
I was married in Towns County GA lived here 1 year, then [moved] to Union County GA then to 
Pickens County GA - from there to Union County GA on Ivy Log, then to Towns County GA, then  
Commerce GA in Jackson County - from there back to Union County then to Union County GA -
from there to North Carolina in Clay County on Pine Log  - from there to Brasstown then from 
Brasstown to Hayesville, NC - from Hayesville back to Brasstown [NC].
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America writes: 
I was born January 14, 1873 in Fannin County, GA.  When I was about 5 years old my father 
and mother went to Copper Hill, TN.  My father worked there for two years then we moved to 
Permission [Creek] in Cherokee County and stayed there until I was 15 years old.  Then we 
moved to Young Harris, GA; then I married. My mother was married twice and had 4 children by 
the first husband (one boy and three girls). Two died and two lived.  With the second husband, 
she had two children, my brother and myself.  I was the older of the two. 
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When I had been married six months, my mother had typhoid fever. Then my brother got it.  
Then I got it too. My brother died and was buried three weeks or more before I knew anything 
about his death. 
 
I am the mother of 9 children: One boy (TH) who is the oldest and 8 girls.  All but one lived, the 
oldest girl, Etta, is dead. Birdie is the next oldest, then Vallie, Georgie, and Daisie. The next is 
Sarah and Mabel, then Savannah.  All are grown and married.  I have 30 grandchildren and four 
great grandchildren.  I am proud of all my children. I don’t… 
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…think I have the best children in the world.  I think they are among the best.  I sure am proud of 
them all.  As I am telling about my children and grandchildren I think I should say something 
about my in laws.  I have seven son-in-laws and one daughter-in-law. I think they will average 
among them.  I haven’t a bad word to say.  My son has been married twice.  His first wife got 
burnt to death leaving five motherless children.  The oldest was married. There was one girl who 
was 7 years old, one was a year old, one was five and the twins who were seven months old 
when she got burned to death. 
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As I am writing I will say something about my ancestors.  My father was born in Tennessee.  His 
mother died when he was 1 month old and one of his aunts took him to Louisville, KY.  He 
stayed there until the Civil War when they called for volunteers. He was among the first that 
volunteered to go to war.  He got wounded once, shot through the knee. So he was in the army 
five years when the war was over.  He went to Union County GA and there he met my mother.  
He was 94 years, three months and 23 days old when he died. 
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My mother was born in Buncombe County NC. Her father moved to Union County GA near 
Blairsville.  She lived there until she married.  My mother’s father, my grandfather, was 99 years 
and six or seven months when he died.  My mother’s mother was a Kelley.  My father’s mother 
was a King.  My grandfather, my father’s father, was a Baptist preacher.  He was married twice 
and was the father of 24 children. 
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I had lots of ups and downs. More downs than ups.  About the first thing I remember was being 
at a wedding of one of my half uncles, Bill Daniel. He married one of my first cousins, Smore 
Dican. They went away for a year or so. Uncle Bill came back and said he and his wife had 
parted – not to live together any more.  He said he was going away for a few days.  He would be 
back and stay with us and help my father make a crop.  He wanted to live with my father as he 
and his wife… 
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…couldn’t live together any more.  He left and never did return.  I never knew what became of 
him.  I remember the last time I ever saw my grandfather, Thomas Caldwell.  He came to see us 
and spent the night.  At bed time he got up and sang “…The day is past and gone. The evening 
shades appear. O may we all remember well. The night of death draws near.” When he sang 
that song he knelt and prayed.  He went back to his home and I never saw him again. 
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I have been married ever since I can remember and lived in all kinds of places.  I found lots of 
good people everywhere I went and some not so very good.  I never left a settlement that I 
couldn’t always go back and find plenty of friends that are lots of places.  I wish I could go back 
and see some of my good old friends.  It would take the rest of my life to visit all the places I 
have lived.  Then I would have to travel a whole lot more than you think I would. 
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I remember camping two nights when my father was moving. We camped when we moved to 
Copper Hill (when we left Cherokee Point).  We stayed the night in a meeting house.  I sure did 
enjoy it then.  I guess it was because I was always moving.  They used to say that my father 
moved so much when his chickens heard a wagon rattle, they would run in the yard, lay down 
and cross their legs to be tied. 
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When I was about 24 years old I was saved.  I joined the Baptist church and was baptized.  I 
have had lots of trials and have been tempted to sin, but thanks to my dear savior I have never 
lost hope in my dear lord and savior and by the grace of God and my lord and master. I am 
trying to get closer every day I live.  I will remember the first sermon I ever listened to.  I was at a 
communion meeting, the preacher… 
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…read the tenth chapter of _ John. And the tenth verse.  ‘The thief cometh not, but for to steal, 
and to kill, and to destroy: I am come that they might have life, and that they might have it more 
abundantly’. I was about ten years old.  Then I went home and got the bible and read that 
chapter over and over. That was the first time I ever read in the bible.  I have read the old 
(testament) bible through and the New Testament twice.  I read…and intend to read the dear old 
book just as long as I live.  I get lots of pleasure from… 
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…the dear old bible.  If we would read and pray more and have faith in Jesus we would be 
happier looking unto Jesus, the author and finisher of us all.  God is love and he that dwelleth in 
love dwelleth in God and God in him.  Let us who are of the day be …putting on the breast 
plates of faith and love and for a helmet the …of salvation rejoice ever more pray without 
ceasing in everything give thanks for this is the will of god in Christ Jesus concerning you. 
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The first baptism I remember being at (I dis-remember just how many there was.) there was one 
woman that was sick.  She wanted to be baptized.  They carried on and baptized her in a chair. I 
can’t write so much about my life.  I have forgotten lots.  I just can’t remember a lot of things I 
would love to write. I have seen all kinds of people.  I remember when I was going to school in 
Cherokee, at the last of the school they always marched and played the fiddle and fife and beat 
the drums. There… 
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…was a crowd of drunkards said they was going to take the things and have a time. The teacher 
told them to behave and go away.  They cursed and said they would not, that they were going to 
run it themselves.  They would march in front of the school (or die?).  There was a preacher 
there.  He talked to them all and told them that they must behave.  They cursed him and called 
him all kinds of ugly names.  If anyone said anything to them it made them worse.  They got 
them away at last, just about tore up all the good time we would have had. 
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I have had things on my mind I just want to tell.  Some people don’t believe in dreams. I will tell 
what I dreamed. I have told about my brother dying. If he was a Christian, I did not know it.  I 
stewed a lot about him, whether he was saved or not.  I just couldn’t keep him off my mind.  I 
would dream about him nearly every night.  One night I thought I was in the cemetery where he 
was buried.  I was just looking around.  All at once everything looked so white it was the most 
lovely place I ever saw in my life.  All at once… 



