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Richard Martin was my grandfather, although I never saw 
him. He married his first wife (her name was Elizabeth Ayres) in 
Rockingham County, North Carolina. To this union of marriage 
cne son was born; his name was Hunter Martin - Hunter Pleasant 
Martin. And I have a piece of writing here I'd like to insert at 
this particular point. 

"Samuel Pleasant Hunter Martin. This breast pin is given 
to you as a memorial of an afflicted father and a departed mother. 
When this you see, then bear in mind your afflicted father you 've 
left behind, and that your mother's body in the grave doth rest, 
but it's hoped her spirit is in eternal bliss. Then let us serve the 
Lord while here below so we may rest with her to depart no more. 
By your affectionate father, Richard Martin. March 27, 1835. 11 

You will notice the date of this reading was written a long 
time ago - 134 years in the past. Richard Martin's first wife died 
at this point and he married his second wife, Elizabeth Morgan, 
in Bedford, Virginia. This union had two children: Aunt America 
and Uncle Calohil. 

Then this wife of his died pretty soon afterward and Richard 
Martin then married the third wife, Elizabeth Kellam Smith. By 
her first marriage she had George, Walker, Mary, Thomas, Charles, 
Annie, and Edna Smith. I never knew any of these except Uncle 
Thomas Smith. I was acquainted with him. He had a son who ran 
the Klegg Hotel just across the street from the old passenger depot 
in Greensboro, North Carolina. I have stopped with him a good 
many times in traveling, since I was a commercial traveler for ap
proximate I y thirty-five years, as a salesman. 

Grandfather Martin married Elizabeth Kellam Smith after 
her first husband had died. To this union was born Elizabeth 
Matilda, William Richard, John Winston Churchill, and Spencer 
A. Martin. You'll notice that his first three wives, Grandfather's 
first three wives, were named Elizabeth. Each one of them. 
Elizabeth Ayres, Elizabeth Morgan, and Elizabeth Kellam Smith. 
My grandmother, Elizabeth Kellam Smith Martin, died and was 



buried in Mt. Airy someplace. Some time after that Grandfather 
Martin married his fourth wife, Mary Hampton. A few years af
ter that she died and Grandfather Martin married his fifth wife, 
Rosie Hampton Roby. 

* * * * * 

Grandfather Richard Martin grew up in Rockingham County, 
North Carolina. He moved from that country on the Mayo River, 
not far from Madison, to Dobson, North Carolina. I never knew 
his first son, Pleasant Martin. He did not come to Surry County 
and Dobscn. He settled in Rockingham County and raised his 
family. His two children by his second wife, Elizabeth Morgan, 
never came to Surry County and Dobson. Aunt America, his 
daughter; married a man by the name of Joyce in Rockingham 
County and settled there, and Calohil, her brother, came to 
Dobson. As a young man - he was just fixing to go to West Point -
he was taken with pneumonia and died and is buried in the ceme
tery at Dobson, North Carolina. Aunt America (I never knew her, 
as I said) settled in Rockingham County, and she had by her hus
band, Mr. Joyce, two daughters and a son: Alice, Molly, and 
Dick Joyce . Dick Joyce settled in Mayodan, North Caroli~a, 
and raised his family on a farm. He had several sons, I don't 
know just how many. 

In traveling, as I said at the outset being a commercial 
traveler by trade, I went to see Dick and spent the night with 
him. His sons were there at that particular time; later, as the 
years passed, he left that country - he sold out and moved to 
Winston Salem. His sons entered into the wholesale grocery ~ 
business in the city of Winston Salem and I used to cal I on them 
quite often, since I worked out of North Wilkesboro and was as
sociated with S. V. Tomlinson in the wholesale grocery business. 
We were canned goods manufacturers as wel I as wholesale grocery 
and it was my opportunity each year for thirty years to cal I on the 
jobbing trade in North and South Carolina, Virginia, West Vir-
ginia, and Kentucky. So naturally I called on Joyce Brothers and 
got acquainted with them in the wholesale grocery business there 
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in Winston Salem. Their father I ived there, too, and he I ived to 
be 99 1/2 years and died, an extremely old man. 

Their sister, Alice, married Perce Masten, and he was as
sociated with the R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company. In 1912 he 
was the Vice-President of the R. J, Reynolds Tobacco Company 
Southern Division. They had three children. Perce Masten, Jr. 
came to Mt. Airy and married Steve Hale's daughter. Some few 
years later from that date he died. His sister, Juanita Masten, 
lives in Winston Salem now. This date is 1969 and she has never 
married. Her second brother was Dr. Guy Masten, who prac
ticed dentistry in the Nissen Building there. 

Aunt Elizabeth Freeman married in Dobson to Alec Freeman. 
They had two sons and three daughters: Professor Will Freeman 
and Attorney Robert A. Freeman; Edna, who married Brady 
Norman; Rebecca, who married Mr. Laymont, a western gentle
man; and Calohil, who married Dr. Hassell. His home was in 
Mississippi, I think. Collie is yet living; she's approximately 
90 years old and pretty spry for her age. Their oldest son, Wil I, 
when he was a young man, and Rufus Mosely, J. T. Fender, and 
E. F. Waggoner of Sparta went to Nashville, Tennessee, and 
attended Peabody College. After graduation he came home and 
just a few months afterward something happened. 

