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"Here was a man (h e said as if he were addressing 
the man behind him) whose soul was seared by great 
disillusionment. We s aw him gradually weaken, not only 
from physica l exhau s tion, but also from mental anxiety. 
Warren Hard ing h a d a di r ealization that he had been 
betrayed by a few of the me n whom he had trusted, by 
men who he be lieved were his devoted friends. It was 
l ater proved in our courts of the land, that these men 
had betrayed not on y t e fri endship of their staunch 
and loyal friend, b t ~ e y had betrayed their country. 
That was the tragedy o f he l ife of Warren G. Harding." 

This paper prese ~ed to the Literary Club of 
Cincinnat i , ohio on cLober 10 , 1 9 94 by Ri chard S. 
Tuttle, Sr. 

Sources of Info on f or this Paper: 

American Her i t age ~gazine 

The Cincinnat i rer 

The Encycloped ' a r ' tann i ca 

A book titled The ~ se o f Harding 

CAL THE COUNTRY 

October 17, 1994 John McLella T J new, r. 

Th~oughout evolut 'on, our s~ecies has been 
succe~s~Qn Qf famil ies , tribes, and soc i etie s Wi~h a 
ch~ng~ng awareness abou t t heir unique place in the 
un~verse. Each culture has taken pride in the human 
ability to adapt, to prosper, and to create comfort in 
a range of habitats-- in a meadow or desert, on the 
tundra or a mounta i n t op, beneath the ocean or in 
space. We do not j us t adapt t o places or modify them 
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to ease our burdens; we transform our environments and 
in the process we stretch our capacity for new 
accomplishments. 

Tonight we will take a look at man's changing 
interaction with nature at several time periods. What 
can we learn from our earliest ancestors, from the 
native Americans who held such a reverence for the 
earth, and from the early colonists who often ravaged 
the resources and societies of the native Americans? 
Finally, what do our own family histories tell us about 
our heritage and relation to this earth? What kind of 
bonds with the earth can we create in our lives so that 
each of us may in some way return to country? 

From savanna to city 

On an East Africa savanna 8 million years ago, 
some of our earliest ancestors lived in small bands as 
hunters and gatherers; they had little technological 
mastery of their environment. Over thousands of 
generations, they developed larger brains and they 
learned to walk upright, to use tools, and to live and 
work together. They lived among the savanna's own 
conservationists--14 species of mega-sized mammals, 
including elephants and sheep who cleared brush and 
pushed back the forest. 

About 50 thousand years ago, two groups in north 
central Asia, the Mongolians and caucasians, dispersed 
geographically. Moving eastward, the Mongolians likely 
made their way into North America. Anthropologists 
speculate that this group in northern Siberia crossed a 
25-mile stretch of the Bering Strait to the Seward 
Peninsula. Land migrations continued southward over 
the millennia through the corridors created by the 
recession of glaciers near the end of the ice age (5). 

Paleolithic man's presence in North America was 
most evident in the far southwest where stone artifacts 
were found closely associated with the bones of large 
mammals that date up to 40 thousand years ago. The 
limitations of the hunting-gathering life, which kept 
early man in check for about 3 million years, vanished 
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when the first agriculturalists emerged. From that 
. t cultures changed as settlements expanded, p01n , . 1 

divisions o f labor began, and technologlca 
capabilities i ncreased. 

consider ing langu age as a m7asure of :esident~al 
stability, the wide- s cale migratlon of natlve Amerlcans 
on this continent p robably ceased thousands of years 
before the Europeans di scovered the new world. 
Ethnologists report tha t 18 basic languages were spoken 
across the entire Nor t h American continent in 1492. 
The most widespread of the native linguistic stocks was 
the Algonquin, whose terri tories extended from the 
eastern coastline to the Rock ies and from the Hudson 
Bay to Tennessee. One native American group, the 
Iroquois, consisted of five nations who were renowned 
for their political astuteness and military 
aggression(6}. Two of thes e nations included the 
Cherokee, the largest tribe of all the Iroquois, and 
the Tuscarora, both of North Carolina. I mention this 
part of the country because North carolina represents 
the geographic roots of my a ncestral family. 

After the arriva l of the Europeans, most of the 
native Americans north of Mexico eventually were 
displaced or killed by epidemics and warfare. Because 
of the sparsity of nativ e Americans and their 
particular social organization, Europeans justified 
their opportunity t o rapidly supplant the native 
American cultures with thei r own culture across the 
fron~ier. In that ~a l a itous period, the native 
Amerlcans suffered l mmensely . The ravaging of their 
lands dealt another severe blow to these people who 
held such a sacred regard for the earth. 

