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  PREFACE

  A WORLD OF RAILS

  This book began with a ride on the historic Durango & Silverton Narrow Gauge Railroad, the famous scenic train route through the San Juan Mountains of southwestern Colorado. I was on a book tour and headed to the old mining camp of Silverton, high in those mountains, to give a talk about John Henry “Doc” Holliday, who had spent some time gambling there according to a report in an 1885 newspaper. The route was beautiful, the narrow rails clinging to the cliff walls with spectacular views of the Animas River far below—a sight that Doc Holliday had surely also enjoyed on his way to Silverton. And somewhere along the way, I realized that no historian had yet written about Doc’s travel routes—and that most of those travels went by rail, as for most of his life he went where the railroads went. He was not a frontiersman, living off the land. He was not a Southern planter living off the labor of slaves who worked the land, although that had been his legacy. He was a modern Victorian man, well-educated and well-trained for a professional career, a man whose life seemed destined to be lived in the cities of nineteenth-century America, cities connected by thousands of miles of rail. If his circumstances hadn’t taken a surprising change, sending him West into legend as Doc Holliday, he would likely never have taken part in a posse ride across a Western desert, or taken a stagecoach trip across a precipitous Rocky Mountain pass. But even in the West, Doc made most of his journeys by rail and did most of his sightseeing from the windows of a railcar.

  By the time I got back home to Georgia, this book was already coming together in my mind. It would be a different kind of Doc Holliday history: a travelogue of his adventures, filled with images and anecdotes about the people and places that filled his world. The era of rails was also an era of newspapers, so much of the story would come from contemporary newspaper accounts and interviews with Doc himself and the people who knew him. And as the book was inspired by a train ride, the chapter titles are inspired by the names of the railroads Doc traveled—from Georgia to Texas, from Dodge City to Las Vegas, across Arizona, and from New Mexico to Colorado and Montana. For Tombstone, after all, was only a short eighteen months of his adventurous life, and there was so much more to Doc Holliday than a gunfight near the O.K. Corral.

  Victoria Wilcox
Peachtree City, Georgia
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  MACON & WESTERN

  John Henry Holliday was born on August 14, 1851, in the little city of Griffin, Georgia, in a house near the tracks of the Macon & Western Railroad. Griffin was the cotton-shipping center of the region and could have become the shipping center for the whole state when the rails came, if the north-south and east-west tracks had crossed there as originally planned. But when the city fathers voted against the crossing, the railroad hub went north instead into the piney woods at a place called Terminus that would later be renamed Atlanta. So, Atlanta became the big city and Griffin remained a small city—which may have saved it when Yankee General William T. Sherman marched into Georgia to destroy the rail lines, besieging and burning Atlanta but leaving Griffin as a hospital town further down the railroad.

  But the Civil War and Sherman’s March to the Sea were still in the unimaginable future when John Henry was a boy, hearing the whistle of the steam engine and seeing the smoke of the locomotive rising up into the blue Georgia sky over his family’s two-story home on Tinsley Street. His father, Henry Burroughs Holliday, would walk up from Tinsley and cross the tracks to the City Hall, where he served as clerk of the Spalding County Court. His mother, Alice Jane McKey Holliday, crossed the tracks to visit the shops on Hill Street or Solomon Street. On Sundays, the family would ride in a buggy up Hill Street to the Presbyterian Church just north of the railroad tracks to attend services in the little chapel where John Henry had been christened. It didn’t take much room for the Hollidays to fit into their spring-wheeled buggy, as it was just the three of them, John Henry and his parents, his only sibling being a sister who had died as a baby the year before his own birth. But there were plenty of cousins and aunts and uncles to fill his world, and even a foster brother named Francisco Hidalgo, a Mexican orphan whom Henry Holliday had brought back with him after his service in the war with Mexico. And there were often longer drives to visit with the extended family: Alice Jane’s parents and younger sisters on their cotton plantation at Indian Creek in Henry County, or Henry’s parents and brothers and their families in Jonesboro and Fayetteville.

  Griffin was a pretty little city, with an opera house and hotel near the railroad depot, a college, and a library, and the Holliday’s life there was pleasant—until Georgia joined with the Confederate States in seceding from the Union and the Civil War began. Young John Henry knew which side his family supported: his McKey grandparents owned dozens of slaves and didn’t hold with abolitionist views, and his uncle James Johnson was a lawyer and state senator who had signed the Ordinance of Secession that started the war. His father even donated some farmland outside of Griffin to become Camp Stephens, a training ground for Confederate troops. From the train depot on Hill Street, John Henry watched the railcars load up with new recruits and steam away toward adventure. Then his father and most of his uncles joined the Confederate States Army and left home to fight for States’ Rights and the Rebel flag.

  A photograph of John Henry made around the time his father left for the war shows a handsome boy with light blue eyes, a high forehead and square chin, and the shadow of what might be a scar on his upper lip. One family story says that he was born with a cleft lip and palate that had to be surgically closed when he was an infant, the procedure performed by his father’s brother, Dr. John Stiles Holliday, with anesthesia administered by his mother’s cousin, Dr. Crawford Long of Jefferson, Georgia, who was a pioneer in the use of ether. The infant survived the surgery and healed well, except for that thin scar on his lip, and with therapy and teaching by his mother and the ladies of Griffin’s Presbyterian Church, John Henry learned to speak with no difficulty.