There was a man who Ii ved in the Midwest somewhere, a 
multi-millionaire, who decided that he wanted to give a million 
dollars to some worthy institution. He hadn't decided which one 
he would give it to, so he went to three colleges and spoke to 
the president of each of them and said to them, "You select one 
of your former students to represent you in a debate. They wit I 
go before the United States Supreme Court and debate the issue as 
to which one of the three colleges shall have the million dollars. 
So the speaker who makes the most points for his college that he 
represents, that col I ege wi 11 get the money. 11 

Peabody selected Rufus Mosely. He was in my school dis
trict here in Surry County. These other two representative col
leges each selected one that suited them, one of~ir former 
students. They come and went before the Supreme Court at the 
appointed hour and argued the case of which college should get 
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the m ii Ii on dcl I ars for an endowment. Rufus Mosely was the I ast 
speuker . He addressed the court about thirty minutes and closed. 
William Howard Taft said to Mosely, 11 That was an excellent 
address . 11 And they decided in favor of Mosely's address as the 
most favo:-able, so Peabody got the mil I ion-dollar endowment. 

* * * * * 

In speaking of my people, I think I wil I say here at this 
point th:it I wbh to mention my mother. My mother was Aradel la 
Ham I in. She was one of the daughters of T homos Ham Ii n • He 
grew up in Rockford, North Carolina; he was a gunsmith . He 
was also clerk of the court of Surry County for a good many years . 
When the courthouse was moved when the county was divided and 
the courthouse was moved from Rockford to Dobson, my grand
father, Thomas Hamlin, moved also to Dobson and built a home. 
During the Civil War Stoneman's Army marched from Salisbury 
toward the north at the surrender of the South and the close of 
the Civil War. My mother was about eight or nine years old . 
She said that the rood was ful l of infantry, cavalrymen, and 
soldiers - the road was completely full from Elkin to Dobson. It 
took twelve hours to make the trip . My mother said that as they 
entered Dobson they split out in several directions, and some of 
the soldiers came by her home and demanded something to eat. 
Her mother fixed them something to eat. These soldiers would 
ride their horses until they were virtually given out on the rood , 
and whenever they would see a horse they would take it and leave 
theirs . People, hearing in advance that they were coming in that 
diraction 6 carr ied their meat and climbed big toll trees in and 
around Mt . Airy in the surrounding country and hung their mid
dlir.gs of meat,. ham and shoulder meat, in tops of trees to keep 
the soldiers from Stoneman's Army from getting it . Most all 
the horses were token out of the country and carried north by 
this army as it went along. 

* * * * * 
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Speaking of the Civ il War, Un::le William Marti n, my dcddy, 
John Martin , and Uncle Spencer Marti n were al I drafted in the 
Army. ihey fought all the way through the Civil War and didn't 
get wounded. They came home at the c I ose of the war. My Uncle 
William Martin was promoted to colonel during the Civil War. 
After they arrived home, the youngest one of the three brothers 
decided he would go westward, so he left Dobson immediately and 
went West. He worked himself west, and he settled in Arkansas 
in a town cal led Earle , Arkansas, just across the river in the 
::ounty near Memphis , Tennessee. Uncle Spencer Martin settled 
in Arkansas, as I said, just across the river from Memphis. That 
was before the I evees were bu i It on the Miss i ss i pp i , and water 
ran way back in swamps fo r miles and miles. 

Uncle Spencer first began to survey out lands in that country 
after the Civil War for the Federal Government and State Govern
ment. During that period land was extremely cheap and he got 
hold of a good many hundred acres of that land. Men oftentimes 
would buy and settle on it, then get discouraged and give up, and 
he would buy it. In the meantime he studied law, and later he 
was admitted to the Bar in the state of Arkansas and was elected 
to the Superior Court as a Superior Judge and served in that capac
ity for twelve years. 

* * * * * 

In 1909 I, as a young fellow, decided I wanted to go West, 
so I caught a train in Greensboro one morning , went down to 
Atlanta, Mobile, and Montgomery, Alabama; New Orleans; over 
to Houston , Texas; and then into Dallas. I had an uncle by the 
name of Pete Hamlin who had gone there many yea~s before and 
settled there in Dallas County, so I caught a train the same night 
and went over to Garland, Texas, got in about ten o'clock and 
went to the Gari and Inn, registered , and went to bed. 

The next morning I got up , looked out , and the land was just 
as level as it could be in every direction that I could look, and I'd 
forgot about taking a trip. I stood there at the window upstairs 
and looked for two or three minutes and finol ly decided where I 
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was, then it came to me automatically that I had made a trip and 
that I was in Garland, Texas. So I went down and got breakfast 
and I asked the proprietor, 11 Do you know a fellow by the name of 
Pete Hamlin anywhere in this vicinity? 11 And he said, 11 Yes, I 
know that fellow. He comes over here and plays croquet here in 
the yard right here that borders on the Garland Inn. He'I I be over 
here at ten o'clock - he comes every day. 11 

Wei I, I decided I'd go over to his place (I'd found out where 
it was, and it was about four miles). So I put my foot to the road 
and had walked about three miles and I sa'w a man coming, driving 
a nice horse and a rubber-tired buggy. I never had seen Uncle 
Pete Hamlin but l 'd heard of him and I was acquainted with his 
brothers 6 my uncles, and as he approached on this occasion I 
re.:ognized him. By the time he got pretty close to me, I flagged 
him. He stopped. I asked him, 11 ls your name Ham I in?" He 
scid, 11 Yes, sir, my name's Pete Hamlin ." I said, 11 John Martin's 

I d .. ..w 11 ,, h 'd .. t . my name. starte over to see you. e , e sot , ge tn 

my buggy and we' I I go over and have a game of croquet and get 
dinner at the Garland Inn and come home about four o'clock." I 
said, 11 0kay." So that's what I did. I watched him play croquet 
around there until four o'clock and then drove with him to his 
home. 

