
T H E  R O C K S  I N  O U R  H E A D S

Interlude IX 
Shore to Falls

Southern Shores (with Father and Friedrun); 
Sapphire & Asheville, NC; Fall, 2011

Lodging for a previous trip Lodging for this trip Prehistoric site visited this trip

Map Legend

© 2015 Eugene A. Edgett III



2The Rocks in Our Heads, Interlude IX: Shore To Falls • 

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)

Tips

A Word on the Trip Diaries and Their  
Odd Titles

Loie has always taken notes on our trips; I used to struggle with a 
lot of gear and took pictures. At some point she got a small camera 
and took over the photography. Before digital photography and 
personal computers, Loie and I used to make picture albums for 
our trips. Now we’ve gone digital!

As you may have read in the Introduction document and the 
diary for Driving Yo, we’ve been taking trips we call Driving the 
Stone Age. That’s a long story, but we’ve both been interested in 
old stuff for a long time, so we took one trip in 1999, to the Scottish 
Highlands and out islands, looking for what we thought would be a 
good introduction to the beginnings of Western Civilization in the 
Neolithic monuments so prevalent there. We decided we weren’t 
seeing the beginning, but that it was fun nonetheless. (See The Rocks 
in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands.) And 
we got the Europe bug, so went to Italy and France, sometimes on 
trips that were mainly Driving the Stone Age, sometimes not.

So as the trip diaries and albums accumulated, and when we 
created a Life List of prehistoric sites, I started to name the trips. 
We had DtSAs, and Interludes: trips with few or no prehistoric sites. 

Then, I started to write an essay based on our thoughts garnered 
driving the Stone Age, and a whole lot of reading. Loie didn’t like 
the working title, so I changed it to The Rocks in Our Heads. When 
the Trip Diaries went digital, I decided to munge the two projects 
by including a serial version of the essay at the ends of the diaries.

So now we have The Rocks in Our Heads: DtSAs and The Rocks 
in Our Heads: Interludes, both of which may end with an essay 
installment.

Documentation Notes

In the beginning, Loie wrote out her Trip Diaries in longhand 
in notebooks. For our trip “Driving the Stone Age X, The Oldest 
Stones” she bought a netbook computer and began to write her 
diaries with it. That made formatting the diaries a lot easier!

But there were a few trips since that one where lugging the net-
book was less than congenial, and she went back to hand-written 
notes. 

Her handwriting is beautiful, and I wanted to preserve some 
aspects of it. In the Trip Diaries it has a few short-hand style 
shortcuts. So, when you see + meaning “and,” or @ meaning “at,” 
or “w/” meaning “with” you will know that I have transcribed a 
hand-written diary.

Navigation Tips

These interactive PDFs include… 
a Bookmarks List for Days and their individual events,  use 
the Bookmarks; we hope your device will make that easy; 
a clickable/tappable Table of Contents, and; 
various hyperlinks.

You may also just page through by… 
scrolling, clicking Page Down buttons, or; 
right side tapping/right left swiping; 
depending on your viewing device.

➧  Zoom the pictures to examine details.
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Preparation

Preparation

Father had been saying, “Well, this will be the last beach vacation.” 
At 89 years old, it sounded like it might be true. Loie had been say-
ing she wanted to do more hiking. 

“If we went to Asheville,” said Loie, “maybe we could see Maggie.” 
Where exactly that idea came from, she couldn’t say, but it was a 
good one.* 

I got out our copy of Carolyn Sakowski’s Touring the Western 
North Carolina Backroads and discovered that one of the premier 
attractions for explorers in North Carolina is the Fall Line. I knew 
we had such here in Maryland, but North Carolina’s is even more 
dramatic. Their mountains are taller and the Fall Line has further 
to fall!

It didn’t take long to f ind Kevin Adams’ North Carolina 
Waterfalls. I traded a few emails with him and he proved to be a gra-
cious and helpful guide. I marked up his book with his suggestions 
of the best places to visit.

And if we were going to be at the beach, we could get a Mother 
Vine. Loie and I had been talking for ages about building a pergola 
or arbor as a compliment to the front garden beds. I thought we 
should have grape vines growing on it: the poor old vines out back 
were being overshadowed by The First Christmas Tree and just 
didn’t like it. Maybe if we got, and planted, a Mother Vine I’d be 
inspired to make the arbor for it.

I can’t now remember how we first learned of the Roanoke Island 
Mother Vine. It’s just one of those bits of local lore one runs across. 
Perhaps on our first visit to the Elizabethan Gardens, where they 
sell clones of it? We were off on another adventure!

* You may read about The Horrible Disaster of Maggie’s Fern Garden at Letter 

the Fifth (1996 for 1995) on the Lovebunnies’ web site.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Atlantic_Seaboard_fall_line
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Day 1: Saturday, September 17, 2011—Departure and Arrival

Day 1: Saturday, September 17, 2011—Departure and Arrival

Due to work schedules & house re-siding, we decided to 
delay vacation departure to Saturday. That made the start 
much more relaxing–I was home by noon on Friday & had the 
afternoon & evening for packing. B put most of the packing in 
the car on Friday leaving us just a little on Saturday a.m.

Planned to leave at 9 but we slept till past 8. Finished 
showers & dithering around, driving out at 9:45–trashcan at 
the top of the driveway! Dithered some more about merits 
of dealing with it or leaving it, finally B positioned it just so 
with lid attached, and then moved to the car to exactly the 
right position so he could grab the handle of the can & hold 
onto it as he drove the car back up to the house. That put us at 
8:10 AM departure–1 hour ahead of our normal 11 AM!

Arrived # 8 9th St. So. Shores at 7:30. This time I tracked 
times & miles. Of the total about 350 miles (including 
Williamsburg “detour”) & 9½ hours, we spent approximately 
3 hours not driving: 2 rest stops, Williamsburg for Queen’s 
cake & lunch, Southland for cigarettes (& bought pepper 
bacon) Morris for produce.

In Williamsburg: bakery open 9–5, no problem getting 
whole Queen’s cake at 2:30 PM. Colonial Tavern restaurants 
all close at 2:30. Merchants square nearby has “modern” res-
taurants. Went to Blue Talon French bistro per Chowhound. 
Neither very French nor bistro! At 3 PM, only “starters,” sal-
ads & Mac & cheese or burgers available from menu. Malbec 
tasty, lightweight charcuterie plate okay, salad okay, mussels 
mediocre. Despite specific instructions that we wanted ① 
mussels ② charcuterie, ③ salad, servers tried to pile it on. Not 
worth a return visit.

Lots of rain on the drive. Rain here at So Shores on arrival. 

No one else here but G & F (& Tristan).
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Day 2: Sunday, September 18, 2011—Elizabethan Gardens, Manteo

Day 2: Sunday, September 18, 2011—Elizabethan Gardens, Manteo

Up at about 8 AM yellow grits and Queens cake for break-
fast! Breezy, no rain at the moment, wailroiling clouds, cool, 
but pleasant. At 8:30 some sun peeking through.

With a clearly non-beach day ahead, a perfect day to go to 
Manteo, the Elizabethan Gardens, & buy a Mother Vine!

Back on normal schedule, we left at 11 AM. We were also 
looking to buy a day pack & had 2 stores to try, one in Manteo, 
one in Kitty Hawk. We planned to also visit the Manteo 
bookstore.

Found the 1st store, geared to hunting, so no go on back-
pack. Going across the bridge to Roanoke Island, lots of 
drenched, ruined furniture outside small hotels, dumpsters 
full of garbage bags. Irene has not quite let go her grip on 
OBX. On Roanoke, many piles of tree limbs & brush lining I 
64. Passed “Mother Vine Road” on the way. Hmmm?

The Elizabethan Gardens seems totally new, though we’re 
sure we visited them before, maybe with the Hatfields?

