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Mr. and Mrs. John H, Barr, Jr.
Celebrate 50 Years

Jean and John Barr
celebrate anniversary

“The marriage of Miss Jean
Barrow and Mr. John H. Barr, Jr.,
of Bowdon was solemized at a
quiet ceremony Sunday afternoon
Jan. 30, 1938 with the Rev. J.B.

Gresham officiating. The
ceremony was performed at the
home of Mr. and Mrs. John H.
Barr, Sr. The attendants were
Mis3 Billie Ann Roop and Mr,Ken-
neth Bishop. Guests were
members of the immediate
amilies,”’

Hekoiolok

These words were printed in a
January issue of the Bowdon
Bulletin back in 1938. The late Mrs.
H.M. Bird was the author.

Mr. and Mrs. Barr's children
gave them a dinner for their 50th
wedding anniversary this year.
Their children are: Carol Ann
Hampton, Gini Graden and Robert
Barr, They have six grandchildren
and two great-grandchildren




Jean Barr
Jean Barr

Virginia Ellen f“Jean’
Barrow Barr, a lifelong res-
| ident of Bowdon, died
Thursday, May 22, 2003.

She was born Nov. 24,
1918, in Bowdon, Ga.,
graduated from Bowdon
High School in 1936 and
married John H. Barr in
1938.

Jean was active in
church and social activities
in the Bowdon area, serv-
ing as President of both
elementary and high school
PTAs. She was a charter
member and first president
of the Blue Stocking Club,
a civic and cultural organi-
zation and a charter mem-
ber of the Bowdon

| Beautification Committee

and the Bowdon Area
Historical Society.

Jean received much
recognition for her concern
for historic preservation
and her involvement in
civic activities. In 1986 she
was the recipient of the
Chattahoochee Flint
Outstanding Achievement
Award for Historical
Preservation and, in 1987,
the Carroll County
Chamber of Commerce
Award for Outstanding
Service in the Bowdon
Area. She was honored by
the Bowdon Merchant
Association in 1992 and the
Bowdon Sertoma Club in
1994 ag Citizen of the Year.

She served on the adviso-
ry council for Historic
Preservation for the
Chattahoochee Flint
District, the Historic
Preservation Ordinance
Commission of Bowdon, on
the DMcIntosh Reserve
Commission, on the Tanner
Medical Foundation Board
and was a member of the
First Methodist Church of
Bowdon.

The community of
Bowdon will long remem-
ber Jean for her research of

~ the architectural history of

Bowdon which resulted in
the publication of a
brochure in the form of a
“walking tour” still used by
students and the public
and sent to “pen pals” in
other parts of the U.S. and
abroad. She was instru-
mental in the restoration of
the Methodist Protestant
Church building which now
serves as the Meeting
Place for the Bowdon Area
Historical Society.

Jean was preceded in
death by her husband,
John H. Barr and their son,
John Barr III.

She is survived by her
brothers, Hugh W. and wife
Bonnie and David T.
Barrow; by her children,
Carol Ann Barr, Gini Barr
Braden and husband
Larry, Robert P. Barr and
wife Patsy; six grandchil-
dren, Judson, Casey and
Aaron  Barr, Mallory
Blackwelder, Jonathan
Braden and Katie
Robertson; 12 great-grand-
children and multitudes o
family and friends whi
consider her a surrogat
mother or grandmothe:
Jean is much loved.

Funeral services will &
held Saturday, May 2
2003 at 11 a.m. at the Fir
Methodist Church
Bowdon.

Visitation for family a1
friends will be held at tl
Rainwater Funeral Hon
in Bowdon on Fride
evening, May 23, from 5 1
9 p.m.

Those who wish ma
make donations in Jean
memory to the Bowdo
Area Historical Society

P.O. Box 112, Bowdon, GA

30108.
Rainwater

Home, Bowdon.

Funeral




Jesus understands,
He cares,
and He will be with you—
He will not only make a difference,
He will be the difference.
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MAX LUCADO

Author Max Lucado, a full-time
husband, dad, and minister,
knows the power of encouraging
words. He hopes his words touch
both your heart and soul.

Photo by Neka Scurbrough-Jenkins

Max Lucado quote is from his book In The Eve Of The Storm, Used by
permission of the W Publishing Group, a division of Thomas Nelsan,
Inc. All rights reserved. / Scripiure quotations faken from the HOLY
BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION® NIV, Copyright © 1973,
1978, 1984 by International Bikle Society. Used by permission of
Zondervan Publishing House and Hodder & Stoughton Limited. All
rights reserved. “NIVY and “New International Version” are registered
trademarks of International Bible Society. U.K. trademark number
1448790, / Phota @ Bill Welch/BWStudios.com
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how you feel. You are precious to Him.
So precious that He became like you so that
you would come to Him.
When you struggle, He listens.
When you yearn, He responds.
When you question, He hears.

MAX LUCADOD
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Virginia Ellen (Jean) Barrow Barr
November 24, 1918 - May 22, 2003

"A Living Faith"

I've dreamed many dreams that never came true,
I've seen them vanish at dawn,
But I've realized enough of my dreams, thank God,
To make me want to dream on.

I've prayed many prayers when no answer came
Though I waited patient and long,
Bul answers have come to enough of my prayers
To keep me praying on.

I've trusted many a friend that failed,
And left me to weep alone,
But I've found enough of my friends true blue,
To keep me trusting on.

I've sown many seed that fell by the way,
For the birds to feed upon,
But I've held enough golden sheaves in my hands
To keep me sowing on.

I've drained the cup of resentment and pain
And gone many days without song,
But I've sipped enough nectar from the roses of life
To make me want to live on.

"Unknown"




In her children's words:

"Out of the abundance of the heart, the mouth
speaketh, and out of the richness of mind and the
fulness of spirit, the life speaketh. As a mirror held
before one reflects the image of her outward form,
so the quality of thoughts reflects her inner self."

This quote from Eugena Stone initiated a search
through books, saved newspaper clippings and
Mother's bible for marked passages which reflect
Mother's spirit.

Appropriate at the very beginning was this:
"You took life tiptoe to the very end.

It never lost for you it's lovely look;

You kept your interest in its thrilling book.
1o You Death came no conqueror at the end:;
You merely smiled to greet another friend."

In loving remembrance,

Carol Ann, Robert, and Gini




In her own words:

Live so that future generations might be, not merely
survivors, but inheritors, as well.

Jean Barrow Barr

Chatt-Flint Acceptance Speech

Her Faith of the Bible:

Psalm 121, verse 1:
I lift up my eves to the hills -

Where does my help come from?
My help comes from the Lord,

The Maker of Heaven and Earth.

Philippians 1-22:

Whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are
honest. whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things
are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, whatsoever
things are of good report; if there be any virtue, and
if there be any praise, think of these things.

[ Corinthians. XIII 13:
Now abideth faith, hope and love - but the greatest
of these is love.

Her Favorite Verses:

St. Francis of Assisi:

Lord, make me an instrument of thy peace.
Where there is hatred, let me sow love.
Where there is injury, pardon

Where there is doubt. faith

Where there is despair, hope

Where there is sadness, joy.

Oh, Divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek
To be consoled, as to console;

To be understood, as to understand

To be loved, as to love.

For it 1s giving that we receive,

It is in pardoning that we are pardoned.,

It 1s in dying that we are born

To Eternal Life.




A sonnet by a Royal Canadian Air Force Pilot,
written on the back of a letter to his parents
before he was killed Dec. 11, 1941 in a routine
training mission:

Oh! I have siipped the surly bonds of earth
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;
Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling
mirth
Of sun-split clouds, - and done a hundred things
You have not dreamed of - wheeled and
soared and swung
high in the sunlet silence. Hov'ring there,
I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung
My eager craft through footless halls of air...

Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue

I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy
Grace

Where never lark nor ever eagle flew -

And, while with silent lifting mind I've trod

The high untrespassed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand and touched the face of God.

A Class Act
By Larry G. Johnson

One of the highest compliments that vou can pay a
person is to say that he or she has class. Class is that almost
indefinable quality that puts some people in a class by
themselves. They arc aclass act. They are simply the best of
their kind.

Class has nothing to do with wealth. Some rich people
have lots of class and others have none. The class of which |
spcak has naught to do with cducation. I have known
mndividuals with a tremendous amount of class who had no
formal education whatsocver, and [ have been acquainted
with some highly cducated folks who were buttoons.

Class means far more than knowing which color to wear
with other colors. Class means far more than knowing which
fork to use first at a formal dinner. Class means fur more than
which compartmentyousitinonanairliner.

Class cannot be bought or sold as a commodity. Class
cannot be carned as a reward.  Class cannot be bequeathed
as partofabequest.

