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This booklet is dedicated to my only surviving sibling Tom for the help in recalling these 

special treasures from our childhood. I would not have been able to bring this to completion 

without the many exchanges that we made. I also dedicate it in memory of siblings, Bob and 

Berta, who now reside in eternity with our beloved Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon. 

 

I have written this so that others may have a glimpse a simple life in which we were so 

privileged to have been reared and bring honor to two gentle people who were a great part of our 

lives. 

 

It is my request that no part of this manuscript ever be sold but shared with both family 

and friend. 

 

      

 

 

Mary Ann Richardson Grace 

    

 November 2012 

  

Mary Ann Richardson Grace at the Richardson 

Memorial Service on November 25, 2012. 
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In a rural community such as Chattahoochee Hills, the hands of time seem to tick slowly 

towards changing our landscape, so one could imagine a drive down Hutcheson Ferry Road 

today, might look much like it did 100 years ago. If the land could tell the story of our early 

pioneers, we’d see people much like ourselves, who came here because of their love of the land, 

and stayed because it was the perfect place to raise their families.  

The Cottage Next Door offers a rare glimpse into the day-to-day life of one such family. 

It is a story filled with fond remembrances of the simple pleasures of childhood, as told by Mary 

Ann Richardson Grace, and of growing up in a rural community near a beloved aunt and uncle – 

Aunt Doll (Mittie Amelia Richardson) and Uncle Gordon (John Gordon Reeves).   

The story primarily takes place in the early-mid 1900s and centers around two home 

places located on Hutcheson Ferry Rd at the intersection of Cochran Mill Rd: Aunt Doll’s house 

is on the northwest corner and Mary Ann’s childhood home is across the street on the southeast 

corner.  

 Intertwined in the story is a history of the Richardson family that dates back to 1835 

when Mary Ann’s great, great grandfather William Landrus Richardson, purchased 202 ½ acres 

of lottery land from Samuel Harris of South Carolina for the $225.   

For a detailed genealogy on the Richardson family see the Richard Family Cemetery page on the 

Chattahoochee Hills Historical Society’s website: 

http://www.chattahoocheehillshistoricalsociety.org/cemeteries/richardson-genealogy.htm  

and also Mary Ann’s speech at the Richardson Confederate Memorial on November 25, 2012: 

http://www.chattahoocheehillshistoricalsociety.org/Collections/Families/Richardson/Richardson

MemorialService_122512.pdf 

 We thank Mary Ann for sharing her story and for adding to the rich history and heritage 

of Chattahoochee Hills. 

 

~ Laurie Searle 

Chattahoochee Hills Historical Society  

 
 

 

 

http://www.chattahoocheehillshistoricalsociety.org/cemeteries/richardson-genealogy.htm
http://www.chattahoocheehillshistoricalsociety.org/Collections/Families/Richardson/RichardsonMemorialService_122512.pdf
http://www.chattahoocheehillshistoricalsociety.org/Collections/Families/Richardson/RichardsonMemorialService_122512.pdf
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Aunt Doll’s cottage (A).  

Mary Ann’s childhood home 
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Aunt Doll & Uncle Gordon with children Charles & Mae 

 

 

 

 

 I recall my memories of this beautiful 

and charming lady of grace through the eyes 

of my childhood and the innocence of the 

times in which I was so blessed to have lived. 

Since I was the baby of all the nieces and 

nephews, my remembrances of my Richardson 

aunts and uncles was mostly after their own 

children were grown and married. Thus it was 

so of my Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon. Their 

children were grown before my memories of 

their household began to develop. As I think 

back, the two of them lived a very quiet life in 

a little cottage only a few yards from Aunt 

Doll’s home place and the place that I also 

knew as home.   