  It was a much less dramatic ailment that caused an early end to his father’s military service. Henry Holliday, who had served as a Second Lieutenant in the United States Army during the Mexican War, had enlisted in the Confederate States Army as Captain Quartermaster of the 27th Georgia Infantry, seeing action from Williamsburg to Seven Pines, Cold Harbor to Malvern Hill and being promoted to major on Christmas Day of 1861. But then a long bout of dysentery in the muddy trenches at Richmond bought him a discharge and sent him home to his wife and young son. He arrived in time to bury his own father in the Fayetteville Cemetery, making Henry the new patriarch of the Holliday clan, responsible not just for his own family, but for the wives and children of his brothers and brothers-in-law who were still at the battlefront.

  The Griffin that Henry Holliday returned to that second year of the war was much changed from the pleasant place the Hollidays had known before. With Union naval blockades at Savannah and Charleston, supplies had become scarce, and what could get through was sent to the Confederate Army instead of the families at home. By the spring of 1863, flour was selling for $65 a barrel, bread was going for $25 a loaf, and the Confederate dollar was as good as worthless. Then came news of the Battle of Gettysburg and the fall of Vicksburg—there would be no more victories for the South, with the shipping lanes of the Mississippi River cut in two and General Robert E. Lee’s army limping back from a devastating defeat in Pennsylvania.

    But the war wasn’t over yet, and Henry Holliday determined to leave Griffin and move his family away from the battlefront. Far to the south, in the wiregrass wilderness close to the Florida border, the newly born village of Valdosta was filling up with refugees looking for safety before the Yankees arrived to burn their way through Georgia. The Macon & Western Railroad that had been the business heart of Griffin now became the Holliday’s escape route, as they loaded their household belongings onto a boxcar at the depot on Hill Street and boarded the train for the long ride to Macon and from there south to Valdosta. The two-hundred-mile journey would take the better part of a week and four railroads to complete: the Macon & Western Railroad from Griffin to Macon; the Central of Georgia from Macon to Savannah; the Savannah, Albany & Gulf from Savannah to Screven; and the Atlantic & Gulf Line from Screven to Valdosta. It may also have taken some negotiating to get tickets for each leg of the journey, as the railroads were crowded with hundreds of refugees headed south and troops and supplies being transported across the state. For eleven-year-old John Henry Holliday, his life on the railroads was just beginning.

  RAILROAD STANDARD TIME

  [image: chpt_fig_001]

  Macon & Western Road Time Schedule 1862 from Hill and Swayze’s Confederate States Rail-Road and Steam-Boat Guide.

  Before the era of rail travel, communities set their time based on the local movement of the sun. “High noon” was 12:00, when the sun was directly overhead. Sundials were the standard, and clocks in church towers were set to the sundial so citizens could then set their watches to the church tower clock. Railroad timetables could reliably show the departure and arrival times for stops in nearby towns, but when railroad travel allowed people to move quickly from one distant community to another, the differences in time became a problem. If a passenger left a town at noon and traveled for five hours to the west, it should be 5:00 pm when he arrived at his destination—except when it wasn’t, as local time might be only 4:45 pm when he arrived, depending on the position of the sun. Railroad timetables might list dozens of different arrival and departure times for the same train, based on the times in distant time zones.

  Speedy travel required a better system for keeping time, so the railroad companies took on the job of creating a new time system, dividing the continent into four time sections. In 1873, a group of railroad managers and supervisors came together at the General Time Convention and passed a vote commending the concept of standard time zones called Railway Time: Eastern Time on the 75th meridian; Valley Time at the 90th meridian (later called Central Time); Mountain Time on the 105th meridian; and Pacific Time on the 120th meridian. It took another ten years for the plan to be adopted, but at noon on November 18, 1883, at the 75th Meridian (Eastern Time), the railroads changed to the new time standards, to be known as Railroad and Telegraph Time. In 1918, the Standard Time Act was enacted by Congress, making the railroad time zones the legal time zones in the United States. But for most of Doc Holliday’s travels on the railroads, timekeeping was still a problem. It wasn’t until two years after the O.K. Corral gunfight that Railroad and Telegraph Time made his departures and arrivals something more reliable.

  THE GREAT LOCOMOTIVE CHASE
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  Lithograph: “Rogers Locomotive & Machine Works, Paterson, New Jersey.” DeGolyer Library, Southern Methodist University, Railroads, Manuscripts, and Imprints (Ag1982.0212).