Regardless of one's social standing n the eves of
others, regardless of one's income tax bracket, regardless
of onc's club atfiliations, regardless of the neighborhood in
which one resides, regardless of what automobilces sit in
one's garage, regardless of one's opportunities for travel,
regardless of how many foreign languages a person may




speak. regardless of whether one's genealogical family tree
identifies him or her as a patrictan or a pcasant, those with
class are sumply the best of their kind.

Individuals with class are not self-absorbed. They do
not take themselves too scriously. Neither will they let
you. Classy pcople do not have to change who they are
depending upon whom they are with. Persons with class do
not make you feel inferior to them, but instantly put you at
ease in their presence. Those with class not only expect the
best from themselves, but they also inspire those around
them to rise to their own potentials, and to excel.

Class has an eye for beauty. It recognizes
resplendence and grandeur especially in the ordinary and
in the commonplace, and then finds a way to enhance them
both. Class beholds the beauty in the eye of the beholder,
and then reflects it right back with clarity. Class has charm
and grace all of its own. Class has style, but is not a
prisoner to fads.

Class can faugh at its own foibles without being
laughable. Class can laugh with another without laughing
at another. Class deposces the pompous without being
pretentious. Class can pardon without condoning.

Class can critique without being harshly critical. Class
chastiscs without chafing. Class demands appropriate
demeanor without being demeaning. Class is self
confident but not condescending. Class is refined without
being repugnant.

Class steps aside to let the spotlight shine on another.
Class stoops to lift up the down fallen. Class stretches out
a helping hand to the downtrodden.

Class praises without sccking recompense. Class
possesses without being possessive. Class has pride
without being unduly proud. Class is ever penitent without
being pious.

Class is modest but never unassuming. Class has a way
of being gracious without being grievous. Class believes
itsclf to be inordinately blessed with nary the need to
boast.

There is something clse that I have noticed about
people with class. These rare individuals inevitably have
the discipline Lo develop their own innate gifts and their
own talents. Classy people view special abilities as a God-
given trust. Their aptness is not a mere venue for vanity,
but a channcl through which others can be blessed.

[f Twere allowed only one word to describe my dear
friend, Virginia Barrow (Mrs, Jean) Barr, it would be class-
--not just any class, but world class---the best of all kinds.
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Virginia Ellen Barrow was born at home about 2 weeks after the end of World War I in a little
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house located just across the pasture from where we are now. The house with the well on the
back porch has been gone for long time and was located about where the western end of the

Baptist Church parking lot is today.

Most of the area between here and the house site was what we called “the pasture” of the Barrow

house. All the fine houses and large trees came long after Virginia Ellen’s birthday.

Virginia Ellen Barrow soon became “Jean” Barrow. According to her now 90-year-old aunt
Ruby Trammell, she named herself “Jean” at about 4 or 5 years old. Ruby says that she loved to
go to the movies and from the start wanted to become an actress just like the movie stars. She
had paper dolls of the starlets and her favorite actress was a Jean. Ruby had forgotten Jean’s last
name but I believe that I know, I’ll bet that it was Jean Harlow, and she took the name for her
own. She msisted that her mother and daddy and everyone elseczﬁi”her Jean and if someone did
call her Virginia Ellen she was quick to let them know that her name was Jean, not Virginia

Ellen. Everyone complied except her stern grandmother Barrow who would have none of that

nonsense and always called her Virginia Ellen.

I guess that the family must have liked the idea of nicknames as my brother was always Buddy

and I was always Billy.

Jean began school in Bowdon. Unfortunately, hard times were approaching and the family

business was in trouble as the depression worsened. Our father took the two White trucks the

hardware company owned and we became Gypsies. He hauled gravel and cement for the first




|

paving of Highway US 11 down the west side of Lookout Mountain in north western Georgia
and north eastern Alabama. We, by this time I had made my appearance and was about three
years old, lived in just about any kind of housing that we could find and even camped when we
had to. We lived all along the highway in beautiful little towns with great names such as Rising
Fawn and Valley Head. Our two colored truck drivers, Red and Lee, lived right with the family

and Jean’s and my collie, Prince.

Things got even worse and soon the trucks were reprocessed. The family moved to Carrollton
and then to Rockmart where Jean was in schools and where she made many good friends. As
things went from bad-to-worse, Jean had to go to live with her aunt and uncle in Forsyth for a
couple of years and went to high school there. The family eventually returned to Bowdon and
she was able to finish high school here in the class of 1936. She wanted to go to college and
study drama but there was just no money for that. She did get a few little jobs around town but

nothing much.

Young John Barr had been in an automobile wreck suffering a serious back injury and was

confined to bed and Jean began to go down to the Barr house to read and sing to John and keep
him company. They fell in love and were married in January, 1938. The honeymoon was spent
in John’s sick room. Soon Mr. Barr got the young couple down to his place at East Lake Wier,

Florida. John’s health improved and soon they were able to return to Bowdon and John began

farming his large farm called Muckfa over in Alabama.




It did not take long for them to start a family and soon John H. Barr, 1II was born, we called him
Johnny. Then came my little sweetheart Carol Ann who was called “Candy”, then came another
Virginia Ellen who was called “Gini” and then last came Robert who was just called to dinner.
Over the years the family increased as there were six grandchildren and 12 great grandchildren.
How she loved those babies! My parents were very fortunate to have Jean and all four of her

children close by for so long.

John’s back was a problem all his remaining life time and he had to take an early retirement from
his mail carrying job. He and Jean just enjoyed each other for many years together. Jean looked

after John’s every need.

Their back door was always open and thousands of friends and family members “Walked Right
In.” Everyone was welcome; rich , poor, white, colored, South Korean, Hispanic, it made no
difference. I do not know of a single person that Jean did not like and would try to be of help to
in a time of need. This open door policy worked both ways and their friends brought them all
kind of goodies including fresh garden and farm produce and in the winter treats such as home-
made sausage and back bone. She was a soft-touch for a hand out be it food, maybe loan or a
gift, or maybe just a word of encouragement and especially she could never say no whenever

asked to serve her community or mankind in any capacity.

My son Lew told me recently that when he was in collage at West Georgia and we were living in

Delaware that some times he would blow in his monthly allowance before the end of the month.

He would head for Jean’s where he knew that he would be well fed and before leaving Jean




would always slip a few buck to him to get him through the month. He also says that he knew
that there would always be a pound cake on the kitchen counter.

Jean had her share of heart breaks. She lost her father and mother but the greatest heart break
was the loss of her Johnny who by now was married and the father of three fine boys. His death
was a terrible shock and hurt to her. Jean had a special place in her heart for Johnny because he
was more like her in many ways. He was doing thing that she always had wanted to do. She
was so proud when he was accepted to perform in the drama Unto These Hills in Cherokee. He

had a promising career in acting and set design.

Then much later John passed away and in a way she became very lonely even though her family

and friends were still with her.

Jean had always enjoyed extremely good health but after John’s death things just seemed to start
going down hill. Her eyesight began to fail and then came the brain tumor. None of this seemed
to slow her down until about a year and a half ago when she had to go to an assisted living

facility in Carrollton.

She made new friends there and created a different atmosphere with the group of elderly people

and the staff and they all reciprocated her cheerful ways. They particularly enjoyed their sing

alongs and trying to stump Jean with a song that she did not know the words to.

After about a year there her health took a turn for the worse and she began to fail rapidly. Things

were not good at all but one would never know it talking to her. She still had the spirit.




It broke my heart to watch my beautiful sister finally become so weak that she could not even
, ) (
stand alone without falling. She finally spent her waking time in a recliner .J/ 74 /7vv~ Xt H“; ‘fﬁ” ’ &
God had paid me a great favor in allowing me to see her almost every day as the facility was
located just behind our house in Carrollton. We had many good visits and if I caught her asleep

and slipped quietly away she would find it out and let me know in no uncertain terms that I had

better wake her next time I came to see her.

You friends here today know her accomplishments much better than I do because you have lived

here with her while I did not.

She was a fifth generation Bowdon girl and she loved this little town. She loved its people, the
schools, the churches the Baptist, Methodist, Victory. She loved her Blue Stocking Club and
especially this little church and the Historical Society. She loved her animals: her cats, her dogs,

her goats, her chickens and her guineas. And she loved me.
Thank everyone for all the hard work that went into this occasion. She would be in all her glory
if she were here to help celebrate. I am certain that if she had a choice in how she might be

honored and remembered, that this would be it. Thanks.

My sister Jean was truly one of a kind.
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Virginia Ellen Barrow Barr

November 24, 1918--May 22, 2003

Eulogy
Bowdon Methodist Church
Bowdon, Georgia

May 24, 2003

Virginia Barrow Barr was such an extraordinary --- extra ordinary ---
beyond ordinary person that she has left us with a considerable challenge
today: how can we best in this time we have together remember a life filled

with so many accomplishments and a life that has touched so many people.

