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we went fran Charleston to wilminqton, a distance of about 218 miles, by 

rail over the Northeastern company's road.!-! From Wilmington we passed o~r the 
ferry into the county of Brunswick, the home of our youth, from which we bad been 
absent so long. While goinq from Wilmington to Southport, by way of ToWrl creek, 
we noticed many evidences of thrift, progress and prosperity which had been 
brought a.bout by the workings of change within the last twenty-five years. Even 
the fictitious uncle TOm's cabin, which had been so vividly pictured by the 
graphic pen of Mrs. Stowe, and which was also a marked feature in this country 
in the good old times "befo' de wah", is now fast disappearing and giving place 
to more pleasant homes for the comfort of Aunt Dinah. 

we also saw other evidences which place the fact beyond the shadow of a 
doubt that the good people of BrUnswick are soon. to have a railroad-that before 
1st of April '93, the periodical screech of the iron horse will make the welkin 
ring through the beautiful regions of El Paso, TOWn Creek, Winnabow and the Old 
Hazeal, while making the daily round fran Wilmington to Southport. 

on nearing southport our mind was picturing, as best it could, the appearance 
of Smithville away back in the fifties, but old Smithville was gone, and in its 
stead the beautiful little city of Southport nestled upon the banks of the 
beautiful cape Fear, a river which we suppose looks far more attractive than it 
did away back in the long ago when sir Walter Raleigh first sailed along this 
beautiful coast, and the Clarendon nobility held sway over these beautiful hills. 

Southport presents many evidences of thrift and progress. She has a canning 
establishment, also a saw and planing mill, which furnishes all grades of lumber 
on short notice. The govermnent signal station is here, also the Coaling 
Company's supply depot, which furnishes coal and water for the ocean steaJ:iers. 
This town also has an all home print weekly newspaper, The Leadei:, which is climbing 
the ladder of success with a rate of speed that is characteristic of the abiiity 
of such men as its publishers. 

There are many sentences of unwritten history connecting the lower Cape 
Fear, Town Creek and many other communities of this much favored country with 
the old colonial times. And while the sentences have been handed down to 
posterity through the soft, mellow light of tradition, and no doubt would be of 
much interest to the many readers of the Leader, yet for want of time and space 
will have to be omitted in this letter. 

After spending one night in·southport we turned-our course westward for 
Lockwood's Folly. Ah, sir, here is the place,-this is the place above all others, 
which fond memory will ever hold in remembrance. Here, ·at Mr. McJCeithan's 
beautiful residence, at the junction of the Wilmington, c;eorgetown and Southport 
road, is that tall, grand, gigantic old oak that has withstood the storms and 
frosts of nearly a hundred winters. 'rtds old monarch of the forest measures 
somewhere near seven feet in diameter at the ground, while its branches cover 
nearly one-quart.er of an acre. Here, at th.is very spot, we spent many of the 
happiest hours of our youth. sere there is much to re.mind one of the many kind 
and tender remembrances of father,·mother, brothers and· sisters. sere Mr. A. s. 
Galloway, who is now a prcainent attorney of North Carolina, when be was a young 
man, endeavored to direct Young America for three months one winter in the paths 
of learning, and if any of his p.ipils showed any disposition to be careless, they 
were reminded in a way that would leave a lasting, pleasant and profitable im
pression upon their youthful. minds. 
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Here, too, is a sort of converging point for several camnunities, the 
Royal oak settlement, the Richland Neck settlement, the BoWling Green and 
Boone's Neck settlements. over these beautiful hills my little cousins and 
myself have spent many happy hours chasing the rabbit, fox and squirrel during 
the bright moonlight nights of early autumn. Mr. H. K. sellers, an uncle of 
mine, owned a good old dog named Driver, and it seems to me while looking 
backward through the long dim vista of the lengthening past to the happy days 
of boyhood, that I can almost hear Driver and my little dog Trip barking up 
the gum stump. Poor Trip! He was lost at the banbardment of Fort Fisher and 
has long since crossed the dark river and joined Driver in the hwiting grounds 
of the Great Spirit. uncle Kelly was a qoo4 man, but he, too, has long since 
gone over to the great majority, but his name will long live in the memory of 

_numerous friends and acquaintance~. 

Fearing that we have already worried the patience of the publishers, we 
will close, hoping that the Leader may live long to look after and care for the 
interests of the good people of the Old North State's beautiful arunswick by 
the sea. 

G-. T. swain 

(George Thomas swain) 