In the gift shop/ticket desk/entry we asked about buying 
a vine–yes, they had them. But they were not on the shelf 
outside. Ned the gardener was called on the phone, he finally 
came up himself & lead us to 2 plants we had overlooked. He 
immediately reminded us of Himmet!* B wanted a smaller 
plant—Ned assured us there were many more in pots in the 
greenhouse area. We debated buying one now or coming back 
later in the week–told Ned we’d be back Thursday or Friday.

But we later decided to visit the garden, have lunch in 

* See 2011-05 ~ The Rocks in Our Heads; Driving the Stone Age X, “The Oldest 
Stones.”

Manteo, visit the bookstore, find the sports shop & come 
back & buy the vine.

The gardens were full of mosquitoes! Luckily, B followed 
advice of the ticket lady & bought a wipe-on Deets pad for 
94¢! We needed it.

Gardens are lovely, meandering through twists & turns to 
create a nice walk in a relatively small acreage. Some funky 
Italian marble statues & fountains & birdbath originally 
intended for the Metropolitan, but diverted to this phil-
anthropic project which, incidentally, increases the scope 
from the original smaller vision. Three wealthy English 
descendents desired to commemorate the achievements of 
the colonists in the New World. Harrumph!

On the way out, we learned the Mother Vine Road did 
lead to the mother vine, on private property, “you can’t miss 
it,” & got a recommendation for Full Moon Café in Manteo. 
As promised, finding the vine was easy as pie! In a yard right 
next to the road.

On to Manteo, a small historic center, found Full Moon 
right away. Nice brew pub–I had the 1st draft beer on the 
menu, Full Moon, made next door–excellent. Hatteras stew 
(tomatoes, corn, green beans, clams, a bit spicy) & spinach 
salad. B had a “shrimp & grits with crab dish,” delicious thick 
stew of shrimp & crab and a tomato-cheese sauce with black 
beans over baked grits–fabulous, and an IPA.

Our server & another worker sadly informed us the book-
store had been f looded, owner “lost everything,” & he was 
planning to possibly reopen elsewhere. Our sports store, they 
said, was not in Manteo, but at MP 6 in the shopping mall 
with Belk’s!
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Day 2: Sunday, September 18, 2011—Elizabethan Gardens, Manteo

Back to the EGs, Ned summoned, and we walked back 
to the greenhouse area, which was quite large as promised, 
many vines, & B got to choose his own, one that looks very 
healthy. B had earlier read a sign that reminded him that 
the MV cannot produce grapes without a 2nd, fertilizing 
one. They sold Nobile grapevines for this purpose, but B said, 

“Let’s see if this Mother Vine gets established, then we’ll get a 
fertilizing one.”

Ned showed us the light soil they use & told us he’d worked 
as a Xerox technician in Manassas until he retired to Roanoke 
Island. He started volunteering at the EG, then was offered 
FT work. Now, he says, his big decision in the morning is 
whether to bicycle, walk, or drive to work!

When we were driving to Roanoke Island, B had proposed 
we buy barbecue for supper at the Pigman’s Barbecue. On 
the way back we kept a lookout & soon spotted the shop. 
Claiming to make their own smoked meat over pine, we 
bought pork barbecue, ribs & hushpuppies, to go with green 
beans & country bacon & sweet potatoes with Morris honey 
butter. Demolished!

Forgot to mention that we found the sport shop in the Belk 
shopping strip, closed but from what we saw through the 
windows no good.

Bucky’s cousin Carol had arrived—to stay till Thursday. 
She’s a surgical nurse in Roanoke. Quiet evening of 
chat & football on the TV.
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Day 3: Monday, September 19, 2011—Wild Beach Day

Day 3: Monday, September 19, 2011—Wild Beach Day

Up at around 8:30. Sun starting to come through clouds. 
WINDY! 

I looked up Gearhart’s chocolate in Charlottesville for 
Carol, found Dad’s e-mail & sent him another. We decided 
fish was for supper & after a while, I drove out to Food Lion 
for supplies & Carawan for fish. Only fillets, got Spanish 
mackerel & f lounder–Carol is not overly fond of fish so we 
needed something mild. Back home at 11:30, B gone to the 
beach, F & F preparing. Chatted a bit with Carol, then I went 
to the beach.

WILD!
Leftovers of Irene or perhaps another storm out to sea were 

sending wild, higeldey-piggeldy surf far up the beach. We sat 
up on what little dune exists as the tide would be high at 1 
PM. Water kept ooching us up, finally Father moved his chair 
to near the walkway & we followed suit, shortly after B had 
found a concrete block to stabilize my chair and allow me to 
sit normally instead of on a slant. F left after a while, Father 
later, then we both fell asleep.

Now, maybe 3 PM? A few people braving the beach. Surf 
seems to be settling down a bit. A party of 2 supersized 
couples & one little boy. No swimming.

Spanish mackerel & flounder for supper—delish!
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Day 4: Tuesday, September 20, 2011—Stack’em High, Beach

Day 4: Tuesday, September 20, 2011—Stack’em High, Beach

Sun, warm

It was decided that today would begin with breakfast at 
Stack’em High. Carol & I had browbeat Friedrun into making 
a vet appointment for Tristan who has been relentlessly biting 
himself. We thought he needed treatment. They decided to 
combine breakfast with scouting out the vet office.

S’emH is the same as always BUT we saw an interesting 
sign on the wall, something like this:

 
Hmmm…

After breakfast we were pulling out of S’emH & B saw a 
sign for a vet office–could that be the one? We pointed, they 
turned in, yes, the one!

Not the best beach day due to a still not-swimmable ocean, 

but okay for sitting out, which we did for several hours. B 
slept on the beach, of course! Dark clouds were building, one 
by one we deserted Bucky, then he was driven off by rain. 
That got him back up for starting supper–gigundo handcut 
burgers on the grill, cold salads (from Carol), sliced tomatoes, 
sautéed onions & mushrooms, salad.

Oops! Almost forgot! Tristan made his 4 o’clock vet 
appointment, came the back perky after a shot of Prednisone. 
Gene walked in saying “$80 to find out he has fleas!”

tee hee!
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Day 5: Wednesday, September 21, 2011—Beach

Day 5: Wednesday, September 21, 2011—Beach

Sunny, looks like a nice beach day, particularly since we 
had rain last night. 

New flower: Asiatic Dayflower*

I left @ 9 to do procuring & ask about sticky buns. Yes, 
tomorrow at 8 AM–$36! On to Harris Teeter for supplies, then 
Carawan for fish. Got 18 VA oysters, 2 pounds of mussels, 1.75 
pounds of bluefish fillets. Stood at the cashier counter 20-30 
min. as the lady tried to get an Internet connection–I was the 
1st credit card sale of the day. After 4 tries including turning 
off the computer & restarting it, the sale finally went thru.

In the meanwhile we chatted about Oregon Inlet, Pea 
Island & Rodanthe after Irene. Bridge is closed until at least 
Oct. Emergency ferries carry cars back & forth, but it’s 
time-consuming.

Yesterday Bucky started on a major driftwood public art 
piece. It grows every day. Neato!

After several lovely hours on the beach, ALMOST calmed 
down enough for a swim, we’re back at the house to start sup-
per. F & F on the beach, Carol out, Tristan calmed down but 
sequestered on the deck after his bath.

Bucky preparing raw oysters, steamed mussels, bluefish, 
twice cooked potatoes & a chicken breast for Carol. Yum!

Lovely supper, violent TV, bed & book!

* Diary does not say where; flower guide records it 9/11.



The sculpture grows over the course of the day…
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Day 6: Thursday, September 22, 2011—Beach, Kelly’s Restaurant

Day 6: Thursday, September 22, 2011—Beach, Kelly’s Restaurant

Woke at 7 due to light coming thru the window, up to have 
coffee & retrieve 12 sticky buns. Brilliant sunny, warm morn-
ing. Sticky buns required 3 boxes! Everyone had some, some 
more than others. ت Then hit the beach!

