

PART III - STORIES FROM THE WARDS AND BRANCHES

	In Parts I and II of this book is a record of events in the history of the Asheville 
Stake, and of the growth of the Restored Gospel in Western North Carolina, for over a 
century, that led to its organization.  Here in Part III is “the rest of the story.”  
	We are reminded in D&C 64:33 that  “...out of small things proceedeth that which 
is great.”  Here are the stories of faith, courage and devotion that were these “small 
things,” known only to the handful of people who made them happen, that established 
the Church in isolated locations and nurtured its growth over the years until this Western 
mountain region blossomed into a strong Stake of Zion.  
	The following stories tell of only a sampling of the hundreds of events that have 
happened over the years.  Many happened to missionaries who were only here briefly, 
and many happened to converts who moved to the West.  A few of their stories have 
filtered back and are included.  The majority of the stories we have, though,, are those 
remembrances of the older members of our Stake who have lived their lives here in our 
area, faithfully building the Kingdom in this western mountain land.
	Under a heading of the name of each of the present wards and branches are 
included those stories that took place within the present boundaries of that unit. 


ASHEVILLE

OLIVER AND SARAH DAVIS

	In May of 1949, Lucille Israel, in Asheville, wrote to her cousin Bess in Utah.  
She told Bess how much she wished she could be blessed with having grandchildren but 
doubted it would happen soon.  She spoke of her oldest daughter, Sarah, who was 27 
years old: “Sarah joined the Church when she was in Washington...[she] says we won’t 
marry out of our church, so she hasn’t a beau now.”  
	In fact, having a “beau” was not Sarah’s primary concern, as much as it was part 
of her larger desire to help build and strengthen the Church in these western mountains.  
She had been raised to consider herself a Mormon, though there was no church to attend, 
and her mother was the only member she knew.  She confided in her journal at age 
fifteen that she would join the Mormon Church some day, but there was little prospect 
at the time, since there were no local members, and no traveling elders during those 
depression times.  
	However, at age 20, in 1942, Sarah ventured to the wartime rush of Washington 
D.C. to find employment in the war effort.  While there she had the good fortune to 
attend the Washington D.C. Ward, which then as now, enjoyed the membership of many 
prominent members of the Church.  Harold Glen Clark, later a department head at 
B.Y.U., was her bishop, and her Sunday School class was taught by Ezra Taft and Flora 
Benson!  Within six months, she was baptized by W. Cleon Skousen, and had the 
opportunity to grow rapidly in her understanding of the Gospel and of the operation of 
the Church.
	Sarah very much enjoyed the stimulating life in Washington.  She had enjoyed 
an active social life as well, and had several opportunities for marriage, since there were 
many young, single L.D.S. men there in Washington, mostly in the military services.  
None of them, though, were likely to return with her to North Carolina, and for some 
reason that was a firm commitment in Sarah’s heart.  In 1946, with the War over, Sarah 
decided her place was to return home and devote herself to building the Church in 
Western North Carolina.  Arriving in Asheville, she began in earnest.  Her daughter 
Bonne writes about Sarah, “Her personal writings in that period refer to trips to Durham, 
Greenville S.C., Hollifield, and Colfax (near Greensboro) to attend church meetings and 
conferences.  She also writes about sending her tithing to leaders in Durham.  She was 
present in Roanoke, Virginia when in 1947 the Central Atlantic States Mission was 
established.  I remember her accounts of those trips, and remember her special emphasis 
in telling about the dedication service for the Colfax chapel in 1948, when the President 
of the Church, George Albert Smith, dedicated the building.  The words he said there 
burned into my Mother’s mind and both supported and strengthened her desire to work 
in building the Church in the area.  I have never known of a written account of what he 
said, but have always understood him to have said that more of the choice seed of Israel 
were waiting for the Gospel message in North Carolina than in any other part of the 
world.  During this period, Sarah’s personal records list service as an activity counselor 
in the M.I.A. and also as the President of the Young Womens’ M.I.A. in the N. C. West 
District.  One of the documents surviving from this calling is a copy of a monthly 
newsletter she sent to every young woman in the district.  
	Knowing the importance of families in the Gospel plan, she wanted one of her 
own.  After returning to Asheville, she began praying regularly that the Lord would send 
her a worthy man to marry.  She felt strongly that she had been sent to labor in building 
the Church in Western North Carolina, that she should be here and not leave, and so the 
Lord needed to send someone to her.  She would wait patiently for five years.  Finally, 
in 1951, in Sarah’s 29th year, her prayers were answered, and when they were, it was in 
a very direct way.
	Oliver Davis had been born in Asheville in 1926 and reared during his early years 
by his grandparents, then by an uncle with whom he had a difficult time.  When he was 
fifteen and already on his own, he was contacted by his mother, who had settled in 
Seattle, Washington, and was invited to come and live with her.  He did so, and enjoyed 
both getting to know her and living in the beautiful Pacific Northwest.  By the end of 
World War II, Oliver had a responsible position caring for the roofing of the large Navy 
facilities in the Seattle area.
	Oliver had been introduced to the Church at the close of 1945 and had finally 
been baptized in early 1949, becoming very active and gaining much experience in 
Priesthood callings.  He was very happily settled in Seattle and intended to stay there.  
However, in 1951 he began to have strong feelings that he should return to Asheville to 
get reacquainted with his relatives and to remind himself of his childhood surroundings.  
In the month of April, he made the trip On Sunday, April 15, he attended the Asheville 
Branch meetings and met slender, beautiful Sarah.  Oliver records, “From the very 
beginning, I felt a special feeling towards her.”  He returned to Seattle in three weeks, 
and records in his personal history, “The delight of the whole trip was meeting Sarah.  Little did I know at that time what the future held, although I felt a closeness I had never 
felt for anyone before.”
	He continues, “Arriving back in Seattle, I immediately made contact with Bishop 
Ralph Hill and sought his counsel (about this young woman he had met and felt strongly 
about).  He made this statement to me: ‘Davis, if I were you I would go back to North 
Carolina and claim that blessing.  However, don’t take my word for it.  Go and talk to the 
Lord about it.’  I wasted no time in doing what my bishop recommended.  I immediately 
went to where I stayed up on Queen Anne Hill, knelt down at my bed and told the Lord 
something He already knew, that I did not want to go back to North Carolina.  Then I 
said these words; ‘However, not my will but Thine be done.  If I am to go back to North 
Carolina and claim the blessing I so desire, cause a burning to come into my heart and 
I will be on my way.’  These were the exact words.  When I said those words, the burning 
was so great, I thought my body would burst out in flames.
	This happened on Sunday afternoon.  The very next morning, the first thing I did 
was to go to the office and give a two weeks termination notice for leaving my job.  This 
was a hard decision to make, but I knew it was what the Lord wanted me to do.  The 
Ward gave a farewell program for the Bishop and I.  He was leaving for Idaho and I was 
coming back to North Carolina.  This took place on Sunday, June 1, 1951.  I spoke at the 
farewell.  It gave me a chance to express my deep appreciation for all the love and 
kindness and training I had received as a member of the Queen Anne Ward.  It was a time 
of great joy.  All the members there that day signed their names in a farewell book they 
presented to me.  I left Seattle, this time by bus, on Wednesday June 13, and arrived in 
Asheville Sunday June 17.  I was the 19th member of the Asheville Branch.”
	Those words are important.  For the rest of their lives, serving their fellowmen 
as members and leaders in the Church in Western North Carolina was the central focus 
of life for both Oliver and Sarah.  Just ten weeks after his arrival in the Summer of 1951, 
Oliver attended a District Conference in Asheville and was there called by Mission 
President Robert Price to be Asheville Branch President.
	He proposed marriage to Sarah on New Year’s Day in 1952 as they returned from 
her accompanying him to visit a member couple with whom he was counseling.  She 
accepted, but reminded him she expected to be married in the temple.  The nearest 
temple, they knew, was in Salt Lake City, and that would mean a long and expensive trip 
to Utah.  Oliver had begun a roofing business, and had purchased a truck to use in the 
business as well as for personal transportation.  He planned that they would travel to 
Utah in that truck, but before they could complete plans for the trip, he fell from a roof 
he was working on, and broke bones in both his hip and leg.  As he recovered, he realized 
he could probably not drive all the way across the country to Utah, so in May of 1952 he 
sold his truck and all his tools--almost every possession he owned, to raise the $200 
needed to make the trip to Salt Lake City.  They were married in the Salt Lake Temple 
on Monday, June 9, 1952.
	Returning, Oliver was instrumental in the decision to combine the Asheville 
Branch membership with the Hendersonville Sunday School, forming the Royal Pines 
Branch, and in helping raise funds for the local share of construction costs of a new 
meetinghouse.  During that time, local members were required to raise 30% of the cost 
of a new meetinghouse, largely by donated labor.  Oliver contributed hundreds of hours personally, and organized members to contribute hundreds more.  As Branch President, 
he was designated as the general contractor for the building, and the Church furnished 
a building superintendent for the duration of construction.  
	Oliver records, “We had approval for a $28, 500 structure which was the first 
phase of this type building.  We made good progress with our structure and were ready 
to start the north wall when I came upon a set of  blueprints for a second phase of the 
building.  I called in my two counselors and the building superintendent, and suggested 
that if we could raise our part of the money for the second phase, would they support me 
in getting it built.  Our part for the second phase would be $5,400.  We were successful 
in this accomplishment, and had both phases under roof before the officials in Salt Lake 
became aware of what we were doing or approved the expansion.  (Much of their success 
in raising those funds in short order was due to Oliver’s counselor Lamont Honeycutt, 
who was building a successful business buying and selling surplus fabric from local 
textile mills.  Lamont contributed generously all during the construction of the building.)  

	President Nalder had died, unexpectedly, and the new Mission President, Henry 
A. Smith, was sent down from Roanoke to see what was going on down here in 
Asheville.  Here he came, all six foot four, two hundred forty pounds of him.  He was an 
impressive man.  He informed me of his errand, and I told him he did not have to go any 
further to find what was going on, because I was the guilty one who was back of it all.  
Then I explained how we needed that second phase building to carry out our Church 
programs better, especially for our young people.  He listened intently, then  reached out 
and patted me on the shoulder and said, ‘Don’t worry, President, I’ll call Salt Lake and 
tell them everything is in order.’  The building was completed and on May 20, 1956 a 
happy group of Saints moved in.  It was dedicated on February 26, 1957, by Elder 
Sterling W. Sill.
	During all this time of labor and concern in building a meetinghouse, Oliver was 
working long hours in establishing a new business and building it from scratch.  As his 
roofing business grew, he was able to hire help, but it was always primarily a one-man 
business, depending on his own long hours of labor.  
	Sarah supported Oliver fully.  After all, she had prayed for him to come into her 
life and was as anxious as he was to build and strengthen the Church in the Asheville 
area.  But it meant sacrifices for her as much or more than for her husband.  He was not 
an easy man to live with.  They were both much older than the usual age for marriage, 
and were both strong-minded individuals.  Oliver had moved Sarah into a thirty dollar 
per month basement apartment under a store building on Sweeten Creek Road, owned 
by Sarah’s cousin Riley Ball.  Oliver records, “My roof work was demanding, and I 
averaged between 12 and 14 hours a day, so you see I didn’t have time to devote to 
careless and wayward things for which I had no desire anyway.  While these were trying 
times, they were also very rewarding, and of course I was rewarded with a very beautiful 
and devoted wife to stand by my side.  As we grew together, we never got involved in 
any sort of bickering.”
	With all of this pressure, they were anxious to go ahead with a family as well.  
Since Oliver was 39 and Sarah was 30 when they married, they felt anxious to have their 
family as quickly as possible.  They both wanted several children, and their five children were born in the next six years.  Four of the five were born in that basement apartment.  
Says Oliver of that time, “I couldn’t find proper words to express the joy that I felt in my 
family, beginning with their beautiful Mother who was always there to lend a helping 
hand.  I could not have had a better companion or wife. She was loved by all who knew 
her.”
	Sarah’s faith was strong, and needed to be.  While she was still in the hospital 
with their first child, Alice Lucinda, the nurse saw something wrong with one of the 
baby’s eyes.  She told Sarah about it and recommended that they call in a specialist.  
When Oliver visited that evening, Sarah told him about the problem, and said, “Daddy, 
when you go home tonight, you ask the Lord to heal our baby’s eye, because we don’t 
have any money for a specialist.”  Oliver did so and said he felt a wonderful spirit as he 
prayed.  He thanked the Lord for their child, and asked Him to heal the baby in the 
Nursery that night.  When the nurse returned the baby to the nursery that evening, no one 
could find anything wrong with her eye.  They were all amazed.
	Shortly after completion of the meetinghouse, another challenge came to Oliver.  
He was released as branch president after five vigorous and dedicated years of service, 
and was called to be a counselor in the District Presidency.  For a man who could not 
travel without getting severe motion sickness, this posed real problems.  He traveled, 
usually, three Sundays a month, and was sick on almost every trip.  Despite the 
difficulties of traveling with small children, Sarah often went along as well.  She saw him 
so seldom that it was a treat to have the time together as they traveled.  Not only that, she 
felt she needed to be with him to help when he suffered from being car sick.
Here is another excerpt from his journal:
	“I’ll give one example.  I was given an assignment to visit the North Wilkesboro 
Branch.  It is well over 100 miles from Asheville.  After the services, I held my usual 
meeting with the Branch Presidency.  After the meetings, Sarah, the two babies and I 
were invited home to lunch by our very good friend, Sister Flora Friend.  When we 
arrived at her home I felt this motion sickness coming on and instead of eating lunch, I 
lay down on the couch, hoping it would go away or at least ease up.  My hopes were in 
vain.  We put Cindy and Bonnie in the car and started for home.  As we drove through 
the center of the town of Wilkesboro, I had to pull the car over to the curb, roll the 
window down and I began to throw up.  Oh, what a terrible feeling!  I sent Sarah and the 
two babies across the street to a drug store to get something to settle my stomach.  As I 
sat there with my head out the window, there came walking down the sidewalk two well-dressed ladies.  When they saw me, one nudged the other and said, ‘Now look at that 
drunk!’  To make matters worse, that poor ‘drunk’ was sick four more times on the way 
home.  I would drive as far as I could, stop the car, throw up and then lay my head on 
Sarah’s lap for thirty or forty minutes, and then continue on.  What a day!  But I have 
come to know that all of these experiences were for my own good and had an eternal 
purpose in my life and prepared me for greater things to come.”
	Throughout the three decades that Oliver was traveling throughout Western North 
Carolina to meet with Branch members and leaders, Sarah continued her involvement in 
the Relief Society, Young Womens’ and Primary auxiliaries.  She met with the sisters, 
training and encouraging them and helping strenthen those who felt alone and far from 
supporting leaders.  
	In the early 1960s, the Mission operated a program in which large numbers of 
children were baptized, and in the Royal Pines Branch, this caused great difficulty 
because there were so few active members to teach them.  The missionaries came to 
Oliver and asked if he and Sarah could hold a home primary once a week for the many 
children that had been baptized.  Oliver said that he and Sarah would be glad to do so.  
He purchased a used school bus and took Thursday afternoons off from work.  Picking 
up as many as 42 children, he brought them to his home, where they held classes and 
furnished refreshments.  After entertaining and teaching the crowd, Oliver packed them 
into the bus and drove all over the county, returning them to their homes.
	During this time as well, Oliver became thoroughly converted to the Church 
recommendations that families have a food storage plan and keep a year’s supply of non-perishable food on hand.  He began purchasing hard winter wheat, powdered milk and 
honey for that purpose.  As time went on, he grew to feel as well that if ever there were 
an emergency and food was not available, he would not feel good about having food for 
his own family while others were starving.  He could not expect his neighbors to start 
food storage programs, so he decided to store enough for them as well.  Also, he was 
aware that not all Church members were following the program as they should, so he 
added more to take care of them as well.  Eventually he devoted a major section of the 
basement of his home to wheat storage, with dozens of steel drums filled with several 
tons of wheat.	
	In May of 1970, the District Presidency asked Oliver to take a special assignment 
as Branch President of the Waynesville Branch.  He accepted, as usual, and served with 
his full heart and soul.  It was a difficult assignment at first.  There were few active 
members, and much discouragement.  The Branch was meeting in a house at 215 South 
Richland, and there was little room for parking.  Oliver felt it would be a major boost to 
the morale of the Branch if they could find a better meeting place.  One of the sisters who 
lived in Clyde informed him that there was a nice house on her street for rent that she felt 
would make an ideal meeting place.  While Oliver and Sarah were looking for the house 
on their way home after meetings that day, Oliver noticed the old Wesleyan Church 
meetinghouse that had recently been vacated after completion of a new church building 
up on the highway.  Oliver says, “I’ll never forget my feeling as I looked up at that old 
church building that had a ‘For Sale’ sign in the yard.  I found myself thinking out loud 
the words, ‘Wouldn’t it be great if we could rent this building.’  Immediately the Holy 
Spirit gave me the more exact message, ‘Why rent it?  Buy it.’  I copied down the 
realtor’s name, and the next morning I was on my way to Maggie Valley to his office, 
with my checkbook in hand, to carry out what I had been told by inspiration to do.  I 
bought the building in the name of the Church and made a $500 deposit to hold it, before 
I contacted either the District leaders or the officers in Salt Lake.”
	The purchase for $25,000 was eventually approved, but in the meantime, the 
minister of theWesleyan Church called Oliver and told him that because it was taking so 
long for them to get their money,, his congregation felt the Church should pay four 
months’ interest on the sale amount, since they had expected the money to help pay theri 
new church’s mortgage, andwere still paying extra on that loan. Oliver paid the $800 out 
of his own funds and never told anyone about it.  At income tax time, he listed the $800 
as a contribution to the Wesleyan Church.
	As the members moved into the new building, it became clear that much 
remodeling needed to be done, not only to repair many things that had been neglected for 
years, but to install a baptismal font and other features that would be helpful to an L.D.S. 
congregation.  After a few work parties proved successful in promoting greater activity 
and unity among the members, Oliver decided to go ahead with the work in a way that 
would involve members with each other as much as possible.
	He had found a good carpenter that had done quite a bit of work on his own home 
and some rental property he owned.  He put the man to work full time on the 
meetinghouse, paying his wages himself.  Then they worked out projects for groups of 
members to help with as often as possible.  The basement floor was poured with 
concrete, a fireplace installed for an activity center, and a kitchen installed.  New rest 
rooms and a baptismal font were built, and a large library with shelves and cabinets.  The 
exterior was painted and a new roof installed.  One of the brethren built and painted an 
attractive sign to identify the building.  The remodeling projects lasted a year, and Oliver 
paid the entire cost of the carpenter’s labor and all materials himself.  He simply ran it 
through his accounting as an expense of running his business--nearly $25,000.  He 
records, “In that year of 1974, when I closed my books for the year, I learned that even 
with all that added expense I had made more money that year than ever before.  I surely 
know the Lord had a hand in it.  It goes to show that the Lord blesses His servants.”
	As time went on, Oliver’s roofing business prospered.  More and more owners 
of commercial business property in the area found that he was one of the few craftsmen 
they could count on completely.  He was honest and dependable, and backed up his work 
completely.  As he gained more business experience, he developed a remarkable business 
concept.  One by one, he went to his customers and offered them a contract wherein for 
a fixed annual fee, he would guarantee a leakproof roof, would make any maintenance 
calls and repairs without further charge, and would absorb the cost of any rainwater 
damage.  It was an excellent arrangement for both parties.
	With a roof under contract, Oliver could take the time to completely go over the 
roof and repair all weak and troublesome areas and spend enough to do a thorough 
upgrade.  He could work on his own schedule completely, doing all his work in good 
weather.  Within a few years, he was able to almost eliminate any work in bad weather 
or nighttime, freeing himself to devote all his time to Church assignments and quiet 
helpfulness to those in need.  The steady annual income gave him a surplus to spend on 
helping others.  Some of his projects were know to at least a few others, such as the 
Waynesville remodeling, his supplying of missionaries and members with hundreds of 
copies of the Book of Mormon, and his continuing support of missionaries whose parents 
could not or would not provide their support.  But there were countless instances of 
assistance, small and large, known only to the person helped.  Many times, the assistance 
was completely anonymous and no one knew.
	As his business prospered, Oliver was able to devote more time and attention to 
his service in the Church than before.  He still worked long hours, especially in good 
weather, but also enjoyed his Priesthood callings.  He writes, “On July 12, 1979, I was 
ordained a High Priest by President Edgar M. Poole and called to the Greenville Stake 
High Council to help push the missionary work.  This I did with great delight.  I well 
remember traveling down that mountain with Brother Robert Collier and Brother L. Andrew Goad.  We all had some wonderful experiences and our testimonies grew.  I 
always enjoyed our trips to Greenville each month.  
	The ward which I was assigned to visit was the Greenville First Ward, with 
Bishop Rogers as bishop.  I presented to them the importance of always keeping copies 
of the Book of Mormon in their cars.  I called one book the ‘minute man edition,’ which 
meant to have it ready to share at a moment’s notice.  The other was the ‘dashboard 
edition,’ which was handy to get at when needed.  I inspired a lot of members in the 
Greenville First Ward to get involved in sharing those books with their friends.  I also 
had the privilege of working on the roof at the Stake Center.”   
	One of Oliver and Sarah’s strong commitments was in serving in the Temple.  
They both went on every one of the long bus trips that were organized by the Greenville 
Stake to go to the Washington D.C. temple.  These trips typically involved leaving on 
Wednesday night, driving through the night, arriving at the temple very early Thursday 
morning, spending all day Thursday and Friday , and then going back on Saturday 
morning.  When the temple closed on Saturday afternoon, the group boarded the bus and  
arrived home late Saturday night.  Oliver found that by attending every possible session, 
he could do as many as sixteen or seventeen endowment sessions per trip, and Sarah did 
almost as many.  
	After the completion of the Atlanta Temple in 1983, they began regular trips to 
that temple.  Oliver soon bought a fifteen-passenger van so that he could take as many 
with them as could be persuaded to go.  For many months they organized a monthly 
excursion to the temple, carrying a van full, or nearly full, each time.
	During the mid-1980s, Sarah began to suffer from Alzheimer’s disease, and as 
it progressed, Oliver spent almost full-time caring for her.  Finally, in 1988, she needed 
professional attention, and was placed in a rest home.  Oliver visited almost every day, 
helping her with her meals and giving other attention. She passed away on August 26, 
1988, having devoted her life to her family and to the service of her fellow men.  In 
particular, she had given of herself fully and selflessly during all her adult life to the 
growth and strengthening of the Church in Western North Carolina.
	Within the next year, Oliver was called to be a full-time worker at the Atlanta 
Temple.  He writes, “This was another wonderful calling, and I can truthfully state that 
I’ve never met a more dedicated, wonderful group of Saints in my 42 years in the Church 
as there in the Atlanta Temple.  On the third or fourth day there, it was imprinted in my 
mind very strongly, ‘You will only be doing that which you were foreordained to do.’”
	With that service as a temple ordinance worker, Oliver closed out his lifetime of 
selfless service in building the Kingdom in Western North Carolina.  He will be long 
remembered as one of those most instrumental in building the foundations of what has 
become the Asheville Stake, and for giving his all in countless selfless deeds of service 
to all who knew him.  In August of 1991, Oliver wrote his personal history, and the 
words above in quotation marks were taken from that writing.  He ended his history as 
follows:
	“This brings me to the point where I can close my personal history.  I do know 
these forty years [since returning to Asheville] have been crowded with many wonderful 
experiences and quite a few challenging ones.  They have enlarged my understanding and 
given me strength to remain faithful to the Gospel.  As I look back I have no regrets as I’ve come to know this plan of salvation including our free agency which is to give the 
Saints in these latter days the same plan extended to our Heavenly Father’s children in 
countless other earths like this one.  Every person born into any one of these worlds was 
given the opportunity to develop their spiritual talk in their first estate.  They had an 
advantage over those who did not because the plan then gave them the chance to come 
to an earth or second estate and not be cast out as was Satan and those who followed him.  
I can truthfully state that I know the Church of Jesus Christ is true, and our Lord stands 
at is Head as the Lord of Lords and the King of Kings.”


FRED AND LENORAH MARTIN

	Fred Martin, a textile worker from Spartanburg County, South Carolina, joined 
the Church in Mayo, South Carolina, in 1939 as a result of the missionary efforts of Ethel 
Martin, “the butter and egg man” who called at their door, and Charlie Elders, with 
whom Fred shared a ride to work.  They had spent much of their time in the car talking 
about religion.  When Elders gave Martin a Book of Mormon, he "read it and believed."  
Martin had always loved the mountains, and when jobs became available at Burlington 
Cotton Mills in Woodfin, near Asheville, in 1941, he made the move.  As soon as he was 
able to get a company house, he moved his family to the company mill town, Martel 
Village.  His daughter Leslie Martin McKean records that Fred began sending his tithing 
to Mission Headquarters in Louisville, Kentucky.  “That proved a double blessing in that 
the Mission Office had our address in Asheville, so occasionally we were visited by the 
traveling elders.  Sometimes they would spend the night in our home.  After they had 
lived there for some time, two of the missionaries told them they had located the Israel 
family.  They began having Sunday School meetings together at the Martin home.  Fred 
did not think of himself as a leader, but rather as a willing helper.  He was delighted to 
provide a place for meetings, and to help out in teaching classes.  However, there were 
times when there was no other leadership in the small group of members of the Church, 
and at those times, he kept the meetings going.
	The Martin home was often a place where missionaries stayed when they were 
traveling, and at times, when they were “ in between” places to stay.  One time, a pair 
stayed for a month, sleeping in the living room.  Family members were often 
accommodated as well.  Sister Martin says she remembers few times when there was not 
someone living with them.  Sister Martin’s mother was cared for by the family for twenty 
years.
	After his retirement at age 65, he went to work as the custodian for the Royal 
Pines Branch meetinghouse, and fulfilled that labor for over ten years.  In 1964, at 
Christmas time, he came home one night and said he had been to see Santa Claus at a 
department store downtown.  When asked what he had said to Santa, he replied, “I told 
him what I had always dreamed of getting for Christmas was a bright red MG sports car.”  
His youngest daughter Meatrice decided that for his next birthday--when he was 69--she 
would get him his wish, and she did.  He will always be remembered driving through 
Asheville at top speed in that one-seater open sports car with his snow-white hair 
blowing in the wind and a broad smile on his face.
	Brother Martin was known for his endless fund of wisecracks.  One time he was 
asked how he was feeling: “Well, the only things wrong with me is that I’m suffering 
from confusion of the brain, leakage of the mouth, and high blonde pressure,” he replied.  
His daughter took him grocery shopping one day, and as they approached the checkout 
counter, he turned to her.  “They say a fool and his money are soon parted, so that’s why 
I’ll let you pay for this today.”  Another time, he was in a store with his daughter, and he 
said to the clerk that was waiting on them, “This is my baby daughter.  She’s the reason 
we didn’t have any more!”  One night a young man called for his daughter to take her on 
a date.  She remembers that as they left, the young man told Brother Martin he would be 
sure to have her home early.  Brother Martin replied with a smile, “Oh, you don’t have 
to worry about that.  Keep her as long as you’d like.”
	Sister Lenorah Martin was always able to hold her own with him, and they often 
took long trips together in the open MG.  Since his passing in 1994, she has continued 
to attend Church regularly, and in 1997 went to Atlanta to participate in temple 
ordinances every day for a week.  At Christmastime in 1996, she sent her friends a comic 
Christmas card with a photo of herself posed astride he grandson’s motorcycle--at age 
95! 