We could begin, as times like these frequently do, by trying to capture what
a wonderful and inspiring Mother and Grandmother Jean was but we would

have to go on forever.

We could remember what a loving and dedicated wife she was to John and
that would lead us to stories of Daddy John, the mule barn, winters in
Florida at Lake Wier, the friends they made, the people they touched; and

we would have to go on forever.

Her brothers Bill and Bud could stand here and share their life times’
memories of their beautiful, unfailing big sister, and that would lead us to

warm stories of Pop and Gingoo, of families pulling themselves through the




Great Depression, and enduring, loving friendships with wonderful people ;

--but we would have to go on forever.

Scores of other friends and acquaintances and countless numbers of people
with whom Jean had a chance encounter along life’s path could stand and
give testimonials about how they were touched, encouraged, helped or
supported by her; but most of us gathered here would need to stand and each
of us would tell a wonderful, heart-warming story; --and we could go on

forever.

Or, if we had enough time together today, we might spend it talking about
Jean’s contributions to her community. We would be able to reminisce
about her years of work in Bowdon’s churches; her leadership and years of
efforts in the Bowdon Historical Society; the preservation of Victory
Church; her involvement in nearly every civic event and activity that came
up or that she could create here in Bowdon over a span of more than a half

century.

If we spent most of this time together thinking about that part of Jean’s life
we would cite her years as a member of the Board of the Tanner Hospital
Foundation; the time she was chosen as Citizen of the Year by the Sertoma
Club; and we could recite some of the numerous tributes paid to her the
night that the Carroll County Chamber of Commerce hailed her as Citizen of
the Year.

Or if a friend who had spent his childhood here in Bowdon were standing

here today, he or she might relate, as Mike Steed did in a touching




newspaper article, what wonderful, extraordinary contributions Jean made to

the lives of all the children who grew up with her children.

Other good, dedicated, kind and hard-working people leave similar marks
along their life’s trail. But Jean was something different; something

extraordinary: she was a person with a unique capacity to bring forth love.

Jean and John were so much a part of so many lives that we couldn’t
possibly think of one without remembering the other. Johnny, Carol Ann,
Gini and Robert were at the center of their lives, and as the rest of us came
along, sons-in-law, daughters-in-law, grandsons and granddaughter, great-
grandchildren, that capacity, that gift to give and inspire love just enveloped

us all.

The sense of love and the feeling of comforting joy that filled their home
was not restricted to any select few; it was not parceled out; it was not
withheld from some and given to others. It was as open as the flowers in

Jean’s garden in the spring; as warm as a new puppy, a stray cat, a baby goat

or an injured chicken that she would wrap in her coat and bring in the house

to comfort by John’s fire.

At any given time on any given day you could look up from reading the
paper, or listening to one of John’s funny stories, or watching a ball game
and someone would be coming in the back door. It might be Madian and
another member or two of the Blue Stocking Club, or William the self-
described houseboy bringing the mail. It might be a friend from college

days, a ship’s pilot or Dr. William Smith; a couple out for a ride who just




decided to drop by; or Floddie Mae and Oscar bringing produce or sausage

from the farm.

Or 1t might be some poor soul down on his luck needing a kind and
encouraging word and maybe a few dollars to hold him over until he could

find work again.

No matter who knocked, or who just opened the door and came on in; no
matter how humble or proud they might be, each one was greeted with the

same warmness, graciousness and hospitality; the same respect and dignity.

As the years went by and the family grew, holidays filled the house with
family and friends; people in every room, spilling out onto the front porch;
countertops and tables filled with food. And there was something uniquely
special when we gathered:--- love flowed from one to another like water

being poured from cup to cup.

On Mother’s Day that back door would nearly staiia open as nephews and

nieces, sons and daughters of friends; and people Jean had helped or
befriended somehow along the way would just come by and tell her “You’ve
always been my second Mother”--- “You’ve always been just like a Mother

to me”---“You know you’re my second Mom.”

We heard those words repeated time and again by members of the staff at
Cottage Landing where Jean lived this past year or so and where she

gathered a whole new circle of friends and admirers.




Friendships can live on love and Jean’s spirit of love built the friendships
that fill this church today. But families require strength with love and Jean’s
strength was extraordinary. Her ability to confront and accept and cope with
every life challenge she faced was more than an inspiration to all of us: she

quietly set a standard that few others will ever reach.

John and Jean’s family was relatively young --- young adults and young
children --- when we were shocked with the loss of Jackie, her son-in-law.
Jean’s strength was a beacon that guided us all through that most difficult
chapter of our younger lives. Her steady, reassuring love for Carol Ann and

Mallory was unending and unconditional.

Then a few years later she was struck with the blow that all parents fear the
most: the loss of a child; Johnny, her first-born. Her love of her grandsons,
Judson, Casey and Aaron, and continuing love of Shirlee rose above what
for many would have beeﬁ a devastating, urecoverable loss. Her thoughts
were of her family and her demonstration of love and faith showed each of
us again how good, strong people deal with unimaginable pain and

adversity.
She quietly set a very high standard.

Jean’s heart was as light and high as her character was solid and deep. One

of my and Gini’s lasting memories is the picture in our minds of coming out

of the hospital with our new baby Katie and seeing Jean and two-year old




Jonathan swirling and dancing in the middle of the parking lot. Jean’s heart

danced at every opportunity and spread joy across every dance floor.

She seized every moment, loved every day, met every challenge as just
another part of life. When John’s sister Ara died there was no hesitation, no
second-guessing: Tim would come live with his cousin Robert and Aunt

Jean would become his second mom.

Many years later she accepted the changes brought on her by a brain tumor
as yet another part of her circle of life; never voicing a complaint; never

questioning the seeming unfairness of it all.

When Jean was admitted to the hospital for the last time she was in the
emergency room with Robert standing by her side, holding her hand. He
looked down and said words to the effect, “ I’'m surely sorry you’re having

such a hard time, Maw. You just don’t deserve this.”

She looked up and quietly replied, “ Everyonc has a hard time, Rob; 1t’s just

my turn.”

She was an extraordinary woman.

Darrell, a few days later on one of your trips to the hospital to check on Jean
and the family, you, Gini and I had an opportunity to visit out in the hallway.
Our conversation centered around the difficulty of waiting, and you said that

when the time came it would be “the right time.”




You offered a warm and uplifting prayer and you said that when it came
time for this service it would just have to be an Easter service; a joyous

celebration of life !

As you know, before Jean’s condition made it impossible for her to get out
and do things on her own, she went to see James Rainwater, sat down and

planned much of this service.

These past several weeks have been filled with cloudy, rainy days,
occasionally turbulent and stormy; and for Jean’s family, difficult times.
But this day has come upon us filled with sunshine and beautiful skies,

reminiscent of an Easter Sunrise.

Mrs. Barr, Miz Barr, Jean, Jeana, Aunt Jean, Aunt Jena, Mama, Mom, Maw,
Nanna.....The Queen Bee, -- would never, ever have planned for this day

and had her family and fiiends staad out in the rain.

So, as we leave this place today, perhaps the best tribute we can pay to Jean
1s to emulate her as best we can; ---and to remember how fortunate we have
been to have walked part of our lives’ path with this wonderful lady at our

sides.

She was a good woman, with a good heart, and she kept it open to all who

came.
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David Barrow

David Barrow

David Trammell
|| “Buddy” Barrow, native
son of Bowdon, Georgia,
passed away Thursday,
| June 17, 2010, at
Piedmont Hospital in
Atlanta after several
weeks of failing health.
He was 81.

“Mayor Barrow,” as
he was known to all
in Bowdon, was born
March 30, 1929, and
was the loving son of
Virginia and Hugh W.
Barrow and brother of
Hugh W. “Bill” Barrow
and the late Virginia
Ellen “Jean” Barrow
Barr. :

Mr. Barrow gradu-
ated from Bowdon High
School and attended
West Georgia College
and Southwestern
University in
Georgetown Texas. He
served as president
of the WGC Alumni
Association for four
years in the 1960s and
remained a loyal alum
of West Georgia all of
his life.

He was a U.S. Navy
veteran serving primari-
ly inand around Cuba on
the destroyer the U.S.S.
| Isherwood. He proudly
displayed his “Tin Can
Sailor” cap wherever he
went and considered his
service to his country to
have been a true honor.

After leaving the
Navy, he began a lengthy
and successful career
as an executive in the
chemical manufacturing
industry beginning with

Nopco in  Cedartown,
Georgia, and retiring as
general manager from
E.F. Houghton Co. in
Carrollton, Georgia, in
1972. He and his first
wife, Jo Garner Barrow,
moved with their young
family from Cedartown
back to Bowdon in 1959
where they repurchased
the Barrow House
on College Street and
embarked on the first
restoration of the family
home. Mrs. H:M. Bird,
longtime journalist for
the Bowdon Bulletin
announced the return
triumphantly with the
headline “Our Buddy
Returns!”

