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Annual Meeting May 12th





The annual meeting of the Arnhart Cemetery Association will be held on Saturday, May 12, 2001 at the Crabtree Community Building. A potluck lunch will be served starting at 12:00 noon followed by a brief business meeting. The Crabtree Community Building is located about 9 miles West of Clinton, AR on State Highway #16 on the left side of the road traveling west.





Board of Directors





President		Secretary-Treasurer


Thomas W. Arnhart	Lucille Mulkern





Board of Directors


Jim McCutcheon 	Position #1 Term expires 2003


Karen Piazza 		Position #2 Term expires 2002


Thomas S. Arnhart 	Position #3 Term expires 2001





Association Membership for the year 2000





Congratulations to our Year 2000 Members:





Lieta Gibby Troutman


Henry (Hank) Arnhart


Sammie Armstrong


Ollie Belle Koone


Christine Autry


Bobie Pike


Norma & Joe McAtee


Elvie McAtee


Shirley Moss


Karen Piazza


Lindon & Vera Jacobs


Lisa Lott


David & Lisa Arnhart


Thomas W. Arnhart


Thomas S. & Jeanette Arnhart


Lucille Mulkern


Delores Arnhart


Melinda Worthern


Virgil & Dee Eskridge


Leon and Wilma Emerson





We are able to report we are well on our way to achieving our goal set in May of 1999 of $5,000 to be used for cemetery maintenance and improvements. Once the goal is met we will vote to reduce the annual membership fee. In the mean time we encourage your continued support for this worthy cause.


Membership information





The fee for membership in the association is $25.00 annually. Membership is good for the current calendar year. Tax-free donations of any amount can be made during the year to the institution or individuals listed below:





Regions Bank		Karen Piazza


Clinton, AR 72031	3415 S. 64th St.


			Springdale, AR 76762


Thomas W. Arnhart


116 Oaklawn Dr. 


Conway, AR 72032


 


Financial Status





CD Account


$3,493.57 as of June 28, 2000


The account will mature June 28, 2001 @ 7.00% interest.





Pass Book Savings Account


$501.21 as of Dec. 31, 2000.





All funds received during the year are added to our current CD on June 28 each year. We do have to maintain a $200.00 dollar balance in our passbook account to avoid a penalty each quarter. Questions about the account will be addressed at the annual meeting. We believe the interest we receive each year on a $5,000 dollar CD will go a long way toward accomplish the goal of a self-sufficient maintenance fund.





Work Day





Last year we designated the 2nd Saturday in April as a workday each year to clean the cemetery. The second Saturday will fall on the 14th of April this year. In case of rain it will be held the following Saturday.





Preserving our family history for future generations


 


The effort we are taking to preserve this cemetery will also preserve the history that reminds us that our ancestors were present in this area. It contains the roots for many of the families that made this a thriving community from about 1850 to 1950.





The cemetery was abandoned and neglected with no party responsible for the upkeep for decades. It had grown up with brush and trees. Getting it cleaned up has not been an easy task. It was on the verge of being lost and forgotten by most of the people who lived there during the years it was an active cemetery. I have had many people tell me they could not locate it because there was no access road or other means to identify the location. We believe the County will continue to support us with our road. They have indicated they may be able to install a couple of culverts to help with the drainage.





Sherrie Flud Family





Last year we published a article about the Flud family from OK visiting our cemetery on Memorial Day, 1999. Since that time I have received the full transcript of her article and I am pleased to include it. We all share her feelings about the area and her thoughts about what our ancestors must have been thinking and doing in that area 100 years ago.





Her description of the beauty of the area is very fitting. I think we can all see why the ancestors would choose this as a place to live. I doubt if any of them would have ever thought that we would abandon and forget their final resting place. It still remains a very important part of Van Buren County history.





LEVI TOLLIVER PRUITT


HIXCEY LEWIS PRUITT





Memorial weekend, 1999, Jerry and I drove to Arkansas so we could find the Arnhart Cemetery. I wanted to honor these early pioneers in our family by putting a flower on their graves, by seeing where they were brave enough to try a new life--to live, and to die so that their descendants might enjoy more in life. After visiting the area around Crabtree, I know that they were adventurous, brave, and certainly not afraid of hard work. Just to travel up and down the hills of the Ozarks would have been work in those days. The cemetery, which had been neglected for decades, looks wonderful! It has been cleared and has a chain link fence around it, There's a decorative archway welcoming you with the name ARNHART CEMETERY. A man from Tulsa built it and erected the arch at the entrance. About even with the gate if you walk straight down the mountain, it appears to have been the old road. It is grown over now with trees and brush of all sorts. Though it was a hot day in May, we were cool here in this peaceful valley and about 75 yards up the side of the mountain there were purple wild flowers that could be seen. Honeysuckle grew near the gates, and it perfumed the air quite nicely. Mixing in with the fresh smell of the earth you could make out the pleasant odor of cut cedar. The last of the red bud and dogwood blooms were fading among the new leaves of the hickory, sweet gum, and oak. We saw May apples and the most lush ferns I've ever run across in the woods.





