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v shut down,

the; town is a ghost of times past,
but for those who call it

Home, there is certainly

long the tree-shadowed road
a man walks, step hght and
A springy like a dancer’s, body
polsed at solar plexus, muscles flex-
ing like a cat’s, pace even, never er-
ratic nor hurried, the pace of a man
at one with himself, knowing his
purpose, and on his way — as the
little and the great of Time have
walked. Into focus he comes, serene,
calm, the eyes deep and far-seeing
like a pharoah’s but glinting like
sunlight upon human contact. He
speaks: the voice low and quiet with
the mysterious reed quality of a
clarinet, the speech measured and
direct.

. This is John Danfourth Bolden ot
Esmont, husband of Muriel Calista
]ones Bolden and father of four. The
saying goes: “If John Bolden says it’s
50, it is 50.” If one needs advice, one
goes to John, the wise one. If an un-
ruly bull or wandering heifer is your
problem, he’ll tell you what to do;
and if you find an old bottle he can
give you a complete history of it. He

is a patriarch, and a happy bemgn
one.

Down the road lives another of
similar itk but younger, more elec-
tric, Frank Bolling, the groom of
longest standing at Nydrie, the great
stud farm nearby. Bolling didn’t ma-
ture into goodness. When at Fort
Meade he was assigned duty from
eleven at night to eight in the morn-

“ing, he had difficulty in realizing in

the early evening that his workday
started at eleven that night. Several
times his “catnap” extended itself.
Once when it reached to when the
sun was shining brightly, he pulled
himself together and went to his of-
ficer. ““Captain, I can’t make these
hours. What about a transfer?”’
The offmer, his frequent rouser,
replied: “I ought not to do it. I really
cannot do if, and if you weren’t such
a good guy, I wouldn't do it.”
Having ridden bareback since the
age of four and been taught by his
daddy the care and keep of horses,
he started in 1954 to work at Nydrie.

So far he has missed one yeatling -
sale. “You know some horses are
born intelligent, some you have to
teach. Sometimes you can dress one
so he looks better than he really is.
They're just like people. And you
have to help the younger men ‘cause
sometimes they haven’t had enough -
experience, and sometimes they just .
don’t care enough. To put out your
best effort you got to love what
you're doing . . . Over here we're all
just one big team. We're everyone
just as anxious to have a horse bring
a high price as Mr. Van Clief. We all
work together. I'm so grateful to my
daddy for all he taught me. We had
only draught horses and that was
when you couldn’t always find hay
in the barn but no matter how tired
we were at the end of the day, we
always rubbed them down and
made them as comfortable as we
could. With horses you don’t work

“hours, you work the job. Sometimes

you have to go beyond what’s ex-
pected of you.” (Note: And this is



not called ’ ceIlectmg overtirie pay

as is the tule i in bureaucrac1es ¥ It's
SO gratlfymg to work with them, talk
to them, trekle their chin and see
their response . . . Last year we had

three young Iadres to help. I didn t

think much of it at first but I held my

patience and they turned out fine.

One was especially good with the
foals. Anyhow, life on a farm is like 4

wagon wheel. It takes all the differ--

ent spokes but with the right attitude
it makes a good wheel, or team. You
know, in the Ariny they told us that
when we wore the uniforth we had
to respect it for it isn’t just you. That
uniform represents every | last man,
woman, arid child that wasg, is, and
will be the United States Of
Amerlca
cross the way and down a b1t
lives Mrs. Rebecca Jordan, a
_ A reverend in the South Gar-
‘den Baptist Church since 1973. As a
young girl she had wanted to go into
the ministry but “The devil kept
saying, ‘Women don’t speak.” "’ But

at age fifty, the call came again and
this time she reeponded even if it
had meant ehangmg denemmatron

At that trme seme ef the sanetlfred

churches such as the Church of
I-Ielmess had already accepted
women as preachers She enrolled in
Virginia Union’ University in
Petersburg to prepare for her minis-

try.
Rebecca Jordan went to work car-

ing for children at the age of sixteen.-

This gave her the opportunity to
travel in the summer and she visited
Little Rock, Arkansas and Oeean
City. Bemg the eldest of ten in a seri-
ous and re8p0n31ble famﬂy prepared
hér for this oeeupatren She entered
kmdergarten at age nine but was
1mmed1ately ptit ‘into the seeend
grade because her mother had
taught her to read, wrlte and multi-
ply. “I knew my Roman numerals
better than I do now.” The school
had been established by Mrs. H. D.

