghter, the latiter
teing one of Clarke Cgunty's best teachers, and the former being &n agricultural
college at Jaclks o*, a branch cf the State A"ricultural ond Mechanical Colleges
and by the way 2 fine thing for Jackson and Clarke Countye.

. In the zfternoon Jim tock me in his buggy up to the ¢ld Union
Church and canp grounds = one of the sacred spots of this earth' And to my
great surprise I found everything there nore like it was when I left it than
any pl=ce I visited. There is the old church, built about 75 years agc, still
in 2 gcod state of preservation, and the old camp shed, lcoking just exactly
like it did when we left there except the roof is needAng sote repairs, And the
same tall pine trees still stand like giant sentinels, ss if guarding the sacred
rmenaries thet cluster about the place. And just dewn the steep hill Is the s
dezr old spring, though largeiy filled up, not being used ncw, for they don't
worship there zny more. The Union Church stands now about midway between the
olr church =znd Vaite's old store. That move was made becauvsze the: vld place
se cly herrmed up by fencing the land rouncabteut ac tc beccrme almest inaccesse
ikla Yo they went further down abd built on the public road, and the upper
corrunity built at Hebron. But the old camp ground still belongs to the church,
and is uzed every surmer for a Confederate Reunion, I hed strange feelings as
T walked atout that dear old place.

Coing frem Jim Kathews' to Union carried me by the old stere of
Banry Waite's, which ic stiil standing - samc old house = thouzh nct now used.
It was one of the most familiar objects I saw. ¥Waite's old residence is still
tznding and has much the same appearance, lcVay is 2 ccountry stcre snd pest -
office, kept by Dock FcVay, about 1/2 mile south of Waite's old store. hewdon




Nealton wes 2 ctore and posteoffice just north of Waite's, but Neal Calhoun quit
business and the post-office was moved and name changed to McVay., Jim Mathews
thinks a whole lot of you. He got your paper while I was at his house and we
devoured it eagerly, laughihg heartily over your article on "increasing the
acreage"of the Journal. But Jir Yozsn't agree with you on politics. He thinks
Tom Watson is the greatest living man. I promptly told him that I have no
respect for him. Jim keeps a 1little chest in which he files away Watson's
articles. He is our cousin and a geed man, but I don't think he is overburdened
with what s man needs to be a first class legislator. lie was agzinst the prohibie
tion amendment but is highly in favor of the present siate-wide law on the
subizct, I felt of him pretty closely, and coacluced that he is not very clear
erd definite in his views on any of the questions.of the day. But I am getting
off.e I was sinply speaking of my visit to his home, and must say that 1 enjoyed
it very much, and he complimented mc sc highly that I feel like I am pernaps
wanting in charity to have cxpreseed any criticism of hiim at all. He is ome of
those cold, phniegmatic, and critical listeners, hanging his head to one sicde and
looking at a preacher threugh th: ceorner of his eye, as much as to suay, "I an
here to see if you know znything of what you are tnlking about.” But T ssemed to
strike him in the right piace, and he =aid, "Cubbie, I am prouder of you than any
of the boys who have gone cut from Clarke County." Put he says you are ihc
finest writer - can express yourself the best with a pen « of any man he ever saw,
He tolzd me to tell you he wis going to write you soon.

¥zll, at his house I turned my face from the old settlement and
ggzn to finish my stzy. I went on Friday from his house down to Cousin Amanda
Priichett's, i mites north of Jacksen on the Grove Hill road, one mile mim south
of ths old Everett McVay place. She.»nd her boys have gbout 800 zcres of that
cood level red land, much of it worth &40 per acre on thr market. They are
dling well, "35is® is tac very image of Uncle Bob. Ton has been dczd several
yoearSe

