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Homeward Bound

AWhol e nations have melted away in our prese
scarcely left their names behinekcept as
imperfectly recorded by their enemies an
destroyers. It was once hoped that your
people would not be willing to travel
beyond the mountains, so far from the
ocean, on which your commerce was
carried on, and your connections
maintained with the nations of Europe.
But now that fallacious hope has
vanished; you have passed the mountai
and settled upon Tsalagi lands and wish
have your usurpations sanctioned by the
confirmation of a treaty. When that shoul
be obtained, the same encroaching spirit
will lead you upon other lands of the Tsalagis. Smoke onRice Knob
New cessions will be applied for, afidally the country which the Tsalagid our forefathers
have so long occupiedlill be called for; and a small remnant of this nation once so great and
formi dabl e wil!| be compelled to seek a retrea

With these wordspn March 15,1775, at the negotiations that became the Treaty of Sycamore
Shoals,T si 6y u , Guieragyuably the greatest Tsalagi war leader of all time, known to
history asDragging Canoe at the time still a young and unknown warrior, rose to addhes
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assembled counailn the second day. There was emotion in hisevéor he could already see
thedirection the talks were takg, and it did not bode well fdris point of view.

Even though the Americans had not f@gmally evenbegun theistruggle for independence
from Britain, they had arrivetholdly
and surreptitiouslyn the doorstep of
these ancient mountain dwelleand
were demanding to be allved to own
what they had found; artiere on the
banks of the Wataudriver, flowing
briskly through Tennesséeghen still
Nor t h Cadnakdsoothidsotie)
Principal Peopl¢éook a major step in
the fulfill ment o
prophecy.

On that March (1) day the Tsalagi
ceded hundreds of thousands of acres
of their longclaimed hunting grounds
between the Cumberland and Ohio Rivers A Rainbow for Beaverdam
toRi char d HelmasgvargdandiCempany primarilyfor the purposes of what the
amounted to illegal land speculation

No sooner had the Cmtists gained their freedothan the State of North Carolina, feeling the
typical smugnss of victors, decided that itomld claim all Tsalagi lads south and east of the
Valley of the Holstorand the French Broad River and leave the First Americans only a
reservatioro fetefiml 0 huntoi ng | at
the west of the riveiThe Old North
Statethusforced the Tsalagi to accept
the terms bits Land Grab Act of 1783
the primary motivationof whichwas to
seize real estateith which to pay its
Revolutionary Wasoldiers for what it
owed them for their wartime service
which it did not have the money to
honor.In truth, much of the land wodn
up in the hands of speculators who
became wealthy for their ability to game
the system.

It took a mere fiftyfive yeasi all

East from Bull Gap long before the Internet and modern
transportation f or Dr agging Canoeds fears to become r ¢
on her way wesbvith the last rider anéinal wagon fromthe last stockade October 1838, the
Nunahidunadlo-hilu-, t he Trail Where They Cried, carrie
words. So strong was the attachment to their mountain h@odeeplyvisceral tathe point of
beingphysiologicali that their cultural belief held that only as loagthere were Tsalagi living
in the fastness of the Smokiasd surrounding mountaimguld the order of the universemain
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intact. How fortunate for us thasali and his childrenand dhers of theicouragehid so that
the QuallaBoundary could eventually be created.

Home is where the heart igerally;
and so | am heren these old mountains
of the Blue RidgeDo you know where
A h o medo you lsnow where your
heart is, reail; what do you know about
that placevhere you live, that placgou |
call homeHave you touched its surface §
with your hands? Not the floor of your
house; but the dirt outsidand across the
street,and down the road. Have you
tasted its air in the wind&at blow
around it? Have you watched its clouds |
and its precipitation patterns from day to
day, month to month, season to season?

What are the waters of your home: creeks, Peach Knob:Light of Late Afternoon
rivers, lakes, or ocea@dVhat arethe watersheds that drain thewhere does the water go when
it leave® How does the land of your home lie? Is it flat, does it roll gently or is it steeply folded?
What are the soils like: sandgamy, red clay or black earthcidic or alkaline?s it underlain
with sediment or rock: what kinds of rockgneous, metamorphic, or sedimentary?

What are the plants that grow
naturally where you live: trees, shrubs,
flowers, vines? Are there etics that
have been introduced: what has their
impact bee@How does your climate
affect these; your elevation?

What are the animals that share your
home ground: mammals, reptiles,
amphibians, birds? Are they native or
were they introduced? Which birds are
yearround; which are migratory? What
were they lile fifty years ago? How
have their numbers changed over time
your lifetime?

