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Foreword 
 

The book you are about to read was written by Robert Hackamore Horton, a barber, 

who for many years was a sort of unofficial historian and a noted storyteller in the town 

of Hackamore, Alabama. He was, needless to say, a neophyte author, and it was felt that 

some general annotation of his manuscript might be helpful to readers accustomed to the 

more sophisticated craft of professional writers. That task has devolved upon me for the 

oblique but perhaps contiguous reasons of my having been a friend of his and also editor 

of the local newspaper – in other words, the only “literary” figure available. At the end of 

the book we have tacked on a Chronology of Major Events to further assist the really 

conscientious reader. 

For those of us who know and love Hackamore this is a rich and remarkably complex 

chronicle, funny in the most part but full of disturbing overtones. As I see it, there are 

three main stories. One recounts the mutual tribulations that have beset the McKelvey 

and Bunton families over a long span of years, beginning with the account of Captain 

Tom McKelvey’s death in 1910 and going all the way up through the episode of the 

birds, which is described in Chapter Six. Another deals with the far-reaching 

consequences of a tragic automobile accident. The third – and to my mind the most 

intriguing of all the stories – concerns the locally popular Salt Peter Cave mystery, and 

links it by innuendo with another, perhaps two or three other, unexplained crimes that 

occurred in Hackamore long ago. Dub Quinlan’s shadow hangs like a shroud in many 

chambers of this book and is certain to revive old, unpleasant speculations, such as why 

he put up four dolls in the tree that day instead of three. 

But the general reader is not concerned with nuances of such a local and peculiar 

nature. Suffice it to say that these three stories run through the narrative like underground 

streams, crossing and recrossing each other and coming back to the surface time and 

again to lend significance to what might otherwise have been just an interesting mosaic of 

southern small town life. 

And yet I think it is unlikely that Hack Horton intended this effect or worked toward 

it in any conscious sense while writing his book. Whatever suspicions he may have had 

about his uncle’s disappearance, or Tiny Warbuck’s death, or even the murder of Horace 

Hobson, were probably subliminal. He simply told his stories of Hackamore as they came 

to mind and as he remembered them. His real preoccupation, it seems to me, was the 

town as a whole. All its people, all its history, all its aspects. As he wrote this book he 

was like a man putting together a big, complicated jigsaw puzzle. Each piece, large or 

small, contributes to the total picture. Robert H. Horton’s view of Hackamore from his 

barbershop window was a broad one – and essentially a loving one. 

 

LAWRENCE W. TIPTON 

September 28, 1969 
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Chapter 1 
 

 

The City Barbershop in Hackamore has a big mirror along the wall back of the chairs 

and it’s one of those old-fashioned mirrors with little miniature Greek columns going up 

between the sections and a fancy cornice across the top. On top of the cornice there’s 

hundreds of little balls of paper, thrown up there by the barbers. What happens is this: 

whenever anybody comes in and tells a big lie or repeats something he ought not to, they 

make him write it down and sign it. Then they throw it up on the cornice. Nobody 

remembers how this started or why, but it’s been going on for years. Somebody will 

come in for a shave or haircut and during the course of the conversation maybe he’ll slip 

up and say the wrong thing. All at once everything gets quiet. The barbers shut off their 

clippers and out comes the little pad of paper. They gather around and make the poor guy 

write down what it was he said and sign his name to it. Then they wad it up and throw it 

on top of the cornice. You’re not supposed to laugh. Then they go back to work and 

everybody goes back to talking as if nothing happened. Of course they don’t pull this on 

perfect strangers or newcomers that just moved in, but if you were born and raised in 

Hackamore, watch out. How do they decide what qualifies? you may ask. Well, about the 

only way you can know that is to practically be brought up in Hackamore. It’s no sooner 

out of your mouth than you think, Oh-oh, I ought not to said that. But there’s always two 

other barbershops in Hackamore if you can’t take a little ribbing. 

One time Willard Briggs came in from a fishing trip he’d been on and told of an 

alligator he saw swim within a few feet of his boat. Naturally that went up on the cornice 

because we’re in north Alabama. We get weather down in the twenties during the winter, 

sometimes even colder. The funny part of it was, about a year later some high school 

boys found a four-foot alligator at the mouth of Widow’s Creek and brought it back to 

town with them. It was a real alligator too, even though it had been dead for quite a while 

and turned black. After that, a number of the fellows, local fishermen, came forward and 

admitted having seen an alligator in the same vicinity but didn’t want to mention it. 

Nobody ever explained what an alligator was doing that far north, but they kept it behind 

the grease rack at Maynard’s Texaco several days for anybody that wanted to see it. 

Finally the boys in the post office complained and it had to be disposed of. 

Of course when all this came to light, Willard Briggs hustled over to the barbershop 

and demanded a retraction. He wanted his paper wad back that had his name on it. But if 

you saw how many paper wads have been thrown up on that cornice over the years there 

was no way in the world to find one particular one those little balls having to do with an 

alligator. Some of those little balls of paper are so old they look like they were scorched. 

They’d probably disintegrate in your hand. Hundreds of them are up there, like about 

eighty dollars worth of dirty popcorn. The way they finally settled it, a retraction was 

written out and signed by all four barbers, and Willard had the honor of throwing it up 
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there himself. Old Willard let go with a laugh that day you could have heard all the way 

to the freight depot. 

But big lies and fish stories aren’t the only thing that goes up on the cornice. They 

have other categories. For instance, there’s a category you might call Historical which 

has nothing to do with checking or poking fun at anybody. If a person dies, and if he’s a 

prominent figure or a noted character for any reason at all, they write down his name and 

the date and toss it up on the cornice. As soon as the news reaches the barbershop they go 

through this little ceremony. “Sheriff Deparis – November 3, 1959.” Or “Tiny Warbuck 

found dead August 7, 1930 – Wt. 420 lbs.” 

Another category is Important Events, like in 1932 when the tornado struck 

Hackamore, or when Noah’s Ark burned in 1943 and for a while we thought the whole 

town was going up. They don’t write out any long-winded account of it or anything like 

that, just a few words and the date. There’s one up there somewhere telling that Jess 

Chambers shot and killed Roy Blakemore in the newspaper office on September 2, 1947, 

and another one that says, “2-Headed calf born on Staples farm June 20, 1950,” Things of 

that sort. There’s probably one up there somewhere that says the Hindenburg zeppelin 

crashed and burned and Don Larsen pitched a perfect game in the World Series, but out-

of-town events like the Hindenburg and Don Larsen have to be pretty important or there 

wouldn’t be room for them after a while. The way events are taking place all over the 

world these days, it would keep somebody busy. So it’s mostly confined to things of a 

local nature, and of course the checking that goes on any time you’ve got fellows loafing 

around a barbershop. We call it “checking” when you call a fellow’s hand on something 

or point out he’s making a fool of himself. 

It might surprise you what all goes on in a little town the size of Hackamore. I’m 

speaking over a period of time, of course. Driving through, it looks like the quietest little 

place under the sun – big, shady courthouse square and plenty of old frame houses sitting 

back from the street. But give it fifty years and see what happens. Scandals, murders, 

disasters – you name it, we’ve had them all over a period of time. We even had a mystery 

or two that went unsolved. And of course plenty of amusing instances that people like to 

recall and laugh about. Only two doors up from the barbershop is the newspaper office 

(the day Jess Chambers shot Roy Blakemore we were able to hear the report), but if it 

was a history of Hackamore you wanted, there’s probably more information at the 

barbershop than the Citizen. Up on that cornice. 

But I don’t want to spend too much time on the barbershop. You mention a 

barbershop or a poolroom and it can leave the wrong impression. I don’t want you to 

think of Hackamore as some little hick town that all you’ve got is a bunch of individuals 

in bib overalls sitting around, whittling a cedar stick and shooting tobacco juice. We’ve 

still got a few of those, naturally, but Hackamore has pretty well kept up with the times. 

Our population has doubled since World War II. We’ve got a golf course now and a 

country club, and a brand-new Holiday Inn that’s the equal of your finest 

accommodations anywhere. As a matter of fact, Hackamore has always had families with 

money, and we’ve turned out our share of well-known people. Let me quote you what the 

Chamber of Commerce said in a little pamphlet they published last year about 

Hackamore. 
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The city of Hackamore is now judged to be about a hundred and twenty years 

old, although early histories give no specific data about the first settler. It is 

named in honor of Robert Hackamore, who donated much of the land upon which 

our present city stands. The town was incorporated in 1860 with a population of 

657 people, and (Colonel) Ross Quintard was its first mayor. In the beginning, the 

larger part of the town lay north of the railroad in what is now called Hollow, but 

the great fire of 1881 destroyed most of the buildings in that section and 

subsequent development has favored the area southward toward the river. 

Today Hackamore’s a city of 5,500 people, situated in the Tennessee Valley, 

and though it’s still an agricultural community, there has been an important influx 

of industry in recent years, particularly of textile and garment mills, three of 

which are now operating with a combined employment in excess of 700. 

Available labor is currently estimated at 1,200. The city’s electric power is 

supplied by the TVA and distributed through a municipally and operated system. 

Mountain springs and wells produce a water supply of 600,000 gallons a day. 

The town has a hospital, two firmly established banks, and no less than twelve 

churches. There are two broadcasting stations and a biweekly newspaper. In 

addition to such natural recreational facilities as are afforded by the Tennessee 

River, Hackamore also has a nine-hole golf course, a public swimming pool and 

tennis courts, two movie theaters (one a drive-in), a baseball park, a football 

stadium, and social clubs and organizations too numerous to mention here. 

Virtually every civic society of national importance is represented here and the 

list of Hackamore natives who have achieved national recognition is impressive: a 

State Supreme Court justice; three United States congressmen; a violinist with the 

Dallas Symphony; a rear admiral of the United States Navy (retired); and a 

featured performer with the Ringling Brothers Circus. 

 

There’s also some other data going back to Civil War times but I left it out. Actually, 

nothing very important happened in Hackamore during the Civil War, although we’ve got 

a few here that like to think their ancestors were somebody along the lines of Gone With 

the Wind. Probably the nearest thing to it was the Tousignant family, or old Colonel Ross 

Quintard, who served under Joe Wheeler and Wheeler used to visit in their home. We 

know the town was occupied by Federal troops in the fall of 1863, but that was on 

account of the railroad going through here. Back then it was the Memphis and 

Charleston; now it’s the Southern. They may have had a little skirmish in Hackamore but 

it couldn’t have been much, because if those figures are right there wasn’t enough people 

here for a church bingo, much less fight the Union Army. 

The one I wish they’d said more about was that “featured performer with the Ringling 

Brothers Circus.” That was W. W. B. Quinlan III – Dub, we always called him. He 

wasn’t exactly a feature performer, either, because a bunch of us drove all the way to 

Memphis one time and there was a dog act going on at one side of him and a Cherokee 

Indian chief on the other side throwing hatchets or eating fire, I forget which. To be 

perfectly honest, it was more of a fill-in act while they got the trapeze down and covered 

up what the elephants left. But Dub was pretty good. I don’t mean to take that away from 

him. He was a juggler, and also a pretty good magician and sleight-of-hand artist. Back in 

the days before he made it to the big time he used to live over at the Cotton House. 
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During the day he worked as a linotype operator at the Citizen and at night he ran the 

projector at the picture show. Dub was one of my own contemporaries, in fact I grew up 

with him as a boy, and once in a while if there was a Sunday afternoon card game in his 

room I’d go up there. He used to practice his juggling standing over the bed so if he 

dropped a ball it wouldn’t roll off under something and he’d have to stoop down to pick it 

up. I don’t know why I remember that, but I can still see him standing over the bed and 

those balls going up almost like a fountain. He had a real gift for it. He could also make 

objects disappear right in front of your eyes – tricks of all kinds, that was Dub Quinlan’s 

middle name. And by that I mean practical jokes and pranks as well as the sleight-of-

hand variety, because Dub was a great fellow to fool you any way he could. As a matter 

of fact, the thing Dub is best remembered for in Hackamore today has nothing to do with 

a circus or the stage. It was the gruesome trick he played on his wife one time. 

Dub was a bachelor up until he must have been thirty-five or -six years old, and then 

he surprised everybody by marrying a woman with three little children. This was after he 

quit the circus, or they fired him, and he came back to Hackamore to live. He was only 

with the circus for three seasons, although there was a period in there where he traveled 

with a stage show or something. I guess altogether he was only gone from Hackamore 

about four years. Then he came back, and for about another year did nothing at all but 

walk around town in a corduroy coat – what he called a “Norfolk” jacket – and smoke 

some kind of cigarettes that they had to order for him at the drugstore. Turkish Ovals. 

Everybody wondered how long his money would hold out. 

Then came the big surprise when he turned around and married the woman with the 

three children. She was from Tupelo, Mississippi, and barely acquainted in Hackamore. I 

think her first husband was killed by the train and there was a big insurance involved. 