Aunt Doll’s yards were a reflection of whom she was, a mirror of her inherent being. It is only 

now, as an adult, that this revelation has become so evident. She always had the most beautiful 

petunias, zinnias and marigolds. The lush array of color that sprang forth in her gardens was only 

one of the ways that her inner spirit shone forth to those who knew her. This was a display of her 

gentle loving touch with nature and her respect for it. In the Spring and Summer the red clay 

bank across the road from her house was a profusion of pink running roses, Seven Sisters she 

called them, whose aroma permeated the air when in bloom. When not in bloom the thick 

blanket of vines was a protection against erosion of the steep red clay embankment. In the back 

yard I remember the sweet apple tree with its white blooms in the Spring and it delicious fruit in 

the Fall. There was a row of dahlias planted against the garden fence just below the apple tree. 

Her purple and yellow dahlias would be large as saucers and the sunflowers as large as plates. 

Along with these two flowers she planted her asparagus which grew far beyond the edible stage. 

She often would cut sprigs of it to display with a cut bouquet of her blooming flowers. Sprigs of 

her asparagus were also used to embellish a corsage for her nieces on special occasions. Another 

flower that she loved to pamper was her Impatiens. Late in the afternoon of a hot summer day 

they became “crybabies”. Drooping in the hot sun, she would lovingly give them a dipper of 

water from the hand drawn well. As if by magic, the frail stems would live in a short period of 

time in gratitude for her tender loving care. 

Sometimes the words that swirl in our heads must be put on 
paper. Today is one of those days. The thoughts of my Aunt Doll 
and the beautiful lady that she was continued to bring smiles to 
my face. I hasten to write. 
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 The water from her well was lime water, so difficult to bring to a “suds” for washing 

clothes or dishes. This was much to her chagrin. I, however, loved the taste of her water, so 

different from that at our house. In my memory it was as refreshing as an ice cold soda, which 

was not common to the country children of my era. Many days after school I would make my 

way down to her house to be pampered with a big thick biscuit from her cupboard, then a dipper 

of cold, freshly drawn water from her well, located on the back porch. The biscuit always had to 

be split, a pat of her fresh butter spread inside and sprinkled with sugar. Most children today 

would turn up their nose at such an offering. To me it was far more than a buttered biscuit and 

cup of water. The kind sweet words that were spoken while she prepared this just for me were 

relished as much as the plain fare offered. Once again as an adult I reflect on the gentleness with 

which she executed this simple act which spoke so much about this marvelous lady. It was not so 

much the spoken words, it was what I felt and knew was love, acceptance, belonging. I was her 

“little brother Tom’s” baby girl. I was family, her family. 

 I am sure that my frequent visits were an interruption to the many chores that she had to 

do each day. If, however, I was ever a bother I never knew it. In my entire life I never heard my 

Aunt Doll speak a harsh or unkind word. I think it would be a true statement to say that she was 

the most genteel LADY I have ever known. Not only were her words soft but her actions 

unhurried, with purpose, deliberate. Her dress was always impeccable. Like so many of the 

country ladies of this time, it was a made from what was most readily available, the beautiful 

printed chicken feed sacks that every country wife saved, treasured and even swapped with 

neighbors. Of course she had sewn it on her treadle sewing machine. Her dress was always 

starched and ironed. To protect the front she wore an apron of like material. Her long dark hair 

was always pulled away from her face and twisted into a hairpin held bun in the back, practical 

for this farm lady who had no need or time for curls and make up. 

 Aunt Doll did have many chores to do for she and Uncle Gordon had chickens, mules, 

cows, and hunting dogs that had to be tended each day. This was to say nothing of the daily 

house chores; cooking, sweeping, washing and ironing. Sometimes I would help her and 

sometimes just tag along as she went about the business of the day. At that time I had not 

graduated to our own dairy to work. Aunt Doll’s cow barn was very different from ours. They 

only had one, two or three cows to milk, while we milked many cows each day. The smells of 

their barn was the same however. It had the sweet smell of hay, milk, and cow manure, (yes cow 

manure smells sweet, like grass). In the loft of their cow barn Uncle Gordon had the most 

wonderful machine. It was a corn sheller. Sometimes he would allow me to shell some popcorn 

in it to be popped later that evening as they relaxed in their bedroom/sitting room after the day’s 

labors. 

