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Joseph Harrington 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“A chronicler who recites events without distinguishing between 
major and minor ones acts in accordance with the following truth: 
nothing that has ever happened should be regarded as lost for 
history.” 
  - Walter Benjamin
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1. HISTORY IS WHAT REALLY HAPPENED.  
 
Arrived Heloise via Aunt Vic at 3:15 P.M.  
No boat. 

________________________________________________ 
March 28, 1951 
 
Gentlemen: 
 
I am endeavoring to locate the record of a Confederate soldier . . . 
 
(William) Early Bradshaw went out 1861  
47th Tennessee Regiment Infantry with Captain Bill Watkins; 
served in Tennessee Army until evacuation of Murfreesboro. 
He came home, early part of ‘63, until latter part of year   
 joined the 15th Tennessee Cavalry,  
General Forrest Command.       
              He came home  
after evacuation of Nashville in 1865.  
 
. . . if you would substantiate this information for me . . . 
It would be greatly appreciated  
 
Sincerely, 
 
(Miss) Elizabeth Peoples. 
Secretary to Administrative Assistant 
Office of the Governor 
 
 
Dear Miss Peoples, A careful search of Confederate military 
records . . . 
none found regarding William Early (or E.) Bradshaw,  
47th Regiment Tennessee Infantry or any other 
Tennessee cavalry numerically designated 15th.  
 
                         However, 
records show one J.E. Bradshaw, private,  
Capt. W. M. Watkins' Company (D), 47th Regiment,  
Tennessee Infantry, Confederate States Army,  
enlisted 25 November 1861 at Dyersburg, Tennessee.   
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The company muster roll shows him  
"Deserted July 1, 1863."   
 
No further record of him has been found.   
 
[Sorry, Mom.] 
 

 
“When confronted by strangers,  
the Southerner’s first question is, ‘Who are they?’  
 
. . . we really mean, ‘Who were they?’     
The best people have been dead for centuries . . .” 
 

 
"Harrington, Joseph" wrote:  

Dear Mr. W---------,  
Thanks so much for your nice, detailed note;  
Those are some amazing tales, esp. about his adopting your      
       great grandmother and uncle!   
I remember my great uncle, Allen Peter Ford, Junior,  
who lived in New York all his adult life,  
pulling me aside to tell me in a sort of stage whisper,  
"Rumor has it that your great grandfather was  
a Yankee man-o'-warsman."  
Sounds like the rumor might be true. . . 

 
 
Apenrade, 18 . 5 . 1902 
 
Dear unckle Peter! 
 
As I not have heard from You in a long time,  
I will write too You.       
   Here in Apenrade 
we have it very good, Pappa and Mamma  
are both wholesome. 
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Your old Kapitän Mr Matthiesen are often be us,  
and speak verry from You.   
 

Yes, the way I've heard the story is this:  
A.P. Ford, Sr., came from Schleswig-Holstein,  
Denmark (-  part of Prussia after 1866    [those soldiers  
in civil-war uniforms, in bronze, in Copenhagen!]) 

 
He request us, we shall sayd too You,  
if You not can write too him.   
 
The portrait of my parents is certain in our hands.   
Send us also one portrait of You and aunt,  
than we have never seen aunt.   
 

I'd also be interested in anything you know about his 
wife, Mary Luella Bradshaw.  I only know what her obit 
says, which isn't much.   Their daughter  

 
I am the 4th of November 15 years old,  
I am this winter confirmirt. . . . I become  
100 presents and 90 flowers. . . .  
 
My dear unkle or Aunt write also a letter too us,  
tell us a little from your home.  You can good write English,  
be cause I go too English            ours bee Miss Möller. . .  
 
Your Affectionate Nice        
Caroline Jörgensen 
 

my grandmother Carter, went to finishing school as a 
young girl (before Capn. Ford went broke). She lost her 
husband (Booker Peoples) in 1931, when he was 45 
(pneumonia). (He opened the first garage in Dyersburg, 
later a Studebaker dealership (“Star Motor,” I think).  
She went to work as a seamstress for Rosenbloom's, 
supported her three girls by working there until the 
arthritis forced her to quit.  My uncle Dick 
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says Capt. Ford played banjo  
barefoot in the lumber camp 

 
[“hardware and ploughs, seed bags and bales of cotton,  
 the smell of guano and mule lots, . . . lovely white ladies  
 with sweet childlike faces . . . ] 
 
Unfortunately, I don't seem to have a photo of him. I've  
got a little ledger - very messy - from the 1880s  
maybe    - sundry accounts - 
(sounds like he mis-heard a lot of English words).   
It has a very good sketch of a sailing ship.  
 