SOME EARLY CHURCH MEMORIES
by Leslie Martin McKean

	Most of my early years in the Church were spent growing up in Asheville, North 
Carolina. Churchwise, they were struggling years marked by a lack of continuity, and by 
individual families who appeared--and sometimes disappeared--as missionaries traveled 
somewhat infrequently through the area.  It is with joy that I recall some of those 
“humble beginnings,” including my own.
	In 1938, our family consisted of my father, Fred Brian Martin, my mother, 
Lenorah Martin Martin, my maternal grandmother, Arzanna (Arrie) Melton Martin, my 
younger sister Beadie, age five, and myself, age eight.  We lived in a small cotton mill 
village kn own as “Huckleberry,” which was part of the little rural town of Mayo, located 
just over the northwestern border of South Carolina, not far from Gaffney.
	It was early in this year that a man by the name of Ethel Martin (no known 
relation) came to our house selling butter and eggs.  He also brought a copy of the Book 
of Mormon to my father.  Dad had always been very religious and was well-read in the 
Scriptures.  He also had very strong feelings about some subjects, such as being opposed 
to the practice of paid ministry, but at the same time, being a very firm believer in the law 
of tithing as he read about it in the scriptures.
	Our house was small, so Ethel and Dad would often sit outside in our automobile 
and talk--sometimes for hours at a time.  My father soon became converted to the Gospel, 
and we were soon invited to attend a home Sunday School in the Ethel Martin home.  It 
was in that little Sunday School that I personally received my testimony of the Gospel 
of Jesus Christ.  My father also taught me all that he knew, much as a Primary teacher 
would do.  I had just turned eight, and being totally committed, I was baptized along with 
my father in the Gaffney Ward baptismal font, on July 24, 1938, by Ethel Martin, the first Mormon we had met.
	In 1939, our family moved to Gaffney, where for a short time we had the 
experience of living in a fully organized ward of the Church.  It was during this time that 
my youngest sister Meatrice was born.  She was the only one of our family to be blessed 
and to receive her name as a new-born baby in the Church.
	In the middle of my third year of elementary school in Gaffney, my family moved 
to Asheville, North Carolina, where there was no organization of the Church at all.  My 
father sent his tithing to the East Central States Mission Office in Louisville, Kentucky.  
This proved to be a double blessing in that the Mission Office had our address in 
Asheville, so occasionally we were visited by the traveling elders.  Sometimes they 
would spend the night in our home.
	One very special memory for me came from a couple of Elders who brought a 
little L.D.S. publication on the difference between foreordination and predestination.  
Hungrily, I read and absorbed all of it.  Years later, while serving as a full-time 
missionary, I remember the Holy Ghost bringing that information back to me while 
teaching the Gospel to an investigator.
	Another special memory I have from those missionary visits had to do with my 
youngest sister, Meatrice, who was suffering from severe blisters on her feet, and with 
asthma.  The missionaries gave her a blessing and she was very quickly healed, and never 
suffered again from those illnesses.  My respect for faith, coupled with the power of 
Priesthood blessing, was greatly strangthened by this experience.  On August 23, 1942, 
during another of those visits, my sister Beadie was baptized into the Church.  Meatrice, 
being younger, was baptized later at the appropriate age.
	Those years were lonely times so far as having “fellowship with the Saints” was 
concerned.  How excited we were when a Lt. Ralph King, along with his wife and small 
son, came from Salt Lake City to serve at the Oteen Veteran’s Hospital as a military 
dentist.  He obtained our address from the Mission Office, and contacted us, and a home 
Sunday School was started.  At first, we took turns holding meetings in our homes, but 
since the Kings had a large apartment, we soon held it regularly there.
	I remember clearly that while meeting one Sunday morning, we learned of the 
death of our prophet, President Heber J. Grant.  It was an intensely spiritual moment for 
me inasmuch as I remember formally bearing my testimony--the first time ever as a 
teenager.  The witness was so strong.  I wept freely, and felt again, the same witness 
which I had felt in that humble little home Sunday School where I first attended so many 
years before.
	Soon another military family, the Hallams, arrived from the West.  They added 
another example of the manner in which a good L.D.S. family functions.  These home 
Sunday School meetings continued to be held as long as these military brethren remained 
in Asheville.  Whenever numbers were too small to meet as a group, my father would 
continue to teach us as family members at home.	
	In 1946 began a time when more promising things began to happen, opening new 
doors for development of the Church in Asheville.  One highly significant factor was the 
arrival of Brother Thomas Crocker and his family from Atlanta.  As a professional, he 
established, owned and operated the large twelve-booth “Thomas Salon of Beauty” in 
connection with Winner’s Department Story, which was owned and operated by some good Jewish people.
	Brother Crocker was a great and humble man, with much valuable past 
experience in the Church.  He was the first man I had ever met who could work as hard, 
and sacrifice so much for the Gospel, as I saw my father do.  Daddy loved the Chruch and 
its members.  Although he felt inadequate because of his limited sixth grade education, 
he loved to serve and be in association with members of the Church.  Two of his most 
special loves were home teaching and missionary work.
	In 1947, full-time missionaries from the new Central Atlantic States Mission were 
assigned to actually live and work in Asheville.  What a marvelous leap forward that 
was!  As I remember, the first ones assigned were Elder Leland Cook and his companion.  
At this time, with the addition of Brother Crocker’s family and the full-time missionaries, 
we changed our meeting place from the Crocker home to the local VFW.  Each Sunday 
morning we had to pick up the empty beer bottles and sweep up the cigarette butts from 
the previous night, before we could sit down and enjoy a spiritual feast with the presence 
of the Lord in our midst.  That experience has always given me a deep gratitude for “a 
place of our own” in the beautiful and clean accommodations of our meetinghouses 
today.
	Additional numbers and strength continued to arrive.  Sarah Israel, who for 
several years had been living and working in Washington D.C., returned home to be of 
more help to her mother.  Late in 1947 we started holding home Sunday School in her 
home.  It was at one of the first meetings in the Israel home that the Honeycutt family 
appeared.  This family consisted of Lamont and Louise, along with their children Jimmy, 
Betty Lou, Patsy and tiny baby Sandra, or “Doodles,” as she was nicknamed.  Lamont’s 
sainted mother, Mamie, was also with them.
	This faithful family had come from Georgia, where they had been living in a tent 
because their home had burned down.  As true pioneers, they had come to the Asheville 
area to begin a new life together.  They rented a little house near Hendersonville, and 
started a small new textile business; but most of all, they were ready to give all that they 
had to the Lord for the advancement of His work.
	With the new members and missionary activity, there began to be a marked 
increase in the strength of the local members.  Sister Inez Chambers moved to Asheville 
from Atlanta.  Her husband, a chiropractor, was not a member, but was comfortable with 
her being active in the Church.  For years she served as pianist for the group.
	By this time also, Brother and Sister Walter and Katherine Brewington had 
become faithful members of the group.  They had one daughter, Mary Katherine, named 
after her mom, who later became so very faithful and supportive of the missionary cause.  
Brother Brewington and my father filled a missionary assignment to work among the 
Lamanites of the Cherokee Reservation.  The Brewingtons lived at 40 Cherry Street in 
a home witha big attic room.  That upstairs room became the “Elders’ headquarters” for 
a long time.
	With new members and now with increased missionary activity under the new 
Mission, meetings continued in the Israel home on Sweeten Creek Road for only a short 
period of time.  Early in 1948, meetings were moved to a larger location on Broadway 
Street, close to Asheville’s uptown business district.  New Elders, along with Sister Hiatt 
and Sister Luton, a pair of “Lady Missionaries” as they were called at that time, were all assigned from the new mission to work in Asheville.  Having graduated from high school 
a few days before my 17th birthday, I took a job with the Asheville Credit Bureau during 
the week and would then spend my Saturdays working with the Lady Missionaries.  This 
experience added an exciting new dimension to my life, which I will talk more about a 
little later.
	Also, by July of 1948, a missionary District Headquarters had been created in 
Asheville, with Elder Lavon Fife as District Supervisor.  He organized and established 
his office, as well as his own living quarters, in the Brewingtons’ home, along with the 
regular elders.
	From the beginning, President Price, the new Mission President, was very strong 
on pushing for the calling of local members into leadership positions.  He was also 
known as the “Chapel Building Mission President.”  Whenever he found a faithful 
handful of Saints, he began to preach about “building fund” activity, and so it was in 
Asheville!  By mid-1948, A. Thomas Crocker had been called as the first Branch 
President in Asheville, and the Branch began to collect building fund money for the 
future building of a chapel.  I shall never forget how wonderful it was to begin 
contributing to a building fund along with the regular payment of tithing.  
	Another building fund experience, this one of major proportions, has to do with 
the Honeycutt family.  I quote the following excerpt from an earlier article I wrote long 
ago about the missionary efforts of the Honeycutt family:
	“Our numbers began to grow with the efforts of the missionaries, and one evening 
in a meeting, our Mission President challenged us to build a chapel in which to meet, and 
asked for pledges of contributions.  The first to stand up was this young wife and mother, 
representing her husband and family (the Honeycutt family).  She said without 
hesistation, ‘Since we have moved to Asheville, we have been trying to save a nest egg 
with which to buy a home.  By being frugal, we now have $1,000 in the bank.  We would 
rather have a chapel to meet in than a home in which to live.  We would like to donate 
our $1,000 towards a chapel.’”
	Brother Crocker brought such a rich background of experience and skill with him 
from the Atlanta, Georgia ward where he had previously lived.  I only met his parents 
once, but they too must have had much to do with the kind of person he was.  He must 
have been at least a second generation member of the Church.  It was not just his “know 
how,” but his innate willingness to give of himself to serve others that impressed me so 
very much.  I remember how, after a full day of work at the Salon, he would, on 
occasion, drive five miles just to come to our house so that he could cut and style my 
grandmother’s hair.  Never would he allow any payment for his service.
	Grandma was almost bedfast with arthritis, but was so beautiful with her head of 
thick,white wavy hair.  The depth of her love and compassion was also a constant, living 
lesson which inspired me with the desire to reach as high as my potential would allow 
me to do.  Although she was never able to become a member of the Church while in this 
life, her influence on my membership in the Church, and on my entire life, was most 
profound.
	Having lady missionaries in Asheville opened up a whole new dimension for me 
and Sarah Israel.  Whenever the opportunity came, we would study with the missionaries, 
and on occasion would pair off with them and actually participate in missionary work.  When District meetings were held, Sarah and I would often attend along with the 
missionaries.  On one occasion, Sarah and I walked in “two by two” with all the other 
missionaries.  President Price was in attendance, and being new, he looked at us, thought 
we were a pair of his missionaries, and promptly asked us for our names.  Never shall I 
forget what a thrill it was for the Mission President to think that I was one of the Sister 
Missionaries!  From that moment on, this became the desire of my life.  Frequently I 
would press the supervising elder for a positive response to the possibility, but always 
I got the same answer--”Sorry, but you are just too young (I was only 17 at the time), you 
have to be 23.”  I prayed about it all the time, and continued working with the Sister 
Missionaries.
	My desires and prayers to fill a regular full-time mission continued to increase, 
and the time did finally come when my Heavenly Father blessed me with a fulfillment 
of those desires and prayers.  While attending still another missionary conference in a 
distant city, President Price called me into a small office where he said to me, “I 
understand that you desire to fill a mission?”  My response, “More than anything in the 
world!”  He said, “Well, this is your call!”  The joy of that moment opened a flood gate 
of tears.  I wept all the way on our long drive home.  For the next few months until the 
official call came, I focused my efforts on preparing, as assigned by President Price, by 
studying and working with the local missionaries at every opportunity.  
	My dear friend Sarah Israel was also offered a similar opportunity, but it was 
determined that she needed to stay at home so as to be of greater help to her mother.  
Consequently, she was called and faithfully filled a local mission.  Leo Honeycutt, a 
brother to Lamont, had moved into the area, and he also received a call to serve a full-time mission.
	So, the great day finally arrived.  On November 20, 1948, I received my official 
call to serve as a full-time missionary for the Church.  Sometimes it is amazing to me 
how much meaning a little piece of paper can have, I thought as I gazed at that sheet 
appointing me as a full-time missionary.  Elder Leo Honeycutt and I boarded a bus which 
took both of us to the Mission Headquarters in Roanoke, Virginia, where we received 
additional counsel, and were officially set apart before being assigned to our specific 
fields of labor.  My first assignment was in the city of Lynchburg, Virginia.  Other areas 
of labor included Durham, North Carolina and Portsmouth, Virginia.
	While laboring in Portsmouth, Virginia, I received permission to receive my 
Patriarchal Blessing.  At the appointed time, Elder Clyde A. Parker, my Supervising 
Elder, took me and my companion, Sister Irene Barr, to Washington D.C. where, on July 
3, 1949 I received my own special blessing.
	Thanks be to my parents who sacrificed greatly to see that my mission needs were 
met.  My mother, who was not yet a baptized member of the Church, worked in the 
cotton mill to help support me.  My sister Beadie, although a single mother struggling to 
provide for helself and a little one, also sent a portion of her earnings to help me.  Along 
with the financial help, the early teachings of my father became such a part of my 
success.  It was almost as if he too were on a mission.  Every member of my family; my 
father, mother, grandmother and my own two sisters Beadie and Meatrice all helped, and 
shared in this great moment of my life.
	In August of 1949, upon completion of my mission, I returned home, and immediately accepted employment in Brother Crocker’s Beauty Salon as a secretary, 
receptionist and cashier.  I continued in that employment for almost a full year..
	The strength of the local leadership in the Branch continued to increase.  There 
were so many who contributed so much to the growth of the Church in the Asheville 
area. There are, however, a few names that stand out because of the significant positions 
of Pristhood leadership to which they were called, and in which they functioned 
faithfully.  Such names would be: Thomas Crocker, Fred Martin, Lamont Honeycutt and 
Walter Brewington.
	In August, 1950, I took my journey to Utah, where on August 22, 1950, I was 
married to Elder Theo McKean in the Salt Lake temple.  By the end of November, just 
three months into our marriage, Theo was called upon to serve his country.  He was 
immediately transported to Ft. Riley, Kansas where he received his basic training.  Upon 
completion of basic training, he was sent to Fort Lee, Virginia, for specialized schooling. 
By the end of February, I was able to join Theo in Virginia.  He was still required to live 
on base, so I obtained a “sleeping room” in Petersburg, which was right next to the base.  
In April, Theo received orders to go to Korea, so we traveled to Asheville, where I 
remained with my folks while he continued on to San Francisco where he boarded a ship 
for Korea.
	On July 16, 1951, our first son was born in the St. Joseph’s hospital in Asheville.  
Less than 24 hours later, my dear sister Beadie gave birth in the same hospital to her little 
girl Marlene.  Beadie, along with her Dad’s help, was the only member of our family who 
succeeded in bringing a relative into the Church.  She taught the Gospel to her (then) 
father-in-law John C. Humphries.  He was baptized into the Church and remained 
faithful throughout the rest of his life.
	As the Church’s strength continured to increase, Sarah Israel’s mother was called 
to be the first Relief Society President, and I served for a time as a counselor.  Relief 
Society was held in various homes, but since the Brewington home was the most 
centrally located, it became the place where we most often met.  
	Again, we were blessed when Sister Marilyn Carter Phillips moved into the 
Branch.  She was such a creative person with special talents in the arts and crafts.  She 
became a significant factor in keeping our Relief Society happily engaged in worthwhile 
projects.
	Another memory concerned a young married couple whose names I can’t recall, 
but who were enthusiastic genealogists.  I fondly refer to them as our “Nephite couple,” 
because they seemed to appear out of nowhere, and when their work was done, they 
disappeared, never to be heard of again!  Anyway, had it not been for their expertise, our 
own family genealogy would never have been completed.  It just so happened that my 
maternal grandmother, Arzanna Melton Martin, seemed to have a photographic memory, 
and her hobby had been to memorize the birth, marriage and death dates of all her 
immediate kin, back for several generations.  Because of this special couple and my 
grandmother’s memory, we learned how to fill out family group sheets and pedigree 
charts, and how to organize them into meaningful family histories.  It seems that the Lord 
always does provide.
	Our dear Brother Crocker died suddenly of a heart attack.  The funeral was held 
in Atlanta.  Because Dad was unable to leave his job, I along with Sarah Israel and Oliver Davis, rode to Atlanta with Lamont and Loise Honecutt to attend this event, which to me 
held a very real dimension of finalization to a most remarkable period of time embodied 
in my “Church Memories.”
	Sarah Israel and Oliver Davis were married in 1952 and lived for a time in 
Brother and Sister Brewington’s attic apartment.  Brother Oliver Davis soon became 
actively involved in leadership positions, along with all the other leaders of the area.
	My husband returned from Korea early in October of 1952.  We purchased our 
first little used automobile, and the three of us, Theo, myself and our 16 month-old little 
Paul, returned to Utah.

	
WALTER AND SARAH KATHERINE BREWINGTON

Walter Brewington, a barber, moved his family to Asheville in 1936 in search of a 
healthier climate for his wife, Catherine.  She had previously attended the Asheville 
Normal School, although her chronically poor health had prevented her from graduating.  
Walter, an Algonquin Indian, had been baptized at age eight and raised in the Church in 
South Carolina.  His parents had first come into contact with the Church while they were 
living with the Catawba Indians, who had almost all been converted to the Church in the 
late nineteenth century.  He left home, though, at the age of 13, and therefore had not 
received the priesthood as a young man.  He and his family depended on the missionaries 
for ordinances until they moved to Buncombe County, where, unaware of any other 
Mormons living nearby, they lost touch with the Church for a while.  Soon after the 
Martin and Israel families began meeting together, Walter and Catherine joined them, 
and Walter became a stalwart member of the branch for the remainder of his life.  
Catherine Brewington was equally faithful, although she did not join the Church until 
1958, well after her husband had helped form the original Asheville Branch and had 
become a counselor in the Presidency of the Royal Pines Branch.
	Walter and Catherine loved each other deeply and had a solid marriage, but 
Walter told of the time when they were newly married when it almost did not work out.  
They had met and courted in South Carolina, where her parents had moved.  Walter, 
though, felt it best to move to the mountains, which they did shortly after their marriage.  
Just a few days after their move, however, Walter came home one night and found his 
wife and all her personal belongings gone.  The next morning, he says, he bought a train 
ticket to South Carolina, and two return tickets.  He told how he arrived at Katherine’s 
parents’ home in the evening, and was met at the door by her father.  “What do you want, 
Walter?” the man said.  “I have come to get my wife and take her home.”
	Walter said that Katherine’s father stood motionless for a time and then invited 
him inside the door and called up the stairs, “Katherine, Walter is here to see you.”  
Walter said that in a few moments she appeared at the top of the staircase.  “Katherine, 
I have two railroad tickets, and I have come to take you home.”  He said that she just 
stood there for several minutes.  Finally she said quietly, “I need to get my bag.”  He 
waited several minutes more, just inside the front door.  Finally she came down the 
staircase with her suitcase, took his hand and they walked to the train station.  “And we 
have never been apart since that day,” he emphasized.
	After his retirement, Walter and Katherine purchased a home just a block from 
the meetinghouse in Skyland, and in 1973, when construction was underway on a new, 
full-sized chapel addition to the meetinghouse, Walter appointed himself as an unofficial 
construction inspector.  One day, his bishop received a call in the middle of the morning.  
“Bishop, you need to get out here right away.  The builder is building the chapel 
backwards!”  After talking a bit, the bishop realized that Walter was watching them 
frame up the back wall of the chapel, and thought it looked like some of the air 
conditioning supports were supports for the rostrum.
	During their last months, the Brewingtons sold their home and moved into senior 
citizens’ apartments in the Aston Park towers on South French Broad Avenue.  One time 
their home teacher was visiting them, and asked how they were getting along.  Walter 
smiled a bit and replied, “Well, it’s like this.  We wake up each morning and lie in bed 
and have a little talk.  We talk about how we are feeling that day, and talk about our 
aches and pains and miseries.  Which ever one sounds the most miserable, the other one 
has to get up and fix breakfast!  Katherine passed away in January of 1978.  Walter had 
long been fearful of being left alone, and after her passing, he commented often about 
how anxious he was to finish up and join her.  He passed away in March of 1979.	


MARILYN CARTER PHILLIPS AND PEARL CARTER
by Robert D. Collier

	Marilyn Carter, a native of Cache Valley, Utah, went to New York City for her 
education and graduated from the Columbia University School of Nursing.  She accepted 
employment working for the U.S, Government, and was told to report to the Government 
hospital in Asheville (now the VA Medical Center) in Oteen.  
	After settling in the Asheville area, she was traveling on the city bus one day, and 
met William (Bill) Phillips, the son of the owners of the MonteVista Hotel in Black 
Mountain.  Bill courted and married Marilyn, and before long they took over 
management of the hotel from his parents.  They had two daughters, Rosalie and Carol, 
and after establishment of the Royal Pines Branch, Marilyn and her two daughters 
regularly made the 40-mile round trip from Black Mountain to Skyland every Sunday to 
attend meetings.  They also traveled to attend weekday primary meetings, and after the 
girls reached the age of twelve, to come for Young Womens’ meetings.  All this, despite 
an extremely demanding schedule in keeping the hotel and restaurant operating 24 hours 
a day.  Bill Phillips never joined the Church, but he always supported his wife and 
daughters fully in their church activity, making sure she had good transportation and time 
to participate.  He also came to most socials, often helping cook when there was a 
barbecue or cookout.
	As time went on, the Hotel developed more and more of a catering service, and 
it became a regular matter for Marilyn, and later Rosalie, to provide refreshments for 
parties, and the food for special dinners.  In the 1960's Marilyn’s mother, Sister Pearl 
Carter, came to live with them and quickly became an important member of the hotel 
staff, especially in caring for the needs of the many retirees who were semi-permanent 
residents of the hotel.  
	I remember one time making a home teaching visit to Pearl Carter when she was 
in her 80s, and asking how she was doing.  She smiled and said that she felt fine and was 
able to stay busy and feel useful.  Then she chuckled and said, “But it’s a bother to have 
to spend so much time caring for all these old folks who live here and find there are so 
many things they can’t do because they are so old.”  She, of course, was older than any 
of them.  In later years, her hearing failed and she became almost completely deaf.  She 
never used that as an excuse to stay home from Church meetings, however.  She often 
told others how she was able to feel and enjoy the spirit of the meetings, even when she 
could not hear a thing.
	One Mother’s Day Sunday in the early 70s when I was the Branch President of 
Royal Pines Branch, I had the unusual inspiration that instead of planning a program of 
tribute to mothers, I would have a program in which mothers were the speakers.  I 
planned to have three mothers tell of their experiences as mothers--one a young mother 
with tiny children, one an older mother whose children were all grown, and the third a 
mother whose children were in their teens.  
	Carole Bennett was chosen as the young mother, and she spoke with beautiful 
feeling of the experience of enjoying a new baby, and of giving her toddler a first 
understanding of Heavenly Father and Jesus.  Then Pearl Carter was chosen as the older 
mother, and she spoke of the joys of seeing one’s children grow up to be faithful and 
righteous as they became adults and built their own life.
	We were all especially touched, however, with Sister Phillips’ talk.  She said, “I 
have listened to Sister Bennett talk of the joys of mother hood, and I remember how I 
enjoyed that time of my life.  I see her as just launching her ship on the ocean of life--just 
moving out of the harbor and not yet in the heavy seas.  I see my mother finally bringing 
her ship into a safe harbor after having successfully completed the long voyage.  But here 
I am as the mother of two teen-aged daughters.  I am out in the middle of the storms and 
don’t even know if I can see which way to go--just bailing water for dear life, trying to 
stay afloat!”  
- - - - - - - - - - - - -
	Marilyn’s daughter Carol submitted notes about that talk and commented, “I 
remember that talk well.  I was the teenager trying to sink down out of sight on one of 
the back pews of the chapel that day.”  Then, Carol added the following:

REMEMBERING MY MOTHER
by Carol Phillips Barratt

	My mother was such a realistic Mormon.  She was good, not just because she was 
a Mormon but simply because she was good.  She helped many people in Black 
Mountain that had no idea what a Mormon was, but the values she had been taught at 
Church helped shape her character.   I remember the story of a hotel guest who came 
running into the lobby at Christmastime--alarmed that a farmer who was passing by was 
allowing his donkey to eat the straw from an outdoor Nativity scene decoration in front 
of the hotel.  My mother just smiled and said, ‘Isn’t it great to have a live donkey in our 
Nativity scene?”
	  When mother moved to Black Mountain, it was said that surely she would not try to raise her children as Mormons, because they woudn’t fit in.  Mormons were in 
Utah.  But my mom raised both of us as ‘Mormon’ as she could, and helped us feel 
comfortable with it.  She always obeyed the Word of Wisdom, being the only lady not 
to drink coffee at the Black Mountain Ladies’club.  I miss my parents and truly feel as 
Nephi, that I was born of goodly parents.

	In early 1997, I visited the Murphy Branch and while there met Sister Marie Roth.  
When she found I was from Asheville, she asked me if I had known Marilyn Phillips.  
She passed on the following experience:

	My hometown is Black Mountain, North Carolina.  My only contact with the 
L.D.S. Church was hearing the Mormon Tabernacle Choir on the radio every Sunday 
afternoon. This was a real treat to me and my family.  When I was a young girl growing 
up there, I remember the Monte Vista Hotel.  It was dormant for a season, and then the 
owner, Bill Phillips, married Marilyn Carter.  She orchestrated the return of the hotel to 
its original purpose of being a hotel.  As Mrs. Phillips sorted through equipment, I 
remember going there with my mother and the other Methodist church members to pick 
up dishes that were given to our church.
	My family and I ate meals there often, and I was so impressed with the antique 
furnishings, the comfortable atmosphere and quiet elegance.  At my first marriage, my 
future parents-in-law gave a pre-marriage luncheon, and my parents have our wedding 
reception there. Also, the combined families enjoyed meals there together.  Years later, 
when I returned to Black Mountain to bury my mother, I engaged the Monte Vista Hotel 
to give a reception after the burial.  Through the years, this hotel has been a significant 
part of my life.
	As I experienced these visits and learned more of Mrs. Phillips, I realized what 
a creative and wonderful person she was.  She painted beautifully, decorated the hotel 
with such beautiful touches, and she was a warm, caring person to visitors and to the 
senior citizens who lived there full time.
	In 1979, I joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in Seneca, South 
Carolina, and not too long after that, discovered that Mrs. Phillips was also a member of 
the Church.  That was a real delight to me, and I visited her several times and enjoyed 
calling her Sister Phillips.  I know it must have been difficult for her to attend Church at 
such a distance, and also to run a hotel at the same time.  I have fond memories of 
Marilyn Phillips and feel that she had a positive influence on my life.
		Marie Roth, Hayesville NC 



THE CALLING OF A STAKE PRESIDENT
by President Ronald Lofts

	In September of 1988, many of the members were told of the expected release of 
President L. Andrew Goad as Stake President.  I was serving on the High Council at the 
time, and was aware of the release.  Stake Conference was postponed until November.  During that interval, thoughts would occasionally come to my mind about possible 
changes that might be helpful in the organization of the Stake.  I would immediately 
dismiss those thoughts as something that should not concern me.  I was unknown in the 
Stake and only 39 years old--obviously too young to be considered to be in the new 
presidency.  Besides that, I had a beard and moustache and rode a motorcycle, which I 
knew presented a problem for some members.  I began feeling that I should shave off my 
beard and moustache, but dismissed that thought as well.  My wife liked my beard and 
so did I, and my children had never seen me without it.
	On the Thursday before Stake Conference, as I arose and was looking at myself 
in the mirror, I again had the impression I should shave and cut my long hair.  This time 
I felt I should follow that impression, so I shaved off my moustache and beard, and had 
my hair cut quite short.  On the Saturday of the interviews, I was scheduled late in the 
day.  It was a good thing, as I had been backpacking for a couple of days and barely made 
it to the meetinghouse in time, on my motorcycle.  There were two general authorities 
doing the interviewing, Elder Rex Pinegar and Elder Lloyd George, and a regional 
representative, Elder Alvie Evans.  I met with Elder George.  The interview was very 
brief.  We introduced ourselves to each other, and as requested, I gave him the names of 
two brethren I thought would be good leaders.  We had little more time together.  
	I went to find my wife to escort her to the dinner that was kindly provided for us.  
As she handed me a plate, President Goad caught my eye from the other side of the 
cultural hall.  I went over to see him, and he said he wanted to talk with me further.  This 
time all three of the brethren were in the room.  Elder Pinegar led the discussion.  Since 
his professional degree was in special education and mine was in psychology specializing 
in mental retardation, we mostly talked about that field.  I was soon dismissed and went 
back to eat. 
	After dinner, Marcia and I left for the chapel to attend the evening session of 
conference, but Brother Les Arnold, the Stake Executive Secretary, asked if I would 
come and help him wikth some tables.  He then took me to a room with no tables at all, 
but with four chairs.  He asked me to be patient, and the others would soon arrive.  The 
Brethren came in, and issued the call for me to serve as Stake President, and Brother 
Arnold was sent to get my wife.  We accepted the call.
	I was then introduced to the current Stake Presidency.  Elder Pinegar asked if 
there were any questions.  President Goad said that he had never seen me without my 
beard or moustache, and wondered why I had removed them.  I told the brethren of my 
impression earlier in the week that I should do so, and my decision to follow that 
impression.
	Elder Pinegar said that it did not really matter whether I had a beard or not, as he 
knew stake presidents with both, but the he said something significant: He said that the 
difference might well have been that the Lord needed to find whether I would listen to 
the Spirit, and even more, whether I would follow that prompting.  I feel strongly that if 
I had not shaved that morning, the Lord would likely have called someone else.  I have 
always felt that to be a great lesson for this calling.  It has served me well to listen and 
to follow the Spirit, even when I did not understand why. 




	
CHISOLMS WORSHIP AS FAMILY SINCE THEY BECAME MORMONS
from the Asheville Citizen & Times, March 21, 1981

	Each Sunday for more than 20 years, Charles and Marie Chisolm would leave 
home in separate cars to attend worship services at their respective churches.  Charles 
was Episcopalian and Marie, a Presbyterian.
	Today, however, they worship together as as family.  The Chisolms are 
Mormons--members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  
	“The congregation received us wholeheartedly--everyone was warm and receptive 
and they displayed the feeling that love is caught rather than taught,” Mrs. Chisolm said.
	“We believe that the Mormon congregation looks at what you are rather than 
what race you are.  We are color blind,” she said, “and other members of the Mormon 
congregation have displayed the same attitude.  It never dawned on us that we were either 
black or white,” Mrs. Chisolm said.
	Before joining the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, they had not been 
worshipping as a family in the same church.  “The boys went with my husband and the 
girls attended services with me,” she said.
	“Three years ago, a friend of ours and a member of the Mormon Church invited 
us to attend a sacrament meeting at which his son was given a farewell program before 
becoming a Mormon missionary.  We were very much impressed with the meeting,” she 
said.
	“We were also impressed by the way the church was organized and by the 
doctrine of the church.”
	Missionaries from the church began visiting the Chisolm home.  “They talked 
with us several times.  Finally, last September we decided to join the Asheville Ward of 
the Mormon Church,” Mrs. Chisolm said.
	The Chisolms said they discovered after joining the Church that everyone in the 
Mormon congregation is involved in some phase of work in the church.
	Chisolm, a retired state employee, serves as second counselor in Sunday School, 
and Mrs. Chisolm, a school teacher, serves as a cultural arts teacher in the Relief Society 
of the church.
	Mrs. Chisolm, the daughter of a Presbyterian minister, said studying from the 
Holy Bible and the Book of Mormon doesn’t present any problems to them.
	The Book of Mormon is an adjunct to the Holy Bible,” she said.  “There is no 
competition.  One supports the other.”
	On the question of blacks in the priesthood of the Mormon church, which was 
prohibited until two years ago, Mrs. Chisolm said, “It was our understanding that black 
people can be elevated to all positions in the church.”
	“We view the Mormon church as being ideal for the black family--especially its 
belief in strong family ties.  I’m encouraging black families to come and see for 
themselves,” she said.
	Although the Chisolms were the first blacks to join the Asheville Ward, stake president Dr. L. Andrew Goad of the Asheville Stake (Diocese) said, “There have always 
been black families in the church since it was organized over 100 years ago.  
	“We are very pleased to have the Chisolms join the church.  They have been 
friends to several members of the church and they have always shared the sme ideals and 
concerns in raising children that’s typical of the Mormon church,” said Bob Collier, a 
member of the Stake High Council.
	The Chisolms said the three principles of the church they closely identify with are 
“following the Commandments according to Scripture, strong family concept and 
preparing for the future under the Relief Society program of the church.”


BUTCHOP HART


	When he was called as bishop of the newly-formed Asheville Ward, the youth of 
the ward soon found that Bishop Harry Hart had never used the name “Harry,” but had 
always gone by the nickname “Butch.”  To show the proper respect for Priesthood 
leaders, a bishop’s given name is never used, but the youth liked that name “Butch,” and 
so they coined the title “Butchop Hart” to use in referring to him.
	Brother Hart began his life of Priesthood service early.  He had been raised in 
California in a family with pioneer ancestry, and was a returned missionary when he met 
Susan Chapman, who was from Western North Carolina, when they were both students 
at BYU.  When they graduated in 1972, Susan persuaded him to come with her to North 
Carolina and to Forest City, where her parents lived.  He was soon called as a member 
of the North Carolina West District Council of the Church by District President James 
Cooper of Hickory.  That was a large responsibility for a young man just out of college.  
The next year, in 1973, however, he was called as Branch President of the Forest City  
Branch, at age 24--a calling with even greater demands.  As matters progressed, however, 
even more demanding callings were to come.  He became employed in Morganton, and 
two years later the Harts decided to move there to be closer to his work.  
	After their move to Morganton, President Cooper felt that with Brother Hart’s 
abilities and experience to draw on, a branch could once again be organized in 
Morganton.  The members in Morganton had once before had their own branch, but had 
been recently traveling to Hickory for meetings.  The new Morganton Branch was formed 
with Brother Hart as Branch president.  It included members from Valdese, Drexel, Glen 
Alpine and other nearby communities as well, and under Brother Hart’s leadership, soon 
began to grow.  It has continued to grow since that time to become a strong ward in the 
Hickory Stake.
	In 1978, a change of employment led to the Harts moving once again, this time 
to Asheville.  A Priesthood calling once more followed, soon after their arrival.  Brother 
Hart was asked to become the bishop of the newly formed Asheville Ward of the 
Greenville South Carolina Stake, formed from a division of the Royal Pines Ward.  
While serving as Bishop, the new Asheville Stake was organized, and the Asheville 
Ward was one of the important units of the new stake.
	Within two years, however, a transfer of employment took the Harts to Gatlinburg, where Butch served as counselor in the Branch Presidence for a few months, 
before another job transfer took the family to Ft. Myers, FL.  There, Brother Hart was 
called to the high council  of the St. Petersburg Stake.  There in Florida, he recalls, the 
stake was large and travel times lengthy.  It was a three-hour drive each way to the stake 
center for high council meetings.  He left just after 4 p.m. and, if the meeting was 
lengthy, at times did not get home until  as late as 2 a.m. or later.  The high council had 
rotating speaking assignments in ward and branch meetings, and one time Brother Hart 
had to travel over four hours each way to one of the branches in the northern part of the 
stake to deliver his twenty-minute talk in sacrament meeting.
	While serving on the high council, the St. Petersburg Stake was divided and the 
Ft. Myers Stake was formed.  He was again called to the high council of the new stake, 
continuing his responsibilities but, thankfully, not being required to travel as far.  That 
assignment did not last long, however.  Within a short time, Brother Hart was called to 
be bishop of the Ft. Myers Second Ward, where he served faithfully for the remainder of 
the seven years the Harts spent in Florida.
	In 1989, the opportunity came to return to North Carolina.  The Harts moved to 
Cherokee, where Brother Jim Cooper had moved and had joined with other members of 
his family in building and operating a Holiday Inn on land his father owned.  Brother 
Hart began managing the hotel, where he is currently employed.  The saga of “Butchop 
Hart” was then to continue.  He was called as Bishop of the Cherokee Ward.  Brother 
Butch Hart has presided over wards and branches in five different cities, probably a 
record number for anyone in the Church in Western North Carolina.  He is currently 
serving as the early morning seminary class teacher in the Cherokee Ward.


BREVARD

	Editor’s note: When the following two stories were received as personal 
testimonies, it was clear that both were as much an inspiring story of the early days of the 
Brevard Branch as they are personal testimonies of Peggy Luedtke and Jim Cannon.   For 
that reason, they are included here rather than in Section IV.  For that same reason, the 
first part of Jim’s story is here, and the rest further on, under “Hendersonville.”


