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LONG  LONG  AGO

By

BRUCE  McDONALD

1894 – 1974

                                                                                                 July 9, 1971

I was born in the wonderful old home on Spring Hill Farm, just north of Darkesville, West Virginia.  Papa bought this farm in 1878.  His birth place was at the farm west of Darkesville, where my brother Ernest lived so long and where Bub lives now.  Ernest and Mary Anna (Mazie) were born before they moved down on the pike.  It was known as the valley pike and did not become Route 11 until about World War I.  At the end of his life on earth, Papa owned four complete farms and two tracts of 107 acres and 84 acres.  All of this land joined and was a total acreage of about 811.  Papa owed no bills when he left and he had several thousand dollars in cash and notes receivable.  He had given each of us six children a chance to get an education, but we all dropped out.  Mamma kept the house going on her butter and eggs and clothed the children and bought her new buggies.  Buggies did not last but a few years.

My brothers, Roy and Jim were most too old for to be my pals.  Roy was about 9 years older than I and I can remember many of the things that he told me.  I was left to play with the dogs and my goat, Shocky.  I had a little green wagon with red wheels that I drove Shocky to.  I remember driving him up the pike to the old Strong place a mile south of Inwood.  Jim Moler, Strong’s grandson, who made his home with them and they were having a birthday party for Jim.  I use to drive Shocky up through Darkesville with the wagon full of summer apples and I was yelling “apples for sale”, but I was going so fast that I don’t guess anyone could have gotten me to stop if they had of tried.  I recently talked to a lady in Martinsburg about this.

                                                                                                                  July 10, 1971

I write these notes just as the thoughts strike me so they are without sequence.  Some day they may be edited and will make more sense.  

My sister Myra married Dean Zeiler.  When I was three years of age a daughter was born to them, Mary Dean.  I have been told that I would lie on the floor on my stomach and say, “Myra’s got a girl and I are Uncle Bruce”.  A year later Jimmie Ernest was born to Ernest and Mag.  I think I started to school in the fall of 1900, at the old Granger Hall at the north edge of Darkesville and joining my home place Spring Hill Farm.  My first teacher was Dean Zeiler, my brother-in-law.  I was very bashful, but I do remember leading a girl around by the hand but she was just one of the many that I would become smitten with but nothing would come of it.  My lack of a social nature was always my stumbling block.  I did not have a knack of feeding the fair sex a line of flattery which is necessary for success with them.  I could name dozens of women which I imagined that I was in love with at the time but it was usually at a distance.  All this was the best in the end.  I can see God’s hand in it all now.  He saved me many heart breaks.  In 1908 I attended Rinkers Commercial College completing the business course in 1909.  Then I was out of school and farming for Papa on the shares.  In the fall of 1911, I matriculated at Davis and Elkins College.  When I came home for the Christmas I found Papa ill with pneumonia.  I think it was Christmas Eve that he died and was buried the day after Chirstmas.  I did not feel that I could leave Mamma by herself so I dropped out of college and went to farming.

                                                                                                                     July 12, 1971

Papa was not a church man.  He did not attend church or support one.  And yet because of his mothers strict discipline, he privately worshiped the Lord in a manner that is hard to equal.  He praised the Lord for the rainfall (I can hear him yet saying, “Glory be to God”), as the rain fell on the roof.  It sounded to my young ears like “Glory beat God”.  He always silently graced the table and prayed at bed time.  But what impressed me was that he seemed to live in the presence of the Lord.  He was a man of the cleanest speech.  I never heard him say a curse word nor an obscene word.  He would not repeat an oath.  If he was telling a story and came to an oath, he would say, “And he ripped out an oath”.  I did not realize it at the time but now I see that there are very few men or women that can come up to this standard. 