  The Macon & Western’s locomotive Georgia was built by the Rogers Locomotive & Machine Works company of Paterson, New Jersey, which also built the General for the Western & Atlantic Railroad. The General became famous in the “Great Locomotive Chase” during the Civil War when it was commandeered by Yankee raiders at Big Shanty (now Kennesaw), Georgia, and headed toward the Federal lines at Chattanooga, Tennessee. But running low on water and wood, the General eventually lost steam pressure and speed, and slowed to a halt two miles north of the town of Ringgold, Georgia, where the raiders abandoned the locomotive. Confederate forces eventually captured the raiders and executed some as spies, although others escaped. The raiders were later awarded the first Congressional Medals of Honor for their service to the Union. The General is now on display in the Southern Museum of Civil War and Locomotive History, Kennesaw, Georgia, near where the chase began.

  CLOUD’S TOWER
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  “Cloud’s Tower and Georgia Railroad train at Stone Mountain, Georgia” from The Student’s History of Georgia by Lawton B. Evans, 1884.

  John Henry’s maternal grandmother was Jane Cloud McKey, mistress of a cotton plantation along Indian Creek in Henry County, Georgia, and cousin to Aaron Cloud, who owned one of Georgia’s most picturesque tourist sites: Cloud’s Tower at the top of the mammoth dome of granite called Stone Mountain. The April 10, 1838, Milled-geville Southern Recorder announced its construction: “Mr. Aaron Cloud of McDonough, Ga., is now engaged in erecting a tower or observatory on the top of Stone Mountain in Dekalb County.”

  Cloud’s property was recorded in the county deed book as “one hundred fifty feet square on the most elevated part of Stone Mountain . . . with the privilege of a full and perfect view around the mountain . . . plus a carriage way to the named premises.” On his property, Aaron Cloud built a 165-foot tower atop a one-hundred-square-foot structure that was available for parties and other gatherings, along with a restaurant and club at the base of the mountain as a destination for travelers on the new railroad from Augusta. Sightseers could stay at the hotel at the base of the mountain, then walk up the one-mile trail to the top of the mountain, 825 feet above the surrounding pine forest, and for a charge of fifty cents climb three hundred steps to the top of the tower for a panoramic view over the plantations and villages of north Georgia. For over a decade, Cloud’s Tower was a popular railroad destination, until it was swept off the top of the mountain in a windstorm in 1851—the year John Henry was born. In 1864, the Union Army tore up the railroad tracks north of Stone Mountain during General Sherman’s March to the Sea, ending for a time the tourist days of Stone Mountain.

  MARTHA ELEANORA
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  Martha Eleanora Holliday Memorial, Rest Haven Cemetery, Griffin, Georgia. Author’s Collection.

  John Henry’s only sibling was a sister, Martha Eleanora, born eighteen months before his own birth. Sadly, the little girl didn’t live to her first birthday, passing away on June 12, 1850. The cause of her death is lost to history, but her parents made sure to memorialize her short life with a granite gravestone inscribed: “In Memory of Martha Eleanora, Daughter of H.B. and A.J. Holliday who died June 12th 1850 aged 6 Months 9 days.” The little grave is on a hill at the top of Rest Haven Cemetery on the outskirts of Griffin and appears to be alone in a grassy field. But according to local historians, the grassy field actually contains dozens of unmarked graves, the final resting place of the black residents of nineteenth-century Griffin, the gravesites still evident in an aerial photograph made in the 1950s. At the end of the Civil War, the city cemetery was given over to the former slaves for their burial ground, and white burials were begun across the road at the new Oak Hill Cemetery, leaving Martha Eleonora as the only Holliday family grave at Rest Haven.

  DOC’S MEXICAN HERMANO
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  Francisco E’Dalgo, from a charcoal portrait on loan to the Holliday-Dorsey-Fife Museum, Fayetteville, Georgia. Author’s Collection.

  Francisco Hidalgo was a twelve-year-old orphan of the Mexican War when Henry Holliday brought him home to Georgia. Although Henry, still a bachelor at the time, never officially adopted the boy, he seems to have treated him as part of the family. When Henry married Alice Jane McKey two years later, Francisco came along to the new household, and was still living with the Hollidays in 1851 when Henry and Alice Jane’s son John Henry was born. In 1854, Francisco married and moved into a home of his own, but the families stayed close and it may have been from Francisco that young John Henry learned enough Spanish to get by in his later life in the Texas border towns. When the Civil War began, Francisco volunteered to serve in the Confederate Army. Records show a Francis E’Dalgo (an Americanized spelling of his name) enlisted September 1861 in the 30th Georgia Regiment Volunteer Infantry. He served for the duration of the war, surrendering on April 26, 1865, at Greensboro, North Carolina. After the war, he returned home to Georgia, working as a barber in Griffin and farming land near the town of Jenkinsburg. The Edalgos (the family spelling of the name) were founding members of Jenkinsburg’s County Line Baptist Church, where there stands a lasting memorial to Francisco’s love for his adopted country: his gravestone, placed after his early death from consumption, shows his birthdate as July 4, 1835. As an orphan, Francisco wasn’t sure of his actual birthdate, so he chose a date that was symbolic of his new life in America. It’s likely that John Henry was one of the mourners present at Francisco’s funeral at County Line Baptist Church in January 1873, as he visited the courthouse in nearby Griffin on the same day to sign some legal papers. Until Doc Holliday met Wyatt Earp, Francisco Hidalgo was the closest he came to having a brother.

