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                                                   My Grandmother, My Mom

                                        By Margaret Stewart McDonald Turner 

                                                         March 9, 2002

Lily Margaret Borum was born on December 21, 1874 east of Inwood in Berkeley County of West Virginia.  She had three sisters, Bernice, Scotie, and Lulu Borum. She also had a brother, Clyde C. Borum.  Later the family moved to Tabler’s Station, east of Arden.  She married there in the Borum home to Ernest Faulkner McDonald on April 15, 1897.  They had three sons

named James Ernest, Richard Clyde and Theodore Roosevelt.  They lived on a large farm near Inwood, West Virginia in Berkeley County, which was the McDonald homestead.  The farm also had many sizeable orchards.

Mom was my grandmother, but the only mother that I knew.  Elizabeth Copeland Wall, my mother, died when I was three-years-old and Charles Wall “Bub”, my brother, was only eighteen-months-old. We were too young to remember our mother.  I faintly remember someone playing “Ring Around the Rosie” with me and putting cold cream on my face.  I think that this was she.

Mom and Pap, my grandfather Ernest, took Bub and I to rear as their own.  It was during the Depression, 1929-1939.  They must have worked extremely hard, and deprived themselves of many things, but never once did I hear them say that we were too much trouble.  Mom would say,  “They keep me young.”  They didn’t have wealth, but I have always felt that I had plenty of everything, including a home with an enormous amount of love.  Theodore R. McDonald, my dad, remarried and had another family.  He never took us away from them. I could never have had a better Mom and Pap.

Mom was called Mag by many, but best known as “Miss Maggie.”  She was a petite, slender woman with dark brown hair and eyes.  Her hair never turned gray and in later life when teased about it, she’d laugh and say, “I put pot-black on it.”  When teased about being skinny, she said that her rear end resembled two coffee grains tacked on a shingle, or she’d say, “lean dog for a long chase.”  She was a very strong woman physically with a reputable character of honorable moral strength.  She was definitely the hub of our family, always trying to keep peace among us.  She was deeply religious and contributed much to the Darkesville Methodist Church.  With her witty personality, humor, and kindness, she was loved by all, whites and blacks.

When Mom went places, she looked very attractive with her stylish attire and hair pulled back in a bun, which was  sometimes waved.  She always wore a hat, and in the winter donned a fur stole. It was important for her to dress her best attending the Lord’s House, and taught Bub and I to do the same.  For everyday, she chose to wear a dress, apron, and bonnet.  These were often made from feed sacks that she usually made herself.  They had surprisingly pretty designs in the material.  She wore a size six shoe with a small heel, even for everyday.  On occasion, in later life, she did trade her bonnet for an old man’s hat.

In the period before the 1920’s, there was an Inwood Fair every year.  I was told that Mom was considered to be a beautiful sight on her horse, well poised and confident.  She rode side-saddle in competition and was the envy of all the other participants as she took first place every year. 

Music was something that she loved.  She had a very pleasing alto voice and could chord anything on the piano.  Her schooling was limited growing up and she was hesitant to read in Sunday School.  She helped with a large garden and canned many vegetables and fruits.  She also canned and helped cure meat from beef and pork raised on the farm. She raised chickens to eat and for the eggs which she sometimes sold.  She made sock dolls, hooked rugs, quilted, and grew all kinds of gorgeous flowers.  She really had a green thumb!  She was so very agile and could spin the hula-hoop.  I can remember when she would play with us on the bed.  She would say this little verse, rocking back and forth:


My mother was sick and ready to die,


She told me to make a turnover pie.

Then she would roll over in a somersault.  She played with us and took us places whenever she found the time.

There were slave quarters at the end of Mom’s and Pap’s farm house.  These were used in an earlier generation for the slaves.  They later used this section as a summer kitchen.  Mom whitewashed it every spring.  She boiled onion skins and used the liquid to mix with the lime and water to give the paint color.  This kitchen is where the abundant food was prepared.  Annie Unger, a girl of sixteen, came to live with Mom and Pap.  She helped with the chores and was like a member of the family.  She was a nanny to Bub and me and “Nanny” is what we called her.  Mom and Nanny worked so hard.  They made bread twice a day when they fed men who worked on the farm.  They used an old wood or coal cook stove.   In the colder months, they moved the stove into the next room.  Later, of course, Mom bought an electric stove, but she never parted with her old one.