MY STORY
by Peggy Powers Luedtke

	I had never heard the word Mormon when my neighbor and best friend, JoAnne 
O’Sheilds, invited me across the road tomeet the Mormon missionaries.  I went, not 
because I was curious, but because I had nothing else to do.  We lived in the small town 
of Pisgah Forest NC, just at the edge of Pisgah National Forest.  We had no car, no 
telephone, no television, and quite simply, nothing else to do.  Meeting the Mormon 
missionaries offered entertainment for the night.
	They told me a story about a young boy exactly my age, 14, who had a vision and 
restored the Gospel to the earth.  They told me about gold plates and gave me a Book of Mormon.  They asked me if I would pray and ask Heavenly Father if what they told me 
was true.  I thought surely they are not talking to me and I pretended I did not hear them.  
But they were persistent.  They wanted me to pray, so I agreed.
	I really believe I knew that what they were telling me was true, even while they 
were presenting the first flannel board discussion that very first night.  When I went 
home and prayed, I asked the Lord not to send me angels like He did to answer Joseph 
Smith’s prayer, because that would scare me to death.  Since I shared a bedroom with 
Mama, Daddy, my sister, my brother and Grannie, I figured it would scare them too.
	I continued to take the discussions and play basketball regularly with the 
missionaries and some other young people from the meighborhood.  I later learned that 
this was the standard operating procedure during the infamous “kiddie dip” era of 
missionary work, though I never considered myself “kiddie dipped.”  I was taught well 
by two Utah missionaries, Elder Neil Christensen and Elder William Hughes, who loved 
the Gospel.
	First, Tony Terry was baptized.  Then my sister, Sue, in February of 1962, and 
my mother , Dola Mae Powers, in May.  Even though I knew the Gospel was true and 
wanted to be baptized, I kept holding out because I didn’t want to face the ridicule at 
school and I wasn’t sure I wanted to make the commitment.  I knew it wouldn’t be easy.  
Finally, Elder Christensen and Elder Hughes came by my home and told me they were 
being transferred and they wanted to baptize me before they left.  Tony agreed he would 
not tell anybody at school, so I was baptized on 16 May 1962 at the Royal Pines Branch 
meetinghouse.  I was 15 years old.
	When I arrived at Brevard High School the next morniing, Tony was sitting on 
the front steps with all my friends--waiting to see what a newly baptized Beggy would 
look like and act like.  I wanted to choke him but I didn’t.  I decided since everyoneknew, 
I had better get my act together.  At that point, I accepted my new identity as a member 
of  the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  I was one of only two million in the 
whold world, and I figured that made me pretty special.
	We began sharing the Gospel with our friends, family and neighbors with a 
religious zeal that I have not matched in any period of my life since then.  We taught our 
friends and some joined the Church.  Billy Holden was baptized, and Robert Hebert, and 
Garland Parris.  Many others wanted to be baptized, but were not allowed to by their 
parents, who though Mormons were a weird cult.  We taught our teachers.  We taught our 
parents.  We taught all the children in our neighborhood.
	The missionaries taught us all they had time to teach us before they were 
transferred, and left us to run what was known as the Brevard Independent Sunday 
School.  Tony was 16 and old enough to bless and pass the sacrament.  We knew three 
songs: an opening hymn (A Mighty Fortress is our God), a cacrament hymn (While of 
These Emblems We Partake), and a closing hymn (We Thank Thee O God For a 
Prophet).  We sang these songs every Sunday.  We had an average of ten attend each 
Sunday, consisting of combinations of JoAnne’s family, my family, Tony and a few 
friends.  Tony taught the adult class.  I taught the teenagers--from James E. Talmage’s  
“Jesus The Christ,” a book I still have difficulty understanding.  Sister Anders taught the 
children.
	The missionaries had found Sister Anders while they were tracting in Brevard.  She had been praying for them.  Imagine their surprise when they knocked on her door 
and she opened it and said, “Come on in.  I’ve been waiting for you!”  She added 
maturity to the group.  Sister Anders was an older lady who worked at the laundry in 
Brevard.  I believe she met with a lot of opposition from her family when she was 
baptized.  When we would get discouraged because our attendance was so small, she 
would remind us that “whereve one or two are gathered together, the Spirit of the Lord 
will be there.”  Sunday after Sunday, year after year, she reminded us that it wasn’t th 
numbers that were important.
	We held our Sunday School meetings in the American Legion Hall.  We always 
had to go early and sweep up the beer cans before we could set up our chairs for Sunday 
School.  And we did that Sunday after Sunday, year after year.  Little by little, more 
families began to attend.  The Saunders family moved in and started to attend, and some 
of the O’Shields from Rosman, who were descended from Helen O’Shields, plus others.
	Helen was the very first member in the area.  She loved the missionaries and 
loved to talk about the early missionaries--how they would trave by foot through the 
mountains, carrying their suitcases and spending weeks at a time as t hey preached in the 
area.  She had a photo album full of pictures of missionaries she had housed and fed 
sincethe early 1900s.  Because of her health, Helen was never able to attend Su;nday 
School, but we went to visit her and loved to listen to her stories.
	Sister Elise Davis was another older member who had a great impact on us.  She 
moved to Brevard when I was in the eleventh grade.  She was probably the most educated  
member we had ever met.  She had several degrees, including onefrom BYU.  She lived 
in a little car in the forest until she built a small home.  She taught us the broader aspect 
of the Word of Wisdom, i.e. eating healthy foods and exercising.  But most of all, she 
introduced us to genealogy, which has become a life long passion for me.
	Occasionally, Tony would go out with the missionaries for theday, and when he 
did so, he would come back with all kinds of things to teach us.  One of those was 
tithing.  I was making 67 cents an hour in the gladiolus field and I said there was no way 
in the world the Lord wanted my 6.7 cents and besides, I was saving it for college.  But 
in order to get a recommend to get a Patriarchal Blessing, which was another thing Tony 
learned about from the missionaries and said we absolutely must have, I had to pay my 
tithing.  I learned very quickly about the blessings that accompany tithe paying.
	Tony came home from a day with the missionaries onetime and said we had to 
have a primary program for the children.  I said we have no children.  He said we would 
find some.  And we did.  Every Tuesday evening, Tony and my sister, Sue, would go 
through Saw Mill Town and gather up all the dirty little children.  Tjeir moms said they 
could come if Tony and Sue would clean them up.  While they scrubbed kids, I stayed 
at home and made Kool-Aid and prepared a lesson from a Radar book that Tony got from 
the missionaries.  Again, I hadno idea what I was doing but I did it.  I often wondered 
what happened to all those children.  Did any grow up and join the Church?
	Another time, Tony said we had to start a building fund if we ever wanted a 
meetinghouse.  And I believe he did it.  As you can see, Tony Terry was the catalyst in 
the growth of that small independent Sunday School in Brevard.  He simply would not 
let us quit.  Every new thing he learned, he taught to us.  When we were tired of 
sweeping up beer cans in orderto have a placefor Sunday School, he pushed us on.
	He borrowed a car and convinced us to give him our lunch money to buy gas to 
take us to MIA in Royal Pines--an hour drive each way.  He arranged rides for us to get 
to District Conference and the youth activities.  We did home teaching and visiting 
teaching before I knew either one had a name.
	By the grace of God and some very loving Church members, Tony and I were 
able to go to BYU after high school graduation in spite of the fact that we had absolutely 
no money and lived in what the text books described as abject poverty.  We were always 
afraid that when we graduated and left, the Brevard Independent Sunday School would  
disappear.  But by the time we left, new members were beginning to move in--the 
Cannons, the Arnolds and others--more experienced people with the Priesthood, families, 
and piano players.
	It was not easy being a Mormon in Brevard in the early 1960s.  Most people 
werelike I was, either tey hadneverheard the word Mormon, or thought we had horns. But 
I would not trade my experiences for anything.  My membership in the Church of Jesus 
Christ of Latter-day Saints gave me direction and purpose.  Before I joined the Church, 
I, along with the other kids in my neighborhood, including Tony, were commonly 
referred to as “Saw Mill Trash.”  But after my baptism, I was a Child of God.
	Knowing this gave me the courage to become the person I was destined to be.  
I not only got the education I wanted--a B.A. and an M.A. from BYU, but I’ve had 
several wonderful careers, including beinganaikrline stewardess, a newspaper reporter, 
a public relations specialist and a teacher at BYU.  I was sealed to my husband, Dr. Kurt 
A. Luedtke, in the Los Angeles Temple.  We have two children, Beggy Leigh who is a 
junior at UNC-W, and Erik, a high school senior who is currently in the application 
process for the U.S. Air Force Academy in Colorado.  Kurt and I are team teaching early 
morning seminary (for our fifth year) and the single adult Sunday School class here in 
the Goldsboro II Ward.
	I will always have a special love for the Brevard Branch of the Church of Jesus 
Christ of Latter-day Saints because that’s where I was first introduced to the Restored 
Gospel and gained a testimony of its truthfulness.



MY TESTIMONY
by James R. Cannon, Sr.

	I joined the Church in January of 1963 in Warner Robins, Georgia.  Between Etta, 
(my  wife-to-be) and the missionaries, a lot of questions I had were answered.  At first, 
my testimony was weak.  Etta and I were married on August 30 of that same year.  We 
were married in the Chapel of Flowers at a Warner Robins funeral home because our 
meetinghouse was still under construction.
	I was in the U.S. Air Force and shortly after we were married, I was transferred 
to  Trenton, New Jersey, as a member of M.A.T.S., the Military Air Transport Service.  
We lost contact with the Church completely until Wendy, our daughter, was born in 
October of 1964. When she was old enough to receive a blessing and a name, we tried 
to locate the Ward we were supposed to be attending.  We found it across the river in Pennsylvania.  I called the bishop there and made arrangements to have Wendy given a 
blessing and a name.  We went and had that done, and I began to wonder how I might 
have had the chance to bless her myself if I had the proper authority.  I realized we might 
have more children, or I might be asked someday.  So we began to attend church a little 
more often, and it began to feel really good.  After a vist with the Bishopric, I was called 
as Deacons’ Quorum Advisor, and that was my first step towards the Melchizedek 
Priesthood.  It seems I have always had callings dealing with the youth of our Church, 
either as a Young Mens’ leader or as a Branch President or counselor over youth or Stake 
Young Mens’ President.  I have also held Scoutmaster, Post Advisor and Varsity Coach 
positions in Scouting.
	In June, 1965, I was released from the Air Force after four years of service.  I 
received an honorable discharge from McGuire AFB near Trenton, N.J.  Etta, Wendy and 
I traveled to Edneyville, N.C., where I had grown up and graduated from High School.  
I was actually born in Lincolnton N.C. on November 29, 1941, but most of my growing-up years were in Henderson County.  We spent approximately three months in Edneyville 
with Ruby (my first cousin) and her husband Wade Freeman.  They had been kind 
enough to take me in at around 12 years of age and raise me after my mother, Pauline, 
and my 5-yr. Old brother Paul Euria died in a house fire in Mountain Home, N.C.
	We soon found a house for rent in Etowah and moved there.  The owners were 
Delma and Daniel Vick, and they were very kind to us.  We eventually bought a lot for 
$500 from her parents, Ervin and Oleta Sams, and built our first house next to the Vicks.
	Around 1966, we discovered the Royal Pines Branch and also a dependent 
Sunday School in Brevard, and we began to attend church in Brevard.  This was where 
I really began to understand the workings of the Church, how it all came together, and 
how the Lord’s house is a house of order.  My testimony began to grow rapidly from 
being in the Brevard Sunday School.  Some of the names in that dependent Sunday 
School were the O’Sheilds, Holdens, Clevelands, Saunders, Simpsons, Powers and 
Galloways.  We met every Sunday, and our tithes were sent to Royal Pines.  Our tithing 
receipts were handwritten.
	Soon, Arlon Chaffin and his family came, followed by the Arnolds, Jim and 
Anne, from Utah.  Eventually, it was decided to create the Brevard Branch with Arlon 
Chaffin as President, Jim Arnold as First Counselor, and myself as Second Counselor. 
Our numbers began to grow, and soo we numbered around 25 in attendance.  I was 
assigned to locate all the members living in and around Brevard, even as far as Lake 
Toxaway.  There were 88 names on the list.  This was a real eye-opener for me.  The 
receptions I received were varied.  They ranged from very glad to see me to threatening 
me with a gun.  The job was finally completed with all but two names located and their 
Church status assessed.
	Shortly after all the members had been located, Arlon Chaffin and his family left.  
Jim Arnold became Branch President, and I became his First Counselor.  I can’t recall 
who the Second Counselor was.  Things went pretty well, and then DuPont, Jim’s 
employer, transferred his family to Luxembourg, and I became Branch President.  Asahel 
Wilson of the Hickory District set me apart in the den of our unfinished house, in July 
of 1970.  We were expecting our second child, Jim Jr., in November.
	I had seen many small miracles in my time in the Brevard Branch.  Many lives were changed; there was much growth, and soon missionaries were assigned to our unit.  
We had some wonderful missionaries.  They worked hard, and they rendered service to 
the members whenever there was a need.  We had a Branch outing at Davidson River, 
and there was this one little missionary who was really caught up in the activities.  I 
edged over closer to him as he was standing close to the river, until I intentionally pushed 
him in.  It was a hot day, and he was quite slow in getting out of the water.  Then he 
reminded me that missionaries should not go swimming.
	Merlin McElprang, a professional Scouter, and his wife Patsy, and their four 
children arrived.  Dewey and Vada Keller and their family joined the Church, followed 
by Tom and Olivia Helms, at the time the Kellers’ neighbors.  Around this time, Morris 
Hunnicutt, a friend of the Kellers, also joined.  We had members arrive who were 
associated with the Rosman satellite tracking station.	
	During this time, we were meeting in the American Legion Hall in Brevard.  Each 
Sunday morning, we had to sweep out the beer bottles, cigarette butts, trash, etc., left 
over from the previous Saturday night party.  Our meeting conditions weren’t great, but 
our spirits were strong and willing.  We had to attend district conferences in Hickory.  
They were spiritual, and were well attended.  When we had district conferences, many 
times we would go down on Saturday afternoons and spend the night.  There would be 
meetings there on Saturday night, then four hours of conference on Sunday--two hours 
of talks, lunch, and two more hours of talks in the afternoon.  James Cooper was District 
President at the time there.  I remember the district president calling for the “Hickory 
300"--three hundred in attendance.  After that successful event, he called for the 
“Hickory 500.”
	We traveled four hundred miles to Roanoke, Virginia for branch presidency 
training as that was like our Stake Center in Asheville is today.  Many times the four 
members of our presidency went there on a prayer and faith--me, Merlin McElprang, 
Dewey Keller and our clerk, Morris Hunnicutt.  Because of the new house and upcoming 
baby, Etta had quit the job which meant money was tight, but faith put gas in the car for 
my long-distance meetings and food on the table for us.
	During the first two weeks of my Presidency, I had to perform a wedding and two 
funerals.  I got a taste of being a Branch President real fast.  At the wedding, which was 
held at Pretty Place near Caesar’s Head outside Brevard, Etta had to walk close behind 
me so no one could see the slick, worn-out seat of my suit pants.  It was the only suit I 
had, and, at the time, I couldn’t afford a new one.  It had seen a lot of wear.  The wedding 
was for Kurt and Peggy Powers Luedtke.  He is now a doctor, and they are active in the 
Goldsboro N.C. Ward.  The two funerals were conducted in Baptist Churches for the 
member who was an O’Shields and one who was a Galloway.  Needless to say, our 
doctrine was a bit different.  I remember at Sister Helen O’Shields’ funeral in Rosman, 
the Baptist minister would not speak to me or shake my hand after the service.
	After that, things settled into a slower, more encouraging pace.  Many times my 
faith and my courage were required to get me through the difficult times for me and my 
family.  All along beside me, giving me support and encouragement, was my wife, Etta.  
We had it tough financially because Etta decided to be a full-time Mom, but the Lord 
always provided us with the things we needed. In 1972, we decided to be sealed in the 
Salt Lake Temple.  We had been able to get our first new car in 1972; it was a Ford Galaxie 500.  We also bought a 14 ft. Travel trailer for our trip.  We rented it out a 
couple of times to people for vacations.  This covered our payments on it.  After using 
it for our trip to the temple, we sold it on our return.
	The branch began to function well in the early ‘70s, but we felt there could be 
more, so in a meeting in Hickory just before we became part of the Greenville S.C. Stake, 
we made a request to have the members from Hendersonville and Brevard join together 
and meet in Hendersonville at Edwards Park near Five Points.  After much discussion 
with leaders from Hickory, Royal Pines, Brevard and Greenville, the decision was made.  
The boundaries were determined by me and the bishop of the Royal Pines Ward (I can’t 
remember his name).  These boundaries still stand as of this time.  They were well 
thought out and established by inspiration for the benefit of the Hendersonville, Brevard 
and Asheville Saints.  Through all these things, the Lord showed the way in which He 
wanted His Church to go.
	(Ed. Note: See the rest of Brother Cannon’s this story under “Hendersonville.)
	
CHEROKEE

A MEETINGHOUSE FOR THE CHEROKEE BRANCH
By Ellene McKay George

	Ed. Note: This is part of a history of the Cherokee Branch, written by Sister 
George in 1981.  Other excerpts from her history are included in the branch history in 
Part II of this volume.  Note that the building of any building on the Reservation required 
approval of the Tribal Council, and land was not allowed to pass out of tribal control.  
A church building, therefore, was required to be built on land owned by and leased from 
a tribe member.

	By June, 1949 the Cherokee L.D.S. were meeting in the Old High School 
Auditorium, close to the old hospital.  Sister Nell Tahquette supplied the bread for the 
Sacrament.  Her two sons, Frank and Howard, were deacons.  James A. Cooper was the 
first local member to join the Priesthood.  He became a deacon on June 19, 1949.  One 
month later, Brother Phillip Arkansas was the second member to be ordained in the 
Priesthood.  They could then pass the sacrament.
	Over the next few years, the Church grew, and was held in the Arts and Crafts 
Building (now the Tribal Operations Building) and in the building where the Cyclorama 
Wax Museum is now located, on Highway 19.  The missionaries conducted, and most 
of the congregation was women and children.  Over this period of time, some of the 
families that were converted to the Church were the Hornbuckles, Brother Mose Welch, 
the Coopers, the Richard Taylors and others.  The harvest of Saints certainly strengthened 
this small branch.
	There were no interviews then, only popular election.  There were about twenty 
members, and they were meeting at Sister Amanda Youngbird’s place.  She offered to 
donate land, and Church members went to the Tribal Council and said, “We want to 
build a Church in Cherokee and authorize transfer of land to the Latter-day Saints 
Church.  It was “shot down real quick.”  Mary Sneed, a member of the L.D.S. Church, was offended.  An alternate had to take over for her. 
	Past history has it that a Reverend Payne decided that his mission was to “stop 
the Mormon Church,” and his efforts “brainwashed” tribal leader and others.  Arzene 
Thompson, the husband of an L.D.S. sister; George Owl, the brother of member Frell 
Owl;  and John McCoy of Birdtown, were then on the Tribal Council and were friends 
of the Church.  Nevertheless, the tribal leaders said “No” at the same session the L.D.S 
request was made.  The Wesleyan Methodist Church got their O.K. at that time, and at 
the next session of the council, it was “No” again, while the Episcopal Church got their 
approval.  Quite simply, the Tribal Council was against the Church being built on the 
Cherokee Reservation.  Brother James Cooper went all the way to Washington D.C. to 
Congress to see if they could get permission.  The Vice Chief here in Cherokee said that 
the Mormon Church would be built here over his dead body.  At still a third session of 
the Tribal Council, the verdict was “no” to the plea to be able to build a meeting place--a 
chapel for the Latter-day Saints in the Cerokee, North Carolina area.
	In the meantime, one of the local churches had a “special speaker” for their 
congregation.  He was a Mr. Hinton, a so-called “authority” on the Mormon Church.  
Everyone invited Brother Jimmy Cooper to attend..  He did, and heard some bad remarks 
about the Church, and about the Salt Lake Temple. Among the untruths uttered were 
statements like “They take the ladies out there to the temple where they become 
frightened and leap into the Great Salt Lake and drown.”  A few months later, Brother 
Cooper went through the temple himself, and, of course, saw that the remarks were false.
	Finally, in 1958, Arnold Cooper, the father of Brother James Cooper, said, “It’s 
not right that these people don’t have their church,” so he decided to get on the Tribal 
Council and help pass legislation.  He did, and with the help of his sister Myrtle Jenkins, 
a council member, he saw that the L.D.S. Church was recognized, and he helped get 
permission for a Church building.  He and his wife later joined the Church, and he was 
active until his death in 1978.  He was an elder at that time.
	For ten years. The Church had been without a home; the dedicated members had 
met at Windsor’s house and the other places previously mentioned.  With Arnold 
Cooper’s getting the needed permission passed through Tribal Council, the way was 
opened to lease the land for a meetinghouse.
	Land was donated (non-remunerative lease) to the Church by Sister Luvenia 
Hornbuckle and her brothers and sisters; Roy Bradley, Vera Bradley Moles, Margaret 
Bradley Davis and Minda Bradley Kahdot.  They turned over their share of their holdings 
so that the Church could be built.  Brother Thurman Hornbuckle dedicated the land on 
Easter Sunday, at the Sunrise Service.  It was a beautiful morning, and “as he prayed with 
open arms, the birds sang and all was well.”
	In October, 1962, this small Cherokee Branch moved into their beautiful new 
meetinghouse built by the Church.  The building has been expanded since then, serving 
as a chapel and a cultural hall for the Branch, and also has an apartment for the 
missionaries.  The first Branch President in the new building was a very dedicated and 
gracious man, Lester E. Pedersen, of Bryson City.  He was ably assisted by Thurman 
Hornbuckle as his First Counselor.  President Pedersen’s faith was rewarded when he 
saw his wife Margaret and their daughter Beth accept baptism and take their place as 
active members.  
	Ten years after the Brandh had moved into their new building, on August 26, 
1972, the Cherokee chapel was dedicated. The facility had been renovated and made to 
look like new by donations of money and labor from the Branch and District members 
and missionaries, and money from Church Headquarters.  Presiding at the dedication was 
President Rex D. Pinegar of the North Carolina-Virginia Mission.  District President 
James A. Cooper conducted the meeting. The invocation was given by Brother Thurman 
Hornbuckle, and remarks were given by Pres. Leon Jenks, Pres. Lester E. Pedersen, and 
Pres. James A. Cooper. The dedicatory prayer was given by President Pinegar, and the 
Benediction by Elder Ira Mitchell.  The flowers for the dedication service were placed 
in memory of Sister Alice Bradley, Mary Elizabeth Thompson and Brothers Mose I. 
Welch, “Buddy” Arkansas and Phillip Arkansas.  Of historic importance, the Franklin 
Branch was organized on this date and divided off the Cherokee Branch membership.
	Members renovated the meetinghouse building again during the Summer of 1978.  
An Open House was then held in August.  The building was filled to capacity with 
visitors from the community, and L.D.S. members from Cherokee and surrounding areas.  
Sister Debra Cooper, daughter of James A. and Janene Cooper, had just returned from 
her mission to Portugal, and gave a very inspiring talk.

A LEADER’S VISION

	James A. Cooper was the first member of the Cherokee tribe to be ordained an 
Elder, to go on a Mission and to be married in the Temple.  He later became Cherokee 
Branch President, Cherokee Ward Bishop, and President of the North Carolina West 
District.  In the Fall of 1980, while President of the Cherokee Branch, he gave a talk in 
which he outlined the following vision for the members in Cherokee:
	“We have reached a goal dreamed of for a long time.  We have reached a pinnacle 
towards building the Kingdom of God.  We have witnessed the birth of the Cherokee 
Branch and have seen evidence of its growth toward maturity in this part of the Lord’s 
vineyard, and it is very gratifying.
	Thirty years ago it was just a thought in some missionary’s mind--just a hope; just 
a dream--when we started here.  There was no organization in the adjacent counties.  The 
nearest Branch was in Colfax, North Carolina, and it was mostly missionaries.  It all 
could be compared to the Whitmer home 150 years ago.  Brother Davis and the 
Waynesville Saints were part of us until 1972.
	What was it that caused the early members to leave organized churches and to 
embrace this Church?  We only had one or two missionaries.  It wasn’t the basketball, 
the picnics--it was first and foremost--KNOWLEDGE: quench the thirst for knowledge 
and never thirst again.   The understanding that God is not just a Spirit; that we’re judged 
by our own works and rewarded for our deeds.   God has a body and Jesus is in His 
image.  We are literal sons and daughters of God.  We pattern our family on earth as in 
Heaven.  We believe the same as the church at Ephesus; we baptize, ordain Elders, and 
remain a laborers in the vineyard.  We are members trying to satisfy human, spiritual and 
sould-saving needs as experienced in the life of Jesus Christ, as revealed to us.
	We have much more truth and knowledge and light, and therefore greater 
responsibilities.  We must share with others and expand the boundaries of the Kingdom of God.  We mist fill all boundaries of the earth.  We used to have to go far away and 
now there are wards in Buncombe County, but not yet in Cherokee.  We’re closer 
together.  I hope we can retain the pioneer spirit as we thrust forward.”


NELLIE LUCILLE BURGESS TAHQUETTE
by Peggy Taquette Jenks

	Nell Burgess Tahquette (1909-1984) was the first of the Eastern Band of the 
Cherokee to be baptized a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints on 
the Qualla Boundary Reservation.  She was first exposed to the Church in 1947 through 
a musical performance by the Church-sponsored “Centennial Chorus” of missionaries, 
sent out to celebrate the 100th anniversary of the Saints’ arrival in the Salt Lake Valley.  
The chorus performed at a local auditorium, and they left an indelible impression on 
Sister Tahquette, which opened the way for her acceptance of the Gospel later that year 
when the area was first opened to missionary work in November, 1947.
	Sister Tahquette assisted the first missionaries in Cherokee, who were Elders 
Wendell Cook, Denzel Rogers, Keith Clarke and Lloyd Redd, and did this prior to her 
becoming a baptized member.  She helped find people for the missionaries to teach, and 
it was not uncommon to see her with the missionaries, either travelling on foot or by car 
throughout the Reservation in teaching the Gospel.  Years later, Elder Redd wrote about 
Sister Tahquette that she was the first great friend the elders had in Cherokee, and 
“because of her friendship and her willingness to introduce us to her friends, we were 
able to succeed in our mission there.”
	In February 1948, Sister Tahquette was the first of four women baptized into the 
Church.  Writing for the “Church News,” President J.R. Price of the Central Atlantic 
States Mission described the service, which was “held in the clear waters of the 
Oconaluftee River.”  He said that the service attracted “hundreds who gathered to witness 
the proceedings.”  Women of the tribe then treated the elders and the new converts to a 
lunch on the river’s island picnic grounds.
	The conversion of Sister Tahquette and the three other women who were baptized 
that day, Dorothy Elaine Moles, Lillian Lyedella Stanley Neely and Shirley Ann Neely, 
fulfilled a prophecy by Heber C. Kimball that the Cherokees would accept the fullness 
of the Gospel some day.  President Price, in a telephone conversation withPresident 
George Albert Smith, told the prophet of these new Cherokee members, to which the 
prophet affirmed President Kimball’s revelation.
	Sister Tahquette continued to be a driving force in the missionary effort on the 
reservation.  Besides introducing the elders to her friends and aiding their proselyting, 
she washed and ironed hundreds of white shirts and pants, cooked countless meals, and 
became affectionately know to the elders as “Maw Tahquette.”  In addition to missionary 
work, she also held several Church callings in the early years, including being the first 
Relief Society President, first Primary President, and holding various positions in the 
Young Women and Sunday School organizations.  During those earliest years, there was 
no chapel to meet in.  She later recalled that “we met in our homes for Relief Society, 
and there were usually just about three of us, Georgia (Craig) Moore, Vera (Bradley) Moles, and myself.”
	In the spirit of pioneering, Nell Tahquette became both the first member of her 
tribe and the first member of her family to join the Church.  The Cherokee reservation 
was opened due in great part to her efforts and spirit.  Though she was the only member 
of her family to join the Church, she still received great support from her husband, 
Wayne Tahquette.  Years later, Elder Redd said of them, “I know the Lord will bless 
them both for the part they played in the building of His kingdom in that area. Think of 
the lives that have been blessed with the Gospel as a result of their being friendly to the 
missionaries.  
	The life of Nell Tahquette personifies faith and the pioneering spirit.  Her 
conversion came upon the Centennial Celebration of the pioneers in the Church, and now 
in this sesquicentennial year, her life is seen as that of a pioneer among her people, 
fulfilling prophecy and blossoming as the rose.


PHILLIP ARKANSAS
by Marjorie Arkansas

	Phillip Arkansas was born September 1, 1903, on the Ute Indian Reservation near 
Whiterock, Utah.  Phillip was a full-blooded Ute Indian, and the great-grandson of Chief 
Walker, who was baptized by Brigham Young and referred to by others in the early 
history of the Saints in Utah.  Phillip attended Riverside Boarding School and Haskel 
Indian College, earning a teaching certificate.  He was an accomplished saxophone and 
clarinet player, and toured the U.S. with a popular band prior to coming to the Cherokee 
Boarding School as a band instructor in 1929.
	Phillip was a handsome young man who caught the fance of many of the young 
Cherokee women, but it was Kate Sneed who won his heart.  They were married in 1932 
after Kate completed her studies at Mars Hill College.  They honeymooned in 
Washington D.C., and then made their lifelong home in Cherokee, where their sons John 
Phillip and Frederick Evans, and their daughters Azalea and Melba were born.  Frederick 
succumbed to a brain tumor at the age of 18.
	Phillip loved the Smoky Mountains, but sometimes felt hemmed in by them and 
longed for the open ranges and big skies of Utah.  He made many trips back to Utah with 
his family, and each time upon crossing the State Line, he stopped the car, got out, knelt 
and kissed the ground.
	In the late 1940s, Phillip and Kate were, like most young couples on the  
Reservation, busy with the task of surviving and raising their family.  This was when the 
first Mormon missionaries arrived in Cherokee.  Upon their arrival, the missionaries 
mentioned to a local person that they were from Utah.  Everyone knew Phillip was from 
Utah, so the two strangers were immediately told where to find Phillip.  Phillip would 
have welcomed any stranger into his home, but a special bond was created by the 
missionaries being from Utah.
	On July 31, 1949, Phillip and Kate were baptized in the Oconaluftee River, 
becoming two of the first members of the Cherokee Branch.  Phillip became a fourth-generation Mormon, dating back to the time of Chief Walker.  In the years that followed, Phillip’s children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren would join the Church as well.  
Phillip’s granddaughter, Penelope Smith Boberg, served as a full-time missionary in 
1986-87.
	Phillip and Kate were instrumental in the survival of the Church in Cherokee in 
those early years.  They regularly attended meetings wherever they were held.  Phillip 
was ordained an elder.  Kate loved Relief Society and the sisterhood found there.  She 
loved to cook and to show off her skill at Branch Dinners.  Missionaries knew they were 
always welcome at her table.
	On November 2, 1968, Phillip quietly left this life, strong in his faith that God 
lives, that Jesus Christ is His Son, and that the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 
Saints is Christ’ Church.  He truly believed that the Church was restored by revelation, 
that the Book of Mormon is an accurate history of the Lamanite people, and that the 
Church remains under the direction of Jesus Christ through a living prophet.  Phillip was 
a kind and gentle man, husband and father, who tried throughout his life to follow the 
teachings of the Saviour.  


FRANKLIN

THE FRANKLIN BRANCH STORY
by Mark Watson
	The town of Franklin serves as the seat and center of local government for Macon 
County, North Carolina.  Situated between the Cowee and Nantahala mountains of the 
far western reaches of the State, it grew up on the site of a Cherokee Indian Village 
named Nikwasi, which was marked by a large mound several hundred yards from the 
Little Tennessee River.
	White men began visiting the area as early as the 1540s, when Hernando DeSoto 
came through exploring for Spain.  A few years later another Spaniard, Juan Pardo, 
visited in search of gold.  According to available accounts, neither of these pioneer 
Europeans was especially welcome, due to their poor treatment of the natives.  Later 
early visitors, mainly trappers and traders, sought to establish relations with the Indians 
and open up the area to commerce.  Most of North Carolina west of the Catawba River 
was at one time claimed by South Carolina.
	In time, the area now comprising Macon County was relinquished to North 
Carolina, first by those native Americans who had claimed it as theirs since their arrival 
several hundred years before DeSoto, and later by South Carolina which, by a confusing 
clause in the original survey, lost control of the area.  White settlers, mainly of “Scotch-Irish” descent, began moving into the area around the time of the American Revolution, 
increasing in numbers toward the end of the Eighteenth Century and accelerating this 
trend in the first three decades of the 1800s.
	The character of these early settlers, particularly those that claimed land in the 
further back, harder to reach mountain coves, was the type of do-it-yourself sufficiency 
that comes when people choose to live in isolated areas.  If they wanted to eat, they had 
to hunt, fish, plant and harvest.  If they wanted shelter, homes had to be built using 
available tools and materials.  If they wanted to drink, they had to distill.  Whatever necessities and comforts were desired had to be produced on site, since travel to centers 
of commerce was difficult and rare.  When strangers came in among these hardy 
pioneers, they were usually looked on with suspicion.
	Such was likely the case when the early LDS missionaries first appeared.  Some 
accounts suggest visitations by the Elders to the Southern Appalachians as early as the 
mid-1840s.  By 1906 there had certainly been some canvassing in the Macon County 
area.  It has been documented elsewhere that there were several families in the area that 
joined the Church within the first quarter-century of the 1900s.  Bristol and Hardin are 
some family names that emerge from the Andrews-Murphy area to the west of Franklin.  
There seems to have been a fair amount of resistance to the Gospel being preached by 
Mormons from far away Utah and Idaho, which may give credence to various tales of 
whippings and other abuse being handed out.
	Nevertheless, the early Latter-day  seedlings that were planted in the Macon 
County area survived, sometimes languishing from too little nourishment from the larger 
Church, and occasionally sprouting when pioneer members or periodic missionaries 
taught other converts.  Like the ginseng found in numerous coves throughout these 
mountains, some periods of harvest were better than others, but the scattered mother 
plants never seemed to completely die out.
	Other units have included much of the early history of the present borders of the 
Franklin Branch.  From the time of the formation of the Cherokee Branch about 1947, 
until in 1972, members living in Macon County attended church meetings in Cherokee.  
Then, in September of 1972, Elder Rex Pinegar, assisted by District President James 
Cooper (then living in Hickory), came to interview priesthood brethren from Franklin 
and Macon County in order to call leadership for a new Franklin Branch.  William (Bill) 
Zickgraf became the first Branch President, and the new branch began meeting in the 
Slagle Memorial Building, a community facility used for many purposes at the time.  
Early members recall cleaning up the hall after a Saturday night party in order to hold 
church meetings on Sunday morning.
	In 1977, a building on US highway 441 about five miles north of town was 
purchased for use by the branch.  At one time it had been an establishment where guns 
and rifles were sold and repaired, and was commonly referred to as “the gun shop.”  Joe 
Kent Kerby, a professor at Western Carolina University in Cullowhee, had been called 
to serve as Branch President soon after meetings began in the new building, and he 
served in this position until 1979 when he was called as first counselor in the newly-formed Asheville Stake presidency.  Also at that time, members from Sylva and 
Cullowhee were made members of the Franklin Branch.  Larry Stuckey became the next 
Branch President.  He was followed by Johnnie Louie Sims, who was in turn followed 
by Ben Malone in 1981.
	When first organized, the Franklin Branch included members from the Murphy 
area.  In 1980, a branch was organized in Murphy and those members transferred away 
from Franklin Branch.  Then, during the mid-1980s, the Asheville Stake, under the 
direction of President L. Andrew Goad, embarked on a program to upgrade every branch 
and ward into its own building built according to Church standards.  After the forming 
of the Murphy Branch had decreased the western boundaries of the Franklin Branch, they 
were again changed in 1982 to allow members living in Cullowhee and Jackson County to attend the Cherokee Branch, enabling it to become a Ward and to qualify for a full 
three-phase building.  At this time, the Franklin Branch boundaries were set to the north 
at the top of Cowee Mountain where Macon and Jackson Counties meet, and to the south 
as far as the Clayton, Georgia zip code extended.
	Despite such pruning and grafting, the branch membership remained stable and 
actually continued to grow through the mid-1980s as native LDS Maconians were joined 
by families moving into the area.  Some family names of members at that time include: 
Zickgraf, Stanfield, Collins, Cookston, McCall, Sleight, Burch and Mette, to name only 
a few.  From Florida came the Andersons, Jones,’ Johnsons and Strongs. The U.S. Army 
contributed the Thornals, while South Carolina relinquished the Watsons, and the 
Duncans trekked from Utah.  The Martinez family emigrated from Ecuador, the Rodgers 
from Tennessee, and a number of retirees from Florida and South Georgia began to 
attend the Franklin Branch for the warm Summer months.  Names like Doppler, Short, 
Nettles and Biggars crept into the records, if only for half the year.  Some, like Cox, 
Tindal, Wilson and Moe became part of the permanent record.  The Woods family was 
created by marriage and baptism.  This sustained attendance qualified Franklin Branch 
for a new meetinghouse at the time James McCall was serving as Branch President.
	In 1984, Kenneth Anderson was called as Branch President and presided over the 
branch during the busy and demanding time when the new building was under 
construction.  President Anderson served until 1988, when Mark Watson was called, and 
he was succeeded by Thomas Jones in 1994.  The branch continued to grow into the mid-1990s by the addition of the Edmonds, Smith, Dickerson, Willingham, Henderson and 
Bass families.
	Franklin Branch has welcomed many members through the years of its existence.  
As Thelma Zickgraf, an early member said, “the Mormon Church is the only place I 
know where they wouldn’t talk about you if you showed up on Sunday with a run in your 
stocking!”  Wonderful events and experiences have been shared by the members of this 
medium-sized unit, and in the writing of a basic history it’s far too easy to omit 
someone’s name and unwittingly draw offense.  There are many who have come and 
gone who contributed greatly to the Gospel effort in this area.  They would be too 
numerous to try to list, but when the topic of service comes up, there seems to be one 
name that is often mentioned, that of Frances Collins.
	A sister of Jim Cooper of Cherokee, Frances accepted her brother’s invitation to 
ride to the Washington D.C. temple in the 1970s, even though she was not a member of 
the Church and could only visit the welcome center there.  During several hours of her 
stay, she saw all the available Church films and found her way to the L.D.S. bookstore 
several blocks from the temple.  On the return trip home she remarked to Jim that she 
intended to join the Mormon Church.  Since many good folks announce good intentions 
that go by the wayside, Brother Jim catalogued the remark and let it go at that.  Frances 
called the missionaries when she got home, received the discussions and scheduled her 
baptism shortly thereafter.
	A few years later, the Martinez family moved to the Franklin area from Ecuador.  
Being in a new home as well as a new country was bewildering, so when they crossed 
paths with Frances Collins soon after their arrival, it was she who helped them assimilate 
themselves into their new culture by helping them find the services they needed.  She went well beyond the second mile and befriended these newcomers, inviting them to 
church and introducing them to the Gospel of Jesus Christ.  Her brother Jim recalls a 
time when at the Asheville Stake Center, the Martinez family were waiting for Frances 
to arrive for a meeting.  “Watch this,” he whispered to his wife, when Frances entered 
the room.  Sure enough, the Martinez family stoood up and so warmly greeted Sister 
Collins that Jim remarked, “they treat her as if she is the Virgin Mary!”
	Perhaps she was not quite so royally connected, but most of the people, members 
and nonmembers, who knew Frances Collins felt much the same way about her, so well 
did she exemplify the Saviour’s admonition to “love one another” by her service.  At her 
funeral in 1989, the new Franklin Branch meetinghouse was filled to capacity and 
overflowing with souls whose lives she had touched.  Her memory lives on.
	As we wind down this decade, century and millenium, it is with gratitude that we 
look back upon those who have participated in building the Franklin Branch.  Miracles 
have taken place in people’s lives.  Testimonies have been obtained and strengthened 
right here in these hills.  Children have been nurtured in the Gospel.  Frances Collins 
once said she thought we obtained strength from the mountains.  She may have had 
something there, for one thing is certain: the strength of our character is influenced by 
those who have gone before us.  Our heritage is a pearl of great price that must be 
cherished and bestowed with care to those who will follow us, for once it is lost from 
memory it may be gone forever.  We should never let this happen.