  AMAZING GRACE
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  Historic Griffin Presbyterian Church. Courtesy First Presbyterian Church of Griffin.

  Griffin’s Presbyterian Church stood at the corner of North Hill and Chapel Streets, and it was here that John Henry Holliday was christened on March 21, 1852. The fact that the christening took place seven months after his birth on August 14, 1851, suggests that he did indeed have some kind of health crisis as an infant—perhaps the cleft palate deformity as told in the family story, with the ladies of the congregation later helping to teach him how to speak. But charitable as the Presbyterian ladies were, the congregation was stern in its standards. The year John Henry was born, two male members of the church were charged with attending a ball and dance. According to church records: “Both the brethren confess guilty and manifest no signs of repentance, or desire to remain members of the church; therefore, resolved that they be suspended until they show suitable signs of repentance. Resolved, that the session of this church disapprove of dancing at balls and dancing parties, and of parents sending their children to dancing schools.”

  The ban on dancing wasn’t limited to the Presbyterians. The Baptists and the Methodists also taught against such wanton behavior, along with drinking, card playing, and (later in the century) roller skating. But it was another point of doctrine that would later separate Alice Jane McKey from the Presbyterians, with whom she had affiliated on her marriage—their Calvinist tradition that only the “elect” were fitted for heaven, with their election proved by their good works in life. The Doctrine of Election made Presbyterians very charitable members of the community, as they tried to do good to prove themselves of the elect who were saved by the grace of God. But the belief left little hope for sinners, as a man who did evil was clearly not one of the elect and was therefore headed to hell—a doctrine with which Alice Jane disagreed. In her Baptist upbringing, sinners might “grieve the Spirit” of God, but still find salvation through faith. Later, she would join with the Methodists, who believed that Christ’s death was sufficient to atone for the sins of the whole world, not just an elect few—something that would become especially important to her while worrying over her sometimes rebellious son.

  MR. EARP, SLAVETRADER

  Like many railroad towns across the South, Griffin had a slave market. Offices were on Broad Street, a short walk from the courthouse where Henry Holliday worked as Clerk of the Spalding County Court, so he could not have missed the spectacle of slave sales. And in 1855, when his son John Henry was just a four-year-old boy, the slave traders were Earp and Tomlinson—the Mr. Earp being Daniel Earp, uncle of Wyatt Earp. A notice in the local paper read:


  Earp & Tomlinson, DEALERS IN NEGROES, Griffin, Geo.
The undersigned have associated themselves together for the purpose of BUYING AND SELLING NEGROES. They expect to keep on hand a good supply of such Negroes as they can recommend to those wishing to purchase. They are also prepared to give liberal prices for Negroes for those wishing to sell. Call and see, and we will give bargains either in buying or selling. Negroes can be taken to sell on commission.1



  The Hollidays would not have been shocked to read about the buying and selling of humans, as they and their kin were all slaveowners. Though Henry had only his house servants and a driver, his wife’s family, the McKeys, were the largest slaveowners in the area. As noted in the 1850 Slave Owner Census of Henry County, John Henry’s grandfather, William Land McKey, owned twenty-eight slaves while his uncle Jonathan McKey kept fifty-six slaves on his plantation.2

  When the slavery issue brought talk of States’ Rights and Secession, the Hollidays and the McKeys stood firmly on the side of the Confederacy. John Henry’s uncle James Johnson, his aunt Martha Holliday Johnson’s husband, was a state senator and a signer of the Ordinance of Secession that started the Civil War, and all of the men in the family fought for the Cause. John Henry Holliday would have been a very unusual Southern boy to believe differently than all the men in his life—a belief that would influence the first rumored shootings in his later career.
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  ATLANTIC & GULF LINE

  Valdosta was a rustic village in a piney-wood wilderness, with one main road that wound past the stump of a recently felled tree and a scattering of wood frame houses facing the tracks of the Atlantic & Gulf Railway. There was no opera house, as there had been in Griffin, no fine hotel near the depot, no cotton warehouse bustling with business, no college, no library. Valdosta had only one small schoolhouse with unglazed windows and one Union Church where the local congregations took turns holding services: Methodist on first and third Sundays, Baptist on second and fourth Sundays. But if Valdosta seemed provincial, it was also far away from the war.