Mom was an excellent cook.  Her specialties, to name a few were: pies, especially apple; hot milk sponge cake with caramel icing; Spanish cream; fruit cakes, plum pudding; and any kind of meat with gravy.  She was really an expert in making gravy and with her sense of humor, she would always say, “This gravy is so good that you’ll need a string to tie around your tongue to keep from swallowing it.” In entertaining, and other times, she’d always sit sideways on her chair so that she could be ready to jump up and wait on the table.  Her motto was “never let anyone go away from her home hungry,” and they didn’t. 

Before the new addition was added on to the house, I can remember how all of the large family would crowd in for a dinner during the Christmas holidays.  There was so much food and Mom spent days or longer preparing for it.  She grew turkeys to sell to have money for this dinner and to buy all of the many Christmas presents that she gave to the family and others.

Mary McDonald Marcon, Mom’s niece, told me that Mom had taught her to love driving in the rain.  In the early thirties, before there were buses, Mom drove Bub and I to Inwood Elementary School in her little Ford coupe.  Mary rode along one day and it was raining, beating down on the car windows.  Mom said how much fun it was to watch the rain bounce on the window glass and began to sing.  Mary says that she still loves driving in the rain.

When the blackberries were ripe in the summer, Mom would go out into the fields, snakes and all, and pick them to make jelly and wine.  The wine she would use to dampen a cloth to put around her fruitcakes.  This kept them moist and gave them flavor.  She had to hide the wine from Pap because he was a teetotaler and would not have agreed to this.

Company was welcome at Mom’s and Pap’s and there were always plenty of visitors.  One time when people came, Mom ran out to greet them and broke a bone in her foot.  We took her to get a cast, but when we returned home, she walked on it and kept on with her duties, hobbling around.  Another time, when bidding visitors good-bye, she broke her wrist hitting it against something.

In 1944, after I had gone to West Virginia University, Mom developed severe eye pain.  She was taken to Washington, D.C. where she was diagnosed as having acute glaucoma.  She had to have surgery to remove the one eye.  She stayed with relatives there for awhile and until she could be fitted with an artificial eye.  She was told by doctors that this could follow in the other eye if she didn’t follow certain restrictions.  She never concerned herself about this and went back to her regular routine when she came home, driving the car included.  When asked if she could see all right, she’d say, “Yes, I can see a gnat’s a_s on a mountain.”  Never did I hear her complain about having only one eye.  She had great determination and perseverance!

 Mom and Pap had their large fiftieth wedding anniversary celebration on April 15, 1947.  They were so proud to have this occasion and if I remember correctly, had all of their wedding party attending.   Pap seemed to fail in health drastically after that and died on May 27, 1947. 

I got married on August 31, 1946 and Bub was married on November 28, 1947.  Mom was left alone in the large home.  She turned her attentions now to grandchildren and later great grandchildren as they came along.  She loved them all and had fun tea parties and gave each a little Easter basket every year.  She liked keeping them and having them stay overnight.  She never really wanted to be alone.  Susan McDonald Henderson, a granddaughter, once said that she wanted to pattern her life after Grandma Maggie.  Pat Wood Alger always said that “Mom”,

her Aunt Maggie, was much more fun than her grandmother.

One day Mom discovered an enlargement on her breast bone.  I took her to Dr. Power and he said that since it could be moved around, not to do anything.  Today, of course, we know that was a mistake.  Later the tumor enlarged and was going to burst, so they had to operate.  She survived and the surgeon said that she was one strong woman for her age.  I took her to my house for a few weeks to recuperate.  Soon after that, the doctor found that she had cervical cancer.  It had spread and there were lumps in her groin.  We took her for radiation treatments which shrank the tumors, but she died in the hospital not long after that.

Mom was a powerful, energetic woman who loved life and people.  She encouraged, influenced, inspired, and molded many lives in the family and helped a great number of people in so many ways throughout the county.  She was a tremendous asset to Berkeley County, West Virginia.