From there I went Saturday cvening down to Jackscn and spent the
night with Howard McMullen, Celiz's son, who recently narried a young widow with
a2 good home home there. She is a daughter cf John A. Calhoun, and ker mother wag
a Stewart, sister to Uncle Lige's first wife. She struck me as one of the
finest characwers I met on the whule round, While there T visited Albert Mathews,
Jin's mrried son, who lives there and is a carpenter; John Stewzrt, mentioned
above, and the leading merchant there: ®racstus Veleod, who lives in 2 fine house
and is 2 contractor, and whe has two sons members of the Alabama Conference, and
Dr, L. 0. Hicks, who as you know, is cur Znd cousin, and is one of the leading
physicians there. He has an elegant home, and seens to be doing well. He was
excesdingly glad *to see me, and told mc much abcut our pcople on the paternal
side that I never knew before. He says he is working on a family tree, trying
to reach the origin of the Hicks tribe. He has found that the older ones, with
their proginy, live in greai numbers ardund Raleigh, K.C., - that is where our
fotrer wes reared = znd he is going there right away, as a cide t=ip from Rich-
mond, where he goes to attend the Railway Surgecn's Convention, and zet =11 the
data he cen, znd writc me what hs firds cut., T await it with wmch dinterest, and
will cive it tc you if he gets hold of znything -worth “newing, I zlso ezw Ir.
Gross Chapmzn and had a good talk with him - in fact he gave me & trestment for
an extrems case of hoarsness which I bronght on vy talldng sc much, espscially
in public aad thon going out in th: cool north winds at night. Cross is regzarded
as the lcaling doctor ¢f Jacksen, His hafr and rustache are iron gray, but aside
from this, he looks just like he used to. Iicthing would do but tiat I must preach
at least once, ho~rsness or nc hoarseness, so I consented ard preesched for thenm
on Sundzy night.

Then on Hondsy morning at £:15 I boardsd the south tourd on the
Southern, and in 2 few minutes had passed over the dear old Tombigbee, and felt
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that I was richer, far richer, both for time and eternity, for having gone, my
cnly regrat being that you had not been enriched along with ne.

Before speaking in detail of the old homestead, T wish to speak a
werd of things in gemeral back there. To begin with, you will be surpriszsd to
learn that Jackson is a little city of nearly 3,000 inhabitants, and one of the
most beauti®ul places found in all my rshher extensive travels, Thes town extends
at least a mile up the Grove Hill road further than when we left thers. You
remember the rosd had a row of oak trees on either side for a mile or so; well
tnose oakxs are nod two to three feet in diameter, their branches meet over the
middle of the street, znd you know how level ths grouad is, and it makes one of
taz most beautiTul streets I ever savw., And everything is up to date. Jduloso-
biles %nonking" sround every corner, and it is like being in a tusiling Texas
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the country doesn't lcok like it used to. 1 was not disappointe
ed in this, for I did not expect to sce it as it was 22 yezrs 2go. Really, it
looked more liks it did formerly than I expected te find it. The large pine
timber is nearly 211 cut, and the tops are pilied promiscuously sverywhere, md
tha thick underbrush of oak buches of every kind, tegethor with thcse loge and
tree tops, make it difficult %o go through the wocds. You can't sec zc we used
to through the open piney woods. But in traveling the old public rcads, you
recognize the szwe old clay hills, sond beds, tranches and creeks. £specially
is this so going from Hebron up to Grove Hill along the St. Stephens Road.
Lee Branch, Jaclkson's Creek, and Roaring Branch, wiil ireir impenctrable swamps
liave a very home-iixe anpearance, The wonder is that any cow getting into these
samaps ever did get out, for they lcok nov like they would btog a shadows