Mr. Barrow had
a life long interest in
politics and devoted his
time to public service.
He served as Mayor of
Bowdon, Georgia, from
1974 through 1982 and

1996 through 1999 plus

several two-year terms
as a city council per-
son. Some of the accom-
plishments he was most
proud of as Mayor were
the planning, financing
and construction of Lake
Tisinger, the city’s water
reservoir, the comple-
tion of a major expan-
sion and upgrading of
the Bowdon water sys-
tem, and the construc-
tion of the Turkey Creek
water treatment plant.
These accomplishments
allowed the people
of Bowdon to enjoy a
stable water supply
throughout the recent
droughts. They are
gifts that will serve the
town for years to come.
He was also instrumen-
tal in the acquisition of
the Recreation/Senior
Center and Copeland
Hall property on Barr
and Tyus roads and in
arranging the financ-
ing and construction
of Bowdon’s Copeland
Hall. _

Barrow served in 1981-
82 as a member of the
Georgia Constitutional
Revision Committee,
which resulted in the
adoption of a modern
new state constitution.
In 1982 he was honored

by Governor George
Busbee as he was named
a “FRAMER of the
CONSTITUTION of the
STATE OF GEORGIA.
He additionally served
as Busbee’s local gov-
ernment Representative
on the SOUTHERN
GROWTH POLICIES
BOARD and the INTER-
UNIVERSITY TASK
FORCE.

He was Executive
Director of the
Chattahoochee-Flint
Regional Development
Center, a five-county
planning and develop-
ment agency, from 1982
until April of 1995. He
returned to CFRDC
at the request of the
Governor on October
1, 1999, as Interim
Executive Director and
served in that capacity
until June 30, 2000. In
January of 2008 he was
appointed to serve on the
Chatt-Flint RDC Board
of Directors by Ceunty
Commission Chair Bill
Chappell.

Governor Joe Frank
Harris recognized him
in 1985 for his work
in promoting the wel-
fare of the citizens of
Georgia through his
service in the Regional
Development Center.

In 1999 he received
the Georgia Municipal
Association’s
“LIFETIME ACHIEVE-
MENT AWARD” rec-
ognizing his service to
the Association and it’s
citizens. He served as
President of the GMA in
1979-80.

In 1992 Governor Zell
Miller appointed him as
an Aide de Camp and to
the Governor’s Advisory
Council on Tri-State
Water Issues, where
he served until moving
to the Florida Keys in
2002.

While living near his
sons in the Florida Keys,
near the ocean he loved
so much, he became an
integral member of the
Burton United Methodist
Church and made many
dear friends. Most
importantly he met, fell
in love with and married

Joan Mowery Barrow
with whom he returned
to Georgia in 2006 to
bravely undertake the
latest renovation of
“home”: the 100-plus-
year-old Barrow House
in Bowdon.

Mayor Jim Watts and
the Bowdon City Council
proclaimed March 1,
2008, David T. Barrow |
Day in Bowdon and a
huge crowd of friends
and family celebrated
his day with him at
Copeland Hall.

He is survived by his
wife, Joan Barrow; his
children, David (Debbie)
Barrow and Ken Barrow,
all of Tavernier, Florida;
Virginia Barrow Harman
(Tracy) of Cave Spring,
Georgia; Ellen Barrow
Powers (Ronnie) of
Wedowee, Alabama; and
Olivia Christine Barrow
of Dillingham, Alaska;
his step-children,
Melinda Ann Mowery |
(Dean Deurwaarder) of
/ancouver, Washington,
and Michael Paul
Mowery (Diana) of
Grove City, Ohio; five
grandchildren and two
great-grandchildren.

Memorial services for

David Barrow will be
held on Monday, June
21, 2010, at 11 a.m. at
the Bowdon First United
Methodist Church. Rew.
Tommy Greer will offi-
ciate. Eulogies will be
offered by Mr. Barrow’s
daughter, Virginia, and
his longtime friend and
coworker from Chatt-
Flint RDC, Mr. Bobby
Buchanan. -

In accordance with
his wishes, Mr. Barrow’s
body was cremated.

In lieu of flowers,
memorial contributions
may be made in Mr.
Barrow’s memory to the
Bowdon FUMC Youth |
Group (P.O. Box 187,
Bowdon, GA 30108) or
the Bowdon Historical
Society (P.O. Box 112,
Bowdon, GA 30108).

Messages of condo-
lences may be sent to
the family at www.rain-
waterfuneralhome.com.

Rainwater Funeral
Home, Bowdon.

The Times-Georgian - Saturday, June 19, 2010 - 5A

44

o

t //f.t.

£

T
AL



http:waterfuneralhome.com
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O Eternal Lord God, who alone spreads out the
heavens and rules the raging of the seas, receive
into your protection all those who go down to the
sea in ships and occupy their business on the great
waters. Preserve them both in body and soul,
prosper their labors with good success, in all times
of danger, be their defense, and bring them to the
haven where they would be, through Jesus Christ
our Lord. Amen

In Loving Memory
David "Buddy" Barrow

Born
March 30, 1929

Died
June 17, 2010

Services

Bowdon First United Methodist Church !
Monday, June 21, 2010

11:00:AM

Officiant “
Rev. Tommy Greer
Mr. Bobby Buchanan
Ms. Kate Harmon

Mrs. Ginger Barrow Harmon

Arrangements By
Rainwater Funeral Home, Inc.
Bowdon GA
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October, 2007

Hugh W. (“Bill”) Barrow was born on May 25, 1926 in Bowdon, Georgia. He graduated
from Bowdon High School in 1943 during WW Il and joined the United States Navy. He
served aboard the USS Hampton, APA 115, an attack transport, in the Pacific theater.
The Hampton took part in several actions including the Philippine Liberation and
Okinawa campaigns.

After the war, he came home to Bowdon and married his high school sweet heart, Bonnie
Jeanne Spruill. He graduated from West Georgia Junior College in 1948. He then
attended Alabama Polytechnic Institute (now Auburn University) and majored in
Chemical Engineering and Textile Chemistry. He was employed by the DuPont
Company and served in technical, marketing and management positions retiring with 40
years service. After retiring from DuPont, he served as a consultant to a number of
textile, carpet and chemical companies.

Bonnie and he are the parents of four children: Hugh, JR, M.D.; Lew, LL.B; Ann B.
Harris, M.BA. and Rebecca, PA..

In addition to Private James R. Barrow—Company B—Cobb’s Legion, Infantry he has
written numerous articles on items of Carroll County and Bowdon history and its people
and on the Barrow and related families genealogy.

After having been away from Carroll County for about 55 years, Bonnie and Hugh now
have returned and live in Carrollton.




THEBARROW FAMILY OF BOWDON
By Hugh W. Barrow

May 15, 1635, John Barrow, about 26 years old and from Lancashire, England, sails outbound from Gravesend con
the “Plain Joan” for the Virginia Colony. His brother, Thomas a militiaman, had migrated earlier and has been
listed in 1623 as “dead at a small six-man outpost at Elizabeth Citie.” At this time, there were only 183 English
settlers in the entire colony, which was founded in 1607. John was a headright to John Sweete of what is now Isle of
Wight and who lived on Lawnes Creek near today’s border with Surry County, Virginia. John, like his brother
Thomas, was a militiaman and in 1853 he patented 385 acres of land on “South Side of Upper Chippoaks Creek.
South Side of James River” for the transportation of eight persons. Then, in 1656, Captain Merriwether assigns 600
acres to John Barrow for his militia service. The Chippoaks land 1s only a short distance south of the James and is
an excellent fishing or “seining” location for the spawning fish from the ocean. Several generations of the Barrows
would settle along the beautiful Virginia and North Carolina rivers establishing fisheries and plantations netting the
fish on their yearly spawns and smoke and salt them for sale later to the settlers. It is said that John married Mary
Blow whose father owned land adjoining his.

Thomas Barrow (1) came to the Colony when he was about 20 years old. (The (1) is for our identification
purposes.) We know that in 1654 Major Abraham Wood received a grant of land for the importation of 8 persons
including Mr. Thomas Barrow from Lancashire, England. The title Mr. indicates that Thomas was a person of
considerable status and certainly not an indentured servant.