Who are the people who wetleere

Winter Comes to PattonMountain before you; how/when dithey arrive?
Why did they come; why did they leawshere did they goWhat changes did they leave on the
land?

How is the light of your home: in spring, summer, fall, winter? When does it change; how?
Remember, this is your home; this is where you live; this is involkddand a part of who you
aren ow. An d, canyoutiulyc d Isln 6i tWhdt, thenjisddme, really?

Rice Knobstands above the floor of Beaverdam Valley like a sentifie¢l its presence as
much as bkee it; but looking eastwafdom our back deck it looms visibly alze me like a great

cumulus mass on a summer afterno®d02 6 i n el ev at i aothe Eikt i s the
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Mountains the long khapedidge that extendsorthward from the southern base of Peach
Knob through Craven Gap and across Rice KinabbRoarng Gap and the westsouthwest
until it plays out in Reynolds Mountaabove the
community of Woodfin, ising and fallingasit passes
through Sassafras Gap, Elk Wallow Gap, and Town
Mountain Gap along its way.

South of Peach Knob the ridge turiosithwest across
Meadows Mountaimnd over Rich Knob, runnirig
Lewis Gap andhenheadon into Patton Mountain.
Patton turns it southward to becothe long uplift
dividing Ashevillefrom the Swannanoa River Valley.
Along this stretch, beginning at Peachob, the ridge is
known as Town Mountain. At the turtie lesser peak of |
Pattonbegirs to play out toward the nearlyn of the '
gred French Broad River, the thidest river on our
planet now wide and in its miife courseflow.

From therise of Patton Mountainit is a casual glance
across the openvesterlyend of Beaverdam Valley to
Killian Mountain andReynolds Mountain, a thousand
feet lower than Ric&nob andanalogous téatton in
that it iswhere the northernmost of the paratieiges
divided by Beaverdam Vallestarts its quick descent
into the waiting bosom of the French Broad. Frozen Peach

Even nowin the face of just over two hundrgdars of development by people, most of
whom seem thhave becomeby degreedess and less connected to the land around them,

Beaverdam is still a beautiful vallefs | see it todayl also see it through all thofewing
years,and my heart is lifted.

High underneath the wefddng
slope of Rice Knolis a springhat
opens its joy to the downward tod
gravity onpercolating waterThe water
bubbles forth from its metaorphic
granite crypt and begins its journey,
tentative at first, down the north side of
Iron Ore Ridgethe shat arm of Rice
Knob that extends itsetfut intothe
middle of thevalley. Reaching the floor
of the widening bottomlands, the creek
finds a leveling course ibinn Cove
Modern maps will tell you

Spring Finds Beaverdam itds ALammWot@Geye wonot
entirely wrong; but t he emd|ei tsteebtedoetoyheir kintebw i
nickname for theihden treeor, as most folkknow it, the white basswood:beautiful
hardwood, once qte prolific in these mountains and cheristiedits excellent timber.
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As it begins to collect its lesser siblings, first from its own cove and then from Webb Cove on
the other side of Iron Ore Ridgat whose head Craven Gap offers a natpatth though the
Elks eastwrd into the Swannanoa drainaaged might well have beéhe place where the first
humans to gaziato the beauty of
Beaverdam came through, the seep on
Rice Knobdos sdafdlul der
fledged creek, the namesadteeamof
its valley.

For slightly more than a mile
Beaverdam Creek flows a straight
course directly down the valley until
just after collecting Carter Cove Creek
it begins a twisting undulation as the
valley itself narrows between the two
opposing ridge spurs comimdf Town
Mountain Gap from the north and
Patton Mountain from the south.

A Winterds Day i n a De eGeologistsdell Dsghatkmanye c e mb e r
thousands of years before the present a natural dam of earth and rock existed in thisgart of th
valley, which formed an actual lake of the Upper Valleyii#esages passeithe dam was slowly
eroded away until the lake drained leaving only a marshy wetland in its stieiad was exactly
what the beavers were looking fés settlers moved iafter 1783 it was eventually drained and
cleared of its many beaver dams until
none remaied and the valley floor was
dry save for thevatercourse of the
remaining creeland its tributariesThe
beavers never had much of a chance.

Below the Carter Cove €ek
confluencethe valley had been a marshy
slough for many millennia and had
becomehe home to numerous beaver
colonies each with its own piece of real
estate. These small privagerimming
holeswere also draineds settlement of
Beaverdam Valley begain earnest, but
the name stuck and refused to budge.

Castor canadensis is not just your average Craven Under Rainbow
big, furry rodent by any stretch of the imagination. In a family of specialized criteers,ah
specialist othe ultimateorder.