Anyhow, Dub saw it to his advantage to marry her, and did. Dub was a pretty nice-

looking fellow with a high, what they call aristocratic, forehead. Well, the marriage lasted 

just about three months and then I guess she got tired of smelling Turkish Ovals and the 

kids had seen enough juggling to last them, so she packed up and went back to Tupelo. It 

was right around Christmas time. Dub stayed on in the house by himself for a week or 

two, and then one day he took a Trailways bus over to Tupelo and somehow got those 

children and brought them back to Hackamore with him. Kidnapped them, was what it 

amounted to, even though by legal definition I guess he was still their lawful stepfather. 

It’s not clear how he managed to get them away from the mother, but he did, and instead 

of her calling in the authorities like she ought to have, she came after the children by 

herself, arriving in Hackamore about daylight the next morning. Now here comes the 

gruesome part. The oldest of the three was a little boy still not old enough to start to 

school, then there was a girl age four, and another little boy that was only about two and a 

half or three. When that woman pulled up in front of Dub’s house that morning just at 

dawn there was a dead mulberry tree in the front yard with what looked to be the bodies 

of four little children hanging in it, spaced around like some kind of horrible Christmas 

tree ornaments. What he had done was gone down and bought four of the biggest lifelike 

dolls he could find, and sometime during the night climbed up in that tree and hung them 

from different limbs with a noose around their neck like they were dead. Why he hung up 

four dolls when there was only three children was something we never understood. The 

real children were found in the house unharmed when Sheriff Deparis got there, but the 

mother was in such a state of shock it hospitalized her. Nobody ever had any use for Dub 
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Quinlan after a thing like that, and eventually he moved away from Hackamore and never 

came back. The last we heard of him, he was in a mental institution down in Florida 

somewhere. 

That was your “feature performer” for you. The funny part of it was that the Quinlans 

at one time had been a fairly prominent family. I don’t mean they were up there with the 

Carringtons and the Quintards or the Tousignants, but they were well-thought-of people. 

Dub’s father before him was editor of the old Sentinel before they changed the name of it 

to the Citizen. That was way back in the days when the paper came out on an old 

Washington hand press, and they say Will Quinlan was the fastest hand compositor ever 

known in this part of the country. He wrote his editorials by just going to the case and 

hand-setting the type. No copy or anything, just composing as he went along. That’s no 

easy trick, either, if you ever saw a stick of type before it’s printed. It looks like it’s 

upside down and backwards. But they say old Will could do it, and hardly ever a 

typographical error. Probably that’s where Dub got his gift for juggling. As a matter of 

fact, Dub had any number of talents. He was a pretty good actor and performed with the 

Hackamore Thespians, an amateur theatrical group. He played the trombone in the 

hosiery mill band, which he also led at one time – way back there before Horace Hobson 

took it over – and he could draw pictures of people that looked just like them only 

comical. I remember one time he made a snowman that looked so much like Abraham 

Lincoln people came all the way from Buckhorn to see it. The Quinlans were all talented 

people, but had this peculiar turn of mind, with Dub himself finally ending up in a mental 

institution. In my own opinion, Dub’s great failing was he thought he ought to be 

somebody important or famous, and that little juggling act with the circus was as near as 

he ever got. In other words, a disillusioned, frustrated type of individual. He was also bad 

to carry a grudge. I think he came to hate Hackamore and everybody in it before he 

finally left, and there are some people here that still believe Dub Quinlan started the 

famous Noah’s Ark fire – deliberately struck a match to the building as an act of revenge. 

But I’ll have more to say on that subject a little later when I get around to telling about 

Noah Medwick. We’re not through with Dub Quinlan by any means, yet. 

 

Since I’ve gone ahead and named some family names, this might be a good place to 

go into some of the prominent families of Hackamore. You can’t talk for long about any 

town without eventually coming back to the people whose influence, either through 

politics or money or land, has been a determining factor on that town. In Hackamore the 

names you would hear are names like Quintard, Carrington, Tousignant, and McKelvey. 

And just a step down from them, people like the Haralsons, the Hess family, and maybe 

even the Hortons, on one side. There’s an old saying down here that you can tell a man’s 

social and financial position by how far back from the road he builds his house. Poor 

folks get right up next to the pike in the blazing sun, and the dust settles all over their 

porch. Middle-class folks get back far enough to put out a little nandina or crape myrtle, 

but still no shade. But rich folks build way back from the road, on a hill, and you can’t 

even see it for the trees. In the case of all but three or four of those names I mentioned, 

this pretty well holds true. You’d have to go out to the edge of town somewhere and 

climb a hill. 

The Quintards don’t even live in Hackamore; they live at Apex, which is four miles 

out of the city limits and has its own post office. But you’ve got to consider them 
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Hackamore people. If you ran into a Quintard way off somewhere in another part of the 

country (which would be highly unlikely if you did) I doubt very much if he’d tell you he 

was from Apex, Alabama. It wouldn’t even occur to him. Actually Apex belongs to the 

Quintards. Twenty-two hundred acres in cotton alone. They’re quite a family of people, 

and where most of the other families now have younger generations building houses in 

town, the Quintards have all stayed on the Quintard place. They’ve always been 

important in politics, without actually running for office, and by that I mean state as well 

as local. More than one Alabama governor has spent the weekend at Apex to hunt quail 

or shoot geese. One exception is John Quintard, who made an Episcopal minister and 

now has St. Luke’s here in town. But even John still lives at the family home. You could 

write a book about the Quintard family alone, starting with old Colonel Ross. As far as 

that’s concerned, you could probably write one about Tib. Tib Quintard was a flying ace 

in World War II, Hackamore’s number one war hero. He runs the farm now, since old 

Jake had his stroke, and it’s been rumored for about ten years that Tib’s dying of a brain 

tumor himself, but if he is it must be a slow-working one because you sure can’t tell any 

change in him. There’s some stories about Tib Quintard it wouldn’t do to print, but I 

don’t want to go into individuals yet. Tib must be pushing fifty now, still unmarried, and 

still beating the women off with a stick (if you can believe what you hear), but as I said, 

it’s too soon to get into individuals. Tib’s a book in his own right. 

My personal favorite among the old families of Hackamore are the Tousignants. I 

guess I’ve got a romantic turn of mind, because they’re a family with a tragic history. The 

other night on TV Ed Sullivan came out (like a corpse) and introduced Ray Charles, who 

proceeded to play an old blues piece by Leroy Carr. The first person I thought of was 

Jack Tousignant. I’ve heard him play the exact same song so many tunes it’s not even 

funny. The minute it came on, I turned to my wife and said, “Oh-oh, Jack Tousignant.” 

“Yeah,” she said, “only you mean Back of the Moon, don’t you?” 

The Back of the Moon was a roadhouse over near Buckhorn and she never liked me 

going there, even before we were married. But that’s where Jack Tousignant used to take 

over the piano when he was on one of his sprees. Play you anything from the classics on 

down, but when he was drinking he liked to play race music, and back then people looked 

down on you for it. Nowadays, who knows? He might be on Ed Sullivan. But if he was, 

the rest of his family would probably disown him. They’re the kind of people that even 

big national celebrities don’t mean anything to them. You might call that being very 

snotty, but if you knew the Tousignants I can assure you it’s not the case. They just 

happen to be the kind of people that put their own value on things, and anything else, 

they dismiss it. I guess I knew Jack Tousignant as well as anybody in Hackamore did, 

and I think a lot better than most. Our common ground was Negro music. We heard it a 

little different than most people – most white people anyway. We’d sit by the hour 

playing those old RCA Victors, and when somebody would hit a real good lick he would 

look up at me and smile and say, “You hear that, Sheik?” I don’t know why he called me 

Sheik; nobody else ever did. Then he would shut it off and move over to the piano and 

play the same thing note for note. Make chill bumps come up on your arms. 

Jack Tousignant was a confirmed alcoholic by the time he was twenty-five years old. 

It seemed as though once he took that first drink he never looked back. He killed himself, 

and I was the last person to hear his voice. He called me that night and wanted to go up 

on the hill. The Negroes were having a protracted meeting and we used to sit in the car 
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and listen to them singing. I turned him down that night and I’ve always regretted it, even 

though I know it wouldn’t have made any difference in the long run because he was 

headed for self-destruction if ever anybody was. But I still wish I’d gone with him that 

night. You never know about those things. Of course I’ve had my problems with liquor 

too, as anybody in Hackamore will tell you.  

The Tousignants, like the Quintards, are primarily cotton too, but their style of living 

is quite different than the Quintards. They’re a more genteel type of family, and where 

the Quintards are strictly Claybrook County, the Tousignants are socially connected all 

the way to Mobile and even New Orleans. The Quintard men, with the exception of John, 

have always been rough, boisterous men. If you saw one of them in town you could 

easily mistake him for an ordinary dirt farmer. He’d have on muddy boots with his shirt 

open at the collar, and you might even catch him with a chew of tobacco in his mouth. 

But not a Tousignant. They never did go any way but dressed, and they would no more 

think of picking up a wrench to tighten a tractor lug than fail to tip their hat to a lady. The 

Quintards have always gone to school at Auburn or the University, but the Tousignants 

went to Virginia or Vanderbilt, if you get what I mean. And where there has been a 

certain amount of intermarriage among the other families (the Hess girls, for example, 

have managed to marry into nearly all the top families), to my knowledge no Tousignant 

has ever married a Quintard, or vice versa. I don’t mean they don’t get along – there’s 

never been a falling out or anything like that – they just don’t marry each other. It’s been 

said many times that Tib Quintard ought to married Valerie Tousignant, but he didn’t. 

Then you come to the Carringtons, a great big family of people and probably more 

respected on the whole than any other family in Hackamore. Not all of them have stayed 

in Hackamore. Some have gone out and made their mark elsewhere, as in the case of 

Rear Admiral Tom Carrington, and James C., who became a former president of the 

Alabama Power Company. Even Miss Jenny was well-known throughout the state for her 

work with the Girl Scouts. While you tend to think of them as being mainly lawyers and 

judges, they’ve done a little bit of everything, actually. They own the hosiery mill and sit 

on the board of some of the larger banks in Birmingham. A real big family with two or 

three branches, all still going strong. 

I could go on down through the Hess family (merchants), the McKelveys (lumber), 

the Haralsons (bankers), and so forth, but talking in generalities don’t really tell you an 

awful lot about them. Instead I think it’s better to tell about some of the things that have 

happened here over the years and let the people emerge as they will. I don’t want to leave 

out landmarks, either. Incidentally, in case you’re wondering about the Hackamores, 

they’re all gone now, not a one of them left. Leslie Hackamore was the last male in the 

line and he died of shrapnel at Saint-Mihiel during the First World War. One year the 

Epworth League took him for a project and commissioned an oil painting which hangs 

today at the City Hall, just outside the mayor’s office. 

Just one more note about families in general. The McKelveys are actually the oldest 

family in Claybrook County, now that the Hackamores have died out. They trace their 

line all the way back to one Douglas McQuiston McKelvey, who was born in Glasgow, 

Scotland, in 1730 and immigrated to Maryland in 1748. He fought in the Revolutionary 

War and was at one time captain of his own sailing ship. After the war Douglas 

McKelvey migrated to North Carolina and eventually to this area around 1800. When 

leaving the Carolinas it’s said that Douglas sold all his land, his pew in the Presbyterian 
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Church, and a round-trip stagecoach ticket between Raleigh and Richmond. His son Thad 

McKelvey was one of the original founders of Hackamore, along with Robert 

Hackamore. His grave has been lost, but the graves of Robert and Rebekah Hackamore 

are still to be seen in the little churchyard at Birdsong Springs (sometimes referred to by 

the old Indian name of Sauta) which was the first county seat of Claybrook County. 

Sauta, which is now no longer even a community, was also the place where the Cherokee 

Indian chief Sequoyah first presented his alphabet. Coming into town on 72 you’ll see a 

cast-iron plaque by the side of the road, commemorating Sequoyah, which was erected by 

the Historical Society. 

A while ago you may have noticed that I mentioned the Cotton House Hotel, in 

telling about Dub Quinlan. The Cotton is no longer in existence, being torn down three 

years ago for the new A&P, but it was a Hackamore landmark for many, many years – a 

great big rambling two-story frame building with deep galleries around three sides and 

plenty of rocking chairs. Up until the day it closed, the Cotton set the best table in town. 

As a matter of fact, way back in the old days they used to “feed the train.” I doubt if you 

ever heard that expression before. What it means, the passenger train before they put on 

diners used to stop in Hackamore and the people would get off and walk over to the 

Cotton House for dinner. It’s hard to imagine anything that leisurely now, but that’s what 

they did. They had a contract with the railroad and the train just stood there and waited. 