dut
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I am going to do what you asked me to auld take 211 the time and
paper necessary to make it as much like you had gone as possible. And to do
tiis T rust tell you about the people, at least some of ihew. To begin with,
Jinm Calhoun, who 1ives on the same old place but in a new house a little distance
north, is exactly the same old Jim Calhoun. You would know him easily if you
shoufd meet him on your streets, He heard I was in the country and siruck out
to hunt me up and foind me at Celisz's, stayed all might, talking till 12 o'clock,
went with mo ito Alice's next morming and stayed with me till after 5§ in the aftersmm
nocn. He is « good, selid men, level headed and e fine citizen, Loiug well, too.
And Andrew is the sare. Know him anywhere, Likewise liartha, the deaf one. You
¥ncw Jin married Cindsy Tenpldinc, She favors herself but is not the fine-looking,
micchievous girl of form:ir dave. She is pretty gray end stcoped. They have
raised a large family of children who reflect credit upon them. And there is
Fandy Calhoun (rarried a licDenald) much the =zame as wien she killed a wild-cat
with 2 pine lmot in a patch of gz1l berry bushes between cur house and theirs.
trcs Yeleod 1z dead, but his widow looks just zboul as she did when I raw her X
last, Maurice Meleed lives N.E. of the old Mcleod place abcut a quarter, znc
ie n fine lcoking fellow and 2 good citizen - tall with = hezvy rmuctache, Jno. A.
Calhoun lives at the old licleod places T was in cight of it but did not get
rigkt te tre heuse, much to my regret. Then there is Fill Tomplkine, just the
sare cnly rretty grey. Irenk is dead. Ire Mcleod cen’t change hic looxis Ee
got fixed Just like he is at the stert, and will v that wey es Tong as he ‘s
I~a Kcleod, HNe lives on the Colgarn place (you remember the old Celgen ficld,
close to Uncle Steve Fugh's, wiere we used te hove & vild heg claim). XAnd
Loyerd Feleod hat chenged very little, £11 the Chepmen's, Uncle PEullie™, lave,
and Ligc, juct look 2 little older, Ld Calhcun, Uncle Fztural's younsgest oy,
lives at the old Viry Chapman place, and ic one of the mcst useful citizenc of
tte county. Stewart Colhoun's widow (Fat Chapman) lives in Jackson. Amos Feleodls
son cwne neerly all of our cld place, and lives tetween our old hcuse and the
vest Spring. f[lso, the Eighiand Springs schcol house is right there by him,
right cn our old spring path. 4 negro cabin ncw occupies the spot whers old
iiphlznd stood., It is s tenant housc on the farn belenging to Tom Lugtry, akin
+




to Tormpkin's folks,

I velieve I have made mention of most of the ones I saw that you
would be mest anxious to hear from. I come now to the part of this letter that
I don't know whether I can write or not. My sentimentalism at this point is
hard to restrain, David Livingetene's biographer said of him that he was born
et a certain time,"of poor and piocus parents." And I told Cousin Celia as we
walked away from that dear old spot where I was born thrat if it had been a
palatial hore, with every comfert and every childish want gratified, it would
hava besnn plpasaﬂt no doubt, to visit it, but that no such tender depths could
ever hava been stirred as were aroused in %% my nature as I approached it.
Foverty, i7 concecrzted by piety, way be transforred into a grest blessing. byt
1 hegin with the visit to the graveyard. ‘'he routz led through th: old "Creek
Fiat", XNeothing at all recognizable there, except the bed of the creek, in which
we killec a black runner, Pine, poplar, bay, and beach %rees, from 6 to 1b
inches in diwvater stand so thick znd grow so tall that one cannot imagine corn
or cottsn ever to have grown there. Hany trees would yvield a beam 100 feet long
yithout a knot or flaw, But as we climbed the hill, slirping and slidineg about
o thz.pine straw, the old graveyard came inte view and looked much as in
former-isys. Ualia and some others were with me, ana she asked me to find
ratrer's and Ardy's graves without help if I could, but I feiled, thinking that
they were further to the east., Bubt wher she carried me to these two mounds,
resting in the snade of two beautitul little cedar tre=s sowe four inches in
dismnter, with Fride's wreath growing at the feet, and 1 saw the old lime rock
which vcu placed at Andy's head, rmuch of it crumbled off but the rest hardened
as it doa2s in chimneys, I was overcome. And when Celia pointed to a rock a
Tromer distance frenm the head of our father's grave and said that our mother
olaocd it there with her own hands to mer« the head of her own grave, and I
thongnt of her ramsins in that lonely little cemetery 800 miles away 1 could

