
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





A MAN CALLED NASH:

THE MEMOIRS OF EUGENE L. SCRUGGS

Written by Eugene L. Scruggs

Compiled by Deborah Scruggs-Cox
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story of Professor W.E. “Willie” Nash and his wife Willa, is told
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historical references exhibiting the struggles faced by Professor
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Deborah Scruggs-Cox has brought to light the
manuscript of her father, Eugene L. Scruggs. She has added
additional facts and pictures making it possible for all to
enjoy.

 


…This books is an inspiration and should be required
reading for all school age children in McMinn County. This book and
the life of Professor Nash deserve national recognition and I pray
that someday it will be in all the bookstores nationwide.

Rozetta Mowery, Author, “Tragedy in
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Foreword

 


My purpose for publishing a second edition of a “Man
Called Nash” is due to the fact that I have acquired additional
information since the first publication was printed in June 2008. I
have sought to add additional facts and photos, so that one might
be able to visualize and learn more about this great man and
educator in regards to another period of his life and the things
that were happening during this time that wasn’t known in the First
Edition. This man was a pioneer who blazed the trail of education
and refused to accept things the way that they were at the time; as
the norm. He accomplished many things throughout his lifetime and
implemented many programs. Such as… an on-the-job training program
which was later implemented state-wide and a bus program, etc.,
Professor Nash's legacy laid the groundwork for academic greatness
and opened the door for many who came after him, to be able to
achieve their academic goals as he did. As a young boy who enrolled
in Elementary school at the age of 17, he refused to be deterred,
or allow anything to stand in the way of obtaining his quest for an
education. He set out on a journey that was rocky and tumultuous
but eventually landed him in the field amongst the greatest of
literary giants in academics.
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Deborah Scruggs-Cox
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Author

 


My father, Eugene L. Scruggs, was a native of
the Lane Town Community in Niota, Tennessee. He was born, raised,
and left an indelible mark as a “self-taught” intellectual,
historian, writer, farmer, horticulturist, author, et al., and
above all a “friend to man.” He was a veteran of World War II and
the Korean War, serving in the United States Air Force, and the
Army, both into which he was drafted. Afterwards, he settled on the
family farm with his wife, Ora, and retired from the Tennessee
Valley Authority after 28 years of dedicated service.

He was a son of the late Annabelle and Caggie
C. Scruggs Sr.; he was born into a family of 11 siblings. His
surviving siblings are Virginia Wynn, Imogene Looney, Elizabeth
Harris and the Rev. Caggie Scruggs Jr. He leaves behind to cherish
his memory a loving wife, Ora Scruggs, and nine children: Elaine
McCowan, Marcus Scruggs, the late Gregory Scruggs, Robin Smith,
Callen Scruggs, Deborah Scruggs-Cox, Lenoir McCowan, Mary Elizabeth
Scudder and Stevie Sharpe. At age 11, he graduated from Lane Town
Elementary School, which is located outside Niota. Eleven was an
early age to graduate from the eighth grade, but it would be the
end of his early schooling as work on the family farm called. His
formal schooling had to be set aside, but his informal education
never stopped. He took a college entrance exam, passed it and
enrolled and took classes at the University Of Alaska. All of his
children had the opportunity to attend college and he also put two
of his sisters, one of whom is a retired teacher in the Knox County
School System, through college, as well. He also ensured that 20 of
the kids in McMinn and Monroe counties were able to go to college,
by filling out and applying for various grants and scholarships for
them.

His modesty and humility is the hallmark of
his life. It embodied all that he was. He was a man of “community.”
His poems, and especially this book, became his “Magnum Opus” — his
greatest achievement.

On June 22, 2002, our father passed away, and
the work that he started was passed on. However, I, Deborah
Scruggs-Cox, his daughter, have since acquired and incorporated
some additional information, facts, and photos since the first
edition in order to finalize and bring this book to completion.

 


 


Deborah Scruggs-Cox

November 2010


 In
Memory of Pastor Gregory A. Scruggs

 


Son of Eugene L. Scruggs
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September 19, 1959 - December 27,
2007

 


Many people have been blessed to have been
graced by his powerful, positive presence. So vital a person was
he, and so much did he vitalize anyone in his company. He was an
electrifying life that, thank goodness, left a spark in each whose
life brushed against his for even a few moments. He helped light
the way and influence and help others along their journey. He was a
warm, wonderful, joyful, and sharing person. He infused the lives
of many people and had a lasting impact on them. What a gift his
life bestowed upon so many. He embodied personal power
magnificently, he encouraged others to find their own—to go beyond
their shyness, to reach out for a helping hand, or to lend support
to others, preferably both. We are grateful for the gift that his
life managed to grant hundreds, thousands, perhaps more.