  The Hollidays’ new home was even more remote, being seven miles north of town on a 2,450-acre farm at Cat Creek in Lowndes County. But for John Henry, rural life offered something city life did not: space for fishing, riding, and hunting. Local legend says that he grew to be such a good shot that he could shoot the eyes out of a rabbit when it stopped to look at him before it started running again. Nor was the Hollidays’ farm at Cat Creek a lonely place, as kin arrived to seek shelter from the war. First came his mother’s unmarried McKey sisters, then his Aunt Mary Ann Fitzgerald Holliday and six of her eight children, followed a few months later by her two oldest daughters who had left their convent school in Savannah as Sherman made his way to the sea. The only drawback to having relatives come to stay was that all were female, making the Holliday house a womanly place during the war, as were so many other Southern homes. The grown men, the old men, and the young men had all gone off to fight, and John Henry must have felt some disappointment in being denied such masculine adventures. But having womenfolk around also taught him how to behave as a gentleman, a trait that would follow him through the years. As a Valdosta newspaper later described him: “As a schoolboy, ‘Doc’ was mischievous but not mean; he was full of vim, as brave as a lion, but not overbearing. He was good natured, always sociable and as neat as a pin.”1

  The girl cousin closest in age to John Henry was Aunt Mary Ann’s oldest daughter, Mattie, a small, dark-haired girl with wide brown eyes. Many years later Mattie Holliday would become the model for the fictional character of Melanie Hamilton in the Pulitzer Prize–winning novel, Gone with the Wind. Author Margaret Mitchell was cousin to Mattie on her Fitzgerald side, and her description of Melanie might have been taken from a Civil War–era photograph made of young Mattie Holliday:


  She had a cloud of curly dark hair which was so sternly repressed beneath its net that no vagrant tendrils escaped, and this dark mass . . . accentuated the heart shape of her face. Too wide across the cheek bones, too pointed at the chin, it was a sweet, timid face but a plain face, and she had no feminine tricks of allure to make observers forget its plainness. She looked—and was, as simple as earth, as good as bread, as transparent as spring water.



  Though the character of Melanie is overshadowed by the captivating Scarlett O’Hara, Margaret Mitchell considered her the heroine and heart of the story. And it’s proof of John Henry’s heart-felt affection for his sweet-natured cousin Mattie that the two would remain close through the years, sharing a correspondence that spanned his lifetime in the West and spawned stories of a youthful romance between the cousins.

  Aunt Mary Ann’s visit also brought the far-away war closer to home as she recounted the family’s escape from the Battle of Jonesboro, a story retold in Mattie’s later memoirs:


  General Sherman was battling in Tennessee and making headway. In May [1864] his batteries were throwing shells into Atlanta and raiding parties sent in different directions to destroy railroads and farm products. Finally, Atlanta was captured. On September 1st and 2nd, a big battle was fought in Jonesboro.

  She [Mary Ann] at the solicitation of her Uncle Phillip Fitzgerald went with her family . . . to his farm, four miles out of Jonesboro, and remained two weeks. Returning, they found only the frame work of their home standing. . . . Then came the refugeeing. Two weeks in a box car with the remnants of household conveniences for makeshift. At night the car stayed on sidetrack. Although the times were lawless, God watched over this little family and rewarded the confidence of mother. Times were hard, food very scarce, but He saw they never went hungry.

  At the expiration of two weeks, they got to Gordon, 40 miles below Macon. Here, they had to leave the car and wait two weeks for one to take them farther South. In all the stops and waiting, unexpected friends met and helped to make them as comfortable as was in their power. And so, at the end of a long and tiresome journey of several hundred miles, they reached Valdosta, Georgia, and the car stopped. There stood H. B. Holliday, her brother-in-law, hitching his horse to a rack. Her destination was his farm seven miles out of town. He did not know of her coming. She had no means of communication, but God in whom she had trusted arranged for her here as in every other circumstance of that eventful journey. This good brother took the family to his home, gave them a house on his farm and provided for them till his brother returned after the surrender, May 24, 1865.2



  The Holliday farm at Cat Creek remained a refuge in the months following the war, as the men in the family slowly found their way back from the battlefront. Captain Robert Kennedy Holliday, Mattie’s father, had finished the war in a Yankee prison camp and came to collect his wife and daughters. Uncle James McKey, a medical doctor who had served as a surgeon during the war, came tending to Uncle William McKey, who’d been severely wounded in the fighting. And the youngest McKey uncle, Thomas Sylvester, walked 150 miles from Macon where he’d served as an orderly in a military hospital. One family story says that when word arrived that Tom McKey was on his way, John Henry took a pistol and a horse and rode out to find his favorite uncle and carry him back—a brave thing for a boy to do in those troubled times. But the family reunion didn’t last for long, as the McKey brothers moved across the Florida line to take up land in Hamilton County at Banner Plantation, and Captain Holliday took his own family back to what remained of their life in Jonesboro.

  The postwar years were difficult all over the South, with the railroads broken up, the economy wrecked, and sickness spreading through the malnourished population. In September 1866, John Henry’s mother, Alice Jane McKey Holliday, died at the young age of thirty-seven, and was buried in Sunset Hill Cemetery in Valdosta. As her obituary in the local paper reported:


  She was confined to her bed for a number of years, and was indeed a great sufferer. She bore her afflictions with Christian fortitude. It has never fallen to my lot to know a more cheerful Christian. It was a great pleasure to visit her to see the triumph of religion over the ills of life. She was deeply solicitous about the welfare of all she loved. She fully committed them into the hands of a merciful God with the full awareness that God would hear and answer her prayers, and that her instructions and Christian example would still speak. She was deeply anxious about the faith of her only child. She had her faith written so her boy might know what his mother believed. She was for a time a member of the Presbyterian Church and never subscribing in heart to their article on election she determined to change her Church relation as she was not willing to die and leave on record for her boy, that she subscribed to said faith. She therefore joined the M.E. [Methodist Episcopalian] Church whose doctrines she heartily accepted. I visited her a few days before her death; she was calm, cheerful, joyful. She said to me that there was not a dimming veil between her and her God. She thus passed away from the Church militant to the Church triumphant, leaving her friends to mourn not as those who have no hope, knowing their loved one is not dead but sleepeth.3