We have much evidence but no direct proof, that this Thomas was the son of the above John Barrow and that he
came to join his father. We know that both were from Lancashire, that “Thomas Barrow, son of John, purchased
150 acres of land from John and Mary Smith in 1680” and that John and Thomas owned adjoining Chippoaks land.
Thomas(1) was a carpenter, and evidently a very good one, as evidenced from an inventory of his estate which
shows in addition to land, slaves, live stock and household items, “3 thousand eight penny nailes and 2 thousand six
penny nailes.” Nails were a very precious commodity in the early days and we believe that Thomas made them. We
know that Thomas was involved with the construction of the famous Bacon’s Castle in Surry County, a short
distance from the Chippoaks land. The “Castle is one of the oldest brick structures in America and is in fine
condition and open to the public today. One can see the magnificent carpentry work of the early artisans and also
some of the “nailes” possibly made and driven by Thomas Barrow. Thomas appears on a 1680 tithe list to Arthur
Allen, the wealthy merchant and owner and designer of the Castle. Some Barrow family researchers believe that
Thomas (1) was the first immigrant. He married Elizabeth and they had at least two sons, Thomas and Edmund
(some say Simon). Thomas(1) died in 1684 and Elizabeth married George Blow, Jr. in only a few months. They
had at least one child, George Blow, III.

Thomas Barrow, SR Other Barrow family researchers believe that Thomas Barrow, SR. son of the above Thomas
(1) was the first to come to America but this is highly unlikely unless he came at a very early age along with his
father and/or mother. The well known Rev. David Barrow of Kentucky wrote to his cousin James Barrow, brother
of our Moses of Georgia in 1817 stating: “I have heard my grandfather say that two lads by the name of Barrow
were early emigrants from Britton to the Northern Neck of Virginia but I was never informed of the date nor from
what part of Britton they came. One of them went off southerly but to what part I do not remember. The other
married and settled in the Northern part of Virginia. Thomas Barrow, my grandfather and the son of one of the
above mentioned brothers moved into Southampton on the waters of the Nottaway River and died between 90 and
100 years, the names of sons in order of their birth, as well as my memory serves, were Simon, John and Thomas.
Thomas the youngest was your father.” The Reverend David clearly states that Thomas, SR. was the son of one of
the emugrants. (I am confident that the other brother mentioned was a John Barrow who indeed did “go off
southerly” and settled in the new lands of North Carolina in Perquimans County.)

Thomas, SR. was indeed a “senior” although he never used the term on official papers including his will. He did
name Thomas, “Jur” in his will however. He died sometimes around 1762 at 95 to 100 years old outliving his son
Thomas, JR by about a year. He married Elizabeth Horton and lived on land located south of the Nottaway River
and near Meherrin River in Southampton County and operated fisheries and farmed. He is listed as a titheable in the




household of George Blow, JR, his step father, in 1693. He also lived and owned land in Surry and Isle of Wight
counties and died testate in Southampton. His will named, “my seven children, Simon, Thomas, Jur., John,
Elizabeth, Jane, Sarah and Fortune.” We have good documentation on his will, numerous land transactions and poof
that he was in the George Blow household.

Thomas Barrow, JR was born in Southampton County, VA in 1698. He married his second wife, Elizabeth
Atkinson, about 1735 and was living on the south side of Nottaway River. In 1754, Thomas Barrow, JR. received a

grant of 215 acres from Lord Granville in Edgecombe County, NC signing his name which was a requirement of
Lord Granville for anyone settling on his very large land grants in northern North Carolina. He subsequently owned
lands and lived in Halifax and Onslow Counties in North Carolina and died testate in 1761 at his 300-acre plantation
located on the banks of New River in Onslow County. This land is now a part of the Camp Lejeune Marine Corps
base. He farmed and operated fisheries on the Roanoke, Tar, Nottaway and New Rivers. His wife Elizabeth
Atkinson died about a year after Thomas’ death leaving three small sons, Jacob, James, and Moses and daughter
Sally, born after his death, plus an older son, Hosea, by his first wife, Mary Killebrew. The four youngsters were
sent to their grandmother Atkinson’s in Halifax County where they lived with her and near her son Solomon “On
Kekuke Swamp near the old Kekuke Meeting house.” Hosea remained on the New River land and when of age,
Jacob operated the fishery on Roanoke River. We have much well-documented information on the family of
Thomas, JR. including his will, many land transactions, where he lived and when he was there, plus his father’s will.

The three youngest boys, Jacob, James, and \/Ioses would all become Revolutionary War soldiers fighting f01
American Independence. Naeed ol :

Moses Barrow, son of Thomas, JR., was born 15 Oct. 1755 “on Fishing Creek” in Edgecombe County, NC. We
believe that he possibly was married to a Mildred Powell before marrying Martha Smith g 1790. Martha was the
granddaughter to the prominent Drew Smith of NC. Martha and Moses were the palents ofJacob twins William
" and Mary Drew, Mildredge Smith and James R.. /4. / - lree;e I

Oy Tha Ja ) / w ) " -
Moses’ father and mother died when he was very young. When older brother Jacob was old enough to take over the
inherited fishery on the Roanoke River in Halifax County, N.C. Moses lived with hin¥, He later moved to As
Edgecombe County and owned several properties there. He moved to Washington County, GA in the very late
1700s on land along Keg Creek in the western edge of the county. This land today is a part of a large kaolin mining -
~ operation! He evidently was fairly prosperous as he owned 460 acres and 7 slaves. His wealthy brother James who
moved to nearby Baldwin County owned thousands of acres in several counties and 77 slaves. Moses had drawn the
Georgia land for his service in the Revolutionary War, having served in Captain Bacot’s 10" regiment under
Colonel Abraham Sheppard. (NSDAR Patriot Index, Page 40)

Moses died intestate on Dec. 28, 1801 when youngest son “Jimmy” was three days old. We have not been able to
locate his grave. His brother James was appointed an executor of the estate and guardian of the older children who
went to live with him. Martha married Charles Thompson, a friend of Moses, in only a few months and they,
including baby boy “Jimmy”, my great-great grandfather, lived near High Shoals, in Walton County, GA. She had
several children by her new husband and died in 1812. She is buried in an unmarked grave in the Thompson Family
Cemetery near High Shoals. Young James then went to his uncle’s home until his brother Jacob became of age and
became his guardian.

James R. (Jimmy) Barrow (Reverend) was born on Christmas Day, 1801, three days before the death of his father.
As stated previously, he lived with his mother and stepfather until his mother’s death in 1812. His older brother
Jacob of Milledgeville became his guardian. He became a mechanic by trade and lived in Talbot and Upson
counties before moving to Carroll County sometimes around 1842. We know that he was preaching at the Eden
Baptist Church near Bowdon very soon afterwards. He had married Lucinda “Lucy” Bivins in Baldwin County in
1825. He and “Lucy” were very religious and he was a part-time preacher before moving to Bowdon. By middle
age, he was badly crippled by what in those days was called rheumatism having to walk with the aid of crutches and
his hands were badly drawn. They moved to land drawn in the land lottery of 1827 by "Orphans of Moses Barrow.”
They drew two lots in Carroll County, one in the Smithfield community and one in the Jake community, and a third
in or near what is now Coweta County(?). James moved to the Smithfield land but was unable to farm due to his
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health and soon moved to the village of Bowdon leaving his oldest son John at the farm. His Bowdon house was
where the present Barrow House now stands on West College St. He was active in the Eden Baptist Church south of
Bowdon and in 1850 was officially ordained as a Missionary Baptist Church pastor by the Carrollton Church. He
was one of the founders of the Bowdon Baptist Church in 1860. He was assigned missionary duty to serve the
western part of Georgia and the newly opened lands in eastern Alabama. He made his rounds on horseback and had
to be helped on and off his horse. We have several news items of his preaching as far away as Tuskeegee, AL which
is about 150 miles from Bowdon. He also filled pulpits all around the Bowdon area including those at Indian Creek,
Eden, The Tallapoosa Baptist which became the First Baptist Church of Carrollton and Bowdon. His cousin,
Chancellor David Barrow of the University of Georgia, wrote that the old man could recite from memory entire
chapters of the Bible.

James and Lucy had at least 7 children: Mildred, Martha A., Mary Emily, Sarah Jane, John T., William Henry C.and
James R., JR. Mildred and Sarah Jane married sons of Gideon Smith of the Smithfield community and son John
married Martha, Gideon’s daughter. “Lucy” was burned terribly while working around a wash pot and died a
painful death on 21 Dec. 1873. The old preacher lived on until 30 July 1884 living with his son William in Bowdon
the latter part of his life. He and “Lucy” are buried in the Bowdon Baptist Church Cemetery.