It was perfect…





Was that how the family saw this place when they climbed the mountain to lay a loved one to rest among the cedars? Or when they took the time at the end of a dreary day to visit the graves of those they didn't know if they had the strength to go on without? The smells were fresh and clean.





Wild grapevines wound their way wherever they pleased, and the Polk salad sprouted out—a promise of juicy berries in days to come for the variety of wild birds that could be heard. I wondered if in the early spring mornings when they came to lay a bouquet of fresh wild flowers on the graves, did they pick a  "mess of Polk salad” for their dinner that day? Or in the fall at the end of a day of harvesting, did they slip over for some wild grapes that grew on these gnarled vines? As a lone black and blue butterfly fluttered past, you could hear some bird calling what sounded very much like, Hey! Someone is here! Someone is here… stark reminder that we were in their land of the plenty. I do think the family could have felt at peace here when they visited. There is life all around you in this place where you bury your dead… Quiet sounds and gentle, natural movements...reminders to quiet your troubled soul and give you hope and promises. That after the winter of your troubles, there will be a spring for you.





It was quite overwhelming to stand and look at the row of sandstone markers all in a row. A family is here. My family is here. Its odd that after all these years the ground is still indented over some of the graves. To think that a family member or friend respected and loved these people of ours enough to spend hours searching for just the right stone. Hours, likely after the daily chores were finished, carving each letter, each name... touching it with their fingers, rubbing the dust away with the palm of their hands, blowing the particles away with their breath. Hours, those memories would likely have flooded their hearts while they worked, and though it was a sad chore, they endured the task. Sadder still would have been placing the stone at the grave. Saying that final good bye--carving a stone for the person they loved would be the final act of love. They would have done all that they could for him at that point. Did they bring the marker to the cemetery in a wagon, on horseback, or did they merely walk and carry the rock? Did the family come together, or did the carver come alone to erect their monument of tribute? Did they openly grieve, or did they try to stay strong because that was what was expected of them? How did they go on? While we were standing at the graves wondering, Jerry commented that he was sure these people had no idea that their great, great granddaughter would stand at their graves 200 years after they were born. I said, "What would shock them more is to know that we drove here in a pickup truck.”





Did Hixcey wonder about that 125 years ago when she buried Levi? Did she wonder who would mourn for me when she and her children were gone?





Stones and inscriptions: The stones all appear to be carved in the same style writing. Perhaps by the same person, or they followed the style of whomever carved the early stones. It looks as if they did not finish the names. There are spaces after some initials. Maybe they intended to return and finish names later. There are two lines. One above and one below the names or initials. The first stone that is in this line has nothing on it. More stones: H. P, L. Pruit, T. p, and one more, F. p. They left room after T. p to complete the last name and did not put a period. There was a period after ‘p’ on Hixcey's. I tried to do rubbings of the stones, but could not with just pencil and paper.





As we left, we couldn’t resist taking a cool break in Archie Creek. Leaving the cemetery this is what you see; a creek as peaceful as the resting place above it. There are large boulders jutting out of the banks that we could stand on and peer into the clear water. Crystal clear and cool water flows over the pebble rock bottom. Soothing to dip your tired feet into after a day of plowing in the field, or moving rocks clearing the land. Perfect for doing the family’s weekly wash or taking that Saturday night bath. Bamboo was growing at the water’s edge, which probably provided many a young boy a fishing pole a century and a half ago.





As we watched crawdads chase bullfrog tadpoles, the sound of a woodpecker seeking his daily meal from a hollow tree could be heard. Finally, we located him. He was quite busy hopping from spot to spot before he would start pecking out a tune again. Again, we wondered...did the family stop here on this rock to fish for the perch that chased the minnows in the creek? Or did some wide-eyed little boy run home at the end of the day with a string of bass or bluegill that he had managed to catch? What did they use for bait back then? Did they spit on their worm or grasshopper as my Grandma Holmes taught me to do? OR...did they run home scared after seeing their first carp thinking it was a monster? And on a more somber note: Did they stop here for a cool drink


after the burial of Levi on that hot July day in 1874 before they started for home, where their lives would never be the same? How many somber trips did they make to Arnhart Cemetery?