Well, I had a first cousin in that country named Bill Hamlin; 
he was Uncle Dick Hamlin's son. Uncle Dick lived in that country, 
too . He wasn't in that country right at that particular time, he 
was visiting elsewhere. I didn't get to see him that time. I 
stayed there several weeks. Bil I Ham! in was an old bachelor. 
He I ived with his cousin, Uncle Pete Ham I in 's oldest daughter, 
Sally Manesu Mark Manes' wife. They lived there on a beautiful ~ 
form right at the edge of Garland, Texas. Bill said to me, "I 
don't have anything much to do right now; I'll take you anywhere 
you want to go. Get in my buggy." That was before the automobile's 
day and he had a nice horse and a rubber-tired buggy, so we drove 
al I around and al I over that country for several weeks just showing 
me the country of Texas - big, broad country. 

During that period of going around I remember visiting three 
or four obsolete long ranged roller mills, built as perfectly as 
you generally see, but the moss was growing over the steps and 
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it hadn't been used for years. We went to it and I coked about and 
on the inside and around and moss was growing al I about on every
thing. 1 asked, 11 What does this mean, Bill?" 

"Well, I'll tell you," he said. "These mills used to be pro
ductive; they were in demand. People grew o lot of wheat in this 
country orice and they ground lots of wheat in this count.ry • . But 
some kir,d of disease struck the wheat several years ago 1n this 
l'Jnd and people quit growing it, the result of which is that these 
mills are standing absolutely idle and have been for years." The 
machinery intact and just as it was the day they quit. 

So he traveled around with me and we traveled together and 
I remember going over one day to Garland race track where they 
were having a horse race, and they bet money on those horses. I 
remember it was a beautiful race track about a mile around it, 
level as a plank floor, and lots of people there that day had a lot 
of money up on different horses. Wei I, there was a young fellow 
by the name of Cawley, I remember the name yet, a young fellow 
about 35 years old. He was lucky; he won the sweepstakes there 
that day. So at the close of all of it, he turned to a good many of 
his friends al I around and he said, 11 Let's go up to the saloon and 
get a drink. It's cl I on me. 11 Wei I, a score or two of them went 
with him, so he turned and said to Bill and myself, "You two come 
along too you're in it; come right along, it's all or. me. 11 So 

I I d • I 

we went with him and went up to the saloon and we a ll had a rtr,K . 
Everybody drank something; I don't remember exactly what I 
drank. Some kind of a drink. I believe I drar.k a beer. Some of 
them drank whiskey, some champagne . 

In those days they didn't ask the barkeE.per how much they 
owed him at the end of getting waited on. After it was al I finished, 
Cawley took out a fifty-dollar bil I and threw it down and said, 
"Keep the change • 11 That's the way they paid their bi! Is in those 
days in Dallas, Texas, and Garland, Texas, and Austin, especial
ly the cowboys. The cowboys would ride up to the saloons in 
Dal las city, Texas, and get off - dismount - drop the reins down to 
the curb; the horses were trained to stand there just exact) y in 
that position until the riders came bock. They never moved from 
there. They would go in, five or six of these cowboys, to these 
saloons, or wherever they wished, and drink what they wanted 
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One of them would pull out a twenty-dollar bill when there was 
five or six of them, drop it on the counter, and say, 11 Keep the 
change." That's the way they paid the bills in those days. 

So I stayed around out there several weeks and decided I'd 
come back to North Carolina. One day about ten o ' clock I went 
down to the Garland National Bank (I'd gotten acquainted with the 
cashier o few weeks before through Uncle Pete Ham! in) and I told 
him I'd I ike to hove a check cashed. He said, 11 How much you 
want?" And I soid , "Thirty dollars." 11 Well, 11 he said, "write 
it out. 11 

So I wrote a check for thirty dollars and presented it and he 
gove me thirty dollars in cash. I thanked him and walked over to 
the depot and bought a ticket to Asheville, North Carolina. 

Present! y the Santa Fe and Frisco train ran up. I boorded 
it. At twelve o'clock that day we ran into Paris, Texas. We 
stopped twenty minutes for dinner. During that twenty-minute 
period they selected all the linens off the backs of every seat in 
al I the day coaches and pul !mans which read FRISCO up to that 
polnt. They replaced every one with clear. linen worked in red 
letters on the back of every one of them SANTA FE from there on 
in to St. Louis. I rode that train until five o'clock and stopped 
off at Wister; Oklahoma. I spent one hour there and ate supper. 
it's o small place, a railroad crossing . A good many Indian girls, 
Indian squcws, were walking around there . I remember them yet. 
Their hair swung down to their waistlines, black as jet, most of 
them. Very pretty girls, Indian squaws. After supper about six 
9 1clcck I caugl->t another passenger train, the Chicago Rock Island 
Paciflc Road, so I rode that train and at midnight we ran into Little 
P.ock, Arkansas. We stopped there for a few minutes and I rode 
the remainder cf the night. 

As I said, Uncle Spencer (Judge) Martin had settled in 
Ark:::nsas before the levees were built on the Mississippi River. 
That morning just at day , although the levees had been bui lt years 
before, yet in this particular case they had broken . The river 
had swollen high and at least twenty miles before we got to the 
Mississippi River going east toward Memphis we began to strike 
currents of water running through the cypress swamps. There 
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would be 100 or 200 yards of stiff currents of water running pretty 
lively, then there'd be stagnant, standstill areas for 200 or 300 
yards about twenty miles all the way through as we approached 
the Mississippi River on the west bank. I don't recal I the name 
of the little town, it's there yet, I guess. There was a courthouse 
there, as I recall, and a few dwel Ii ng houses, and you cou Id just 
see about seven or eight inches of the tops of the windowpanes on 
the fi rst floor of al I these buildings. I saw nobody alive around 
there at all, and boats , just ordinary boats, we re run up to the 
sides of these buildings and hooked. That's what I saw. 

