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notes

ears lumber, crocus’ bloom, birds circle above, hope and renewal

abound - at last, spring is here! While flowers and animals keep busy,
stalks from last year’s harvest begin to nourish the soil, ensuring the fall
harvest. Right now, Fred, George, and Danny are preparing the soil at
Meadowview, working hard to ensure the next step in our breeding of blight-
resistant chestnuts. All along the East, member volunteers are also
beginning to till the soil at regional breeding centers.

While you turn the pages of this issue of The Journal, you will enjoy a
celebration of the past, including cherished chestnut harvests in the old sheep
pasture, important chestnut sales at grandfather’s corner store, and knee-
high chestnut mast. From the Scotch-Irish desire to head for the moun-
tains toward chestnut bounty, to the stone mason’s half-full cement sack for
his family, the American chestnut was an important part of our economy,
culture and survival. It was hope and security throughout the East.

As we look at our past, we begin to experience how life was in the two
articles by David Cameron, one about the folklorist Charlotte Ross, and
the other about the famous stock drives of Appalachia. Yet only those
who lived among the great chestnuts, such as Donald McCall and Georgia
Miller who tell their own stories here, actually know how it was. For many,
our curiosity about the spectacular past of the American chestnut feeds
our interest in the tree’s future.

Informed by his long-term view as a geophysicist, Dr. Paillet presents
his own perspective of American chestnut past, present and future in a
tour of chestnut ecology. Then, he leads us through the reconstruction
of the history of a small present-day grove of chestnut, a comparison of
American chestnut and its only American cousin, the chinquapin, and finally
to the discovery of true chestnut grandeur in the Caucasus Mountains of
Russia. Itisa perspective I am sure you will welcome.

Based on many year’s of hands-on research, Chandis Klinger presents
a pragmatic discussion of methods to start chestnut in the woods. In his
quest to discover an effective and inexpensive means to protect chestnuts
from a wide number of potential threats, Mr. Klinger explains the pro’s
and con’s of tubes, cans, wood slabs, and more to protect the seedlings.
It is essential reading for any chestnut grower.
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We must remember our past so that the past can continue to feed the
future of the American chestnut. Since spring is only one part of a larg-
er cycle, like our own etforts, this issue concludes with simple illustrations
of the growth stages ot the American chestnut from sprout to mature tree,
by Bruce Lyndon Cunningham, artist and forester. Enjoy!

Help us preserve chestnut memories for the future! Contact Gerrie
Rousseau, membership director, at chestnut@act.org or 802-447-0110
if you or someone you know has memories of chestnut or remembers a

relative’s chestnut stories.

6 JOURNAL OF THE AMERICAN CHESTNUT FOUNDATION



First U. S. Serial Rights
© David D. Cameron

by David D. Cameron

hy did all those Scots-Irish immigrants head for Appalachia? How

did they build and feed those large herds of livestock? How could
a man with a few acres of mountain land support thousands of hogs?
Charlotte Ross believes she has found the answer. A folklorist by train-
ing and temperament, Ross grew up in the North Georgia Mountains lis-
tening to stories handed down through the generations. And she asked
questions. “This was long before I knew you could get a graduate degree

a)??

in Folklore!” Steeped in mountain tradition and with a love for Appalachia
and its people, Ross was the ideal
person to develop the Appalachian
Regional Collection at Appalachian
State University, Boone, NC.

A college professor, she also
became active in the North
Carolina Humanities Council. It
was in this capacity that she attend-
ed a lecture in Virginia that gave
her a new mission. A noted author-
ity on the Colonial period was talk-
ing about the settlement and
culture of the English colonies.
Then he made the statement,
“Nobody knows why the stupid

Scots-Irish headed for the moun- “Asheville circa 1851.”

tains.” This got Ross’s attention.

But when it was repeated, it got her Scots-Irish dander up! “He ought
not have said that!” Knowing that these people were not fools, she set
about to find out, “Just why did they head for these mountains!”

Enlisting the help of her history professor husband, Ross turned their

considerable resources to bear on the problem. Some things were easier
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to understand. The English settlers of the Atlantic Coast were largely
focused on their homeland. They looked to England for wives and goods
and often sought to return when their fortune advanced. But always their
thoughts were toward England. They rarely settled more than a few miles
from a river and its connection to the coast and thereby to “home.”

The political and economic realities of Northern Ireland gave the
Scots-Irish little to leave and much to regret. They were eager to get away
from their English overlords. Selling themselves as indentured servants
many made their way to America. When their servitude was over, they
were not looking back to England. They turned their faces west. But how
were they to live?