Forsyth, Becky’s grandmother who

brought up Miss Rebecca Moore

frem New Or]eans to teach the chil-
dren The fathers each pard a share
of her transportatlen as thelr con-
tribution.

In time ehe married; had twelve
chrldren of whreh ten are still living.
Her husband werked for WPA and
received scrip instead of money.
She’d take the children to the store
where they would see ice cream and
candy. Mrs. Butler, the eterekeeper
would say, “Mrs. Jordan, let them

‘have it. They need a treat now and

then. I'll call it thread or shoe polish,
somethmg you can use and need.”
For her marriage in 1924 Mrs. Lerla
Fersyth offered her her own wed-
ding dress, now twenty-fwe years
old, to wear, and told her: “Rebecca,
if you want to keep the luck, scissors
must never touch this gown. If it 15
anywhere too long, just tuck it up.”
And her father said, “Beeky, if you
wear Mrs. Forsyth’s dress, you will
have as many children as she did.”
She exceeded her by one. |
Mrs. Jordan’s father helped to



Eﬁsmont

build the “big stone house on the
hill,” known as Guthrie Hall. One
day someone took pictures of the
men working. The photograph
turned out so dark that they could
hardly be discerned. Only three
white spots stood out. However her
mother espied her daddy, “There he
is. Those are the three white buttons
I sewed on his shirt.” Later, Mrs.
Jordan worked in that very house,
then owned by a Danish baron who
told her the house was haunted. He
called her “Raybecca, you’d better
watch out. There are people in those

rooms upstairs whom you can’t see.
You be caretul.”

smont missed being nationally
famous and Ella Scott could
have been the mother of a
wealthy son had “Buster only stayed
Ly Fi] onthat team.” Buster, born Albertin
SR XA | o log cabin on Guthrie, was an
2 28 2| amazing pitcher and could have
been at the top of baseball fame.
Even now this can be observed when
he swings an axe to cut a tree. Ella,
now 88 with a mind as clear as a
# |l mountain stream, begot twelve chil-
81 dren, who produced 24 grandchil-
dren, and they, 21 great grandchil-
dren. This clarity of mind and jolly
sense of humor is a hardy confirma-
tion of the triumph of character over
hard work, long hours, and low pay.
For a salary of three dollars a week
and keep, she made breakfast for ten
to fifteen hands at 5:30 in the morn-
ing, did all the housework in the
mansion, and when cattle and hogs
were slaughtered, she cut and dried
the meat. Later when the baron
came she got good pay so long as he
B | had money. “He always was playing
(R | cards or the horses. Sometimes he
B | wonbut often he lost. Yes, there was
__ . 8| aghost. [seenhim once. He stood all
SR SN T | white on the cement porch, and
it 4 T e stayed and stayed without a sound. 1
turned my head a minute and he was
gone.”’

......

3 % " gy " Then there is Big Frank Carey,

father of twelve-year-old Little
Frank. Big Frank — six foot four —




says his mother is 72 and he admits
to being 70. However, in Esmont
time is sometimes qualitative. When
he wanted to get married Frank re-
fused to have his church wedding
until he was assured that Mr. and
Mrs. Tapscott, his employer, and
Mr. and Mrs. Massie would attend.
Before he retired from construction
work with Massie and Boatright he
had to be laid off for awhile because
of the depression. When he went to
get his unemplioyment check, he
turned to thank the man and asked,
“Say, could you help my boss with
some food stamps ‘cause he’s an
awful good man and business is
really bad, bad.” One of a fast disap-
pearing line to whom being able to
help someone is the greatest pleas-
ure and happiness.

