Interview with Fred Henderson, life-long resident of Madison County, NC by William Klipp on

August 27", 2008.

Henderson (FH): I was raised right below my Grandpa’s house. His name was, uh, let’s see I forget
it, uh...Columbus Henderson, Columbus and Nora Henderson. We lived in a little house as you go up on
Spring Mountain on your left, up on the bank. He had a junk yard below the house; the whole field was
full of old antique cars. Well, he sold old cars and stuff to poor people and he swapped. He might of even
swapped a car part for a pair of shoes, just anything that could keep a going. And he got this job and he
took a little wagon and he was the one to make the first Rich Mountain Tower on top of Hot Springs
Mountain. That was my Grandpa Columbus Henderson. He made it all by his self.

Klipp (WK): Really? My goodness.

FH: Rich Mountain Tower.

WK: Rich Mountain.

FH: He made that tower, the whole shebang! He pulled the logs and lumber up. The first one was made
out of logs and lumber.

WK: And that was the tower that they built up there?

FH:  Yeah, he made the first one, my Grandpa did.

WK: Uh-huh.

FH: Alright. He lived here and they done all that logging, at that time. I think it was about in 1923
when they quit logging and sawing. I believe I'm right.

WK: Was the train going through here at that time?

FH: Yeah, that’s when it quit.

WK: The train quit?

FH: Yeah, about 1922 I think. Before then, the biggest thing they cut was chestnut trees. The trees
were so big they could only put one log in a carrier on the back of the train. I think I’ve got some pictures

of that. You could only get one log on a carrier behind the train. It was so big.




WK: Wow.

FH: They had these two splash dams. One was in the curve, of what you would call the Bonnie
Gahagan house. That was my aunt. They’d get a big puddle of water and turn all of the logs loose or
throw them in the Big Laurel and let them wash down in a big pile. And then they’d get ‘em all out. They
had a thing with hooks on it with a cable to lift them up out of the dam, the splash dam where they had
gathered them all up. And then they’d load them on the train and they’d turn right. They had a big handle
in the Bonnie Gahagan curve. They had a big handle they could turn left or right to go across the bridge.
The cement in the middle of the creek is right there right now where the bridge was for the train. If they
was coming from Big Laurel, they’d twist on the big handle and go up to the right and go up to the Big
Hurricane and unload the logs or whatever they had. There was somebody sawing twenty four hours a
day. There was a man named Bill that was a colored man and he sawed all night long, up there: keep the
fire going, keep putting wood in the steam engine saw mill. He’d saw all night long by himself. When
they got a big load sawed, they’d load em in a train and they’d go down to the railroad track on Laurel
River. They’d go down by the “negro hole” is what they called it. And then they’d go by the “sutty hole”
and then they’d go right on down to the trestle, down to the Stackhouse and they’d take all the logs off of
the little train and put them on the big train. Then they’d go to Asheville, Knoxville and all different
places, to be sold for lumber.

WK: Now, the train that you are talking about taking down to the big train...

FH: Anderson G Betts.

WK: That was the name of the train?

FH:  Yeah, that was the man that ran all of the trains with the steam engines. They called it the
Anderson G Bett trains.

WK: Ok.

FH: Now, going down the Laurel River next to Stackhouse when I was a kid, one of them had run off
the track. It stayed for... well, I got up into the third or fourth grade. My Grandpa was the junk man, him

and my other grandpa, lives in the house, Grady Gahagan. They went down there and jumped that train




and hauled it off for junk, took it apart. It sat there for years just all by itself on the left of the track, all
turned over. My dad tells me all about it. It was marvelous the way they done things. They had a cable
with a big winch on top of a mountain and they’d run cable plumb from one mountain to the other one
and they had a tackle block that they lift up and swing the logs. They’d keep their cable up high. There
was a man named Millard Beck. He lives on your left as you go towards Hot Springs Mountain in a little,
small, white house. He made all the cables and equipment at that time, back in the early 1900s. He made
thongs or at what you call it to hook the logs and all. He knowed how to run the winches and everything
from one mountain to another one. He was thé main man on pulling the logs and getting them loaded, on
the train. You didn’t have to roll them on the ground or anything, like how they started doing with the
truck. You got these big hooks on the end of a cable and they maybe took a big hammer and sunk them in
a little bit at the bottom of the log or ever where they wanted it to get everything right, maybe on the left
end or right end, and they’d raise the whole thing up. Then, they could just take their hands and swing it
and put it on the carrier, ( is that what you call it?), behind the train and you didn’t have to lift and worry
and worry with it. All the weight was already lifted. All you had to do was swing it and put it on there.
WK: Do you know what kind of wood they were cutting? What kind of trees?

FH: They cut curly maple, the prettiest wood you ever seen in your life, and white oak and, uh, regular
cherry trees and red oak and lets see...

WK: You mentioned the big logs before, those were the...

FH: Chestnut logs. Chestnut lumber for lot of barns, houses and a lot of places was made at that time
with chestnut lumber, a lot of it.

WK: Where did the big train go with that lumber after it was picked up down there at the French Broad
and the Laurel? Did it go towards Asheville or did it...

FH: It went both places. There would be different trains that would pick it up. I’ve got all the books
where they bought it. Bought the lumber: how many feet and how much it weighed and all that. I've got
the books on that. There was several different places the lumber was sold, at another place that sold

lumber. I’1l show you the pictures there. I’ve even still got envelopes and stuff where they mailed it.




WK: Did that lumber, then, come back to this area or did it get shipped around the country?

