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“The greatest legacy one can pass on

to one’s children and grandchildren

is not money or other material things

accumulated in one’s life, but

rather a legacy of character and faith” 

Billy Graham
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1: A New Beginning
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The day dawns as the sun peaks out over the mountains. With love, hopes and dreams, and a few dollars on hand, the journey begins for a young married couple.

Alan Atohi Adams, half Cherokee and half Scottish, was born March 11,1830 in High Point, Virginia in his family’s home. Raised in High Point, he learned the ways of survival, but also attended school doing well with his education. His mother, Awinita Adams was a full-blooded Cherokee. She was fortunate not to be relocated to Oklahoma facing what was known as the Trail of Tears. Many members of her people that lived in the villages surrounding the Blue Ridge Mountain region were not as fortunate as Awinita. They were forced to relocate where many perished on the Trail of Tears. 

His father, James Douglas Adams was Scottish and worked in the coal mines.

Alan learned the Cherokee language from his mother, and she taught him to show respect for the land and all wildlife. He learned from his father how to hunt, trap, track animals and people, as well as how to fish and pan for gold. At the age of eight, he went alongside his father to the coal mines. His father instilled in him the ability to survive without riches, be it money or gold.

Odina Elu Adams, a full-blooded Cherokee, was born April 15, 1832, in a tribal village in the Appalachian Mountains of Virginia. Odina and her people were allowed to remain in the Appalachian Mountains. She was raised to speak the Cherokee language of her ancestors; however, she later learned English and other subjects from a school just outside the village. At just twelve years of age, she began teaching the children in the village English and how to read and write. The elders taught her how to cook, sew, make jewelry and how to hunt and fish, and all the necessary survival skills.

Alan and Odina were married on March 1, 1847. Alan was seventeen, about six foot two inches tall, weighing around one hundred seventy-five pounds, lean, but muscular with an olive complexion, jet black hair and blue eyes. Odina, at fifteen years old, was of slim build, jet black hair and olive complexion and knew how to take care of herself.

Alan’s parents had a little log cabin that would become their first home. Alan worked in the coal mines in High Point and utilized other skills to survive. It was a hard life, but also a life they loved.

Their dream was to have their own property, raise a family and live in harmony with the land, the people around them, and of course the wildlife. When Alan heard from his coal miner friends that a new coal mine would soon be opening in Shepherd Springs, Virginia, he was excited at the opportunity of a job. And along with the job possibility, tracts of land were available for sale, and he thought it would be a good place for them to start their new life.

The year was 1848 and they loaded their Buckboard with all their belongings, hooked up Scout and Pogo, the two horses they owned, and began their journey. Shepherd Springs was about fifty miles north of High Point, so it would take about two days to arrive. They had plans to meet with a banker in hopes of purchasing a plot of land.

Arriving in Shepherd Springs, they met Mr. Edgar Barber at the bank. He told them the parcel of land they were interested in was two hundred acres, with a small log cabin suitable for living, a nice barn for horses and livestock, a chicken coop, a smokehouse, a well near the house, and an outhouse. The property also had a freshwater spring up the hill behind the cabin that the former owner had fixed, so it would have gravity flow water to the cabin. The land, according to Mr. Barber, was full of game to hunt and trap and good fishing holes. Alan and Odina were excited and hopeful it would be something they would be able to afford. As they anxiously awaited the price, Mr. Barber explained the details. The price was one thousand two hundred seventy-five dollars, the down payment would be twenty-five dollars with a monthly payment of ten dollars a month for twelve years, however, he warned them if two payments were missed, the bank would take the land and buildings back. Since they had not seen the property, Alan asked if they could see the land before signing the contract agreement. 

“I would be happy to go with you,” said Mr. Barber. He wanted to help the young couple, so he would just bring the contract along and if they decided to purchase the property, they could sign the contract and make the down payment.

It was three miles out on Three Bears Trail, and Mr. Barber knew it would save them a trip back to town since they had already traveled for a long time.

Alan and Odina were excited to see the land that sounded like paradise, but were wondering why someone would leave such a place that sounded so perfect. When they arrived, it appeared to be just like Mr. Barber described it, but before they began to check out the cabin and other buildings, Alan just felt he had to ask Mr. Barber why anyone would leave this place. He told them a little bit about Fred and Edna Smith, who had owned the property. They lived there for years and over time Fred built all the things they saw. They were fine people and what happened was a tragedy. One morning, Fred left to go trapping and he was to be back in a couple of days. Of course, when he did not return, Edna began to worry, she feared the worst naturally, since she knew the terrain and they were both getting on up in years. 

Mr. Barber said, “Have you met Sloppy, he and Fred were good friends, and he was the one that found Fred. He would be able to give you all the details of what happened and how Fred died. After about two years, Edna could no longer stay there, do the work and make the banknotes, so she packed up and moved to Ohio to live with her sister. The bank had no choice, but to take the property back.”