This was the old Memphis Special, running between Memphis and Washington, D.C., 

and you’d be surprised at some of the names that have eaten their dinner at the Cotton – 

William Jennings Bryan (two occasions), Nellie Tayloe Ross, Luther Burbank, and O. O. 

McIntyre, to name only a few. (I never did find out who Nellie Tayloe Ross was, but 

she’s always mentioned.) The last people to run the Cotton were a childless couple by the 

name of Catledge, and I think they came out of Indiana originally. Old man Catledge 

wore a derby hat and at one time had been a personal friend of Roscoe Turner. 

The traveling salesmen that stayed at the Cotton back in those days were referred to 

as drummers. They came to town selling everything from caskets to horse collars to 

Copenhagen snuff. Most of them smoked a cigar and they all had a bottle in their 

suitcase, and occasionally they liked to get up a card game in 22, which was the only 

really double room in the hotel. Bridge was played in the lobby practically every night, 

and the Catledges didn’t object to a quiet poker hand upstairs as long as the noise was 

held down and the gentlemen remembered to use an ash tray. I won’t go so far as to say 

nothing ever went on at the Cotton, but no professional women ever got in there. Mrs. 

Catledge drew the line at that. 

But the Cotton also had its permanent guests – people that stayed with them on a 

monthly basis. Erskine Bledsoe was one of them and so was Miss Elsie Trotter, our 

librarian. Miss Elsie lived there for years and took breakfast privately with the Catledges. 

She did tutoring on the side if there was some boy or girl not doing as well as they ought 

to in school. But the record was held by old man Dave Carroll. Uncle Dave, as they 

called him, lived at the Cotton for just under thirty-three years. He died in a nursing home 

in Birmingham this past October at the age of 102, having outlived the Catledges, the 

hotel, and everybody else in sight, including the niece that put him in there. And they 

thought they were taking care of him in his old age. Uncle Dave had made his money in 

the hardware business and I don’t doubt he paid them well to let him stay at the Cotton 

House, but he became senile along in his eighties and used to wear bow ties that were 
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wired with little flashlight bulbs in them, to flash at the young women. At other times he 

would go to the novelty store and buy fake spiders and plastic affairs that looked like 

puddles of vomit and put them in the sink. He must have been quite a trial for Mrs. 

Catledge there toward the last, and then the irony was that he lived long after they were 

all dead and gone. 

But the man I started out to tell about when I brought this up was Erskine Bledsoe. 

Erskine came here in I guess it must have been about 1935 or 1936. It was during the 

WPA, the NRA, the RFC, and all that mess. Actually, he didn’t come here, he came to a 

place out on Cumberland Mountain called Skyline. Skyline was a social reform project 

dreamed up by Eleanor Roosevelt which was supposed to relieve the poor of this section. 

The government bought several thousand acres of mountain land out there from the New 

York Pierce estate (Dr. Pierce was well known for his medical remedies – Pierce’s 

Golden Medical Discovery and Pierce’s Favorite Prescription), and the idea was for 

every family to get forty acres, a house, a mule, a wagon, and something to make a crop 

with. Potatoes and tomatoes were the main crops. They had a commissary, a church, a 

recreation center, and a school. The recreation center and the school were where Erskine 

came in. He was supposed to have special training along that line, and they brought him 

in to show them how it was done. By 1939 the project had pretty well petered out, but 

instead of going home, Erskine moved to Hackamore, where they were glad to get him 

for biology and civics. Erskine knew biology like nobody’s business, but when it came to 

civics he had some pretty radical ideas. In fact, socialistic. And the funny part of was he 

didn’t come from up north somewhere; he came from Waycross, Georgia. Looking back 

on it, Erskine was about thirty years ahead of himself, particularly on issues such the race 

issue. He was a likeable enough fellow and the kids at school were crazy about him, but 

certain subjects you just to stay off of. 

He was also a funny built man. Erskine was above six feet, a good four of it must 

have been legs. He had a long head a lot of uncombed hair, and he carried his head tilted 

back like a man when he’s trying to see through the bottom half of his bifocals, except he 

didn’t wear glasses. He was one of people that they try to dress neat but just can’t quite 

seem to keep their shoes tied and their shirt tail in. You always saw him with a book 

under his arm and always in a hurry. He smoked a pipe and went hatless the year round, 

and he had an old herringbone with leather patches on it where he wore the elbows out. 

Erskine was one of the nicest, friendliest people we ever had to come here, but stay off 

Negroes and politics, please. 

To give you an example, there used to be a vacant lot between the fire hall and the 

post office (where Maynard’s Texaco is now) and every year on the Fourth of July we 

held us a greased-pole contest. They’d take about a thirty-foot pole the size of a man’s 

waist and set it up there with a five dollar bill tacked to the top. Then they’d take and 

smear it liberally with lard. Spread sawdust all around the base. The idea was, anybody 

that could climb the pole and get the money, it was theirs. If you never saw a greased-

pole contest, it’s one of the most ridiculous scenes you can imagine. You climb your head 

off and get nowhere. Hilarious is the only word for it. But somehow the greased-pole 

contest didn’t meet with Erskine’s approval. To him it was a big tremendous act of social 

injustice. I think what bothered him was the contestants – mostly Negroes and poor 

whites. The way he saw it, we were all down there laughing at some poor unfortunates 

that were so bad off they were willing to make a public fool of theirself in the hope of 
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getting a much-needed five bucks. Well, he was partly right, let’s face it. On the other 

hand, there’s something pathetic about a lot of things that are funny – cruel, even. I’ve 

never understood a crusader, but maybe that’s my shortcoming and I ought not to knock 

Erskine if those were his beliefs. 

Anyhow, Erskine took it upon himself to write an editorial against the greased pole 

one year. It wasn’t exactly an editorial because he had to buy the space to get it in the 

paper, but it was a long-drawn-out bellyache, written like a news report. The headline he 

put on it was Chance of a Lifetime. I’ve still got it, and to give you an idea how it went 

I’ll quote you a paragraph or two. 

 

A big crowd had packed itself into the vacant lot and spilled over into the 

street, and now the last-minute shop girls were coming out with their arms folded 

and silly, expectant grins on their faces [forgetting that the stores are closed on 

the 4
th
]. Mayor Hess was there, of course, and Judge Carrington to insure that no 

rules were broken. The Frank Dills were all there [here he’s referring to Frank 

Dill, a well-known pool shark] and all were foregathered in one elite, talc-odored 

group at the edge of the sidewalk. An air of giddy good-fellowship pervaded the 

whole enterprise, and people were chatting recklessly with people they ordinarily 

would not even have nodded to on the post office steps. This was a community 

event, like the U.D.C. picnic [United Daughters of the Confederacy], a time for 

all barriers to go down. Near the base of the pole a group of candidates milled 

about – four Negroes wearing bewildered grins, and a white man in a frayed 

jumper with a quiet, defeated face. 

 

In other words, you see what I mean – it was sarcastically written, designed to make 

us feel small about what we were doing. Nobody was too surprised when the day arrived 

to see Erskine himself come out and offer to climb the pole, wearing a turtleneck. This 

was the sort of thing you could count on him for. But that day nobody made it to the top – 

Erskine included – and Mayor Hess crossed him up by giving all contestants five dollars 

whether they made it to the top or not. Which I thought was a good twist because in a 

sense it blew the whole thing right back in Erskine’s face. Actually, he was a good sport 

about it and laughed right along with the rest. It wasn’t really held against him. But I’ve 

often wondered how much his being basically a southerner had to do with it. If he had 

been some fellow from up north, I’m not sure. 

But there was one incident in which the town of Hackamore owes Erskine Bledsoe a 

debt of thanks. This was back in days before TV of course, and back then the big thing 

was to go to the movie. They had Bank Night on Wednesday, and about every other 

Saturday night there was some kind of a stage show – either Boob Brasfield out of 

Chattanooga or some other troupe that happened to be passing through. So one time they 

had this hypnotist who was slated to put on a performance. To build up interest in his 

show this character would arrive in a town on Friday and proceed to hypnotize the girl 

that traveled with him in the window of one of the town’s larger stores. This particular 

individual was quite a showman. What he did, he hypnotized the girl in the window of 

Harper’s Furniture and Appliance and laid her out in a coffin (on loan from Blankenship 

Mortuary), the guarantee being that she would sleep that way without moving so much as 

a muscle until the show Saturday night, at which time he would bring her out of it. They 
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had the coffin right up there in the window with the lid open so you were free to check 

any time of the day or night if she batted an eye or moved even the slightest bit. Just the 

breathing was all you were supposed to see. 

This guy knew what he was doing. The girl he used for the act was what they call 

generously endowed, and he had her laid out in a nightgown that was cut so low you felt 

that any move, even the slightest, would probably be enough. If you went to the drugstore 

that Friday afternoon you had to walk out in the street to get by Harper’s Furniture and 

Appliance. I don’t know if she was hypnotized or not, but some others seemed to be. 

The trouble came that night. It seems the hypnotist was in the habit of staying in the 

store with the sleeping beauty (actually his wife) as a safety precaution, since she was 

laying there helpless in a deep state of hypnotism. Sometime after midnight there was a 

commotion at the store and Sheriff Deparis was sent for. When the sheriff arrived he 

found a scene of disorder with people yelling and running up and down the alley in the 

dark. The hypnotist was in a state of outrage and the woman was having hysterics. She 

was out of the casket by this time and somebody had the presence of mind to throw a 

blanket around her shoulders. The hypnotist told the sheriff his wife had been molested – 

not actually raped or anything, but apparently looked over pretty good. He had dozed off 

in his chair, he said, and woke up to her screaming. A big, unidentified man had rushed 

by him in the dark (the only light was a little spot directed on the open casket), escaping 

through the back door. 

The next question of course was whether it was a Negro or white man. Well, the 

hypnotist couldn’t be sure. It was too dark. The only thing he could be sure about was the 

size – a heavy-set man, probably two hundred pounds or better. 

They then investigated the back door and were surprised to it had not been forced. 

This meant somebody had used a key. The implications here were pretty serious, because 

the two people with a key to Harper’s store were Lewis the janitor and Oscar Harper 

himself. Both of them happened to be big, heavy-set men, two-hundred-pounders. It 

seemed a mighty unlikely thing for Oscar Harper to be out sneaking around in his own 

place of business to peek under the clothes of a hypnotized girl. Not that Oscar wouldn’t 

have been interested in what was under there – it just wasn’t his way of going about 

things. Oscar was about as sneaky as a freight train engine. He was a big, overbearing 

loudmouth, is what he was, blunt as a sledge hammer. If Oscar had that kind of an 

interest in a woman, it was more likely he’d have pinched her on the behind while the 

husband wasn’t looking and made her a proposition. 

On the other hand, it seemed just as unlikely for old Lewis, the Negro janitor. Lewis 

was not only about seventy years old but probably one of the best liked, most respected 

colored men in town. Nobody ever had anything but a good word for Lewis. He was 

hard-working, soft-spoken, and respectful. 

When Sheriff Deparis had all the facts, he ran everybody off and put the hypnotist 

and his wife up at the Cotton House for the rest of the night. Then he went back to his 

office and got Judge Carrington out of bed. He also called Dr. Blakemore, who was 

chairman of the city council, as well as Mayor Hess. The sheriff knew he had a 

potentially dangerous situation on his hands and he wanted their advice about how he was 

going to handle it. Nobody but those four men really knows what all was said at the 

courthouse that night, but evidently the consensus of opinion was not to do anything. Just 

sit tight and hope the whole thing would blow over. 
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Unfortunately this was not the case. If Sheriff Deparis made one mistake, it was in 

not sending the hypnotist and his wife on their way that same night. Because by show 

time Saturday night the town was talking its head off and it looked like the biggest box 

office they ever had at the Lyric. Then when the hypnotist brought his wife onstage he 

had her made up to look like a patient out of a sanitarium somewhere. No lipstick, white 

powder dusted over her face, and, for some reason, limping. Halfway through, she 

fainted. 

That more or less did it. Immediately after the show there was a lot of ugly talk at the 

poolroom, which quickly spread to the O.K. Truck Stop and All Night Diner. By 

midnight three or four carloads of riffraff had driven past Lewis’s house, one of them 

throwing a lighted newspaper. It didn’t land on the porch, but burned out in some 

hollyhocks there in the front yard, and at twelve thirty Sheriff Deparis went up and 

brought Lewis in on an open charge. He was quoted as saying the following: “Hell, I 

know Lewis didn’t do it. But I don’t think Oscar did either, and goddamit we’ve got to do 

something on account of that gang of hoodlums. We don’t want another Scottsboro Case 

happening here in Hackamore, do we?” 

You may remember the Scottsboro Case. Sam Leibowitz and the Scottsboro boys? It 

had caused a national sensation of adverse publicity just a few years beforehand. And 

Scottsboro is only forty-eight miles away. 