The country fe l l into t h e hands of the European 
settler~ who often looked upon the land as a 
possesslon,.a resource t o be plundered in the quest for 
~ersonal ga1n and comfo~t. One of the European origins 
ln the New World began l n 1606 when King James I 
chartered a company f or the colonization of Virginia. 
Two groups of colon i sts divided the entire North 
Atlantic seacoast--roughly the area between Nova scotia 
and the southern boundary of North Carolina (7). Large 
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plantations soon prospered along the estuaries of the 
tidewater region. As cities emerged along the eastern 
coast, a shipping industry developed based largely on a 
work force of bonded servants and convicts. Fields 
were cleared for planting tobacco, a crop native to the 
tidewater, and Virginia tobacco soon captured a huge 
following in Europe (6). 

By the mid-17th century, the society of tidewater 
Virginia saw the need for expansion into the great 
Appalachian valley and the interior of the Carolinas. 
The industrious farmers of this valley became so 
successful that the region became the first granary of 
America. Another group, the scotch-Irish who settled 
the Carolinas, did not band together to form efficient 
communities. Rather, they tended to value 
individualism and scattered as widely as the native 
Americans would allow. The Scotch-Irish had a 
tremendous need for space and felt crowded when a 
neighbor was as close as five miles. Their passion to 
be on the move stirred an intense hunger for land, 
always more land. For them, the best land was never 
beneath their feet but just beyond the horizon. They 
were a militant people, a fine physical stock, quick to 
learn from the native Americans, and soon had superior 
skills in border warfare. These settlers were at the 
cutting edge of the frontier all the way to the 
Pacific. Some of these southward moving people 
included a large number of outlaws and ne-er-do-wells 
who gave an unsavory reputation to the interior, 
particularly in North Carolina (8). 

The native Americans' reverence for the earth was 
not held by most early European settlers. Later, in 
the 1800s, the noble reply of Chief Seattle to the 
American government's offer to purchase tribal land 
fell on uncomprehending ears. Listen how his prophetic 
words retain their power and relevance today. 

How can you buy or sell the sky, the warmth 
of the land? If we do not own the freshness 
of the air and the sparkle of the water, how 
can you buy them? 
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Every part of this earth is sacred to my 
people . Every shiny pine needle, every sandy 
shore~ every mist in the dark woods, every 
clearlng, and every humming insect is holy in 
the me~ory and experience of my people. The 
sap whlch courses through the trees carries 
the memories of the red man. So when the 
Great Chi ef in Washington sends ~ord that he 
wishes to buy our land, he asks much of us. 

This we k now: All things are connected. 
Whatever befalls the earth befalls the sons 
of the earth . Man did not weave the web of 
life; he is merel y a strand in it. Whatever 
he does t o the web , he does to himself. 

One thing we know , which the white man may 
one day di scover--our God is the same God. 
You may t hi k that you own Him as you wish to 
own our l andi but you cannot. 

He is the God of man; and his compassion is 
equal for the red man and the white. This 
earth is precious to Him and to harm the 
earth is to heap contempt on its Creator. 
The whites too shal l pass; perhaps sooner 
than all other tribes. continue to 
contaminate your bed, and you will one night 
suffocate i your own waste. 

One family's heritage: from frontier to farm 

The highland Scotch clans, who settled much of the 
Cape Fear Valley in North Carolina, were deeply 
religious and devoted to family and land. The Tew 
family traces its lineage to Northwest Oxfordshire in 
England. The notorious Captain Thomas Tew, a pirate of 
the New England Coast, was grandson of Richard Tew, one 
of the first settlers of Rhode Island. Captain Tew was 
commissioned as a privateer by the governors of 
Massachusetts, New York, and Rhode Island. He died a 
violent death off the shoals of Hatteras in 1695. 
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Daniel Tew arrived in Princess Ann county Virginia 
in 1705 and later claimed 450 acres of land in the 
Chowan precinct of tidewater North Carolina. william 
Henry Tew, born in 1828, became a foot soldier in the 
civil War and fought with North Carolina's legendary 
51st Regiment. After the war in 1868, he returned to 
the farm in North Carolina to marry Catherine McLellan 
(of a local Scottish clan) on his Cumberland county 
farm near the mouth of the Cape Fear River. The 
merging of English and good scottish blood brought 
stability to the ancestors. Their son and my 
grandfather, James Alexander Tew, was born in 1869. In 
1897, he married Sarah Margaret Lucas. 

