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A NEW DAY COMES FOR . . .

Historic "Old Rock House"
By VIRGINIA OLES

ON THE hottest midsummer1! 
day one steps into The 

| Rock House, built more than a 
[«entury and a half ago In the 
shadow of the Bhie Ridge moun 
tain*, and It's so pleasantly cool 

I you imagine for a moment 
[you're in a twentieth century, 
j air-conditioned building. The 
(outside walls, made of hand-cut
 tone resembling granite, are 

[30 inches thick. Inside, the walls 
[between the rooms are stone
 Iso. plastered over, and even 
they are 18 Inches thick.

This fabulous house, situated 
i on Buncombe Road halfway be- 
tween Greenville and Traveler's 

I Rest, took 26 years to build, and 
[ft was completed in 1795. It 
[was built by Captain William 
(Young, known in the Revolu 
tionary War as "Five-T" or 
'"Hat Terror To the Tories." 

ie area was Cherokee country 
I then and no one knows Just why 
: the captain choce so rugged and 
I wild a Kite to butW hi* home.

The rock or stone for the 
house bad to be hauled by ox 
cart from brooding Caesar's 
Head, some ten miles away, 
over the roughest ot wagon 
trails. Prints of crude hand tools 
can be &«n on the hand-hewn 
stone until this day. All the 
timber used in the rode house 
was. of course, also cut and 
hewn by hand, for this was vir 
tual wilderness then.

EARLY MAIL STOP 
•"THE ROCK House In early
1 times was a stagecoach 

mail stop. All the mail lor the 
surrounding area was deposited 
there. The home of Captain 
Young, however, did not accom 
modate travelers, who proceeded 
a few miles farther along the 
stagecoach trail to the next out- 
post or settlement. That actually 
is how the village of Traveler's 
Rest got its quaint name that 
has intrigued many a twentieth 
century casual wayfarer. The 
people of Traveler's Rest, inci 

dentally, are to vote on Septem 
ber 15 to determine if the com 
munity is to become an incor 
porated town. 

The remarkable dwelling Is
now being renovated by Harry 
Haynesworth 3rd, who recently 
acquired it and expects to make 
it his home. Miss EmmaThack- 
ston, the last survivor of her 
immediate family, lived alone in 
the historic old house until It 
was recently sold. Miss Thnck- 
ston's great-grandfather mar 
ried the only daughter of Cap 
tain Young. "Aunt EmY' almost 
an octogenarian now but until 
a few years ago she attended 
personally to nil her business 
affairs, drove her own car and 
guarded every Inch of her price 
less possessions.

Very few people Indeed ever 
saw inside Aunt Em's house. A 
few years ago I was privileged 
to become one of those chosen 
few. I didn't enter, however,

"OW Rock tfotfw" neor Travel*'* Rut

through the massive front door. 
Rather, it was through the back 
door. Even to gain entrance 
through ihe back door one had 
to be either « relative or a close 
friend. No stranger ever step 
ped into Aunt Em's home, eith 
er through the back door or the 
front door.

"AUNT EM"

I CARRIED a unique calling 
card. It was simply, "Aunt Em, 

I've come to see you." After 
much peeping from behind 
drawn shades, a frail, gray-hair 
ed lady unlocked the door and 
appeared on the back porch. 
There was utill a securely latrh- 
ed screen door between us. She 
graciously invited me in only 
after she made certain she 
knew me. She feared that some 
one would try to gain entrance 
to the old house to do her harm 
and carry otf some of her trea 
sures.

The morning of my visit she 
happened to be polishing and 
oiling the six pistols which she 
proudly owned. A few days 
before she had gone through a 
rather strange experience which 
explained her pistol-packing, as 
it were. But first let's take a 
look at the interior of this re 
markable house.

AN INTERIOR VIEW 
TPHE ORIGINAL plastering on 
1 the walls was In perfect 

condition. The floor boards are 
all very wide, made of hand- 
hewn heart of pine. The mantel 
shelves, deceptively giving the 
appearance of rich wood, actual 
ly are of carved stone.

An entire side of the first 
floor consists of an immense 
dining room 20 x 30 feet There 
In a parallel hall of the same 
length which one entered through 
a massive mahogany door at 
cither end. A beautiful curved 
mahogany staircase led upstairs 
to the bedrooms.

A full-sized cellar served to 
keep butter, milk and other per 
ishables without benefit of ice- 
hox or mechanical refrigeration. 
There's an attic, too which 
served during the Confederate 
War as a hiding place for meat 
and provisions as well as fam 
ily silver and heirlooms. A solid 
wall was built acroM the attic 
and when the Yankees came

looking for food and valuables, 
they assumed that the attic 
ended at the solid wall.