James R. (Reeves ?) Barrow was the youngest child of the Rev. and “Lucy” Barrow and was born in Bowdon on
31 Oct. 1844. He was a 16-year-old student at Bowdon Collegiate Institute when the Civil War began and became a
member of Company B, Cobb’s Legion, Infantry. The unit was formed in Bowdon by Charles McDaniel who was
President of the Institute as well as the Methodist Protestant preacher. The company took part in most of the major
battles in Virginia and suffered tremendous loss of life and limb. Private James R. was wounded in left ankle and
foot during the Battle of Crampton’s Gap, Maryland on Sept. 14, 1862 when he was not yet 17 years old. He was
captured and his left leg amputated by Yankee surgeons. He recovered and was sent to prisons in Maryland and
then exchanged and returned home to Bowdon. He served in some capacity in the army around Atlanta drawing pay
for at least through 1864. He returned to Bowdon and married Martha S. “Mattie” Holmes on 10 Dec., 1865 at
Bowdon. Mattie was the daughter of local black smith Thomas F. and Mary Jo Holmes, He never drew a
Confederate pension but did receive money from the state for the purchase of an artificial leg.

James became a very prosperous merchant in Bowdon as well as being half-owner of Victory Mills, a complex
consisting of a grist and flour mill, cotton gin, saw mill, tannery and store located on the Little Tallapoosa River east
of Bowdon. This mill boasted of having the first circular saw in Western Georgia indicating that they used steam
power Instead of water power for the saw mill. He and “Mattie” had a son, John William, a daughter Georgia, who
was born on Sept. 3, 1868, and an infant who was born on Jan, 1 and died on Feb. 1, 1872, “Mattie” died the
following June 10" and on Dec. 5, 1876 little Georgia died. Then four years latter on July 11, 1880 James R. died
leaving 14 year old John William an orphan. James died testate and named his brother William guardian for his
young son. James, “Mattie”, Georgia and the infant are buried in the Bowdon Baptist Church Cemetery. It is said
that James R. died from TB contracted in the Yankee prison camps.

John William Barrow was born in Bowdon on 5 Sept. 1866 during the reconstruction era of the beaten South to a
disabled Rebel soldier father. He was orphaned at the age of 14 and went to live with his Uncle William who was
appointed his guardian. He attended school in Bowdon and then entered Mercer University. He returned to
Bowdon to enter business. He traded his inherited half-interest in Victory Mills for a store and a considerable
amount of property in Bowdon and established a mercantile business on the north side of the main street building the
first brick building in town. This building is now part of the corner bank building. He later built six of the brick
buildings on the south side of the street and expanded into a general store and even later specializing in hardware.
The store became one of the largest and most successful in the area. He was a director of the local bank, director of
the railroad and oil mill and was part owner of an unsuccessful pickle factory venture. He was also a trustee of
Bowdon College and active in the Baptist Church, the Masonic Lodge and other civic organizations. He became
wealthy only to lose everything during the great depression of the 1920s and 30s. With all the disappointments, he
maintained his great love of Bowdon and his fellow man, many of whom owed him money which was never repaid.
He started several smaller businesses after the hardware store closed and in his last years could be found on the




streets, always wearing a coat and tie and with highly polished shoes, especially on “Second Tuesdays”, Bowdon's
Trade Day, swapping and selling pocket knives. He was great fun to be around and was Bowdon’s greatest booster.

“J. W.” married Martha Ellen Lovvorn on Christmas Day, 1887 in Bowdon. Ellen was the daughter of the
prominent citizen, W. D. Lovvorn, owner of the Lovvorn Mill complex on Indian Creek a mile or so north of
Bowdon. Their children were: Otis who married Alice Walker, Roy, Hugh Witt, infant Guy, Gladys who married
Mallory “Bubba” Rumble and Frances who married Harvey Jackson. To make ends meet after the business failure,
“Miss” Ellen, as she was known, turned the “Barrow House”, which they had built around the turn of the century,
into a boarding house. It was known for the great food and for a clean and safe home away from home for travelers
as well as many of Bowdon’s college students and schoolteachers. Ellen died in Dec., 1943 and J. W. lived with his
beloved Hugh and Virginia in the Barrow House until his death on 29 July 1951. He and Ellen are buried in the
Bowdon City Cemetery.

Hugh Witt Barrow was born in Bowdon on Friday the 13" of January, 1894. He always said that this was bad
luck, and maybe it was. He attended Gordon Military Academy in Barnesville where he was a close friend and
roommate of his distant cousin, future Georgia governor and senator, Richard Russell. He returned to Bowdon and
worked for the family hardware store and was in charge of their two White trucks, hauling all types of goods to-and-
from Atlanta. After the store closed, he took the trucks and his two driver friends, “Red” and Lee, and hauled
material for building highways in Alabama. Soon, as the depression worsened, the trucks were taken also. He then
was shop foreman at Folds Motor Co. in Carrollton and then a furniture salesman in Rockmart. He returned to
Bowdon and worked at Sewells for many years and, later he substituted for his son-in-law, John Bair, as a rural mail
carrier.

Hugh married Virginia Mae Trammell daughter of Thomas Appling and Lelia Johnson Trammell of Bowdon and
Five Points, AL on 28 Oct. 1917. They were the parents of Virginia Ellen (Jean) who married John H. Barr, JR,
infant Sue, Hugh Will (Bill) who married Bonnie Jeanne Spruill, and David Trammell. “Gin” worked at Sewells
and after the death of Hugh on Nov. 10 1950, continued to care for “J. W.” until his death. She then struck out on
her own and became a housemother at The Church’s Home for Girls in Atlanta where she became the trusted
“mother” and friend to hundreds of young girls who were coming to the big city from farms and small towns to find
jobs. She retired and returned to live out her life in her “little house” in Bowdon next door to the Barrow House and
to enjoy her children and grandchildren, her Church and Sunday School, her “As You Like It” Club and her many
friends. She died on 21 May 1969 and is buried with Hugh in the Bowdon City Cemetery.

Bill (Hugh Will) and Bonnie moved back to Carroll County after a 54 year absence and settled in Carrollton.
(Hope old “J. W.” never realizes this as he would come up out of his grave and move me to Bowdon in a hurry, he
never liked Carrollton after “they stole the college”.) Chemical engineer Bill retired from the DuPont Co. after 40
years service and for the next 10 years or so served as a consultant to several chemical, carpet and textile companies.
His last few working years as a consultant were spent in developing the popular worn or distressed look on denim
fabrics such as dungarees where he holds several patents.

Bonnte, the daughter of Marvin and Ruth Huddleston Spruill of the Smithfield community, was and is a wonderful
mother and a very successful real estate sales lady in Delaware/Pennsylvania and in Dalton, GA.

They have four children: Dr. Hugh, JR, an OB-GYN specialist in Spartanburg, SC; Lew Spruill, an Asst. District
Attorney in Columbus; Ann Barrow Harris, Director of the pharmaceutical company Bayer in New London, CT and
Rebecca, a Physician’s Assistant anesthetist in Houston, TX and five grandchildren.

Hugh W. Barrow
124 Manor Way
Carrollton, GA
770-830-7763

bonnbill@msn.com
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Bowdon was rebuilding. On
the western side of town the
Bowdon Collegiate Institute
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MDaniel started drilling his
calets, not for just their
fhals, but for a war that was
looming. Other Bowdon
farmer boys started enlisting.
This local contingent would
become Company B of the
only fighting unit mentioned
by name by Margaret
Mitchell in the epic, Gone
With the Wind, Cobb’s
Legion.

James Reeves (Jimmy)
Barrow was born in Bowdon
on October 3, 1844, the son
of a Baptist preacher. Three
months before his seven-
teenth birthday, young
Barrow became Private

- Barrow, and marched off to
war with boyhood friends and
fellow cadets at Bowdon
College serving under
Captain McDaniel, now his
commanding officer. Jimmy
Barrow was the great grand-
father of Hugh W. “Bill”
Barrow, author of Private
James R. Barrow and
Company B Cobb’s Legion
Infantry.

First released in 1996, this
documentary is now in its
third (and revised) printing.
Barrow explains the reason
for his work: “The purpose of
this book is not to write
another history of the Civil
War or to detail any of the
battles fought during its four
long years. It is to try to pre-

serve for my children, ggrand-
children, and future genera-
tions of Barrows along with
any other interested parties,
an account of their ancestor’s
Confederate service. It is the
story of Company B of
Cobb’s Georgia Legion
Infantry itself.”

Do you remember those “A
day in the life of” books?
This marvelous volume is
more like a couple of years so
in the life of ordinary country
boys from Carroll County
who just happened to come
along at one of the most
extraordinary junctures in our
country’s history.

Barrow told me, “I have
tried to make this a day by
day account of the almost
four long years of the service
of these men and boys from
our neighborhoods. Where
they were, what they were
doing, how far they marched,
names of their camps, their
activities in the numerous
battles they were engaged in
and unfortunately their losses
in these battles”.

How far did they march?
Company B was right there at
Appomattox when Lee sur-
rendered. It is the opinion of
the author that “Cobb’s
Legion will live in history as
one of the greatest fighting
units of all time”.