The next instant we crossed the Mississippi River on the 
bridge on the Chicago Rock Island Pacific Railroad. We ran into 
Memphis, Tennessee, and stopped twenty minutes for breakfast, 
and I changed trains - I boarded another train. We traveled al I 
the way, and at noon ran into Corinth, Mississippi, in the northern 
part of Mississippi and stopped twenty minutes for dinner. Then 
we rolled out again. That night about seven o'clock we ran into 
Stevenson , Alabama, in the northern part of the state of Alabama 
and stopped there twenty minutes for supper and left again. We 
rolled all night through the different cities in Tennessee, different 
ones. 

The next morning about seven o'clock we ran into Asheville, 
North Carolina, and I stopped there. Judge Spencer A. Martin 
had sold out three or four years prior to that date over in Arkansas 
(his wife had died and his family , his sons and daughters, were net 
I iving any longer with him), and moved to Ashevi I le, North Ccrol ina 17 

and bought a home there . So I stopped there and went up and spent 
a week with him. Rebecca Loymont, a cousin of miner was living 
there with him, and I spent a week with them. Later, the Judge 
sold out in Asheville and moved up to Spruce Pine 11 North Carolina, 
and built a home and went into the mica mining business. A few 
years later he died and was buried in Spruce Pine. 

* * * * * 

I am John W. Martin, Jr., the son, the youngest son, of 
John Winston Mortin. His father was Richard Martin , which I 
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have mentioned . My mother was Aradel la Ham I in Martin . She 
was Thomas Ham! in's daughter. 

Well, I might say a little something about my travels since 
I mentioned that I am a retired commercial traveler, having spent 
35 years on the road as a salesman . In 1909 I went. to work t ravel 
ing fer Augustus Wright Shoe Company in Petersburg , Virginia. 
{ hcd about ten or fifteen counties, part in my territory and part 
in cncther fellow's terr itory that worked for them also . I traveled 
for him for approximately three or three and a half years. They . 
traveled 25 men . I had quite a bit of territory, ra i lway territory; • 
also l drove o hack and team and had a man to drive me and look 
after the horses. I did we 11 enough to stay on the rood that I ong . 
It was pretty hard picking. 

I remember I left home one Monday morning early, and I 
was selling shoes on commission - 6%. I traveled in a hack that 
week and had worked the entire week hard and every day until 
Friday afternoon. I went down to Stuart, Virginia, and headed 
south. About tw,:- o'clock that afternoon I came upon a store south 
severnl miles of Stuart . The merchant's name was Ayres. I had 
the good ! uck of scratching my order pad for the first time 
that week ~ My spirits were exceedingly low up to that moment 
cf time be,;ause my expenses were running high and I hadn't sold 
a dime's worth cf stuff that entire week until I saw Mr. Ayres. 
He bought oboL•t $150 worth of shoes from me and that picked my 
spirits up some. 

Sc I wcnr my way and bid him goodbye, and that afternoon 
pre tt y I ate ! arrived in Stokesdale, North Carolina . I I coked 
crour.d cr.d I four:d to my :;urprise that a gentleman who repr-eser.t~d 
the Farmers U11ion ai· that part icular time and age was just opening ::, 
up a ni,ce new store . I got acquainted with him and asked h im 
if I could bring rr,y I ine of shoes in and put them up on his counter 
and ~aid I'd like to sell him his opening bill if he liked them . He 
said , "Well, I haven't yet bought, so bring them in and I'll look 
them ove:- . !f I like your line and yo1.;r pr ices, I 'll give you an 
order . 11 

So I had my man place my trunks in the store lobby and put 
about 500 samples of shoes on his counter. I went through and 
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gave him al I the prices I had for an hour or two, then suppertime 
came along. He said, "Well, let's go to supper. We ' I I come back 
after supper and lock the door . I believe I like lour shoes and I 
think I'll be able to give you an order ." I thanked him and we went 
our way to supper . 

After supper we returned, went in and closed the door, and 
commenced going through the shoe line again. About eleven o'clock 
that night we'd passed through the entire l ine of approxlmately 500 
samples and I'd sold him about a thousand dollars worth of shoes. 
ihat picked my spirits up considerably, since that was the second 
order I'd had that week. I finished the order and he signed the 
order and I gave him the duplicate, sent it in (gave them references 
on the bank and so on}, and they shipped it right out. He was good; 
a nice fe 11 ow - made me a good customer afterward . Sold a I ct 
of shoes. 

I went along like that until 191 1. Just before July 4th I did 
my last work in Kernersville , North Carolina . I picked up and 
drove home just before t he Fourth of J u I y , 191 1 . I spent the Fourth 
of July at home and a few days thereafter . The seventh of July I 
hadn't yet gone out on the road to work, and I went down to a 
neighbor's house in the country in which I lived, Salem Fork. 
This place is four miles west of Dobson in Surry County. 

While I was down there they happened to be threshing wheat 
in this particular place, end I had helped to run a machine some 
years before . I had been reared on a farm and I iked to work on 
a farm, so I got up and fed this t hreshing machine wheat for about 
thirty minutes for one of my neighbors. I liked the sport of it. I 
got off the machine and I was hot - perspiring - and feeling tough . 

All the way across, my forehead at that particular moment 
of time that evening looked like a pickled beet . It was red. I 
walked home about one and a half mi les feeling extremely bad . 
I got home and went to bed . My mother sent for Dr . Stone down 
in Dobson and he came to see me that evening and took my tem
perature. It was 104. I was extremely hot and sick. He said, 
"You've got typhoid fever." 