But things were already farther along than any of us realized. The cars that had been 

cruising by Lewis’s house followed the sheriff’s car to the jail, and as they were leading 

him in at the side door, several rocks were thrown, one of Deputy Sam Jackson’s glasses 

and cutting him slightly across the bridge of the nose. They got Lewis inside all right but 

the situation wasn’t greatly improved because all the support the sheriff had was Sam and 

the jailer, an old fellow named Gus James. Gus was too old to count on for much help, 

besides being deaf as a post. Being waked up in the night like that he couldn’t seem to 

grasp what was going on. It’s said that repeated calls were made to the City Hall, trying 

to reach the police chief, but for some mysterious reason the line was always busy. Then 

somebody cut the phone wire. That particular police chief was distantly kin to me but 

he’s dead and gone now so I won’t call his name. 

Things continued to get worse (as they generally do before they get better) and a 

couple of more carloads arrived on the scene to join the rowdies. One car was all the way 

from Buckhorn – Buckhorn thugs that probably didn’t even know who Lewis was. 

Among our local distinguished citizens represented there that night was the bootlegger 

Henry Patch, the pool shark Frank Dill, as well as Oris Nabors with four of his five boys 

with him. The only reason the fifth wasn’t there was because he was currently doing ten-

to-fifteen at Kilby Prison. Oris himself was a one-arm man due to an arm he lost 

dynamiting fish illegally. That type of individual: they were all present. Actually it was 

the sort of thing I don’t believe could ever have taken place in the daytime. There would 

have been too many other people around and it would never have developed. But you’ve 

got to remember that this was between one and two o’clock in the morning now, and 

probably 90 percent of the town didn’t even know it was going on. They were at home in 

bed. What you had was a situation where a bunch of ignorant, good-for-nothing rascals 

had the whole thing to themself. Sheriff Deparis, he’s in there with his phone wire cut, 

surrounded by a bunch of bad actors with their pockets full of matches. 
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They threw a lot of rocks up on the roof of the jail, calling for Lewis, and then 

somebody poured a pail of crankcase oil in the ditch and set it on fire. This didn’t 

represent a real threat to the jail – the oil just burned there in the ditch – but they were 

working their nerve up. They were all scared of Sheriff Deparis, as well they might, but 

by throwing rocks and yelling and setting a fire in the ditch they were working 

themselves up. 

But just as things were the noisiest and it looked like they might be really going to try 

something, up drives a car with three men in it. Oscar Harper, his son Junior Harper, and 

in the back seat none other than Erskine Bledsoe. 

Oscar and the boy got out and Oscar climbs up on the hood of the car, calling for 

quiet. “Hold it, boys! Hold everything! You got the wrong idea about this now! Hold it, I 

say! Calm down and listen to me!” 

Finally they gave him their attention and Oscar explained himself. He told them 

Lewis had nothing to do with the girl in the casket, it was all a put-up job doped out by 

the hypnotist to draw a big crowd for his show. Junior here was the one that went in the 

store last night, and it was all planned by the hypnotist himself, just to create a sensation 

and build a big box office. 

This made a certain amount of sense if you didn’t think about it too deep (and there 

was no danger of that happening among that crowd), because Junior was every bit as big 

as his daddy or Lewis, and the idea that a hypnotist would pull off a trick like that wasn’t 

hard for them to believe. 

“Of course 1 ain’t saying the boy didn’t treat hisself to a little peek while he was 

about it. But who’d blame him for that? They say the apple don’t fall far from the tree.” 

This was the clincher and actually brought a big laugh, because Oscar Harper was 

widely known, and admired among a certain element, for his woman-chasing. He 

delivered the line right too – with a big leer on his face. The boy just stood there with his 

hands in his pockets and one of those don’t-give-a-damn airs. Toothpick in his mouth. 

Though it was a warm night, Oscar had made him put on his sweater with the big H on it, 

because Junior was a star on the football team. I got this all weeks later through Sam 

Jackson. 

And that’s how it wound up – a lot of laughing and joking, plus a few more rocks, 

just for the hell of it. Finally Oscar told them all to drop by and he’d give them a free 

chance on a deepfreeze or something. They put the oil out and went home and the crisis 

was over. 

Erskine never even got out of the car. 

But unfortunately Junior was too stupid to know when he had it made. Two nights 

later he jumped on Erskine in front  of the OK All Night and beat him up pretty bad, 

which of course gave the town a clue there was more to it than met the eye, and 

eventually the true story leaked out. It seems Erskine had done a little detective work that 

Saturday afternoon. When word got around that whoever did the molesting used key to 

get in, Erskine saw a possibility the rest of us overlooked. He got to checking around, and 

sure enough, it turned out that Friday afternoon Junior Harper had come in Hess 

Hardware with a key he wanted duplicated. Seeing what trouble was developing Saturday 

night, Erskine went to Oscar and laid the thing out. Confronted the boy with it in the 

presence of his dad. Whether the story Oscar told was dreamed up by Oscar or Erskine 

we’ll never how, but it had Erskine’s stamp on it. Anyway, it saved the town what might 
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have been a bad incident and I’ll always feel we owe Erskine a debt of thanks. You 

couldn’t have handled it better if you’d had a week to study about it. 

The rottenest part of it was that Junior borrowed poor old Lewis’s key to get his 

duplicate made by. I guess his own father knew better than trust him with his. In the end, 

though, the McKelvey twins evened up the score for us against Junior. The night after 

Erskine, they took him on in the exact same spot in front of the all-night diner and 

whipped the you-know-what out of him. Everybody in town felt good about it. 

The illness of a widowed mother eventually recalled Erskine Bledsoe back to 

Georgia, but he still takes the paper and sends a Christmas card to his many friends here. 

When the old Cotton House went down he wrote an open letter which they published, 

saying how it saddened him to see “the old institutions being trod under the heel of a 

dubious progress.” He could always write like a son of a gun. But I thought to myself that 

it was quite a contrast to his famous greased-pole editorial of thirty years ago. 

 

I’m happy to say we never had a lynching in Hackamore. Probably old Lewis was as 

close as we ever came. On the whole, the relationship between the races has been as good 

here as most places, and a lot better than say a Watts or a Newark, New Jersey. Two 

years ago we integrated our schools without a major incident, and this fall about eight 

hundred of us sat over there in the gym every Friday night and cheered a basketball team 

with two colored boys on it. Both of them outstanding, by the way. I’m not saying we’ve 

gone overboard, but a friend of mine at the post office tells me quite a few are beginning 

to renew their Life and Time. 

But if we never had a genuine lynching in Hackamore we have had a killing or two 

that created quite a lot of interest. You’ll notice I make a distinction between a killing and 

a murder. Down here a murder is when you slay a person in a cold-blooded, calculated 

manner. It’s usually done for gain or you’re trying to get away with it. A killing, on the 

other hand, occurs in hot blood. For example, who ever murdered Horace Hobson did a 

pretty good job of it because we didn’t even find out about it for thirty-four years. But 

when Jess Chambers got ready to kill Roy Blakemore he put his gun in his pocket and 

walked all over town to find him that afternoon at the Citizen. The point is one of them is 

trying to hide it while the other did it right in front of everybody, with apparently no 

regard  for the consequences. 

Your cold-blooded murder has been a rare occurrence here in Hackamore but killings 

we’ve had a few. The one I’m coming to now is interesting because it might qualify 

either way. I’m still not sure whether to classify it a killing or a murder so I’m going to 

let you judge for yourself. It happened a long, long time ago, but is still one of the more 

famous cases because of the people involved. I guess the trial stirred up quite a ruckus 

too. People got divided in their sentiments about it and there was some ill feeling that 

lasted quite a long time. This was when the Buntons killed Captain Tom McKelvey. 

Tom got his title Captain Tom from having served with the First Claybrook 

Volunteers in the Spanish-American War. He ran a sawmill (now McKelvey Lumber 

Company, which you’ll see spread out on your right coming in on 72), they also made 

wagon beds. Captain Tom and his brother, Bill, also owned the livery stable that used to 

be on the south side of the square about where the U-Do-It Car Wash is now. Captain 

Tom was a noted character. He was quick-tempered and violent, but also a very religious 

man. He never rode without there was a Bible in his saddlebag and was said to have 
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preached a better funeral than some of the full-fledged preachers of his day. He had what 

we call McKelvey eyes – those very blue eyes that you feel like are drilling a hole 

through you. All the McKelveys have eyes like that, even today, which is why we call 

them McKelvey eyes. Whenever I see a man with real pale blue eyes I think to myself, 

Oh-oh, McKelvey blood. McKelvey blood dominates. It even dominated Tousignant 

blood on one occasion. When Self married Ella Tousignant the twins were born with his 

eyes, though in other respects they didn’t especially favor. 

One afternoon the mill sawyer went to Captain Tom and told him some logs he’d 

bought from Henry Bunton had turned out to be gum logs. 

“You must be mistaken,” Captain Tom said. “Henry swore to me there wasn’t any 

gum in the cove. They’re hardwood logs.” 

“Come see for yourself,” the sawyer told him. “I think I know gum when I cut it.” 

So Captain Tom went and looked and they were gum logs all right, and already paid 

for. Tom always kept him a fine saddle mare, so he mounted up and rode off towards 

Bunton’s Cove. Didn’t even go back for his hat, according to the story. 

At this point I’m going to interrupt myself to tell you something about the Bunton 

family. The Buntons have never been very well thought of in Hackamore, the reason 

being that back during the Civil War they were Tories. They sympathized with the Union 

and refused to serve, even in the Home Guard. I’ve heard my grandmother tell it, and tell 

how they had salt and coffee up in the cove when the rest were roasting okra seeds, and 

how old man Jedwick Bunton even shut down his grist mill against his neighbors. 

Nobody living today (or probably even at the time of Captain Tom) had anything to do 

with that, but resentments, like a lot of other preconceived notions, are sometimes handed 

down through the generations. The irony of it was that when the Yankee Army finally 

moved into Claybrook County in 1863, Bunton’s Cove was one of the first places they 

went to forage. The Buntons had everything taken away from them, their cattle butchered 

or driven off, and even the quilts and mattresses stripped off their beds.  

Now to get back to the story. Exactly what happened when Captain Tom reached 

Bunton’s Cove that day is still a matter of dispute, and if you think a transcript from the 

trial will clear it up, it won’t. The testimony contradicts itself in a dozen places. I know 

because I’ve read it myself. But what we do know for sure is that around four o’clock that 

afternoon Captain Tom rode up to the general store at the foot of Poorhouse Mountain, 

holding the bridle reins in his right hand. The reason being that his left arm was shot off 

at the elbow, and the only reason he still had it with him was the sleeve. It was still 

hanging in the sleeve of his coat. 

They got him in a buggy and brought him to town as fast they could, but Captain Tom 

bled to death before they could get here with him. Only one sentence did he utter, and 

that was when they were helping him off his horse. “Go see about Henry Bunton.” 

That one sentence occurs time after time in the transcript because it was about all the 

Buntons’ lawyers had in trying to claim self-defense. Their claim, based on the testimony 

of Henry and the boy went something like this: 

At three o’clock that afternoon, Henry and his son, Rob Roy, were at work cleaning 

out a cistern behind the house when they looked up and saw Captain Tom riding toward 

them on that big Morgan mare of his. It surprised them to see him, but they still didn’t 

think anything of it. When Tom reached the place where they were at work they thought 

he’d get down and want a drink of water or something, but instead he began to rail at 
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Henry about the logs. According to Henry’s testimony this was the first indication they 

had of the logs bothering Tom. Henry (again according to his and the boy’s testimony) 

tried to reason with Tom, saying if there was anything the matter with the logs he’d be 

glad to come in and work out a settlement. But Tom couldn’t be reasoned with. As the 

discussion continued, hot words were exchanged on both sides and suddenly Tom flew in 

a rage, spurred his horse, and begun trying to ride Henry down, trying to trample him. 

The boy, seeing his father about to have this happen, rushed in the house for a shotgun 

and fired from the porch, hitting the rider in the arm. It was true that when they took 

Henry into custody he had bruises about the face and groin, and “go see about Henry 

Bunton” was taken to mean Tom thought he had killed Henry. 

That was the case for the defense. 

The prosecution, however, painted quite a different picture before the jury. They said 

that what really happened out there that day was that Captain Tom got down from his 

horse and that maybe a blow or two was landed, but that the killing came twenty or thirty 

minutes later when Tom was bush-whacked crossing Sweet Creek Bridge. To back this 

up, they had some pretty damaging evidence. For example, a number of shot pellets were 

picked out of Tom’s saddle on the right hand side (you will remember it was Tom’s left 

arm) and these proved to be a different shot size from what was in his arm. There was 

even a fresh place on the handrail of the bridge that looked like it could have been 

splintered off by a shotgun blast. There was blood at the bridge too, but of course that 

didn’t prove a whole lot because he would have had to cross the bridge to get to the 

general store in either case. The prosecution never made it quite clear how Henry and 

Rob Roy managed to beat Tom to the bridge with him riding a horse, but maybe they 

knew a short cut through the woods or something. 