In chronicling his ances

DDDNDTTE -

tor’'s wartime experiences,
Barrow has also filled a tre-
mendous gap in local history.
The eight appendices alone
are worth far more that the
price of the book. They
include listings and bio-
graphical sketches of many of
the members of Company B.
There is also a chronological
record of the major command
assignments. Other appendi-
ces do the same for
Companies D, G, E, and F.

While Barrow -did not set
out “to detail any of the bat-
tles”, he sometimes ended up
doing just that. The author
suggested that I begin reading
with the chapter on the Battle
of Gettysburg. Wow! I was
right there.

The book is 1
well docun
enhanced thr
illustrations, phe
graphs, maps,
original docur
period. It is
how many hc
went into the
this invalual
record. The aut
the proceeds ¢
Bowdon Ar
Society from w
purchased. S¢
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30108. Cost i
$3.50 shipping
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() THER VOICES

v year’s resolution num

' one warm Sunday
g last month at a park
und, I was sitting in
r, drinking a good
cup of black coffee,
ding my thick Sunday
g newspaper. When I
»2 for a newspaper, |
rread it without inter-
3, so I had escaped the

of my house and dirt

©0 the park, T even left
| phone at home. My
t, however, was soon
when a dad and his
rl parked almost next
When his'car stopped,
le girl immediately

e

twisting in a swing, looking
at her dragging feet in the

I kept listening over the top
of my newspaper and
between my sips of coffee.
The dad eventually moved
from his car to a picnic table
near the swings, with his

newspaper under his arm, and
ooffee in his hande  Hic

ber one

long enough to detour by the
picnic table to get his
newspaper.

So, they left. The excitable
bundle of energy with pigtails
now a subdued little girl as
she climbed into her seat.
Without a glance at his
daughter, he started his car,
backed up, and pulled past
me. Seeing me for the first
time, he waved. 1 waved
back. I saw myself in his car
- we were reflections of one
another.

Children grow up too fast.
Watching this dad only
caused me to miss my own
daughter. I wanted to go
home and apologize to her,
and the other people I love,
for all the Sunday mornings [
hid behind the newspaper; all
the late night work and
Saturday assignments that
had to be done without inter-
ruptions. And especially all
those “I'll be right there”
answers that were never
fulfilled.

After they left, I folded my
$2 Sunday newspaper. I
poured what remained of my
cup of coffee out my window
on the dirt. I wanted to go
home, realizing that someday,

“1 have too much time, with-
* ST

Dave’s trivia -
and more

THOUGHT FOR THE
DAY: Yep, Mr. Publisher.
This is a repeat of a previous
column! Please don’t dock
my pay. Don’t believe many
of your readers will recollect
it, however. As a matter of
fact, it was originally pub-
lished in January, in 1972, in
another not-to-be-named
Carroll County newspaper!
Gosh, doesn’t time fly when
you’re having fun? Someone
recently inquired as to when
TRIVIA originated. My reply
was that it was about the
same time topsoil was
invented - which makes me,
yes, older than dirt!
ANYWAY, Old “Give ‘em
Hell Harry” has been on my
mind with the controversy re-
ignited by the display in the
new Smithsonian air
museum of the atomic bomb
delivering B-29, the restored
ENOLA GAY. I'll have my
sav on this subject later, but,
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Captain W.H. Ferguson, USN

Commanding Officer
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PRIEFALE ﬂ"*‘fmﬁ\\

L To most of us history is a past series of events, h
} philosophically comment d upon, whose princiz le char- \,
™ L e e + s \
\ acters are anyone but ourselves. The history of the N
\ U.S. . TON is jugt sucih a history to everyone who .
N reads it : t the officers and men who have com— q
N rised i rew during the period of its recorded ev- N
g \)

ents. A

N N\
Y Ty .~ : g s -1 ! \.\
L The exception in this case is obvious; we are the o
N principal characters in this history regardless of our N\
& capacity in the Ship's Compary To each of us to whom f
N ’ 250w 3 . & ¥ \
. this history is originally intended one word in the tlt-\w
4 4 \
8| le might well read "His-story" instead of "History". |
N i
- ;; After the first or second reading of this history ﬂ
g many oi us will put them away in our sea bage and for- [
6 get about them until we get among relatives and friends. |
N S - » Tht . 4 b,
’ N Then there will bhs ancther &x period where your 'y
S history will pr io% of dust, let us |

hope not the fle good wine which betters
with age, so will thls book. Being your story there

will be just as many histories come from these pages
as there are individuals in its making.
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[ officer,
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ATTACK TRANS ORT

Condensed from the article "Attack Transport", by lieigs O. Frost,
appearing in the April 15th issue of the lew Orleans Times - Pica-
yune.

ABOARD THE USS HAMPTON AT SE/i~-

If ever an honest historian rises amid the ruins of what once
was the Japanese empire and tries to tell his Japanese fellow
survivors just what hit them in the war they started with the
United States, he cannot overlook three little letters in Navy
code, They are "APA", They mean "Attack Transport!, ships
such as this ,)5,000,000 package of grief for the Japanese.

Grief for that matter, for any enemy of the United States any-
where in the world, if they want to get tough and try to make
something out of it.

In the world of troop transports, the APL is unique, and
new, It was born of VWorld War II and is built from keel up
primarily for just one job. It can carry troops trained in
amphibious warfare farther and faster with more equipment and
supplies than any other troop transport ever built. It can fight
back, defending them from enemy attack on the way. It can stand
offshore and blast an enemy beach when it gets there, and can
put troops ashore in record time with their equipment and sup-
plies. It can operate in convoy or individually, weather the
greatest storms, cross the largest oceans.

The United States Navy has 32 of this type in operation today,
in adcition to the hundreds of other troop transports, and our
fleet of them has been growing constantly...all ferrying men
to every part of the world and bringing many home.

Troop transport history goes a long way back. DBut it never
held anything like the APA before., The first transport undoubt-
edly was a flocating log. Some war chief of our primative ances-
tors discovered you could straddle it and it bore you up. So

the tribal fighting men slung —. ... . e —
S =_—.- > =
their stone axes and spears on —m= ,¢*” £ EE T
their backs and climbed aboard,=— _ " .—" . &/
o P : —— e S Aig g BES
paddling their way to the ene~ __ =S8 7 . = &4 iy =
r shore..the attack transport === i N “”nglﬂlag'd 2
my s 8k avta ansp &1‘ '\ ! \\ =, WH "\L\U -
was born. N o i
Troop transports stud hist- L0 h*ﬂ‘P\,"\ o
- 3 5 = 31 = N7 22 '.’/?' : A‘ 2
ory. Leng-boats and serpent = )ﬁ,' "X M ,
ships of the Vikings; galleys Uy M, S ),1
of ancient Greece and Rome; = /“ LI ﬁ/tﬁiéa /
warcraft of Xerxes of Persia - < /,/J/é/ & oy YO
all of them carried troops. //ﬁaﬁ,  ﬁK\®A i ' ==
. T asts i y { 318 ! =
The Saracens hit what Viinston s ,\\ 3ﬂ\;rr, L .
& 5 J I\ ' il 4 £y .
Churchill called "the soft = »R")E/)/ T [ e
underbelly of Europe" in troop = = .~ 7 ~ T e Tt

transports from Africa back in 732 A.D. Thanks to troops trans-
ports, William the Conqueror crossed the English channel, and
promoted himself from Duke of Normandy to King of England at the
Battle of Hastings in 1u66 A.D. Both lapoleon Bonaparte and Adolf
Hitler got set to profit by the examples of illiem the Conqueror,
but their troop transports never touched on a British beach.

The troop transpert is no "Johnny-come-lately" in the history




of war. The attack transpert of 1945 has a long line of disting-
uished ancestors., This APA is easily thc most distinguished of
the lot, This APA is the USS HAMPTON, a product of ths Ingalls
Shipbuilding Corporation yurds, Pascagoula, lfiss. The great gr
17,500 ton attack transport is 492 feet long, with 70 foot beam,
and 20 foot draft, Her speed is better than 20 knots. Her cruis-
ing range is 60 days, full speed ahead., The Hampton is one of the
four built by the Ingalls yards. Two of her sistcr ships slid

down the ways ahead of her, but like them, the USS Hampton can car-
ry a complete combat team of troops trained for an amphibious
operation, with all their weapons, egquipment and supplies, ready

to go 1nto battle the minute they hit the beach where she lands
them. The combat team can range from 1200 to 2200 men and officers
depending on the type of equipment is needed for the landings. Her
huge hatches and holds can receive and stow tanks, artillery,
trucks, jeeps, as easily as they can take in a liarine's seabag.,
what hits the beach is a complete armed, equipped, self-contained
unit of fighting men.