Like most southern families, the Tew family had 
strong bonds to the land. My father and mother moved 
into the farmhouse with my grandparents after their 
marriage. My sister and I lived in the farmhouse-
three generations together--until our grandparents 
deaths within 3 months of one another in 1945. My 
father ran the farm with my mother as his number one 
assistant. Most everything we needed came from the 
land. 

My earliest and most vivid memories took place on 
the farm. I remember riding in a two-wheel rig hitched 
to a pony named Ginger with my grandfather, Mr. Jimmy. 
He was a self-educated man just 65 inches tall and 
weighing only 140 pounds. We rode through the field to 
inspect a distant forest fire that appeared to be 
burning unchecked. Soon, we saw that the tenant 
farmers were burning the woods to control underbrush 
and to provide an opening for animals to graze the 
fresh grass, which would flourish after the winter 
thaw. This was my first exposure to forest control. I 
recall the intensity of the torrid flames and the 
animals and birds scurrying frantically to escape the 
leaping fire. 

For most people in the South, history is contained 
in the land and our families. with the exception of a 
major event like the War for Southern Independence, 
much of history marched past the Southern farmers 
without their awareness (4). What was important was 
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what happened to the people you knew in your neck of 
the woods. I was always fascinated by the stories that 
Mr. Jimmy told about the "o l d timer" days when the 
Yankees came through, led by that "devil himself" 
Sherman who burned the field s and houses and 
commandeered the animals and food products. 
Fortunately, our house was spared, apparently because 
General Johnston fought his last retreating battle 
across the river at Averysboro, just before General Lee 
surrendered at Appomattox . 

A second major event coloring the Southern 
experience was the Great Depression of the 1930s, a 
threatening time for farmers because of bank 
foreclosures and co llapse of markets for most farm 
products. Our farm was prosperous in carolina tobacco
country terms. Altho gh we were not poor by the 
standards of the day, he farm had no electricity, 
indoor plumbing, or machinery . Our ice was delivered 
on Saturday morning in lOO -pound slabs. EVen our 
newspapers found other uses . For example, we used to 
store back issues of the Progressive Farmer in the 
outhouse in case the rol l of tissue (only two sheets 
per visit) did not las the month. The election of Mr. 
Roosevelt and his New Deal bolstered our hopes that the 
farm could be saved. Thereafter, my family was 
dedicated to the party and we have never even mentioned 
voting anything other than a straight Democratic 
ticket. 

In fact, land wa s so important to our family that 
if often became a touchy subject. What riled my 
grandfather (known for his fiery scottish temper) was 
talk of selling any part of the farm, that is, breaking 
that bond with the land, or spending money. Most 
everything we had came from the farm. I'll never 
forget the argument that my father provoked when he 
wanted to buy the first tractor to increase farm 
productivity. My grandfather could not imagine buying 
gasoline for some mechanical contraption when there 
were ten good mules in the barn, a loft full of corn, 
hay and fodder, and plenty of grass in t h e pasture. 
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My dad told of an even greater uproar that 
occurred when he bought the farm's first automobile. 
The road to town, Linden Road, was barely more than one 
lane and semi-improved; that is, drainage ditches were 
on the side and cars could pass at certain widened 
areas like the entrance to a farmhouse or cemetery. 
The road was not paved until my father and other 
farmers campaigned hard for Kerr Scott, an Alamance 
county farmer from Haw River. He was elected governor 
in 1960, largely on the promise to improve,every farm 
road in North Carolina. I was never sure If he kept 
his word, but our road was paved right up to the 
entrance to our farm. There it abruptly ended, a 
memorable testimony, for me, to the benefits of 
political activism. 

The Rural Electrification Program brought electric 
power to the country in the early 1950s. However, this 
was after I had already left home for the local junior 
college where I was thrilled that every hall had 
showers. Previously, our bathing was often standing 
under a catchment rain barrel after a dusty, summer day 
in the field. A special treat was a late afternoon 
swim in the river that we reached by mule, taking a 
short detour in the journey home at the day's end. I 
recall riding bareback and occasionally trying to force 
the big roan into a lope, which was an awkward trot so 
bouncy you had to dig your heals in real tight to hang 
on. 

I started plowing the soil when I was five years 
old. To tend a crop, you walked behind the mule and 
plowed. The mule knew the route so well that I just 
walked behind and supported the plow as it turned the 
cool dirt over the grass and lapped against the base of 
the cotton plants. The mule would tUrn around at the 
end of the row and come right back--except when the 
noon bell rang. Then he would turn and head straight 
for the house where the feed bag was waiting. 