Wh y d o oaf him Budy. Buckyand his clan arthe largest of all the North American
rodents, occasionally tipping the scales at more tharo60ds When Bucky was a young aldl
he met Rebecca S h e 0 the sael ohBoickyt, so it can be difficuid tell them part when you
see them together, but one good look and you know for certain that they are b&aveiten
get bogged down in thinkilgph at when we speak of AfArodent so
related critters we consider as vermin; but
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mountain peopleye are seeing throughe derogatory lensamedfi hi | | bi I I 'y, 6 an

caricaturethat is only stereotypically accurate and acutely
nontdescriptive ofolks who live in theextensivehills
thatsurround me, even if where they reside happens to
have been fabricated on an assembly line.

The rodents of North America includeme highly
esteemed familieshe hamsters and guinea pigs that still
claim considerable territory in the indoor pet world;
porcupines that we adore from a distaas¢he
swordsmen and archettstthey are squirrels of all
stripes, who teach us pat@nand ingenuity as we work
to keep our bird feeders fillewhd not their stomachs
prairie dogswho help us understand the significance of
communication and family bonding; and at the front of

the line good old Castor canadensi® humble, hard
working, animatengineeiparexcellentmatefor-life
beaver.

oldi young adulthood in the beaver woflénd for the
next eighteen, or so, years they will remain together

The Richness of Light attritionis typically high and only one to perhajpsee of
the kits manages to survive to adulthood. As the colony
expands it will consist of the newborns and possibly tw¢
years of dolescents.

Aside from being the largest rodents on the continen
there are some other features that make beavers specif® =
They have a broad, flat, paddike tail, which has
evolved as a powerful swimming aid to go along with
their hind feg¢, whichare large anevebbedln times of
alarmor danger the tail also doubles as an eadyning
device generating considerable report when slapped
hard on the surface of water.

Beavers are adapted to their sequatic way of life in
some amazing waysheir underfur is extremely dense
and soft. It is waterproof and sheds water very readily
although they must groom it dajliheir eyes have
transparent, nictitating membrarebwing ready vision
underwater; when submerged they can close their ears
and rose; and their lips can close behind their teeth wh
allows thento carry food while swimming. Ae high iron
content in the enaeh of their large incisorgivestheir
teeth incredible strength for gnawing and cutting. The Refradion of Light

raising their familie®f up to ninekits annually, although

Bucky and Becky met when they were about two years

They are quite partial to the inner bark, twigs, and buds of certain trees: tulip trees (yellow
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poplar), sweetgum, dogwood, beech, willow, maple, adler, and silverbell. However, during the
summer months their diet will expand to
include pond lilies, grasses, sedges,
duckweed, algae, and other aquatic
succulentsPure vegetarians they are.

It is considered that in the entire
animal kingdomother than humans, no
creaturealters its living environmant to
a greater extent tihahe busy beaver.
Their living quarters, or lodges, and the
dams whichallow them to pond water
in which to build those lodgeare
masterworks of construction.

At one time in our history #se
structures would have filled the scene

Beawr s are the Best Lbefdrgree. TB®daythedeasrnat a single
beaver, lodge, or dam to be found in the entire valley that bears its name. The only resemblance
of such a thing is found at the very open end of Beaverdam Valley whetCayle Asheville
by contract with the Charles Waddell & Compamy1923 dammed the small cascade of
BeaverdanCreek known as GleRalls below which the streaslips around the low slope of
Baird Mountain a bump at the base of Reynolds Mountbéfigre turning west oits shallow
descentnto Tahkeeostelthe Tsalagi name fahewaters of thé-rench Broaaiownstream from
GovernorSamuel Ashé s n a rowrs kandwe originally as Morristown

In so dammingJohn Nolen student and friend of the gtdandscape architedtrederick
Law Olmsteadandquite likelywi t h hi s mast er GestablghHedpenhdpsite as si s
oldest subdivision ithe growing cityas well asa body of water where once had run Beaverdam
Creek through an area known asrddottom Beaver Lake becamand still remainghe
centepiece of Lake View Park. Scorplen 1; Beavers 0.

However, | have jumped through a time warp and am way ahead of nifygelf travel
eastward througthe head of Beaverdam Valley atig rotch of Craven Gap, wheroday
Amer i c avisised matoosal park unit, the Blue Ridge Park Parkw@aces a line
northeastwardhrough Bull Gap andcross theshoulder of Bull Mountain on its way over the
spine of theGreatCraggy Mountaindefore girting the Blackswh er e Mt . Mi tchell,
highest peak in east of the Mississippi, broods like a sleeping giant, you will enter the drainage
of the Swannanoa River

Joseph Marion Ricewas quite familiar with Craven Gap and the Swannanoarsvedd He
had come to th8wannanoa Valley in 178and although he was on friendly terms with the
Tsalagi, he was in fact illegally on the land. He apparently lived with a group of Shawnee
(Shawano) who were in the area uggaining land ohis own in tke valley in 1784following
theLand Grab Act of 1783 already mentionaaaking him the first European settler in that area.