So Dr . Stone came to see me every day or every other day 
from July 7th to September 11th . He finally pulled me through, 
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he and my mother and my brothers. I spent about a week or ten 
days inside the house after I 1d gotten out of bed iust a I ittle bit at 
a time. Fir.ally I did feel able to walk out for the first time in 
the cpen . i walked up to the store and got on the seal es and 
weighed . I weighed 96 pounds. I felt like J ob when he said in 
thE: Old Bibler II I missed death by the skin of my teeth • 11 And 
they could hold his personage between a person 1s eyes and the 
sur. ar.d see the whole bone structure in his being . That's about 
how , fe lt at that moment of time. But l gradual I y grew stronger 
each day and fir.al I y gained my strength pretty wel I back. 

* * * * * 

Mr . Charley Dockery, a traveling salesman who lived at 
Un icn Cross, about three mi I es from that present pl ace, had tdken 
over my line of shoes while I was sick. After I had gotten better 
and perhaps well enough to go back on the road, I said to him, 11 I 
wcn 1t bother you. I'll let you run this shoe business right on. 
Just go right ahead. 11 So I messed around at something else until 
1912 . 1n 1912 I hired to R. J. Reyno Ids Tobacco Company to sell 
tcbocco for them. They sent me to Lexington, Kentucky. I re
me:nber whet the Vice-President of R. J. Reynolds said to me just 
before I left cut . They gave me the expense money to travel on 
from the city cf Winston s~lem to Lexington. He said, 11 Go down 
and buy you a ticket to the city of Cincinnati, Ohio. You can buy 
it three dollars cheaper to the city of Cincinnati than you can to 
lexil"'gton, Kentucky, and Lexington is 90 miles this side of Cin 
cinna!'i • 11 So I did just that and bought my ticket to Cincinnati, 
and when I arr ived on Sunday morning at Lexington, Kentucky, I 
stepped off. They asked me to go to the Reid Hotel and make my 
head::iuarters. 

They sent me, and they sent C. H. Dooling from Chari es ton, 
West Virginia, down there as the divisional manager. Other men 
also went along as the days came along from North Carolina to 
sell tobacco, too. I got acquainted with the gentlemen and Mr. 
Dooling at the Reid Hotel and they asked me to make my head
quarters at the Reid Hotel every weekend. So I did. It was a 
very nice place; it was an old place and a very fine place to stop. 
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at. They treated you royal! y. 
Mr. Dooling asked me to come down to his office Monday 

morning . It was down the street about a block above the L & N 
passenger depot. I went down there end he gave me instructions 
to travel the week away from town, away from the city of Lexing
ton. 11 Well, 11 he said, 11 buy your ticket and go down to Mt. Sterling, 
Kentucky; that1s a pretty good town al:out 15,000 population. 
That's kindly in the edge of the coal mining district and they have 
lots of trade there with the coal miners. 11 So he gave me expense 
money to travel the week on and he said, 11 Now, you work the 
town of Mt. Sterling; you go to the jobber the first thing when 
you get there, and buy yourself abou1· two gross of Prince Albert 
tobacco. We have a great many brands of tobacco, you know. 
We're concentrating on a particular brand of tobacco in the state 
of Kentucky. We want you to sell Prince Albert. We want you 
to introduce Prince Albert in the state of Kentucky. Don't men-
tion any of our brands of tobacco to ar,y merchant at all and don't 
offer to sell what we have unless he mentior.s it to you. However, 
if the merchant asks you for different brands of our tobacco and 
wcnts to buy it, sell it to him. Sell him our brands if he wants 
them, but otherwise don't mention any brand to him other them 
Prince Albert. Don't sell any man more than two dozen. Sell 
every man one dozen if you can. We want distribution. That's 
what we 1re sending you here for. 11 I said , 11 Thcmk you. 11 

So I got down to Mt. Sterling and I worked out the city, 
spent about a couple of days working the city trade and had pretty 
good luck selling Prince Albert. The state of Kentucky in those 
days was wet. They had saloons everywhere just ol I about rn 
the cities. There was one particular saloon in that town that I 
had called on two or three different times and had missed the pro
prietor every time. He sold tobaccoes, so every afternoon Mr. 
Dooling had me billed up to come back into Mt. Ster! ing to spend 
the night every night. 

They kept me lost all the time. He told me to go to the 
livery - there wasn't any automobiles in those days - and hire a 
team. 

11 
Now, 11 he said, 11 this is a losing proposition out here in 

a way, so we can't furnish you a driver. You'll have to do your 
own driving in this territory. Go down there and get yourself a 
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team at the I ivery and go ahead. Be certain to go to the jobber 
and get two gross of Prince Albert and pack it in yoL,r buggy. 
Sel I every man one dozen er two dozen if you can, but no more . 11 

So I went my way and trove I ed a 11 through down through 
that rugged country, among the commissaries in the coal mining 
co1.mtry in the district where I couldn't hard ly understand a lot 
of them . They spoke different languages and al I kinds of tongues 
ar.d whar have you . Al I down in that country and in that section 
a!ld al I along those creeks where I'd come to a coun~ry store 
every three or four miles, there'd be two 60-gal Ion barrels. of 
whiskey parked in the floor in the man's store lobby with a prop 
under each side and a third barrel laying on top of the two. Each 
one of the three 60 gal Ions of whiskey or brandy, as the case may 
be. Many a day I've seen while driving down through that country 
especially on wet days, men who worked on a farm and places 
like that would come and park themselves on these barrels of 
whiskey, polishing up their .44 Smilh & Wesson guns and whetting 
their knives and so forth 1 ike that. I went my way. I worked my 
trade. 