Here are things I don't know about him that I'd like to:  
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when he first 
when he.   & when he ;  
& when he the 
when he founded   when it ceased  
where it was); when he  the   he  
when he built the where he 
when he he when he the he the where he 
the the he when he   the him.    did that after that.  He. 
I'm doing this research with an eye to writing a  
biographical sketch of my mother, Elizabeth Ford Peoples  
("Lib"), 1920-1974 - and, hence,  
of her family.   
If you come across anything   
       

“[T]he bitterness, the cruel sensual lips,  
the quick tears in hard eyes 
had a great deal to do with high interest  
low wages in the mills  
gullied fields and lynchings  
sacred womanhood, revivals, 
And that no part of this memory can be understood  
without recalling all of it.”]  
 

Hello Joe, 
Glad to get the information you sent. I have been pouring 
[sic] over my files and have unearthed some information - 
Mr. Ford named the community Tennemo  
because it sat by the Mississippi River near Tenn. and 
Missouri.    . . . take the highway west  
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out of Bogota . . . until you hit the levee  . . . .first  
postmaster May 2, 1890. . . . discontinued . . . 1929 . . .   
two schools at one time . . .  & many wild animals.  
. . . Mr. Ford found out about how he had treated the kids  
gave him a cursing, threatened him w/ bodily harm. . . . 
Old folks always spoke of Mr. Ford w/ great affection. . . . 

  (BTW, is James E. Bradshaw the J. E. Bradshaw that served 
  Company D, 47th Tennessee Infantry (CSA) and later  
  Company C, 15th Tennessee Cavalry, under 
  Genl. Forrest?  . . . ) 
  Best regards, E---  
 
[“The history that showed things ‘as they really were’ was the 

strongest narcotic of the century.”] 
 
He was the great-grandfather who ate fish for breakfast!  
 
That faded, frayed little silk Danish flag.     And so  
 
I ate pickled herring (b’fast) in his honor, 
 
in Copenhagen, 3 days before we invaded.      “We.” 
 
People walking towards the square with signs: 
 
neither here nor there:     “KRIG.”       Still. 
 
 
 

[Miz A.:]  The old Cumberland Pres. Church  
                 was downtown on the square.  
 
[Miz B.:]  The old Cumberland Pres. Church was behind              
             where the First Citizen’s Bank is now. 
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Äpenrade   1. 2. 1904 [in German]  
 
My dear cousin [f.] ! 
 
With much joy I received your letter.  Also  
my innermost thanks for the little workbag you sent  
I cannot tell you, dear Amelia, how happy it made me . . .  
 
I was very sorry to see that you were sick.  Don't you think 
 you would be healthy if you came here to Europe?   
Here in Äpenrade there are wonderful forests  
. . . but please, right away, because  
     during the summer  
you can bathe in the nice Baltic Sea.    
    
[- to Amelia Reeves Ford (d. 1905)] 

 
[afterwards, one tries 
to sort out, to 
describe, defer,  
   
to offer origins:] 
      
18 June 1972: 
 
Dear Lib + Jack 
 
Seems you met the 
Wismers some time 
– some place –  
 
By way of a memory 
jogger –  
 
Grandpa Ford had a 
sister –  
 
         Aunt Johanna –  

Three children? – Ann married a Lutheran preacher.  
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The guy in the clippings is their son. 
 
Or could it be grandson?  
 
- Mr. Karl Haas in Aabenraa –  
 
    “cousin Lydee & her husband”? 
 
 
     
     Mom told me “Ford” meant “fjord.”  
 
     Thus genealogy plants the history bug backwards. 
 
 
 
“. . . a___muscian______er of the first quarter___________ 
____sit to the hustling little town of Tennemo, which he 
founded with his milling enterprise, ____________. He makes 
no pretensions to the learning of schools, is both 
unobtru_______ unostentatious in his manner, __ delights in 
the democratic simplicity he brought with him from his 
native Cape Britton, _______ accordion _______ bare feet, 
_____________ calls him "Pete"; but he is a man of enterprise 
and had fought his way _______ ___fable and agreeable 
____________ lovely residence in Dyersburg, where his family 
lives _______ Pete comes on Sundays when his mill is not 
running. . . .” 
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1.) Annie Lund (Lunt?), his mother. “This suggests to me that 
it was interlined, not very legibly, in ∞ R3, the exemplar from 
which both texts are ultimately derived: from which it 
follows that it was interlined in *Q.” 