Papa has been gone home these 60 years as I write this and my memory of him grows more precious each year.  Papa loved horses.  In those days horses were the principle mode of transportation and the power to raise crops.  He loved to ride old ‘Julie Gal’ with me on behind.  He was very proud of his baby boy.  I remember we attended a festival (I think it was the Daughters of the Confederacy) at Boydville, the Faulkner home in Martinsburg.  He had high regard for the Faulkners.  We drove two horses to the trap and Papa was driving in the lane that lead back to the Faulkner barn where he could hitch his horses.  Papa and me on the front seat and Mamma Sis (Aunt Mazie) on the back one.  Sis had her parasol up as a sun shade.  He drove under a honey locust tree and the thorns on the branches tore the parasol to ribbons and Sis was very mad.  That tree is still standing there near the Gen. Stephens monument.

                                                                                                                     July 13, 1971

During the Civil War the Boyd family lived on the LeFevre farm just south of Bunker Hill.  John Boyd, father of Bob Boyd, was in the Confederate army.  At this time the union army had control of this section.  John sneaked home on a visit and perhaps a little spying, too.  The Yankees got word that there was a rebel visitor at this home, so they sent a detachment of Calvary to capture him.  They came in and searched the house but could not find the rebel.  As they were leaving the house an old colored man asked if they found Master John.  They replied that they could not find him.  The old man said, “Well he is in there for I saw him go in”.  They went back and began a more thorough search.  They found a trap door in floor of the north east room, under the grand piano.  And there was John Boyd crouched in this crawl space, there was no cellar under this room.  I recently examined this house and this was true.

They arrested John and were taking him away to be punished as a spy.  Someone in high authority interceded with President Lincoln and got a reprieve and a trade of freedom in exchange for a Northern prisoner.

The monument at this farm to General Pettigrew was erected by the South recently.  They said that this General who was wounded at the battle of Antiedam and was carried this far before he died.  Records plainly show that he died in camp at Falling Waters the night after the battle.  My Mother who was the daughter of David Stewart was about nine years old at this time and lived just north of Bunker Hill.  They were Southern sympathizers and I am sure she would have known if a General had died less than a half a mile away.

                                                                                                                     July 14, 1971

It must have been in 1892 that Papa took Mamma to a Knights Templar Convention in Denver, Col.  Mamma had recently lost John Holland (Hollie) and I suppose that Papa was trying to cheer her up.  She rode a horse in the parade that was shod with silver shoes.  This was the boom time for the nation and they were wild about gold and silver mines.  Mamma left a gold ring to my daughter Mary and recently Mary went to pass it on to her daughter, Sherry, and when she saw the words ‘Cripole Creek’ inscribed in the ring, she ask me what I could give on the history.  I tried to tell her this story that I am now writing here.  Cripole Creek was a famous mine in the Denver area.  I was not born until two years later but I remember Mamma telling about Pikes Peak and the Garden of the Gods and other places.  

The next year was the great depression.  Many companies went into bankruptcy, among them was the Martinsburg trolley line.  It was completely gone before I can remember.

Mamma and I and Ernest, Mag and their three boys, Jim, Dick, and Ted, went to the St. Louis Worlds Fair in 1904.  There was to be a Worlds Fair at Portland, Oregon in 1906, but they did not get ready in time so it was held in 1907.  In June 1907 Papa, Mamma and I went to this fair in Portland.  We took the old C.V.RR (Cumberland Valley Railroad, later the Pennsylvania Railroad) here at Darkesville and went by way of Harrisburg, Chicago, thence by Rio Grand and Santa Fe and Union Pacific to San Francisco. We had a full day and night in this city and went out by trolley to the Golden Gate Park.  I am positive there had been no earth quake there before June 1907.  And yet all accounts in the press now state that the quake was in 1906.  I am positive about my dates.

                                                                                                                     July 17, 1971

We visited the St. Louis Worlds Fair, 1904.  Mamma and I together with Mag, Ernest, Jim, Dick, and Ted got on board the old Cumberland Valley Railroad at Darkesville and went by way of Harrisburg, Pa. to the Worlds Fair in St. Louis, Mo.  The excursion fare was $16.00 round trip.  We stayed with Mag’s sister, Mrs. Lou Otto, in East St. Louis, Ill.  I do not remember how long we stayed, but I think it was about a week.  We took the trolley across the Mississippi each morning and evening.  