Be that as it may, the jury went with the McKelveys, returning a verdict of guilty, and 

Henry and the boy were sentenced to hanging. For the rest of this I’m going to an article 

that appeared in the Sentinel, May 12, 1916. It was some years after the event, but by a 

man that was there at the trial and execution, and ought to know what he’s talking about – 

the late Delbert E. Jacoway. 

 

The jury returned a verdict of guilty and sentenced both defendants to be 

hanged. Their case was duly appealed but higher courts upheld the conviction. 

Interest in this trial was great; the excitement grew and trouble was narrowly 

averted. The Sheriff, Leland Cavanaugh, called in a strong force of guards. When 

the day arrived for the execution the town was full of people. Many threats to 

release them were heard in the crowd; many others thought the sentence just. It 

was rumored that Governor O’Neal would grant a last minute reprieve because of 

the extreme youth of the Bunton boy (eighteen) and since at the last Hon. T. 

Carrington James had wired the governor. But the governor refused, and the 

execution was carried out. 

They requested to be baptized by immersion, so at eleven o’clock The 

Reverend J. J. Vickers, of the Baptist church, immersed them both in a bathtub in 

a room adjoining their cells. At the request of the prisoners, the Sacrament was 

administered. 

While those scenes were going on in the jail, the crowd outside became 

restless and  frequent demands were made that the prisoners be allowed to speak. 
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The sheriff brought to the window Henry Bunton, who spoke with great 

earnestness, saying: “Gentlemen, I want to call your attention to some facts. I 

have been badly treated. I have been convicted and I am innocent. If you hang me 

you hang an innocent man. I hope the people of Claybrook County will never 

hang another innocent man. I hope you all will meet me in Heaven.” 

The boy spoke next and said: “I want to say that I have got to die today, but 

what I did was in the defense of my father who was being trampled. You must 

live religiously and do right. I advise all young men to stay at home and not go 

out at night. This is all I have to say. Goodbye.” 

After the Fifty-first Psalm was read, a prayer was offered and “There Is a 

Fountain Filled With Blood” was sung. The prisoners were then led to the 

scaffold. The crowd around the jail surged up to the fence and many yelled over 

the fence, “Tear down the enclosure, we want to see the law carried out.” The 

guards formed in line with guns presented. Virgil Stanfield and Judge James made 

short speeches to the crowd. The deputy sheriff, Ed Mills, cut the rope and the 

prisoners were hurled into eternity. 

 

To this date no other man has ever been executed by order of a Claybrook County 

court. 

I would like to say, however, that the McKelvey-Bunton story did not end with that 

hanging back in 1910. In fact, it was only just begun. Old Beulah Bunton, who lived to be 

nearly ninety, never got over the injustice she felt was done to her husband and son that 

day, and the trouble between these two families returned to haunt her time and again 

through the years. 

Changing the subject but staying with the McKelveys and moving forward some 

thirty years in time, we come to one of the saddest and most tragic events ever to occur in 

Hackamore: the automobile accident that took the lives of the McKelvey twins, also 

Ramona Haralson, and for all practical purposes destroyed the life of one of the most 

beautiful girls ever to grow up in Hackamore – Miss Rachel Tousignant. All were from 

prominent and influential families, all still in their teens. 

The McKelvey boys were two of my favorites – handsome, high-spirited boys and 

fine athletes both of them. I had stepped out for a few minutes that day and gone over to 

Briggs’ Café for a bowl of half-and-half (half chili and half stew) and Sidney Dweck and 

myself got to discussing the murder of Leon Trotsky which had just happened down in 

Mexico. If I had to make a guess, I’d say it was the second week of August, 1940. You 

could check me on that date but I won’t miss it far. Don’t ask me why I remember the 

Trotsky part, I just happen to have that kind of a mind. If I would have remembered my 

studies as well as I remember stuff like that I guess I’d have been a whiz, instead of what 

I like am. But anyway, the ambulance went out while I was at the cafe, an we remarked 

about it and even went to the screen door to listen which way it went. Hackamore is the 

size of town where you still notice an ambulance or a fire truck. Then a few minutes later 

Paul Haralson ran out of the bank in his shirt sleeves and his vest unbuttoned, jumped in 

his car and took the corner on two wheels. 

“Sidney, something bad has happened,” I said. “I’m going back to the shop.” 
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When I got there they had already called the switchboard and were all out on the 

sidewalk, watching for the ambulance to come back. “Bad wreck out on Garland Ferry 

Road. Both the McKelvey boys may have been killed.” 

At this point we didn’t know it but there were four others riding in the car: Ramona 

Haralson, Rachel Tousignant, Rupert Stanfield, and little Kitty Byjohn. Ramona died two 

hours later in the ambulance between Hackamore and Birmingham where an operating 

room was being made ready. By some miracle, Rupert and Kitty were hardly injured. In 

fact, Kitty lived to survive another bad wreck less than three years later. Rachel 

Tousignant was the fourth casualty. She survived the wreck but had such horrible, 

disfiguring injuries about the face and head that to this day she will rarely allow herself to 

be seen publicly. They say she was completely scalped, and this is probably the case 

since she is never seen without wearing a hat made like a turban. At no time will she 

leave the house at Fox Ridge unless it’s a funeral or some other occasion she feels 

obliged to attend. That’s twenty-eight years ago since this happened, and I’d be willing to 

bet there are people who have been born and raised and died in this town without ever 

laying eyes on Rachel Tousignant. I think you’re beginning to see now why I referred to 

the Tousignants as a tragic family. Jack a suicide while still in his thirties, Ella losing 

both her fine sons in their teens, and a niece turned into a hermit by the same accident. 

(I don’t want you to confuse Rachel Tousignant with Valerie Tousignant. I may 

mention Valerie later on, but Rachel was the one that got hurt.) 

For a while that day it seemed to us like a whole generation of our best young people 

were going to be wiped out. People closed up their stores and went to the hospital and 

just stood around literally by the hundreds, waiting to hear the outcome. I remember Dr. 

Sam coming out on the porch to report to us. He had his sleeves rolled up and his collar 

turned under like when you shave. Sweat dripping off his chin. 

“The Stanfield boy and Kitty Byjohn are not seriously hurt,” he told us. “But I regret 

to say that both Rachel and Ramona are in critical condition and we’re trying to arrange 

now to have them transferred to the University Hospital in Birmingham.” 

We’ve had cases of more people being killed – the 1932 tornado took eleven lives – 

but never such a cross section of top families. The accident happened about a mile east of 

the city limits on a section of road they were getting ready to pave. There was a gang of 

convicts out there under Joe Paradise, and they were grading the road off, getting ready to 

asphalt. We rain in nearly three weeks, and in August you can imagine what the dust was 

like. Apparently this carload of young people had been to the river for a swim, and 

coming back to town collided almost head-on with a heavy gravel truck, clouds of dust 

having obscured their vision. Being high-spirited youths, they probably had up more 

speed than the conditions called for, but the real enemy was the dust. Joe Paradise saw 

the accident happen and said it appeared to him the drivers of both vehicles were 

momentarily blinded by a cloud of dust. When they towed the car into town someone’s 

bathing suit was still tied to one of the door handles and I can still remember the tears it 

brought to more than one eye. It was probably the biggest funeral we ever had in 

Hackamore. The three caskets were lined up side by side, but the injuries were such that 

none of them could be open. 

 

Coming up to the end of this first part, the thought occurs to me that I may have 

skimmed over the Civil War too lightly. It’s true that nothing important happened here 
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(back then there were two other towns bigger than Hackamore in Claybrook and we 

weren’t even the county seat yet), but a number of our present families had ancestors to 

fight in the war and since those names will turn up from time to time in other 

connections, maybe I ought to give you a few more details. 

As far as Claybrook County is concerned, there are only two outfits worth 

mentioning: the 55
th
 Alabama Infantry Regiment and the 18

th
 Alabama Battalion. The 

55
th
 formed out of two north Alabama Battalions, one of them under Colonel Ross 

Quintard and composed entirely of Claybrook County volunteers. This regiment fought at 

Shiloh and Vicksburg, and later when they were attached to the Army of the Tennessee as 

a part of Scott’s Brigade, participated in battles at Dalton and Peachtree Creek, eventually 

surrendering at Greensboro, North Carolina, when the war ended. 

The 18
th
 Battalion – also 100 percent Claybrook County – was originally a mounted 

battalion and fought at Chickamauga with Wood’s Brigade where they suffered heavy 

casualties. 

According to what history I can dig up, here’s a list of casualties. Claybrook County 

men that served as officers in the Confederate Army – practically all of them in the two 

outfits above. 

Colonels: Ross Quintard (wounded at Shiloh and lost an eye at Peachtree Creek), 

William Hale Garland, Brian McKelvey, and J. J. Tousignant (Lt. Col.). 

Majors: Kyle Hackamore, Jason Quintard (killed at Chickamauga), Wallace 

Strickland, and Isaac Carrington. 

Captains: Samuel Byjohn, Neal Horton, Wayne Rideout (killed at Chickamauga), 

Arthur Byjohn (also killed at Chickamauga), Henry Richland (leg at Shiloh), Evans 

Deparis, John Stanfield, W. J. Quinlan, John Cavanaugh (killed at Resaca), Curtis 

Blankenship, and Andrew Ledbetter (wounded at Peachtree Creek). 

Keeping some of these names in mind, I think you’ll be surprised how many of them 

will crop up again in the things I plan to tell about – even in events that happened as 

recently as the present. 

As a footnote to the foregoing, Leroy Pope Walker, who was Secretary of War in 

Jefferson Davis’ cabinet, lived for a while in Hackamore and practiced law here. He 

ordered the shot that started the Civil War. 
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Chapter 2 
 

 

Well, if you’ve stayed with me this far you must be wondering what on earth would 

possess a man like me to sit down and try to write a book. Why doesn’t he stick his 

thumb in his mouth and call himself a plumber? But the answer may be simpler than you 

thought. There’s only one thing that can motivate anybody to write a book and that’s an 

ego about the size of a barn door. Let’s face it, for anybody to assume that what they have 

to say is important enough or interesting enough that the rest of the world ought to be let 

in on it is a pretty sizable assumption. Of course I could hedge a little by saying all I 

really wanted was to reminisce or “organize my thoughts.” I might even go so far as 

saying my doctor recommended it, to get my mind off my health not being as good as it 

should. But the plain truth of the matter is I’ve always wanted to write a book. There’s a 

little of the poet in all of us. Beyond that, I’ve got a fond affection for this town I’m 

telling about, and remembering the people and the things that happened, I get a kick out 

of it. 

There’s also one other thing that influenced my decision. Nearly every little southern 

town has what they call a buzzard roost. It’s a place somewhere on the public square 

where all the old-timers and the deadheads sit around and loaf. If you’ve got a Civil War 

monument that’s usually it; if not, they find them a place somewhere around the 

courthouse. In Hackamore it’s the stone curbing around the courthouse lawn. On a sunny 

day they’ll be spaced along that thing like potted plants somebody put out for airing, and 

about that active. The pigeons walk all over their shoes. There’s a certain amount of 

jawing goes on, but not as much as you might think, because most of them are real old 

fellows and they get too sleepy to talk. If you looked out the window and counted how 

many you saw and then gave me the number, I could shut my eyes and just about name 

them off, subtracting of course whoever died since the last time I looked. They sit out 

there like they’re waiting for something. Which of course they are. They’re waiting for 

Jess Blankenship, the undertaker. I’ve always had a certain feeling toward those old 

buzzards of not exactly contempt, but of a useless, give-up attitude that depresses me. So 

what happens? One day after taking my little exercise stroll I catch myself easing into 

place on the curb, right out there with the rest of them. When it dawned on me, that’s 

when I really finally made up my mind about the book. In fact, I bought me a ball point 

and a couple of school tablets on the way home that afternoon. 

At first I was bothered by where to start. Should I start back at the first and come 

forward, or should I lay it out by departments? How in the world do you go about telling 

all the things you know about a town you’ve lived sixty-eight years in? Then one day old 

Doc Blakemore (a wise old sage and one of the meanest shaves in Hackamore) said to 

me: “Why don’t you do it the same way you’ve been doing it for the past forty years? 

Only this time, write it down.” 
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What was he inferring? I wanted to know. 

“Well,” he said, “imagine if some fellow came in at the barbershop and you were 

telling him some of the stuff you know about Hackamore.” 