We will continue to honor his memory by
sharing his message as best we can. In some way, he will be able to
continue to touch the lives of strangers. He was wise, kind,
strong, and good; he was a gift from God!

 


The family of Pastor Gregory A. Scruggs

 Ingram’s Family Tree
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Family Tree of Dr. Ingram, Father of W.E. Nash


 W.E. NASH’S FAMILY TREE

 


Doctor Ingram (Slave Master)

6 Children (Slaves)

 


1. Hester Ingram

2. Van Buren Ingram

3. Jane Ingram

4. Anderson Ingram

5. Abram Ingram

6. William Ingram

 


Thomas Ingram (Slave Master)

Linda Nash (Slave)

 


5 Children:

1. W.E. “Willie” Nash

2. Sam Nash

3. Robert Nash

4. Janie Nash

5. Mary Nash


Introduction

A MAN CALLED NASH:

HIS TRIALS AND
TRIBULATIONS

 


As I started to write about this great
man—this great educator…..his base-born heritage….his humble
birth…his trials and tribulations—I felt that I had launched myself
into dark’s ignorance: Out onto a sea of uncharted waters; riding
it like a cork. And bobbing about on its crest, with nothing more
to keep me afloat than a worm-eaten canoe, and a broken-shipped
literary oar.

I readily profess, but do not apologize for
not being more erudite and literate in this endeavor, or for
lacking journalistic skill and its acumen. Too, I shall readily
plead guilty for conjuring up, or fostering, this burning ambition
to record this great man’s name, his trials and tribulations, that
they ever live in perpetuity.

In the classroom, the community, the church –
he was the rock on whom all leaned. For bright and indigent
students who desired to take their education to the next level, but
lacked tuitional wherewithal, he saw they received
scholarships.

He was a Virginian, yes, but moving to Athens
in 1921 did not deter his civic-mindedness a whit! He launched
himself into its community affairs and melded himself not only into
Athens proper, but into all those in the outlying hamlets in the
county, and on into all adjoining counties.

But, to reiterate, aspiring literary
pygmies—however novice their skill and even when wandering through
a forest peopled with literary giants – they, too, have their egos
and ambitions. These attributes may be quelled, yes, but not
quenched. They were the spurs which goaded me into undertaking this
ambitious enterprise.

A few years ago, I came to know Prof. W.E.
Nash, a man of humblest birth, base-born, and mudsill-ridden, a
place where the more holy-than-thou had placed him by virtue of
same, which was no fault of his at all.

I, too, came of humble birth. But, unlike
him, I did have a father in the home and was not base-born. Nash
refused to remain on the mudsill of society, though he had neither
chance nor recourse to the plentitude of food and other sundry
things pertinent to a well-rounded childhood. He emerged into a
world of extreme poverty, born on a pallet placed in the corner of
the kitchen floor.

Here, I lay no claim or assertion as being a
peer among the giants of literary accomplishment. For, like the man
whom I purport here to write about, I am but an humble pygmy
struggling among the world’s giant towers of literary
achievers.

Having known this great man for most of my
life I learned of his life’s struggles – and how, like the Phoenix,
he arose from the ashes of direst poverty and ignorance to soar
among the lofty mountainous peaks and crags in pursuit of
educational enlightenment. It was a man’s life story worthy of
being told, and I’ve set it down just as he told it to me.

 


Eugene L. Scruggs


 



Chapter 1
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1887—Reconstruction/Post-Slavery Era

 


Lunenburg County, Virginia

Birthplace of W.E. Nash
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In the post-slavery period and its
Reconstruction era, in a log cabin couched somewhere on the
sloped-foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountain’s towering peaks, there
lived a woman who was young in years but was old and stooped from
the laborious demands of slavery.

Her name was Ellen and she was to become the
matriarch of the Nash clan. Ellen was black, as all slaves were.
Even if there was so little as 1/32nd of African blood
coursing through their veins, they were still black! She, having
taken the name of her master, Nash, at the end to slavery passed it
on to her children.

During the time of slavery and on into the
Reconstruction period, Ellen was the cook. This art she learned at
her mother’s knee, although her mother’s name is no longer
remembered. It is no little wonder that Ellen became the cook when
her mother’s infirms no longer permitted her to carry on her “Big
House” duties.

The food which Ellen cooked was for the
master and his family. There were few crumbs, if any, that ever
found their way into the stomachs of Ellen’s family.