It would be sixteen years on that Joseph Marion wouldday in 1799 while huntg for meat
for his family,kill what isregarde by manyasthe lastbisonliving in Western North Carolina.

The name®ull Mountain, Bull Gap, and Bull Creek, jugter the ridge from Rice Knobye
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testaments to the significant presence of tineagnificentanimals in these mountains for
thousands of yeardn April of 1838 Joseph Marion took a X@0re land grant for a piece near
the head of Beaverdam Vallegnnd while mosof hisdescendants would remain on the
Swannanoa, there would be a fesho would go westward through Craven Gapetilg
ostensibly on that 100 acrekust across the creek from our hoiRee Branch drains its small
but constant volummto the larger creek. Up Rice Branch Road still sits the log home built in
1852 byJames Ovely Rice, grandson of Joseph MarionRaeds on of Josephoés fo
ReverendVilliam Rice. This cabin is now listed on the National Register of Historic Places.

No oneknows for certain when the remainiatk were eliminatedh thelarger Beaverdam
Valley region, although local legend
hasit that sometime in the late 1700s g==
the last elk in these parts was killed by
Major William Mills in what is now |
the Mills River area south of
Asheville.Ester Henderson Glenn
(18931987), a lifelong resident of
Beaverdamwhose home wasp on
what is nowWolfe Coveon the south
side of midvalley, wrote in her
memoirsof hearing stories told by he
grandmotherNary Elvira Wolfe -
Rice 18181872)of her parents _ R
William Wolfe andJane Hayes R SO R S R Bk
Wolfe, Ms. E s t e eafgsandparents, Triangle d6Amour
watchingherdsof elk crossing over what is now Elk MountaihHayes Knolon thefar side of
the valley from their homeplacAt one time the great ungulates wagparentlyhere in
substantial numbers.

About five hundred yardsip the roachow known as Elk Mountain Scerfarkway which
turns off Beaverdam Road andes out of the lower valley to the northern ridgelin€@un
Mountain Gap, and then follows the ridge all the way to its junction with the Blue Ridge
Parkway, is the drance to the homestead®@éniel Killian . Between 1791833 Daniel Killian
owned 1700 acres of Beaverdam Valldyyt we remember himot so muchfor his property
holdings rather for his spirituatonstancy. By the early 1790s he had completed hiddgst
cabin on the Elk Mountain Road homesteadaad busy raising a familyith his seconavife
following the death of &rst.

It was during these yeatisat Killian encountered one of the legendary figuresarly
American evangelism, ThHeevernedFrancis Asbury. Asbury was one of the first two bishops
of the Methodist Episcopal Church in the United Staappointed directly byohn Wesley
himself In 1771 he had arrived from England and for the next-foreyyears gave his life to his
ministryin the early years of the American natieerving particularly through the years known
to history as the Second Great Awakening.

Occasionally by carriage, but more often by horseback, he traveled literally thousands of miles
aaoss the frontigravemgingannually it is said,6,000 miles year in, year olde ranged the
entire lengthand breadth of the original tk&en colonies and as new territories came under the
control of the new Federal Government, his territory expanded with it to inbate,
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Tennessee, and Kentucky. His journal, kept over all those lonely miles and dreary days, is an
invaluable resource for scholars seeking to understand what daily life edgaef the country
as well as in its more developed placesas really likef r o m a perspeetivda ¢ 6 s

November 9, 1800 is the earliest mention of Daniel Killian that | have found in those journals.
On that Sunday, Asbury mentions
preaching at Kill
fiSo c i e tthis,particidagMethodist
Episcopakongegation waknown,
met for serviced.ater, Killian would
deedproperty not far from the
homeplace to th&ociety for the
constrution of an actual churcmow
Asbury Memorial Methodist, which
stands todags the third such structure
erectedonthesit&i | | i ands
firstburiali n t he churc

Between 1800 and s b s death
in March, 1816theesteered minster
Vi si t e dhoiednhtiesttan 0 White Rice
dozenoccasions, preaching and restikgmily lore tells that so regular veethe visitghat
Killian even built a spare room onto the rear of the home just for Asbury and other itinerant
ministess when they were traveling through the afid®ere is also, now kept at the chumhan
honored place, aarnchairespecially madey Killian for Asbury, who in his later yeargas
beset with a chronicle of negative effeitam all those years on horsetia