 One of the ways that Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon earned a bit of money was by selling 

butter, butter milk and eggs on a town route. Aunt Doll was a perfectionist when it came to her 

butter. Patiently she sat and churned the milk in a crock churn. It was a delight to help with this 

activity. As the clumps of butter rose to the top it would be scooped out to be “worked up”. 
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Every bit of the milk would be squeezed out of the butter as she kneaded it with the wooden 

butter paddle. When the butter met her meticulous inspection she would press it into the wooden 

butter mold that held exactly one pound of butter. Again she would continue the kneading 

process. Not a drop of milk was to be left in her butter. The final process was wrapping it in 

parchment squares. The papers were not wrapped over however until every edge was smooth and 

again any milk wiped off. This work was always done in her dining room on her big round pine 

dining table. The butter- milk was then poured into square half gallon jars to be sold. 

 Aunt Doll never went on the milk route to distribute their milk products, this was Uncle 

Gordon’s job. He would place eggs, milk and butter in the old Plymouth car and be on his way. 

Aunt Doll never learned to drive. Country ladies of the early 20
th

 Century had little need to learn 

to drive. As a matter of fact none of her sisters ever drove except her baby sister Lolie. While in 

town Uncle Gordon would do any shopping for the family. I never knew of Aunt Doll going to 

town to purchase anything. 

 Born Mittie Amelia Richardson, she was called “Doll” by both family and community. 

Only Aunt Fannie would refer to her as “Mittie” just as she called Aunt Lizzie “Betsy” and 

Uncle Matt was “Bud”. I have been told that the name “Doll” was given to her by her father 

because of her delicate features and manners. Truly this name was appropriate as the pictures of 

her in her youth were that of a Dresden Doll, delicate and fragile. 

 Her debut to this planet earth was October 13, 1891. Her parents were Hillery Andrew 

and Margaret Amelia (Port) Richardson. Mittie was the fourth child born to this couple. 

Preceding her were two sisters, Lizzie and Fannie and a brother Matt. To follow in subsequent 

years was four additional siblings, two girls and two boys, Sweetie, Tom, Horace and Lolie.  

 August 16, 1911, while she was still a teenager of 19 years, Mittie married John Gordon 

Reeves a handsome young man of the Fairburn community who was four years her senior. They 

built their home on Hutchinson Ferry Road on land adjacent to Mittie’s birth place. This bit of 

sod was part of the original estate of William Landrus and Elizabeth (Anderson) Richardson, her 

great grandparents, who came from Gwinnett County to settle the virgin Palmetto area circa 

1835.  

Throughout the 18
th

 century, western Georgia was largely frontier land, inhabited 

primarily by the Creek Indians and a few traders. Chief William McIntosh was leader of the 

Lower Creeks or Cowetas. By the end of the 18
th

 century and into the early 19
th

 century, pressure 

for western expansion and acquisition of land for settling, trading and farming had grown. This 

pressure resulted in the Treaty of Indian Springs, signed by President Monroe in 1825 in which 

Chief McIntosh ceded the land which was Campbell County, now Fulton County. It was during 

this time frame that William and Elizabeth purchased what came to be known as the Richardson 

land. The original tract contained over 600 acres.  
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October 12, 1912 the couple would welcome their first child, Annie Mae. Mae, as she 

would be called by family was also the first granddaughter born to Hill and Amelia Richardson. 

Another child, Charles Gordon would be born four years later. Charles, a beautiful and 

apparently healthy young lad died very suddenly at the age of four. This author knows nothing of 

the circumstances of this untimely death. It would be five years before their third child, James 

Thomas, was born, November 18, 1921. 

 Aunt Doll was a lady of many skills taught to her by her very industrious mother, Amelia. 

I have spoken of her proficiency with gardening, with cooking and the perfection with which she 

engaged in all things. She was likewise very adept with needle craft. Aunt Doll made all her 

clothing as well as clothing for her family. Much of this clothing was fashioned from the cloth of 

printed feed sacks. The string that was sewn at the top of these feed sacks was also saved and 

rolled into balls. This found many uses around the home and farm including being crocheted into 

beautiful doilies. Rarely were her hands idle but always they were busy with one thing or 

another. 