FOREST CITY

A FOREST CITY WARD HISTORY
by Frances Chapman

	This story is not about statistics--it is about people; many who came and 
pioneered the way for others.  If there are errors, which there will surely be, the writer 
assures you they are uintentional, and assumes full responsibility for them.  This story, 
briefly recounted, gives us an opportunity to see how the Lord miraculously works, in the 
broad scope of history, to bring about his purposes.  
	
	I was a beautiful Fall day.  The month was early October, the year 1967, and it 
was “a great day for a picnic.”  A small group of Saints had gathered together in a grove 
of trees just  behind what is now known as “The Hickory Log Barbecue Restaurant.”  
Although food and fun had played a part in bringing them together, these “modern day 
pioneers” had more important things in mind on this particular day.  Each family had its 
own story to tell and each story was different.  Yet they all had a similar feeling that in 
some strange way and for some unknown reason they had been miraculously led to move 
to the little town of Forest City.
	There was Sister Minnie Gosnell, who had joined the Church in 1945, and several 
of her children, who had been baptized some years later.  Sister Nola Foster, who had 
been baptized in 1935, and her four beautiful little daughters.  Each of them had been 
baptized at the age of eight.  Sister Ethel Harrison and Sister Doris Metcalf with their children came some years later. The traveling missionaries, as they were called in those 
days, had truly blessed their lives in giving them the true Gospel of Jesus Christ, but had 
moved on to other areas.  Unfortunately, as is the case in most situations, the sisters were 
greater in number than were their male counterparts.  With so few members there was 
very little Priesthood, which had made it almost impossible to have an organized branch 
up to this point.
	These families had struggled at different times to keep an unorganized Sunday 
School alive, but had finally decided to give up and to travel to Marion which was about 
twenty-five miles away.  This had posed a problem, with transportation and finances so 
limited, but like a fire that smolders, their testimonies were deeply rooted and they 
looked forward to the day when other members from other areas would move in and give 
help to their long-awaited dream.
	It had finally happened.  Several of these families, perhaps without knowing why, 
had been moved on by the Spirit of the Lord.  Why else, they asked themselves, would 
they ever choose Forest City for their future home?  The Timmons, the Simmons, the 
Chapmans and many more who would come later.  With faith in every footstep, these 
early members waited patiently and faithfully for the miracle that would soon happen and 
change their lives forever.
	Brother and Sister Robert Timmons had moved up from Spartanburg, South 
Carolina.  Their steak house had become a favorite eating place in that city.  (This was 
long before Hardees and McDonalds moved to town.)  Their generous hospitality had fed 
many a weary missionary as they passed through the city.  There was Brother and Sister 
Willard Simmons who had sold their farm in Ogden, Utah and come to North Carolina 
in search of a piece of property that Retha had dreamed about on several occasions.  She 
felt very strongly that the Lord wanted them here.  They had followed their dream and 
now lived on the property.  Brother and Sister Russell Chapman and their youngest son 
Rick had very little choice, when his company in Hickory said, “we are building a big 
plant in Forest City.  We want you to move there as plant electrical engineer.”  Each of 
these families had helped to build the Church in other areas and were eager to have this 
area grow also, and so it was with great joy and thanksgiving when the little group parted 
at the close of that Saturday afternoon.
	They would contact the Mission President in Roanoke, Virginia and give him the 
good news.  They were excited andready for the Branch to be organized.  His response 
was, “We have waited for years for someone to say, ‘What about the families that do not 
have the transportation or the means to travel to Marion?’  We will be down next week 
to meet with you and the other families.”
	The next four weeks were busy and exciting ones.  There was much to be done.  
The necessary steps weretaken for the calling of a Branch President, Counselors, Relief 
Society President and other auxiliary leaders.  The little white house next to the barbecue 
restaurant was soon rented and adapted to the needs of the meetings that would be held 
in it for the next three years.  An older missionary couple was sent by the Mission 
President to help with the preparations.  What a blessing Brother and Sister Roberts were 
to the Branch!
	The long-awaited day finally arrived and on Sunday, November 26, 1967, about 
thirty-five members and friends gathered in the building that would be their Church home for the next three years.  Brother Willard Simmons was sustained as the first Branch 
President, with Russell Chapman and Troy Roberts as counselors.  Sister Ava Roberts, 
Elder Roberts’ wife, was sustained as Relief Society President, with Retha Simmons and 
Alice Timmons as counselors and Frances Chapman as Secretary.  Sister Nola Foster was 
sustained as Primary President with Freda Falk as counselor and Secretary.
	The little branch grew rapidly.  Some growth came from members who had been 
baptized years earlier and had never had access to the Church since their baptism.  Other 
growth came from new conversions.  Also, the Branch was blessed with several strong 
families who came through, helped in many ways and moved on to other places.
	Probably the most outstanding characteristic of these three years was the humility 
and love of the members shown to each other.  Their survival depended on their faith and 
hard work, and the scripture “Faith without works is dead” became their hallmark.  They 
memorized it and lived it each and every day.  You could almost count on finding the 
sisters in front of the Harris-Teeter market each Saturday with pies, pound cakes, cookies 
and candy to sell for the building fund, which grew rapidly.
	These were also the times when quitting would have been much easier than to 
keep going.  On many occasions the Primary President and her counselors would find 
that the building hd been vandalized when they came for Primary.  A major cleaning job 
would take place and then Primary would begin.
	President Simmons purchased a small piano but it did not have a full keyboard, 
which didn’t really matter since there was no one who had the training to play.  And then 
another piece of good fortune came along.  The Shelby Branch was closed because of 
lack of leadership, and Forest City inherited some of their supplies.  Included was an old 
piano, but the good part was that the pianist, Sister Fay Wright, came with the piano.  Her 
parents, Ben and Lillian, also started attending the Forest City Branch at this time.  When 
Brother and Sister Roberts left to return home, Brother Wright was called as counselor 
to President Simmons.
	There were also other families who moved to the area and will always be 
remembered as stalwarts.  Some of these families were Roy and Nancy Ventura, Clarence 
and Kathy Simmons, Ronnie and Connie Chapman and Freda Falk and her young 
daughter Dawn Marie.  Nancy Ventura served as Relief Society President after Sister 
Roberts left.  Roy served as Young Mens’ President and also as Scoutmaster.  Clarence 
served as seminary teacher.  Connie served as Primary President after Sister Foster was 
released.  Incidentally, the first baby to be blessed in the Branch was Sister Falk’s son, 
Lee Gordon Falk, on January 7, 1968, by his grandfather, Willard Simmons.  Lee later 
served a mission in Texas.  Connie and Ronnie’s oldest son Ron, Jr. was the first 
missionary to be called to represent the Branch,  in 1985.  He served in California.
	In 1985, Arlie and Mable Chapman came through to visit his brother Russell.  
They were on their way to Salt Lake City, where they planned to establish residence 
again.  Russell persuaded them to stay, saying they were needed more here than in Salt 
Lake.  They changed their minds, unloaded their clothes and furniture and Forest City 
became their new home.
	During that year, Brother Simmons was released as Branch President and Arley 
Chapman was called to take his place.  His counselors were Clarence Simmons and Ben 
Wright.  By this time, the little white house on West Main Street had become too small, and the Branch Presidency started the search for a larger building.  In August of 1972 the 
group moved into a larger house.  The house on Broadway which is now used as a 
funeral home was rented.  This one will always be remembered as the hottest place in the 
world in the Summer, and the coldest in the Winter.  Its big screened porch, however, 
was ideal for the Sunday picnic dinners at conference time.
	Arley Chapman served as Branch President for only six months.  By this time, 
Butch and Susan Hart had come to Forest City to live.  Butch was a good candidate for 
a new Branch President, and good fortune had brought four good pianists to the Branch 
as well. Connie Chapman, Susan Hart, Faye Wright and Roy Ventura could all play, and 
in the next year Darlene Simmons also came from Wyoming.
	Butch Hart was called as Branch President in 1973, and Susan was given the 
calling of Young Womens’ President at the same time.  In those years, if you were just 
passing through and came to Church on Sunday, you were almost immediately called to 
a position.  These were remembered as the growing and stretching years of the Branch.  
The members grew spiritually as well as in numbers.
	Not only did members of the Branch contribute to their own building fund, but 
they gave generously to the building of the Washington Temple fund.  How happy they 
were when construction was completed, and many attended the dedication of the temple 
in November, 1974.  They had truly helped to make it possible.
	Butch and Susan Hart were both working in Morganton at this time, and decided 
to move there to be closer to their work.  There was also a concerted effort by the District 
Presidency to organized a branch of the Church there, and so in 1974, Butch was released 
as Forest City Branch President and was made President of the newly organized 
Morganton Branch.
	Ronald Chapman was sustained as Branch President, with Willard Simmons and 
Russell Chapman as counselors.  This became a very exciting time, as plans were 
completed to build the first phase of a new meetinghouse which now stands on Mt. 
Pleasant Church Road.  The lot had been purchased in 1971 and sweet potatoes had been 
grown on the lot as a project to raise funds for the building, each year thereafter.
	It was on a cold Winter Saturday in the Month of February, 1974 when a small 
group of the members gathered for the ground breaking ceremony.  Their hands and feet 
were almost frozen, but their hearts were warm.  Brother Willard Simmons was honored 
to bring the first shovel of dirt from the ground, and lay the cornerstone.  This became 
a favorite meeting place for the little group as the months went by and they watched the 
progress of their new church home.  It was completed in November of 1974, just in time 
for the annual Thanksgiving Branch dinner which had been observed each year since the 
Branch was organized.
	The previous years had brought several new families to the area, and also many 
conversions.  The Henry Hodge family and the Jerry Smith family each contributed in 
leadership abilities.  The Branch had organized a choir, and it was contributing to the 
quality and spirituality of the meetings.  Sadly, there were several strong families who 
moved away and Brother Robert Timmons, perhaps the oldest member of the Branch, 
passed away.
	In 1975, Ronald Chapman was released and Henry Hodge was sustained as 
Branch President.  His counselors were Ben Wright and Robert Arrowood.  At this point in time, the local members were still expected to contribute a large part of the funds for 
new buildings.  Most of the two years in which President Hodge served was spent in 
acquiring funds for the second phase of the meetinghouse.
	President Hodge was released as Branch President in May of 1980, and Russell 
Chapman was sustained, with Arley Chapman and Clarence Simmons as counselors.  At 
this time, considerable growth was taking place.  The branch, which was still not a ward, 
was changed from being part of the Hickory District and made part of the Charlotte 
Stake.  This involved traveling to Charlotte at least once a month for instruction and 
activities.  The Charlotte Stake was much stronger than the Hickory District, and served 
as a big brother to the little group.  The youth of the Branch especially enjoyed many of 
the activities that were held in Charlotte and always looked forward to youth conference 
which was held each Summer.  Not only were future leaders being trained during those 
years, but future missionaries as well.
	In November, 1979, the Asheville Stake was organized, and Forest City became 
part of its membership.  Leaving the Charlotte Stake brought a feeling of sadness, but 
also there was a feeling of returning home after being awahy for a couple of years.
	In May of 1982, the second phase of the meetinghouse was completed.  A 
beautiful new chapel, with an organ and grand piano, a cultural hall which would also 
serve as a gymnasium, new Bishop’s and clerk’s offices and a new Relief Society room 
were part of the addition.  At that time, a happier group of Saints could not be found in 
the state of North Carolina.  They were seeing their dreams come true, and enjoying the 
fruit of their labors.
	In the Fall of 1983, the Branch was organized into a Ward, and President Russell 
Chapman was set apart as the first Bishop of the Forest City Ward.  This was just before 
the Church assigned full-time custodians, and Russell and Arley Chapman volunteered 
to do the custodial work for the Ward, and the grounds were kept by the Priesthood 
brethren.  The small amount of money paid by the Church was donated back to the Ward 
for operating expenses.
	The Spirit of Pioneering was always present in the Ward as new “modern day 
pioneers” moved in to a warm welcome and friendly atmosphere.  There was always 
enough work for everyone.  The George Padgett family came from Florida in 1984.  Lita 
and Mike Hogwood came from Albemarle, North Carolina in early 1985.  The Roy Ray 
family came a few years later, and many more.  Almost two decades had passed since the 
organization of the little branch in 1967.
	On July 27, 1987, Bishop Russell Chapman was released as the first Bishop, and 
George Padgett was sustained as the second Bishop of the Ward, with Ronald Chapman 
and Mike Hogwood as counselors.  Later, Ronald Chapman was released and Roy Ray 
was calle to take his place.
	Sandra Boyd was released as Young Womens’ President and Jamie Padgett was 
sustained, with Jo Ray and Carolyn Skidmore as counselors.  The youth in the Forest City 
Ward have always been blessed with outstanding and strong leadership.  Many of these 
leaders will always be remembered, not for statistics, but for the wonderful example and 
quality of love shown to the youth.  Ron and Lynn Venhuisen, Steve and Lois Sims, 
Taran Long, Cecil and Jackie Ruppe, Jean and Jerry Smith, Tony and Keith Dowden, 
Darlene Simmons and many more.
	On March 8, 1992, Bishop Padgett was released and Roy Ray sustained as 
Bishop, with counselors Tony Dowden and LeRoy Burch.  It was during the early part 
of Bishop Ray’s tenure that the Family History Center was set up, with Peggy Patterson 
and LeAnn Harper as specialists in family research.  These sisters, along with Bishop 
Ray, faithfully pioneered this program in the Forest City Ward.
	In the Summer of 1992, Gary and Faye Beaumont along with six of their eight 
children, were vacationing in the beautiful mountains of Western North Carolina.  As 
they drove through Rutherfordton on their way home, they paused just long enough to 
admire the scenery and enjoy. the climate.  They were from the State of New York, and 
had thought of moving South on several occasions.  Perhaps not realizing why, another 
family was being prepared by the Spirit of the Lord to move to Rutherfordton.  Brother 
Beaumont checked on job possibilities, found exactly what he was looking for and in 
1993 returned to live here.  His family came in the Summer of the same year.  Bishop 
Ray was released on December 10, 1995 and Gary Beaumont was sustained as Bishop 
on that same day.
	Much progress has been made over the past thirty years sincethe Branch was 
organized.   There have been five young men and one young woman serve full time 
missions.  Ronald Chapman Jr., Roger Simmons, Lee Falk, Cecil Ruppe, Jason Boyd and 
Renee Beaumont have served faithfully in different parts of the United States and the 
world.
	The pioneers who crossed the plains in 1847 were brave and courageous souls.  
They endured many challenging hardships, as did the little group who blazed the trails 
in Forest City and Rutherfordton in 1967.  Life offers opportunities for all of us to blaze 
trails of faith and courage for others to follow.  When the torch is handed to us, may we 
be willing to carry it with honor in this special time on Earth. 


PRESIDENT WILLARD LEROY SIMMONS
by Doris and Clarence W. Simmons

Willard Simmons joined the Church in eastern Tennessee as a result of missionary efforts 
instigated by his wife, Retha, who had joined at age fifteen.  His wife once said that she 
at first wondered why he investigated the Gospel so long before being baptized, but 
realized later that it was because he did not make any committment lightly or promise 
anything he could not or would not do.
	At that time, eastern Tennessee was not a very fruitful area for missionary efforts.  
In order to be near more Church members, it was decided by the majority of the family 
to move to the western Wyoming area.  The Simmons lived in Wyoming and then in 
Utah during the time their older children were growing up and going through school, but 
Retha and Willard oftern talked about some day moving bach to the South.  On 1966, 
after living in Utah for fifteen years, they moved back to North Carolina with three of 
their younger children.  Retha said that on the trip she asked her huband, “What if there 
is no Ward near where we live?”  His reply was, “Well, we’ll just have to convert some 
people and organize one.”
	When they arrived in the Rutherford-Forest City area, they located a few members and determined to see if a Branch could be organized.  Willard called the 
Mission Headquarters in Virginia and spoke to the Mission President.  The Mission 
President agreed to come to the area and organized the Branch.  The result of this visit 
was to call Willard as the first President of the Forest City Branch, now known as the 
Forest City Ward.
	President Simmons was a great missionary, talking about the Gospel to all who 
would listen, and continued to teach the Gospel throughout his lifetime.  He was 
probably happiest about his efforts to help convert his sister, Cedell, and her daughter 
Geraldine.  He loved Testimony meetings and bore his humble but strong testimony 
often.  On February 25, 1995, a month before his death, he spoke in our Sacrament 
meeting.  He talked about the Gospel plan and the importance of “enduring to the end,” 
of which his own life was an outstanding example.
	President Simmons was truly a man without guile, known to all as an honest, hard 
working man.  He supported his family throughout his lifetime, raised eight children, and 
had a number of grandchildren and great-grandchildren.  During his life, he held many 
callings and teaching positions.  He was a stake missionary and quorum advisor and held 
many other positions, but none were as important to this area as his service as Branch 
President, and for being “the Father of the Forest City Ward.”  Although President 
Simmons is no longer with us, his spirit and testimony is remembered by all who knew 
and loved him.


TRAVELING TO HOLLIFIELD

	When Sister Minnie Gosnell joined the Church in 1945, she like others in WNC 
was told she was a member of the Hollifield Branch, and the missionaries told her about 
where it was, “up Highway 221 past Marion.”  Most “highways” were still primitive 
then, with many bumps and potholes.  The Gosnells did have a car, though, a ten year-old 
Chevrolet.  The 45-mile trip to Hollifield took well over an hour, but the Gosnells made 
that trip many times.
	Sister Gosnell’s children remember those trips with fondness.  “We had that old 
1936 Chevy, and we would load it up with nine or ten people, sometimes, when you 
counted a bunch of us kids.  We would leave very early in the morning so we could make 
it in time, and we bounced along that old rutted road all the way up past Marion and on 
to Hollifield.  It was sure fun to get to know the others our age that were members of the 
Church, and to have Sunday School class on the front steps of the chapel or out on the 
big rock at the back of the building.  We would pack a picnic lunch, and would either eat 
it there before we went home, or sometimes stop on the way home in a meadow or by a 
stream.  It was an all-day outing and we loved it.”
  	





HENDERSONVILLE

	Editor’s note: Like Brother Jim Cannon’s testimony, this first story by Jere Hyder 
was submitted as a personal testimony.  However, they are both so much the story of 
experiences in the growth of the Hendersonville Ward that they are included here in Part 
III, rather than in Part IV as personal testimonies.

JERE A. HYDER

	I came to Hendersonville as a "blessed" child, having been blessed by my 
grandfather, John Franklin Pinegar, in Utah. I arrived September 18, 1940. I don't 
remember arriving.  I accept my mother's word for it, since I was only ten months old at 
the time.  I came by bus from Salt Lake City, where I was born, with my mother, the 
former Jean Pinegar, and my father, Jesse E. Hyder. My mother was from Spanish Fork, 
Utah, and at that time the only known member of the Church in Hendersonville. My 
father was a native of Hendersonville and not then a member, but he did join the Church 
some forty-five years later.
	As long as I can remember, the Church and the gospel have been important to me, 
but they really came to life for me when the missionaries found us and began to visit our 
home in the 1940's. I believe my mother has written enough to cover the early days of the 
Church here, but I want to add just a few things that I remember from those beginning 
days. One of those memories is a sister missionary, Leslie Martin. She was the daughter 
of Fred Martin, of Asheville, and as far as I know, the first missionary from this area.  
One of the reasons I remember her was that she had a beautiful warm personality and 
smile, and she did magic tricks. To a young boy, that was very impressive. She later 
married one of the elders that had labored here, Elder McKean, and moved to Utah.
	Somehow my mother found out that her membership records had been sent to the 
Hollifield Branch, and that it was somewhere near Marion. I remember one day, Dad and 
Mom loading us in Dad's old World War II weapons carrier (an old 3/4 ton war surplus 
Dodge truck with only a canvas top, no doors, and no seat belts) and headed out to find 
the town of Hollifield. We went to Marion and asked for directions to Hollifield. No one 
knew of or had ever heard of Hollifield. It was years later that Mom learned that the 
Hollifield Branch had been named for the Hollifield family.  While there was a post 
office, the community did not appear on any map.
	We lived then at 418-8th Avenue East. I mention that because the missionaries 
in this area stayed in our home for some time during this era. Later we held Sunday 
School meetings in our home there.	Because the missionaries lived in the same house, 
I had an opportunity to associate with them often. I remember how good they were to me 
and how they talked to me about the Gospel. I remember how impressed I was by the 
Joseph Smith story they told. They made such an impression on me that I knew I wanted 
to be a missionary. There was never any doubt in my mind that that is what I would be, 
a missionary.
	On Mother's Day, 1948, I was baptized in the river in Cherokee, NC, by Elder 
Wendell G. Cook. It was between sessions at a conference and there were several others 
baptized that day. The water was cold. As I stood in the water awaiting my turn (The picture is still vivid in my mind.)  Each one baptized came up out of the water gasping 
for air, lips blue from the cold. That day I had the first spiritual experience that I can 
remember. There, waiting my turn, I remember thinking about what I had been told, that 
baptism was for a remission of sins, that Heavenly Father would forgive me of the things 
I had done wrong and forget them when I was baptized. I thought of those things that I 
had done and wanted to know, somehow, if I would truly be forgiven. It was my turn. 
The water was cold! As I came up out of the water the first thought I had was to know 
if I had been forgiven. As I tried to think of those things I had been thinking about only 
minutes before I was struck by the realization that I could not. I could not remember what 
they were. They were gone from my mind. That, to me, just a young boy, was a testimony 
that the baptism had truly washed my sins away and that what I had been taught about 
the gospel was true and that the Church was true.
	A few months after my  baptism my father moved us to Charleston, SC, where 
he went to school and worked at the Navy Yard. We were in South Carolina about three 
years and developed a real love for the Saints in Charleston.
	When we returned to Hendersonville we became very close to the Lamont 
Honeycutt family. They had come from Georgia. In that family was "Grandma" 
Honeycutt, Brother Lamont Honeycutt, Sister Louise, and their children Jimmie, Betty 
Lou, Patsy, and "Doodle" (Sandra). There were other Honeycutt brothers: Lyman, Earl, 
and Lauren. Other members here during that time were Major and Maude Shipley, Carrie 
(Maude's sister) and Lee Jackson. During this time we held Sunday School in several 
homes and the Woodmen Hall on Main Street. The Sunday Schools I remember most 
were held in our home. Jimmie Honeycutt and I were deacons. As far as I can remember, 
Lamont Honeycutt was the only active elder at that time.
	Then in 1953, I believe it was, Brother Oliver Davis, from the Asheville group, 
came to a Sunday School meeting in our home and proposed that we combine with the 
Asheville saints to form a branch and meet in an area between Asheville and 
Hendersonville. We agreed and began meeting in the Grange Hall at Valley Springs. It 
was not long before a parcel of land was located on Sweeten Creek Road in Royal Pines 
where we were to build our first building.
	I well remember a meeting where the members were trying to decide on a name 
for the branch. I do not remember all the names suggested, but I do remember, after 
considerable discussion, my father saying, the building will be "in Royal Pines. Why not 
call it the Royal Pines Branch?" His suggestion was accepted and so it was.
	The years at the Royal Pines Branch were wonderful years for me. Those were 
my high school years. Our little branch grew and we were a close-knit Church family. 
During that time, because we were few in number, I had the opportunity to serve in 
various callings, including counselor in the Sunday School Presidency. There I was 
ordained a teacher, priest, and finally, at age 18, just before leaving for college at BYU, 
an elder by Brother Norman Ball.  Jimmie and Betty Lou Honeycutt from our branch 
were also at BYU. Jimmie, in 1959, was called as the first missionary from Royal Pines. 
He was called to Argentina. Later that year I was the second missionary called from our 
branch, called to France, serving February 1960 to August 1962.
	A mission, school, and employment kept me away until 1977. I returned in April 
that year to find the Hendersonville saints had been divided away from Royal Pines and united with the saints in Brevard to form the Hendersonville Branch. They were meeting 
in the Girl Scout cabin in Edwards Park on North Main Street in Hendersonville. A 
phase-one building was under construction at that time. James K. Dahle was the branch 
president. We were in the Greenville South Carolina Stake, with Jay M. Witbeck as 
president.
	In December 1977 I was called to be a Seventy and was ordained by President 
Witbeck. I was at that time the branch Mission Leader and one of the seven presidents 
of seventy for the stake.
	On August 6, 1978, President Dahle was released and I was sustain as the new 
branch president. The other members of the presidency were: Samuel Baldwin, first 
counselor, Paul Garza, second counselor, Daniel Beckett, clerk, and Charles Bates, 
executive secretary. Other leaders during that time were: Relief Society President, Ann 
Arnold, with counselors Jacqueline Baldwin and Lucille Stauffer; Primary President, 
Darrilyn Bates; High Priest Group Leader, Lynn Stauffer. Brother Wendell Pennington 
was our High Council representative for at least a part of that period. 
	Later that year, November 26th, the Greenville Stake was reorganized and Edgar 
M. Poole was sustained as the new president with first counselor Thomas Garner and 
second counselor Max Llewellyn.
	July 1, 1979, the Hendersonville ward was organized. We were no longer a 
branch. We were now a ward! It was my privilege to serve as the first bishop, being 
ordained a High Priest and Bishop by President Edgar M. Poole; Samuel Baldwin, first 
counselor and James R. Cannon, second counselor. Just a month later, August 3, 1979, 
our building was dedicated by Elder Rex D. Pinegar of the Quorum of Seventy (and 
brother to my mother).
	The Lord's work continued and there was real growth in our ward and in the 
entire area. On Sunday, November 25, 1979, the Asheville North Carolina State was 
organized. L. Andrew Goad was sustained as president with Joe Kent Kirby first 
counselor and Jerry Hoke second counselor. Shortly thereafter Sam Baldwin was called 
as the stake clerk. That necessitated a change in the bishopric. Dempsey J. Bailey was 
called as the second counselor and James R. Cannon as first.	
	About this time I was approached by some of the local community leaders and 
elected officials and asked to become a candidate for public office, as county 
commissioner. After prayer and counseling with President Goad it was felt that I should 
run for office and that I should be released as bishop of the ward. I did run, was elected 
and served as a county commissioner for four years.
	James B. Arnold was called as the new bishop January 6, 1980. His first 
counselor was James R. Cannon and second was Dempsey J. Bailey. Cater Leland was 
called to the high council at that same time.
	Since that time I have had the privilege of serving on the high council, serving 
as counselor to bishops Russell Brown and Cameron Highsmith, High Priest Group 
Leader, and ward clerk, not necessarily in that order. Most recently I was a counselor to 
Bishop Highsmith , and was released when  he was released and our boundaries were 
changed and about forty members were assigned to the Forest City Ward. Those 
reassigned were in Polk County and Bishop Highsmith and his family were a part of the 
group.
	It has been a blessing to me to be a witness to the growth of the Church in 
Hendersonville, Beginning in 1940 with only one known member, my mother, and now 
one of the largest, most active wards in the stake; from no meetings, to home Sunday 
School, to branch, to ward. What a great testimony that the Kingdom is growing. I know 
the Gospel of Jesus Christ has been restored in these last days. It was through the Prophet 
Joseph Smith that it all began and it continues today through our living prophet, Gordon 
B. Hinckley. To that I bear solemn witness as the Spirit has born witness to me.
			By Jere A. Hyder, July 1997


EARLY TIMES IN HENDERSONVILLE
by Jean Pinegar Hyder

	We got to know the Honeycutt families as they were located by the missionaries 
who came back to the area in 1947, after the war.  The Honeycutts had moved up recently 
from Georgia.  Grandma Mamie Honeycutt joined the Church as a young girl and was 
immediately disowned by her family.  She was taken in by a family of members of the 
Church.  She was now living with her son Lamont and his wife Louise.  She also had a 
son Lyman and his wife Gladys and their daughter Marie who lived in Henderson 
County.  Her son Earl married Frances Freeman from Edneyville.  Later, another son 
Loren and his wife Bernice and family moved here in about 1955.
	The elders also located two sisters who had been baptized as children, but had 
never had any contact with the Church.  Their family name was Head.  They were Maude 
Shipley and Carrie Jackson.  Maude’s husband Major Shipley and Carrie’s husband Lee 
Jackson both joined the Church.   Also, an old Sister Stepp lived in Dana, but was 
bedridden most of the time and was not able to travel to meetings.  Her only contact was 
with home and visiting teachers.  In those early days, the only holder of the Melchizedek 
Priesthood was Lamont Honeycutt.
	When we joined with the Asheville group, Lamont Honeycutt became a counselor 
to Oliver Davis in the Branch Presidency.  Jean Hyder became Relief Society President 
with Lucille Israel as First Counselor and Katherine Brewington as Second Counselor.  
The Branch boundaries extended from Black Mountain on the east to Cherokee, 
Hayesville and Sylva on the west.  Many had no transportation or did not have the money 
to travel so far.  Many also had part-member families with much opposition.  Jesse 
bought me a typewriter and a mimeograph machine.  I had the Relief Society magazine 
with the monthly lessons and the visiting teachers’ message in it.  I began typing up the 
lessons and letters to send to all the sisters who lived too far or otherwise were unable 
to attend.   It really helped to keep us in touch with one another, and several of the sisters 
would write to me and let me know how much they appreciated it.  For some it was their 
only contact, except for an occasional visit from the missionaries.  We tried to visit those 
we could.  It would often take us all day to visit one or two.
	A few of the new members who came after we began meeting in the Grange Hall 
were the Williams family, the Reynolds family--Harold, Viriginia and their son Henry 
and daughter Georgia; Joe and Joyce Ramsey and their children Joe Jr., David and Helen.
	