Good enough for 2 swims–1st with F, F & us, #2 immedi-
ately after with us. Beachgoers have added to the driftwood 
sculpture–some just decorations, others, more wood. Photos 
being taken. Carol left, & left $40 on our bed for food expense.

All kinds of clouds & sky today, finally @ 2 T-storms, 
lightning, rain. Showered, doing laundry, trying to find a 
restaurant Gene will like, Gene snoozing. Rain @ 3:20.

Persuaded Gene to go to a “nice” restaurant. We aimed 1st 
for Awful Arthur just to get that out of his system, but once 
again crowded & an hour wait. On to Miller’s where we had a 
discount coupon. Closed. ?Storm damage? B muttering about 
Pigman’s Barbecue while I drove. I suggested Kelly’s, which 
we’d passed on the way south. Success!

Seated upstairs in an alcove under the stairs, 6-8 other 
tables with white linen. B overheard server lady yakking 
to her table about Marylanders & “their” crabs. B horned 
in & she said 99% the MD’ers she serves complain about NC 
crabs & crabcakes not being properly prepared. That opened 
a line of conversation with her (from Brazil) & our server, 
Jeffrey, that lasted the whole meal.

Which was pretty good–B ordered 12 raw oysters–I ate a 
couple with lemon juice (delicious), Father ate some. I got 6 
oysters Rockefeller & gave one to Gene & one to B, Friedrun 
wanted one but passed. Father had a cup of chowder. Friedrun 
kept saying “Eoes anyone want some warm mushroom salad? 
It’s really good!” The 3 of us ignored her & focused on oysters! 

We girls had local rockfish with sauce, rice, broccoli, the boys 
seafood bouillabaisse–scallops, fish, shrimp, clams–delicious 
again! A bottle of Muscadine NC, a bit sweet, but fun.



Carol says goodbye, headed home.



Courtesy of Gene
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A neighbor is inspired to work.
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Day 7: Friday, September 23, 2011—Transfer to Sapphire

Day 7: Friday, September 23, 2011—Transfer to Sapphire

 St i l l  c loudy/su nny,  Fat her  sa id  goodbye to  t he 
beach & reported a “mothers’ ocean”!

In the space of a few hours Gene paid 3 compliments. 
① to Bucky 4: I’d stay a month at the beach if you were 

here to cook!
② Kelly’s meal was pretty good
③ Upon leaving Southern Shores to us: you made the 

vacation!
Wasn’t that nice?
I packed up most of our belongings Thursday evening. 

This morning we almost forgot Mother Vine! I was checking 
F & F’s room & saw it on the deck!

 Amazing we left by 9:30 AM, quick stop @ Walmart for 
mouthwash, then tourist center to inquire about bridge 
closures & a new NC map. We planned to go across Roanoke 
Island on I 64. The lady at the office said she’d evacuated that 
route to Raleigh Durham & back with no trouble.

The road between Roanoke & just past Columbia was 2 
lanes & slow going. After that, big highways typically 65-70 
mph. Slowdowns around metro areas, but otherwise good. 9 
½ hours & about 520 miles to Sapphire.

But, at about 7 PM, no one home! I called both numbers, 
got Nancy, they were almost home. Nice house in resortey 
area, screwy driveway & carport (tight). No windows in the 
bedroom, mountainous heavy comforter. All new, 2 room 
heaters, bad steps by shower, obviously they tried to think 
of everything a renter might want except no dishwasher or 
dish drainer. Plates, cups, flatware for 4. Nice ladies, 2 cats we 
haven’t seen–Sugar & Gray.

Spotty supper recommendations, we had low expectations, 

decided to drive. 5 min. along, the Gamekeepers Tavern 
came into view–associated with local resorts so we could eat 
there & get wine. Nice place, had gigundo burgers with excel-
lent wine–Wine spectator.















The beach is that way…



Across the street…



Back toward the main road.



Our house, the Davis Cottage.
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Day 8: Saturday, September 24, 2011—Cashiers Outfitter Store, Shopping for supplies; Whiteside Mountain; 
Judacalla Rock

Day 8: Saturday, September 24, 2011—Cashiers outfitter store, Shopping for supplies; Whiteside Mountain; 
Judacalla Rock

Blue sky, puffy white clouds, beautiful air.

Slept late–clock doesn’t work (good!)—the only light to 
wake us is from the screened in deck. I *think* we got up 
around 9, no showers, coffee, talked to the girls about need-
ing passkey to use Wi-Fi. Okay, maybe nephew can help.

Out at 10 (B ate Queen’s cake) to scout a bit. Cashiers is 
the biggest town (3,000 year-round, 30,000 in summer) so 
we stopped there to find the outfitters store. Since the girls 
loaned day packs, we didn’t need to buy one but I bought 3 
pairs of smart wool socks. Yay! Heavy duty ones. Also, a not 
good but all they had local Hikes book.

A local farmers market we didn’t check out, and strip mall 
(small) with Ingles–“American-owned” nice grocery store.

1st, the bookstore for local haunted places book, pharmacy 
for postcards, grocery store for coffee & unsalted almonds 
snacks. Bought a silly Halloween card for Terrie.

On to Whiteside Mountain, recommended by book and 
store clerk, a good trail to start with–not overly ambitious, 
but still some effort. Lovely hike & beautiful sky, air, views 
made a pleasant walk.

At highest point, just a bit past (4,390 feet?) we stopped to 
enjoy the view & met a local lady hiker. She said she used to 
do this loop 6 days a week! She said she had gotten away from 
it but was starting up again. She pointed out the direction of 
Georgia & gave us restaurant recommendations.

After that we found Judacalla rock to see the “enigma.” 
We found it interesting but possibly not all that enigmatic, 
just forgotten. When in the area our guidebook told us we 

would find the rock, we stopped at a gas station to look local, 
detailed map. The cashier told us her boyfriend was in (?) 
selling ginseng he had collected to the herb lady.

Home, stopped on way to reserve a table at GKT for 8. 
Showers and back for dinner.

Meditrina Roman goddess of wine & health / meditri-
nawine.com

This was the wine being pushed–servers engaged in a 
contest to sell stuff from the store. 1st we did something 
different–ordered mixed drinks at the bar–whiskey sour for 
B, Manhattan for me. We got the table by the door, I got my 
Gamekeepers burger, B had the Woodsman. Bacon wrapped 
quail to start, spinach salad to finish. Plus the silly wine @ 
$36.

During the night B had seriously groany guts. He had 
eaten virtually nothing till our heavy supper. That’s not good 
for him.



The low side of Whiteside Mountain.
























































































Finding the Judaculla Rock.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Judaculla_Rock
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Day 9: Sunday, September 25, 2011—Waterfalls

Day 9: Sunday, September 25, 2011—Waterfalls

Gorgeous again.

Due to being up & down all night with groany guts, B 
slept till almost 11:30. We got out the door by noon, took 
cheese & crackers, heading for Whitewater Falls. This was an 
easy .5 mile walk on a wide path, then down wooden staircase 
to the base of the falls, albeit at a distance. The falls are 
dramatic & beautiful, well worth so short a walk.

Then on to Gorges State Park to see several waterfalls. Alas, 
the park facilities are under construction, no ranger present, 
no maps. We looked at our hike book and figured out how 
to follow the orange trail to Rainbow Falls (& presumably 
Turtleback) & started out. This trail is 3 miles to Rainbow 
Falls, not a loop. Started easy, downhill, got progressively 
more difficult. Gorges part ended pretty quickly & the gravel 
path changed to dirt. Then roots. Then rocks, roots & mud.