A wistaria vine had entwined a
tree, roof and some columns. The
entire crew was trying to get it off but
the vine was too massive. One man
hung from it but this only turned it
into a swing. So they went to fetch
Big Frank. He came ready to do bat-
tle with that vine. He lifted his great
hands and with one tug pulled not
only the vine but two trees and part
of the roof as well. Even now, Big
Frank Carey is a legend of strength,
kindliness and love for his fellow-
marn.

feft: Mr. John Bolden of Esmont.

top left: Mrs, Bolden.

top right: Ella Scott and her son Albert.
right: Mrs. Lucille Purvis Goff.

hese are some of the “bless-
‘ings.” The real hub of Esmont
is Purvis Store, nexus of the
village, and its handsome, bright-
eyed chatelaine, Lucille Purvis, now
Goff. In 1937 when she and her hus-
band came, only they had a tele-
phone. So all communications came
through their line and one of the
Purvises would traipse with the
message. This got to be such an

habitual service that instead of.

greeting with “Hello” when a Purvis
knocked at the door, it was “What's
happened now?” Since that time, al-
though relieved of the transmittance
of telephone messages (which,
however, continues in case of
emergency, storms, power failure,
busy party lines, or unpaid bills)
Mrs. Purvis-Goff is still the “Mother
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Confidante,”” the heart for most
everyone’s problems. She’s been
asked to lend money, to tell some-
one something, not to say this to
anyone, and indeed she was once

ordered, “Now, when my wife

comes in to buy pork chops, you sell
her pork chops. Last night she came
in for pork chops and you refused
because you told her I'd just been in
and bought some pork chops. Now,
[ didn’t take those pork chops home.
You remember what I said, yes.”

Last year or so a young man
leaned up against their gas tank,
blood streaming from a deep gash in
his skull from a bludgeoning. It took
ten rolls of paper towels to blot the
flow until the Rescue Squad came.
He had somehow managed to walk
from Chestnut Grove, a mile away,
to the mecca of help, Purvis Store.
He died two days later.

When the former post master was
nearly crushed to death by his over-
turned tractor, everyone round
rushed to pull it off. An elderly lady
puffed into the store, “Lucille, I'm
too old to pull off that tractor but you
can help. Goand I'll tend the store.”

Once she got a woeful call from a
young woman in labor at the hospi-
tal saying that they wouldn’t admit
her because she hadn’t any money

with her and the baby would come
soon. In dashed Lucille — a half

“hour’s jaunt — paid the hospital, a

boy was born, and the husband,
now father, brought the money to
Lucille that evening.

Sometime ago a man was arrested



in front of the store because he'd
been drinking a can of beer in his car.
He objected because the car was rict
running. But law is the law s0 he
went in to Mr. Purvis to get money

enough to go free that night. And

even recently the telephone rang late
in the evening: “Mr. Goff, they got
me locked up and I ain’t goin’ to
spend the night in this here place.
Bring over some money and get me
out quick, will you, please.”

smont is a continuum. Now a

so-called ghost town since the

quarry shut down because too
many people were dying from the
lung disease, from slate dust. In its
halcyon days it had a doctor, a bank,
railroad station with turntable, a
daily train to Washington, drug-
store, horseshoeing shop, a flour
mill, ice plant, beef and vegetable
market, and a store that sold men’s
shoes and clothing. Not a car in the
place. John Paige who ran the first

Pony Express from Watten i North
Garden @nee a day; dleel at 86 in the |
edrly’ 60’5, ‘s gbod a person as ever
waltked thls earth.” And Jitles Colet-
tain, has been called “a thorough
gentleman and a wonderful guy”” by
Prescott Carter, |
Many flowers have bloomed and
died in the rich Davison Red on
which Esmont has grown. Beneath,
rocks, minerals and roots abound. It
takes some bitters to appreciate the
sweet. Esmont even survived the in-
festation of 1970, a microcosm in
which dark and light go in harmony.
But the fact remains that after 75-
year old Sammy Coletrain, manager
of Esmont House Farm, went to his
peace a few years ago, Roger Mac-
Bride, owner of the farm, came to
Mrs. Goff with sadness in his eyes.
“Lucille, can’t you help me to find |
someone to take Sammy’s place?”
“Roger, Sammy can’t be replaced.
They don’t come like that anymore.”
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