Frequently, my grandma would read or tell stories. 
Like other southern women, she was a pillar of 
influence in our family. I recollect my grandmother as 
a saintly woman. She had a wonderfully gentle face 
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that was framed by a mane of deep black hair tied back 
neatly in a bun. She was endlessly patient, k~nd, and 
hard working. She loved to read and teach, WhlCh was 
necessarily limited to Sunday School and "wo~en of the 
church" activities. She spent most of her tlme 
cooking, cleaning, and washing the laundry out back in 
a big black pot with fire underneath it. Using a broom 
handle, she would stir the water concoction containing 
lye soap, long johns, overalls, and denim shirts. The 
white things required special treatment on a corrugated 
board to cut the heavy stains from collars and sleeves 
(9) • 

Despite her apparently indestructible vitality, . 
grandma became short of breath, perhaps from exhaustlon 
or heart dropsy . She s uddenly died, striking a blow to 
the heart of our entire family. Mr. Jimmy never 
overcame her death; he lost interest in the land and 
stopped telling stories. He died 3 months later of a 
broken heart. 

As for the farm, it remains in my family today. 
My father lived there throughout his 81 years. Now, 
the land is under the watchfu l eyes of my mother who 
regularly complains about the new farming techniques 
that are not in synch with the way Papa nurtured the 
earth. I always regretted that my grandparents did not 
live to witness the preservation of the farm and the 
subsequent improvements. On the other hand, I am not 
sure that they would relish the running water, in-home 
electricity, or the te ephones and television, which 
inhibit storytelling and good reading times. Now you 
understand my connection to the country. 

Is this land sacred? 

For most of us, this type of living is gone 
forever. Many people are sentimental about it and some 
of the best novels in American literature describe 
no~talgica~ly the rural society of days past. James 
Whltcomb Rlley recorded Hoosier child-life in verse. 
Thomas Wolfe dramatized the difficulty of returning to 
the country home. And recently, Kentuckian Wendell 
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In the last half of the 20th century, America's 
country has been under siege. Most attacks are 
blatant. In the northeastern United states, tens of 
millions of acres of wilderness in New York, Vermont, 
New Hampshire, and Maine are being bulldozed for 
development. North America's most famous savanna 
landscape is the bluegrass country of Kentucky. Here, 
half of Fayette County around Lexington, the region's 
hub, has been dispensed for urban services. 

During a recent drive to North Carolina, my wife 
Susan and I were distressed with the nearly continuous 
habitation along "Toyota alley". The landscape, 
blanketed with verdant bluegrass, was covered by 
billboards hawking factory outlets, truck stops, and 
Dollywood. Our senses were so assaulted that we 
decided to detour to the back roads where surely 
country values and a respect for the beauty of nature 
would be preserved. Regretfully, here the rape of the 
countryside was even worse. Most towns were piteously 
reduced to old, abandoned stores and homes. Beyond 
them, for miles on either side, were strip malls, 
unkempt houses, and mobile homes sitting on cinder 
blocks. Farms, now subdivided into minifarms, are 
surrounded by cars, trucks, and Harleys in various 
states of disrepair. The larger plots contain hundreds 
of metal corpses manufactured by the automotive robots 
along 1-75. Are our scenic hillside only storage sites 
for rusting cars? Many of us are well acquainted with 
the desecration of the landscape of West Virginia where 
the state flower is the satellite dish and rusting 
carcasses and strip mines cover the mountains. 

According to the Census Bureau, America will 
complete its growth over the next 50 years, reaching a 
population of 300 million. At this point, experts 
predict that the population will begin to decline. 
Most of the future population will live in urban 
surroundings within 100 miles of a major shoreline: 
the Atlantic Ocean, Pacific Ocean, or one of the Great 
Lakes (3). The lasting shape of these surroundings 



70 

will largely be determined by our thousands of short
term decisions that we will make during the next 30 
years. How can we ensure that our fully grown America 
will continue to prov ide the kind of richly varied and 
nurturing experiences that our children and 
grandchildren will always need? 

An individual's return to the country 

Many of us are actively seeking our own return to 
the country. Wendell Berry describes three types of 
conservation. The first is the preservation of places 
that are grandly wild, scenic, or in some way 
spectacular. The second is the conservation of natural 
resources, like soil, water, timber, or minerals. The 
third is industr ial trouble-shooting; that is, the 
attempt to limit, stop, or remedy the most flagrant 
abuses of the industrial system. Berry claims that all 
three kinds of conservat ion are inadequate (2). 