All at once it hit me about the little balls of paper up there on the cornice, and I had 

my solution. Organization never was my long suit anyway, so why bother? As they say in 

the song, I decided to just walk right in, sit right down, and let my mind roll on. Mulligan 

stew, southern fried. (Or maybe half-baked would be the better word. I’m also aware that 

a good cook don’t apologize for the meal before you finished the soup.) But anyhow, that 

should clear up some things that have been bothering both of us, and now we can proceed 

in a disorderly manner. (If Pete and the other boys at the shop ever see this, I imagine 

they’ll make me sign my name and throw it up on the cornice without ever changing their 

expression.) 

 

I said I wasn’t going to leave out landmarks, and some of those that ought to be 

mentioned are the courthouse, Salt Peter Cave, Noah’s Ark, the Cotton House (already 

covered), and the famous Blue Hole on Widow’s Creek. The courthouse in Hackamore is 

an old red brick building with big gray concrete columns at both entrances. I guess you’d 

call the north entrance the main entrance because it faces the more important side of the 

square, but the south entrance is identical in appearance. On top of the building there’s a 

clock tower, which is four-sided so you can read the time from any direction, and this has 

a copper dome on it with a spike coming out of the center something like a Prussian 

soldier’s helmet. The courthouse dome is the highest thing in town and you can see it 

anywhere you happen to be, rising up there above the treetops. Most little towns of this 

size you’ll have a water tank that’s visible from miles away (which results in the 

expression “tank town”), but in Hackamore we don’t. Our reservoir is built on a hill just 

north of town that we call Potato Knob, and most of the water comes out of deep wells, 

with pumping stations spaced at intervals around the town. In 1940 we had a bad drought 

and one of the wells had to be abandoned after about half the infield at the baseball park 

fell in one night. It left a hole there big enough for a five-room house. But the courthouse 

dome is what catches your eye corning into town. Another nice thing is the way you can 

hear the town clock strike the hour from just about anywhere within the city limits. 

During the day of course there’s enough traffic and activity to where you don’t actually 

notice it, but from about sundown on, the mellow sound of that old bell strikes a mighty 

pleasant note. There’s something comforting and restful about it. Many’s the night I’ve 

laid awake and heard that old clock strike midnight and in my mind’s eye visualize the 

four faces of the clock looking east, west, north, and south over the town, and then lay 

there thinking, Well, Otis Hale and the boys are breaking up their card game about now 

(east face) and Sugarfoot is locking the poolroom (west face). From my bedroom window 

I can see when Nelson Byjohn cuts out the light in his workshop (Nelson’s hobby is 

making pots and figurines out of ceramics), and I always know when young Jerry 

Strickland gets home from his date because he turns in at the driveway like he’s escaping 

from the police. 

If it happens to be a Saturday night it’s more interesting to think about because more 

things are still apt to be going on. Hackamore, like most little towns its size, is strictly a 

Saturday night town. During the week you’ve got certain things going on such as civic 

club meetings, choir practice, church league bowling, and maybe the Fortnightly Book 
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Club – but for all practical purposes they roll up the sidewalks at ten o’clock on a 

weekday night. Of course the picture show runs every night but Sunday, but even that lets 

out by ten. On Saturday night, though, it’s another matter. Usually there’s a party of some 

kind at the country club, which creates a lot of late traffic down our street, and it’s 

amusing to take note of how many go out there with the husband driving and come back 

with the wife at the wheel. The later they come back, the more likely the wife is driving. 

Also Saturday night is when the Negroes frolic up in Crocodile. Back in my own 

drinking days I’ve gone up to Tooky’s lots of times looking for a pint to get me through 

to daylight, and found them still dancing and carrying on at two in the morning. They 

turn the jukebox up to where it rattles the window lights – Mahalia Jackson, Joe Turner, 

and music like that. I used to find it hard to leave sometimes. 

Also, Saturday night is the night when the tomcats prowl – and a few lady cats too, by 

the way. I can listen to that old clock strike twelve on a Saturday night and tell you where 

a number of folks are that they don’t think I can. But that’s not the purpose of this book 

to give you a keyhole view of Hackamore. If something along that line has happened that 

was funny or particularly interesting for another reason, I may bring it up, but otherwise I 

won’t. 

A little way back I said how I enjoyed hearing the sound of that old town clock 

tolling off the hours, but after giving it some more thought I guess I’d have to amend that 

statement slightly. Being now in my sixty-eighth year I must have heard that clock strike 

many thousands of times, and lately it bothers me in a way I never used to think about, 

which is the passage of time. That’s what the clock of course is telling us every time it 

tolls: another hour has passed. The end, no matter how remote it may still be in the future, 

is nevertheless one hour closer than it was. I remember when I was a kid in school they 

made us study a poem called “The Shropshire Lad,” which was about a man that was due 

to be hung the next morning at eight for some crime he committed. I don’t recall the 

whole gist of it now or who it was that wrote it, but there was one line in there about he 

would hear the stroke of eight, but not the stroke of nine. I’ve caught myself thinking 

about that a number of times in the past few months, and it’s not a pleasant train of 

thought. I don’t mean to sound morbid, but nowadays if I’m still laying there awake 

when she tolls out midnight, I turn on the light and hunt me an Earl Stanley Gardner.  

 

Salt Peter Cave (actually saltpetre) is three miles northeast of town at the foot of 

Poorhouse Mountain, not far from the old general store where Captain Tom McKelvey 

rode up that day with his arm off. The same store is still there, by the way, the reason 

being that it is one of the few brick stores of its type you will see anywhere. The windows 

come to a peak like church windows. Most of the old country stores were frame buildings 

and they’ve either fallen down by now or been replaced with concrete blocks. There was 

a rich lady from Nashville one time who offered to buy the whole place just for the brick 

that was in it, but they laughed at her. 

You leave your car at the store and walk about half a mile around the foot of the 

mountain. I guess every senior class that ever graduated at Hackamore High has held its 

senior picnic at Salt Peter, and some of the names scratched on the walls go as far back as 

1890. During the Civil War the Confederates mined the saltpetre for making gunpowder 

and the old railroad tracks are still in there as well as one of the big copper pots they used 

to boil the niter. It’s the sort of cave that really ought to be advertised, because it’s not 
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only a big cave but historical as well. Several have looked into it as a tourist attraction but 

the consensus of opinion has it too remote. But if they ever build a highway by there 

somebody is going to get rich. 

One section of Salt Peter is still partly unexplored. Back in the early twenties, three 

Auburn boys got lost in there over-night, and after Floyd Collins, in 1925, Judge Gideon 

Stanfield led a drive to have an iron grille erected, closing that section off. It’s always 

been a favorite place for the young people to frolic and there’s a humorous saying in 

Hackamore to the effect that more virgins have gone in the cave than ever got back out. 

Evidently where the young men are concerned, the cave don’t live up to its name. There’s 

even one story about a certain school principal and one of his teachers who got separated 

from the group. When they finally turned up again he was minus his glasses and she had 

somehow got the lining of her raincoat caught in the zipper of her skirt. That particular 

young woman didn’t last long in Hackamore. After an incident at the Blue Shoes (another 

Buckhorn roadhouse) the school board had to ask for her resignation, which she gave, 

along with some choice remarks about her impressions of Hackamore. I happen to been 

on the board myself at the time, and we finished the year without a French teacher. 

There’s one very fascinating story about Salt Peter Cave – a mystery that’s still 

unsolved to this day – but for reasons to be explained later on, I’m going to save that 

story for a later place in the book, after I’ve had a chance to tell you about two well-

known Hackamore personalities, Judge Gideon Stanfield and Miss Jenny Carrington. Just 

to “bait” you a little I will say that it has to do with the iron grille they put up in 1925, 

blocking the unexplored section, and what they found behind that grille when the Civil 

Defense people took it down again in 1958. 

Moving on to Noah’s Ark, this is the name we gave to Noah Medwick’s museum. 

And I call it a museum for the lack of a better word, although he never sold tickets to it. 

Actually, it was supposed to be a store, but it was hard to buy anything from Noah 

Medwick. The thing started out to be a curio shop, but the longer Noah kept anything the 

more he hated to part with it. For a merchant, Noah’s attitude was backwards. He held 

down his sales in order to build up his inventory. In the beginning he started out with 

some antique furniture, a few arrow heads, and a lot of Civil War junk such as sabers and 

rifles and badges, but it wasn’t long till he began adding anything that took his interest, 

whether it was old or not. For instance queer-shaped gourds, hunks of melted glass, 

wooden churns and milking stools, stuffed animals, homemade musical instruments – 

you name it, Noah had it, and probably two thousand other objects that never would have 

entered your mind. If there was something out of the ordinary you wanted, chances are 

Noah had it, but the big trick was persuading him to let you buy it. If you could buy it 

quick you might get out of there with it, but if Noah held it in his hand and looked it over 

for any length of time, he was likely to decide it wasn’t for sale after all. 

Noah was also a cabinetmaker and did exceptional work. You can see his handiwork 

in the lectern and prayer desk John Quintard uses today at St. Luke’s, and you won’t see 

a more beautiful job of woodworking done anywhere, I don’t care where it is. But 

collecting stuff for the Ark took up so much of Noah’s time he finally quit his shop 

altogether. He had a son that was feeble-minded and a great burden to him. It was 

pathetic to see how kind and patient Noah was with that boy, but the boy had gland 

trouble of some kind and grew to be a regular giant. People were afraid of him. He 

wouldn’t do any work at all – couldn’t be forced to it by any method that was tried. 
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People thought it was a shame because he was at least capable of simple chores and ought 

to helped his father. Then one spring he surprised us all by making a garden. It was the 

talk of the town – a really fine garden with beans and tomatoes and okra and two or three 

other things. The only trouble was, when the garden came in he never allowed one single 

bean to be picked or one tomato. The whole thing stood there and rotted on the vine, 

while they ate out of cans. After that he began stopping the freight trains at night by 

setting fire to a newspaper, and they finally had to put him away. 

Here’s another example of what a patient, painstaking man Noah Medwick was. One 

day his wife went to the back porch to throw out a pan of dishwater and threw the set out 

of her diamond ring. As luck would have it, it landed in the ash pile, which had been 

collecting all winter. This didn’t faze Noah. He got him a flour sieve and after only about 

eight days of work came up with the diamond. 

The first place Noah had was in the car shed next to his shop, but he soon collected 

more curios than he had room for in the shed so he made a deal with Paul Haralson for 

the old Opera House. This was an old barn-of-a-building where at one time I guess they 

had stage shows and plays and musical events. When I was a boy the Woodsmen of the 

World met there, and before them the Ku Klux, but it had been standing empty for a long 

time when Noah got it. Over a period of about ten years he managed to pack that place so 

full of junk you could get lost in there. Stuff piled on top of stuff. It reminded you of a 

gigantic rummage sale, or the world’s record scavenger hunt. Strangers would come to 

town and they couldn’t believe their eyes. 

Then one windy March night in 1943 the fire siren went off. I got up and went to the 

window, and when I saw which way the glow was I said to my wife, “If that’s what I 

think it is, we’ll be lucky to save the courthouse square.” 

“You think I ought to wake up George?” George was her kid brother that lived with 

us (while dodging the draft) and waking up George was about the limit you could go to. 

“Yes, you better wake George for this one,” I said. “That looks to me like Noah’s 

Ark.” 

I was right the first time. We didn’t even try to save the Ark; the fire was already into 

Merton’s Dry Goods by the time we got there (and Elbert Carrington’s law office, which 

was just upstairs) and within fifteen minutes we gave up on Merton’s and concentrated on 

moving the new cars out of Hess Chevrolet. Two hose trucks came from Buckhorn and 

one from Garth and it was noon the next day before we finally had that fire out. I never 

did know the exact figure for the loss but it was estimated close to a quarter of a million. 

Merton’s, the Cinderella Beauty Parlor, Hess Chevrolet, Huff’s Drugstore, and Elbert 

Carrington’s law office all went up that night, with heavy smoke damage to Oscar 

Harper. But the man I really felt sorriest for – not counting Noah – was Fire Chief 

Spriggy Ellis. Spriggy’s hernia was killing him throughout the whole affair, in fact he 

underwent an emergency operation in less than a week’s time. 

You may remember what I said earlier about Dub Quinlan’s implication in this fire. 

There are people in Hackamore today that still believe Dub was the one that started it. In 

other words, arson. The reason for them believing this is because Foots Richland claimed 

to have seen Dub in the alley that night just after the fire broke out. Foots was the one 

that discovered it and turned in the alarm. He had been working late at the shoe shop, and 

on his way home took a short cut through the alley between the Ark and the Cinderella. 

He said when he first smelled the smoke he thought it was probably a garbage can where 
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they were burning hair from the beauty parlor, which they often did there in the alley. But 

then when he got closer he noticed smoke leaking out from under the loading door of the 

Ark. As Foots turned to run back down the alley toward the fire department he saw a man 

cut across Lemon Street, right at the end of the alley, and crouch down behind the hedge. 