No:mally troop transports lie off shore during the preliminary
bombing and boumbardment of an enemy islend or coast. They then
move as close as possible inshore to land men, equipment, and sup-
plies, in the Higgins boats. But the AP. is so heavily armed she
can either stand offshore or move inshore and suppert her own land-
ings with a naval gunfire barrage whenevsr ncc \T'V .

Except for the engines, steam driven turbines run by fuel oil,
almost every mechanical gadget on the Hampton is clectrically op-
erated. Auwxiliary units carry on if the main electric pewer plant
fails or is damaged by encmy fire., The ship is a scething mass of
machinery., liore than 50 miles of electric wiring arc installed in
her, BShe has every scientific and mechanical bit of equipment
needed by the 1945 warship.

Nests of ngglns landing boats are lashed on the upper deck,

Some of them are huge twinscrew craft. There are no more "scram-—
ble-nets", the sagging woven rope nets lowered over the side, down
which the llarines scrambled at Guadalcanal. A series of new~type
chain and wood landing ladders line the ship. Wide companionways
lead to the decks from the troop's quarters below. Wide hatches
open to the various types of war equipment,which can be swung aloft
and lowered into landing-lighters the ship carrics.

To vetcrans femiliar with the old troop transports, the crew's
compartments are an outstanding improvement. The men sleep in can-
bunks in tiers. Junior officers have tiered bunks likewise;

senior officers have private staterooms,

The galleys have the newest cooking equipment ever dreamed by
}lﬁnn,‘k of thg kitchen of tomorrow. Tug; refrigcration compart-
ments Kecp meat, eggs, fruits, and vegetables in perfect condition
from one ocean Qbo“c to another. Bakeries turn out bread, cakes,
and pies that ask no odds of the kind "mother used to make',

The APA has its own hospital staffed with medicel officers and
corpsmen, equipped with the most modern medical, surgical and dent-
al equipment, and qualified men to use it. '

Y 38 et endorse the verdict of Commander William H. Fer-
guson, U,S,MN., commanding officer of the USS Hempton, and his stafZ?
of ship's officers, Comdr. Ferguson served lonz in New Orleans, at
Eight Naval District Headquarters, and has hundreds of friends here.

Says he of the Hempton: "She's a honey!"

She's a hh,= , all right. Honey with a boc-sting left in it. The
Japs have learned thet.
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Remarks by Commander W. H. Ferguson, USN, Commanding
Officer, U.S.S. HAMPTON (APA-115) at Commissioning
Ceremony, february 17, 1945,

Admiral Bennett, Officers and men of the U.S.S. Hampton, and
Distingu d ;LpJEJ (and among the latter I wish to especially
include ths builders of this ship):

At the risk of making a trite statement, and in spite of an

=

) i modesty, I cannot refrain from sayi g th t this is a
prou: day for me. I have coveted this assignment for many months,

A5 Sms “f my f;i nds who are present will co*i;rm, and I trust
: rt (and I speak to the officers and crew) that

sslngcnt is &s agreeable to you as it is to me,
n associated with the nucleus crew and with the
SUr Beach Platoon for only a short period; but I
sure th:at the balance of the officers and crew who arrived only
this ;J:wLLg after a hard trip of two days on a troop train will
agres wita me that those who have worked hard preparing the ship
have done a co:uanc;ul job. I am equally sure that the nucleus
cre¥ has every respect for and confidence in the ability of those
who have joinsd us fresh from training in the best training
schocls in the world,

at last officers and crew nave been fully assembled and the
ship has been placed in our custody. The schools have completed
their job; the builder has completed the ship; our work is just
beginning, We have one month cllotted to us to weld ship and
crew into an efficient fighting unit of the United States Flee
From this day onward, during our month of shaiedown and thence-—
forth, all of our ﬂtél and physical best must be devoted to
this task. The best fi ing eguipment the nation can provide
has been and will continue to be placed at our disposal; to
this add the best food; the best medical attention; and whatever
creature Com,ortg, ‘HudlbijuMEut and recreation is appropriate
aboard ship under the circumstances of war,

I would like to impre two things upon you as we mb: ELs
cruisc and I assure you that we will be a com ilﬂp 'f e

ys b » ans ''unselfishness!,
it means ”CORﬁiJJTQhLUﬂ” A2 ther fellow, it means "carry
your own share of the load" s "training yoursclf to do
your job perfectly!, it means ganliness', it means "self
" and self S it means respect for your superiors.
In short, it means j at least a gentleman, Aye: but, it means
more: it means that we are a team, each one of whose llveo depends on

S
CSoLuCell

one hundred percent coopecration from svery other member of that
team, Bf vhatever percent we fail to measure up to the term

i

shipmate", by that same percsntage will the f’*“'*nq cfficiency
the ox..]_l_.v i
Second: Be £
Does this sound inconsistent with being a shipq“ et I assure
you it is not. When the army and navy bege
1940, much influence, chiefly from civili;n sources, was exerted




to make the transition of the selectee from civilian life to
military life as painless as possible, with insistence that he
be provided with the comforts and entertainment identified with
civilian life, Such influence was exerted by those unaware of
the fact that military forces in order to be effective must
lead Spartan lives. We have to be tough if we are to win battles.
Undue emphasis must not be placed upon comforts, entertain-
ment, and recreation as if these elements were the panacea for
good morale or the antidote for poor morale. In the military
service these external aids are necessary and desirable to fill
the leisure moments of the sailor, but it should be thoroughly
understoed that by themselves they cannot create high morale,
Every great philosopher who has written about man has made known
to us that morale, like hagpiness, comes chiefly from within
ones self., External aids Bed to good morale but they cannot of
themselves produce it. The important thing to remember is that

in this war every day shall be used to a maximum to train our-
selves in our respective tasks and to feel within us that what
we are doing is a great contribution to viectory. This is what
I mezn by being tough. We have to be tough if we are to win
battles,
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THE HISTORY OF THE HAMPTOM
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A CHRONOLOGICAL LIST CF THE USS HALFTON'S OPERATIOKS.
- USS HAIFTON (APA-115) placed in
al A, C. Bennett at Pzscagoula,

18 Feb. 1945 - Underway to New Orleans, lLa. for out period,
19 Feb. I1f - In New Orleans for fit*l out p dry docking.
28 Feb. 19 - "Nuerwﬂv for 1v eXas .,
1 Ifar. 1945 - Reported to 4 on, Tex. for shakedown.
14 Mar., 1945 - Commenced post availability at dry docks.
20 M¥ar,., 1945 -~ Post shakedown ty ended; rway for Nex
Rhode Island.
- Dﬂpﬁ“twﬂ for duty as training ship at Newport, R.I., and
operated as such until L5
6 May 1945 =~ At anchor in Newport harbor a
U=bozat
7 May 1945 «~ Unde
Arrived
. 8 May 1945 -= Arrived !
C Ma Ay l=7;+5 ~ Proceeded
12 L:Y 1945 - ILre broke
,‘ 14 May 1945 - Moved ship
18 May 1945 -~ Cch* 1
19 I_(e’:‘_:’s/' lL,.';S - (¢ “u*-lu.{ d embay

Harbor, T.H.

20 May 1945 = Enroute tc Panama Ca“ 1; arrived Limon Bay 25 May and made
passage through canal same date, mooring at NCB, Balboa.,

26 May 1945 - Underway for Pearl Harbo

9 June 1945 - Arrived Pearl Harbor;

10 June to .. - Completed discharging

22 June 1945 5 days availability which
berth fer loading of carg

23 June 1945 - Completed cargo loading =
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July 1 - Apra
July 1945 - ked Navy
July 1945 - t ‘ L
10 July 1945 =< iis debarked.
11 July 1945 - for
12 July 1945 - AA firing practice £
15 1945 = | 'd hh;nyt k abeam
25 1945 ~ in ayxfimv“
26 Jul 5 1isembarking .
28 July 5 = :o";ﬁau
11 Aug. - d and or

C‘M"y

20 Eniwetok Atoll and vait ing., ;
% for Ulithi utu*-..
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Anchiored in

Ulithi Aboell and anciliorec

Ulithi Atoll,




for Samar, F

- in San Pedro Bl

- for Guiuan, and disembarked all
Se

- to San Pedro Bay for fueling,

loading cargo and troops of the 8lst Infantry
O

Underway for occu

sered Taugaru Strait and then

=

to Aomori, Japan.
= /nchored at Aomori, and commenced occupation operations,
Completed unloading of cargo,.
- Underway for Jinsen, Korea, via Buckner Buy, Ckinawa.
2d at Buckner Bay, Okinawa,
~— Underway for Jinsen, Korea.

Arrived Jinsen, Korea and commenced embarking passengers,
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