	After land was purchased to build a chapel, we began all sorts of fund-raising 
projects.  We began holding rummage sales on Seventh Avenue in Hendersonville.  We 
met with quite a bit of opposition from other church groups.  I felt I had better see what 
I could do about keeping our well-known location on Seventh avenue.  I knew Mayor 
Edwards, so I went up and talked to him and told him what we were planning to do, and 
he gave me a written permit saying we could continue to hold the sales.  One Saturday 
shortly thereafter, the police came and told us we had to get our stuff off the street right 
then.  I asked what the problem was and one officer told me too many churches were 
complaining about us being there.  One of the officers was really rude.  I just pulled out 
our permit from the Mayor.  They looked it over and apologized to us.  
	Other churches held sales right along beside us, and we would outdo them by a 
long ways.  People began to call and ask different members if they wanted clothes they 
were needing to get rid of.  Some of them were beautiful clothes.  Some weeks we sould 
sell a thousand dollars or more.   We also held bake sales and dinners where we would 
sell out almost before we started.
	Every time there was a need for materials for the bulding or whatever it was, 
somehow we always had the money.  We were all asked to contribute, and sometimes we 
wondered where it could come from, but it always came.  Some of us felt we had baked 
a pie or a cake for every brick in the building.  Our group, though, was greatly blessed.  
We all prospered at that time and the ties became really strong among the members.  Our 
building committee was:  Joe Ramsey, Major Shipley, Inez Chambers and Lee Jackson.
	The building was completed in 1956. We moved in and the Branch was 
reorganized before September 1956.  JoAnne Hyder (Roberts) was the first one baptized 
in the new font by her brother Jere Hyder.  This was one week before she turned nine 
years old on Sept 9, 1956.  At this time, the name of the Branch was changed to “Royal 
Pines.”  Lamont Honeycutt was sustained as Branch President, with Maude Shipley as 
the new Relief Society President.  Jimmie Honeycutt went on a mission to South 
America in 1958, and Jere Hyder went on a mission to France in 1960.  Some of the 
Branch Presidents I remember, besides those mentioned above, were Joe Ramsey, Milton 
Stuckey, Brother Buchanan, Roger Olson, Joseph Barnes and Wayne Hardy.


MY TESTIMONY (CONTINUED)
by James R. Cannon, Sr.

(Ed. Note: See the first part of Brother Cannon’s testimony under “Brevard.)
	Many wonderful events occurred to the members (of the combined Brevard and 
Hendersonville branches) when we were finally joined together.  Back then, there was 
an assessment for welfare money to be raised and donated to the Church.  We grew crops 
to pay for this.  We grew sugar cane for molasses.  At sugar cane harvest time, which was 
just before frost, we took our stripped cane stalks over to the English Brothers for 
processing.  The stalks were squeezed through rollers driven by a belt from a tractor.  The 
juice ran down thru a 100-ft. wooden chute into a 4 ft. by 18 ft. long stainless steel pan.  
There was a fire and hot coals under the pan to cook the syrup into molasses.  By the time 
it traveled from one end of the pan to the other, it was done.  The sisters would catch the sorghum molasses in jars and seal them just as fast as it came out.
	We also picked and packed apples at Maurice Bradley’s “Honeybear” backing 
house in Edneyville.  We would sell approximately 1,000 bushels to some stakes in 
Florida.  We made arrangements for a truck and driver.  He met us at Mr. Bradley’s 
packing house.  All evening and late into the night, brothers and sisters processed and 
graded apples.  We boxed them and loaded them onto our truck.  We would clear $1.00 
per box.  This was enough to pay our Welfare assessment.  We took over an apple 
orchard for one year, pruning and fertilizing it.  The year we were in charge of Mr. 
Kirkpatrick’s orchard, we were told by him that we made more money than had ever 
been made on his orchard.  He was a good friend.  Etta was pregnant with Paul at this 
time and helped in the orchard, as did Sister Garza.  That year we cleared $1,800, enough 
for our assessment.  This was the year I really began to have lots of serious back trouble 
and was down on my back quite a bit. 
	With the combination of the Brevard and Hendersonville Saints came growth.  
I had some wonderful people for my counselors--Cater Leland, Harry Davis, Jim Dahle, 
Kurt Leudtke, and others.  We were now, after being in Edwards Park several years, part 
of the Greenville S.C. Stake.  We had members of our branch serving on the High 
Council and as Assistant Stake Clerks and in other offices even then.  This tradition of 
service has been a character of this ward ever since.  Even today, members of the 
Hendersonville Ward supply leadership for all phases of Stake Leadership.
	When we first met in Edwards Park, we set up the chairs with two sections and 
an aisle down the middle so that people would find it easy to come in and find a seat.  
Brother Leland and I began to notice that the Brevard members were sitting on one side, 
and the Hendersonville members were sitting on the other.  We decided to set up the 
chairs in one big section and from then on, we began to click as one unit.  That little act 
brought us together as one.  During this time, we grew in lots of ways--by reactivation, 
baptisms, move-ins, etc.  We felt very fortunate in all we had as a unit, and there was a 
great deal of love among the members for one another.  Many spiritual events and 
testimony-building services led us to this point.
	Now, the rumblings of the people and the direction of the Spirit caused us to set 
a goal of obtaining a building of our own.  We needed an average attendance of 75 every 
Sunday, and we would have to raise money for 20% of the cost.  Also, we had to locate 
land.  The first piece of land we bought was an apple orchard in front of Ken Rutter’s 
house.  After calculating the amount of water runoff that would occur from a paved 
parking lot, it was determined that we had to sell this land and find a more suitable piece.
	The site where the chapel now stands is the second piece we bought, but it almost 
didn’t happen.  Mr. and Mrs. Cotner, the property owners, were trying to sell through 
Century 21 Realtors.  The agent tried to tell them that the Church would only buy the 
garage apartment and the rest of the land, plus the lot behind the apartment, as one big 
deal.  The agent planned to turn around and sell the apartment and extra land again.  In 
this way, he would receive a commission for two sales on one piece of real estate.  
However, the Church wanted only the three-acre piece of land.
	One day as I sat up near the top of the hill looking down over the plot, the Spirit 
whispered, “Go visit the Cotners.”  Being used to following the promptings of the Spirit, 
I walked down and knocked on their door.  They invited me in.  They told me what they had learned from their realtor and said they had decided to withdraw from the deal.  I also 
learned that the realtor’s contract was up.  I felt inspired to ask them if the Church could 
buy the three acres directly from them, leaving out the realtor altogether.  I had no 
permission from the Church to do this, but I felt it was right.  They agreed, and I made 
some quick calls.  The Church purchasing officials in Atlanta said this was a bit unusual 
but to go ahead, which we did.
	Due to continuing health problems because of my bad back and subsequent 
surgery, I knw I could not continue indefinitely in my current job at General Electric 
because of lots of walking on cement factory floors, lifting, etc.  I decided to go back to 
school and get a degree in some field involving a desk job.  The demands of full-time 
school, a full-time job and four children necessitated my asking to be released as Branch 
President.  This was very difficult for me to do; however I knew it was best for the 
Branch.
	Jim Dahle was called as the new Branch President and our first-phase 
meetinghouse was dedicated in may or June of 1977.  Our youngest son, Jonathan, was 
born shortly afterward in July, becoming the first baby born in the new Branch.  Looking 
back, I can say I have been followed by a string of stalwart and strong men like Jim 
Dahle, Jere Jyder, Jim Arnold, Don Staley, Russell Brown and Cameron Highsmith.
	After President James Dahle left for Utah in 1978, and Bishop Jere Hyder was 
called, the welfare asssessments were still in effect.  Those wards or units that were able 
to buy a church farm were encouraged to do so; therefore, the Hendersonville unit bought 
17 acres of farmland off Highway 280 on the way to Brevard.  It was a beautiful piece 
of land, bordered on two sides by streams which would later be used for an irrigation 
system.  We bought a Ford tractor, plows and discs from a farm in Rosman, N.C.  Billy 
Cannon, my cousin, and I hauled another tractor to the farm from another Church farm 
in South Carolina.  The “big red” International tractor was a great asset to us in raising 
corn for our assessment to supply corn for the welfare cannery.
	I was called to manage the Church farm when it was first purchased, as my back 
surgery had gone well, and I was pretty well healed by then.  But before the farm was 
underway as far as producing crops, I needed a place to park all the equipment.  Having 
had many prayers answered for me, I asked the Lord what I should do to protect this 
expensive equipment.  I felt impressed to drive down a long, winding drive to a Mr. 
James Dickson’s house (this man’s property was very close to the Church farm).  I 
knocked on the door, his wife answered, and I asked if I could talk with her husband.  
She let me in, and we sat down for some pie and milk as is the custom in the South.  I 
explained to them that I was a Latter-day Saint and told them a little about the Welfare 
System of the Church.  Then I popped the big question.  “Mr. Dickson, I notice that you 
have lots of sheds and a big barn.  Can I park my equipment over here for protection?”  
There was a short pause and then Mr Dickson said, “Mr. Cannon, you use our sheds and 
barn as long as you need for free.  It will be a pleasure to help you.”  The Lord had 
softened their hearts and made it easy for me to find them willing to help out the Church.  
Many years of a wonderful relationship with the Dicksons has left me with friends for 
life.  Mr. Dickson passed away several years ago, but I gave them all the corn they could 
use every year we had a crop.  We later built our own sheds and barn on the farm.  I am 
still in touch with James Dickson, Jr. and his mother, and they still live next door to the farm.
	Etta and I joke that our three boys, especially Jim and Paul, were raised on the 
Church’s 17-acre Welfare Farm.  Jim even broke his arm there one Summer while riding 
his bike.  When the corn crop came in, members were in the field by 6:00 a.m., some 
picking corn before their regular jobs began, some there late at night loading the truck 
and wetting down the corn to keep it cool.  Men took turns driving to the Church cannery 
in Greensboro, and going to the Farmers Market in Asheville and Hendersonville.  
Women sold corn on the highway across from the farm.  Frank Cleveland was my full-time assistant and a big help to me.  We had two tractors to keep running and lots of 
work to do, but our corn was considered the best for the cannery.  For a while, we also 
grew thornless blackberries to meet our assessment, but this crop proved too labor-intensive.  Some years later, the Church went to very large farms, so ours was sold.  All 
this effort was donewith willing hands and hearts, bonding together my family, the 
Church members, and creating memories that would last a lifetime.
	Our family’s whole history of Church activity lies here in this ward which was 
later split to give Brevard its own chapel and identity.  We are deeply indebted to all the 
members who have passed through this ward and have helped teach my family the 
Gospel.  The leaders and teachers of the past and present have given us more than we can 
ever repay--a testimony of the Church and the Saviour, even Jesus Christ.  We will 
forever be grateful for strong leaders and good examples of the Saints of the 
Hendersonville Ward and Brevard Branch.  Without them, my family might not have 
gotten to where we are today.
	The Hendersonville Ward is special.  It came to be because the Lord wanted it to 
be here.  It’s a wonderful place to be when the doors are open.  It radiated a good feeling.  
It’s warm.  The Spirit is here.  Like a river, the influence of this Ward has been felt 
through the leaders in all positions, scouters, community leaders, and everyday individual 
lives.  This influence can not be measured in worldly terms.  This ward is my family.  
Our children do not know their paternal grandparents very well.  Those good people have 
labeled us as “heathens” and “cultists.”  But I have no regrets.  The Gospel and our 
Church family have filled our lives with love, and our children have had loving maternal 
grandparents.
	A very special thanks goes to Etta, my wife.  She has been a solid supporter in all 
the callings I have had to fulfill.  She has served many callings herself.  Our goal has 
always been to have an eternal family.  We both have worked hard to try to have his 
happen.  We have found out what the word “joy” means.  It is when we go to the temple 
and there in the room sit Etta, our daughter Wendy, our son-in-law David, our son, Jim, 
our daughter-in-law Abbie, our son, Paul, and our son Jonathan.  All three of our sons 
have served on missions, and all three are Eagle scouts.  To us, this is real joy.
	To my children, I can never thank them enough for turning the Church farm 
calling into a family calling.  I thank them for the many late nights of packing corn and 
for the many nights around a camp fire on campouts.  Our family motto is “No Empty 
Chairs,” meaning all of us in the Celestial Kingdom together.  
	I know my Saviour is real and that He atoned for my sins.  He is the Saviour of 
the World; the Son of God, the Father of us all, my Elder Brother.  I love and adore Him.  
I love His Gospel.  I love the Hendersonville Ward and the Saints who pass through here from time to time.  I hope they have felt the same special feelings that I have felt.  May 
we all continueto grow in the Gospel as we attend to the affairs of the Church.  May we 
serve the Master with all of our heart, might, mind and strength.
		James Rodney Cannon, Sr. 

LAMONT AND LOUISE HONEYCUTT

	In the early years of Church growth in Western North Carolina, one of the 
problems was in finding funds to build meetinghouses and finance other Church needs.  
At that time, the Church policy was that local units were required to contribute 30% of 
the cost of any building projects from local contributions, and those contributions must 
be made before the building was completed.  Also, much of the cost of operating the 
building and of providing for activities and supplies was financed from a budget, 
supplied by local contributions.
	In Western North Carolina, financing those needs was a real problem, since most 
of the active members of the Church had very modest resources.  During the period 
before the policies were changed to have most financial needs met from general Church 
tithing funds, fund-raising activities were a continuing part of life for members.  
Thousands of pies and cakes were baked, hundreds of yard sales and rummage sales were 
held, and many sacrificed funds badly needed for other purposes.  During those difficult 
years when membership was small and needs were large, the contributions of two 
families in the Buncombe-Henderson County area stand out.  One was Oliver and Sarah 
Davis, and the other was Lamont and Louise Honeycutt.  Both men had begun and were 
building their own businesses, and both gave generously of their limited means, even in 
the days of their early struggles.
	The Honeycutt families moved to Hendersonville in the 1940s, from southeastern 
Georgia.  When Jesse and Jean Hyder returned from Charleston in 1951, they and the 
Honeycutts came to know each other, and they all decided to join together to begin a 
Sunday School.  Lamont was “Gramma” Honeycutt’s oldest son, and he and Louise were 
married and had a young family at the time.  Eventually, Jimmie, their eldest son and 
Betty Lou, their oldest daughter, married and moved away, but when Patsy and Sandra, 
the younger two, married, they lived in the Royal Pines Branch for some time.  Patsy and 
Bruce Garrison, her husband, began the first seminary class in the Branch and taught it 
for several years in the late 1960s.  
	When the Royal Pines Branch was organized in 1953, the Honeycutts joined in 
to help build the new organization, and before many months, Lamont was called into the 
Branch Presidency as a counselor to President Oliver Davis.   While construction of the 
new meetinghouse was underway--in 1955--President Davis decided they needed a full 
two-phase meetinghouse instead of the smaller first-phase building that had been 
authorized.  The Church construction superintendent told them he would be happy to 
build the larger building if they could raise the Branch’s $5,000 share of the cost and get 
approval in one week.  Oliver met with his counselors, and Lamont told him to go ahead, 
and he (Lamont) would guarantee to find the funds.  
	Though both men were just beginning to build their own businesses, Oliver made 
a generous contribution, and Lamont contributed much of the rest.  The $5,000 was raised in the required week.  That was only the beginning.  Over the years to come, 
Lamont and Louise contributed a large share of the funds the Branch was required to 
raise for almost every need that came up.  
	One Sunday in the late 1960s, Lamont came to visit with his Branch President.  
As nearly as can remembered, he said: “President, I love the Church and know it is true.  
I would like to support its work with everything I have.  I want you to know, though, that 
it is very hard for me to be in a leadership position.  I am a quiet person who likes to be 
comfortable with my friends, but I do not feel good standing in front of a group, or in 
telling people what to do.  I feel the Lord has given talents to each of us, and the talent 
He has given me is to earn money.  Any time you need money for anything the Church 
is doing, I would be very happy to be asked to help, but if possible, let me serve in that 
way rather than being asked to be in a leadership position.”  Brother Honeycutt was 
always faithful to that promise.  Not only did he contribute a full tithing and a generous 
fast offering, but he contributed generously any time funds were needed for some local 
purpose.
	Not long after having that visit, it was announced that the Washington D.C. 
Temple was to be built, and that all of us in the Eastern part of the Country would be 
asked to contribute funds to help with its construction.  The Royal Pines Branch was 
asked to raise a total of $10,000.  It was a huge amount for a small struggling branch, but 
the members were anxious to do all they could, and fund-raising projects were begun.  
A few days after the first announcement, Brother Honeycutt came again to the Branch 
President.  “President, it will be fine for our members to each contribute all they can, but 
I would like to make a contribution of $10,000 myself, so you will not have any worries 
about being able to raise our share.”
	In the mid-1970s, the growth of the Church had made it easier to find 
contributions, and Church policies had eased the financial load on local units.  During 
that time, Brother Honeycutt came to his Bishop for a final visit: “Bishop, I am going to 
retire, and plan to move to Utah so we can be near our grandchildren.  Louise is not well 
and my health is failing, so we want to spend as much time as we can with our family.  
I am closing my business permanently.  It has been good to me, and has been the means 
of my being able to contribute to the Church whenever there has been a need.  I feel I 
have succeeded in business because I told the Lord when I started that if He would help 
me, I would always give all I was ever asked for by the Church.  I have been blessed to 
be able to do that.
	When I first came to Hendersonville, I started a new business collecting scraps 
from the textile mills and selling them for cleaning rags.  Over the years, the business 
grew and I began buying and selling surplus fabric in large lots.  As you know, at one 
time I had a warehouse in Hickory full of rolls of fabric.  It was profitable, but was very 
hard work and I had to spend endless hours on the phone as well as long hours traveling 
to collect and deliver all that fabric.  It was hard work.
	One day, one of the mill owners I knew called me into his office.  He said, 
‘Lamont, if you have guts enough to do it, I would like to offer you the opportunity to 
make a lot of money, and help a bunch of us as well.  As you know, I run a hosiery mill.  
Here in the South, there are a dozen of us in the same business, and we fight like cats and 
dogs with each other for business.  One of the biggest customers in the country for hosiery is the Federal Government, buying for the military services.  We get none of their 
business, because the contracts are far too large for any one of us to handle.  All those 
giant contracts go to a few large Northern mills.  We have never been able to get together 
and combine our efforts to fill a large contract, because we can’t trust each other.  At 
times, doing our share would be inconvenient, and we would fight over the assignment, 
claiming we were too busy with other orders just now, and we would force the job onto 
someone else who felt he was being imposed on.  We haven’t been able to work together, 
but we would all like to have that business.
	If you, Lamont, would take on one of those large contracts, we would all support 
you in filling it, and we could all make out well, because we have lower costs than the 
big Northern Mills.  We don’t trust each other, but we all trust you.  Whenever you call 
and tell us it is our turn to produce, we will fuss and try to do our share at a different time 
when we have a slack period.  But if you call back and said you need our production 
now, we will do it.  Why don’t you try taking one of those contracts?’
	Bishop, I did that, and it scared me to death the first time.  Here I was taking a 
contract to deliver over a half-million dollars worth of socks in six months, with only the 
word of my friends that they would help me make it all happen.  I felt I knew them, 
though, and they would do what they said, and they did.  Now for several years, I have 
been negotiating and filling about two of those contracts per year, and I get to keep about 
ten percent for myself.  It has been very good for me, and I have been greatly blessed.  
It’s a strange business, though, and it is built entirely on the trust these men have in me 
personally.  I do not feel I can turn it over to anyone else, because if anything happened, 
I would feel responsible.  Now that I need to retire, I have decided to just close it out and 
go my way.  I just wanted to tell you this so you would understand why I am leaving and 
what is happening to me.”


ROCKS IN HIS HEAD

	When the Hendersonville Branch meetinghouse first phase building was built, the 
members participated with labor to raise most of their 30% of the building’s cost, that 
was required as a local contribution at that time.  As many other groups of members did 
at that time, they undertook to do the final cleanup and the interior painting.  They also 
stretched themselves to install the roofing, which was not commonly done.
	However, they then went far beyond the ordinary in undertaking to do the stone 
masonry on the building, both supplying and installing the stone.  Picking and hauling 
stone is backbreaking work as those who helped soon learned.  It was mainly taken on 
because of Jim Canon’s enthusiasm.  As Cater Leland reports:
	“I say the branch did the rock work, but in reality it was done by Brother Jim 
Cannon, with others mixing the “mud” and carrying rocks.  We also, though, found and 
hauled the rocks.  Jim Cannon told us we could find them, and we believed him.  I 
remember the day a group of us brethren went to get the first loads.  I borrowed two ten-ton trucks from a friend of mine in Saluda, and Brother Cannon said we just had to ride 
up the road a little ways and pick them up.  As we drove on mile after mile, passed Black 
Mountain and headed down the steep road to McDowell County, Sam Baldwin spoke up and asked, ‘Just where is it we are going?’  Jim replied with a smile, ‘Oh, just a little 
ways beyond Old Fort.’
	We drove through Old Fort, and then on to Marion, where we turned north on 
Highway 221.  After two hours of driving, we found ourselves in the Linville Gorge 
digging rocks up out of a frozen field with pickaxes.  It took all of a very long day to 
make that ‘little ride up the road to pick up rocks.’  Ever since that experience, I always 
ask Brother Cannon, ‘How far?’ when ever he asks me to go somewhere with him!”  In 
spite of the long drive and the long day, we had a great time gathering the rocks up for 
our chapel and their addition to our meeting house truly makes our building unique and 
special.
	As I was gathering information for this story, I checked with Cannon about some 
of the details, and asked if he did not have a bit of guilty conscience about leading those 
men so far out into the wilderness when they thought they were just going “up the road 
a piece.”  He chuckled.  “I never said anything untrue.  It is handy, though, to have that 
old Southern expression, ‘over yonder.’  That can mean whatever you want it to mean.  
I just used it a bit freely when I told those brethren where we were going.”
	Sam Baldwin remembers that when it came time to build the retaining wall on 
the property line at the side of the parking lot, it was a much larger project and needed 
more stone.  “No one wanted to go clear to Linville Gorge again and go go all the labor 
of prying stones out of a field, so Cannon told us we could build the wall with creek 
stone that we could just “pick up out of the water.”  That sounded much better to us.  
Also, he said he knew a place we could find creek stone where we could back a truck 
right to the creek and not have to carry the stone at all.”  Where was this place?  “Oh, just 
up Highway 276 a ways.”  Highway 276 was just down the road a few miles on the way 
to Brevard, so that sounded better yet.
	Sam remembers: “It was late Fall and the weather was cold.  We arranged for a 
big flatbed truck, and we all rode on the back.  We were soon chilled from the wind.  We 
turned on to Highway 276, and began following the Davidson River up into the National 
Forest.  I remember being a bit worried about whether or not permission had been 
obtained to get rock in the National Forest land, but assumed everything was all right.  
We went on and on, though, never stopping.  Higher and higher we went, on past the 
Cradle of Forestry, and still we did not stop.  Finally we reached the summit at the Blue 
Ridge Parkway and were out of the National Forest and traveling down the steep and 
winding road into Haywood County.  Finally the slope leveled out a bit and we found 
ourselves turning off the highway and out into a field beside the Little Pigeon River.  We 
stopped for a minute while Jim looked around.  Most of us climbed off, happy for the 
chance to move around and warm up a bit.  Jom said, ‘Get back on.’ We sat on the edge 
of the truck bed with our feet dangling over the side, and he promptly backed right into 
the middle of the river.  Several of us did not know it was going to be so deep, and got 
our feet and legs wet.  Was that water ever cold!  The truck stopped.  We yelled at him 
to go on and get across the stream.  He said, ‘Here is as far as we’re going.  Hop off and 
start picking.’”
	Sam remembers back to that morning.  “Sitting there, already chilled, we just 
couldn’t believe we were being asked to climb into that icy river, reach down into the 
freezing water and pick up rocks to load a truck.  We did it though.  As I think back on that experience, it was all just so ridiculous that it’s very funny.  I remember, though, that 
none of us felt it was very funny at the time.”  The wall was over a hundred feet long, and 
several loads of stone were required.  Once more, the heavy loads of stone were unloaded 
into a pile and then carried to where Cannon was laying them to build the wall.  It was 
backbreaking work, but since all labor and all the material except cement and sand was 
donated, the stone projects contributed a substantial amount to the cost of the building.  
Cannon, especially, worked countless hours on the projects.
	As he tells me this story nearly twenty years later, Sam reflects on those 
experiences.  “Cannon is an optimist to the extreme.  He figures anything is possible and 
so he takes on impossible tasks.  Then he gets you to do things you can’t possibly do, to 
make it all turn out.  With Cannon, the question is never, ‘Can he lead?’  It is simply, 
‘Can we follow?’”
	When the second phase of the building was designed, which included the chapel, 
the architect liked the stone work of the first phase, and so used extensive stone work on 
the chapel design.  The use of stone included a massive stone wall inside the chapel 
itself, forming the front wall of the room and rising to the high peak of the ceiling almost 
twenty feet up.  Once more, Jim Cannon and the branch members rose to the challenge.  
This time, though, a more decorative, thinner stone was needed.  Jim happened to be 
talking to the man who ran the family-operated garbage pickup service that served the 
meetinghouse, and found that his family owned some hilly land in the Big Hungry area 
east of Edneyville, in the extreme southeast corner of Henderson County.  He told Jim 
there were rock outcroppings on the hills that had “pretty stone.”  Jim could see he was 
a “good old mountain boy,” and so he talked the man into giving the Church the stone 
at a nominal cost.  The important thing, of course, was to look at the stone and see if it 
would do.  Jim was invited to come “out there” the next weekend to see it.  He recalls, 
“I managed to find my way high into the hills.  I had been told he had a cabin there, and 
I finally found it, and found an all-weekend party going on, mainly drinking beer and 
eating hot peppers.  There was quite a group, and they were in a mellow mood.  I was 
cordially invited to join them, but managed to decline.  He pointed out the hillsides 
where the rock was, and I climbed to see it.  It was ideal for our purpose, but was high 
in the hills on land too steep for a truck to get to.  We rounded up everyone who had a 
pickaxe, and all who had access to a jeep or four wheel drive vehicle.  We pulled and dug 
the stone out, tumbled it down the hills, then loaded it and carried it down to the road 
where we loaded it again onto the truck to haul to the chapel.”  Once again, an impossible 
task done with good humor and hard work.
	Jim paid special tribute to his wife Etta, by laying the chapel interior stone in a 
pattern so that her name can be made out in the stone work if one knows how to look for 
it.
	When it came time for the meetinghouse third phase, Cannon once again did the 
rock work with member help.  This last time, though, the members decided they had “all 
the rockpicking they could handle,” and so the stone was purchased rather than being 
handpicked and hauled by members.	
	
	There’s a postscript to this “rocks” story.  It’s fifteen years later, and Jim Cannon 
is an older man, and has had a back operation.  That original retaining wall beside the parking lot had not been designed by the architect to have any curbing to protect it from 

cars backing into it when they parked.  Over the years, it had suffered damage from 
careless drivers and some stones had fallen out.  Robert Collier was the Church 
Maintenance Supervisor at the time.  He was making plans to reinforce the damaged 
places and put protective curbing along beside the wall.  
	He recalls, “One day I had a call from Jim Cannon.  Jim told me he heard I was 
planning to repair that wall he had built many years before.  I told him we were planning 
to do so.  He said, ‘You know, I’ve never been satisfied with that wall.  It is just not 
something I’m proud of and it bothers me everytime I see it.  Also, since we built the 
wall, our neighbors have cut down their trees and there is more water runoff, and it needs 
to be handled better.  When we built that wall, I had not had much experience with 
building a wall of that kind, and it looks like an amateur’s work.’  He continued, ‘I want 
to completely rebuild that wall.  I know how to do it now, and know where I can get 
some beautiful stone out of Newport TN.  I know it isn’t Church policy now to have 
donated labor on building projects, but I will hire my own help and still do it for a price 
low enough you can’t refuse.’  I asked about his health.  He told me the doctor said he 
could work, but he just was not supposed to lift anything weighing over 25 lbs.  I told 
him I couldn’t imagine building a rock wall that had no stones in it over 25 lbs.  He 
chuckled; “The doctor won’t be there to weigh any of those rocks.”
	He was eventually insistent enough that the job was awarded to him, at a fraction 
of the normal cost.  He built the new wall with a double thick construction, in which the 
old stone was remortared and built back in behind the new wall, resulting in a wall that 
will last through the ages. 


JIM CANNON’S EAGLE SCOUT FACTORY

	Over the years, Jim’s great love in Church service has been the Scouting program.  
He loves boys and they love him.  Whatever other callings he has labored in, he has 
always been close to the boys of the Hendersonville Ward.  He found early that by 
inspiring boys to want to achieve, and then loving them completely, they would become 
motivated to earn their Eagle Scout award.  Over the years, that has become a ward 
tradition, with thirty-four Eagles from the troop thus far.  
	That number of Eagle awards from a small troop is all out of proportion to the 
national averages, and on several occasions the troop’s outstanding record has resulted 
in criticism as much as praise.  Other scouters have at times felt that Jim must be making 
it too easy for the boys to achieve their advancements, and not requiring all the hard work 
to be done.  Those close to the troop know better, of course.
	On one occasion at a scout recognition dinner, a group were discussing the 
frequent Eagle awards the L.D.S. boys were achieving, and some of the group voiced 
their suspicions of irregular practices.  They happened to be overheard by one of the 
senior council executives, who immediately stepped into the group and told them he had 
participated in the Eagle Board of Review for almost all of those boys, and said “No one 
cuts any slack for any of those boys.  They earn everthing they get.  Further, if you want to find how to help more of your boys become Eagles, go learn from Jim Cannon!”
	On another occasion, Skip Sheldon, another experienced scouter, came to Jim and 
told him he had been sent by the council executives to see what was going on and report 
back if there were any irregularities.  Jim simply told Mr. Sheldon, “Why don’t you talk 
to as many of my boys as you like, and decide for yourself how they measure up.”  That 
was agreed to be done.  Sheldon returned to Jim and said, “I have interviewed six of your 
boys.  I have no problem with any of them.  They have done the work, and they are a 
delight to get acquained with.  You will never hear a word of criticism from me again.”
	Jim was asked what he felt were the keys to a successful scouting program.  He 
answered that the keys are to enlist parents’ full support, help parents know what is 
needed from them, and then offer a program that will help the boys achieve if they have 
the desire.  He holds regular planning sessions with the boys, then has a quarterly 
parents’ night.  At that night he goes over with parents the troop activity calendar for the 
next three months and gets fathers to support those activities where their help is needed.  
Then he goes over the key points of parent involvement from the Scoutmaster’s 
handbook and from the Aaronic Priesthood Guidebook.  He emphasizes, he says, the part 
that identifies that 90% of a boy’s Priesthood activity takes place in his home.  He then 
explains to parents that the boys are not required to advance to the Eagle rank, but that 
he will do whatever is needed to make that opportunity available to them if they will 
decide they want it for themselves and be willing to do the work.  Another key, he feels, 
is to follow the program of the Primary in helping the boy achieve his First Class Scout 
rank by the time he is twelve and leaves the Primary Organization.  
		

	THE HENDERSONVILLE WARD
One Member’s Remembrance
by E. Cater Leland, Jr.