We can all identify the many current forms of 
environmental destruction. For example, in the Grand 
Canyon, white haze drifts in from coal-fired electric 
plants 80 miles away and washes out the famous vista of 
striking reds, purples, browns, and grays. Smog 
generated 400 miles away in Los Angeles drifts into the 
canyon, causing loss of color and contrast to the 
different rock layers. In North Carolina, acid rain 
delivered by clouds from Pittsburgh, Cincinnati, and 
columbus is ki lling the evergreens on the peaks of 
Grandfather Mountain. This far -flung pollution, called 
regional haze, poses a nat ional problem. Visibility 
has been reduced from 30 to 15 miles. A continuous 
smog layer now blankets the eastern corridor of the 
united states. 

Our ecologic crisis understandably causes much 
anxiety. Yet, we typically focu s our attention on 
exceptiona l cases. We are outraged at catastrophic 
events like the oil spills in Alaska, or the 
destruction of the South American and Chinese forests. 
In fact, our earth suffers more from our small daily 
abuses. Can we think about h ow we effect the 
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disintegration of the planet? For all our efforts, our 
water, forests, farms, and grasslands are being 
depleted. Animals, plants, and minerals are threatened 
with extinction by pervasive poisons and debris. 

Many concerned people agree that focusing solely 
on public policy will not preserve our country. We 
cannot look only to organizations, special agencies, or 
politicians for solutions. We must hold ourselves 
responsible. Individuals, families, and local 
communities must unite and work for change. 

When we speak of environment or ecosystems, we 
need to realize that these are parts of our own being. 
All things are precious to our Creator: the earth, 
sky, rivers, forests, farms, meadows, and all ~iving 
creatures. We must cease our harmful consumptlon of 
the earth's resources and establish a more harmonious 
relationship with our environment. How can we create 
such a relationship? Berry explains that we are 
connected to the earth by good work. He characterizes 
good work as modesty of scale, artistic quality, and 
religious humility (2). 

Why have we, seen by many as a religious nation, 
folded our hands while so much of the work of God has 
been destroyed? Some religions, like Buddhism, 
certainly guide us toward a right respect for the 
natural world and our connection to human beings and 
creatures. Judeo-Christian teachings do the same, 
making it clear that our future stems not from our 
religious views but from our culture's depravity. How 
can we reverse this cycle of destruction? 

The typical national and state parks are places of 
inspiring beauty to which our citizens are increasingly 
drawn. However, most of us are oblivious to the need 
for a national prairie while we whiz past Kansas and 
Iowa on our way to the Tetons. Although farmland 
generally contributes no inspiration for parks, there 
are some notable exceptions. Our cincinnati Nature 
center is preserving the Long Branch cattle farm. The 
Gorman Homestead in Evendale, which is a primitive 
sheep farm that has remained in one family for more 
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than 150 years, is one of the last working farms in 
Hamilton county. The Durrell Edge of Appalachia 
Preserve in Adams county has become one of the largest 
protected prairies in the Eastern united states. 

More people are needed like Bill and Ann Burleigh 
who are doing their part by restoring the natural 
grasses on a farm up river from Rabbit Hash. Each of 
us can be an inspiration like the Burleighs as we 
strive to restore our place in nature. Here are some 
suggestions. Choose a sweet spot and make it your own 
nurturing site. Explore your neighborhood and acquaint 
yourself with the natural life that resides there. 
Spend time regularly at the nearest forest, farm, 
mountain, or other natura l area and commit yourself to 
improving it. In the process, you will find that you 
improve yourself, as well as gain a personal experience 
of your place in the sacred web of life. 

I am sympathetic to Wendell Berry's and Mr. 
Jimmy's desire to return to the old rural order. 
However, I doubt that we realistically can abandon our 
tractors in favor of a good draft mule, renounce global 
policies, or focus only on our own communities. For 
better or for worse, technology has given us the 
tractor and the global food market relies upon the 
productivity levels made possible. Similarly, advances 
in television, telecommunicat ions, air travel, and 
economic policies have made us aware that we are all 
members of a global family. There can be no choice for 
the future, but to acknowledge these realities and act 
accordingly. As members of the strongest, most 
generous, and productive nation in the world, we must 
heighten our global consciousness. We must increase 
awareness of the environmental consequences of our 
actions and of our patterns of consumption. We must 
change our behavior whenever it degrades the natural 
world. 

By acting responsibly, as individuals and 
together, we can maintain that balance Chief Seattle 
expressed. For this we know, "All things are 
connected. Whatever befalls the earth befalls the sons 
of the earth. Man did not weave the web of life; he is 



73 

d ' 't Whatever he does to the web, he 
merely a stran ln 1 . 

does to himself." 

So what is the concluding question. What is our 
conn~ction, our responsibility to the land? Although 
it differs for each one of us, we ~11 share a 
responsibility to restore balance ln our sacred 

country. 

1. 
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