  There is no remaining record of the cause of Alice Jane Holliday’s passing, only that she had suffered greatly and had been confined to her bed “for a number of years.” This does not sound like consumption, which generally has a much shorter confinement period preceding death, though many writers still assume that illness. Whatever the cause, a proper period of mourning was expected, with the bereaved widower wearing somber colors and declining social engagements for a year. But a shocking three months after his wife’s passing, the forty-seven-year-old Henry Holliday took a new young wife: Rachel Martin, the twenty-three-year-old daughter of a neighboring farm family. The speed of the marriage was stunning, the age of the bride was surprising (Rachel was closer in age to her new stepson than to her new husband), and the McKey family’s response was swift: the dead Alice Jane’s brothers sued to retrieve her inheritance so it wouldn’t go to Henry and the new Mrs. Holliday. And caught in the middle of the legal battle was fifteen-year-old John Henry, who was half McKey and half Holliday and surely torn between the two sides of his family as they fought over his inheritance.

  Henry Holliday further unsettled the family by moving them from the farm at Cat Creek to a cottage on Savannah Street in Valdosta. While the move gave John Henry an opportunity to advance his education by attending the new Valdosta Institute, it also put him in close contact with the angry young men of the town who were itching for a chance to get back at the Yankees. Reconstruction had brought martial law to Georgia, with Federal troops posted in every town and a black garrison in Valdosta, and tempers were running hot. Though John Henry was known as a good student, rumors linked him with the town boys in a plan to protest the visit of a Yankee politician by blowing up the county courthouse. The plot was discovered before the explosion went off, but the plotters were arrested and sent to Savannah for a military trial. The fact that John Henry’s name does not appear on the court documents seems to support a family story that Henry Holliday saved him from arrest by sending him away to Jonesboro for the summer to stay with his Holliday cousins—including his favorite girl cousin, Mattie.

  The time away may have helped him to cool his own temper and focus on his future plans. Valdosta had recently gained a dentist, Dr. Lucian Frink, a graduate of the Pennsylvania College of Dental Surgery in Philadelphia. So, on his return from Jonesboro, John Henry began an internship with Dr. Frink, learning the basics of the dental profession in preparation for applying to attend the same school himself after graduating from the Valdosta Institute. To help pay his college expenses he took a job on the Atlantic & Gulf Railway, likely working as a ticket agent at the depot on South Patterson Street. Now the same railroad that had brought him to the piney woods of South Georgia as a young refugee with an uncertain future would take him away again to a future beyond his wildest imaginings.

  VAL D’OSTA

  The coming of the Atlantic & Gulf Railway to South Georgia had a profound effect on the state. New counties were established, and several county seats were moved to put them along the rail route, including Lowndes County’s original county seat of Troupeville, named for Georgia Governor George Troup. When the rails bypassed Troupeville, most of the townspeople abandoned the site and settled a new town four miles away where the railroad crossed the Withlacoochee River. Not wanting to offend Governor Troup, they named their new town in honor of his plantation, called Val d’Osta (after the Valle d’Aosta alpine valley in Italy), coining the new word Valdosta. The first train depot in Valdosta was opened in 1860, allowing Civil War refugees to travel from central and coastal Georgia to the new town and helping to populate the previously sparsely settled wiregrass region.

  [image: chpt_fig_007]

  Map of the Atlantic & Gulf Railway from Guide to Southern Georgia and Florida.

  JOHN HENRY, HENRY FORD, AND THOMAS EDISON

  [image: chpt_fig_008]

  Thomas Edison, President Herbert Hoover, and Henry Ford, Smiths Creek Depot during Lights Golden Jubilee, October 21, 1929. From the Collections of The Henry Ford.

  The first locomotive to arrive in Valdosta, and the engine that may have pulled the train that carried John Henry Holliday to his new home, was the wood-burning Satilla No. 3, built in 1858 by the Rogers Locomotive & Machine Works of Paterson, New Jersey. The engine was named by the Atlantic & Gulf Line for the Satilla River, like many of the railroad company’s engines that were named after the original Creek and Cherokee words for the rivers of Georgia: Satilla, Tatnall, Altamaha, Alapaha, Ochlocknee, Okapilco, Aucilla, Ogeechee, Piscola, and Withlacoochee. After decades of service, the Satilla was bought and restored by Henry Ford at his River Rouge Complex in Michigan. The locomotive’s most famous travels came when it carried Henry Ford, Thomas Edison, and President Herbert Hoover to the 1929 dedication of the Edison Institute, now the Henry Ford Museum. In honor of the occasion, the locomotive was renamed the President. In 1940, the old Satilla went into service again, carrying actor Mickey Rooney on a promotional tour for the film Young Tom Edison. The Satilla No. 3/President is now on display at the Henry Ford Museum in Dearborn, Michigan.