Page 20 
 
…I saw my brother come out of the grave.  He was so pretty and looked so happy.  He called to 
me, said he was going to heaven.  I saw him go up out of sight.  I thought a lot about my dream.  
I could keep from worrying about him.  One night I had another dream.  I thought he was sick 
and real low.  I thought he called me to him.  I went to his bed and he told me he was going to 
heaven.  The angels were coming after him.  He said “Don’t you see them coming?”  I looked.  
They were coming in at the door.  The looked just… 
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…like birds.  They were the prettiest things I ever saw.  That satisfied me.  I believe he was 
saved.  I never have dreamed of him but one time since.  That was just before my mother’s 
death.  There are a lot of folks that would think this was foolishness.  It may be.  I just can’t help 
believe such things are sent to people to satisfy them.  I’m not a dream interpreter.  I sure to 
think these dreams were sent to satisfy me. 
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I used to sit and listen to my father tell about the war.  How the poor men had to do sometimes.  
They would have to go two and three days without anything to eat and lay on the ground at 
night. He said in the cold winter it would rain and snow and they would get wet and their clothes 
would freeze on them.  They would have to do just any way they could.  I have heard him sings 
war songs about the soldiers.   There is one that is so pitiful I have almost forgotten how it goes.  
It goes something like this:  poor soldiers, hungry and cold when I first started away from my 
home O farewell, I see you no more. 
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I heard one soldier say he was in a battle.  He was shot down, shot in the leg.  There was 
another man who fell right at his side.  Shot awfully bad.  He said the man moaned and took on 
awful. He begged and begged for water. They were right on a little branch, so he rolled to the 
water, held his canteen until it was full, and rolled back to the other man and held the canteen to 
his mouth. He just drank.  He was so thirsty.  Then he told the soldier he couldn’t live and 
wanted to die to get out of his suffering.  He said “You kill me”.  He told him he didn’t want to do 
that.  The badly wounded man repeated –“You kill me.  I can’t live and I am suffering so bad I 
want to die.  I can’t live this way” he said… 
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…Well, if nothing else will do I will kill you and then he said he got a rock and beat the man in 
the head and just beat his brains out.  Then he had to lay there until they came to take up the 
dead and wounded and carried him to the hospital and took off his leg. He got well, and was 
here to tell the story.  I have heard him tell this several times, I think it is true.  
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I will tell some more about my life.  I never camped out, except for two nights, in my life.  My 
father moved a lot, built several houses, always moved before he got them finished.  There 
wasn’t many cook stoves then.  We cooked on the fire when we moved into a new house. We 
always moved before the chimney was built.  We just built a fire out on the ground to cook. 
Sometimes it would rain and we would have to cover up our cooking and put a plank and boards 
over what we couldn’t take in the house. 
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We moved one time it was in a grove, there wasn’t any house.  We just put our things in a barn 
until daddy built a house.  It wasn’t because he couldn’t get a house, he just wanted to be 
hammering and building houses or working at something like that all the time I have always 
thought I didn’t see how we lived, but somehow or another daddy always kept plenty to eat and 
clothes to wear.  He worked hard and made his living honest.  We never suffered for anything to 
eat or wear. 
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If people had to do like they did when I was a child. I don’t know what they would do. They had 
to make nearly everything. They made all their clothes. They carded and spun and made cloth 
and knitted all their stockings. They made most of their shoes, plowed using steers and worked 
them to wagons. They would go to church in steer wagons.  I have gone to church in a wagon.  I 