Worth it. RF is spectacular. Encountered quite a few super-
sized hikers plus seniors, all seemed to be making the hike. 
We pressed on. 1st stop, below the falls for a lesser fall. Then 
on to the RF. Great viewing spot with a wooden rail, but of 
course B went further to look for rainbows. He discovered a 
side trail that took us close to the side of the falls.

Meanwhile we’d encountered a couple with a teen girl. B 
asked them about a tree we’d been seeing. After describing 
it, they said it was an “Umbrella Magnolia.” We got a report 
from a fellow hiker-photographer about a 5 min hike up the 
trail to the top of the falls. The lady aforementioned had 
already gone in that direction. We followed.

A short, treacherous walk up was worthwhile. We walked 
out on big f lat rocks (a young couple there may have been 

paddling their feet) to walk out on before the falls. Great view.
Per the Umbrella Magnolia Man, the walk back would take 

50 min. We thought longer because we go slower. The walk 
back of course went faster; near the end we sat down to rest & I 
looked up Umbrella Magnolia in the tree book. There is one 
but it is rare & its northern range is South Carolina. It was 
compared to a similar common “Frasier Magnolia.” Bingo! It 
is also called “Umbrella tree” or “Mountain Magnolia.” So he 
was close, but not exact.

We had started down at 4:15 & with a few short breaks, were 
back in the parking lot at 5:45 or so.

B wanted barbecue–On The Side was closed but I had a 
listing for Carolina Smokehouse which was only ⅛ of a mile 
west on I-64. A find! The bearded proprietor was very helpful. 
We got carry-out of a gigundo sampler of everything, plus a 
Doctor Pibbs (eat your heart out, Darrell!). For $28 enough 
food for us to have 2 meals!

Home, showered, doing laundry, watching a bazillion 
TV channels, full of Carolina Smokehouse goodies. Yum! 
Cupcakes await. 9:30 PM.

http://www.ncparks.gov/Visit/parks/gorg/main.php
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Day 10: Monday, September 26, 2011—Cherokee, Bookstores; Mingo Falls, Elk

Rain/drizzle, warm. Up at 9:15. Decided to forgo signing 
up for the Elk Reintroduction to the Wild excursion on 
Wednesday.

Due to rain we decided to go to the Cherokee Indian 
Museum & the Crafts Guild. Puttered around & left at 10:54! 
Arrived noonish, a bit like Oz with dozens of shanty stores 
lining the road & selling Indian-related souvenirs–lots of 
moccasins, lots of Indian names & plays on names for stores.

One interesting footnote—as in Wales & other places where 
the native tongue was suppressed, the Cherokee language is 
being reclaimed. Many signs, particularly on schools/govt 
bldgs, are in English & Cherokee.

Museum was interesting though like many museums tan-
talizing bits of info of interest to us were left out. For example, 
cases of stone, pottery & other artifacts contained no place of 
origin info. Clearly much Indian info was mixed in beyond 
the local indigenous Cherokees. Lots of diaramas & a model 
interior.

But broad in prehistoric & historical context that we knew 
nothing about, so that was good. Bucky particularly intrigued 
by Mr. Timberlake’s involvement with the Indians. (Bought a 
book of his writings later, at the Turning Leaf bookstore.)

We stayed in the Museum a couple of hours, till we were 
zoned, then crossed the street to the Crafts Guild.

Though the baskets were beautiful, none of them spoke to 
us & they were too expensive to buy when we didn’t instantly 
love any of them. Ditto the pottery & masks & animal carvings. 
Loads of bead jewelry that look more tacky than beautiful. 
Left with a book on basket weaving and a postcard.

For lunch, followed a recommendation from the cashier 
to go to Paul’s family friendly (cheap) restaurant. Sat outside 
on the deck, by a small stream. Special–fried chicken or pork 
chop with 2 sides–choices = collard greens, fried potatoes, 
sauerkraut & sausage, hominy & pinto beans. We ordered 
one chicken & ne pork chop plate with 2 & 2 sides to cover all 
bases. $7.99 apiece. Dr. Pibbss for B, Cherokee water for me. 
Deep-fried salty pork skins on top of a lump of something 
rather pink & grainy. $22.50 including tip!

We drove a loop road to see if the gift shop at the Indian 
village was open; at 4:30 they were counting $ & I was turned 
away. On to the Turning Leaf Bookstore where B bought his 
Timberlake book & I bought one on Indian reincarnation 
beliefs & more. Plus the sticker on “Homeland Security: 
Fighting Terrorism Since 1492.”

By chance I was looking in the waterfalls book & stumbled 
across Mingo Falls, just north of Cherokee, rated 10 for beauty 
by the author. We decided to turn around & visit, being only 
900′ worth of walk.

After a bit of map consultation we figured it out. When 
we were almost to the parking lot entrance we saw cars 
stopped ahead on the sides of the road. I saw a flash of white 
light & wondered why there was a speed camera on this little 
road?

Not speed cameras–camera flash–elk! 2 stags meandering 
out, one nearly on the little two-lane country road. Decided 
we’d made the right decision not to sign up for the elk tour!

Found Mingo Falls parking lot, steep ascent up stairs then 
a short trail to a bridge with a view. Not the longest or the 
most water, but quite beautiful. Delicate & lacey. Stayed a 
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while, one young man walked out on the rocks so his wife 
could get a good shot of him framed by the falls.

So, a very good day! Mostly sunny, actually, with rain 
beginning on the drive home.

Knocked up the girls for Scuppernong. They came 
down with cheese, salami, crackers, apples. We provided 
wine & Pepperidge Farm cookies.

Heard about their bad accident April 8–M blacked out 
(surgery the day before), crashed the car, hit 3 parked cars. 
And Nancy, who’d had knee replacement surgery the month 
before had the same left leg below the knee mangled in the 
accident.

Bedtime–still no cats! B ate some leftover barbecue–yum! 
Teeming rain at the moment–10:50 PM.

Almost forgot! Driving back from Mingo Falls, in the same 
place we’d seen the 2 elk stags, now there was an entire herd 
bedding down in the small field, roadside!

And the Eastern Continental Divide,* many times.

* Because this was a water trip, I had been rummaging around looking up stuff 
about waterfalls, watersheds and so on. I came across the Divide, thought it was 
interesting, but couldn’t find any detailed maps of it. Luckily, there were signs 
marking it.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eastern_Continental_Divide
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Day 11: Tuesday, September 27, 2011—Cashiers Library; Waterfalls

Sunny, beautiful

Itinerary (left around 10?)

• Library (Cashiers)
• Silver Run Falls @ 11:40
• Highlands

- Bear Mountain outfitters (more socks!)
- Tourist office (forgot bookmark!)

• Bridal falls–open for drive thru! 12:50
• Dry Falls & car lunch @ 1:52
• Cullasaja Falls (“Nervous Place”) @ 2:23
• Quarry Falls (“Bust Your Butt”) @ 2:35
• Glenn Falls @ 5-ish
• Eastern Continental divide @ 5:23
• Enter GA 2:35 no welcome Sign!
Enter SC 5:50 no sign
605 SC, 107 N

What a day! Some additional notes
CashiersLibrary is good-sized & modern. Loan lap-

tops & netbooks for in-house use. Consortium being 
established. Met new librarian.

Bridal Falls–fun!
Dry Falls–wet!
Cullasaja Falls–yikes!
Quarry Falls–bust, skewer, severely injure your butt

Good day!
Glen Falls is fantastic.

Sadly, something with pictures went awry. We have none 
for this day, or any for Asheville. Loie took a lot, and either I 
neglected to get them off one of the memory cards, or we lost 
one. Probably the former. Loie says, “Well, we’ll just have to go 
back.”

Interestingly, the Google Streetview images of our Asheville 
hotel are black fuzz. Makes me feel better.