As they entered the cabin, they could see all the work it took to make this a comfortable home for the Smiths and they felt sad, but then realized that this place served its purpose well for the Smiths for years and would do the same for them. Alan walked outside to explore the grounds and noted a grave on a hill outside of the cabin. As he approached the grave, the marker read, Fred Smith, Born 1780-Died 1846. Alan knew this was the perfect resting place for Mr. Smith and would honor it as such. With fifty dollars to their name and a few goods to trade, like the necklaces and bracelets that Odina had made they were concerned about being able to make the payments, however, they realized they could not pass this property up. Alan told Mr. Barber they were ready to sign the papers.

They sat down at the little wooden table in the cabin as Mr. Barber took out the paperwork. There was a loan sheet that described the area, the total cost and the monthly payments due after signing. He also included a plat drawing that showed the boundaries and how the corners were marked with stones stacked a couple of feet high. He explained that the deed to the property would be held at the bank until it was paid in full. 

Alan paid the twenty-five-dollar deposit, signed the papers, and shook Mr. Barber’s hand. He knew they had done the right thing.

It was Friday, the end of April, around noon as they watched Mr. Barber head back to Shepherd Springs. Now it was time to begin exploring his land, but first, he needed to unload the supplies they had brought along, unhook the horses from the Buckboard, take them to the barn and put them in the stable. He fed them oats and hay, and filled the trough with water he drew from the well. 

Now that the chores were finished and the property purchase was completed, he began to walk around the property while it was still light, and while Odina was in the cabin cleaning and finding all kinds of items the Smiths had left behind. Alan had always liked exploring unfamiliar places and planned to do more tomorrow by horseback.

The land was approximately two hundred acres of hill country in the middle of the Appalachian Mountain region and about two miles from the Potomac River. There was a small section of the land that was flat enough to plant crops on, but they would need a mule to plow the ground.

In two more days, it would be time to meet with Joseph Stockburn, the President of the new coal mining company in Shepherd Springs about a job at the new mine that would be opening soon. The new mine was just a mile out of Shepherd Springs. With the salary he would earn, he could better provide for the family they hoped to have soon. His skill in hunting, fishing, and trapping would help to provide, also, and Odina hoped to sell the beautiful jewelry she made to strangers passing through town.
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2. The Town of Shepherd Springs
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The population of Shepherd Springs in 1848 was about sixty people with most living on the outskirts of town. There was a General Merchandise Store owned by Liam Dobbs; a Trading Post owned by Jack Bennings, who everyone called Beanstalk because of his height. Wilbur Williams ran the Post Office and was also the Telegraph Operator, in the same building. The Doctor’s office and drug store was where Doctor Lovie Hogue tended to patients. Dr. Hogue lived above the drug store in an apartment. Franklin Cooper was the druggist in Shepherd Springs. There was a six-room hotel with a dining room owned and operated by Nathan and Cora-Mae Tibbs. Visitors that passed through town could bed down and have a meal. It was also frequently visited by the town folks. The marshal’s office was on the right side of the hotel and Neil McCall was the town marshal. On the left side of the hotel was the Shepherd Springs Bank. Edgar Barber was the bank President, and his assistant teller was Theodore Baker. Moving on to the north end of town was the Primitive Baptist Church where Preacher John Woods delivered the Sunday sermons. A little single room schoolhouse across from the church was where Ms. Ella Styles taught all the children how to read and write. On the south end was the Livery Stables and the Blacksmith Shop operated by Jacob Jenkins. Then, there was the Carpenter’s Shop where Delmar Betts made furniture and built coffins when needed. The last shop next to Delmar’s was a small tavern called Roosters Tavern owned and operated by Rooster Firewater Jones. 

After learning all about the town, he again began exploring his land, but dark was approaching and it was time to stop and check the barn, the chicken coop, the smokehouse and the back of the cabin for any tools that may have been left behind to give him a better idea of what he would need later once they were more settled in. There were two wooden buckets, a pitchfork, one hoe, a shovel, an ax and over in the corner of the barn he noticed two pans that he knew were used to pan for gold. Alan was a bit confused since this area was not known for gold mining unless Ol' Mr. Smith knew something that he never told anyone about. Prospectors were always known to be secretive about any gold they found and the location where it was found. 

He knew he must get the strike rich notion out of his head about finding gold on his place, for now, he had a lot to do to get settled in before meeting with Mr. Stockburn on Monday about the job. 