did enjoy it a lot when I was a girl.  My three half sisters lived in Young Harris.  Mother wanted to 
visit them. Father said we should just go and we had a yoke of steers so we got ready to go. 
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…As steers are slow, we were two days making the trip.  The steers were afraid of a bridge 
when we got to the river.  Every time they would get on the bridge they would back the wagon.  
Father said he would take them out.  He could drive them over in the yoke. So he tried to drive 
them and they just wouldn’t go on. He yoked them one at a time.  He pulled the wagon and 
brothers pushed it.   We traveled like this and every bridge was crossed this way.  We stayed a 
week. Then we went back home.  In January we moved to Young Harris. We took two steers, 
wagons, and drove the cow.  It rained nearly all the way… … … wagons had… … … …
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…got everything awful wet.  We started on Saturday.  Sunday it rained until dawn in the …We 
had to cross the Ivy Log Mountain.  Mother and myself walked across the mountain. It began to 
snow before we got across the mountain.  My brother and brother in law and myself left the 
wagon and went on to his house.  We were wet and cold.  I guess I was tired, too, since we had 
walked about five miles in the snow.  I didn’t care then.  I had always been … to move as my 
father was always going from one place to another.  I never knew anything else. I thought it was 
…
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…allright to say I like it just fine. I don’t like to move anymore. So weary.  But one of these days, 
I will make the last move where I won’t have to move any more. Or scrub and clean any more 
old houses. I have heard people say if they could go back and live all of their life again I guess 
they would live different to what they had.  I guess they would or try. That can’t be done. Just do 
the best we can and try to do better every day.  By the help of the lord we will get through.  Just 
put your trust in the lord and live for him. 
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What a barrel of whisky contains –  
A barrel of headaches, of heartaches, of woes; A barrel of curses, a barrel of blows; A barrel of 
sorrow for a loving, weary wife; A barrel of care, a barrel of strife; A barrel of unavailing regret; A 
barrel of cares, a barrel of debt; A barrel of hunger, of poison, of pain; A barrel of hopes all 
blasted and vain; A barrel of poverty, ruin, and blight; A barrel of tears that run in the night; A 
barrel of crime, a barrel of groans; A barrel of orphans' most pitiful moans; A barrel of serpents 
that hiss as they pass, That glow from the liquor in the bead of the glass; A barrel of falsehoods; 
a barrel of cries That fall from the maniac's lips as he dies!
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Song of the rye –  
I was made to be eaten, And not to be drank; 
To be threshed in the barn, Not soaked in a tank. 
I come as a blessing. When put through a mill; 
As a blight and a curse. When run through a still. 
Make me up into loaves, and your children are fed; 
But if into drink, I'll starve them instead. 
In bread I'm a servant.The eater shall rule; 
In drink I am master.The drinker a fool. 
 
What do the Scriptures say of wine? "Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging: and whosoever is 
deceived thereby is not wise." Prov. 20:1.



Page 33 
 
I will close my book with one of my favorite songs. 
 
There is a fountain filled with blood drawn from Emmanuel’s veins; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood lose all their guilty stains. 
Lose all their guilty stains, lose all their guilty stains; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood lose all their guilty stains. 
The dying thief rejoiced to see that fountain in his day; 
And there have I, though vile as he, washed all my sins away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I will say this little prayer in hush, our heavenly father. We thank thee and give thee praise for all 
thou has done for us. Father help us to keep they love. Father forgive us … .. and help us to 
lead a better life to keep us faithful for all is in they hand for thine is the kingdom forever more. 
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Written by America McClure 1940 (probably at the urging of her granddaughter Fay Evans) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