Automobiles were very few in those days.  They had some sight-seeing buses on the grounds.  They had solid rubber tires and open tops.  I was much taken by the miniature trains that were pulled by steam engines and ran around the grounds.  I saw my first Jello on exhibit here.  It was about this time that I saw in the store in Martinsburg some large pale yellow fruit.  I said look at those big oranges.  The grocer said those are not oranges, those are grapefruit.  

At the fair we saw a sham battle of the Boer War and we boys had own battle using green burdock burrs for ammunition.  They grew in profusion on the vacant lots near Aunt Lou’s.  

I have already told about Papa, Mamma and I going to the Portland, Oregon fair in 1907.  After we got on the train at Darkesville, Papa found that he had the tickets but that he has forgotten his pocket-book.  All the money we had was the little bit that Mamma carried which I think was only $28.00.  As the train stopped in Martinsburg, Papa asked Mr. Gard to phone Ernest and asked him to get the pocket-book and have it expressed on to him.  We had a lay over of a day in Chicago and we hoped to get it there.  But no, it did not catch up with us until we reached Oregon.

                                                                                                                     July 27, 1971

When we went to the Portland, Oregon Exposition in 1907, we boarded the old Cumberland Valley Railroad here at Darkesville and went by way of Harrisburg, Pa., to Chicago.  We had a lay over of a day in Chicago, then we boarded the ‘Overland Limited’ and traveled the tracks of the C.D.A., the Rio Grand and Santa Fe through Denver and then the Royal Gorge to Ogden, Utah.  Here we entered the Union Pacific, across the northern end of the Great Salt Lake, over the Cascades into California.  In the Sacramento Valley I saw the giant combine thrashers pulled by forty horses cutting and thrashing wheat.  We came to Oakland and the train was broken up and loaded on a giant ferry which took us across an arm of the Bay into San Francisco.  We had a day and a night here and I remember the trolley (cable) cars.  We rode out to Golden Gate Park.  At the Park entrance there was an arched gate with the name ‘Golden Gate Park’ in large letters across the top.  Papa said here is the great golden gate.  I tried to tell him that this was the park’s name and that the real golden gate was the harbor entrance to the bay.  But he would not give in.  I never did know whether he was just kidding me or whether he really believed what he was saying.

We went out to the Cliff House, a large hotel located on the edge of a high cliff overlooking the Pacific.  My first sight of the ocean was that it looked like a mountain.  It looked higher than the land and the white caps on the waves looked like snow.  By looking through a telescope we could see a large number of seals sunning on the rocks stickling up quite a way from the shore.  I do not remember very much about the fair.  It was not as interesting as the St. Louis fair was in 1904.

For those that knew Uncle Bruce, they can remember him as big, friendly man with a booming voice that could be heard some distance away.  He was a regular at the Sunday dinner table of his sister-in-law, Mag, or at Camp Seldom Seen, his sister Myra’s cabin near his home.  He was opinionated and enjoyed sharing his opinions freely.  He often was the one that was called on to offer the blessing before the meals and he would give a lengthy, personal and inspiring prayer.  

After his death the following editorial was published in the Martinsburg Journal, March 7, 1974. 

     “The Journal has lost its most faithful ‘letters to the editor’ in the death the other day (March 2, 1974) of Bruce McDonald of Arden, at the age of 80.

     We never had the pleasure of meeting Mr. McDonald personally, so we knew him only through the letters he has written on a more or less regular basis for many more years than this writer has been editor of the Journal.

     He was apparently a deeply religious man who also had a true love for the basic concepts of the American system of government and had a strong sense of patriotic price.  Just as he often disagreed with our editorial point of view, so it was that quite often we disagreed with some of his view-points, although we believe he was a basically sound thinker and always had the best interest of his country and his God at heart in the light that he saw them.  

     We will miss hearing from him and thought it appropriate to make a comment on his passing even though, as we have stated, we never had the opportunity to know him personally.  He was obviously a man of strong convictions and this type of citizen seems always to he in too short a supply.”