  TALES OF TARA

  [image: chpt_fig_009]

  Antebellum home of Dr. John Stiles Holliday, Fayetteville, Georgia. Courtesy Holliday-Dorsey-Fife Museum.

  The classic Old South house is two stories tall with graceful white columns across a wide front porch, an architectural style called “Greek Revival.” While John Henry didn’t grow up in such a house, he did make regular visits to two of them: the Fayetteville home of his uncle Dr. John Stiles Holliday, and the Jonesboro home of his aunt Martha Holliday Johnson and her husband, State Senator James Johnson. Both homes were built in the 1850s, prior to the Civil War, and saw Yankee and Confederate troops passing by, and both homes are still standing. The Johnson-Blalock House was used as a Confederate commissary and field hospital during the Battle of Jonesboro in 1864 and is now privately owned. The John Stiles Holliday home is now the Holliday-Dorsey-Fife Museum (named after the three famous Fayette County families who lived there over the years), a site on the National Register of Historic Places. The house is open to the public and contains exhibits about the Civil War in Georgia, Doc Holliday, and his family’s interesting connections to Gone with the Wind.

  SHERMAN’S BOW TIES

  [image: chpt_fig_010]

  “Logan’s Forces Tearing Up the Railroad at Jonesboro,” from The Biography and Public Services of Hon. James G. Blaine: Giving a Full Account of Twenty Years in the National Capital by Hugh Craig, 1884, page 510.

  Mattie Holliday’s memoirs tell a very personal story of the Battle of Jonesboro, when war came to her hometown and her family was forced to flee for safety. The Macon & Western Railroad that ran through Jonesboro was an important Confederate supply line and a target of Federal troops in the 1864 Atlanta Campaign. Union General William T. Sherman tried twice to cut the rail line, with cavalry raids in late July and mid-August. When those attempts failed (with a few miles of torn track quickly repaired), Sherman concluded that only a massive infantry sweep would destroy the Macon & Western Railroad. On August 25, Sherman marched most of his army south and then southeast toward Jonesboro, fifteen miles below Atlanta. On August 31, Union troops reached the railroad in Jonesboro and began tearing up the Macon & Western tracks, heating the rails over bonfires and bending them into “Sherman’s Bow Ties” that couldn’t be easily repaired and replaced. After the two-day-long Battle of Jonesboro, General Sherman telegraphed a message to Washington, D.C.: “Atlanta is ours and fairly won.”

  GRAVES IN THE GARDEN

  [image: chpt_fig_011]

  Father Emmeran Bliemel. Courtesy Saint Vincent Archabbey, Latrobe, Pennsylvania.

  When Mary Ann Fitzgerald Holliday (Mattie’s mother) took her family back home after the Battle of Jonesboro, she found her house in ruins—and two fresh graves in the backyard garden. As described by historian Joseph Henry Hightower Moore:


  When the Battle of Jonesboro was fought, August 31–September 1, 1864, an incident occurred which subsequently involved Mrs. Robert K. Holliday and her oldest daughter, Miss Martha Holliday [Mattie]. . . . During the first day of the battle, Colonel William Grace, commander of the 10th Tennessee Regiment, C.S.A., received a mortal wound. His troops moved him to what seemed a relatively safe location behind the lines of the heaviest fighting, and there he was ministered to by the Chaplain of the 10th Tennessee Regiment . . . Father Emmeran Bliemel of the Order of St. Benedict [pictured]. As Father Bliemel was in the process of giving the last rites of the Church to his wounded commander, he was himself struck by a shell and instantly killed. When Colonel Grace died shortly after, both his body and that of Father Bliemel were moved to a grove of trees in Jonesboro, and there, side by side, they received temporary burial . . . in the garden of the Holliday home. Mrs. Holliday and her children saw that the graves were marked for identification and proceeded to care for the grave sites until the remains of the two men were moved to the . . . Memorial Cemetery on the north side of town . . . Mrs. Holliday arranged for Father Thomas O’Reilly of the Shrine of the Immaculate Conception in Atlanta to come to Jonesboro and perform a proper Catholic burial for them. The Hollidays continued to care for the graves, in their new location, until Captain Holliday’s death in 1872, when Mrs. Holliday and her family moved to Atlanta.4



  John Henry would surely have known about the unusual graves in his cousin Mattie’s backyard, as he stayed in the family’s home in Jonesboro during the summer of his sixteenth year.