That man, Foots Richland always maintained, was either Dub Quinlan or Dub Quinlan’s 

twin brother. And of course Dub didn’t have any twin brother. 

But with all due respect to Foots (and I’m sure he believed what he said or he 

wouldn’t have said it) the odds were pretty heavy against it really being Dub. After all, 

Dub had been gone from Hackamore two or three years when this happened, and 

according to his sister Lola, was working in a defense plant clear out in Long Beach, 

California. It doesn’t make sense that he would come all the way back here, light a fire 

under the cover of darkness, and then rush back to the Coast. No one else saw this 

mysterious figure, and it’s my own personal opinion that Foots’ eyes played a trick on 

him that night. I’ll admit Dub had a vengeful streak in him, and he carried a deep grudge 

against Elbert Carrington on account of the divorce, but somehow the thing still didn’t 

add up. At any rate, nobody could ever prove Dub’s presence in Hackamore that night, so 

nothing came of it. 

Noah took the burning of the Ark like he took everything else in his life, with 

patience and fortitude. But he never went back in that line of work. He spent the last 

years of his life in the cabinet shop at McKelvey Lumber Company. 

 

The Blue Hole may not sound like your idea of a historical landmark, but if a person 

happened to grow up in Hackamore I think they’d agree with me. I don’t mean to imply 

that all the stories are true. Quite the contrary. The idea of a two-hundred-pound catfish is 

out of the question, and I’ve also got some pretty serious doubts about a drowned man 

that’s supposed to come to the surface every year at midnight on Friday the thirteenth. 

It’s true that some big fish probably lurk in the deep waters of the Blue Hole, and a Negro 

child drowned there once, but the test is pure fabrication. What you’ve got is a situation 

where there’s a grain of truth to start with, but people have added to it and twisted it 

around to the place where it’s hard to tell the chaff from the grain. But if all the stories 

aren’t true a good many of them are, and they can be right amusing when you get 

somebody started like Judge Carrington or Dr. Sam Blakemore. 

The Blue Hole is a deep place in Widow’s Creek, and when I say deep I mean 

something on the order of forty or fifty feet. People like to tell you it’s bottomless, but 

that’s not true either because it’s been sounded any number of times and at least one man 

has been all the way to the bottom and walked around down there. It’s on the Quintard 

place, about a mile back from where the creek empties into the river. Coming out of the 

cove, Widow’s Creek runs into a range of limestone hills and has to detour around quite a 

bit to reach the river. At one place it comes up against a solid limestone bluff where it 

makes an elbow to the south. Owing to the currents and eddies of that sudden change in 

direction, a sort of kidney-shaped pool was formed and quite a depth dredged out at the 

bottom. There’s a sand bar on the near side, facing the bluff, which is ideal for 

swimming, and when we were kids we used to scale the bluff and dive off, leaving our 

initials up there to show how high we had the nerve to try it. For years and years Admiral 

Tom Carrington’s initials held the record (as a boy of course), but then Tib Quintard 

came along in his teens and made us all look silly by going off the top of the bluff. He got 
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a concussion out of it and a wrenched back, and might have drowned if the others hadn’t 

been there, but it was typical for Tib to go ahead and try it. The place isn’t much more 

than twice the size of a big swimming pool and a good fisherman can cast a plug all the 

way across it. 

Of all the stories about the Blue Hole probably the most popular legend is the sunken 

treasure legend. Back during the Civil War, Colonel Ross Quintard’s mother is supposed 

to have lowered a chest of silver in the Blue Hole when she heard the Yankees were 

coming. According to the story, she put all the family silver in a trunk, tied a rope around 

it, and had two of the field hands paddle her out to the deepest part. Naturally this took 

place in the middle of the night, and if you heard the same story somewhere else, don’t 

blame me. I warned you these stories about the Blue Hole are mainly legends. The chest 

was then lowered to the bottom and a jug fastened to the other end of the rope to mark the 

spot. But much to old Sarah’s dismay, a Yankee corporal spied the jug floating there one 

day and decided on a little target practice. One shot from his rifle smashed the jug, 

allowing the rope to sink away in the water, leaving no means of pulling the chest back 

up. After the war many attempts were supposed to been made to find the chest, but the 

water was too deep, and according to the legend, the chest is still down there. 

Like a lot of the other stories, this one probably has a grain of truth in it somewhere. 

Old Sarah may have lowered something in the Blue Hole, but if it was the family silver, I 

think she got it back. At any rate, there’s plenty of silverware and candlesticks left in the 

old home place. 

Connected with this legend, though, is another story, which I guarantee you is true 

because I was there myself. This one has to do with Eulis Harver and his famous deep-

sea diving attempt. 

Eulis Harver was one of the white sharecroppers on the Quintard place. In most ways, 

Eulis was about what you’d expect in a sharecropper – shiftless and ignorant and a 

terrible credit risk. He had him one of those stringy little women and about ten wormy 

little tow-headed kids, and you never passed his house without there was an old truck or 

car jacked up in the front yard that he was tinkering with. I don’t know why the Quintards 

put up with him. Yes, I do too; it was because he kept Tib’s dogs for him and they used to 

fox hunt together. (Down here a fox hunt is sitting around a fire with a fruit jar of corn 

liquor, listening to the dogs run.) But in one respect Eulis was a little different from the 

ordinary sharecropper. He considered himself a mechanical genius. An inventor. Eulis 

Harver invented a cotton picker long before they came on the market with them. Only his 

didn’t work too well. It ruined about a half acre of good cotton before they could shut it 

off, and then stood there and burned down in the middle of the patch. Another thing he 

invented was a milking machine, which fortunately didn’t electrocute any stock but did 

blow the lights out all the way from Apex to the freight depot. 

But Eulis’ most famous invention was the diving helmet he invented when he decided 

to go after the treasure of the Blue Hole. He got him about a five-gallon lard can and 

attached a garden hose to it and put a window in the front to see out of, and then he tried 

to fix it so it would be waterproof by cementing a rubber inner tube around the bottom. 

The idea was to have a guy in a boat at the surface, pumping his air down to him with a 

tire pump. Before making his big dive, Eulis ran a test on it in the pond behind the ice 

plant, and the thing actually seemed to work. I’ll say one thing for Eulis, he had great 

faith in his inventions. Failure after failure never seemed to daunt him in the slightest. 
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When the day came for the big dive there was quite a crowd of us out there to see the 

fun. Eulis was a big talker and he had advertised his daring project pretty heavy. When 

the Quintards heard about it they took the precaution of having the rescue squad on hand, 

but they didn’t try to stop him. It was a Sunday afternoon in late May, and the reason I 

remember is because P. K. Quinn and myself went out there together, and driving out 

there that day the vetch was just beginning to bloom along the road. 

Eulis had engaged the services of Waco Sims to do his pumping for him, and after 

they got all the ropes and lines and hoses arranged to their satisfaction, Waco rowed him 

out to the middle. Eulis had the pockets of his overalls full of rocks to carry him to the 

bottom. This had been the main problem when they made the test back of the ice plant. It 

seems there wasn’t enough weight to sink him, and instead of going under he just sort of 

flopped around on his back, more or less out of control. After making us a long-winded 

speech about how his equipment was supposed to work, Eulis got his helmet on and 

Waco tightened the inner tube around his neck. I think he fell out of the boat before he 

was ready, but Waco played the lines out and down he went. Right away Waco grabbed 

up his pump and went to work, and that was a ridiculous sight too – fifty or sixty people 

standing on the bank to watch a man in a rowboat use a bicycle pump. 

I don’t know how long Eulis stayed down there – none of us thought to time it – but it 

seemed like quite a long while, and not knowing whether he was all right or not made it 

more interesting. Waco, he was pumping away and bubbles were coming up, and then all 

at once somebody noticed the diving helmet had floated to the top over next to the bluff 

and Eulis wasn’t in it. Everybody started yelling and Waco dropped his pump and 

commenced to haul on the line that was tied around Eulis’ waist. The rescue team put out 

in their boat and immediately turned over (the whole thing was like a fiasco), and when 

the end of the rope came up there wasn’t anything on it but Eulis’ overalls. With all those 

rocks in them. But luckily Eulis was right behind the overalls, coming up under his own 

power. He broke the surface wearing nothing but a suit of long underwear. 

When we finally fished him out and he got his ears cleared to where he could hear us, 

he told us what happened. It seems the deeper he went, the tighter the inner tube squeezed 

his neck. He was no sooner on the bottom until the thing was strangling him. He tried to 

get the rocks out of his pockets, but couldn’t. He had plenty of air if he could have 

breathed it, but the inner tube had him throttled. Finally in desperation he pulled the 

helmet off and came out of those overalls – rocks, lifeline, and all. 

We asked him what he saw down there and he said, “Nothing but stars.” 

“You didn’t even feel around for the chest of silver?” 

Eulis shook his head. “I spent the whole time I was down there trying to get them 

God-danged rocks out of my pocket!”  

 

Since we’re already on Quintard land, so to speak, there’s another event that took 

place out there that ought to be mentioned. This was when Red Bates crashed the crop 

duster plane into one of the Quintard barns. Red perished in the crash and the fire leveled 

the barn, causing the loss of three valuable standard bred horses as well. It really belongs 

in the same classification as Spectacular Accidents or Tragic Events, but I think it’s better 

to break these stories up so you don’t get an overdose of death and destruction all in one 

lump. 
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To tell this properly we have to take up Tib Quintard. I’ve already told you that Tib 

was Hackamore’s number one war hero. During the last war he shot down something like 

seven or eight enemy planes and they made him an ace for it. Over at the VFW hall 

(which I don’t think Tib has ever stepped foot in) there’s a picture of him standing by his 

airplane with General Claire Chennault’s arm around his shoulder, and the plane is one of 

those where they used to paint teeth on them like the mouth of a shark. 

The story is told that when Tib came back home from the war old Jake was sitting on 

the veranda and saw him get off the bus, down there at the foot of the hill. “That you, 

Tib?” he called. Tib nodded yes and gave a big happy wave – he’d been gone nearly four 

years. “Get the paper out of the mailbox,” Jake called, “and bring it up as you come.” 

Probably, if the truth were known, Tib thoroughly enjoyed the war, every minute of 

it. Dangerous and daring undertakings have always been his meat. He’s the world 

champion dare-taker, and this goes all the way back to his boyhood when he was doing 

stuff like diving off the top of the bluff at the Blue Hole when three quarters of the way 

up would have been enough to break the record. Once when he was a little shaver no 

more than nine or ten years old I saw him crawl under a moving freight train one day, just 

because David Haralson dared him. The train was moving slowly of course, and by 

timing it just right he was able to scuttle under a box car between the front trucks and the 

rear ones, but if he had slipped or snagged his pants on something it would have been 

Good-by, Tib. Otto Hess came out of the Western Union just in time to see it happen, and 

it scared Otto so bad he put Tib in his old DeSoto and drove him all the way to Apex to 

tell Jake and Nell about it. Nell cried and wrung her hands, but all Jake did was laugh, 

and I think Tib beat Otto back to town. They never could do anything with him as a boy. 

Tib’s younger brother, the Reverend John Quintard, has an interesting theory I’ve 

heard him express. He says the reason Tib does these things is because basically he’s 

afraid and insecure, and he’s trying to prove to himself otherwise. He traces it all back to 

religion, Tib being an atheist. You can imagine what kind of reaction this gets from Tib, 

or maybe he just ignores it completely, I don’t know. They both still live out there at the 

old home place, and from what I hear, seldom a civil word passes between them. I find it 

hard to believe, myself – the part about Tib being basically a coward. I’ll say one thing 

for him. He doesn’t mind admitting when he’s licked. One time he got into a fight with 

Lamar Tate’s boy, back when Lamar used to tour the back roads with his rolling store, 

and from all the reports, this Tate boy gave Tib quite a licking. The next day Tib was in 

the barbershop and somebody asked him what he was going to do to young Tate. Tib 

grinned through those swollen, stitched-up lips, and stated: “I think give him a damn 

good leaving-alone.” 

The thing that irritates most people about Tib Quintard is his bluntness. He says 

exactly what he thinks, whether it pleases or offends, and you can’t do that and have 

everybody like you. I’ve always sort of admired Tib myself. There’s never any doubt 

about where you stand with Tib Quintard, and if there is, just ask him. The young people 

in town are the ones that idolize Tib. To them he’s “cool” – which I guess they mean he 

has a don’t-give-a-damn air about him. 

From what I’ve been saying you probably have Tib pictured as one of these big, 

rough, heavy-handed customers. Not so. He’s probably not much over average height and 

wouldn’t weigh a hundred and sixty pounds soaking wet. Actually, Tib has a sensitive, 

fine-boned face, although a little battered up by now, and his hair is getting gray. Women 
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of all ages seem to go for him, so I asked a young lady to explain it for me one time. (A 

young lady whose name it will be best not to mention.) “I think it’s how he walks,” she 

told me. “He’s got a bearing about him that’s all man – you know, casual and very self-

confident. A woman likes that in a man. I never really stopped to consider if he was 

handsome or not.” 