only retirs from the company and ?ive vent to my feelings. How different the
realization from the expectation! But when my mind went forward to the day
when the dead shall rise = a doctrine in which I believe with 211 my heart, and
the only one that can satisfy at such a time - I wus much relieved, for it will
all be made richt in that great day. I never experienced such a feeling tefore.
It seemed like the verv a§mosphere wes chavged with the spirits of the deesd, It
is 2 lomely snot, though véry well kept, A very good fence surrounds the
gravevard, and thov pgive it an annual cleaning, and our lkrindred are kind enough
to keco the restinf places of our dead in a fair condition, though I could not
get a view with my Kodak that would show the mounds, (Will serd pictures when
thev are develoved in a few days), -

Leaving t-is sacred spot, wc went back to Uelia's and ate dinner.
I'man we undertonk to follow the old trail leading wast, but found it impossible,
o7ine to the undergrowth and tree tops. But here and there we could find it,’
though scarcely anvthing was visible to make it appear faniliar, However, when
I reacheq the old wash place I could identify it, theougn what was once an open,
marshy place is now a thick forest of bay, pine, and other trees from 3 to 6
inches threuvch, But 1 plucked a twig from a 'posswm Haw buch Jhlcn stands right
where the wash pot used to set., Tarrying there but a few minutes, I pushed on,
in the sare old path, up toward the sprinc, which I fcund in pretty mich the same
condition 25 when 1 uvsed to dip water from it with tue old long-nandied gourd,
Unlyv the timher herc is different, I began to feel iike I was where even a
whisper world be seeriligious. Yaking a drink from the precions old spring, I
tagan to ascend the 1ittle hill, through the same little scope of thick woods,
and alonz the same old path, So it tecok only a few steps to bring me out iuto
an open place, where a2ll at once (for the emergence from the woods is quite
sudden, so thich are ths bushes, as of old) I reslized that 1 wes in the back
vard of the only earthly home T ever had, and which still cseems like home to me
in a sensz that no other place ever will, There was the old well, still not
entirely filled uv, where our mother once by an accident was struck in the




forehead with the handle of a windlass, as a result of which she carried a scar
to her grave, Looking around, 1 saw that no land has been cleared since we left
the place - the samz little field, outlined exactly as then. Cnly the tall pines
in the near distance, and the old buildings are wanting, what wonder it the
words should come unbidden, "Take off thy shoes from off thy feet, for the
ground whereon thou standest is noly ground”. I didn't want anybody to talk to
me, nor did I care to communicate with anyone, I simply wanted to be alone,
hévancing slowly 1 came to a littls mound, the basé of the o0ld chimney. Oh, the
tender memories thal sprang up as I looked arcund, There was a thick clump of
Crere Myrtle bushes, the old Catawba tree, the stump of Lhe old cedsr, and &
weeping Lilac, still alive, and just to the scuth of the chimney, the old apple
tree (dead now, that 1 have climbed hundrezs ci times. 4c the north, there stcod
tre cld double=~log crib that we boys built, with such a familiar lock as tc call
veu end £ill to mind more vividly tharn anything on the shole trip. Of course
there is conridurable decay (the shed is gone) but J would Heve known the rlace
if I had waked up there withcut previcus anticipstionc. You will nol expect me
tc cescritg my feelings, for that would regquire the imvossible, 1 wez siwply a