On Saturday after spending every night that week in Mt. 
Sterling_. 1 got thro ugh all but this lost saloon that I had called on 
several times and missed the proprietor. So I goes down and 
cal ls en him , and he happened to be at home that Saturday after
noon. I got acquainted with him, shook honds with him, ar.d he 
had abe:ut twen ty men, al I kinds of nationalities, that Sa1·urday 
afternoon in his saloon lobby, speaking all kinds of languages. 
You couldn' t understand many of them and not much of what they 
said. l got hold c.f 1 he propri el·or, though, and I managed f·o se 11 
him a dozen Prince Albert tobacco, and he signed the order and 
I gave him the duplicate and he paid me the money. Just as I 
was rolling from the counter and was sticking it in my pocket , 
one of those fellows who was standing in the lobby called another 
fellow somewhere in there (I didn't know where at the time) a 
bad name. And it raised fury with the fellow who happened to be 
star.d ing right nexl· to me. He jerked a great long knife, some
thing I ike the size of a butcher knife , out of a leather scabbard, 
and as it came out I could feel the wind of it, it was so close to 
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my I eg. At that moment, though , I had just raked the money off 
the counter the fellow had paid me fo r the Prince Albert and was 
about to put it in my pocket, so I took out the door. The fel low 
started through the crowd with that knife and it parted right and 
left; I saw that much . They fel I right and left out of his way to 
the fellow who had cal led him a bad name , so I got out. And I 
went back to Lexington . 

* * * * * 

It was one thing after another like that and I was lost all 
the time while I was in the country driving . One Sunday afternoon 
Mr . Dooling cal led me down to the Reynolds office and he said to 
me, "Well, Mr. Martin, I'm going to give you a week's routing 
now and send you up to Paris, Kentucky. I want you to go up to 
Paris and sel I al I those fellows you can a dozen or two dozen 
Prince Albert tobacco. Se l I al I the fellows in Paris first , take 
as much time as you need there , then after you get the c ity worked 
out, go down and get you a livery turnout. I'm giving you a route 
shee t; come back into Paris every night to spend the night . 11 

So I did just that . I went up there to Paris. You know, oc
casional ly while driving on those roads in those days , I'd look 
ahead and see as many as 100 or 150 cattle coming down the high
way - beefers. Big, heavy beefers . A man in the front with a 
big shepherd dog and a man in the rear with a big shepherd dog 
and the road fenced, macadam road fenced on each side. You 
couldn't get out only so far, and these cattle were coming all in 
a press right toward you, 100 or 150 head • I Id been to Id by the 
gentlemen who I ived in Kentucky that the best thing to do under 
those conditions was just to pul I out just as for as I could get next 
to the fence because if I kept pressing my way in motion, if those 
cattle happened to stampede, they'd run right over my buggy, team, 
and myself and everything else - just tear me all to pieces . I did 
that on several occasions. I'm just saying this to you to let you 
know what the conditions were out there . I didn't have any 
trouble with the cattle out there. 

I went on to Paris and spent the night there. Monday morn
ing I got out and worked around the city of Paris and sold every-
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bcdy I cc.uld - scld most of the folks, too , a dozen of Prince 
Albert . Mode a pretty good circulation of it. That·~ what they 
war.ted , so ! worked hard and after I 1d gotten the trade al I worked 
cd in the city of Paris, I went down to one jobber and bought a 
couple gross cf Prince Albert and put it in my buggy. Didn

1
t have 

any way to lock it up, as a matter of fact. And , you know, we 
happened to be re:sponsible , too, for any theft that might take 
pi ace. So he1d given me a traveling I ist and I went my way . The 
fi rst town, village, I stopped at happened to be two stores , two 
nice brick stores - several brick homes out there . I couldn 1t 
find a place to tie my team so I could see them out the window or 
door, so I had to pul I around to one side and tie my team, I put a 
couple dozen of Prince Albert tobacco under my arm and went in 
and got acquainted with the merchant and sold him a couple dozen, 
When I came bock out to get in my buggy, lo and behold, some 
thief had stolen every dozen of Prince Albert tobacco I had out of 
my buggy. I drove out from this particular place and hod to go 
bock to town. 

I went bock to Paris, bought a couple gross of Prince Albert, 
put it in my buggy again and I took off. I worked all day and came 
out that night just about dusk and crossed a bridge in a little valley 
and went up to a store and got acquainted with the merchant and 
sold him a dozen Prince Albert tobacco. I come back out and 
crossed this bridge and noticed another little joint r ight in the 
bank of the road . So I sold him a dozen Pri nee Albert tobacco , 
I said to him , 11 Well , I 1m billed up to spend the night in Paris , 
Kentucky, tonight. Can you give me any idea how to get out of 
here, which is the best way to go ? 11 He said, 11 Yes , I can tel I 
you . You take this right hand trail right here instead of going 
back, If you go around this left way it1s a better way , but it1s a 
good deal further . Now, you can pul I this right way and the road 
is extremely roL1gh in places, but it's about three miles and it'll 
bring you out to a macadam highway if you go to the r ight here.

11 

I said 1 "Thank you • 11 

By that time it was getting dark. I drove my way on out and 
pretty soon it got dark. I was driving two pretty good spirited 
horses. The road was so rough I found myself having to get out 
of the buggy two different times during that three miles to hold 
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down the buggy to keep it from turning over. Present! y I pulled 
out into this macadam highway that he'd mentioned, and to save 
me I didn 1t know which end to take , left or right. I was dark, 
and right across on the opposite side was a great big lawn with 
beautiful trees and a nice, wonderful , spacious home, ful I two 
stories - beautiful, mansion-like place lighted up and somebody 
playing the piano. So I pulled out into the macadam highway and 
I stopped the horses and hollered, 11 Hellol 11 around there just as 
hard as I could , but I couldn 1t raise a soul . 