	The first official meeting of the Hendersonville Ward, which at that time was 
called the Brevard-Hendersonville Branch, took place in May, 1972 in the Girl Scout 
building at Edwards Park in Hendersonville NC.  At that meeting James R. Cannon was 
sustained as Branch President, with Dewey H. Keller as first counselor and Harry A. 
Davis as second counselor.  There were about 30 members present at that meeting, of 
which only six are still members of the Hendersonville Ward in 1997: Jim and Etta 
Cannon, Sam and Jacki Baldwin, Cater Leland and Morris Hunnicutt.
	All those present were excited to have a new unit formed in Hendersonville.We 
didn’t have our own building, but we had our own unit in what we considered our home 
town, and no longer had to drive to Royal Pines for our church activities.  We all felt 
grateful to the Lord that day to have our own unit, and knew then as we know now that 
the Hendersonville Ward is a special unit where the spirit of love and fellowship exist 
among all its members.  Over the past twenty-five years, many members have moved into 
or out of the Ward, and nearly all have expressed a desire to return if possible and again 
fellowship with us.  The Hendersonville Ward is indeed a special unit where the love of 
the Lord resides, and I am truly thankful tohave been a continuous member for the past 
25 years.
	During the remainder of 1972, much effort was spent trying to locate all of the 
members assigned to our unit.  This proved to be quite a task, as many of the addresses 
were not correct or the individuals in question had moved, or didn’t really want to be 
found.  Our branch presidency meetings were held at the home of Harry Davis in 
Bonclarken, and I can remember many an evening on the telephone trying to locate those 
lost members.  We also set a goal to acquire property on which to build our own 
meetinghouse.  
	This was accomplished when a site on Highway 64 West, in front of where the 
Rutters now live, was acquired.  However, when we were ready to construct the building 
in June, 1975, we were told by the Church Building Department that the site would not 
be suitable for the eventual construction of a full-sized meetnghouse, due to a water 
drainage problem that two acres of parking would create.  They were also concerned 
about visibility for egress.  Thus, the site was rejected and we were told to look for a 
more suitable location.  With the help of the Lord we were able to locate and purchase 
our present site before the end of 1975.  Jim Cannon’s story gives additional insight to 
this purchase.
	Along with our goal of acquiring property, we also had to raise money for our 
branch’s share of the construction cost.  In those days, unlike today when the entire cost 
is met by tithing funds from Church Headquarters, each unit had to raise 30% of the cost 
of both building and land through local contributions.  Our branch did this through a 
combinationof donated labor and cash contributions.
	In addition to family assessments, our branch undertook a project to care for an 
appleorchard.  This was done on a 50-50 basis with the owner of the orchard, which 
contained about 700 trees.  We were able to use the owner’s tractor and spraying 
equipment, but we had to buy all the supplies and furnish all the labor.  This was quite 
an undertaking, which lasted until late August of 1973, at which time we finished 
packing the last of 1,000 bushels of apples on a tractor-trailer which Brother Don Yandel 
drove to Tampa, Florida, to fill an order for Saints in that area.  These apples were also 
sold to members of the Asheville Stake as well as anyone else we knew that wanted 
apples.
	The project involved hard work and real sacrifices, but was a great success in 
every way, both financially and also in building a closeness of spirit in the branch.  It 
turned out to be entirely too much work to continue on a year-round basis, so in the 
future we bought apples in large wholesale lots and boxed them for smaller shipments 
to various units of the Church not quite so far away.  We didn’t make as much money 
this way, but we continued to build the closeness of the Branch, and didn’t have to do a 
tenth of the work that was required on the orchard project.
	I remember the Summer of 1973 very well.  Right in the middle of our apple 
project, Brother Harry Davis moved, and President Cannon went into the hospital for 
back surgery. That left me as the 2nd counselor, essentially in charge of the Branch for 
about two months.  It was for me a time of growth and learning, a time when I learned 
to rely on the Lord.  All the Branch members came together and accomplished what had 
to be done at the tkme, and I felt really blessed to be associated with such a dedicated 
group of Saints.  I continue to feel that way today; it’s a privilege to have fellowship with 
the members of the Hendersonville Ward.
	President Jim Cannon served faithfully and well as branch president from May 
of 1972 until his release in March of 1976.  During that time his counselors were Dewey 
Keller, Harry Davis, Cater Leland, Kurt Luedtke and Jim Dahle.  Our attendance grew 
from the original 30 to over 75 average attendance, which was the number required in 
order to make application for a building project.
	The paperwork was well underway when James Dahle was called to be the branch 
president, I was called as first counselor and Steve Remsen was called as 2nd counselor.
	On August 11, 1976, a groundbreaking ceremony was held for our meetinghouse.  
A large crowd was in attendance, including President Jay M. Witbeck of the Greenville 
SC Stake, of which our unit had become a member.  He offered a prayer of dedication 
on the site.  The total cost of the project was a little less than $200,000.  Thirty percent 
of the cost had to come from our small group of members.  Most came from donated 
labor.  We did clean-up, painting, roofing, landscape and all the Rock work.  
	I say the Branch did the rock work, but in reality it was done by Brother Jim 
Cannon, with the others mixing mud and carrying rocks.  (See “Rocks in his Head,” 
below.) Every time I look at our building I truly feel a part of it and remember with a 
thrill the brotherhood and sisterhood that was engendered during its construction.  The 
first phase of the building was completed in May, 1977 and our first meeting was held 
in the building that month, five years after the organization of our branch.  The girl scout 
and Sertoma buildings served us well for many years, but I can’t really describe how 
great it was to finally have our own building.
	Jim Dahle served as branch president from March, 1976 until August, 1978, at 
which time he and his family moved to Utah for a time.  His counselors during that time 
were Cater Leland, Steve Remsen and Homer Leslie.  In Auguast, 1978, Jere Hyder was 
called to be Branch President, with Sam Baldwin and Paul Garza as counselors.  
	On July 1, 1979 our branch became the Hendersonville Ward and Brother Hyder 
was called to be the Bishop.  The next month, our building was dedicated by Elder Rex  
Pinegar, a member of the First Quorum of Seventy and younger brother of Sister Jean P. 
Hyder of our Ward.
	Even though Sister Hyder and her husband Jesse were not present when the 
Hendersonville Branch was organized in 1972, (she and her husband were working in 
Michigan at the time), she is considered the first pioneer of the Church in this area, 
having moved here in September, 1940, with her husband and ten month-old son Jere at 
that time.  Though Jesse was not a member of the Church, he always supported Jean and 
their children in their Church activity and did join the Church some 40 years later.
	Brother Jere Hyder served as Bishop from July, 1979 until January, 1980 when 
James B. Arnold was called to serve as the second bishop of the Hendersonville Ward. 
One of the important things accomplished while Brother Hyder was Bishop, was locating 
land for and purchasing a welfare farm for the Ward.  This was a request from Church 
Headquarters that every unit possible have a welfare farm and project.  In this ward we 
could not ever meet our Welfare assessment without digging into our pockets and making 
cash contributions.  This farm also would keep us from having to come up with a 
different project every year to help raise our assessment.
	Bishop Hyder and his counselors took this request seriously and went out and 
located a suitable piece of property on NC Highway 280.  Our ward also had to come up with half the purchase price, which we did, and thus we became the only unit in the stake 
to actually go out and purchase a welfare farm.  It later became the Stake Welfare farm.  
This farm was dedicated in May, 1980 and we grew many bushels of sweet corn there 
over the next several years.  Brother Cannon’s story tells more details.  
	In January, 1980, when Jim Arnold was called to be Bishop, I was called to be 
a member of the Asheville Stake High Council.  This new stake had been formed in 
November of 1979, with L. Andrew Goad as President.  With this call to a stake position, 
I was no longer involved in the week-to-week operation of the Hendersonville Ward as 
I had been since its formation eight years before.  I missed it, but then again, I really 
enjoyed my work on the high council, being in charge of genealogy and temple work in 
the Stake.  This has always been my first love, plus I enjoyed getting to know other 
members throughout the Stake.
	Brother Arnold seved as bishop until the Spring of 1986, when he was called to 
be a member of the stake presidency, a position which he holds today, some twelve years 
later.  During the time he was bishop, we added our second and began the paperwork for 
the third phase of the building. The second phase was completed in 1983, with our first 
m eeting held in the new chapel in May.  At that time, the pews had not arrived, so we 
set up with folding chairs.
	In June of 1983, the Atlanta Temple was dedicated and many members of the 
ward attended and felt an outpouring of the Spirit while there.  I has been great to have 
a Temple so close by.
	As soon as we moved into our new chapel, our attendance increased to the magic 
number of 175 average, that was required to apply for phase three of our building.  Due 
to a tithing deficiency in the Stake, overall, we were required to wait until the first quarter 
of 1984 to requalify.  This we did easily, with an average attendance of 189, and were 
able to submit the paper work for the third phase during the latter part of 1984.
	When Brother Arnold was released in March of 1985, Donald L. Staley was 
called to be the new bishop.  Morris Hunnicutt and Cater Leland served with him as 
counselors during the entire time he was bishop.  The third phase of the building was 
completed in 1986, with an open house on 31 May.   This new building addition has 
added greatly needed teaching space and a new bishop’s and clerk’s office, as well as and 
expanded serving area and a full-sized cultural hall.  With the completion of this 
addition, the construction program in Hendersonville came to an end.  Don Staley served 
until June of 1988 when he and his counselors were released, and Russell Brown was 
called to be the new bishop.  In July, Don Staley, Morris Hunnicutt and myself were 
called to the Stake High Council.
	Bishop Brown served from June 1988 through January, 1995, a total of seven 
years.  His counselors during that time were Larry Shelton, John Watson, Bob Harring, 
Mark Wilcox, Joe Jennette, Doug Perry and Ken Rutter.  Attendance during this time 
continued to increase to a highof 250, at which time the Brevard members were divided 
off to form their own unit.  That happened in April of 1987, but the Brevard members 
continued to meet in the Hendersonville meetinghouse until they were able to find a 
suitable property and build their own meetinghouse.  Actually, they moved out of the 
Hendersonville meetinghouse in the Summer of 1989 to meet in rooms at the Brevard 
College and then in the Brevard high school auditorium, while they waited for their new meetinghouse to be built on Neely Road.  It was completed in 1991.
	C. Cameron Highsmith was called to be bishop in January, 1995, and served until 
May of 1997. His release was necessary because with the completion of the new 
Highway 74 directly through Polk and Rutherford Counties, it became closer for the 
members in that area to attend the Forest City Ward, and those members were transferred 
to Forest City, and he was part of that group.  We hated to lose those members but were 
happy for their good fortune.
	With the release of Bishop Highsmith, Jeff Enders was called, and is our current 
bishop, with Sam Baldwin and Larry Shelton as counselors.
	Over the past twenty-five years, our unit has been blessed with branch presidents 
and bishops that took their responsibility of working with and strengthening the youth 
very seriously.  As a result of their work in this area, along with strong young men and 
young women’s leadership, the ward has sent 23 young men into the mission field, has 
had 25 Eagle Scouts, and has 15 young women earn their “Young Women in Excellence” 
award.  
	As I look back over 25 years of membership in the Hendersonville Ward, I can’t 
help but feel extemely fortunate and greatly blessed.  As far as I am concerned, I’ve been 
associated with the best people under the best circumstances, in the best part of the 
world.  I wouldn’t have wanted to be in any other place at any other time doing anything 
else.
	The earlier years of the Branch seem to hold the fondest memories, because that 
was the time of greatest struggle, but also the time of greatest growth, especially in the 
lives of those members who truly participated.  I am glad to have grown to maturity in 
the mission field.  I am glad my children did also becauuse it made them strong.  The 
Hendersonville Ward is a wonderful unit in which to be a member of the 
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  May it always be so, is my humble prayer.




MARION

THE CRISSON LEGACY

	One of the earliest persons to join the Church in Western North Carolina and to 
stay to build up the Church in this area was Samuel Fleming Crisson, who listened to the 
missionaries and was baptized in the cold waters of Armstrong Creek in Turkey Cove on 
November 9,896.  He was baptized by Elder Robert R. Judd, and confirmed by Elder 
Charles S. Roberts.  Sam Crisson was well known in the area as “the snake oil man.”  He 
raised snakes, keeping them in a box under his bed, to make a popular tuberculosis 
medicine.  In those days, people believed that snake oil was effective in preventing 
tuberculosis.
	Being the only Church member in the area, Sam was often visited by the traveling 
Elders, who were welcomed into his home and who visited with his friends and 
neighbors. children grew up being taught the Gospel, and in 1918 his son Samuel J. (Tilden) Crisson, Tilden’s wife Mary Etta Elliott Crisson, and their two sons Price 
Wesley and Louis Gaston were also baptized in Armstong Creek, making three 
generations of members in the family.
In his 60s and 70s, Tilden was a faithful home teacher, making his visits on foot, often 
walking not only the ten miles to Marion, but ten more miles to make visits in Old Fort--a day-long journey!
	Price Crisson grew up and married Mayme Louise Hollifield, who was baptized 
in Armstrong Creek in 1942.  Price Crisson gave the first $100 to the building fund to 
help build the Hollifield chapel, and for years provided rooms for the missionaries 
laboring in the area.  Two of Price Crisson’s daughters, Linda Crisson Haynes and Louise 
Crisson, are currently members of the Marion Ward, the fourth generation of Church 
members in that location.
	   
	



THE GOSPEL COMES TO TURKEY COVE

	The fifteen year-old boy leaned on the porch railing of the building that served 
as his family’s home and the country store his father operated.  He looked out anxiously 
past the front gate and down the road beyond.  His right hand firmly grasped his Father's 
shotgun, leaning against the railing beside him.  He was afraid, some, but also 
determined.  He was expecting unwelcome visitors, and, with his Father away for the 
day, he was in charge of protecting the family upstairs as well as everything in the store 
just behind him.
	Actually, he wasn't too worried about either the family or store this afternoon.  
The men he expected were neighbors, and he usually felt at ease with them.  His concern 
was for the two young men that had stopped by during the afternoon and had been invited 
to spend the night.  Though a bit older than he was, they were not as large nor strong, and 
no match for a gang of angry men.
	Sure enough, within a few minutes, a group of men came down the road and up 
to the gate.  The boy grasped the shotgun firmly and called out, "What do you want?"  
The tone of his voice stopped the man nearest the gate.  He smiled at the boy and said, 
"We hear there's a couple of Mormons at your place.  We just want to beat them up and 
get them out of here."
	"You won't touch them."
	"Oh, yes we will.  We don't want them around here."
	The boy rose to his full height of just over six feet, and lifted the shotgun.  "The 
first man who comes through that gate will be shot."
	"Now, Perry, we're your friends.  You wouldn't do that!"
	Perry Hollifield's voice was steady.  "Yes, I will."
	No one moved for several moments.  Then there was muttering between the men, 
and they slowly began to move away from the gate and down the road.  One called out,  
 "We'll be back!"
	Late that evening, Perry's Father returned.  He listened carefully, then briefly 
thanked his son for doing the right thing and for being brave.  After he had visited briefly 
with the young Elders, he called Perry again.  "Son, I need you to take a long walk 
tonight.  I know you can do it.  We need to help these Elders find their way up that Cox's 
Creek trail and over into Mitchell County.  They have friends ther--the Winters family--that are members of their Church there and will take care of them."  The three young men 
soon left, and by morning the missionaries were safely in Mitchell County.
	Church records indicate that Samuel Fleming Crisson was baptized in the Turkey 
Cove area in 1896, and so it was likely that those missionaries had been visiting with him 
before they came to the Hollifield store.  Traveling elders had been in the area before, 
and would come again.  By the early 1900s, branches of the Church under local 
leadership began to be established in several locations in the State, usually first in 
isolated rural areas rather than cities.  In the Western Piedmont, early branches survived 
in Mr. Airy and in Gilreath in Wilkes County (now the North Wilkesboro Ward of the 
Hickory Stake).
	The first permanent meetinghouse building we have record of within the 
boundaries of the present Asheville Stake was completed in 1943 in Turkey Cove, North 
of Marion, and it came into being through the efforts of that young Perry Hollifield, now 
a grown man.  It still stands on the hill behind Carl and Ella Boyd's sturdy mountain 
cabin, and its story is typical of Church Pioneers and their sacrifices the continue in 
communities all over the world.  This is the story of its beginning:
	After that fateful evening and night in Perry's life when he was fifteen, it's not 
known how often he had further contact with the Church or its representatives.  If those 
missionaries had time to leave with him any of their message, he apparently remembered 
little, because on that night they were all concerned mainly with survival.  It's clear, 
though, that he remembered them favorably, and was impressed with their zeal and their 
testimony of Jesus Christ.
	Perry matured, married and built his own cabin about two miles up Turkey Cove 
from his Father's store.  He and his family became active members of the Turkey Cove 
Baptist Church, the largest church in the area.  Our scene shifts to that church, and to a 
Sunday morning some twenty years later, in 1912.
	On that Sunday, two traveling Elders of the Latter-Day Saint Church attended the 
morning service.  It was a common custom in those days that when the preaching service 
was ended, the preacher would invite anyone in the congregation who felt to bear 
testimony or give a message to the congregation, to do so.  That morning, such an 
invitation was made.  One of the two Elders rose to his feet and announced that he 
represented the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints, and that he had a short 
message for all who were there.  The preacher immediately cut him off, saying "I know 
who you are!  You're Mormons!  You can't speak in this Church!
	The Elder then asked, "Would you let us speak outside, on the lawn?"  "Of course 
not," was the reply, "Get out of here and don't come back!"
	At that point, Perry Hollifield arose.  He was by now a well known and respected 
member of the congregation.  "Just a minute, Reverend," he said calmly, "my Father 
owns the land right across the road from this church.  I invite you Mormons to come over 
to the meadow next to the creek and give any message you want to.  And any of you here who want to listen to these Mormons are invited to come over with us, after this service 
is over."
	As he told his children later, Perry said he felt sure that the two missionaries, 
being young and inexperienced, only needed to be shown the error of their ways.  Some 
time later in the day, a group assembled in the meadow.  Perry told the Mormon Elders 
to speak as long as they wanted, and then to come down the road to his home, where he 
would feed them and put them up for the night.
	He told his children that he felt confident, that day, of his knowledge of the Bible, 
and felt it would not be difficult to correct any errors they might teach.  It did not turn out 
that way.  After listening to them speak, Perry said, he felt he had never heard a more 
convincing message, and decided he needed to study the Bible much more deeply than 
he had ever done, in order to find whether or not the message he had heard from the 
Elders was the truth.  Sister Ella Boyd, his daughter, says he completely wore out three 
or four Bibles in his study over the next several years, and in talking for long hours with 
traveling Elders of the L.D.S. Church whenever they came through the area.  
	Finally, in 1921, he requested baptism, which was performed in a deep 
"swimming hole" in Armstrong Creek near his house, on October 28th of that year.  His 
oldest two children were also baptized that same day.  His wife, Tempy Susannah 
Hollifield, was not ready at that time, but two years later, on 2 September 1923, she and 
their youngest daughter Ella were also baptized in that same location.
	Since there were no other members in the area, the family continued attending the 
Turkey Cove Baptist Church for several years.  However, as more members were 
fellowshiped into the Church, the Hollifields began holding a Sunday School in their 
home.
	By the late 1930s, Perry and Susannah's daughter Ella had married Carl Boyd.  
He was a Bible-believing man and was impressed with his wife's faith, but was very 
doubtful about Mormon teachings.  He listened, though, to the messages of the Elders 
who stopped in to visit every few months.  Ella remembers one time his looking up at her 
from his daily Bible study and saying sternly, "I'm going to quit reading the Bible!"  Ella, 
shocked, asked him why he would say such a thing.
	He replied, "Because everything I read in it keeps sounding more and more like 
what the Mormons preach!"  The twinkle in his eye reassured her that all was well.  Not 
long after that, he announced at the breakfast table one morning that he had been praying 
most of the night, and had decided to be baptized.
	By 1940, the group had grown to include four families of L.D.S. members:
	Perry and Susannah Hollifield;
	Carl and Ella Hollifield Boyd and their seven children;
	Tilden and Etta Crisson and their children (close friends of the Hollifields);
	Price and Mayme Crisson and family (Mayme was Tilden and Etta's daughter).
	In addition, they were often joined by Sister Cora Hollifield, (not closely related), 
who lived in Catawba.  Her non-member husband often brought her to meet with the 
others, while he attended a nearby Baptist Church.
	In 1942, Perry Hollifield decided it was time they had a meetinghouse of their 
own.  He donated an acre of land to the Church, on a hill just off the highway adjoining 
Forest Service land, and donated trees to be cut to make lumber for the construction of a meetinghouse.  He also had a stone quarry from which stones were cut to erect the 
foundation, and for steps down to the road below.  His son-in-law, Carl Boyd, operated 
a sawmill, and Carl cut the timbers and siding for the building.  He also cut the lumber 
for a new cabin he was building for himself and Ella down beside the main road just 
below the Church site.  Tilden Crisson had some large trees on his property that he 
donated to make the beautiful pews for the new building.  
	The men labored most evenings on the little Church building.  As it neared 
completion, they had used all their resources and still needed windows and other finish 
materials they did not have.  At that point, one of the traveling Elders who visited them 
told Brother Hollifield that if he could document the costs of the building, he could 
submit them to Salt Lake and the Church would participate in the building's cost.  Such 
a thought had never occurred to those good folks, and they were delighted at the prospect.  
Perry put the value of the acre of land donated at $50, which was much less than its 
actual value, even at that time.  Cost of the building was figured to be $7,000.  Sure 
enough, they were reimbursed for 60% of that amount from Church Headquarters.  That 
money helped with the costs of finishing and decorating the building.  It was completed 
in 1945 and dedicated on November 6 by Apostle Matthew Cowley.
	With the building completed, the Hollifield Branch was formally organized, and 
the brethren were for the first time ordained to the Priesthood so they could officiate in 
Branch matters.  Perry Hollifield was set apart as the first Branch President.
	The Hollifield branch met in that building for some twenty years.  A permit was 
obtained from the Government to establish a cemetery just behind the Church property, 
on Forest Service land, and several members of the Hollifield, Boyd and Crisson families 
are buried there.  Perry Hollified served as Branch President until his death in 1951. 
	During that time, Houston C. Worley, a blacksmith and garage owner in Old Fort, 
was converted to the Church and began driving faithfully every Sunday the 25 miles to 
Hollifield for meetings.  He was called as Branch President on Perry’s death, and served 
faithfully for twelve years, until his wife’s failing health required him to stay at home and 
care for her on a full-time basis.  
	By the 1960s, more and more members were joining the Church who lived in and 
around Marion, and it was decided to close the Hollifield chapel and move meetings to 
a rented building in Marion.  However, that Branch established in Hollifield firmly 
planted the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in McDowell County, where it 
has flourished until today.  The Marion Ward, successor to the Hollifield Branch, is one 
of eleven strong congregations of the Asheville N.C. Stake.





BAPTIZED IN ARMSTRONG CREEK

	As children of the early members of the Hollifield Branch became adults, several 
moved away to find jobs or go on to higher education.  Also, since there were so few 
other members of the L.D.S. Church anywhere in the area, they often fell in love with and decided to marry good men and women who were not yet members of the Church.  
Many of those they chose, however, joined the Church, just as Carl Boyd had done.
	For example, Carl and Ella Boyd's oldest daughter, Ruth, went to Spartanburg, 
South Carolina to enter nurse’s training in the hospital there.  She met and was courted 
by a student of Wofford College, Jim Ditty, who had come there from Chicago.  As they 
became acquainted, Jim began to realize how much her faith meant to Ruth, and began 
attending the Spartanburg Ward of the Church with her.  He was soon converted to the 
Church by Ruth and by Bishop Willard Hayes of the Spartanburg Ward.  Jim heard Ruth 
tell of growing up in the Hollifield Branch, and of her baptism in the swimming hole in 
Armstrong Creek, near her parent’s home. As it came time for his baptism, he decided 
he wanted to be baptized in the creek at Hollifield, just where Ruth had been baptized 
several years before.  He also wanted to be baptized by Bishop Hayes, and so it was 
agreed.  Bishop Hayes and his wife traveled with Jim and Ruth all the way from 
Spartanburg to Turkey Cove, near the Hollifield Branch meetinghouse, to perform the 
baptism, in that same "swimming hole" in the creek where Ruth’s father and Grandfather 
had been baptized.


HOUSTON C. WORLEY
by Robert D. Collier

	In about 1973, when I was bishop of the Royal Pines Ward, I had a call one 
evening asking for someone to go to administer to an elderly man that was seriously ill 
at Mission Hospital.  I decided to go myself, found a companion, and soon had the 
profound privilege of coming to know Brother Houston C. Worley.  At this point I can’t 
remember exactly what his illness was, but he was hovering between life and death.  He 
was in his eighties, and was almost incapacitated even when not ill.  He gradually 
improved, however, and I visited him a time or two before he was allowed to return to 
his home.
	To my surprise, I found he was a member of the Church, and that he lived within 
the boundaries of our Ward, somewhere near the Highland Farms retirement village in 
Black Mountain.  We did not have a record of his membership, and I found that his 
records were still in the Marion Ward, where they had been for many years.  After his 
discharge from the hospital, I determined to locate him and get home teachers assigned.  

	I’ll never forget that first visit.  I found him sitting heavily in a large reclining 
chair on the porch of a tiny cabin located near a larger home that I found was lived in by 
his daughter and son-in-law, who were not members of the Church.  It turned out that he 
owned both places.  He had recently moved there from Old Fort, where he had sold the 
home he had lived in for forty years, as well as his auto dealership and repair business.  
He had sold out and moved so he could be near medical attention at the Highland Farms 
clinic, because his wife was almost completely helpless and had a serious heart condition.  
For a number of years, he had cared for her almost full time, but his own health had 
failed to the point that he knew they needed medical attention close by.  He would say 
little about his own problems, but I was to find that he was by that time so nearly paralyzed himself that he was only able to move about very slowly by leaning heavily on 
a cane in each hand.  
	However, he was somehow still taking almost complete care of himself and also 
of his wife, who could not sit up nor move her arms or legs.  He fed and bathed her and 
cared for her every need.  To bathe her and help her go to the bathroom, he had a 
hydraulic lift on wheels, like an auto engine hoist, and a sling that he was able to slide 
under his wife’s body.  He would get her into the sling, jack her up off the bed, then sit 
on the floor and push her in the sling, hanging in the air, from room to room, including 
lifting her in and out of the bathtub.  
	He was anxious to show me his project that he was working on when his wife did 
not need attention.  When he had sold his business, he had an old truck with a hand-made 
winch he had built many years ago, and an old gasoline engined welding machine as well 
as a forge and personal tools.  That equipment and those tools meant a lot to him, but he 
could not get enough from them to be worth selling, so he had brought them with him.  
However, he had no shop or other place to keep them in, nor a place “to work.”  For a 
man who had been a mechanic all his life, that was a great difficulty.  So, he had decided 
to do something about it, and he wanted to show me what he was soing.
	He struggled to his feet.  He was a large man, over six feet tall, and probably 
weighed nearly three hundred pounds.  He slowly climbed down the two steps to the 
yard, and started toward a strange building that looked like a half-finished shed.  It was 
in what had been a tobacco patch or produce field.  We walked slowly across the ground, 
with him moving his canes one at a time slowly forward, then leaning on each heavily 
as he moved first one leg and then the other forward with great difficulty..
	As we came closer, the building appeared to be a pole shed, and he pointed out 
his equipment partly sheltered in the building.  The old Dodge truck with a boom on back 
and a winch with a cable wound on it was several feet away beside a stack of salvaged 
telephone poles he had had delivered, from which he was building his shed.
	He said that for many years he had run a Dodge auto and truck dealership in Old 
Fort, including a large auto repair shop.  He had been one of the first auto mechanics in 
Western North Carolina, having formerly been a blacksmith and having learned about 
mechanics by doing it as owners of cars had come to his shop seeking help.  He had 
never completely stopped doing blacksmith work, and did not now want to stop his 
mechanical work either, so he wanted a place to keep his equipment and also to be alble 
to work.  He was determined to have a workshop, even though he was nearly paralyzed.  

	He showed me how he had dragged himself out into the field with a stool to sit 
on, and a hand post hole digger, and slowly over a period of a day or two would dig a 
large hole nearly four feet deep.  Then he would get in his old truck with the boom and 
winch, and back it over to the pile of telephone poles, hooking the cable around one of 
them.  Next, with great skill, he was able to maneuver the truck until the large end of the 
pole could be guided into the hole, and somehow carefully winch the pole upright in the 
hole so he could tamp it in place.  The winch was operated by a hand crank--he had 
welded it entirely from scrap metal himself, years ago.  After he had a group of poles 
erected, he had then paid neighbors to help get rafters up on the poles and place sheet 
metal roofing on the rafters to install the part of the roof that was finished.  
	I simply could not believe anyone in his condition undertaking such a task, let 
alone actually having it successfully underway.  When I marveled at his courage and 
willingness to undertake almost impossible tasks, he just shrugged and told me he had 
always been able to take care of himself and make tools to help do any job he could not 
do by hand, and he planned to keep on that way as long as he could.
	I remember being profoundly moved by that experience, and deciding that I 
would never again complain that something seemed too hard a job for me to do.  To this 
day I stand in awe of Brother Houston Worley.
	It was not until today, when I was typing the history of the Marion Branch, that 
I found that Houston C. Worley had, in 1951, taken over as President of the old Hollifield 
Branch when Perry Hollifield died, while living over twenty miles away in Old Fort.  He 
apparently served for eleven years, till 1962.  On April 28, 1957,  the Mission records 
report that the Mission President visited Hollifield, and “President Worley gave an 
inspiring talk in Sacrament Meeting.”  My respect for him has grown even further.


MURPHY

RENA BRISTOL’S STORIES

	In the three Westernmost counties of North Carolina--Graham, Cherokee and 
Clay--missionary work began before 1900, and there are baptisms recorded as early as 
1896 in Cherokee County.  In 1903, William C. Millsaps is recorded as the first person 
baptized in Graham County.  As far as we know, he was the only member in the county 
for thirteen years, until one week in the Summer of 1916, when a special event occurred.  
Sister Rena Bristol, whose parents were Homer Millsaps and Mattie Sawyers Millsaps, 
was born in Graham County in 1920 and baptized a member of the Church in 1929.  She 
and her sister, Violet Burch, have faithfully worked to build the Kingdom in that far 
corner of the Asheville Stake ever since.  We are indebted to her for these first two 
stories:

THE GOSPEL COMES TO GRAHAM COUNTY

	One Summer Sunday in 1916, the congregation of a small country Baptist Church 
in Santeetlah (near Robbinsville) was surprised to have a pair of unexpected visitors--two 
young men who had arrived on foot, carrying small traveling cases.  They sat down 
wearily on one of the back pews.  The preacher asked them to introduce themselves.  One 
rose to his feet.  
	“My companion and I are Mormon missionaries.  We’re traveling through the 
area on foot, and are very tired.  We wonder if there might be someone here that would 
be willing to provide us a place to stay for the night?”
	The preacher looked quickly around with a stern expression.  He told everyone 
to wait while he and the deacons met briefly outside.  Several of the older men arose at 
his invitation and followed him from the building.  Low voices could be heard by those 
inside.  One of those deacons was Joel Sawyers.  Joel knew just a bit about Mormons.  His daughter, Mattie, had married Homer Millsaps, and Joel had become friends with 
Homer’s father, Will, and knew that Will had been baptized by Mormon missionaries 
several years before.  Many years later,  Joe told his granddaughter, Rena, that he listened 
on that Sunday while others of the group discussed “roughing up” the missionaries and 
driving them out of the County.  Joel was a quiet man, but at that point he spoke up.  
“You won’t touch those young men.  I am going to invite them to my home to spend the 
night and I don’t want them harmed in any way.”
	There were further mutterings, and the Preacher, still upset, went back inside, 
canceled the rest of the meeting and dismissed the congregation.  Joel Sawyers gathered 
his family together, invited the missionaries to join them, and they  began the journey 
home to their cabin on a nearby hillside.  Threatening cries were heard from some of the 
other men, but due to the respect they all had for Joel, there were no further problems.
	That evening, after a hearty meal prepared by Joel’s wife Catherine, the 
missionaries were invited to tell the family about their beliefs.  Joel was much impressed.  
He asked the missionaries to stay another day, and to hold another meeting on Monday 
evening.  He invited his married daughter and son-in-law, Homer and Mattie Millsaps, 
to attend, as well as other friends and relatives.  Before the missionaries finally left the 
area, those four as well as several others went down to the nearby stream and were 
baptized.  Will Millsaps, who was also there, must have been greatly pleased to see so 
many more join him in knowing the True Gospel had been restored.
	As the two elders finally prepared to leave, Brother Sawyers told them he would 
escort them to their next stop, to insure that they were not harmed.  The two elders 
thanked him for his offer, but  told him they did not feel that was necessary.  Early the 
next morning, they left.  Brother Sawyers, though, knew there was still danger.  He 
quietly took his rifle in hand and as soon as the missionaries left, he began following 
them, just out of their sight.  He returned that night, telling his family with satisfaction 
that he had seen the two Elders safely out of the area.
	Members of the Sawyers and Millsaps families began holding regular meetings 
and studying the Gospel, and a small branch of the Church continued to meet in one or 
another of their homes for several years.  As often happened, a number of those who 
joined the Church left and moved to the West or to larger cities where there was a branch 
of the Church, but Homer and Mattie Millsaps and some of the other families stayed and 
raised their families there in Graham County.  Traveling elders came by every year or 
two, baptizing children and others whenever they came, and holding cottage meetings for 
a day or two before traveling on.
	Sister Rena Bristol, a daughter of Homer and Hattie Millsaps, remembers her 
baptism in 1929, when she was nine years old, and the baptism of her sister Violet soon 
after.  Sister Bristol also remembers a time a few years later, when one of the pairs of 
elders who visited their home told them they wanted to visit the local Baptist Church.  
Rena and other members of the family agreed to go with them.  As they entered the 
Church together, the preacher recognized the family and apparently guessed who the 
missionaries were.  He ordered them out of the Church, stopped the service, and sent a 
group of men to see that they left the area immediately.  
	Those two sisters, Rena and Violet, married local men who were not members 
of the Church.  Their husbands, Robert Burch and George Bristol, were not at first interested in becoming Mormons, but were humble, faithful men and wanted a good 
religious experience for their families.  They did not feel good about any of the churches 
in their area, so they gathered support from friends in the community and the group built 
a small church building.  They began a congregation and were members of it for several 
years.  Eventually, however, dissension began to plague the group, and both the Bristol 
family and the Burch family were voted out of the Church they had been instrumental in 
getting established.
	At that point, Violet and Rena began a home Sunday School, alternating in 
meeting in one of their homes, and then the other, and their two husbands began 
participating.  They  had no contact with missionaries or other members of the Church 
for many years during the Depression and World War II, and so had no lesson manuals 
or other materials.  All they had were copies of the Scriptures and one other book, “The 
Articles of Faith,” by James E. Talmage.  They could hardly have chosen better.
	After the War, missionaries started returning to most areas, but apparently, during 
the war years, the Mission had lost contact with that tiny group in a far away corner of 
North Carolina, and later Church leaders simply did not know of them.  Adding to the 
difficulty, the mission was divided and North Carolina became part of the new Central 
Atlantic States Mission, with headquarters in Roanoke, Virginia.  That meant that the 
Murphy area was the most remote--the furthest from mission headquarters of any part of 
the mission. 
	Finally, in late September of 1955, two missionaries, Elders Hansen and 
Kessenger, were sent to that far Western tip of North Carolina to find a family who had 
written to Church headquarters, asking to have some one visit them.  The Elders were in 
one of the nearby towns, unsuccessfully hunting for the family they had been sent to find.  
As they asked around, one of the local townspeople told them he did not know the family 
they were looking for, but he was pretty sure there was a family of Mormons who lived 
near there.  The two surprised elders soon showed up at the Bristol home, asking if there 
were members of the Church there.  Sister Bristol, just as surprised, told them she was 
a member of the Church, and asked if they were Elders.
	It was a dramatic moment. When the missionaries said “Yes, we are,” Sister 
Bristol replied, “Good.  We’ve been looking for you.  We have fourteen people waiting 
for baptism!”
	Picture that moment:  Here are two missionaries hunting vainly for a family 
interested in the Church and finding no trace of them, and having no knowledge of any 
members of the Church within a hundred miles or more.  They knock on a door and not 
only find a member of the Church, but one who tells them she has fourteen family 
members and friends wanting to be baptized.  That would have to be a red-letter day in 
any missionary’s experience!  Think of Sister Bristol’s feelings as well, on opening the 
door and seeing elders on her porch--representatives of the Church at her door for the 
first time in over fifteen years!  Needless to say, the missionaries went no further.  Sister 
Bristol remembers they were at first reluctant to baptize the people without teaching them 
the missionary discussions, which at that time were long and involved.  However, as they 
questioned the prospective members, they found that they had been studying diligently 
and were all familiar with basic Gospel principles.  After all, one could hardly choose a 
better Gospel study text than Talmadge’s “Articles of Faith.”
	Both husbands, George Bristol and Robert Birch, were baptized, as well as all 
children of both families who were old enough for baptism.  The Bristols let the 
missionaries stay in a small cabin on their property.  Though it had no plumbing, the 
Elders were delighted to be there and to find such a reception. The two sisters’ uncle and 
his family as well as other relatives and friends joined in with the group who were 
baptized on October 5, 1955.  The group was soon formally organized as the Hayesville-Andrews Branch of the Church.  They were part of the North Carolina West District, but 
because of being so far from any other Branches of the District, had little contact with 
Church leaders for many years.
	In 1968, George Bristol built a new home in Hayesville, and planned it with a 
large living room, especially so that Branch meetings could be held there.  The Branch 
was renamed as the Hayesville Branch.  By that time, Church leadership in the area had 
become better established, and regular visits from the District Presidency and council 
were begun.  The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints began to emerge from 
obscurity in the far Western corner of North Carolina.