263The Rocks in Our Heads, Interlude IX: Shore To Falls • 

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)

Day 12: Wednesday, September 28, 2011—Hike to Ellicott Rock Marker; Goodbyes

Day 12: Wednesday, September 28, 2011—Hike to Ellicott Rock Marker; Goodbyes

Blue sky, cool, lovely

Left a bit before 10 AM heading for Ellicott Rock. 10:45-5:45! 
We didn’t find the engraving–some confusion about the 
actual location, but a great walk nonetheless.

Iron bridge over Chattooga River & lovely falls
Wild turkeys (3) on the road.
Bumpy “Road to Hana” part of the way home.
Leftovers & packing & laundry
Said our goodbyes to Marianne & Nancy

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ellicott%27s_Rock
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Day 13: Thursday, September 29, 2011—Transfer to Asheville, Biltmore

Woke up @ 8, woke B, left @ 9:10, a bit later than planned 
but pretty good for us. Stopped for gas, post office. Biltmore @ 
10:40, as predicted by Google maps. Some confusion at will-
call–change of reservations software = loss of reservations. 
So, issued new tickets but ONLY for Butler’s Tour. Sorted 
out. Clerk suggested we lunch 1st at Antler Village then do 
Biltmore.

Took his advice, lunch at Cedric’s (beloved Saint Bernard). 
Old menu board advertised “English breakfast”–great! Nope, 
menu had changed. Well, maybe it could be done except for 
the beans. Okay good & it was!

On to Biltmore. Bought the book (all self-guided–w/ or 
w/out book, audio cassette available but not used). Got to 
1st f loor & second. B left for toilet, reunited on 3rd f loor, 
then Butler’s Tour @ 3. I quickly visited a gift shop for 
cards & calendar.

Tour more about back of house than kitchens & cooking, 
but interesting. Then quick slip down to pool/bowling alley, 
kitchens. Fascinating.

Back to Antler Village for Tiffany show, wine tasting 
(bought 3 bottles) supper at the Bistro–excellent! Mussels 
with sherry, bacon, butter. Risotto & chicken, heirloom tom. 
salad. Much from Biltmore Estates. Biltmore S. Blanc.

Now, DT Hotel & Suites. Funky but clean, cheap, down-
town. Most of chemical smell dissipated w/ door left open. 
11:02 PM.
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Day 14: Friday, September 30, 2011—Asheville, Visting with Maggie

The last “official” vacation day was spent walking around 
Asheville. In the morning, B ready to call Maggie again & just 
to be sure I checked the voicemail and & voila! A message. It 
took some backing & forthing over the course of the day to 
establish that we would meet her for supper at 8:30 at the 
Tupelo Honey So. Asheville location, where they did take 
reservations. Turned out to be near her job at a no-kill facility, 
where she was working till 8. Didn’t get all this worked out 
till about 3 PM.

After the initial call, we went out to walk around a bit 
(maybe did some packing then or later, can’t really remem-
ber!). Stopped in galleries, went to the big arcade (name? 
Grove?). Bought a music CD, books, looked at crafts/art. 
Some nice stuff, nothing compelling. Revisited some previ-
ous sites–cat statues overlooking “Wall Street”–and had early 

“Southern” lunch at Early Girl (James Kelly). B trying to get 
instructions for cooking grits in big pot w/out burning them. 

“I don’t know, we just cook them.”
I think we did come back to pack up, rest/sleep a bit, then 

around 5:30 or so we went out to Malaprop’s Bookstore. Nice, 
goofy Hawaiian author speaking on pseudo-spiritual topic.

7:45 back to the car to find South Asheville Tupelo Honey. 
Lovely supper with Maggie, definitely grown up! 25, almost 
26, working in a no kill facility, ready to go to school to 
become a vet, a medical degree. She plans to pay the $80,000 
herself, does not want to be dependent on Joan. Really good 
to see her & hear about her life.
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Day 15: Saturday, October 1, 2011—Return: New Country

Decided to push home in one day via I81
Depart 9:05 @ 551 miles on Trip Meter B
Zeroed Trip Meter A @ 1,558 to count miles home separately
26 out of Asheville to 81 N to Winchester
• Buckner Gap below Wolf Laurel
• Sam’s Gap
•9:45 TN Welcome Ctr.
• 9:55 back on 81
• X 8B N 81 @ 10:29
 (67.8 Trip A)
• 10:45 VA (86.8 Trip A)
• 1st slowdown X 114 Christianburg
 2 lanes to one lane
  12:16—12:21
• X 128 @ 12:32—12:40 gas & change of driver
• 1 PM Trip A 247 “Entering Chesapeake Bay Watershed”
• 2:10 PM—2:26 cheese/cracker snack lunch (323.4 Trip A)
• 5:30 PM—5:44 Weis Market Westminster (498 Trip A)
House around 6:15
Drive home = 498 + 8 + 12 =
    518 miles
Whole trip = 2058 + 12 + 1* =
    2,071

* Started whole Trip meter B at Lake & Grand Valley
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The Mystery of Mother Vineyard

William C. Etheridge, University of Missouri

I
Come ashore at the right place on the north end of Roanoke 

Island, walk 40 long paces up the sandy bank that is part of the 
western rim of Roanoke sound, and you will be looking at Mother 
Vineyard, a native white grapevine centuries old. An easier way 
would have been by one of the fine roads that traverse the island; 
but the vine is a romantic and revered object and you should 
approach it with the imagination and respect due its dignity as the 
oldest living thing on the island and one of the oldest living fruit 
plants on earth. Indeed a long time ago all who came from afar to 
see it had to take the water route, for that was the only course of 
travel.

The main parts of the old vineyard are simple. Five trunks stand 
in wide ordered ranks, a sign of careful planting. Each trunk is 
twisted into a fantastic shape so big around that a man cannot span 
it with his arms. Overhead is a scaffold bearing the dense growth of 
vines.

To see more you must first listen to the music around you. It will 
be the south’ardly wind whispering among the myriad leaves of 
the old vine, the gentle purling of wavelets caressing the low white 
shore, the timeless drums of the surf on distant Nag’s Head; all 
drifting in quiet symphony with the haunting melody of a long 
gone violin.

Now look at the vine again. The huge trunks have become a 
group of venerable giants at work, standing waist-deep in the sandy 
earth from whose eerie recess they draw their primal strength. 
Their great knotted arms hold towards the sun an acre-broad 

canopy of leaves that by green magic absorb the sunlight and air 
and transmute all into god-like fruit for wine which is nectar. Talk 
to yourself now and here is what you may say: “I am seeing a thing 
of great age, perhaps of immeasurable age, a mysterious living relic 
of the long, long ago. What was the origin of this vine? When? 
Where? Who first cultured it?” The answers are in the deep past, 
and only some of them can be brought into focus.

II
The natural origin of a plant species can seldom be traced 

through the long evolution which developed it. Time of origin in 
particular may as well be left among the inscrutables. Place of origin 
can sometimes be reckoned with a degree of reason if the present 
known climactic adaptation of the species is limited. Judgment on 
the point, however, can be only tentative because of the possibility 
that changes in the plant wrought by the hand of man or by slow 
modifications of the climate have localized the species or on the 
contrary have spread it beyond the limits of an earlier zone. From 
these broad considerations we may think further of the place of 
origin, the discovery and the early culture of the Scuppernong 
(white) grape which is Mother Vineyard.

The Scuppernong variety, noted for its delicious f lavor, vigor, 
and longevity, is the most important member of the Muscadine 
group (Vitis rotundifolia). Muscadine are now broadly adapted 
to the sandy soil and mild humid climate of the coastal strip 
from southeastern Virginia to Texas. Natural conditions for their 
successful growth elsewhere are infrequent. Muscadine varieties, 
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including especially the Scuppernong, are more numerous and 
abundant in eastern North Carolina than in other places; the vines 
of there are larger and are often known to have lived to a greater 
age in undiminished yield. These facts indicate the North Carolina 
coastal area as the environment to which the Muscadines are 
generally best suited, and further they are presumptive evidence 
that this was the place in which these grapes first reached a stage of 
natural development comparable with their present forms. Such a 
phase must have occurred at a time too remote for even a guess of 
the approximate period.