hild again. E\er)tu‘n csme back snd it wee hard fo realize the present, so
vivid was the past. Scattered &li around are piecev cf Lreoken pettery and
creckery with figures thast I recognized as being on plated from which we ate
wlen we were bouyse. The roots of the old HMimose tree werc found where they grew
in the F.We corner of thie yards Also the root of a Hulberry tree ihat grewx just
below the gate. 'The road does not run where it did, but just ouleide tle wuaich
to thes west of thz road as we had it. ‘Qhe low place in thst patch, where we
always ;1anted sugar cane, looks very familiar, The exact spot where the house,
verd, 3nd lobt were is nct under fence now, but the fence runs perhzps 30 yards
to the south, ‘ihet under fence belongs, =s I said, to Vidner licLeod, tut all
north of that belongs to the Zimrerwan Iumber Co. nhen those turpentice and
Jrmber indusiries ceme in there it bscame nececsssary to deline land lincs more
cieariy tnan hau ever been done, and so on a correct suriey it was icunn thst
our fatker had built on public land, Jjust over the linc recrik cof th ﬂt wklch he
had entered. 7"Fat ¢ld line separates between Vidrmer bcleod and tas lumber
cowpeny, and causes our little field Lo be cut in two, the north end of it, and
al: that was wect of the road, being now an old field, with the growth above
described, the little mound, end the cld crib tc tell the stcry of o once happy
nowme, notwithstanding the poverty =nd sadness that sesmec to be its sartihly lot.
3 could hear the ccws lowing, the hiogs squealing, the wind moaning in the pines,
the spinning wheel, the loom, = but above =zil, the old songs sung by mother and
sisters,

It ic impossible to tracce the poth 2l the way down to the"west
spring”, though ¢« part of it is yet visille. The old ;p‘;nb is svill there,
thoupn Ue trecs wre so iarge, =and the old causewsy approcch is =11 gene, so I

Joo just & llttlb ”}oti;l&u at te tie exact cpot, inspectin: several right near-
bty plsces, but I finally locazted iv. There is more change here than anyvhere

else [ visited,

ihe oid field dowix on the creek must be mentioned. /o wc arrroach-
ed it 1 szw and recognized the old lars thet we bLeys put there, ond 1 got a
Previly good snap shot of them with my Kodzk, ac yeo vill sce, Lo you rewerber
tne 11ttle cotion house Juslt about the center of t.e field? It is stili thcrc,
aud irn vse. 4 will send you a splinter teken Irem the inside of one of 1ogs,
with writing on it which yuu will recognizea. There is a fence acro he f
running just nortii of the little cotton hougc, and all telow it is in cultwvatlon,
and Vid. i‘cleod, who owns it, says ihe lorida pursely is as bted as evar on it,
but tiel he makes [ine crors with the use of commercial fertiliz:zr ‘which ever;
tody there uses now)e 13.¢ field has teen exiended scuth, thoush ﬁvt far, ro
that it looks much as it did in out boyhood. I climbed over the fence and
started for the bed of the creek, not far from the lower end of the fisld, and




Just in tho edpe of the swamp I came upon two porlar trees about ten inches in
diameter, on cne of which I found "J.L.E. 187L4" and on the other "R.C.H.!
evidently cut at the same time, 36 years ago, and yet as plain 2= if recently
gene.  The two trees are perhaps 8 or 10 feet apart, Cn a bay tree hard by I
cut my name and the date, with "TEX" underneath. I felt like I cculd raxble
along the dear old creek for a week without tiring., The wzter is 2s clear as
crystal and still flows over one long bed of white pebbles, There is no trace
cof t-e place vhere the old beaver pond was, the timber has all ewown up, I
sheuld reve S"ld tbat all nerth of tre cross fence mentioned is lyinz cut now,
r old fiedd pines, The old well that used to be at the old house

K'i(‘

groving vp i
plree is =till t-ere,not yex entﬁrely filled vp, althouch the buches, lecs =nd
vincs thot were arcund it are gens, Woet ve knew 28 Ythe old cle=ring” betwesen

tnz ficld and the hcouse 3is now a beahtiful riece ef wcodland, mostly oak, ~nly
ccacionsl ving, and with scarcely any undergrowth., The o2ks are not so
ee =0 I expected them to be = none of them over & inches thrcugh, and very
tew th;t 1arve. All arcund both fielde I wa¥ old rails that we Qplit and omt
nerc. “nd Mcizod said the old varc at tre lower fielc sre the same ones we
mede. They are not used now, being in the part thrown out,