	A note of postscript:  From that remote group that began to meet in Graham 
County and moved to Hayesville before becoming the Murphy Branch have come many 
active members and Priesthood leaders.  The Bristols’ son Jennings became a dentist in 
the Atlanta area and is currently bishop of the Powder Springs Ward.  His son is on the 
stake high council.  A daughter of Rena’s brother, William Gardner Milsap, married 
William Gray, a native of Graham County.  Brother Gray studied the Gospel at her 
request and became a member of the Church, and they were married in the temple.  The 
Grays moved to the Atlanta area, where he became a business executive and was 
eventually called to be President of the Marietta Stake.   Another family member is a 
bishop in Colorado.

THE MORMON OAK

	One time in the 1960s or 1970s a young returning missionary visited Brother and 
Sister Bristol and told them he was looking for the stump of the famous “Mormon Oak 
Tree” in Brasstown.  (Brasstown is the community in which the present Murphy Branch 
meetinghouse is located.)  Sister Bristol says she told the young man that she knew 
nothing of such an oak tree or its story.  The young man left her with a copy of the 
following story.  He said it was taken from the personal history of Joseph Hyrum Parry, 
his grandfather.  He further stated that his mother was on a mission in the South in 1922-24 and was told essentially the same story.  She also told her son that in 1913 Elder 
Wallace Strong of Salt Lake City was a missionary in the Brasstown area, was told the 
story and he collected a chip from the stump of the tree which he brought home and gave 
to the family, and the”chip was still in his mother’s possession.  Joseph Hyrum Parry was 
well known as a writer, and while he labored as a missionary sent several letters that 
were printed in the Deseret News, and are in the Church historical records.  Here is the 
story of the “Mormon Oak,” as recorded in Elder Parry’s’s journal:

	It was the end of a perfect day when the long threatened trouble came, On Sunday, August 3, 1879.  I spent the morning talking with the family and neighbors of 
my host, Wm. L. Webster.  I held a splendid meeting in the late afternoon in the shade 
of the fine two story home of the Websters, where I also tarried for the night, retiring 
before ten o’clock.  There was no hint through the whole busy day of the swift turn in the 
stirring events which were to mark the next eventful day of my mission in the South.
	Some time before midnight a body of armed ruffians filled the yard of the 
Webster home, awoke and terrified the family with their hideous oaths and fiendish yells, 
and clamorously demanded the surrender of “that Mormon Elder.”  From observations 
some of them had during the afternoon, it was known that my companions were absent, 
else probably they would not have come that night.  Mr. Webster attempted to pacify the 
mob but to no purpose, as the disreputable rabble became more threatening and would 
brook no interference.  Deeming resistance to be useless, and that it would endanger the 
lives of others, and the destructions of my host’s home, I took the advice of the very 
frightened Mr. Webster, hastily dressed and joined the mob--but not alone or afraid--trusting in the Lord for the outcome.
	I was immediately escorted by them into the woods about a quarter of a mile.  
Under a large live oak tree near the county highway they halted and began to wrangle as 
to what they should do with the Elder now they had him in their power.  As they were far 
from agreed as to whether to slay or beat me, I audaciously took a prominent part in the 
discussion, taking it largely into my own hands, making them listen to earnest reasoning 
and vehement remonstrance against such outrageous conduct.  I reminded them that they 
were violating the laws and Constitution of our country which gave me the right to 
preach the Gospel to them and their neighbors, and this they knew, was my only offense.  
For an hour or more I made them hear me.  I preached to them what will always be my 
most earnest and eloquent sermon and testimony of the truth of Mormonism.  I was led 
to warn them that if they persisted in their determination to do me harm, they would reap 
sorrow.  I was further prompted to declare that the live oak tree under which I stood, 
would wither and die as a witness against their wrongdoing.
	My lengthy talk softened the hearts of some of the band, but the leaders become 
more infuriated and determined to flog me with hickories, but conceded without my 
asking for it, that I have the privilege of selecting my assailants; and they said that I must 
leave the state at once.  This led to more talk and expostulation, and further delay while 
I mingled with the crowd, very deliberately pretending to select the weakest muscled men 
or boys to wield the lash.  Many of them hovered around my pleading “Choose me, I’ll 
not hit ya hard.”  It was moonlight, and in moving among them I discovered they were 
trembling with fear and excitement.  The young men I selected to wield the withers were 
true to their promise, despite their pretense to the contrary.  But the profane, 
loudmouthed leader, suspecting that I was not getting enough punishment, commenced 
to belabor me with a hickory cane--the only real hurts of the thrashing--while the others 
interposed and cried “that’s enough!”  I was then permitted to go, being directed to the 
Webster home.  Several of the household, including one colored man, had followed the 
mob and were witnesses to all that occurred and were near enough to hear the talk, but 
were too intimidated to interfere or make know their presence.  Feeling inexpressibly 
grateful that my life had been spared, and that I had fared no worse, I returned to the 
house and slept well the remainder of the night.
	The next day, Monday August 4, was court day at Murphy, the county seat of 
Cherokee County, and I filled in an appointment to preach on the courthouse grounds, 
before my largest Southern congregation.  On the way, Elder Edlefsen joined me, coming 
from Persimmon Creek.  Despite the harrowing experience of the night before, and an 
inflamed eye, through the presence of some foreign substance, I spoke with the greatest 
freedom on the Gospel restoration and the First principles, winding up with an appeal for 
religious freedom and tolerance, and protection from mob violence.  I was given a very 
respectful hearing throughout.
	But though the civil powers of the state were duly apprised of the trouble in and 
around Brasstown and Nottla, and appealed to for protection and redress, nothing 
resulted but a few letters from the Governor and the Attorney General of the State of 
North Carolina.  In the case of the Brasstown affair, affidavits were gotten out and filed 
with the proper officers, but were never afterwards heard from.
	Speaking of trial and troubles that should be the lot of His servants and people, 
Jesus said:  “It must needs be that offenses come, but woe to them by whom they come.”  
Again He said that whosoever should offend one of the least of His servants, “did it unto 
Him.”  Also, that “God will not be mocked; whatsoever ye sow that shall ye also reap,” 
is another of our Saviour’s warnings.
	Within a few weeks after the Nottla occurrence, three of the ring leaders of the 
mob met violent deaths by accident.  The stately tree under which the whipping was done 
withered as if burned, and died in a few days.  It stood as a mute testimony that the Father 
takes note of His humble servants, for He “notes even the sparrow’s fall.”  For many 
months, the tree was a menace to travel on the highway, but the road supervisor and 
county employees feared to attempt its removal, and so cut a detour around the tree.  It 
stood for months, being finally blown down by the wind.  The stump remained for many 
years until carried away piecemeal for souvenirs by visitors from far and near.
					--Joseph Hyrum Parry

LEARNING OF MY GRANDFATHER

	My grandfather was born about 1850, but several records regarding his birth 
differed in the year.  I studied and researched many sources, and eventually decided the 
true date was most likely 1855.  It had taken much time and effort, but I was happy to 
have it settled in my mind.  A few years after doing  that work, I had an opportunity to 
visit the town he had lived near the close of his life.  I began asking around, to see if 
anyone was still alive who might have remembered him.  Finally, I was able to contact 
an elderly woman who said she had known him as a child.  
	I asked her, “What do you remember about my grandfather?”  The elderly woman 
paused for a few moments and then smiled gently.  “When I was a child, he was an old 
man, and we children always used to like to visit his place.  He was often sitting out in 
the orchard, and would peel apples and give us slices to eat while he told stories to us.”
	As I returned to my home from that trip, I reflected a bit, and thought to myself, 
“I’m happy for all the work I did to find when my grandfather was born, but it’s lots 
more important to know that he enjoyed sitting in the orchard and telling stories to 
children.”
				Marie Roth, Murphy Branch




WAYNESVILLE

FINDING THE WAYNESVILLE MEETINGHOUSE SITE

	We had been looking for many months for a piece of property on which we could 
build a new meetinghouse.  We had a committee with members from each part of 
Haywood County on the committee, but were not pleased with any places we had found.  
Finally, the Church real estate man from Atlanta came to meet with me. We showed him 
the most promising places we had found, but he was not impressed with them either.  At 
the end of his visit, he visited with me for some time, instructing me in the criteria for 
choosing a good building site.  He then told me that if I found something that met the 
criteria, and if I prayed and felt good about it, to give him a call and he would come 
immediately.   During the next few days, I found time to talk with a local realtor and let 
her know what we were looking for, as exactly as I could.  In a few days, she contacted 
me and told me she had three places for me to look at.  We looked at two of them, and 
I did not feel they were the right place.  When we reached the third one, I had a strong 
feeling as soon as I stepped out of the car that this was the place the Lord had chosen.  
I thanked the realtor for her efforts and told her I would be back in touch.
	As soon as she left, I went back to the property and offered a prayer.  I 
immediately had a feeling that this was the right place, and I should call Atlanta 
immediately.  I did so, and as I recall, the real estate manager came the very next day.  
He was completely favorable, and said the only thing he needed to do was to gain the 
Stake President’s approval.  He went to a pay phone and called President Goad.  He came 
back and told me that President Goad had informed him that if President Ledford felt it 
was the right property, he was sure he would approve.  That made me feel very good.
	We went ahead with the purchase, and now have a beautiful meetinghouse on that 
property.
		Richard Ledford, Waynesville Branch President

Note by Robert D. Collier: When the meetinghouse was built in Waynesville, it was 
recognized that the only detraction to the building site was that the meetinghouse had to 
be built immediately next to the highway and high above it, with a steep bank sloping 
down to the pavement.  A chain link fence was installed along the steep slope for safety 
purposes, but the situation was still not ideal.
	Imagine everyone’s surprise when we were informed by the State Department of 
Transportation that the highway was to be changed and widened during the next several 
months.  We were all worried as to what that might mean, and concerned that it would 
add to the problem.  However, in the process of widening the highway, it was also 
relocated and the road was moved several hundred feet away from the building.  The 
final problem with the site has been completely eliminated. 