III
The first recorded instance of the Muscadines in North Carolina 

is drawn from the reports of explorers sent to America by Sir 
Walter Raleigh late in the sixteenth century. Captains Amadas and 
Barlowe, commanding Raleigh’s first expedition, reached Roanoke 
Island early in July, 1584. On the Island and at other points of a brief 
survey a “wondrous profusion” of grapes gave these voyageurs of 
vivid impression of natural plenty in the new land.

“The land…so full of grapes, as the very beating and surge of the 
Sea overflowed them…I think in all the world like abundance is not 
to be found: and my selfe having seene those parts of Europe that 
most abound.” Indians on Roanoke Island, Amadas and Barlowe 
said, made grape wine but lacked good containers for keeping it.

Raleigh’s second expedition, under Sir Richard Grenville, 
landed on Roanoke Island in mid-summer, 1585. Grenville after a 
short stay resumed his freebooting, leaving Ralph Lane and 107 
men to explore the country. Lane established a fort and garrison 
headquarters on the north end of the Island, and for nearly a year 
used it as the base from which he searched a broad contiguous 
area—southward 80 miles, northward 130 miles, northwestward 150 
miles. He seems to have been trying to find metals and pearls and 

gave only passing attention to plants, though he notes the grapes 
were “Of such greatnesse, yet wilde, as France, Spain nor Italy have 
no greater.” He also mentions wine-making by the Indians.

Fortunately a member of Lane’s company did observe and record 
particularly the plants, both wild and cultivated, as well as the birds, 
beasts and fish, found on the Island and the nearby lands and 
waters. He was Thomas Harriott, Raleigh’s trusted man, a natural 
scientist and philosopher, who must have been charged to bring 
back an accurate report of what he saw. Of grapes on the island he 
noted “divers kindes” and grouped them broadly as “Two kindes 
that the soile doth yeeld naturally, the one is small and sowre, of the 
ordinary bignesse of ours in England, the other farre greater and of 
himselfe lushious sweete.” Harriott like the others paid his respects 
to the grape wine and listed it as one of the principal commodities 
for future development.

And so by historical evidence Muscadine grapes were abun-
dantly indigenous to Roanoke Island and roundabout nearly 
400 years ago. Moreover, they were already in various forms and 
surpassing quality; and this is a strong indication of their selective 
improvement by the aborigines through a long previous period.

The question whether the grapes found by the explorers were 
muscadines may be answered by the facts (1) that in this section the 
Muscadine is still the only grape which profusely grows wild, and 
(2) that under cultivation this species is the kind still best adapted 
there. If there is also a question of the probability that the Indians 
had improved their grapes long before Raleigh’s explorers found 
of them, let us look for the answer in the Indian necessities of life, 
especially their highly developed agriculture.

IV
Indians along the North Carolina coast were a highly intelligent 

people whose design of living was centered on the production and 
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procurement of food. Their wide knowledge of plants and their 
artful proficiency in growing them are points of special comment 
by nearly all explorers and many early settlers. Indian agriculture 
at its best, before it had been broken by white men, was studied 
by Thomas Harriott, on Roanoke Island 1585-87. This chronicler, a 
member of Raleigh’s second and fourth expeditions to Roanoke, 
saw in Indian fields and woods many vegetables and fruits familiar 
in England. Some of the varieties differed from those he had known 
but all were of good quality, he says. Crop plants totally new to him 
were corn, tobacco and, to judge by his descriptions, both kinds of 
potatoes.

The original habitats of all these plants and the time required 
to bring them into useful productivity are not subjects of this 
discussion. It is a truism that all species now cultivated have been 
developed from the wild partly by natural chances and partly by 
improvement at the hand of man.

Indian methods of growing corn and of improving the plant for 
their use are illuminating. Harriet relates that the Roanoke Indians 
developed their varieties for successive maturity—early, medium, 
late—through the long local season, and further had fixed a wide 
range of colors marking the different types. The corn was care-
fully planted in check rose (equidistant hills) and kept very clean. 
Indians farther north along the coast are noted by other historians 
to have fertilized their corn with fish, to have treated the fields with 
L earned from shelves, and to have made an ingenious germination 
test of the seed corn. Harriet either missed the observation of these 
practices among the Roanoke Indians or thought them not worth 
recording.

It is reasonable to consider that the Indians applied their knowl-
edge and skill to the production and improvement of many other 
plants besides corn. Evidence of this are the abundant yields, the 
wide variety of kinds, and the excellent quality, all noted by the 

explorers. Muscadine grapes are highly responsive to improve-
ment by selection and to cultural treatment. Almost certainly the 
Indians chose the best wild grapes from the profusion in the woods, 
set them in their clearings, and cultured them for better growth 
and productivity. When the clearing as a whole was farmed out 
it was abandoned to natural growth and a new clearing opened. 
These procedures could and perhaps did go on indefinitely, and in 
the course of time they could become a basic cause for improve-
ment among all grapes, especially within a physically limited area, 
such as Roanoke Island surrounded by water. Such development, 
however, is not supposed to have been localized. Wild grapes were 
everywhere and so were Indians, and improvement in one place 
doubtless was eventually paralleled in others.

It is suggested that the Indian method for increasing the yield 
of grapes was simply to set the vines in open places, spacing them 
uniformly and providing a scaffold to hold them off the ground. 
Obviously the Indians knew the good effect of equidistant spacing, 
for that was the way they planted their corn; and drawings by John 
White, Governor of Raleigh’s colony, show that the scaffold was a 
common device among them.

The different varieties of fine grapes, noted by Lane and Harriott, 
and by John Lawson, Crown Surveyor of North Carolina (1700-
08), must reasonably be credited partly to Indian intelligence 
in the selection of superior forms. No other explanation of such 
development seems adequate. Lawson’s descriptions include at 
least six varieties, different in color but fixed in type, and all excel-
lent in quality. The white grapes, Lawson says, were less frequent 
than the others because young shoots of the white varieties were 
favorite browse for cattle and deer, and many of the vines were thus 
destroyed. All kinds, however, were plentiful.

From the foregoing it is clear: (1) Roanoke Indians possessed a 
wide knowledge of plants and were artful farmers, (2) comments of 
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explorers indicate grapes as the principal Indian fruit, known and 
used so long that the making of grape wine had become common, 
(3) the island Indians knew and practiced the art of plant selection 
as exemplified by their use of it in the improvement of their corn, 
and (4) they knew the efficiency of equidistant plantings, also 
practiced with corn.

These facts add up to a probability that the Indians did culture 
and improve their Muscadine grapes. On that basis it may be 
reasonably surmised that Indian vineyards or single vines were 
planted in many places in eastern North Carolina, and Mother 
Vineyard may be tentatively accepted as one of these plantings until 
other possibilities of its beginning are examined.

What became of the Indian vines after the clearings had grown 
up in woods, and the Indians themselves, more and more after 1660 
(circa) had withdrawn into other areas? Lawson’s statement, previ-
ously mentioned, that the white Muscadines were favorite browse 
for cattle and deer, indicates that many of the vines were destroyed 
in that way. Some of the others doubtless were found by settlers and 
became in situ features of early homesteads. This may have been 
the “civilized” introduction of Mother Vineyard. Still other vines, 
crowded by the woods and thus held to small growth, were eventu-
ally found, dug up and reset on homesteads. The last conjecture 
may explain the occasional discoveries of fine varieties in eastern 
North Carolina woods during the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries.

But was Mother Vineyard an Indian vine? Who instead of the 
Indians might have planted it?