Yes, Emancipation, Jubilee—or whatever the
slaves called it—was glorious! But, it carried a hell of a price.
And that price was: RESPONSIBILITY! Responsibility for the welfare
of one’s self, whereas, in the other life, it was the Ole Master’s
responsibility to care for his stock, as slaves were called; a
classification with horses and cows.

Oh, don’t misunderstand me—foraging for
edible roots, nuts and wild greens was common. The creeks and
brooks of any size were ever gorged with hooks, lines, sinkers, and
bare feet galore, forcing them to yield their fish, turtles,
crayfish, and their watercress. These hungry souls lived off the
land, consuming edibles with names known only to these
ex-slaves.

No, the Almighty extended no dispensation
from poverty to these newly-freed slaves for He visited His furies
of hunger and deprivation, seemingly without mercy, upon them. And
yet, this newfound freedom which they had gave them desire and will
of iron to persevere—even if they found themselves out of one hell
and into another one that was foreign and unfamiliar in its
demands. They continued to persevere.

At night, after a hard day’s work in the
kitchen—in my mind’s eye I cannot only see but hear as well—Ellen’s
voice as her family sat around the old fieldstone fireplace, with
pine cones burning and crackling it is maw; reminiscing over the
good times, the bad times, and those that were indifferent. She
must have recalled how it was during all those years of her
enslavement, as she passed from one master’s hand to the next as
she was sold or bartered away, a chattel, like a head of cattle,
going each time with greater trepidation than the time before.

Ellen had five children, the eldest, Linda,
obtained a job working as a cleaning woman for a white Doctor
Ingram. Linda, at age 11, and the good doctor became intimately
involved. Consequent to this, Linda conceived a child and gave
birth on a pallet in the corner of the cabin’s dirt kitchen
floor.

This was 1887, July 10 – and Linda was but 12
years of age. She named the child William Edward Nash. He was a
mulatto – a biracial child, conceived and born in violation of the
Commonwealth of Virginia’s law of miscegenation. He was to sire
another child by Linda – a girl named Janie. William Edward came to
be known as Willie; Little Willie, because he had an uncle named
Big Willie.

It seemed that hard times took a special
interest in the Nash family; it dogged and gnashed their heels with
gleeful abandonment with every step they took. Then, in 1893 – this
was the year Willie turned six – the old matriarch died.
Compounding this sorrowful and tragic time, Linda, his mother, was
suddenly taken ill and there was not a scrap of food in the
house.

Willie, being the oldest, was a desperate
six-year-old. He canvassed the entire black community, asking,
almost tearfully of each house he visited if they could spare a
little corn meal to cook. Everyone turned him down.

With day waning, and pangs of hunger gnawing
at his stomach, he remembered a white bootlegger living a mile or
so up the road from their cabin, and set off in that direction
carrying his small sack tucked beneath his arm.

Even at the tender age of six, he was
well-schooled in Southern protocol. He knew that a black did not
march boldly up to the front door of a white’s house. Even the
black cooks went to the back door—and they worked there!

Circling the house, Willie went to the rear
door with dread and fear dogging his steps. Fear spawned from all
of the day’s rejections made him wonder if this, too, would be
another one. Would he once again be turned away with an empty sack?
Would he return to their mean, drafty and foodless cabin
empty-handed, to face his mother and brother and sisters? None of
them had eaten in three days.

Forcing himself to rap on the door, not only
gently, but tremulously, he knew that his mother never rapped
loudly on a white’s door so he sought to emulate her gentle knock.
This, too, was a well-schooled lesson in Southern protocol, which
he’s learned at his mother’s knee. For, during the 1890s, blacks
approached a white man with subservience if they wanted a
favor.

After a while the bootlegger came to the
door, no doubt he expected to see a grown-up—perhaps one of his
customers—for he looked far over the head of the six-year-old.
Finally looking down, he discovered that it was only a child.

“What do you want, boy?” he asked. His name
was Walter Swerltop.

Willie’s hunger, overpowering white
intimidation, found his voice, and said, “Mister, my grandmother
just died and my mother is sick, and my brother and sisters have
not eaten in three days—would you let me have a little corn meal? I
will work to pay for it.” This story touched the bootlegger, for he
said, “Come in heah, boy.”

Willie followed Mr. Swerltop into the kitchen
where he stood and watched as the man filled his sack with corn
meal and reached overhead, where hanging from the rafter was a
large slab of side meat. From this he cut off a large chunk and
crammed it into the sack alongside the corn meal. Handing it to
Willie, he said, “Heah, take this home, boy.” This was all Willie
could carry and he could hardly wait to get home.