1 made 2 second visit to the old home, and having told Morroe

Lelford what day 1 would go, he told some others, and when I pct there I Fcund
exactly D peoyle with a big dinner, and one of the rnicest pickies you cver saw,
all tec rmy surrrise., +e spread dinner in the shade ¢f the trees around the old
crib. There was bul little work to do, everybody teing up, end it sesmed. like
everybody turnec loose everything to make my stay rleacant, I couldn't kave gone
at a hetuer time, '

go I believe I have told you most of it, but upon lookingz over it, I
find 1t falls/short of what you weuld hava got 4f yr could have gonz that it
seems like a poor effort. It is like religion: we . can reai the Bible, near our
friends iell their experiences, and conclude that it must be a grsat experience
ocne bas when he first sees the face of ths reaccaciled Savior, but no hook or
testimony csn take the place of a personszl experience. So I say, if the opportune
ity ever arises, pgo to the old homs by all m2ans. I feel richer for having zone. -
1t onLv cost we §20 even = everything I speat, ticket and 1qcldnntalo. My ticket
was {11440 to Apeile and retura, and 32,05 from thers to Jackson and return. I
never got so much for my money, except when I got my mwarriage license for $1.50.

: Dea Horgan went, taougnh we didn't go together., We intended to,
and meet at Shreveport, as per agreement, but when the 1. & P. conductor came in
for nis ticket he found that the agent at Czwme nad issued his ticket via the
Louisiana & Navigation keR. Co,, another road running from Shrevevort io New
Crleans, so thay carried him down about 4O milss to where we met the pext train
coming vp, ana sent him back to Shreveport, all without any cost to him where he
had to wail 24 hours for the next train on that road, their train havine vulled
out just bzfore my train arrived. The boy was very much worried but it coulin't
be helped, b2 said he told the Como agent that he wantzd to go over the T. & P,
from Shreveport to New Orleans, but I guess there was more friendshi. between the
Katy and ile other road; and he, like nearly every ctheoe passenzer, teox his
ticket without r2ading it, suoposing it was all right, He came throush all richt,
med howaver, and had a2 fine tims,

iow let me say in closing that I am proud of our kincred aad old
neighbers baclt there., Not one of trem has fone to thz bad = all have made good.
o finer blcod flows throuch humag/veins than that of the Cslhoune, i.ciecds,
Chapmans, and Mathews, £ad tr, Hicks told m2 thst our Hicks conrectiony, s
nurerous trioz, all uvy about Lower Feach Tree, sre splenaid citizens and doing
well.




Cuctoms differ from what they were when we lived there. The ox
wagon i1s @ thing of the past, except in the saw-rill canps; nobody makes cloth
now; everybody has a buggy or surry; there is no more cooking on the hegrth;
scarcely a houss but has a piano or an organ in it. In other words, they are
uy ur-to-date as any rural community to be found, They are making 1/2 tale of
cotton and 20 to 25 tu. of corn per acre. Of course they have to fertilize, but
tasy all do it, and with their economical habits they are simply doing well,

] 1 believe this is abont the longest letter I ever wrote, but I
have done whot you told me to, and would have done if You had not told me, and I
horz you will enjoy it. I think I shall go to hopkins Lounty this next week.
(fniz is Sunday evenine, 15Lh}, A letter from Dee since I.ceme home tells me
Sallie wrs sick all the tiwme he was gone, and was 5till sick whern he ¥rote, though
seme better, oidn't know what was the matter, just high fevers and a Lac cocugh,
Jen't like 4, S0 I think T will 70 perhaps day after tomorrow. Yould go tomor-
Toiw but tormerrcw night is graduating exercises in the hight school, and as Virgie
is ene of ihe graduating class I puess I better stay ¢nd hear her class poem
and ran har recsive her diploma. Her teachers say ehe has a moet extracrdinary
rmind. 1 am anrious to send her to some good college, but veckon that is out of

the cuestion. 1 think she intends to apply for a teachers' certificste en

4 way
sccure a school to teach next fall,

write me a letter soon,

Your brother,

/s/ R. C. Hicks



Angela George Cross
Note