 As I reflect back and picture her tiny little kitchen, I see the wood burning stove, a 

handmade table and chairs, the meal/flour box and the cupboard which not only held her dishes 

but her left-over corn bread, biscuits and/or teacakes which she frequently made for Uncle 

Gordon. I also recall other little features. One such thing was quite a novelty to me. Aunt Doll 

had created a little “monkey face” from a half coconut shell. The “monkey face” was complete 

with a little bonnet. Inside was a ball of string, no doubt saved from the tops of the feed sacks, 

and the string led through the mouth of the “monkey face” The other two dots on the coconut 

shell formed the eyes of the “monkey face.” A little note of the times at this point is that food 

was so very different during those days. Coconut did not come dried and sweetened in a plastic 

bag purchased from the grocery store. It was usually only at Christmas that coconut was even 

available to be purchased in any form. It was only in the shell that we, of this era, purchased it. I, 

for this reason, was in awe of the coconut face monkey that hung on the wall in Aunt Doll’s 

kitchen. What care must have been given in cracking open the shell so as to not spoil it for her 

purpose. It was a curiosity to me but to Aunt Doll it was cute but functional for it was a handy 

dandy way of keeping her string in the kitchen to be used in many ways, from tying a bandage on 

a cut finger to tying a package. String was as useful to the folk of these times as tape has been to 

later generations. 

 Of course I am by no means the only one of family that has their own unique memories 

of time spent with Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon. One such person is her niece Nell (Richardson) 

Astin. Nell told me a very sweet story of a day spent with Aunt Doll. This was unusual for Nell 

and came about because of an emergency. Nell’s sister Ruth, had to have her appendix removed 

and little Nell, about 7 at the time, needed to be cared for, for the day. Though Aunt Doll would 

be busy with her own chores she had volunteered to watch Nell on this day. To keep her content 

Aunt Doll had made a promise early in the day to make a doll dress for her doll after the chores 

were completed. Time dragged by for Nell and periodically she would remind Aunt Doll of the 
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promise. At last Aunt Doll was able to begin working on the doll dress. As with all things that 

Aunt Doll did, the dress was perfection, complete with long sleeves and smocking around the 

neck of the dress. It was an absolute fit and Nell was very delighted to have an extra dress for her 

doll. This was just another of the “small things” that needed no words to be the tender touch of 

love extended to family. 

 Nell also remembered the asparagus plants that grew under the kitchen window and of 

how the sprigs were used to embellish a corsage on special occasions such as a dance or 

Mother’s Day. 

 I have to smile and give a little chuckle over the next memory of trips to Aunt Doll’s 

house. I was in high school before they even had electricity at their house. Of course this meant 

that their bathroom was an outdoor privy. I loved the privy for it was a private place to go and sit 

whether there was a need for a bodily function or not. The “toilet paper” was old magazines but 

mostly the last year’s Sears Roebuck Catalog. I can very well see myself sitting with my bare 

little backside over the pottie hole and my panties crumpled around my feet “reading” and 

“studying” the catalog at great length. Sometimes it even took a call of “Where are you?” to 

bring me out from my little hide-away.  

 One warm summer day for some reason I was invited to go fishing with Aunt Doll and 

Uncle Gordon. Why, I have no idea for I have never been interested in fishing. I am sure the 

adventure of getting to play in the water was the lure for my wanting to go along. The place 

where we went had shallow water near the edge and huge slippery rocks to play on. I was having 

a grand time with my playing when I heard a big splash and “Oh, Oh” coming from Aunt Doll. 

She had been standing on one of those slippery rocks and lost her balance. Splat, she had fallen 

into the water. What a scene, Aunt Doll sitting in the shallow water with the fishing pole lifted 

high into the air. It was so funny to all of us. As we sat up on a grassy area for her to regain her 

composure she began to sing a little song to me. The tune was “Turkey in the Straw”. The words 

went: 

“Did you ever go a fishing on a bright sunny day 

Sit on the banks and watch the fishes play. 