In the past two hundred yedsaverdam Valleyas sired its share abtable North
Carolinians statesmen, generatgmmunity leaders, and artists; and | can not do more than hit
the highlights hereFor instance, as | look from our deck direatfytoward the heights of Rice
Knob, my gaze sweepsver a twestory log cabin perhaps two hundred yards distant. It is old,
but very well tended; it serves aplace for social activities for the condominium complex
where we livelt is known as the SwaiLane Stradley House, and here is its stasywritten by
Rex Redmon whoseBeaverdam: Historic Valley of the Blue Ridge Mountdias been a useful
sourcebook in my educatioRedmon is the greareatgreatnephew of Mary Elvira Wolfe
Rice, whom | menibned previouslythe wife of James Overly Rice

The house was built around 1849 BeverendThomas Stradleyandbased on t he 0 ha
parl or o desi gn p o p athoaghithas endued extensiee lrenokatian on at a
least one occasio®n t he cabinds door i s a qghsdhgue commer
birthplace of two highlyrespected North Carolina native spBavid L. Swain andJoseph
Lane. Swain and Lane were firsbusins:Swain was the 3governor of North Carolina and
alsoserved forthirty-three years as the Présnt of the University of North Carolinaane was a
general in the United States War with Mexico, the first territorial governor of the Oregon
Territory,andinl 8 6 0 t he De mo esrl atviea yP apresmigibascapdidate.e
David Swain was born on Januaryl801 and his cousin was born on December 14, 1801, just
over eleven months later.

It is true theywere born in the same log capbut not the log cabin that stands today in
BeawrdamRun. Theirrespective parents lived in a twoom, sideby-side log cabin that had
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beenbuilpr i or to 1800 by George Swai n, Davi dos f
the southeastern piedmont and mountains in the nineteenth antheartieth centugs, known

as a dogrot. When Reverend Stradley built his cabin in 1849, the Slane cabin was already
half-a-century old, and it stood quite near the Stradley structure gradually falling into greater and
greater disrepair until it wasrn down sometim around 1950 according to the memory of Rex
Redmon The Stradley cabin is listed on the North Carolina Register of Historic Péamks

confess being curious as to the documentagupporting the listing. Its age and state would be
sufficient in my ownmind, but not for the other events claintechave occurred there

Beaverdam has one more child whooould nerer neglet mentioning, and she is what, more
than anything else, connects me to this valley, this land, all the elk and all the bedveeVeavi
see here except in my mind and in my heart.

WhenWilma Dykeman was bornn Asheville in 1920, her fath&tillard Dykeman, a
transplanted New York widowewnas
fif ty-sevenyearsold. Her mother,
Bonnie Cole was a lifelong
Beaverdam resident Wi ¢ decmdd
wife, and thity-six years younger than
her husbandyet the one thing she
knew from childhood, irrespective of
her parentsd ages
writing and a love for the natural
world instilled in herby both.

It was in August, 180, soon after
her graduation from Northwestern
University, that she met her future
husbandJames R. Stokely, Jrwho
lived in Newport, Tennessee just down Ms Wil madés Apple House
the French Broad from Beaverdairhey had been intduced byMable Wolfe, a sister of
As hevi | | e 6 Fhonhas Wafa VEilmyandJames married two months after they met
and were together forthityeven years until Stokelyds death

| met Ms. Wilma twentyone years later, in 1998, thesti year of my fiveyear tenure as the
Staff Photographer of Friends of Great Smoky Mountains National Park, on whose Board of
Directors she had served for several years. Her obvious love for all the valley of Long Man, the
river of her homethe lifebloodof the entire regionyas contagious and never failed to reach out
and touch those with whom she interactdtad already read and lovétie French Broadher
masterpiece of storytelling, before | met her; and so it was like making a connection with the
very spirit of the river itselfl could not have known that nearly fifteen years later | would find
myself in the valley of her childhootiving within sight of the land that nurtured her,
encouraged her, and fed her the experiences that would flonh&ppen in such beautiful
prose.

When she passed away in 2006, shelaiasto rest orthe sloping rise ol.ewis Memorial
Cemetery behind Beaverdam Baptist Church on the south side -ofiteg, and every day that
| pass by on my way to the wider viait greet the memory of this wonderful daughter of these
old hills and all that she did to help the rest of us understand the unbreakable connection beteen
earth, water, and sky in this valley and in the entire planet aroudeusie not all The French
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