Walking over to the smokehouse and chicken coop, he noticed both were empty, but there was a lingering smell of hickory, probably from the Smiths using it to cure and smoke meat. Next on the list would be getting laying hens for eggs. Heading back to the cabin he noticed smoke coming out of a stove pipe on the back side of the cabin. A bit curious, he began trying to recall everything he saw when they first entered the cabin with Mr. Barber. There was a rock fireplace located at the right end, plus there was the wooden table with two chairs in the middle of the room against the back wall that he and Mr. Barber used to complete the paperwork on the purchase. All the way over to the left was a rope bed with a mattress packed full of cotton and over the head of the bed was a loft with a ladder for steps to the loft. Alan was, at that time, more interested on the outside and never looked in the back room that was added on years ago, but Odina did. The size of the cabin was about sixteen feet wide and twenty-four feet long and the back room that was added was eight feet wide and twenty-four feet long. The loft would serve well as sleeping quarters for the children they both wanted and plan to have in the future.
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3. First Meal in the New Home
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Alan entered the back door of the cabin and noticed a light coming from inside and immediately smelled Odina’s cooking. His beautiful wife was standing over the wood burning stove smiling. She looked and asked if he was hungry. Alan stood there in silence smiling, admiring his wife and thinking how lucky he was. Odina had found an iron skillet, two coal oil lamps, some wood for the stove and other cooking utensils. She had taken two slices of bacon off a slab of cured bacon, fried it in the iron skillet, made flat bread and roasted two ears of corn. As they sat down at the old wooden table for supper, they began talking about the supplies they would be needing soon to survive and remembering that twenty-five dollars was all they had left. They needed to put ten dollars up for the next month’s bank payment, so they actually only had fifteen dollars to use for the next month.

After supper, they sat on the front porch admiring the stars that seemed closer and listening to the sounds of the night in the Appalachian Mountains and knew this was their paradise. There was a chill in the air as they turned in for the night, but the blankets would keep them warm. The rope bed with the cotton stuffed mattress felt like they were laying on a soft fluffy cloud. Alan and Odina were tired from traveling, but excited for their new life and home as they fell asleep happy and content. Waking up at daybreak to the sounds of the mountains that surrounded them, they felt refreshed and ready to start the day. Odina started a fire in the wood burning stove and the warmth of the stove felt good as she prepared breakfast of bacon and flat bread. She also brought along some sassafras leaves and roots to make sassafras tea. Alan liked his coffee in the mornings, but until they were able to buy coffee, the tea would have to do for now.

After breakfast, it was time to head out to the barn to check on the horses. Behind the barn there was a large section that was fenced with plenty of green grass for grazing but first he needed to check out the fence line before releasing the horses into the area. Walking along the fence line, he noticed a pool of water in the far corner of the pasture. He assumed Mr. Smith had dug out a hole so he could reach the spring and once he was able to do that, it would be enough to provide water for the livestock. He continued to walk the entire fence line making sure there were no open places the horses could get through. After he was satisfied the fence was secure, he went back to the barn and released both horses into the pasture.

Alan headed back to the cabin and once again, he smelled the bacon cooking. Entering through the back door, he could see the happiness on Odina’s face, and he knew she was just as happy as he was to be here.
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4. Fishing Hole and Property lines
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After breakfast, Alan went to the front porch to sit and sip on his cup of tea. He could see Three Bears Trail from his front porch but, so far, he had not noticed anyone riding by. There was a redtail hawk high above the hilltop and he watched as it dove down to the ground and grabbed a rabbit. Thinking to himself that will be the hawk’s breakfast. 

There was still a lot to do to get prepared for the days to come but he really wanted to explore the rest of the land. He remembered Mr. Barber saying there was a good-sized creek on the property for fishing. Well, it was time to stop daydreaming, and head back to the barn, and call Scout, knowing he could make better time on horseback if he could find trails on the steep mountains to travel on. Scout and Pogo both came when he called but, on this adventure, he would only need Scout. He made a couple of fish hooks out of some stiff wire he had, plus added several feet of small strong string and he was ready to go. For protection he always carried his handmade knife with an eight-inch blade and deer antlers for handles in a sheath on his belt along with his model 1848 Colt Revolver 44 caliber. 

With the plat drawing of his land in his pocket, he headed northwest to find the lower corner marker. He located the marker by seeing rocks stacked up about two feet tall just as Mr. Barber described, then he headed due north. Traveling to the northwest corner was easy for Scout, but going northeast was different. The hills were steep, and they were forced to go around some and sideways on others. As he topped the ridge, he heard the crashing sound of a waterfall and found it easily, he was excited to see that the waterfall was on his property. As he got closer, he could see what he thought would be about a forty-foot waterfall coming off the steep mountain side. At the bottom was a deep hole of water and it continued to flow down the mountain valley as a swift running creek. He was pretty sure the creek ran into the Potomac River about two miles away, but he would need to check that out on another day since he wanted to fish today in the deep hole. Alan cut a sapling that was about eight feet long, then tied six feet of line to the end and attached his homemade hook. Next, he needed bait, so he rolled over a rotten log and found a couple of grub worms. As he slid down the bank to reach a sandbar, he noticed fresh bear tracks. The bear tracks were large, and he thought he may have scared the bear off when he came over the hill. He was glad to know he had a bear on his land as long as the bear did not damage his home searching for food. Alan was finally ready to begin fishing, he baited his hook with a grub worm and flung it out as far as the eight-foot sapling would let him. He watched the grub worm slowly sink down then suddenly; he felt a fish hit. He pulled a two-pound rainbow trout out of the hole on the first cast. He removed the trout and baited up again watching the grub worm slowly sink and bam, another fish hit. When he pulled it out of the hole, it looked to be about another two-pound trout. This would be plenty for supper tonight, so he stopped, took his fishing pole and leaned it against a tree at the fishing hole. His goal now was to find the northern corner marker before he headed back to the cabin.
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