With your hands in your pocket  

and your pockets in your pants 

 You watch the little fishes  

do the hoochee coochee dance. 

This song has remained with me all these years. I taught it to my own children and to the many 

school children that I taught. And I always told them when and how I had learned the song. The 

story and song has gone on to yet another generation. My daughter Wendy has passed it along to 

her sons and the many children that she has taught. 
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My brother Tom once shared with me a thought that he had in regard to Aunt Doll. We 

were just reflecting about her meticulous ways and he revealed to me something of which I was 

totally unaware. It seems that Aunt Doll kept a diary. No, it was not a secret hidden away book 

on which she wrote daily. It was her calendars. She carefully recorded on her calendars the 

important events of the family; births, deaths, marriages, graduations….. It was also where 

community events were recorded and of great importance the activities of their small farm; the 

birth of a calf or a litter of Uncle Gordon’s prize pups, when the crops were planted or even 

unusual weather events. It was at this time that Tom wondered what ever happened to her 

recordings. What a treasure they would be to read today. We would know the exact date of 

Tom’s tragic loss of his leg and the exact date two months later when I was burned with hot 

grease. All that we currently know are generalities and now there is no one left to ask about these 

two life changing accidents.  

 I also recall how very dear Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon were to my sister Berta. I have 

heard her tell so many times of how Aunt Doll would not allow her to go into the parlor on 

Sundays when “Mister Johnny” came calling on Mae. Berta adored Mae and wanted to be 

around her whenever possible. Aunt Doll would chide, “No, no, no you mustn’t go in the parlor, 

Mae and Mr. Johnny are courting.” Likewise I remember her telling of how Mae would fix her 

“may-naise” sandwiches as she was packing her lunch for the next day’s work at the Palmetto 

Cotton Mill. Apparently this treat was something that we did not have at our house. 

 The day was October 13, 1935 and Aunt Doll’s 44
th

 birthday, next door Tom Tolbert 

Richardson made his presence into this world. No doubt this is one of the things that made him a 

special little guy in her life. From the time that he was old enough to meander down the country 

dirt road to her house alone he was doing so. These are his words to describe his wanderings to 

find his Aunt Doll at a very young age: 

 “ These are memories of things that were told to me by Aunt Doll. There was a time-

perhaps after Charles death, that for a long time, perhaps as much as most of a year, 

Aunt Doll was confined to her bed. This would have been 1938-39 I think because it was 

before my leg was cut off in September 1939. I, essentially a toddler, would walk down 

the road to Aunt Doll’s house, find her in bed, and crawl up and join her. Mae was 

grown, not married but grown; Thomas was a wild buck running around with Willis 

Junior and James Swanson, not yet married to Elizabeth. Uncle Gordon worked 

construction in Atlanta for the Ben Massell Company. (Ben Massell was the father of the 

mayor of Atlanta, after Mayor Hartsfield and before Maynard Jackson.) so Aunt Doll 

was, as I remember being told, thus home alone, with some mysterious ailment, perhaps 

depression and mostly confined to bed. It was during this time that I became her little 

boy. (Aunt Doll of course loved all her nieces and nephews but the four of us, being 

closest in proximity were special and I, at least in my mind was most special of all.)” 
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It is probable that in the early years of their marriage Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon 

farmed their land. Cotton was a main crop of the community but the boll weevil rendered many a 

crop failure. It is only speculation on my part but this may have been one of the reasons that 

Uncle Gordon sought public work in the Atlanta area. The Great Depression of 1929-41 also sent 

many looking for work anywhere they could find it. For whatever reason there was a period of 

time that he was employed by Ben Massell Company working construction. Again I quote Tom: 

 “One day Uncle Gordon, as he and Aunt Doll related to me on various occasions, 

got ‘too hot’ at work, nearly to the point of a heat stroke. He could not remember 

anything about his trip home but he arrived safely, stopped the car, but did not get out. 