Back in his high school and college days Tib mixed with the young people his own 

age and social status, going to all the big parties they used to give at the Carringtons and 

the Tousignants, and there are people in Hackamore today that will tell you the one great 

love of Tib’s life was Valerie Tousignant. (Valerie and Rachel are first cousins, with Val 

being a little the older of the two). But something went wrong with their romance, and 

while Tib was away at the war Valerie married young Dr. Charles Blakemore. They say 

the reason why Tib never married is on account of still carrying the torch for Valerie. It’s 

even been rumored that when Tib came home from the war he and Val took up where 

they left off, but I think you can safely put that down to malicious gossip. Tib might be 

capable of something like that, but not Valerie Tousignant. 

After the war and Valerie’s marriage to Dr. Charles, Tib seemed to lose interest in his 

old cronies, though he still hunts and fishes with David Haralson and occasionally with 

Kyle and Thomas Carrington. Of course he took over the farm after Jake’s stroke, and I 

guess that accounts for part of it. You’re never laid by on a farm that size, and Tib’s a 

hard, conscientious worker – at least until it comes around to Saturday night. Then he’s 

apt to “go on the prod” as he calls it. During the last few years the name that’s most often 

linked with his is a young grass widow that runs a dress shop here in Hackamore. She 

lives upstairs over the shop, and Tib’s jeep can be seen parked in the alley. I don’t think 

I’m saying anything I ought not to, since Tib makes no bones about it himself. 

But the years just following World War II Tib took up with a pair of individuals you 

would have to say were pretty well beyond the pale, as far as Hackamore society goes. 

One of them was Billy South, a big powerful Negro boy that Sheriff Deparis finally had 

to kill (and I’m coming to that story later on), and the other was a character by the name 

of Red Bates. 

After the war Tib bought an airplane of his own which he used to dust the cotton 

with. It not only saved the Quintards a lot of money, but he was able to spread out and do 

the dusting for all the other big farmers in Claybrook County, and he collected pretty 

good on it. (Tib also has a reputation for liking a dollar, in case I failed to mention it.) But 

on one of his Saturday night “prods” one night Tib wrecked his car coming home from 

the Blue Shoes and injured his left leg in such a way that he still has a lot of trouble with 

it. The knee seems to slip out of joint from time to time, and when he walks he pushes in 

on his left thigh with his left hand every step he takes. If he’s wearing his work clothes, 

you’ll see a little smudge on his pants leg there where he has to push in on that leg. 

Anyway, he couldn’t fly the plane anymore after the car wreck, and that’s when he went 

off somewhere and hired Red Bates to do the dusting for him. I think there was some 

service connection here – either he knew Red during the service or something like that – 

so he hired Red and brought him back to Hackamore. He and Red and Billy South used to 

go everywhere together. Billy did the driving and I think Tib and Red did most of the 

drinking. People used to dread to see them coming, especially if it was a crap game in the 

back of Benson’s Body Shop, or say a chicken fight at the compress. As a matter of fact, 

they quit having the chicken fights on account of Tib and Red Bates. They’d show up 
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drunk on Sunday afternoon and act so belligerent nobody enjoyed it anymore. Tib was 

something of a bully when he was drinking. 

Red looked exactly like Jack Oakie, if I’m not going too far back for you. He was a 

little on the fat side, apple-cheeked, and parted his hair in the middle. Actually, Red 

wasn’t such a bad fellow, but he had a little redneck in him and when he was drinking it 

used to come out. At the barbershop, for example, before he’d come in he’d always stick 

his head in the door and say: “How much you guys charge for a fifty-cent haircut?” Or he 

had a routine at the poolroom that went something like this: After him making a good 

shot somebody would say, “You’re lucky tonight, Red.” 

“Been lucky all my life,” Red would say. “When I was a little chap only eight weeks 

old, I taken scarlet fever.” 

“You call that lucky?” 

“Lucky I didn’t die.” 

“I see.” 

“Then when I was five years old I fell out of a peach tree and broke three ribs.”  

“Lucky you didn’t break four?” 

“You got the idea.” He’d pause about here to use the cuspidor. “Then when I was in 

high school I got a girl in trouble over near Clanton.” 

“Caint figure you out of that one, Red.” 

“Lucky her old daddy was cross-eyed, else he might of shot me instead of the mule I 

was riding.” 

And of course everybody would laugh. But there was some irony in Red’s joke about 

being lucky, because one afternoon his luck really did run out. They were dusting or 

defoliating, I forget which, and something happened and Red caught a wing in the top of 

a big sycamore tree. He didn’t crash at that point – which it might have been better if he 

did – but tried to make it back to the pasture for a landing. Evidently something about the 

controls was damaged, and when he set the plane down it went off at an angle and 

rammed into the corner of the barn. Immediately the whole thing was engulfed in fire and 

Red burned to death still strapped in his seat. It was a whale of a fire and caused a 

tremendous lot of excitement, with people coming from miles around because of the 

novelty of an airplane crash. 

Here’s how it was written up for the Citizen by Quinton Winters. (Quinton has 

recently been named as tri-state editor of the Chattanooga News, but at the time of this 

article he was a young fellow home on vacation from his studies at the University of 

North Carolina. Reading this, Quinton’s later success in the journalism field comes as no 

surprise.) 

 

At the sound of the crash, the Reverend John W. Quintard in his upstairs study 

spilled half a cup of coffee over his sermon notes. Absorbed as he was in his 

work, he had not heard the plane’s engine approach the field, but he knew what 

this sound meant – knew it instantly, almost instinctively. He could see nothing 

from his windows because they faced west, so he turned, ran out and across the 

hall and plunged down the wide, curving stairway, taking the steps three at a time. 

His mother and Octavia were already in the downstairs hall, and Octavia was 

wailing and wringing her hands. Just as John reached them, Mrs. Quintard turned 

and put out one hand to steady herself on the newel post. Her face was white. 



A Hackamore Saga 

 34

“John, it hit the barn,” she said. 

He paused long enough to seize her shoulders and give her a little shake. 

“Phone to town for an ambulance,” he said, “and the fire truck. Do you hear me, 

Mother?” 

At that moment his sister, Carol, came tumbling down the stairs. 

“You do it, Carol,” he said. “Phone for an ambulance and a fire truck, and tell 

them for God’s sake to hurry!” 

He turned then and rushed out. He could see it all now and the sight made him 

groan. The plane had hit the northeast corner of the smaller barn, buckling it in 

upon itself, and it was stuck there at a tragic, twisted angle like a dragonfly with a 

broken spine, engulfed in a small but violent tumult of orange flame and black 

smoke. 

John Quintard ran down the long slope of the hill, never taking his eyes off the 

scene. At first glance the fire had seemed confined to that corner of the barn 

where the plane had hit – to the plane itself, in fact – but now he could see smoke 

leaking rapidly from beneath the eaves all along the whole length of the building; 

even as he looked, the thick white smoke of burning hay and wood boiled from 

the open gable where the hay hoist was. He could hear shouting now, and he 

could see several Negroes down there, running back and forth through the veils of 

dust. 

As he crawled under the second fence, two more Negro men overtook him, 

coming out of nowhere, and they ran the last hundred yards, wordlessly, together. 

Behind them on the hill, the big iron bell began tolling the alarm. 

Just as they reached the barn there was two small, thudding explosions that 

sent splinters of burning plank into the sky, dragging long tendrils of white smoke 

behind them. 

“There are three fifty-gallon drums of high octane gas in that barn, and if they 

blow up, they’ll burn the whole farm,” said John. “Let’s get them out.” 

They entered the barn from the rear, and it was like going into a cave that 

smoked and roared with a fire-sucked wind of its own. From the loft, sparks 

dropped and swam in the murky air like tiny falling stars, burning their shoulders 

and singeing their hair; but they groped around until they found the drums of 

gasoline, tipped them over, and rolled them out – shouting, sweating, and 

coughing in the blinding, acrid smoke. When the last drum was out and at a safe 

distance they went back for the horses, which were rearing and plunging wildly in 

their stalls. Four were released and raced out, whinnying and shaking their manes, 

to vanish like wraiths through the curtains of smoke that blurred the entrance. 

But now the whole loft was a roaring furnace and the heat drove them to 

safety again. Minutes later there was a cracking, rending sound and the barn roof 

came down, booming and heaving like a stricken galleon, sinking in a sea of 

flame. Grass fires had started now, and all around them the field hands, 

summoned by the bell, slapped at the smoldering ground with wet sacking, 

shouting and coughing as they fought to prevent the spread of the fire. The whole 

world seemed submerged in drifting amber smoke, shot through with the late rays 

of the afternoon sun, and John had difficulty finding his way around the ruins to 

where the plane had hit. When he did, his eyes flinched away from the shock. Red 
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Bates, a charred and tarry corpse lined with running scarlet, sat rigid in the 

smoking skeleton of his plane. 

 

How’s that for writing? And he wasn’t even there. 

So the Reverend John Quintard made a hero of himself that afternoon, proving he 

wasn’t the sissy a lot of people thought he was (even though he’s still the type of man 

who I think would probably check his own temperature if he felt a little sick). Tib, he 

only made a lot of people sore by remarking that Red took a stupid risk and it cost him 

his life. To some it seemed to them that Tib was more upset about the loss of the barn and 

the horses than Red’s burning to death. But here again I think it was simply a case of Tib 

saying what he honestly and truly thought. I’m sure he felt bad about Red’s death, but Tib 

had seen other men die that way, and he’s never been a person to show a lot of emotion 

anyway. When they asked what happened, he said it was Red’s own fault. Which it 

probably was. The irony of it was that some of the very people that despised Red Bates 

alive turned around and criticized Tib for not breaking up and praising him as some kind 

of fallen hero. 

“Red was a lousy pilot,” Tib told them, “but he was getting paid to take his chances.” 

Talk like that doesn’t set well with people. The thing got further complicated by the 

appearance on the scene of a wife nobody knew Red had. Opal Bates. She arrived to 

claim the body and announced that a big law suit would be brought against the Quintards. 

It was her contention that Tib was guilty of negligence in not having the proper 

maintenance for the plane, and the fact that she and Red had been separated for two and a 

half years had no bearing on it whatever. You could tell she was looking to get rich out of 

Red’s misfortune. 

Opal was a hard case if there ever was one – a big, over-developed girl, not bad 

looking but vulgar and foul-mouthed. She hung around town for six or eight weeks, 

living at the Pine Breeze Motel and I think doing a little hustling on the side. The law suit 

never did materialize, but the Quintards were willing to take care of all Red’s burial 

expenses, and probably a small settlement to Opal too, just to get her out of their hair. 

During Opal’s stay in Hackamore her main cohort got to be none other than Frank 

Dill, which should give you some idea about the caliber person she was. She wore a ring 

made from a horseshoe nail, like a man would wear, and claimed she won Miss Boat-O-

Rama in Tallahassee, Florida, for 1949. 

The people in a town like Hackamore will never cease to amuse me, the way they 

react to things. Red Bates is just one example but I could give you a dozen more. For 

instance, one night when a bunch of them were coming back from a dance in Buckhorn 

they ran over a dog and broke his back, and Tib Quintard killed the dog with the tire tool. 

I forget who all was in the car, but Valerie Tousignant, Helen Stanfield, and probably 

Kyle or Thomas Carrington. Tib of course thought he was doing the humane thing – the 

dog being mortally injured and suffering – but you’d be surprised at the reaction it got. 

When the story was circulated around, half the people that heard about it were indignant. 

They didn’t object to what Tib did so much as the manner he went about it – with his 

bare hands, so to speak. I think it made them uncomfortable, knowing that they 

themselves wouldn’t have had the nerve, no matter how bad it needed doing. It’s been a 

theory of mine for a long time that most of us would rather switch than fight, as they say 

in the commercial, and so we substitute a word here and there to change the definition, 
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making an act of courage sound like an act of brutality or “insensibility” –  which was 

one of the terms I actually heard used. And along the same lines I’ve also found myself 

wondering if some of these that like to get up and deplore the sins and transgressions of 

their fellow man wouldn’t like to try a little of it theirself, only they’re scared of the 

consequences. They’re the ones that skate around over the surface of life and yell foul at 

anybody that cracks the ice. In some respects I guess I’m a little like a Catholic. To me 

the difference in a man that lusts for his neighbor’s wife and the man that does something 

about it is a very fine line, morally speaking. It’s like the difference between a bad check 

and an “overdraft.” Not that I’m advocating we all follow our instincts regardless of the 

consequences. Far from it. But let’s not delude ourself, and it takes an occasional fellow 

like Tib Quintard to remind us where the real difference lies. 

 

 