So I took a chance and took the right hand end of the ma
cadam highway. I pulled over about a quarter of a mile. and noticed 
I was pull ing into a small village. I noticed the first house I was 
approaching; its porch run out just almost to the edge of the rocd , 
parallel to the road, and it was lighted up. So I pulled my horses 
right alongside this porch parallel with it and I said , 11 Whoa ! 11 

The horses stopped dead because they were tired. I said , 
11 Hellol 11 A lady came to the door and she was standing right close, 
and I said , 11 Lady, I 1m kind of lost. I want to go to Paris , Ken
tucky, and I don 1t know which way to go or whether l1m traveling 
the right direction or not. Are my horses1 heads headed in the 
right direction to go to Poris? 11 She said , 11 Yes, you're going 
right, but when you get up here just about a quarter of a mile from 
here, you'll come to another intersection where another macadam 
road crosses this one, If you want to go to Paris, when you strike 
the next macadam highway up there , you turn directly right straight 
back to the left and you follow that macadam road and it'l l carry 
you right into Poris. 11 I said , 11 How many miles is it? 11 She said , 
11 It's eighteen miles . 11 

And 1 'd already driven three miles over a rough road in the 
night up to that moment of time. I thought, ''Hello, I've got to 
drive eighteen miles yet before I get into headquarters." I said, 
"What's the name of this town?" She said , 11 Buzzard Roost. 11 I 
won 't forget that soon. So I said thanks and left. 

I went my way and I found that she had told me just exact I y 
right. I cut to the left down there about a quarter of a mile from 
there and pulled right straight and drove them horses as hard as I 
could without ki l I ing them, and just at midnight I pulled into the 
I ivery stable in Paris, Kentucky. Everybody in Paris had gone 
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to bed and to sleep but the boy at the I ivery place. He roused up 
ar:d came out and took care of my horses. I went my way over to 
Central Hotel. Everybody was asleep over there and the clerk 
was sitting there asleep behind the counter, the desk. I talked to 
him and woke him up and he assigned me a room and I went my 
way and didn't get any supper. So it was one thing after another 
thing like that all along, different as the weeks came and went. 

* * * * * 

I kept on selling Prince Albert for Reynolds and going dif
ferent places in the state. They sent me up to Maysville, Kentucky, 
and they billed me up to stay up there two weeks; it was a pretty 
nice city, up the river apiece from Cincinnati. I worked up there 
two weeks and stayed at Central Hotel about forty yards from the 
wharf of the Ohio River. They had me billed up to go over into 
Aberdeen, Ohio, one afternoon when I finished up in the city and 
see two or three merchants over there. So I did, and when I got 
through it was dark and I was over on the Ohio side. Well, sev
eral gentlemen were standing around the wharf, and I said, "What 
time does the steamboat run again?" They said, 11 ln the morn-
ing at six o'clock. 11 I said, 11 How in the world am I going to cross 
the river?" One of them said, 11 Why, if you want to cross, ring 
that bell there, there's the rope, and somebody will come after 
you. 11 

Presently I rang. the .bell and the first thing I knew I heard 
a boat coming through the water - it was dark. He went around; . 
it was a little skiff about six feet in length. He said, "Somebody 
here want to cross the river?" I said, "Yes, I do. 11 He said, 
"Get in. 11 

I stepped down and looked and there was just one I ittle seat 
behind him - one I ittle seat behind him in a I ittle skiff six feet in 
length. I rolled in and put my Reynolds Tobacco Company valise 
in one end and we I it out. He made an II A" across that river and 
I wouldn't have given ten cents for myself, waves in that river 
big as a door and forty or fifty feet deep all the way across there, 
and it looked to me I ike the water was standing six inches above 
the side of the little skiff all the way across. But it didn't sink, 

18 

t 
' 

I don't know why. That's a condition I had out there sel I ing to
bacco; it was just one thing after another, staying lost all the 
time while I was out driving. 

* * * * * 

I happened to be in the city of Knoxville, Tennessee, on elec
tion day in November of that year, the day that Woodrow Wilson 
was elected President of the United States. I remember that very 
~ell. Later I got kinda sick along toward Christmas, so I bought 
a ticket to Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore, Maryland. And 
I spent a solid week there - examinations. They fixed me up 
nicely, so I came out okay with high spirits. 

So I came back home; and then in January, 1913, Charley 
Dockery, who had taken over the shoe line that I had associated 
with before I had typhoid fever, came to me and he said, 11 1 have 
a team and a hack and I'll furnish a man to look after your stock, 
and I want you to drive all over the territory just like you used to. 
J ust take it in hand and work it just like you want to. I'm turning 
it over to you and we'll just go fifty-fifty. I'll furnish the team 
and I'll furnish the hack and I'll furnish the man and I'll pay the 
man, and you can pay all the expenses out of what we make. You 
take half and I'll take half. 

I said, "Okay • 11 So I went to selling shoes again. I drove 
all around through this mountain country and all about through some 
cf the more level counties and I had pretty good luck. 

I happened to be in Smithtown and spent the night in Smith
town in Yadkin .County, and I sold Bob Fletcher a nice bill of shoes 
(he was a merch~1;1t there). The next morning it was raining right 
down. There was a merchant by the name of W. A. Martin who 
lived in East Bend, North Carolina, just four miles east of there, 
and I didn't want to drive all the way down there in the rain unless 
I felt sure I could sell him some shoes. 