Aunt Doll, recognizing that something was amiss, went to the car and helped him into the 

house. There followed a lengthy, I have no idea if this was days or weeks, recuperation, 

after which he never returned to ‘public work’. He was never again able to work as hard 

as was required of men in those days and his milk and butter route became their major 

source of income. That and his annual watermelon patch produced most of the limited 

income on which they lived. In addition, Uncle Gordon took men from Atlanta hunting 

during the season for which he was paid. One of his regular hunting customers was Mr. 

George Muse, owner of one of the largest, best known menswear stores in Atlanta. On 

many of these trips, Aunt Doll cooked lunch because they hunted not too far from home, 

mostly on our land and that of other neighbors who did not mind. But watermelons and 

hunting incomes were limited; the milk and butter route was their ‘bread and butter’ and 

I often rode with him to and through the ‘mill village’, to Aunt Lolie’s, to Mr. Jake 

Ballard’s and through the colored section of Palmetto.”  

It was many a Sunday afternoon that the four of us chillun would trapsey down the road 

to sit on Aunt Doll’s front porch and read the Sunday funny papers, Dick Tracey, Lil‘ Abner, 

Popeye…. or just generally loll around on the settee in the warm sunshine. A very vivid memory 

that I have is of sitting on the settee on the front porch and being allowed to hold Aunt Doll’s 

Victorian perfecscope 3d viewer and view a stack of 3d cards that she had. We had to be very 

careful for it was an antique when I was a little girl over 70 years ago. This simple entertainment 

was totally satisfying. There was no need for laptops with computer games or cell phones. 

Sometimes the four of us would get into sibling squabbles while there and sometimes not. Often 

dark would catch us there before we knew we had to leave. Here I quote Tom’s memory of our 

return home in the dark: 

 “Bob, the erstwhile brave all-knowing big brother, was scared of the dark. I well 

remember us staying at Aunt Doll’s house too long and needing to walk home in the dark. 

Bob would push open the screen door and before it could swing shut would explode 

through it like a shot out of a cannon. We little ones, in other circumstances inferior to 

our brave big brother, were on our own to get home in the dark. Uncle Gordon would 

laugh.” 
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 Uncle Gordon was the son of John Harris and Mary Elizabeth (Johnson) Reeves of 

Fairburn, Georgia. He was born November 28, 1887. His brothers were: Harris, Charlton and 

Roy. His sisters were Harriett, Rebie, Annie, Janie and Elma. While Aunt Doll shared a common 

birthday with my brother Tom, Uncle Gordon shared a common birthday with our mother, 

Annie. 

 John Gordon Reeves was a good man, well respected in the community and quiet in his 

ways, frequently tacit. He loved games and was very competitive as all of us well knew. He 

would always join in with the children at family gatherings at our house, the home place. His 

games were rook, set back, checkers, Chinese checkers, ringman marbles, and horseshoes. He 

was determined to win even if he had to cheat a little. To him it was not being dishonest but 

simply part of “his game.” It was also part of “his game” to tease and tease hard just to toughen 

us up a bit. Any of the nieces and nephews could count on a birthday spanking from him. The 

gentle pats of 1,2,3….never were more than just that…gentle pats. It was the “And one to grow 

on” that left a little tingle on our behind. We both loved it and expected it.  

 The family gatherings at the home place, a visit to Aunt Opal and Uncle Matt’s or a trip 

to Newnan to visit Mae were about the extent of their social life. Without fail, Christmas was 

always spent at our house. Aunt Doll would be up very early to cook her special pot of chili to 

bring to our house where all of the extended family would soon be gathering. The four of us 

however would have already visited their house, frequently getting them out of bed, to tell them 

all about what Santa Claus had brought us during the night.  

 I have already spoken of how Uncle Gordon would make cash money any way that he 

was able. One such way was by trapping. He was a licensed trapper and would trap and sell fox 

furs. Another entrepreneurial endeavor was in the hunting dogs that he bred, trained and sold. 