V
The possibility that Raleigh’s explorers (1584-86) planted grape 

vines, such as Mother Vineyard, seems very dim. Amadas and 
Barlowe under the urge of a quick survey spent only a few weeks in 

the whole area including Roanoke Island before hurrying back to 
England with news of their discoveries. Grenville’s stay was even 
shorter. Neither of them had time or reason for planting vines, and 
no word in their chronicles suggests such an incident.

But Grenville, as told before, left Ralph Lane and his men on the 
Island with orders to explore intensively as much of the surround-
ing country as they could reach. Lane before setting out detailed 
a few men to keep the island fort and produce food. It is recorded 
they “sowed, planted and set” towards a two-year supply, especially 
of corn. Lane had much bad luck on his survey, and in less than a 
year he and all his men were glad to embark with Sir Francis Drake, 
who at that time touched into these waters.

It seems most unlikely that grapevines were included among the 
things sowed, planted and set by Lane’s Island Garrison. The men 
must have known that young vines could not come into bearing for 
several years, and they must have seen in the woods enough grapes 
for casual use.

As it is clearly possible, however, that Raleigh’s colony, which 
came to the Island in 1587, the year following Lane’s departure, 
did plant vines as an item in their preparation for settled living. 
This company under Governor John White numbered 91 men, 17 
women, and 9 children. Here was the nucleus for a very consider-
able number of families, with more expected from England if the 
venture was successful. One of their first constructive acts must 
have been the allotment of land for home sites. Equitable division 
of the acreage, allowing for some freedom of choice and holding 
some land in reserve for later arrivals, must soon have spread the 
allotments over much of the better land on Roanoke. Doubtless all 
the colonists at first used Lane’s fort near the extreme north end 
of the island as common quarters but this arrangement must have 
been viewed as only temporary if most of them were to develop 
even small subsistence farms, each with an acreage of supporting 
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woodland. In fact one of Governor White’s first orders was for the 
repair of houses left by Lane and the building of others.

If the Roanoke colony may be assumed to have begun the 
improvement of home sites, before its tragic ending so well recorded 
in history, one of the finest natural accessions would have been a 
grape vine on the premises, just as it is on Roanoke today. The vines 
were easily dug up in the woods and transplanted. Such may have 
been the cultural beginning of Mother Vineyard.

This consideration of the old vine is supported by two facts: (1) 
the obvious great age of the trunks, and (2) the apparent certainty 
that the tract on which they stand was used by some of White’s 
company. Verification of the latter is found in White’s report of his 
return to Roanoke after an absence of about three years.

It is historical that soon after White had landed his colonists on 
Roanoke, July 15 87, he departed for England to bring back needed 
supplies. England was then at war with Spain, ships could not be 
spared for colonial relief, and it was not until August 1590 that 
White again reached the Island. His approach met trouble. Putting 
off in small boats from his ships anchored off the mouth of an inlet 
southeast of Roanoke, he swamped one of his craft and seven of the 
men in it were drowned. This so delayed him that he reached the 
Island after nightfall. The description of his landing is here briefly 
extracted from his Chronicle.

“Before we could get to the place where our planters were left it 
was so…dark that we overshot the place a quarter of a mile: there 
we espied towards the north end of the Iland ye light of a great fire 
thorow the woods, to the which we presently rowed: when we came 
right over against it…we sounded with a trumpet…and familiar 
English songs…and called…but we had no answers…We landed at 
daybreak and coming to the fire we found grass…and trees burn-
ing…From hence we went thorow the woods to that part of the 

Iland directly over against Dasamongwepeuk* and from thence we 
returned by the waterside round about the north point of the Iland 
untill we came to the place where I left our colony.”

White’s outline of his course is explicit to anyone familiar with 
the north end shoreline of Roanoke Island. If he overshot by a 
quarter of a mile a place where he had left his planters, and from 
that point saw the light of a fire on the north end, his intended 
landfall, missed in the dark, was approximately the tract of shore 
on which Mother Vineyard now stands. Early the next morning he 
went to the place round about the north point of the island where 
he had left his colony. 

White plainly makes a distinction between the locations of the 
planters and the rest of the colony. Before he left in 1587 to bring 
supplies from England he may quite reasonably have chosen the 
planters and assigned them to the production of food on the lower 
and more fertile land about two miles south of the colony center at 
Lane’s fort on the extreme north end. We must assume that White, 
an educated and conscientious man, carefully said what he meant, 
because he was reporting the sorrowful conclusion of his great 
mission.

For he had lost his whole colony, as further search that same 
day revealed. They were not only gone—they were so long gone 
that rust and mold and decay had all but reduced their abandoned 
chapels to the common earth. And all knowledge of their fate is 
still beyond the dark curtain.

But in the whole dim tragedy of the Lost Colony we may discern 
the possibility that White’s “planters” were the original culture 
wrists of Mother Vineyard and maybe other vines on the Island. 
One who weighs the circumstances just related can scarcely refuse 
that consideration. Some of the planters were located on the Mother 

* This would put them on the Croatan Sound side of the north end of the Island.
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Vineyard tract, and they had a strong motive for setting vines. Their 
opportunity in time, however, was very limited. It may have ended 
soon after White’s departure for supplies, if we may judge by the 
advanced state of ruin in which he found their personal effects 
upon his return.

VI
Following the exit of Raleigh’s colony no white men are known 

to have entered the Roanoke Island scene for the next sixty years, 
although a French or Spanish mariner may by chance have put in 
to supply a brief necessity. In 1654, however, Francis Yardley, pre-
sumably a relative of a former governor of the Virginia colony, sent 
a few English workmen to build a house for the Indian chief of the 
Island, this in fulfillment of an agreement made a year earlier when 
Yardley touched the section during a search for furs.

By 1660 the movement of settlers from Virginia to the Albermarle 
section of North Carolina had well begun. The exact date when the 
first of these reached Roanoke is not known but certainly a popula-
tion had been established there before the end of the century. The 
first title to the land which includes the site of Mother Vineyard 
was granted to Peter Baum. This was previous to 1729 for in 1732 
Peter paid his arrears on His Majesty’s quit rent from 1729, amount-
ing to 4 pounds, 9 shillings, 8 pence. The payment of this feudal tax 
is evidence of the Crown grant.

Peter Baum was of the first or second generation of a Baum 
family which owned and occupied the Mother Vineyard tract in 
unbroken succession from Peter’s time until 1869 when the title 
passed to Chauncy Meekins who had married Mahala, a Baum 
daughter, late in the 1840’s.

Peter Baum’s origin is reasonably clear. He was among the 
remnants of the German-Swiss colony near Newberne, North 
Carolina, which had been broken and dispersed by Indians, 1711-12. 

The German members of this colony were from the Palatinate 
area of Germany, one of the principal grape-growing sections of 
Europe. The date of Peter’s arrival on Roanoke cannot be narrowly 
drawn. Time required for difficult travel from the site of the ruined 
Newberne colony to the Island, time for finding the land he wanted, 
and time for acquiring a royal grant to it, must have taken him a 
number of years. Moreover, he may have owned the land for years 
before he got in arrears with his payments of feudal obligations. 
Perhaps it is reasonable to put him on Roanoke as early as 1715-20. 
From Peter the direct descending generations of Baums who 
possessed and lived on the Mother Vineyard tract are represented 
by Maurice Baum I, Abraham Baum, Maurice Baum II, Solomon 
Baum and his sister Mahala.

From a general view the Baums could be given precedence over 
all others as the propagators of Mother Vineyard. Setting grape-
vines on their premises would have been completely in the Baum 
character, for they were industrious and thrifty people, apt in the 
improvement of property. Peter Baum probably understood grape 
culture—he had migrated from a commercial grape country; and 
he must soon have noticed that Roanoke woods were full of fine 
varieties. Two incontestable facts, however, bar the Baum priority: 
(1) the vine is too old to have been set by even Peter Baum, and (2) 
apparently none of the Baums knew who had set it—they knew 
only who owned it. But they are known to have wondered about it.

