(The following article was first published in the Franklin County Historical Association “Observer”, Vol 6, No. 1, July, 1985)

“Old Times”

(Written by Mrs. T.H. Moore, and read by her at an “Old Folks Gathering,” which was held in honor of Mrs. Nelson Moore’s birthday at the home of her daughter, Mrs. A.H. Treadway and Mr. Treadway, Ozark, Arkansas, August 24, 1916.

     I can remember when we had no lights for our houses except home made candles, melted tallow and poured in molds in which the wicks had been drawn.  Also when we had no cooking stoves, I think Mrs. Montague  had the first cooking stove in Ozark.  The first stove I remember was one my mother bought in New Orleans, La., as we were coming home from California, it was a little step stove.

     Mrs. Overton Alston, Riley Wallace’ mother, had the first sewing machine we ever saw.  Will Whitley brought the first piano to Ozark.  We got our mail by stage about twice a week.  The driver used a bugle and would sound it long and loud as he came into town with the mail.  All traveling was done by steamboat or stage coach.  Our merchants would be gone a month or six weeks after goods.  My father David Hail, always went to Louisville Ky., for his goods.  The Arkansas river was then as it is now, would be too low for boats to run for months at a time, imagine how people would fret now to have to wait for freight that long.  We had open saloons here then, my father and family lived where the Arkansas Valley Bank building is now, and one of the saloons was run by Bob Tweedy across the street from us where Roy Bells confectionary is now.  The men would crowd around that saloon door and drink and fight like a pack of dogs.  I have watched them from a window in the upper story of our house, three men were shot down on our streets by drunken men.  Calvin Davis, a sober young man, was killed by a drunk man named Degan.  Nath Qualls and John Whittle killed each other.  We had only one church and one Sunday school.  The court house was a little framed building.

     Then came the civil war the worst of all wars, for every one who had a grievance with his neighbor,  real or imaginary, tried to get even.  I remember saying to my father one night as we sat around the fire talking of the coming war, that I would surely agree to almost anything before going to war among ourselves, these United States considered the greatest Nation on earth.  Father was so provoked at me he made me go to bed.  If he could have seen 48 years down the stream of time, and have seen the wreck and ruin the slaying of thousands of our noblest young men and the maiming of thousands more.  The tears that were shed, the hearts that were broken, the homes destroyed forever, and millions in property destroyed.  We are still spending in pension to the widows and orphans of our enemy, and the pittance paid to our own, he too surely would have said agree to almost anything before going to war.  We could not tell in a week all the thrilling, heartbreaking things we went through.

     Ozark was sometimes occupied by the Federal army and sometimes by the confederate army, we women went to the woods and brought in our dead, made their coffins, dug their graves and buried them with our hands.

     Col. Will Faith, one of our own boys, was killed 4 miles north of Ozark, my sister and some other women took a little cart with calves hitched to it out there and brought him in and we buried him, there were 40 odd bullet holes in his body.  James Tweedy and Billy Bond were killed on the side of the Adams mountain northeast of town.  I dipped a rag in the spring and washed Jim’s face, there was a bullet hole in his forehead.  He was our nearest neighbor’s son.  Willis Jackson and Miles Williams were killed out west of town, we brought Willis here and buried him,  Miles mother took him home out on White Oak.  Eleven years later I saw Willis and Will Faith taken up from the grave where we had laid them in the old cemetery and moved to the new cemetery a little farther west of town.

     One day I saw the Feds chase Riley Wallace and some others down Barcliff’s lane east of town, shooting a perfect shower of bullets at them; their horses were running as if they understood it to be a chase between life and death.

     We wove cloth and made our dresses.  We would wash cotton in a lather of soap as we could not spin unwashed cotton.  When dry we carded it and spun it, then colored the thread with cedar tops which colors gray or drab.  When we wanted the thread black we used green walnut hulls and bark.

     You, who have never had the experience, have no idea how dependent we are on salt.  Our family did not get out of salt, but some went to where old smoke houses had stood and dug up the dirt and boiled it down to get a little salt.  One day two men came to our house (mother was not at home) and told sister and I that our father, who was in Texas, had told them to come to our house and tell us to give them a little salt.  Sister and I gave them a half gallon of salt, almost with fear and trembling.  People would come with tears in their eyes and beg for salt.

     Serena Webb Turner and I crossed the river in a canoe when the river was high and drifts floating down.  We had only a wash pan for a paddle.  Some one had called us from Webb City and said there were letters there for us from our loved ones in the army, who were then in Texas.  One day Lou Collins and I walked to Lonelm after mail, out there we ate dinner with Mrs. Martha Nixon, had soup, back bones and wheat coffee, no bread.

     My sweetheart, Wm. Bean Moore, slipped in from the army and Miss Sarah Francis Webb, my sister, Mattie Hail, he and I went out to what is now known as the Fleeman ranch, where his sister, Mrs. Mary Williams lived and went up to what is now known as the Henry T. Williams truck farm, where “Uncle” Jake Sexton, an old Methodist minister, lived and had him come down and perform the marriage ceremony for Bean and I.  Did not have to have licenses those days.  Next morning, we heard the bugle of the enemy out north of town.  My husband went back to his regiment and I did not see him again for five months, when peace was made.

     When our men came home after having been gone four years and when we tried to realize they were not in danger of being shot down in their homes, it seemed to be too good to be true.  My experience with war has made me a lover of peace.
