
not alone. There were so many more like her. We should be 

so thankful that we missed those times." 

When the Civil War ended, Grandfather was sent to Austin, 

Texas to be released from the army_ Grandmother Walker loaded 

the children in the wagon and went to Austin to pick up 

Grandfather. 

After his release from the Confederate Army, they must 

have remained there or in that area for some time, for before 

they left that area, the last of their twelve children were 

born. This was Aunt Faitha Walker Beck. 

In a letter written September 16, 1963, Aunt Faitha wrote: 

"I was born at Austin, Texas. Then my parents moved to 

Grayson County." 

In a letter written to me dated February 12, 1963, she 

told me how she" got her name. 

"Your father, James Wilcox Walker, was my teacher at our 

White Rock School. We had only benches for seats. I can't 

remember what the desks consisted of. Anyway, I became sleepy 

and stretched out on a bench and fell asleep. I fell off onto 

the floor. My blessed brother had off one boot (partially). 

He started to run to pick me up, and had some difficulty - he 

lost his boot! I loved him. He gave me my name - Faitha, 

and your Uncle Sam gave me Rosetta. Your father always called 

me by the name he gave me, and your Uncle Sam always called ~ 
Rose. 
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"I look over my life with my loved brothers and sisters 

and cannot recall any of them but fine citizens - moral and 

honest. 

"Your father was a very fine, educated man, an attorney, 

lecturer, teacher, and father of a very fine family of well 

educated, moral, children. 

!!Your mother deserves praise. She also had a good educa

tion, a fine mother, hard worker, always best of care for her 

home duties and wonderful children. I am pleased that you can 

remember each of them." 

In the spring of 1962, Vernon and I had the joy of visiting 

Aunt Faitha Beck in her home in Coeur d ' E1aine, Idaho. I had 

not seen Aunt Faitha for many years. When she opened the door 

in answer to our knock, it was almost like seeing my father. 

She looked very much like him. 

It had been many years since I had seen Aunt Faitha. She 

knew that we were coming, and although our visit was brief, we 

spent that time in reminiscing. She was not very strong, for 

she was advanced in age, but her mind was sharp, her house 

was exceptionally neat, and it was obvious that she was still 

enjoying life. 

I shall always treasure our brief time together and the 

letters she wrote as a result of our visit with her. Most of 

the information I have recorded about my father's family came 

from her letters. 
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In a letter dated December 1, 1963, Aunt Faitha wrote: 

"When your father taught our school at White Rock, after that 

term he returned to college. I do know that he majored in 

law. II 

In another letter Aunt Faitha said, "He married your 

dear mother when his education was completed. He brought her 

to see us when we lived north of Sherman where Father owned a 

farm. Their trip, no doubt, was their honeymoon." 

In a letter I received two weeks later, Aunt Faitha wrote: 

"Your father was a fine orator. He spoke throughout 

Texas at different places•. He was County Judge of your county 

(Wise) and was Justice of the Peace before that.1t (This was 

when he lived in Boonesville) "Later he was elected to the 

State Legislature." 

In answer to a letter I wrote to her asking for more 

information about Grandmother and Grandfather's life after the 

Civil War, she wrote: 

"As to my mother and father - they lived at or near 

Austin at my birth. They moved back to Sherman and settled 

on a farm north of town. / 
"They farmed and raised corn, cotton, and cane. They 

also had some cattle. 

"Your Grandfather Walker later sold the farm and moved 

about five miles east. On this farm was an orchard which 

had apples, plums, peaches, and berries of all kinds. Stock 

water was plentiful. 

j 
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"I can't remember the exact length of time he spent 

on that place, but brother Charley left and went to Sherman, 

built a nice house and insisted on Father moving to Sherman 

as he was becoming weak and unable to run the farm alone. 

Of course Brother wanted to start something for himself. I 

think Father was discouraged, so he left the farm. 

"It was really better for me as by that time I was ready 

for a better school. I was placed in a school for girls. That 

was really fine for me. I got started well. 

"Then sisters Emma and Lizzie both were married and moved / 
to Montana. I was taken out of school and Mother and Father 

moved to Montana near Bozeman. 

"\ve lived there until I was married at the age of twenty. 

took music, both vocal and instrumental before marriage, 

and some shorthand. 

"John (her husband) was a rancher, so he ran cattle 

and raised grain for several years. He was offered a good 

price for the ranch. He sold it and bought a ranch at 

Winnette, Montana. /
"We raised cattle and alfalfa, also sold alfalfa seed, 

which was fine until a drought hit. The cattle had to hunt 

holes in the creek-bed for water. 

"At that time Jack (Aunt Faitha's son) was married and 

worked his ranch as well as ours, so when the drought became 

serious, we decided to leave the place as Jack was offered 
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a fine job at Glasco where a huge dam was being built. ~ 
"He worked as a rigger. He told his father he felt it 

best to leave the place and move some place as your Uncle John 

had a bad heart and was unable to run the place along with me. 

"He was County Commissioner at that time and. was always 

away from home. So the cattle were shipped and the ranch 

leased. We came to Couer d'Alene - the best move we ever 

made." 

In another letter she wrote of earlier years and family 

activities. 

"I believe that my father raised some sugar cane - just 

sufficient for syrup (sorghum) a forty gallon barrel which 

lasted many months. I have little knowledge of cane. 

"I do distinctly remember bU1cl'ering time. Very interested 

as I always was, I was allowed a Bladder which I blew up like 

a balloon - had great fun. 

"I also remember the delicious hams, fried for breakfast, 

with hot biscuits and brown gravy. Very delicious. I remember 

that we had sorghum. 

"Mother dried peaches and apples for a years use. She 

spread a sheet on the roof of our house. On that she spread 

the peaches and apples she cut in halves and laid just so on 

the sheet, cut side up_ Apples were cut in 1/4 size. She had 

a screen made of mosquito netting. A frame held the screen 

from the fruit. This would be done every day for many days. 

J 
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Flies and bugs were unable to reach the fruit. Every evening 

late, the fruit was removed, sheet and all, put into a shed 

and replaced each morning. 

"Mother was a wonderful worker, helping the entire family. 

She made butter of course and baked all the breads. We used 

so much cornmeal. I was young but can remember the delicious 

food prepared by my dear mother. 

"We had some cows which furnished milk and butter year 

round. Your Grandpa raised sweet potatoes and yams. 

"Mother had an iron Dutch-oven. She would fill the oven 

with yams in the evening, set it on the hearth of the fireplace, 

poured on coals of fire, then emptied coals on the lid and when 

finished baking, there would be delicious juice collected in the 

bottom of the pan~ this was emptied into two large bowls, one 

on each end of the long table, and large pitchers of whole milk 

beside the potatoes. 

"There was either apple cobbler or peach cobbler for desert. 

Then at times there would be cracked nuts served in the living 

room. Everyone had to pick out the nuts from the shells. At 

times there were apples served. One wonders if we slept well. 

"Those days were happy days for me. No worry - unless it 

was when our old gander gave me a good pinch for robbing a nest 

of huge goose eggs under the house. I. so loved to find those 

huge eggs so cleverly covered. I enjoyed picking up the eggs. 

The little babies were so sweet and fluffy. 
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"Later in life, after my marriage, I craved geese, so 

Uncle John (her husband) bought a few ~or me. At this time I 

have a pair of pillows made from the feathers of geese I raised." 

Aunt Faitha died almost twenty-five years ago. I miss her 

letters. They were like chapters out of a book. I have kept Isome of them and read them occasionally. 
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