Now to get back to that in 
cident which occurred just a 
few days before my unschedul 
ed visit. As Aunt Km related 
it, the time was early Sunday 
afternoon. She was listening to 
a sermon on her radio. All the 
bhades were drawn as usual. 
Suddenly she thought she hoard 
voices on the front porch. She 
peeped out one of the front 
windows. She saw a station 
wagon backed up to the front 
steps. A car was parked some 
distance behind It.

Aunt Em got one of her pis* 
tols and quietly crept upstairs. 
She listened intently, suspecting 
the worst She heard the strang- 
ers and intruders try the front 
door. It was, of course, secure 
ly locked and bolted. Aunt Em 
became thoroughly frightened as 
she heard one of the small win 
dows by the front door being 
jimmied.

She moved so that she could 
get a view of the window. She 
watched as a woman managed 
to crawl through. The man, 
heavier, and larger, tried to 
crawl through after her and got 
wedged in the opening. He was 
trying to get himself free as 
Aunt Em, in her habitual garb 
of gray drew and soft gray 
man's felt hat, crept down to 
the turn of the staircase and 
stood, as she expressed it, "like 
a statue."

Such was the sight or appari 
tion that the strange feminine 
intruder encountered as she 
started up the stairs. Slic let go 
with an unearthly scream as 
the eerie wraithlike gray figure 
of Aunt Em seemed to mate 
rialize out of the dim shadows.

The man had by this time 
managed to get his frame un- 
lodged from the window, and 
now he started forward to see 
what had so terriby frightened 
his companion. But the woman 
now ran panic-stricken for the 
open window and virtually knock 
ed him out backwards.

The man ventured back again 
to see what had caused his 
accomplice's ghastly fright. As 
he was again wedged in the 
window be looked up and beheld 
the same ghost-like apparition- 
Aunt Em. As Aunt Km told it, 
he Just froze there his eyes and 
mouth wide open.

Brandhhing the pistol Aunt 
Em calmly proceeded down the 
stairs, talking aj she descend 
ed:

"Young man," she said, "you 
are intruding. This is my home. 
I was born here and have liv 
ed here 76 years. Now get out 
or I will shoot you,"

He got. The terrified occupants 
of the station wagon and car 
dashed off empty-handed. Evi 
dently they'd hoped to carry 
away a load of priceless anti- j 
qucs. I 

ANOTHER WAR STORY f- 
A MOTHER fascinating story t 
r\ Aunt Em delighted in re- |,j 
calling that morning wag one % 
that happened Just after the J 
Confederate War. It serves to A 
give insight Into what depths ;l 
people of means had been re- j 
dured in those years, !

The plantation livestock was \ 
down to one old mule, Susie. She 
wa», of course, Invaluable sincn 
th<*re was no other means of 
transportation. Susie wns a spe 
cial favorite of Aunt Em's grand 
mother.

At that time Yankees overran 
the state and felt privileged to 
take anything they wanted or 
wantonly to destroy it.

On this particular morning the 
men were all working down at 
the fields. Only Aunt Em's 
grandmother and Susie were at 
the big house when A Yankee 
ty*« into the yard on an old 

'e horse.
Without w> murh as a pood 

morning the soldier went Into 
the barnyard, unsaddled his 
useless nag and caught Susie. 
He saddled her, mounted, and 
rode otf. Aunt Em's grandmoth 
er wept copiously and long. 
When the men came from the 
fields there was no dinner wait 
ing. The grandmother was still 
virtually paralyzed with grief.

Early next morning there was 
a sudden commotion in the yard. 
The whole household rushed out 
to see what It was about. Old 
Susie stood there meekly at the 
barnyard gate. There was no 
rider. The yankee't saddle, 
however, was still on her back.

Aunt Em said Grandmother 
Thackston Hung her arms around 
the mule's neck and actually 
kissed her! She whispered in 
Susie's tar, "Susie, you threw 
that Yankee and came back 
home!"

During the day the Yankee 
returned and with a decided 
limp. He went to the barnyard, 
saddled his own lame horse 
and without a single word of 
explanation rode off .

Susie was a heroine now. No 
doubt she gave the equivalent 
of a horse laugh at having got

the best of the Yankee.
The antiques downstairs In 

The Rock House were lovely. 
There was even the old desk 
from which the stage coach mnil 
was dispensed. I would like to 
have seen the various pieces 
upstairs but Aunt Em allowed 
no one to climb those stairs. 
However, she lightly ran up the

steps and brought down nn nM 
rocker which she placed beside 
me.

"I want you to nit in this," 
she beamed. "It belonged to my 
great-grandmother."

I sat and rocked until it was 
time to leave. Here indeed, I 
mused, wan a true Daughter of 
the Revolution.
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