 - What did Mary Luella do?    
            - What did she do?  . . .  Well, what do you think she did? 
 
2.) Grandmother Carter was one of twelve;  
four died in childhood.  Apparently there were no women. 
 
-- The Tennemo Mill was the big mill of the day - 
15,000,000 feet of lumber a year. Why, Capn. Ford pretty 
much denuded all the virgin timber in NW Tenn.! 
--  Now THAT’s what I call a Legacy! 
-- Yep. But Capn. Ford’s descendants didn’t get a lick of spit. 
He invested the money in lead mines that flooded; once the 
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land was cleared, he gave the land away to his Bradshaw 
brothers-in-law. Some of the richest farmland in the delta; 
they became some of the wealthiest farmers in the state. But 
the Fords did get a heckuva colourful story!  
-- That’s right -- and that’s why, to this very day, they work 
as seamstresses, secretaries, teachers, and such. 
-- Yes. But we digress  . . . [pause; whispering, aside]. . . O - 
He says it’s not a digression, it’s a RHIzome. . . . I told him 
‘round here, we spray Roundup on rhizomes. Nematodes, too  
[Haw Haw Haw.] 
 
   [“. . . I needn’t say anything. Merely show. . .”] 
 
 
AP Ford’s pocket note-book: 
Tools to be carried: 
To be recited aloud: 

    Oxbells 
lines Cant-kooks  
Augurs    Raising- 
dog    eatree   Yokes.   
3 axes        mall,    
saw,  sett   &  file 
Drawing knife,  Pike- 
pole   axle-grease,   
      extra chains, 
Brace bitts,  extra  
bolts 
 

[same set of surnames (hired men) as 1930s – or now]  
By one raft supreme timber               2223 05 
By raft sold at Memphis 
58.384 feet @ 7.00 
Tow bill 0.90                354.60 
 
[Then, in her handwriting, maybe 60 years later, this:] 
 
Household Account 
 
11/3 – Groceries  $1.71 
11/4           “      .39 
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“Truth and romance have I found 
in the histories of noble hosts: 
to romance fine, clever and enduring 
does the [tale of the] wergeld belong; hear it.” 
 

 
 

Figure 4.  Tennemo today.  
 

“The spear of Assal of ridgy fitting gold            Dead Shot FC 
dead is he upon whom it casteth blood truly: Hazard Powder 
its valour does not strike in error               Sea Shooting FC 
if only one calls out ‘Iubar.’     Oriental Powder Mills” 
 
 
“Historical ‘understanding’ is to be grasped, in principle, as 
an afterlife of that which is understood . . .”  
 
 
Carter (n.d.):   
 
thy always came to our house  
for dinner and to leave the horse and buggy . . .  
I can’t understand why we loved to go out there -  
There were no young people and  
            nothing to do 
all day long. 
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But we played in the ‘old house’ and the grainary,  
henhoused & old house behind the present house  
sometimes of logs & an open breeze-way or  
dog trot as they say now  
 
fished in the lovely pond there, where there had never  
been a fish. 
 
red peppers hung on the walls, strung w/ needle & thread  
many other steange, to us, drying herbs, little vourds  
some that were dish rage  
when dried. . . .       It was the side saddle  
 
Fannie was using when the hor se threw her and drug her . . . 
I think her skull was fractured by a blow against a tree . . . 
 
hammocks, hung between those hugh oak trees,  
made of barrel staves - Mary and I would lie there for hours  
 
The front room on the le ft of the hall was the parlor  
and I mean the parlor. I don’t remember being  
in there only to just see  
 
    [MS ends – that’s the breaks.]  
____________________________________________________ 
 
         November 15, 1918 
Dear Dad: 
  . . . I am quarrying stone for roads . . . 
company of French civilians . . .  
if I can see any opportunity to make money over here . . . 
  
   . . . There has been an epidemic . . .  
 
Give my regards . . . tell them to write.   
 