FH: It shipped most of it at that time. Sears Roebuck bought a lot of lumber.

WK: Really?

FH:  Yeah, they sure did.

WK: Wow. My goodness. Now you’ve mentioned the Gahagans and the Hendersons. What is your
relationship with the Gahagans?

FH: My grandma married... the man that ran the saw mill was Ben Wade. That was Bonnie Gahagan’s
father. Well, my grandpa was Grady Gahagan. That was Ben Wade’s boy and he married a lady named
Bessie which was a Cherokee Indian that lived in this house. That’s where they lived at the time in the
early 1900s. She was Cherokee Indian and he was Irish.

WK: Quite a combination!

FH: He was a Gahagan, he was Irish. Do you wanna hear my father’s side?

WK: You bet!

FH:  On my father’s side, my grandpa Columbus was. .. he was part Irish he was sorta mixed up ,but
his wife, Nora, she was from Holland. She was Dutch. Her family came from across the sea from Holland
and she was one of the young ones years ago. And my grandpa, my dad Fred Henderson, was Columbus’s
boy. Columbus raised six boys and all of them was mechanics and my dad worked in Detroit Michigan on
taxis. Arthur was in Asheville, the automatic transmission man. And they all the rest of them was
mechanics, every one of them, and musicians. My dad could play the autoharp, and the fiddle and the
guitar. Every one of them could play real well and sing. They was good musicians, all six of them.

WK: Did they ...

FH: And one of them died real young at six years old. He’s up on the hill. C.J. was him name.

WK: Now, is there a name for this cemetery up here? Is it the Gahagan cemetery?

FH: It’s just the plain Gahagan cemetery. If you wanna go to a real old cemetery where they buried
people, go to Felby. That is the old cemetery. The oldest one around here that I know. You go to what you

call the “old bottom™ right at Belva. You go like you’re going to Greenville TN. Cross your little bridge




on the left. It’s just around the curve, and then you go right up above the “old bottom™ and you come
down just a little bit and you go to the old Gahagan cemetery. There were people buried in there. I’ve got
on my grandma’s side, named Richard Gahagan. Towards the TN state line, the big flat place up through
there where a lot of peoples lived he raised ginseng. He raised all of his own. And then a lady came in
there later on and made of them buildings and stuff in that same place at the lower end. Now I’ve got her
picture and name and so on. She was from out of state.

WK: You mentioned this bend in the river up here. Is that, did you say the Bonnie Gahagan...

FH: Everybody called that the Bonnie Gahagan curve, back in...

WK: Is that where the concrete bridge is now?

FH: Yes, that’s where the bridge was. Straight, just barely little past the house and make a left. Course,
it would have been a little bit of a longer swing with the train. The train, it would either go straight on up
ahead to Big Laurel or Shelton Laurel or both. It would go across the creek to what you call the Big
Hurricane across the creek, where the steam engine saw mill was.

WK: And you mentioned the Big Hurricane, I’ve seen that on a map, how did it get that name? Any
idea?

FH: No sir, that’s one thing I don’t know. There are Little Hurricane. It’s down here. It was the one
that my Grandpa’s house, where the junk yard was, going up to Hot Springs Mountain. That is the Little
Hurricane. The one in front of Bonnie Gahagan’s house is the Big Hurricane, across the creek, across
Laurel River where the bridge was.

WK: Ok, so that bridge is no longer there, that’s where the train crossed the river, or I should say the
creek...

FH: It went across the bridge right in front of, just a little past the house.

WK: And then, after it got across, how far in did it go?

FH: It wasn’t very far at all. Let’s see. You went around the curve. There is still some of the pieces of

old lumber from where it used to be, two tenths of a mile.




WK: Ok, alright. So, it didn’t get up. Did it get as far as where is now the concrete bridge, there to our
development and such, the Bear River Development, where the Big Laurel comes into the Shelton and the
Little? Did it go beyond the junction in the river?

FH: No, huh-hubh, it just went straight up to Big Hurricane, right on to Big Hurricane and the train was
on your right and the saw mill was on your left.

WK: Ok, alright, great, great. And what was Bonnie Gahagan’s relationship to you?

FH:  Well, it was my grandpa’s sister.

WK: Your grandpa’s sister, ok.

FH: 1don’t know exactly what that is, but...

WK: And then, you mentioned to me before about how you came to take care of the cemetery.

FH:  That’s right, I took the cemetery. Cozy Akins, he took care of the cemetery about every day. He
was up there cleaning or doing something. He rode a bicycle. He was an old man. He just had got out of
the war. He was a guard on the bridge wherever he was at. 1’d have to read but he was a guard for the
army. He’d stand there to let anybody go across the bridge. That was his job. Well, when he got out of the
army, he come in here and he stayed with my Aunt Bonnie and he took, well, her mother, which was still
alive, she lived way up where I was going to school. Her name was Millie Gahagan.

WK: Now, was she the one that...

FH: Run the store.

WK: Ran the store which is now on the inside bend of the Bonnie Gahagan turn here.

FH: That’s right. It was right before you get to the house.

WK: And that’s where your corn is, where your garden is now.

FH: Yeah, that’s where it was at, right where I’ve got a garden, my great-grandma Millie run a store.
She sold lard and flour and corn meal and they’d get the meat off the train, the bacon and all kinds of
meat. It come in a package on the little steam train. All it would have to come was maybe two or three
hundred feet or more, maybe five hundred feet, and get it off ‘for it came in on the train and take it back

to the store. They got big barrels, the flour and stuff would come in wooden barrels.