My memory is that the breed was Irish setters. He may have had pointers as well, I just do not 

remember. The dogs were fed table scraps, mostly cornbread soaked with vegetable juices and/or 

meats of left over meals. Their cornmeal, like our own, was ground at Cochran’s Mill from the 

harvest of our land. It was cheap and the vegetables had been grown in their garden as well. Any 

money from this venture was pure profit. Uncle Gordon was proud of his dogs and their hunting 

abilities as he well should have been. His dog Knocker was the last that I remember him 

breeding, training and hunting. Knocker was a great hunter.  

 Alas, there is a sad little side story that goes with the feeding of the dogs and the left-over 

cornbread. But first I must start at the beginning. In the mid-40s when money was so difficult to 

come by and the Depression had forced people to seek out any means of cash monies, many in 

the neighborhood, after their own children had left home, took in children from the Baptist 

Children’s Home in Hapeville. They were paid to house and feed the children and give them a 

safe loving environment. The crude term “welfare children” was attached to these little ones. 

Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon took in three siblings, the Cullen children. There was Allen the 

oldest, Doreen and Maxine. For some reason it did not work out for the girls to stay and they 
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returned to the Children’s Home after a year or so. Allen on the other hand seemed to adjust and 

grew into quite a handsome lad. He was the same age as my brother Bob. Just how many years 

he was there I do not know but he was at least a young man of high school age when a very 

unfortunate incident happened. Aunt Doll’s diamond wedding ring went missing out of the 

cupboard where she frequently hung it on a nail when doing her work in the kitchen. Now the 

cupboard was also where the left over cornbread was kept until eaten or placed in the scrap 

bucket for the dogs. It was only logical for Aunt Doll to question Allen, “Have you seen my 

ring?” Allen crushed and feeling accused ran away one night. Of course this only served to 

make him look guilty. 

 This story does not end here. Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon so distressed over the loss of 

the ring made a trip to Carrolton, Georgia to visit a renowned fortune teller by the name of 

Mahalley Lancaster to see if she would solve the mystery of the missing ring. Mahalley is none 

other than the famous sage who had just solved a local murder mystery of Coweta County 

indicating that the missing body had been burned and the ashes thrown in a creek. Lamar Potts 

was sheriff of Coweta County during this time. Acting on hints from Mahalley, he eventually 

found enough evidence to bring the case to justice. A book and movie starring Johnny Cash was 

later made of this story, Murder in Coweta County. Mahalley was quite an eccentric old crone 

who frequently spoke in riddles and lived with chickens and dogs running freely through her 

ramshackle house. She wore an old army hat on her head and had a glass eye that appeared to be 

glaring into your very soul. Indeed she did tell them that the ring would be found, it was not 

stolen but lost. It was years later that Uncle Gordon was walking in his old dog pen, long after he 

had stopped keeping dogs, and spied something shinning on the ground in the sunlight. He 

stooped to see what it was. Lo and behold it was Aunt Doll’s wedding ring. I leave it to you to 

conclude what had happened. 

 Now what of Allen? He returned to the area years later to visit. After that no one has 

heard anything more about him. 

 All during the year their daughter, Mae would make frequent visits from Newnan. John 

Gordon, her son, and Mr. Johnny Landers, her husband, would be with her. We all thought John 

Gordon was so cute and loved playing with him even though he was much younger than we 

were. In the summers it would be Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon’s son, Thomas and wife Dorothy, 

that came for a visit. They had three children which made for a pretty crowded house. When the 

four of us from the home place piled in too I am sure Aunt Doll felt like the Old Woman in the 

Shoe. There were loud, playing kids running in and out constantly. Oh, such fun that was!! 

Thomas’ children were Darla, Christal, and Tommy. Their annual visits were anticipated with 

much glee. 

 This saga would not be complete without telling about the quaint little telephone that 

linked our two houses. The rural homes of Palmetto did not have telephones in the late 40s and 

early 50s. After my daddy died or maybe even just before, one of mama’s nephews saw the need 
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for us to have a quick way of communicating with Aunt Doll and Uncle Gordon in case of an 

emergency. He installed a little military two way telephone between our two houses. I am sure 

that it made all of us feel much safer. Before that the way of announcing emergencies in the 

community was to ring the big iron dinner bell. That was a different time and neighbors were 

truly neighbors and the blood of kin was thick.  