      Your son.  Sgt. Allen P. Ford, Jr. [Uncle Pete] 
  Ad. Labor Co. #135 
  A.P.O. #721, American E.F.  
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[no part can be conjured without re-calling all of it] 
 
 
“. . . an example set by the citizens of Dyersburg, Tennessee,  
upon that there is an authentic report. 
 
‘The Negro was seated on the ground, a buggy-axle  
driven in the ground between his legs.  
His feet were chained together with logging chains  
he was tied with wire. A fire was built.  
            Pokers and flat-irons  
. . . clothes and skin . . .  
 
his eye-balls.  
 
When he opened his mouth to cry for mercy  
 
gullet.              
 
  In the same way  
 
he was robbed of his    
 
Red-hot irons were placed  
    . . . stench  
 
. . . the Sabbath air of Dyersburg. 
 
   “‘. . . Children were lifted to shoulders  
the best citizens of the county . . .  
 
burning and torturing with . . .  
 
One group considers the Negro got what he deserved.  
The other, that he should have had a decent lynching.’”  
   
    - The Liberator, April 1918 
 
[“. . . not the strength to preserve but to cleanse, to tear out   
        of context, to destroy.”] 
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– Well, that was just terrible. But really, Sugar, only very 
common people would engage in something really awful like 
that. Most people in Dyersburg didn’t approve of that sort 
of thing.  
– No, certainly not . . . And if they did, they certainly were 
not “the best citizens.”  
-- Now, “The Liberator” . . . isn’t that a communistic organ 
of some kind? You know Martin Luther King was trained by 
the communists in Moscow. There’s pictures of it . . .  
-- In any case, I really can’t see how it has anything to do 
with the story. Joe, are you sure you’re not putting it in there 
to -- well, to live up to someone else’s expectations? 
 
[- And so?] 
 
 
And so, then, Dyersburg, June 29, 1920:  
Our Subject, 
“LIB” (Elizabeth Ford Peoples,  
(named for her mother, Elizabeth Carter Ford)), 
into this place is born. 
 
 
 
 
all these interpellations  
we’ve been interpolated into –  
foisted into an unbecoming history  
 
Fossils from the future 
fully backwards compatible --  
By the time you read this, 
 
will I be dead now 
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Illustration. End of Part 1.
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NOTES 
 
Uncited primary documents and photographs are from the 
author’s collection. In excerpts from secondary sources, I have 
elided or lineated some of the quoted material, in order to bring 
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Illuminations (New York: Schocken Books, 1968), 254. 
 
“When confronted by strangers”: Florence King, Southern Ladies 
and Gentlemen (New York: Stein and Day, 1975),  25. 
 
Photo of Dyersburg, Tenn. court square on cotton-ginning day 
courtesy of Tennessee State Library and Archives. 
 
“hardware and ploughs, seed bags”: Lillian Smith, Killers of the 
Dream (New York: W.W. Norton & Company, Inc., 1949), 132. 
 
“[T]he bitterness, the cruel sensual lips”: Smith, 132. 
 
“The history that showed things”: Walter Benjamin, The Arcades 
Project (Cambridge, Mass.: Belknap Press, 1999), 463.  
 
“Äpenrade   1. 2. 04 [in German]”: Many thanks to Emily Bono of 
Vienna, Austria for translating this letter into English. 
 
“. . . a___muscian______er of the first quarter”: Goodspeed's History 
of Tennessee (Dyer County, pp. 842-852, 1024-1073. Chicago: 
Goodspeed & Co., 1887). 
 
“This suggests to me that it was interlined”: R. A. Steward 
Macalister, ed. and trans., Lebor Gabála Érenn: The Book of the 
Taking of Ireland, Part IV (London: Irish Texts Society, 1941), 76. 
 
Photograph of St. John’s St., Dyersburg, Tenn., courtesy of the 
McIver’s Grant Public Library, Dyersburg, Tenn. 
 
“I needn’t say anything”: Benjamin, Arcades, p. 460.   
 
“Truth and romance have I found”: Lebor Gabála Érenn, 289. 
 
“The spear of Assal of ridgy fitting gold”: Lebor Gabála Érenn, 287. 
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“Historical ‘understanding’”: Benjamin, Arcades, 460. 
 
“. . . an example set by the citizens of Dyersburg”: The Liberator 1:2 
(April 1918), 5-6. 
 
“not the strength to preserve”: Benjamin, Schriften II, p. 192. Cited 
by Hannah Arendt in introduction to Illuminations, p. 39. 
 
 