So I called him up over the telephone and I said, "Mr. Martin, 
I'm with Augustus Wright Shoe Company. Martin's my name, too. 
I'm up here at Bob Fletcher's store here at Smithtown and I've sold 
him and spent the night with him, and I'm fixing to get out of here. 
Wouldn't you buy a bil I of shoes from me today if I was to drive 
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down there ? 11 11 Why, 11 he said, 11 yes, I believe I would. You 
come ahead down here. l1ve been thinking about buying some 
shoes from Augustus Wright Shoe Company again . Just come on 
down o11 

So I drove down there and unloaded my shoe trunks in his 
store, and I rriet his daughter. He had a daughter whose name 
w~s Miss Al ice Martin, as I recall meeling her. She was a very 
pre t·ty girl . : I iked her at first sight. i pulled out my shoes, 
about 500 samples, al I along those big long coun~ers - a big 
stoie. I carried them through the shoes . His daughter, Miss 
Alice , as I recal I the name, helped to buy the shoes. I stayed 
there two or three hours and I sold her and Mr. Martin a very 
nice bill of shoes. 

I I iked this girl . I just sorta hung around just a I ittle bit 
close to her while the other fellow loaded the trunks and got 
ready to leave, and I said to her, 11 Well , it's nice knowing you. 
If you let me, I might drop you a line or call on you again. 11 

Well, she said she1d give me a nod. 
Sc I went my way . I sold shoes on that spring and sold 

like thot for awhile. Three or four weeks after that I decided 
l1d write this lady a letter, so I did. I wrote Miss Alice Martin 
a letter and told her how much I I iked her . I told her I really 
liked her well a:,d that if she didn't mind I believed I'd call on 
her again , if she'd let me have a date. 

So she wrote me a I etter, the fi rst I etter I Id got from her , 
and she said, 11 Wei I, when you understand the situation as it 
really is, you might not want to come down to see me again. l1m 
a widow o l1m Mrs. Alice Cox. f 've been married and I1ve had 
a son who died when he was eighteen months old. Mr. Cox died 
in 1909 and I've been a widow and staying here and helping my 
father in the store ever since. 11 

That was news to me. l1d been calling on him al l along 
and I 1d missed her. Never had met her until t hat time, and that' s 
just how I met her. So I sat down and wrote her the second I etter 
and I said, 11 Wel I, that doesn 1t make any difference, you being a 
widow, I 1m coming back to see you just the same. 11 So she wrote 
me again and said, 11 If you want to come down, I 111 give you a 
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date when school is out. You come down at the school closing 
perhaps the latter part of May . 11 So I went down and cal led on 
her, went down and spent the night at Drummer1s Home at East 
Bend and called on Miss Al ice. 

I still liked her wel l. We corresponded al l along occasion
ally, and I quit selling shoes along late in the summer and went 
over to Moore's Mineral Spring and spent the summer to drink 
that water and hope that I'd get lasting results from it. Had a 
oood time over there , made a lot of friends, about seventy- five 
guests spending the summer at Moore 1s Hotel . We went back and 
forth from Piedmont Hotel three miles east of there back three mi les 
west of there to Vade Meekam Hotel and Springs. There were 
three health resorts and our crowd would go back and forth , and 
I spent about ninety days down there drink ing that water and 
having a good time . 

In the meantime, I wrote my girl over at East Bend occa
sionally and she wrote me. So when I left there I went back to East 
Bend and saw her . She sti 11 I ooked better than ever . 

In December, 1913, the same year, I dee i ded if she Id marry 
me, I'd marry her. So I asked her and she said yes! I got a man 
to drive me down from Salem Fork to Crutchfield and I hired Sam 
Garner, who ran the livery stable at Crutchfield, to send Haywood 
Barker along with me with a team. We forded the river at Crutch
field. We drove through Boonville - it was a very muddy time -
the buggy part of the time was axle deep in mud. We drove through 
Boonville and then we drove to Yadkinville and I bought my li cense 
(just cost three dollars in them days} and We pulled toward East Bend 
on that muddy pike and got there after dark. 

So, on the thirtee~th , which was Sunday (the next day}, we 
got married . 

* * * *" * 

21 



EPILOGUE 

John and Aradella Hamlin Martin made their home in Dobson, 
North Carolina. To their union were born Newton, Richard (11 Coot"), 
Tom, Elizabeth (11 Bett 11

), and John Winston. 
The family made their home in the hotel that they owned and 

operated on the square that fronts on the Surry County Courthouse. 
The host, John, and his wife were the focus of much county meet
ing and greeting. 

The family removed from Dobson to a new home beside Hamlin 
Ford on Fisher River, south of Dobson. They were saddened by the 
I oss of the head of the household prior to the birth of the I ast chi Id. 
A lone I y grave overlooks Fisher River, but the name was carried on 
by the baby, John • 

Newt, the oldest boy, told his mother that he 11 would be the 
man" for his family. It will be remembered that he kept the promise . 
By sheer hard I abor and thrift a purchase of I and in the II Big Woods, 11 

which is about four miles west of Dobson, was made in 1905. John 
was sent to operate a new fam ii y business - a general store. For 
three months John boarded in the community and acted as factor for 
brothers while they wound up affairs on the river farm. 

On January I, 1907, the fam ii y came to Ii ve in their new 
place. The business listed in Dun&Bradstreet as Martin Brothers 
grew from the original unit . Tom married Bessie Venable who came 
to keep house for the family. When Newt married Kizzie Bray a 
new house was bu i It. The homes were across the road, but both 
were in sight of the store. Traditionally, all members of the family 
were used to wait on the community behind the counter. 

* * * * * 

Newt, Tom, Coot, Bessie, Kizzie - all are resting in the 
cemetery at Salem Fork Christian Church . The bones of the old 
store are bleaching beside the road. The "Big Woods" is wooded 
only in the memories of senior citizens. Time, the Great Leveler, 
has laid his hand on all. Some were gently touched. Not all were 
so fortunate. 

We, the "future generations, 11 pause for a nostalgic surve y 
of these predecessors. May they rest well. We are coming . 
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