THE STORY OF THE WAYNESVILLE WARD
A Personal Memoir by Bobby M. Davis

	The earliest saints known to have been in Haywood County have never had their 
story properly told.  They have been veiled in obscurity, so I will attempt to reveal what 
I know about them.  I know no personal names of people or groups of people, or anything 
about their struggles and triumphs; these things will require more research.  However, 
somewhere between the 1840s and early 1870s, when the saints were gathering to Zion 
in earnest from many places and lands, one of the gathering routes passed through 
Haywood County.
	In 1981 two missionaries, Elder Earle Anderson and Elder Randy Hair, were 
serving in the Waynesville area.  They were scanning their county map one day, and 
came across the name “Utah Mountain.”  This awoke their curiosity, and they decided 
to go out and contact people in that area.  They were trying to make contacts in the 
community located on the mountain, without success, until they finally found one door 
that would open to them.  The man they met was a lawyer named Burton Smith.  They 
were able to tell Mr. Smith about the Gospel because he had a fascination with the 
teachings and history of the Church.  They asked if he knew how the mountain got the 
name “Utah.”  He was happy to explain what he knew.  
	When Mr. Smith moved into his home on the mountain, his own curiosity about 
the name led him to write to the State archives in Raleigh, seeking the answer.  The reply 
stated that some time between the late 1840s and the early 1870s a “winter station” was 
established on and around this mountain.  Its purpose was to provide a resting and 
lodging place for members of the Church from eastern North Carolina, as well as several 
immigrant groups from England, as they migrated to the Utah territory.  There is a brief 
note in an old Haywood County history book about a group of “Mormon Elders” trying 
to colonize this mountain and gather people into the Church from the communities near 
there.  The Baptist and various other ministers supposedly got together and “drove the 
Mormons out.”  Hence the name “Utah Mountain,” which has endured to the present.
	In 1994, the missionaries again visited with Mr. Smith, who reiterated the 
historical facts he knew.  They were able to teach him the missionary discussions, but he 
declined to join the Church.  It is remarkable that from the west lobby of the new 
Waynesville meetinghouse, a beautifully framed view of Utah Mountain is clearly visible 
in the distance through the glass doorway.
	The earliest recent recollection of efforts to proselyte and establish the Gospel in 
Waynesville and Haywood County comes from a Sister missionary who served here 
around 1973, Sister Tryon.  She wrote her father about laboring in Waynesville, and he 
replied that he was pleased she was there, because he had also been sent to labor in 
Waynesville as a missionary in 1947.  He sent her the following story:
	In the Summer of 1947, two missionaries were sent by the Mission President in 
Roanoke, to see if it might be fruitful to labor in Waynesville.  Arriving in town, they 
discovered that the area was a popular tourist destination, and every hotel, inn, 
boardinghouse and other place they could find to spend the night was full.  The only 
place they could think of to learn where they might stay was the County Sheriff’s office.  They assumed that if anyone knew what was available, he would.  They visited with the 
sheriff, who was very kind and placed several phone calls in their behalf.  Sure enough, 
he concluded that there simply were no vacancies.  Not wanting to be inhospitable, 
though, the sheriff told them that he would put them up in the courthouse overnight.  Of 
course, that meant that a jail cell would be their room.  They accepted his kind offer and 
spent the night in jail.  After another day the next day of contacting people without 
success, they decided Waynesville would not be a promising area, and moved on.
	Two years later, in 1949, missionaries returned to Waynesville to stay, and went 
door to door, keeping on regardless of how futile it seemed.  When they would find a 
friendly, receptive home they would establish a small school to teach the family the 
Gospel.  The missionaries became like members of the family.  This was how my family 
began to be taught--I think around 1950.  For a short time between 1949 and 1950, an 
attempt was made to establish a meeting place in an old apple packing and storage 
building on Georgia Avenue in what was then Hazelwood.
	Some time in 1950, James and Laura Simmonds moved to the Waynesville area 
from Asheville.  They had not been members for long, and were anxious to keep in 
contact with the Church.  They allowed a Sunday School to be established in their home 
by the missionaries.  Soon, others who were interested in the Gospel would come to their 
meetings.  There was not much success in gaining converts then (two in three years).  
This situation lasted until 1953, when the Simmonds family moved back to Asheville.  
After they left, the missionaries were withdrawn again for a short period of time.
	Around late 1954, the missionaries returned and began the work again.  One day 
in the late Summer of 1994, I received a surprise visitor at my home who gave me more 
insight about the return of the missionaries at that time in 1954.  My visitor was Brother 
Robert Crandall.  He had served as a missionary in the Central Atlantic States Mission, 
and in late 1954 had been in Waynesville for some time.  We renewed many fond 
memories, as he and his companions had been instrumental in establishing the Gospel 
in my family.  He explained that he worked for B.Y.U. department of communications, 
and had been sent to Durham to arrange something about a joint project with Duke 
University.  He had a few days to spare, and decided to retrace his mission area.
	He told me about tracting through Waynesville and getting very discouraged 
about the prospects here.  He said one-day they tracted until it was dark.  They were 
inspired to find a place to kneel and pray in order to dedicated Waynesville for the 
preaching of the Gospel.  They went down a street to where the railroad crossed near the 
end of the street.  There was a large two story house there that seemed unoccupied.  They 
chose to kneel at the side of this old house to pray.  After that, the work began to improve 
and to move forward (the big old house was the West family home).
	A remarkable thing about the place they knelt is that it was at the end of the street 
where I grew up, and was across the railroad tracks and the street intersection from a 
house that would in later years serve as a meetinghouse for the Waynesville Branch.
	The work was now progressing so rapidly that the Church rented a place to hold 
meetings.  The place was the old American Legion hall (now torn down and replaced by 
a mini-storage company) on what was then Main Street in Hazelwood and is now 
Hazelwood Avenue in Waynesville.  A Sunday School was set up which was affiliated 
with the fledgling Cherokee Branch.  A missionary named Elder Montel Seeley was called as branch president.  There was excitement about the Gospel, and always the best 
feelings in the meetings.  Baptisms were held on a regular basis.
	About the first of February in 1956, the Simmonds family returned to the 
Waynesville area.  On Feb. 5, 1956 the first testimony meeting was held in the 
Waynesville Sunday School.  As Sister Simmonds wrote, “All present were very much 
impressed and blessed with the meeting.”  On March 11, 1956, Brother James Simmonds 
was set apart as the Superintendent of the Waynesville Sunday School.  The next week, 
Brother Clarence Sill was set apart as first counselor, and his daughter Mary Christine 
Sill was set apart as Secretary.
	Cherokee Branch at this time consisted of a three-location arrangement.  The 
Branch was located in Cherokee, with Waynesville and Hayesville as affiliated Sunday 
Schools.  Brother Simmonds would travel to Hayesville once or twice a month to help 
with their meetings.  President Seeley would visit each Sunday School once every other 
month.  Some time in April, 1956, Waynesville Sunday School was allowed to organize 
a Relief Society even though only affiliated with a branch.  It became official in July, 
1956.  Sister Laura Simmonds was set apart as our first Relief Society President, with 
Sister June Sill as first counselor and Sister Dess Gaddis as second counselor, with Sister 
Ora MaeWood as secretary.
	In September, 1956, a significant milestone was reached by the Church in 
Western North Carolina.  A beautiful Church-built meetinghouse was completed, south 
of Asheville in the Arden-Skyland area.  The branch occupying it was named the Royal 
Pines Branch, and it included members from the Asheville and Hendersonville area.  
This building was also our district center.
	On November 18, 1956, the Waynesville Sunday School was absorbed into the 
Cherokee Branch.  Brother James Simmonds was set apart as branch president, with 
Brother Woodrow Sneed from Cherokee as first counselor and Brother George Bristol 
from Hayesville as second counselor.  That meant a branch with boundaries covering 
seven counties, and spanning about 120 miles from East to West.  It meant as well that 
the three members of the Branch Presidency lived almost that far apart.  In Waynesville, 
we began to have Sunday School in the morning and sacrament meeting in the evening 
(I think Sunday School was at 9:30 and Sacrament meeting was at 4 or 5 p.m.)  On 
November 25, 1956, Brother Clarence Sill was set apart as Sunday School 
superintendent, with Brother Bobby Davis as his counselor, and I think Sister Christine 
Sill continued as secretary.  An unofficial Primary program was carried on by the 
missionaries during this time as well.  I can remember attending Primary even after I 
joined the Church at age 14.
	By this time also, a number of teen-age youth had joined the Church and needed 
their own age-group organization.  In January, 1957 a Mutual Improvement Association 
(M.I.A.) Was organized with Brother James Haddock (a new convert) as the 
superintendent.  Some time near this time also, a Primary was organized with Sister 
Dorothy Haddock being set apart as our first Primary President.
	In about February of 1957, the Waynesville Sunday School became the 
Waynesville Branch, and the Hayesville Sunday School was included as a dependent 
Sunday School.  Brother James Simmonds was set apart as Branch President, with 
Brother George Bristol of Hayesville as first counselor and Brother Clarence Sill of Waynesville as second counselor.  By this time, the branch had outgrown the Legion 
Hall, and so we soon moved to a new location.  The Crawford family, who lived on 
Banner Avenue, had a guest cottage beside their mansion house, which they rented to us 
for a meetinghouse.  The cottage was fairly large for a guest house, and had a goodly 
number of rooms, with a large living room and kitchen/dining area, which were ideal for 
us.  There were two large rooms upstairs, and rest rooms both upstairs and downstairs.  
We had our own parking area.  (The cottage and the mansion house were later torn down 
and replaced by Holly Square, a shopping complex.)
	With further growth and a better location, the list of officers and teachers also 
changed and expanded.  In Sunday School, Brother James Haddock became 
Superintendent with Sister Christine Sill continuing as secretary.  Sister Dottie Wood 
became music director.  Sister Dorothy Haddock continued as Primary President.  In 
M.I.A., Brother Clarence Sill became director, with his wife, Sister June Sill, as young 
women’s director.  Sister Pat McNiel, another new convert, became Beehive keeper and 
Sister Carolyn Henry became music director.  Sister Laura Simmonds was called as 
activity director for the branch.
	On October 20, 1957, we held our first Branch Conference.  There was a morning 
session in which the youth in the branch spoke and bore their testimonies.  These were 
followed by talks: Elder Maul, a missionary, and Brother Sill of the branch presidency.  
Then the auxiliary leaders spoke, telling of the progress that had been made and outlining 
goals for the next year.  Then, a dinner was served (which I remember was very 
wonderful).  After this session we went home, then came back in the evening for another 
session of conference.      	
	In this session, the sustaining of officers was done.  Those sustained were: James 
Simmonds, Branch President, with George Bristol as 1st couns., and Clarence Sill as 2nd 
Couns.; Sunday School Supt. James Haddock, with Bobby Davis and Clarence Sill as 
couns., Relief Society President Laura Simmonds, with June Sill and Ora Mae Wood as 
counselors and Janice Wood as secretary; Primary President, Dorothy Haddock, YWMIA 
President, June Sill, with Laura Simmonds as counselor and activity director, and 
Christine Sill as 2nd counselor.  
	The district leaders who attended were the next speakers; Brother Alex McCance, 
first counselor in the presidency, Sister Dorothy McCance, counselor in the district Relief 
Society, brother Dibbons, second counselor in the district presidency, and Sister Dibbons, 
a counselor in the district Relief Society.  Then, Elder Ashton, a missionary, and 
President Simmonds.
	How well I remember the warm glow of the Spirit at this branch conference!  We 
all wanted it to just go on forever.  1957 was a year when much strengthening of 
testimonies took place.  We proved for ourselves that we could function very well as a 
branch as long as the members worked together and faithfully magnified their callings.  
However, I must mention that we would never have managed as well without the 
dedicated service of those fantastic missionaries and the very dedicated leadership from 
the District officials.
	The favorable things that happened in 1955 through 1957 continued through 
1858, but then problems began to develop.  (I will quote directly from the old record 
book.)
	During the first months of 1958, the Saints in Waynesville enjoyed all of the 
auxiliaries and the meetings of the Church.  The Relief Society was carried on, also the 
M.I.A., Primary, genealogy classes and Priesthood meetings.  The M.I.A. was conducting 
firesides in the homes.  Brother and Sister Hibbert from Franklin, N.C. (They were there 
for a few months) attended our meetings and were a great help.
	Gradually, however, the teenagers of the Branch began to marry outside the 
Church.  The feeling among the members changed and became bad. The missionaries 
could not get contacts; most of the time they could not get into the homes they visited.  
On November 7, 1958, the Elders were taken out of Waynesville.  The branch began to 
fail, and M.I.A. and Primary were discontinued.  Next, Sacrament meeting and Relief 
Society meetings were discontinued.  After that, the Relief Society became inactive.  By 
December, Sunday School was finally discontinued, because members quit attending.  
The Hayesville Sunday School had become a branch of its own.
	The District officers and President Simmonds were trying to figure out what was 
best for the Branch, and there were a few families still interested.  At first, they thought 
they would put the Waynesville Branch under the Royal Pines Branch.  President 
Simmonds suggested that we would try a few more months of trying to get things started 
again.  (I remember many Sundays wanting to attend Church so much that I would go to 
the unheated building, over my father’s and mother’s objections, and have Church 
anyway, not knowing if the rent was being paid.  Many times my sister Martha and Sister 
June Sill would be there also.)
	There were no meetings during January of 1959, but we found a way to get heat 
upstairs in the building, so we decided to meet upstairs while cold weather lasted.  (I will 
quote from the old record book again.)
	On February 8, 1959, meetings were resumed.  It was supposed to be a branch 
conference, but the district officers did not receive word in time to attend.  There were 
fifteen present, and we had Sunday School.  Everyone present seemed glad to be back.  
We continued on during 1959 with Sunday School and fast and testimony meetings.  
Attendance was small, but we got back that good, warm feeling that we had enjoyed 
during the previous years.  Everyone was enthused about carrying on in the effort to 
establish the Lord’s Kingdom in our community and in their lives.  The leaders were 
attending all of the district leadership meetings and there were those wonderful district 
conferences which were so inspiring.
	Some time in July or August of 1959, Ronald and Delores Hibbert and their son 
Lance, had moved back to Franklin.  Since there was no Church in Franklin, they  came 
back to our Church.  We were so thankful to have them because they were such 
enthusiastic and dedicated people and we loved them dearly.  Brother Hibbert was set 
apart as our Sunday School Superintendent on Sept. 27, 1959.  We were changed to a 
dependant Sunday School of the Royal Pines Branch.
	The old record ends with October 25, 1959.  Some time after this, we moved from 
Banner Avenue.  We relocated to the third floor of the Masonic Temple Building in 
downtown Waynesville on Church Street.  My memory is not clear on the exact sequence 
of events, because I remember staying home from Church for some length of time 
myself.  Then that great Saint, Brother Oliver Davis, came to my house to tell me we 
were starting meetings again.
	When we first started meeting in the Masonic Temple, we thought to use the large 
ballroom, and did for a time, but it proved to be too large for our small group.  We 
decided instead to use a large room just off the ballroom foyer instead.  We even enjoyed 
the service of an elevator right at the entrance to our meeting room.  We were renting 
from the Moose Lodge, and I believe thy were as pleased with the arrangement as we 
were.  We had spaces for classrooms in the hallway leading to the ballroom.  There were 
also rest rooms, which was very convenient.
	We had a very good spirit among our small group, and Brother Hibbert was an 
excellent Gospel Doctrine teacher.  Sister Hibbert was also very talented.  She was our 
pianist and could work miracles on that old beat-up piano which we owned.  As we 
gathered momentum toward getting our Branch bach in operation, the missionaries were 
sent back to Waynesville.  We even started having activities for our M.I.A.-age youth (I 
remember going to several members’ homes for these activities, especially the home of 
Milton and Helen Storey on Camp Branch Road.)  
	I remember and Easter play which we put together. The missionaries rented an 
apartment from a lady named Bernice McElhannon.  She had been a drama teacher in one 
of the local schools.  She took an interest in what we were doing because she admired the 
missionaries.  She showed us how to do makeup and told us how to read our lines.  She 
helped us make props and showed us how to set up our a\scenes.  This was quite an 
undertaking for our small group. We did some advertising about the play. The Moose 
Lodge allowed us top use the ballroom on a week night (and for rehearsal).  There was 
an alcove at the back of the ballroom with curtains that opened and closed and this was 
where we staged our play.  We were surprised at a fair number who came to see the play.  
It was such fun to do!
	This arrangement lasted through 1961, I think.  Then the Hibberts moved again 
for a while and the whole thing just could not be sustained.  Once again, I remember 
wanting to go to church so badly that my sister and I would carry the sacrament trays and 
our Sunday School materials back and forth in a grocery bag and have church anyway 
(over the objection of our parents, and not knowing whether or not the rent was being 
paid).  Once in awhile our niece, Connie Sorrells, and a few of the other members would 
join us.  I don’t remember why we eventually stopped having meetings, but I was 19 
years old and needing to get on with other things.
	The District leaders never gave up on us and tried to keep us in contact with the 
Church/.  Even though the missionaries were no longer in Waynesville, those in 
Asheville and Cherokee continued to come over and tract in Waynesville.  We were still 
considered to be part of the Royal Pines Branch.
	In July, 1963, I entered the U.S. Army and was gone for two years.  Sometime 
during my absence it was determined that the struggling Cherokee Branch could use the 
Waynesville members to get their group functioning better.  Cherokee had been blessed 
to receive the second Church-built building in Western N.C., and needed help.  
	When I returned from the Army, a goodly number of Waynesville members were 
being transported to Cherokee by the missionaries (and a few members drove their own 
vehicles as well).  I finally obtained my drivers’ license and purchased a car and began 
taking people to church.  Eventually, the missionaries were no longer permitted to 
transport members.  I believe it was in 1964 when the Waynesville members became part of the Cherokee Branch.  This would prove to be a truly growing experience for the 
Saints from Waynesville; particularly those who were willing to dedicate themselves to 
not only do all that traveling (25 miles each way up over the steep mountain road) but to 
accept positions and fulfil what they had agreed to do as well.
	When we first started to attend at Cherokee, they still had Sunday School in the 
morning and Sacrament Meeting in the evening.  Then there were various weekday 
meetings as well.  It was not long before a goodly number of Waynesville members were 
attending, and it became obvious that something needed to be done so the Waynesville 
members would not have to makes many extra trips.  It was decided to consolidate 
several meetings into the Sunday Schedule.  We would have Priesthood and Relief 
Society at 9:30 a.m., then Sunday School at 10:30, and Sacrament Meeting at 11:30.  
M.I.A. and Branch Presidency meetings were on Thursday at 7:00 and 8:00, respectively.  
Cherokee would have their Seminary class on Tuesday at 7:30 p.m., and Waynesville’s 
would be on Friday at 7:00.  Primary met at 4:00 p.m. on Saturday.  All were pleased 
with this setup.
	Brother Lester Pederson was Branch President when we first started attending in 
Cherokee.  I believe his counselors were Philip Arkansas and Thurman Hornbuckle.  I 
believe Brother Hornbuckle was also Sunday School President.  I think Sister Kate 
Arkansas was Relief Society President at first.  Sister Beatrice Begg was Primary 
President and Brother Don Begg was Branch Clerk.  I am not certain who all the leaders 
were.  I remember being a counselor in Sunday School, teaching several classes, helping 
the Branch Clerk and serving as a chorister.
	Eventually, Brother Leon Jenks, a returned missionary from Idaho, came back to 
Cherokee.  He and Sister Peggy Tahquette had fallen in love and decided to get married.  
Brother Jenks eventually became our Branch President.  The Branch was doing fairly 
well and attendance was good.  In Summer months, the local Cherokee people would be 
involved in the tourist business and would not be able to attends regularly, but there were 
usually lots of Summer visitors which helped make up the difference.
	It was thought that there was a discrepancy in the local unit’s share of the cost of 
the Cherokee meetinghouse.  It was thought that we still owed quite a bit of our share.  
We started holding fund-raising dinners.  These were complete chicken dinners.  We 
would also show Walt Disney films and invite people to make donations.  Brother Don 
Begg, who was truly a good sport, would put on a chicken suit and walk back and forth 
at the U.S. 19 and U.S. 441 intersection while wearing a sign advertizing these chicken 
dinners.  I don’t remember how much we raised, but we did this one whole Summer and 
early Fall.  It started out as a good way to get everyone to work together, but 
unfortunately it eventually resulted in some bitter disagreements.  Years later it was 
discovered that the records were wrong and the Branch had actually met its share long 
before the building was completed.  We also raised money for our share of the 
Washington D.C. Temple, and really enjoyed doing that.
	In 1967, Vernon and Martha Woods and their family moved to Waynesville.  He 
was hired as controller at the Wellco Shoe Company.  This family was a real asset to the 
Branch, and were very active members.  He was a natural for the Branch Clerk’s office, 
and I think he had even served in a bishopric.  Sister Martha Woods knew a good deal 
about Relief Society.
	Brother Woods, being a mover and a shaker, did not care a great deal for all that 
travel across those mountains.  He was a true South Carolina flatlander, and was a very 
faithful, good brother in the Gospel.  One night he and I were returning back to 
Waynesville after a Branch Presidency and leadership meeting at Cherokee, when he 
proposed the idea that the people in Waynesville should not have to make these trips 
across the mountains.  He figured there were plenty of members in Waynesville for us 
to operate a Branch of our own.  We decided to make this proposal to the District and 
Mission leaders as well as the Cherokee Branch Presidency.  The proposal was received 
with both enthusiasm and skepticism.
	On January 18, 1968, a special meeting was held at the Woods family’s home in 
the Underwood Cove section of Waynesville.  President Asahel Wilson of the N.C. West 
District, presided over, and President Leon Jenks conducted the meeting.  A message 
from President Arthur Anderson of the North Carolina-Virginia Mission was read, in 
which he stated that the Mission would gladly accept whatever decision was made, and 
would lend any assistance needed.  All present had the opportunity to express their views.  
The District leaders, President Jenks and several other visitors gave some encouraging 
thoughts; several local members also spoke.  When a vote was taken, it was unanimously 
sustained that we should organize a Branch in Waynesville.  22 people were in 
attendance, 15 of whom were local members.  
	It took quite some time before we could find a suitable place for a meetinghouse.  
We still attended at Cherokee until later in 1969.  The Waynesville Branch was organized 
as a dependent Branch under Royal Pines Branch on June 8, 1969.  In August, we were 
able to obtain the house at 215 Richland Avenue, the one across the railroad tracks that 
I mentioned earlier.  We held our first meetings on August 3, 1969, with the following 
meeting schedule: Priesthood Meeting at 8:30, Sunday School at 10:00, Sacrament 
Meeting at 6:00 p.m. (Except on Fast Sunday when it was held at 11:00).  Relief Society 
was Monday at 7:30, Primary on Wednesday at 4:30, Branch Presidency meeting 
Tuesday at 6:30, and Thursday was to be home evening.  We did not organize an M.I.A. 
at that time.
	The following were our first officers and teachers: Branch Presidency; Vernon 
Woods with counselors Bobby Davis and Vere F. Daniels (Brother and Sister Daniels 
were missionaries sent to help us organize a Branch), Sunday School; Vere F. Daniels 
with Ronald O. Trask as counselor and Martha L. Davis as secretary.  Sunday School 
teachers were Vernon C. Woods, course 9; Gloria Stevens, course 4; Dess R. Gaddis, 
course 11; Pearl H. Daniels, course 19; Bobby M. Davis, course 29 (Gospel Doctrine).  
In Primary, Eva P. Trask as President, with Janice E. Wood and Martha M. Woods as 
counselors; Pearl H. Daniels as secretary.  Primary teachers were Connie Sorrells, 
Moonbeams, Dess R. Gaddis, Stars; Janice E. Wood, CTR Pilots, Vere F. Daniels, Top 
Pilots; Martha M. Woods, Gay Notes and Firelights.  Relief Society--Laura W. Woods, 
President with Martha M Woods as first counselor and Martha L. Davis as secretary.  As 
teachers, Martha L. Davis, Spiritual Living; Janice E. Woods, Homemaking; Gloria 
Stevens, Social Relations; Peggy W. Wood, Cultural Refinement; Eva P. Trask, visiting 
teaching message;  Music, Pearl H. Daniels, Pianist and Bobby M. Davis, chorister.
	As can be noted, there was a lot of doubling up.  There was such a good, strong 
spirit among us and in our meetings.  Everyone seemed to enjoy being together.  We began to find members that we did not realize lived in Haywood County.  Some had 
moved in recently, and sever families were discovered in the Canton area who had been 
assigned to the Royal Pines Branch.  As could be expected, we had our ups and downs 
but we were also becoming more experienced and strong in dealing with these problems.
	I was assigned to make a sign with the church name and meeting schedule on it, 
to be placed on the church lawn, and it turned out to be quite nice.  We also acquired a 
piano for $125.00.  That piano served us well for many years.  Sister Daniels was a 
fantastic pianist, and also was a trained organist.  We had very good singing in our 
meetings and the members loved it.
	In 1970, the Woods family moved away to Beaufort, S.C., and on April 26 the 
Branch Presidency was reorganized.  Our old friend, Brother Oliver Davis, was asked to 
come over from Asheville to become our Branch President.  Bobby Davis was 
resustained as first counselor and Vere F. Daniels as second counselor.  We were 
suddenly required to redo our whole setup In May, the Daniels were transferred to 
Virginia, and then in June the Trask family moved back to California.  Even though 
several of our strong members and leaders were moving away, it seemed that others just 
came forward or showed up to take their place.
	Our progress was slow but steady, and we had several people and families who 
stayed with us with great determination.  However, it did seem that at times Brother 
Oliver Davis and myself were all alone in the struggle to keep enough Priesthood to keep 
the Branch going (Ed. Note--the only two at Priesthood and Branch Presidency 
meetings).  Eventually, President Davis’ whole family was assigned to Waynesville 
Branch.  They were a family with much talent and ability, and with a dedication to 
serving the Lord.  President Davis’ burden was that he was very concerned about their 
staying active while he served in the Branch, since several of them were in their teen 
years.  
	It was a continual struggle to keep the members encouraged to attend their 
meetings, to accept and fulfill callings in the Branch, to pay tithing and budget, to 
fellowship with other members of the Branch, and to set good examples for non-member 
neighbor and family members.  I970 and 1971 were very up and down years.  Then in 
1972, it felt as if a cloud had lifted.  Remarkable changes began to occur.  Meeting 
attendance became more consistent, and the members were more faithful in their 
obligations to the Church and to each other.  Also, several new families moved in who 
were dedicated to the Gospel and its work.
	In October of 1972, rumors were out about the organization of a Stake in Western 
North Carolina.  Everyone speculated that most likely the Hickory and Statesville area 
would become a Stake.  Much to our surprise, a new Stake was being formed in upstate 
South Carolina which would include our area from Marion on west.  On October 24, in 
a meeting of the N. S. West District held at the Hildebran School (they didn’t think the 
Hickory meetinghouse would hold everyone), we were separated from the N.C. West 
District.
	Besides this, we in Waynesville had just become an independent branch, and had 
a long list of things to do to get ourselves going.  Then, we were told that the owners of 
our meetinghouse building were not going to renew our lease.  They were going to sell 
the property and besides, they did not like the idea that we had let the missionaries use one of the rooms as their apartment as a way to help pay the rent.
	On November 19, 1972, at Gaffney, South Carolina, the new stake was officially 
organized.  It was to be called the Greenville South Carolina Stake.  There were over 
1,000 people in attendance.  It was a tremendous meeting.
	President Oliver Davis was also a mover and a shaker; a very spiritual man.  He 
got right at the problem of needing a new meeting place.  He prayed about what to do, 
and a few day later, he and Sister Davis were checking out a possible rental place in a 
nearby community when they saw a “For Sale” sign on the lawn of an abandoned church 
building.  The Spirit directed him to check on the property.  The building had been empty 
for some time, and had been a Wesleyan Church.  The price on it was a real bargain at 
$25,000.  The Spirit directed him to do whatever he needed to do to
obtain the property.  He wound up putting $800 of his own, and getting an option on the 
property.
	There were complications with the deal.  The Wesleyan Church had constructed 
a new building, and wanted to sell the old building and use the money to pay on their 
mortgage on the new one.  A local bank held a note on the building.  Certain people on 
the bank’s board did not like Mormons, and were twisting the arm of the Wesleyans to 
get them to deny us the right to buy the property.  However, the Wesleyans were our 
friends and wanted the old building to continue in use as a church.  They ignored the 
criticisms and let the deal go forward.
	Next came the big question: Would our Church officials agree to purchase this 
old building?  President Davis and the Stake leaders put together information on the 
building and hd it hand carried to Roanoke to President Rex D. Pinegar at Mission 
headquarters, and he contacted the officers in Salt Lake City.  The Church said they 
would send an inspector to decide.  President Davis figured he would look at the 
building, return to Salt Lake and make a report and let us know.  We were told when to 
expect inspectors at the airport. President Davis went there at the appointed time.  Now, 
a surprising thing happened: as soon as President Davis met them, they told him that the 
Church had decided to purchase the property (even though they had not yet seen it).
	After that, everything seemed to fall into place, and we soon found ourselves 
preparing for one of our most significant moves ever.  To reiterate this series of events: 
In October of 1972 we became an independent branch; on Oct. 24 we were separated 
from the N.C. West District; we were informed we would have to leave our present 
meetinghouse; on Nov. 19 we became part of the Greenville S.C. Stake; in about 
September President Davis negotiated to buy the Wesleyan Church; on January 17, 1973 
the Church officially purchased the Wesleyan property and we began moving in two 
weeks later; and in February, 1973 we began holding our first meetings there.
	How well I remember the moving of our furnishings to the new location.  We had 
mostly folding chairs and a few other items. The largest item was our piano.  The new 
building seemed huge since we had been used to meeting in much smaller places.  Now 
was when we would really learn about financial obligations and the giving of many hours 
of volunteer labor for the improvement of our meetinghouse.
	This old church had set empty for many years, and was in need of repairs and 
much cleaning.  It needed a roofing job and a better heating system.  It had no kitchen or 
baptismal font.  There was an unfinished basement area which was piled full of junk left by the former owners.  One day, soon after we had moved into the building, we were 
looking at the basement, figuring what to do with the various rooms, and planning a place 
for our kitchen, when someone exclaimed, “Look over there!  Who are all those people?” 
(In the unfinished part of the basement.)  Apparently, the Wesleyan people got word we 
had moved in, and rushed over to recover as much of their old church furnishings as 
possible before it was too late.  It was a bit comical, but we didn’t mind, because it saved 
us a lot of hauling it away when we put our cultural hall in that area.
	The Church had plans to do $15,000 worth of improvements to the building.  We 
started with the roof.  President Davis, being a professional roofer, obtained the materials 
for the project.  There were delays in getting them to the project, and then delays in 
getting a roofing company hired.  All of this got delayed several months.  In the 
meantime we were planning for painting the chapel and installing new draperies for the 
windows.  The roof finally got done in July of 1973 and I think the draperies were 
installed in September.  Then President Davis had to bring his own roofing crew and redo 
the roof because of poor workmanship by that hired company.
	The Church was planning to make improvements to the building, but we were 
told it would be in phases.  President Davis had his own ideas about what the building 
needed and how fast it should be done.  The Stake leaders tried to get him to be patient 
and let the Church do the job, but he said they would move too slowly.  President Davis 
decided we would strike out on our own.  Oliver Davis is a very spiritual man who has 
dedicated his whole life to building up Heavenly Father’s kingdom.
	Between July of 1973 and the end of 1979, six years later, we accomplished some 
major renovations of this building.  We completely painted the exterior trim of the 
building; then all of the interior wall upstairs.  The roof was completely recovered and 
repaired.  We knocked out a 12 foot long and 4 foot wide section of wall downstairs to 
make it possible to connect the old basement to the newer unfinished basement, for our 
cultural hall and kitchen.  We laid tile on every inch of floor in the entire basement.  We 
dug trenches for water, sewer and drain lines, for our kitchen, rest rooms and baptismal 
font.  Our rest rooms were entirely redone in ceramic tile.  President Davis insisted on 
having a shower stall in the mens’ room and a nice dressing area in the ladies’ room.  We 
installed a new buried fuel tank.  (Eventually we changed to a gas furnace with an above-ground fuel tank.)  Electric baseboard heaters were installed in all the rooms upstairs, as 
well as two rooms downstairs.  The chapel and cultural hall were heated by the furnace.
	We had cabinets and shelves built in the Branch President’s office, the clerk’s 
office, library, Relief Society room and kitchen.  President Davis insisted on birch 
paneling for the cultural hall.  It was very beautiful.  That meant that all cabinets and 
shelves in the other rooms would be done in birch.  We knew the furniture in the Branch 
President’s office would be walnut (it took forever to get it delivered), so we stained 
those cabinets in walnut.  The sisters wanted the cabinets and window seat in the Relief 
Society room to be painted white.  
	We had to construct a huge beam across the ceiling in the cultural hall with two 
support posts installed with floor jacks, to support the upstairs floor.  A huge fireplace 
covered one whole wall in the cultural hall.  President Davis had that put in because he 
said we wanted to have fireside chats and needed a place to do that.  There was a nice 
raised hearth as part of the fireplace.
	It took a tremendous effort to construct the fireplace.  We dug the foundation hole 
for it ourselves.  That hole must have been eight feet deep.  It was an eerie feeling being 
down in that hole taking out those bucketfuls of dirt.  When we got that hole clean and 
smooth, a slab of concrete about three feet thick was poured.  In the corner by the 
fireplace the future baptismal font, which opened into the Relief Society room upstairs, 
was located behind part of the brick wall.  The baptismal font was the last thing 
completed.
	A new hallway was created, between the new kitchen wall and the furnace room 
wall, which connected the hallway in the old basement with the newly-created cultural 
hall.  A door was place mid-way through the new hallway so the cultural hall could be 
shut off completely if needed.  A new covered double doorway was constructed at the 
outside door to the cultural hall.  A pass-through serving window was created from the 
kitchen into the cultural hall.  Our kitchen was very nice and well-equipped, with 
everything we would need.
	We had an outdoor concrete, multi-purpose court constructed of the back lawn.  
It was equipped for basketball and volleyball.  Nice dropped ceilings with recessed 
lighting were installed in the entire basement.  Concrete walkways were built all around 
the building.  Chain link fencing was placed around the back lawn and east side of the 
property.  Split-rail fencing was placed on the from lawn and part of the west side.  We 
also did a very nice landscaping job around the building.  Storm windows were installed 
on the chapel windows and old basement windows to help cut down on heating costs.  
(Ed. Note: Oliver Davis hired a full-time carpenter who did much of the work described 
above, whose labor was supplemented by donated labor by members, as far as they were 
able to help--especially on major projects like pouring concrete, etc.  He paid for the 
hired labor and for all materials himself.)
	Two things we did get the Church to help us obtain; pews for the chapel, and a 
sound system.  We had a supper to help raise money for the pews.  The order for the 
pews was made; then we waited...and waited...and waited. Finally, it was learned that 
they were burned up in a factory fire, so we had to start all over again.  When those pews 
finally arrived and were installed, they were so beautiful and we were so thankful to have 
them (they were made from red oak) that we felt it was worth all the trouble.  There was 
no problem with the sound system, and we very much appreciated it as well.  
	Finally, around 1979, we decided that we really needed a baptismal font.  
Provision had been made for it when we built the fireplace, but we had not done the rest.  
We went ahead. When the floor and inner walls were being poured, Clifton Horne and 
Walter Ferguson were down in the hole to spread the concrete as it came down the chute 
from the truck.  It began coming very fast and the truck operator did not hear the call to 
stop.  The concrete covered both men’s legs so deeply that  they could not move for a 
time.  The men recovered and completed the pour without further problem.
	Next, we needed tile installed in the font.  It just so happened that one of the 
missionaries was an experienced tile installer, and the mission president gave permission 
for him to finish the font.  We helped a bit as well.  We chose a beautiful blue color and 
it was truly impressive.  To save space, we installed metal steps in the font.  As a final 
touch for the building, one of the brothers in our branch built and had a sign lettered, 
which was installed on the back wall of the building.
	I must express how grateful we all were to have such a friend as Oliver F. Davis.  
He is truly a great example to us.  He has displayed his dedication to following the 
Saviour not only through countless hours of physical labor, and tireless spiritual guidance 
as our Branch President, but also through great generosity.  He loved our branch so much 
that he was not content to see us have to wait to have a nice, complete meetinghouse.  He 
used over $30,000 of his own money to make sure the work was brought to pass.  He is 
truly an example of what a Latter-day Saint should be.
	Through the 17 years we spent in this location, we experienced the usual ups and 
downs.  It seemed that every time we passed through a valley of despair , we would come 
out the other side a bit stronger and much more determined that we would continue 
pressing toward our goals and destiny, no matter what.
	During those years, Oliver F. Davis, Verlin Hannah, E. Clifton Horne, Jr., 
Stephen T. Reed, Richard Ledford, Roland Carter, Tim Pegram, Lester Arnold and 
finally Clifton Horne again, served as Branch Presidents.  As Relief Society Presidents, 
Joyce Sherrill, Sue Sandlin, Jeanette Hannah, Phyllis Horne, Connie Reed, Ruby Dixson, 
Dian Reed; as Primary Presidents, Jan Coggins, Dottie Smith, Connie Reed, Gloria 
Davis, Ruby Dixson, and Tammy Israel.  It seems that every time new leadership has 
been needed, Heavenly Father just had them line up patiently waiting for their time to 
serve.
	On November 25, 1979, at a meeting in the Thomas Wolfe auditorium in 
Asheville, we were separated from the Greenville S.C. Stake, and a new Asheville N.C. 
Stake was created.  It seems that then, as we entered the 1980s, a whole flurry of new 
families moved into Haywood County.  The activity in the Branch came alive and our 
attendance just continued to increase; very dramatically as we came closer to the end of 
the 1980s.  During this time, six young men (Jessie Hampton, Jr., Neil Ferguson, Steven 
Smith, Sean Carlson, Scott Rabideaux and Kevin Deaver left to serve full-time missions.
	I must mention also how fortunate the Waynesville Branch has been to have 
Clifton and Phyllis Horne and their family move into the area.  This family is very 
dedicated to living the Gospel and following he Saviour.  As their children have grown 
up and married, they have all blessed our Branch with their talents and their examples 
of dedicated service to the Lord.  Clifton had extensive experience in administrative 
positions in the Church in Miami, Florida, before coming here.  He had served in the 
high council and in a stake presidency, and had trained bishops and had much experience 
in handling difficult problems.  It was only natural that he would eventually be called 
upon to use his experience in helping our branch, ward and stake move forward and 
grow.  Another thing he accomplished in Florida was to help establish a unified Church 
building program there.  In the 1980s, as the Asheville Stake experienced severe growing 
pains, he was called into the Stake Presidency and was put right to work getting a unified 
building program going in the Asheville Stake.
	At first it seemed as if all the other branches and wards began getting new 
buildings, and Wayesville did not.  I do not mean to be negative, self-pitying or contrary.  
It is just part of our history.  Once when we were a dependent branch, President Davis 
was especially frustrated because we did not get the supplies we ordered through the 
Royal Pines Branch, and he said, “Waynesville must be everyone’s red-headed 
stepchild!”  We did finally, thanks to President Davis’ efforts, have a very nice meetinghouse, to which we had contributed much labor and remodeling effort by branch 
members.
	Around 1989, our branch activity had grown, however, to the point that we were 
crowded in our building, and in particular suffered from lack of parking space on the 
nearby streets.  Our building had no parking at all on the Church property.  By that time, 
President Horne was no longer in the Stake Presidency, and it was decided that he would 
once again be our Branch President.  He wasted no time in suggesting that we should get 
involved in the building program.  By now, the policy was that the Church would pay 
95% of the cost of a new building as long as we qualified with a certain amount of 
attendance.    All we would have to do besides increase our attendance to enough to 
qualify for a new, larger building would be to contract to do the landscaping on the new 
building. 
	You had better believe we got right to work on this.  We had been toying around 
with the idea even before President Horne came back to us.  Our Branch became a 
beehive of activity as I had never seen before.  The majority of our active members 
became “bush beaters” and “stone turners.”  Every avenue that could be thought of was 
used to get out more people to our meetings. The leadership checked out three or four 
potential building sites to propose to the committee I Atlanta.  It came down to either the 
old East Waynesville Elementary School property of a site in the Foxfire Estates new 
subdivision.  After much negotiation, we obtained the Foxfire Estates property, and were 
qualified for the building, so we sent in our request.  We waited and waited for what 
seemed a very long time for approval to go ahead, but when it finally came, we were so 
excited to be underway at last that nothing else mattered.
	The year 1990	was a “pins and needles” time for us.  The Branch leadership kept 
pressing attendance to be kept as high as possible.  I can remember how exciting it was 
to see the drawings and blueprints for our new building.  The I remember seeing the 
building site before anything was done to it and asking how in the world they would ever 
get through such a tangle of bushes, weeds, vines and underbrush and trees (and other 
garbage) to ever put a building there.  Then how amazed I was at the difference a couple 
of bulldozers, a crew of chain saw operators and dump truck drivers could make in just 
a day or two.  Then, with the site leveled, there were delays in getting water, sewer and 
drainage lines in.  Then how slowly the building slab was put in.  I must have made a 
hundred trips over there to just look.  I was happy for the opportunities to go over there 
to help shovel dirt, move rocks, carry off construction garbage, pull weeds and locust 
sprouts from the steep banks, and clean the rocks and excess soil off the banks as we 
prepared the slopes for hydroseeding.
Waynesville Branch had always been willing to roll up its sleeves and get to work just 
for the joy of doing it.  I remember the wonderful feeling of being able to witness this 
miracle rising out of the ground.
	When the roof was closed in and the building walls pretty well situated, we held 
a Branch dinner inthe soon-to-be chapel area in our meetinghouse.  It was very well 
attended and lots of good fellowshipping took place.  It was much needed as there had 
been some frayed nerves in existence among us.
	It seems there is always some adversity to face.  Just as we were really getting 
underway, the people who had already built homes in Foxfire Estates awoke to what was being done next door to them.  It was discovered that part of our property included one 
of the foxfire lots, that was part of the homeowners association. When the residents of 
this exclusive development found what was going on, some of them got upset.  They 
called a meeting of the homeowners association members, with Mr. Tim Welch, the 
developer.  An attempt was made to deny us the right to use lot 34, which was to be the 
front entrance to our property; one of the most vital parts, since it was almost the only 
place the entrance could go.  The reason for raising the fuss was openly stated: we don’t 
like the Mormons and we don’t want them anywhere near our exclusiveness. Well, Mr. 
Welch was our friend.  He got some of his relatives to buy up the other twelve lots of the 
subdivision, and then they outvoted the contenders, and our building project proceeded.  
Later, after the building was completed, those contenders apologized to the Branch.
	When the roof was complete and the walls closed in, we held a traditional 
German capping-off ceremony.  We placed a pine tree on the roof, and everyone had 
their pictures taken standing in the chapel window beneath the pine tree.
	I made, it seemed, hundreds more trips over to watch the workers as they finished 
the electrical work, the sheet rock, the brick on the outside, and the thousands of other 
details, so many I could hardly keep up with it all.
	Now came the time for us to roll up our sleeves and get to work doing what we 
had agreed to do as our share in paying for the building--the final landscaping and clean-up of the interior.  We must have gathered 90,000 stones and rocks to be put in various 
spaces around the building.  We got these from the East Fork of the Pigeon River at 
Cruso.  President Horne often reminded us how special each stone was and how we 
should handle them reverently and carefully as each one presented a prayer of 
thanksgiving for the great blessing we were receiving.  I remember helping carry 
bucketfuls of rocks, scraping the ground to make a smooth surface for the stones to lay 
on, bending over (sometimes on hands and knees) for hours, carefully placing stones in 
layers so they appeared to have always been there.  We were on a strict deadline, so 
several times we worked after dark using flashlights or car lights (we did not have power 
on in the building yet).
	Then came another event we had looked forward to doing.  One sunny day, we 
all gathered at the new building to set out thousands of plants, bushes and trees and 
grasses.  I think it took more than one session to get it all done.  Our utility building was 
now finished, parking areas paved and the parking lot lights were up.  Next thing we 
knew, we were unloading boxes of church furnishings (it was almost like being a child 
at Christmastime again), and figuring out what should be put where.  Then we were 
assembling tables, couches and chairs.  There was excitement as that beautiful grand 
piano was placed in the chapel and that nice upright piano in the Primary Room.  The 
instrument most anticipated to arrive was our new organ.  Its arrival was somewhat 
delayed, but the excitement was still there when it was put in place.
	On February 8, 1991, we had a special family home evening for the Branch at the 
new meetinghouse. The Stake maintenance people explained to us what was expected 
in caring for a new building.  We held our first Sacrament Meeting in the new building 
on Feb. 10, 1991.  Then, of course, we could not leave the old building without cleaning 
it.  We returned to the old building on Feb. 20 for the last time.  There were not many 
things that we could take from the old building over to the new one.  We sold the old pianos to members of the Branch.  We divided out the folding chairs and tables as best 
we could among the members, and sold the upholstered chairs.  I was able to salvage 
most of the old records.
	This old building held many fond memories for a lot of our members.  A number 
of our family members were blessed and baptized there; there were numerous ordinations 
to the Priesthood, weddings and after-temple-marriage receptions galore.  We held one 
funeral.  Clyde, though, was never to be the final destination for our unit.  It’s destination 
had always been to return to Waynesville, where it started from, to put down a permanent 
foundation and to serve as the base from which future Haywood County units would 
grow.  We held our Open House on March 16 and 17, 1991, and also had a dinner with 
the Saturday session.  The displays were very thoughtfully done.  The attendance was 
modest, but we felt good about our effort.
	On October 25 of that year we received a pleasant surprise, in learning we were 
no longer the Waynesville Branch, but were now the Waynesville Ward!  It was hard to 
believe we had progressed that fast, once we had become permanently situated in the 
place we were meant to be.  We gained a new and different outlook on ourselves.  Our 
responsibilities were basically the same as always; yet they seemed much greater.  We 
have definitely passed the point of no return and there is no turning back.
	On November 7, 1993 the picture became even more complete with the 
dedication of our building by Elder Griffin of the Area Presidency pronouncing the 
dedicatory prayer.
	Our challenge now involves the front wall of our chapel, here at 68 Foxwood 
Drive in Waynesville.  We want our congregation to become so active and dedicated to 
the living of the Gospel of Jesus Christ that this wall will not contain us any longer, and 
“lot 34" will be put to the use for which it has been always intended, to hold a full-size, 
expanded meetinghouse.  



This one thing...do,..reaching forth unto those things which are 
before...press toward the mark for the prize...in Christ Jesus.  Let us 
therefore...be thus minded. (Phill. 3:13-15)
	Wherefore ye must press forward with steadfastness in Christ, 
having a perfect brightness of hope...If ye shall press forward...and 
endure to the end...thus saith the Father: ye shall have Eternal Life. 
(2 Ne; 31:20)


A BRANCH PRESIDENT’S MEMORIES
by E. Clifton Horne, Jr.



	As  President of the Waynesville Branch, there were a host of experiences I will 
treasure, both uplifting and challenging.  Here is a sampling:
	One night not long after I was sustained, the missionaries laboring in our Branch 
called me at about 9:30 p.m. and said there were some men marching around our 
meetinghouse and praying that the Lord would burn the building down.  I told them not 
to worry, as long as that was all they were doing.  I told them that the building would not be burned down unless one of them did it, but that I would go down and check. 
	Sure enough, when I arrived, there were four men dressed in suits, marching first 
one way around the building and then the other, praying for the Lord to burn down these 
infidels’ building.  As they paused for a break, I stepped up and asked if I could do 
anything for them.  They said no.  I asked if I could get them a drink of water or 
something, and one of the men said he would appreciate that.  I went into the kitchen, got 
him a glass of water, and he thanked me.  I recognized their leader as one of the 
preachers of the community.  It turned out that his church had been holding a revival in 
a large tent that night, and that he had in his sermon warned his congregation of the 
Mormons’ dangerous presence in the community.  Then, he had gone further, and asked 
for volunteers to go with him to our meetinghouse to pray that the Lord would burn down 
our meetinghouse.  Three had stepped forward, and so here they were.  
	I watched for a time, and then a sheriff’s patrol car drove up.  The officer asked 
if I needed help, and asked what was going on.  I told him what the men were doing, and 
he chuckled.  He asked if I would like them arrested for trespassing, and I told him “No,” 
and that everything was just fine.  We chatted for some time and then he drove away.  
Not long after that, the four men left.  They seemed disappointed that their urgent prayers 
were not answered.
	 Later that night, a severe thunderstorm came up, and in the small area of town 
where that revival tent was located, a severe wind came up that demolished the tent, 
scattered the chairs and blew their piano into a ditch.

	I remember another time when I was at the church late one night working on 
some reports.  The phone rang and a man asked if I was the Preacher.  I told him I was 
the Branch President, and that was the nearest thing we had to a preacher.  He said he 
was just calling me to let me know he was on his way down to run me out of town.  I told 
him to come ahead, but to remember that we believed in the laying on of hands, and I 
was not afraid to practice that on him.  He slammed down the telephone and I never 
heard anything further from him.

	One day, we received the membership records and an address of an eight year-old 
girl.  I made a visit to the home, and met her mother, Roxie Leatherwood.  She told me 
she had once been a member but had been excommunicated.  Her daughter had been 
blessed as a child, but had not been baptized.  I asked the mother about her baptism, and 
she said she would be happy for her daughter to be baptized, but that her husband would 
never permit it.   The mother and daughter, though, did start to come to Church once in 
awhile.  About that time, our Branch was going Christmas caroling, and I suggested we 
go to their home.  As we started singing, the father, Dan Leatherwood, came out, dressed 
in a deputy sheriff’s uniform with a .38 pistol on his belt, and glowered at us.  Finally, 
his wife came out and he asked her who in the world these people were.  She recognized 
us and told him we were from her church, and he relaxed a bit.  I took the opportunity to 
get acquainted with him, and found he had an older son.  He talked a bit about his son, 
who he clearly thought a lot of, and he began to thaw a bit.  I invited him to bring his son 
and come to our fathers and sons outing.  To my surprise, they came, and seemed to have 
a good time.  
	It was not long till he began to come to our church meetings once in awhile, 
though he hardly spoke to anyone.  He gave his permission, though, for their daughter 
to be baptized, which surprised his wife greatly.  I felt we were beginning to become 
friends, and asked Sister Leatherwood if she thought he might be interested in meeting 
with the missionaries.  She told me she was absolutely certain that would never happen, 
because he was always badmouthing the Church and religion in general.
	I’ll never forget the day, a few weeks later, when just after Church the two of 
them were talking to me and the missionaries walked up to us.  He turned to the 
missionaries and blurted out, “I want you to be at my home tomorrow night to give me 
the first discussion.”  His wife fainted dead away and collapsed onto the floor.  He was 
baptized a month later, and has been a faithful member ever since.

	One more experience greatly strengthened my testimony.  We had had a good 
man investigaing the Church for about 18 months, who had serious doubts he could not 
seem to resolve.  One night we held a missionary fireside at my home, and he was there.  
At the close of the evening, he came up to me and told me he was ready for baptism.  I 
told him I was delighted, and would like to know what had helped him decide. 
	He said, “Last night, I went to a meeting at my old church, that had been 
announced as one to expose the falsehood of the Mormon Church.  They told all sorts of 
terrible things about Mormons that I knew just were not true at all.  It made me so mad 
that I went home deciding that I did not want anything to do with any religion at all.  I 
couldn’t accept the Mormon teachings, and the others I knew were all hypocrites and ran 
down other churches unjustly.
	Then, for some reason, I remembered about this meeting at your house tonight 
and for some reason I decided to come.  I can’t explain why at all, because I had just 
decided to stay away from all churches.  I came here tonight and there has just been such 
a sweet spirit, so much that feels right, and no running down of anyone else, that I 
realized this is what I want after all.” 


WEAVERVILLE WARD / MARS HILL BRANCH

HOP RIGHT OVER THERE

	At the first branch conference after the Mars Hill Branch was organized, we were 
all excited because we knew we could expect probably as many Stake officers and other 
leaders as we had attending Church regularly in our Branch.  One problem, though, was 
that it had become a tradition for everyone to share a pot luck picnic lunch after the 
conference session, with the local members bringing enough for the visitors.  With that 
many visitors, it could be a problem.
	Brother Ken Ray spoke up.  He said he was running a very large rabbitry, with 
several thousand rabbits.  If we thought the visitors might not object to eating rabbit, he 
would be happy to furnish all the rabbit meat we could use.  That sounded like the best 
solution anyone could think of--and the lowest expense.  We decided that most people 
had a hard time telling rabbit from chicken if they were not told, so we decided to say nothing and just fix rabbit the best way we knew.  We made a lot.  We had fried rabbit,  
barbecued rabbit, and rabbit gravy for the mashed potatoes.  Plenty for everyone.
	Of course, part of the proper etiquette for the visitors was that they should not ask 
questions about what we were serving and they did not.  We noticed that the visitors 
seemed to enjoy everything very much.  Enough, in fact, that they started coming over 
to me and asking if I was sure there was enough so they could have second helpings.  
	I just gave those who asked a wide smile and said, “You just hop right over there 
and get some more!”
	Gene Breedlove, Mars Hill Branch President.


THE BIG PUFF

	When Gene Breedlove first began working to organize the Mars Hill Branch, he 
and his wife Jean made many trips up in the coves and all around the County, trying to 
visit people they heard were members of the Church, to invite them to come to worship 
in the new branch.  An as was run in the local paper announcing meetings and telling 
anyone who would like a visit to call the Breedlove’s  number.  One day, Jean had a call 
from an older woman who identified herself as “Sister Ray,” and told Jean that she and 
her husband--who was an invalid--were members, though they could not attend often 
because of his health.  She told Jean, however, that in Burnsville she had two sons living 
across the road from each other, both of whom were members and both of whom had 
families.
	The Breedloves soon went to visit.  They drove up to Roy’s house first, met him 
and were having an enjoyable conversation when another man came from across the road 
and walked up to us.  Gene sort of assumed it was Roy’s brother Ken, and so it turned 
out to be.  He, of course, did not know who the visitors were at first.  Ken was smoking 
a cigarette as he walked up, and took a long drag on it just as he came close enough to 
hear, and realized we were from the Church.  Out of the corner of his eye, Gene says he 
saw Ken quickly drop his cigarette behind him on the ground.  They then were 
introduced, and Gene said “hello!” Ken Ray didn’t say anything.  He looked very 
uncomfortable, however.  Then, Gene began to realize Ken was holding his breath.  He 
began to turn red in the face, and soon coughed out a huge puff of cigarette smoke he had 
been trying to hold in.  It had just been instinctive to try to hide the fact that he was 
smoking, and they both hardly knew whether to laugh, to apologize or to just ignore 
ignore it--which both tried to do.  Later, they both joked about it.  Both Roy and Ken Ray 
and their families began attending Church before long, and soon were among the 
branch’s strongest supporters.  Roy soon became Gene’s counselor and then succeeded 
him as branch president, and in following years moved to Forest City, where he 
eventually became bishop of the Forest City Ward.	
	Brother Ken Ray talks today of how grateful he was when he found a branch was 
beginning there locally.  Not long before that visit, he had become very disturbed.  He 
had been encouraging his children to go to the local Baptist Church, and one Sunday they 
had returned to tell their parents that the pastor had found out they were Mormons, and 
had told them how delighted he was because now they would have a chance to learn how to be Christians.  Brother Ray said, “I decided that was enough of that kind of talk.  We 
were going to have to find a way to get to a Mormon Church!