Did Grandma Pheriba pay one last visit here when they were moving to Texas? If so, did the family wait for her beside the creek so she could have a private good bye? Did she think history was repeating itself? Her parents left Mississippi as young people to come to a new land. She was about to do the same with her family. Was she scared? Maybe. Was she sad? Probably. Was she excited? I think so. After all, she had her family beside her and in her heart to help her overcome any fears on her new adventure.





Note: I had put off writing this for over a year now--we visited on May 31, 1999, Today, I thought about writing all this down, then thought, "Oh, I don't need to spend all that time doing that," Then, I wondered, "How can I not take the time? It is like my memorial to them.” So, I've spent about four hours on this! When I looked at today’s date, I saw July 19, 2000, Levi Tolliver Pruitt died on July 18, 1874, 126 years ago yesterday--the day I would have been writing this had I not had a headache. I made the right choice!





Editor’s note: Ms. Fluid says she will intends visit the cemetery again in the future with some of her other relatives. She is planning a trip to Tennessee next year to visit some of the other cemeteries where some her Ancestors are buried.








Alvie McAtee Shares Some Memories





My family, Thomas and Molly Lott left Archey Creek, when I was somewhere around three or four years old. I don’t remember anything about living there then. We returned to this part of Arkansas when I was about eleven. We moved on the creek about a year later. Dad got part of Grandpa Lotts old home place, which was about two miles up the creek from the cemetery. We had to clear the land again which had all grown up, and we built a log house on it. Our closest neighbor was Mr. and Mrs. Fielder, they lived at the foot of Lick Hollow. Berry Hodges lived up the creek about a half-mile on Grandpa’s old place. Berry had to go in the army so the Bevey and Evert Henly family moved to his place.





Back then we did not see many people. When it come time for sorghum making Uncle Eber Hodges would bring his mill up and all the neighbors would help each other make Molasses and butcher hogs. 





Our three neighbors would help each other on separate days when the weather was just right.





Our highlight of the week was mail days, Monday, Wednesday and Friday. Each family had a mailbox big enough to hold newspapers, magazines or whatever we needed to put in it. We would put the outgoing mail in the bag and the carrier would put the incoming mail back in the bag. Mail carriers delivered mail by horseback and I remember how they would hang on to the saddle horn to get to the mailbags. Sometimes the creek would be to full to cross so we would not get our mail. There were times we would not get mail for a week. I have seen the creek so full it would cover the whole bottom of the canyon.





Dad finally bought the place back where I was born. It’s the one across from the Bixler place. I can remember my mother saying something about there being a store building in the flat spot just as you cross the branch, and a dipping vat there too on my Dad’s place. Our house was on the hill to the right from there. I do not remember too much about living there and most of my information is what my mother has told me.





Bee and Shelby McCutcheon lived further down the creek and were the first family to leave the area. Berry Hodges left for the Army and his family moved to the top of the mountain at Copeland. I got married and left the area in 1944. About the same time Mr. and Mrs. Fielder moved to White Oak near Tonitown. Later the Williams moved to White Oak. When my brother got out of the Army my dad sold the lower place to Uncle Eber Hodges. Shirley Moss says she can remember working the fields next to the creek. When all of these families moved out there was no one living on the creek for miles around.





It wasn’t all dreary living down on the creek. We had fun in the summer we would make up swimming parties and people would come out of the mountains to swim. They would come down especially when they knew the watermelon were ripe.





Once a year we would have a work and Decoration Day at the cemetery. The women and the girls would make crepe paper flowers for the graves and there was always dinner on the ground at noon.





The children who lived in the area went to Fair View School. It was on the Lum Emerson place at the top of the mountain. The main school building burned and they continued to hold classes in the old store building on the Bixler farm. My brother and sister would have gone to the school close to the cemetery.





My dad’s house was just to the right of the flat spot on the hill after you cross the branch. This area is on the access road just across from the branch that runs across the road. We carried water from a spring. This was a small spring and it had to be cleaned out often. It was not a real strong spring so they decided to drill a well. They drilled down about 40 feet and hit solid rock so it was moved and again they struck solid rock and broke the drill by then they had to give up as they had run out of money. We continued to carry water from the spring that was quite a distance from the house.





Coy Dale, Fielder Hutson and Doris Cooper were my teachers. We only had three months of school; during the summer. Sometimes on Friday we would dismiss a couple of hours early and have a spelling Bee. We always had a ball game going on. It took all the kids big and small to make a good game. We mostly played baseball or a game called scrub ball. A lot of the time the neighbors would join in the games. 





The Dalton Brown Family





The Dalton Brown Family and friends visited our Cemetery On April 1, 2000. Photos and information about their web site is included in attachment #1.
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