 Times changed as the four of us from the home place married and/or began to establish 

our own lives in the work place. Bob, Berta and Tom lived close by but by the 60s I had married 

and moved to Florida. My visits home were infrequent. My husband Wendell adored Uncle 

Gordon and loved to go quail hunting with him and his bird dog, Knocker. A very treasured gift 

given by Uncle Gordon to Wendell when we married is a whet rock. Wendell still uses it today 

to sharpen his knives. The most treasured gift that I ever received from Aunt Doll was my high 

school graduation gift of a set of hand crocheted doilies. Monetarily these were gifts of little 

value but it was the love behind them that has made them so precious to us.  

By this time both Uncle Gordon and Aunt Doll were beginning to decline in health. I did 

not get to see them very often any more. It is here that again I must rely upon my brother Tom’s 

memory of the events of December 1962. I quote Tom: 

 “After the first incident of Uncle Gordon driving home from Atlanta quite ill another 

similar incident happened. It was about 1962. Uncle Gordon was sitting, as he often did, on the 

old church pew that was a favorite gathering spot of men in front of Murray Bradley’s Service 

Station out in Palmetto. Suddenly he did not feel well and decided to go home. When he got 

home, he could not get out of the car and Aunt Doll helped him into the house. He never walked 

again, unaided. His diabetic condition had concentrated in his foot and up his leg until it was 

ultimately amputated. He waited longer than he should have to have the surgery. He just did not 

want to give up his leg. But by this time it became a decision to amputate or die within a few 

hours/days. The shock to his system and to his mental condition was too great and he died within 

a few days.  

Tom continues to tell a story within a story. While he was in Newnan hospital in his last 

days, on a Sunday afternoon Helen went with me to visit him. I cannot remember if this was the 

first time he had met her, but it was fairly early in our courtship and we had never talked, even 

between the two of us, about marriage. A day or two later I was at his bedside (we had several 

good conversations in his final days) and he recalled that visit. He told me that he liked Helen 

saying, “that girl loves you. You can see it in her face and demeanor…” Continuing he tacitly 

gave his approval of Helen as my bride to be. 

A few days before his death, after the amputation, he was delirious; in and out of 

recognition of where he was and his condition. I was at his bedside. As you know, he was not 

outwardly religious and seldom went to church, but he was a good man. He lived a life that many 

who attended church every time the doors opened did not equal. He momentarily thought he was 
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at home and wanted me to go into the front room, the other bedroom of their home which housed 

the old wind-up Victrola and get the shell box (a small wooden box which had originally held a 

dozen or more boxes of shotgun shells and served as a footstool) so he could prop his (missing) 

foot on it. A few sentences later he told Aunt Doll, recognizing that death was imminent, “Mama, 

I will meet you on the other side” He had told me earlier in a perfectly lucid state, that in effect 

“death is part of life, then there comes a time when it should be welcome. Just think of what if I, 

in the shape I am in, could not die.”  

Uncle Gordon was a good man. I still miss him.”  

Aunt Doll continued to live in the little cottage with her beautiful flowers for five more 

years. No doubt her days were lonely even with the sweet company of family who did not 

neglect her. By now she also had a real telephone and was only a ring away from help if needed. 

Also thanks to her children she had many more modern up grades such as electricity,  a water 

pump, an electric stove and an in house bathroom. Just as I and my siblings had done so many 

years before, now Berta’s girls, Cindy and Karen, went daily to her house for her buttered 

biscuits, molasses and the warm tender words that always flowed from her lips.  

The time came however when she welcomed the death angel to take her to her beloved, 

waiting, as promised, on the other side. 

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

Who can find a virtuous woman/ for her price is far above 
rubies. The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her so that 
he shall have no need of spoil She will do him good and not evil 
all the days of her life….Her husband is known in the gates, 
when he sitteth among the elders of the land.  

~ Proverbs 31 