Solomon Baum (1813-98) an able man with an inquiring mind, 
in particular wondered. He often told the father and uncle of the 
author* that the vine had not changed during his lifetime; that in 
his old age it looks the same as one he was a boy; that his father 

* A seventh generation direct descendant of Peter Baum. on the maternal side. 
He was born on the Mother Vine homestead and has known the vine intimately 
all his life.
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Maurice Baum II (1772-1839) and his grandfather Abraham Baum 
(1742-1833) had told him that the trunks were big and old from 
their earliest recollection and during their lives had not changed. 
Solomon was a man not easily turned from the answers he wanted 
and the puzzle of the vine “worried” him.

An odd echo of the voice of Abraham Baum is lately quoted 
by Mr. John C. Bragaw in the October 1947 issue of The State, a 
North Carolina magazine. Mr. Bragaw law draws from The North 
Carolina Reader (1858) the following reference to Mother Vineyard, 
by “a roving reporter”: “The first vine of this name (Scuppernong) 
was found near…the banks of Scuppernong River…by some of the 
party composing the first Anglo-Saxon settlement on Roanoke 
Island…One small vine…was transplanted very soon on Roanoke 
Island, where, only a few years since I saw it…and was told by old 
Abraham Baum, then 84 years old, that when he was a boy the vine 
was the largest on the Island.”

The boyhood of Abraham Baum, born 1742, was in the late 1740’s 
and early 1750’s. If Mother Vineyard so long ago could have been 
described in such terms as “big and old” and “largest on the Island,” 
it obviously was too far advanced in age to have been set by the 
earliest of the Baums. Peter Baum could scarcely have obtained 
his grant to the land before 1715; indeed a later date is likely. So at 
most there was a period of only some 35 years for the trunks to 
have reached the stage described by Abraham. Scuppernong vines 
do not grow so fast nor so early develop their peculiar appearance 
of twisted old age. Moreover, if the vine had been planted by the 
Baums, the old generations of the family would have known it, for 
the vine was a conspicuous feature of their ancestral homestead 
They didn’t know it. Almost certainly the Baums did not plant 
Mother Vineyard.

VII
The curious tradition that Mother Vineyard was transplanted as 

a single young vine from the Scuppernong River section of Tyrrell 
County has no substance, though several writers have given it a 
degree of credence. Like many other traditions it is readily dispelled 
by facts, if you like facts.

In the first place Mother Vineyard is not a single vine; it is five 
vines, from five different trunks, the fruit of each differing from 
that of the others in flavor and in shade of color. Reasonably none 
of the pre-colony explorers could have bothered to carry grape-
vines from scuppered on River to Roanoke Island. Amadas and 
Barlowe hadn’t time, as indicated earlier in this article. Lane had 
enough time but the deeper he explored northwest of Roanoke the 
deeper grew his trouble. He and his men were continually in grave 
danger of massacre by the Indians and of starvation. It is difficult to 
credit them with any interest in transplanting grapes. The colonists 
under John White didn’t do it: they must have lacked time and 
inclination for the laborious 120 mile round trip from Roanoke to 
the Scuppernong River in the small boats at hand; they must have 
known that the Indians in the whole northwestern direction had 
already been roused to hostility by Lane and his argonauts; and 
since they left no record of themselves or of anything they did, 
there is no room at all for tradition on the point.

Any grapevines set by the colonists must have come from the 
Island woods. The clear possibility of such planting has been shown. 
No reason for hunting grape vines elsewhere. Several delicious 
varieties of Muscadines—white grapes (Scuppernong) as well as the 
darker cover colored varieties—are as indigenous there as the pine 
and myrtle, though less numerous.

Perhaps the tradition connecting the origin of Mother Vineyard 
with the Scuppernong River arose in the early 1800’s when white 
Muscadine varieties and strains were first widely narrated to 
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be especially abundant in the River section. It was reasonable 
enough to give the names Scuppernong to these varieties. It is not 
reasonable, however, to conclude that all Scuppernong grapes had a 
narrow and prior genesis somewhere along the Scuppernong River. 
As lately as sixty years ago theIsland grapes were not known as 
Scuppernong; they were simply called white grapes!

Biologically we are on much stronger ground if we assume that 
the Scuppernong forms developed slowly and at about the same 
time over a broad and relatively homogeneous area in northeastern 
North Carolina and possibly farther south. On this basis the ques-
tions of priority as to place and age of one vine or another have no 
positive answers. No one can designate with assurance the oldest 
living Scuppernong. And of course the oldest may not yet have 
lived as long as did some of the dead.

Mother Vineyard being put beyond the on family is at least 233 
years old; probably it is much older than that. The author believes 
that the Indians planted these vines. None of the other possible 
propagators seems to fit so well all conditions of time, place, oppor-
tunity, motive, and intimate knowledge of the plant. The time of 
planting must have been long before the coming of the Baums 
estimated at 1715-20, for Indian agriculture had been thoroughly 
broken up and the Indians mostly dispersed from Roanoke several 
decades before these years. The earliest Baums on clearing the land, 
grown up in woods or thicket after the Indians had abandoned 
it, found the vines, and in their own thrifty way they saved and 
tended them, and pass them on to a wondering posterity.

Approximately the date of the Indian planting could be any-
body’s guess. Mother Vineyard may be twice as old as the factual 
records of it. And there is the lingering possibility that the vine was 
set by John White’s Planters in 1587.

Well, how old is Mother Vineyard? Is it the oldest living 
Scuppernong vine? The author doesn’t know, but he would go a 

long way to see a vine that can be proved older by such historical 
circumstances as surround Mother Vineyard. Why was this vine 
named Mother Vineyard? The author doesn’t know that either, 
perhaps the name just grew, as names of old things do grow, such 
as Father of Waters for the Mississippi River. For known centuries 
Mother Vineyard has given bounty, and probably for unknown 
centuries too. It still yields abundantly and no one can foretell its 
final decay. It is a mystery in precise origin and in longevity. If once 
while looking at the great twisted trunks you happen to hear the 
drums and wild harp strings of a brawling sou’wester, you may 
wonder whether the old vine is under bond to grow grapes for the 
wine-press of the immortals.
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They’re Everywhere, Different

The Judacalla Rock was a fun stop in a trip filled with outdoor 
adventures. Loie and I hadn’t beached, hiked and explored so much 
on a trip in a long time. From shore to falls was a great idea.

And there was that oddball rock. The carvings were not totally 
unlike anything we’d seen, but almost. Cups abounded, and there 
were long streaks between them. There were a few odd signs that 
seemed vaguely similar to some of the painted symbols from the 
Paleolithic caves. 

Research says the latest thinking is that it might be a map of 
tribal territories. Of course we don’t know anything about it, really, 
other than that it’s old, but even that is vague: between Middle 
Woodland and Late Mississipian, which is a span of a thousand 
years? But the consensus seems to be that the Judaculla petroglyhs 
are pre-Columbian, or perhaps better said, pre-de-Sotoan. They 
didn’t learn to do it from white folks.

They might have learned to do it from other Native Americans. 
The Mississipian culture had trade contacts with Native Americans 
in the southwest who had trade contacts with Meso-American 
cultures. So they might have been channeling the Mayans, or 
something.

The faint similarities were just enough to tease me into thinking 
that, although there are no known megalithic structures on our 
East Coast, those Native Americans were also concerned to make 
permanent markings, as had the Native Americans at Grimes 
Point and other petroglyph sites we’d seen out west. Building 
with big stones wasn’t their strong point, but chiseling had some 
significance. 

It’s just everywhere, and everywhere just a little different.
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