Taking her research to archives in Ulster, Charlotte Ross came upon
mountains of letters written to relatives and friends back home by
American Scots-Irish immigrants. “The chestnut mast is knee deep.” “A
man fell waist deep in the mast and had to be pulled out!” The letters
told how an entire home could be built from one tree. Game fattened

THE LEGEND LADY

Charlotte Ross’s education began on her grandfather’s
front porch and has taken her across the world. Along the
way she has collected over 3500 stories not to mention a
Ph. D. in folklore from the University of Pennsylvania. Ross
is a master storyteller, presenting programs, workshops and
college courses on Appalachian culture, folklore, history, lit-
erature and dialect. She has performed from the Smithsonian
to Harvard and from Opreyland to Ireland. PBS has aired
broadcasts of a play she wrote titled “From My Grandmother’s
Grandmother unto Me,” based on her family’s five genera-
tions of stories

For information or to book programs by Charlotte Ross
including folklore, storytelling, children’s programs and edu-
cational workshops for teachers contact her at rossct@app
state.edu, 593 Pinnacle Drive, Boone, NC 28607 or call
704-264-8989. An audio recording featuring Charlotte Ross
and five Appalachian stories including “Clara’s Ring” and the
classic “Long Dog" is available for $10.00.
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on the chestnut mast was plentiful.
Rabbits were so fat and lazy a child
could fetch one in with “a chucking
stone.” “A poor man can live like a
king.” Chestnut meal provided breads
and puddings. You could turn livestock
loose on the mountainside. It would
take years for the free-range herds to eat
through the fodder provided by acres
and acres of chestnut groves.

So they came. Looking for a life that
was not dependent on their former
English overlords, they turned their
faces toward the mountains—for free-
dom and the bounty of the American

chestnut.
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by David D. Cameron

he unmistakable cry of a herdsman echoes across a Tennessee valley.

In alittle schoolhouse, Edmund Cody Burnett glances across the room

toward his friend. Their eyes meet. He has heard it too! There it is again!

Now the whole class is alert as the teacher tries in vain to hold their atten-

“Drover’s

from Harper's, October 1857.

tion. The fall drives are on!

After the War of Independence, in
the time of Daniel Boone and Davy
Crockett, new treaties with the
Cherokee opened North Carolina land
west of the Blue Ridge. As this area
developed, farmers began to use the old
Indian trading trails to move cattle,
hogs, turkeys and other livestock from
western North Carolina and eastern
Kentucky and Tennessee to lucrative
markets in South Carolina and Georgia.
The cost of shipping corn and other
farm products such distances was pro-
hibitive. However, converting corn to
fat on the hoof provided a profit-mak-
ing commodity that could provide its
own transportation. Soon huge herds of

cattle, hogs and turkeys, made their way from the slopes of the southern

mountains to feed laborers on the great plantations of the Southeast.

For the children in the school at what is now called “Del Rio,” the

excitement and romance of the drives were almost unbearable. There in

the unshuttered schoolhouse young Burnett and his friends had a front-

row scat. The ferry crossing was well in view out the open door. Animals

waited their turn in pens across the street. Occasionally a great commo-

tion arose as one of the hogs would break away from the ferry. The res-

cue of a valuable animal would be gripping if not comic!

10 JOURNAL OF THE AMERICAN CHESTNUT FOUNDATION



memories

While the children were captivated by the spectacle, their parents
tound the drives to be a principal source of revenue. The main trail ran
from Greeneville, Tennessee to
Greenville, South Carolina, via the
French Broad River. “Stands”
started to appear every 3-8 miles,
providing lodging for the men,
pens for their herds and food for
both. According to one eyewitness,
“These ‘stand’ proprietors were
usually also merchants. They sold
goods to the farmers to be paid for
in corn when gathered in the fall.”
They would send out word to their
debtors that on a day named they
would receive corn in payment of
all debts. “On that day the farm-
ers would come with the wagon

“Alexander’s along the Drover’s road.”

. . i Original in the collection of Pack Memorial Library.
loads of corn, sometimes a string

of such wagons extending for a mile in length, and, commencing at day-
light and continuing until midnight, paying their debts at fifty cents a
bushel with the corn stored into the merchant’s large cribs.”!
The prosperity came at a cost. Life along the drover road could be |
wretched. Folklorist Charlotte Ross of Appalachian State University recalls
hearing about it from neighbors as a little girl. Her voice slips easily into
the dialect of the time. “This family had its roots near the drover trail at
Parrottsville, Tennessee, and they would often retell the stories that were
handed down from the drover era. There were cattle of course and there
were even more hogs, and that was noisy and Lord knows that was |
smelly...But when people just wanted to leave, close up their houses and
go visit somebody further up the mountain was at the turkey time of the
year. There were hundreds of thousands of turkeys that came through
some of those stands...When it gets dark, what are those turkeys going
to do? Those turkeys are by God going to roost. It doesn’t matter if it’s
the white picket fence you just painted. They are going to roost on your
Chinaberry tree. They’re going to roost on the porch of your house, on
your outbuildings, your barns, your sheds, the spring house...Some of it
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“Ferry at Alexander’s.”
Original in the collection of Pack Memorial Library.

is going to cave in from the weight...it was just a mess and the noise and
they just hated those turkeys... They just hated those turkeys!”?

The drovers tended to be owners of the larger farms. Well respected,
they would often buy livestock from others to round out their herd.
Although one drover talked of moving a herd of over 2500 hogs, the aver-
age was about 500 head with the normal range being from 300 to 1000
animals.® The animals were from free-range herds. Corn for fattening was
grown in the bottomlands while the animals would roam on the moun-
tain slopes. There they would graze on the chestnut mast and other veg-
etation. As fall approached they would be rounded up and put in pens,
where a corn diet would add weight for market. Then toward the end of
October the drives would begin.