The Almighty moves in mysterious ways. Often
His movements are through a sinner; a questionable medium, a very
strange conduit, for sure. Yes, one that had been looked down upon
by the holier-than-thou in the community. This time, He chose to
use a bootlegger –a seller of illegal spirits, a Mr. Swerltop, the
pariah of this little moral-minded community. Not one of the lying
professers of faith in Him, did He choose.

That night, tucked away in a bower of scrubby
oaks, nestling on the crest of a small hillside, there was much
feasting and joy inside the Nash’s little hip-slanted, one-room log
cabin.

There were no halcyon days for Willie; he had
no childhood. That is, a childhood as more are wont to remember
after they’ve grown old. Like the old swimming hole, with the rope
hanging from a nearby tree limb, remembered romps across the
meadows, and through the woods. No! None of these things were for
him. His youth was spent in fields and forests at hard,
back-breaking labor.

At the age of eight, Willie began working
alongside his mother. His pay? Vittles and a new outfit once a
year. He labored just as his mother labored: Dragging brush and
heaping it into piles for the burning. These tree limbs were burned
for their ashes and, later, these ashes would be used as a
fertilizer for the corn and tobacco fields.

Willie worked at this particular job until he
reached his 12th birthday, at which time he left his mother’s side
in the woods and went to live with his aunt. Upon his arrival, he
acquired a job working for a farmer by the name of Hopson. His pay
was $12 a year.

While living with his aunt, the opportunity
to attend school came about. Willie had never attended a day of
school in his life, but his schooling proved to be a short-lived
adventure because a white farmer by the name of Johnny Bagley
wanted him to quit and come back and work for him. Under the
circumstances, he had no choice but to do so because Bagley had
hired his mother. As an added incentive, Mr. Bagley told Willie’s
uncle if he would persuade Willie to return, he would give him Ole
Kate (an old ’possum dog past her prime with a large knot on her
head). Therefore, Willie attended school for only seven days. And,
once more, he joined his mother in the woods, pulling and tugging
brush, and putting it onto piles for the burning.


 Chapter
2
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1905—The Beginning

of the Journey to Thyne
Institute

 


In 1904, while enroute to Blackstone,
Virginia, with a wagon full of furniture drawn by a three-mule
team, Willie’s route coursed alongside Blackstone Academy, an
all-white military school. The students were recessing for the
Christmas holidays.

As he observed these children gamboling and
horse-playing on the campus, he made himself a solemn promise; That
come next school term, he would be in school! He would be in school
somewhere, just as his mother wanted him to be.

The day he made that vow he was six months
shy of his seventeenth birthday. He commenced to make plans from
that moment on, saving every nickel he could earn or lay hands on.
All went into his secret kitty to pay for his education at Thyne
Institute.

The summer of 1905 came and it was not long
before September and fall graced the valleys and oak-stippled hills
of Lunenburg County, Virginia. The surrounding peaks were the first
to herald the coming of autumn. Day by day, their crenellated
slopes took on the shaded touch of Master Fall’s artistic brush.
Colors ran the spectrum! Maple shades ran from pale yellow through
all the subtle tints of pink and red. The sumacs, clinging by their
root’s fingernails on the steepest crests, set the mountains aflame
with their bright and fiery-red leaves.

As Willie stood in the cabin’s yard he looked
toward the peaks and knew that this transmigration to the colors of
the hills heralded not only change to the season, but change for
him as well. It was time for him to prepare to leave.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/70597
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_b411a85084ffaa4f5be6912449ab24d4_qqHsNu_html_m77235a45.png





tmp_b411a85084ffaa4f5be6912449ab24d4_qqHsNu_html_m558ffaef.png





tmp_b411a85084ffaa4f5be6912449ab24d4_qqHsNu_html_m71330fe6.jpg





tmp_b411a85084ffaa4f5be6912449ab24d4_qqHsNu_html_m106a952f.png





tmp_b411a85084ffaa4f5be6912449ab24d4_qqHsNu_html_mc9ce7d1.jpg
L Sed Sranrtis O






tmp_b411a85084ffaa4f5be6912449ab24d4_qqHsNu_html_m7a23d59a.jpg





cover.jpg
} .4  AManCalled Nash
' The Memoirs of Eugene L. Scruggs

-
iy
it 9

0
’ ‘ Written By Eugene L. Scruggs

' 4 Compiled by Deborah Scruggs-Cox

4
K

2nd Edition