Animals coming from a free-range lifestyle did not take immediately
to being driven. A former slave, Uncle Walsh, living in Cocke County,
Tennessee, told Wilma Dykeman, “I growed up working on the farm.
One thing I could always do better than anyone else on the whole place,
and that was break a drove of hogs to
the road whenever they set out for
South Caroliny or Georgia. They’re
mean to drive, but that was my job. I’d
start out with about thirty and take
them as far as Warm Springs—it’s Hot
Springs since then, ain’t it—and then
whenever they were going good on the
road I’d let the regular drivers take
over and I’d start back to break anoth-
er batch. I never did get all the way to
South Caroliny myself, just the begin-
ning of the way. After you once get
hogs broke to the road, you can’t get
them off, no matter how contrary they
were at the start.”

At major intersections and river
crossings small communities and larg-
er towns grew up around the drover trade. Asheville, North Carolina
became important because of a river crossing and the first major branch
on the distribution side of the trail. Herds were driven right through town.
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The area now known as Pritchard Park contained the “stand” owned by
James Smith, who also controlled the nearby river crossing and its tolls.
Lexington Avenue also served the drovers with pens, food and lodging.

The drover trails continued for several years after the War Between the
States. Then a combination of post war politics and new economic real-
ities saw the once well maintained and thriving trail reduced to a poorly
maintained relic. At the time Burnett and his classmates were thrilling to
the rescue of hogs from the river, the trail was already past its prime.
Though he longed to join one of the big drives, it never worked out. He
went on to college and a career far removed from the romance of the trail.

Eventually the cries of the drivers grew silent in the valleys. Already
many of the Appalachian settlers were moving out west...building a new
economy and forming the basis for the great cattle drives of a new fron-
tier. Still, for sheer numbers, many say the trails of the West never equaled
the masses of livestock that passed by that little schoolhouse and along
the drover trails of the Southern Appalachians.

Also see page 23, “Sherrill’s Inn: One of the last remaining ‘stands’ of
the great Appalachian livestock drives.”

! Wilma Dykeman, THE FRENCH BROAD, University of Tennessee Press, 1955

? Charlotte Ross, Folklorist, Appalachian State University, interview, February 7, 2001

# Edmund Cody Burnett, Agricultural History, Volume 20, April 1946, p 86

# Wilma Dykeman, THE FRENCH BROAD, University of Tennessee Press, 1955, p 340-1
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Donald McCall

By Donald McCall

r. McCall lives in the village of Vittoria in Norfolk County, Ontario,
a few miles inland from the novth shove of Lake Erie, divectly across

from Erie, Pennsylvanin.
Norfolk County’s well-drained sandy soils support flue cured tobacco and

- fruit orchards. As part of the Carolinian Zone, which stretches across south-

ern Ontario and as far south as the Carolinas, the county shares many tree
species with the eastern United States.

My. McCallis o descendant of Empive Loyalists who came to Ontario from
New Jersey in 1796 and settled in what was known as the Long Point settle-
ment — one of the first settlements in that part of Ontario. He is 92 years old
and enjoys recounting the many events that took place in the area.

My father, R.C. McCall, had a store for many years before 1922 where
the Vittoria Post Office is located. One of the items we sold there was sweet
chestnut. During the time Dad had the store the sweet chestnut was a big
crop around this area. Most farms had trees. They were located
along the roads, in the middle of the fields, in their woodlots, etc.

A lot of the farmers counted on the money from their chestnuts
to pay the taxes on the farm. Dad bought the chestnuts from the
farmers by the quart or by the pound. The chestnuts were harvest-
ed in the fall at about frost time. The trost opened the burs so you
cold pick them up from the ground. If the wind didn’t knock the
nuts to the ground, they could be knocked out of the burs with a
big stick.

At our store we dried the nuts after we bought them so that they
wouldn’t mould. In order to dry them we spread them out on the
counter when the store was closed or on the weekend. When the
store was open, they were spread out wherever we could find room.
When the chestnuts were dry we sold them in the store but also
shipped them to Alberta, Saskatchewan, and Montreal.

As boys we would go to a tree on the side of the road to get some
nuts. Some boys would climb the fences and go into the farmers’
yard. The farmers would chase the boys out. The chestnuts were good

to eat raw, but better boiled or roasted like peanuts.
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Sweet chestnuts were regularly bartered and sold in the store owned by Donald McCall's grandfather and later by his father.

Most of the chestnut trees around Vittoria had died out due to a blight
by the late 1940%s. There are a few chestnut trees around still. Russell Stone
has two, Ernie Ratz has one, Ken Smith has one down by the Mill Pond
and the Gates at Walsh have a few. I planted two trees in the spring of |
2001. Two are needed in order to pollinate. Bruce Graham, the |
Superintendent of the Burford Tree Nursery (519-449-2265), sells small
trees for those who wish to reintroduce the sweet chestnut in Canada
(known as American chestnut in the U.S.).
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