  THE HELL BITCH

  When Tom McKey, John Henry’s favorite uncle, came home from the war, he brought an interesting souvenir with him: a giant knife he called the “Hell Bitch.” According to family stories, the knife had started out as a plowshare on the McKey family plantation at Indian Creek in Henry County, then was honed down to a meat cleaver for slaughtering hogs, then was honed down again to a fighting weapon when the war started. The knife was fifteen inches long from swamp oak handle to tip, two inches wide across the blade, and more than one-quarter-inch thick, and kept in a specially made leather scabbard.5 Later stories of Doc Holliday’s Western adventures would mention a huge knife that he carried under his coat for protection when carrying a pistol wasn’t allowed. That knife may well have been the Hell Bitch, which disappeared when Doc fled Georgia, leaving behind the empty scabbard still showing the impression of the heavy knife that was once hidden inside.
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  The “Hell Bitch” from a drawing by Jack McKey, grandson of Tom McKey. Author’s Collection.
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  PHILADELPHIA & SAVANNAH LINE

  Philadelphia started out as a river city, not a railroad city, and John Henry Holliday didn’t arrive by train. He came by way of steamship, sailing down the Savannah River to the Atlantic coast, then north past the islands and inlets of the Carolinas, past Virginia’s Chesapeake Bay and into Pennsylvania’s Delaware Bay, then up the Delaware River to arrive at the biggest city he had ever seen. From the dock at Penn’s Landing, the city of Philadelphia stretched for seven miles up and down the Delaware, spread west for two miles to the banks of the Schuylkill River, then crossed the Schuylkill and reached another four miles out into the green Pennsylvania countryside. Even the city market was enormous, covering eighteen blocks from Penn’s Landing to 18th Street. Across Philadelphia’s expanse of cobbled streets and gaslit lanes lived a population of nearly three-quarters of a million people—making Valdosta, where John Henry could name almost every one of the three-hundred residents, seem like nothing but a bump on a backwoods road.

  There were things other than John Henry’s rural life that set him apart in that Northern city. He was the son of a former Confederate Army officer, which gave him bragging rights in the South but was something shameful in the Yankee North. He was one of only four Southerners in his class that year and spoke with a drawl, dropping his final “g” and saying “ain’t” when his Yankee classmates would say “isn’t.” Even his manners made him stand out, with his “Yes, Ma’am,” and “No, Sir” in answer to even the most trifling question. And he was one of the youngest students at the Pennsylvania College of Dental Surgery, with no background in medicine while many of the other students were already doctors expanding on their professional knowledge, so he would have to hurry to catch up with the book learning. A photograph of him made during his time in Philadelphia shows a young man of nineteen or twenty with the thin beginnings of a mustache covering the small scar from his childhood, a thick wave of hair across a high forehead, and deep-set blue eyes looking with determination toward a respectable future.

  The college where he would study for the next two years was located in a four-story brick building at the corner of 10th and Arch Streets, across from the Philadelphia College of Pharmacology, and the two schools shared more than just a street. As both courses of study included an anatomy laboratory, it was convenient for both to share laboratory cadavers as well. The dental students took the heads for dissection, the pharmacology students took the rest of the bodies, and where the remains went from there no one would say—though there was rumored to be a hundred-foot-deep pit in the basement of the Medical College of Pennsylvania where used body parts were thrown.

  Cadaver study was one of the more interesting parts of the dental school curriculum that crowded eighteen classroom lectures into six days a week: Chemistry, Dental Pathology and Therapeutics, Dental Histology and Operative Dentistry, Physiology and Microscopic Anatomy, Anatomy and Surgery, and Mechanical Dentistry and Metallurgy. After taking reams of notes in the morning lectures, John Henry spent four hours a day in clinical practice in the operating room, where twenty-eight chairs were arranged to catch the best light from the long windows, gaslight being inferior to daylight for dental work. He had to provide his own instruments and bench tools, keeping them polished and ready for use. He had to purchase his own science textbooks, enough to fill a large personal library. With those costs and the $1,000 program fee, $5 matriculation fee, and $30 diploma fee, attending the Pennsylvania College of Dental Surgery wasn’t just an honor—it was an expensive investment.

  His evenings were as busy as his days, bent over his science textbooks and cramming by gaslight for weekly exams on Gray’s Anatomy, Flint’s Physiology, Tyson’s Cell Doctrine, Fownes’ Elements of Chemistry, the United States Dispensary, and a dozen others. But his time in Philadelphia wasn’t all work and no play—he still had his Saturday afternoons and Sundays free to visit historic sites like Independence Hall with its Liberty Bell, or Christ Church where George Washington had prayed and Benjamin Franklin was buried in the churchyard near the old city wall. And there were other, less reputable historic sites to occupy a young man’s time, like the city’s famous taverns and ale houses, and the Arch Street Opera House across from the dental college. The theater didn’t actually host operas but did have an entertaining lineup of variety acts and dancing girls and was a bargain at seventy-five cents for a matinee.

  So, it must have been with some regret that he finished his first year of dental school in Philadelphia, packed away his textbooks, and bought passage on a steamship sailing back to Georgia—and Valdosta must have seemed smaller than ever. But he had work to do there, as well, completing the required internship, called a “preceptorship,” with Valdosta dentist Dr. Lucian Frink. An old estate receipt book from that summer shows his pay of $21 for filling six teeth and extracting three teeth for Miss Corinthea Morgan, a former classmate from the Valdosta Institute.

  He returned to Philadelphia in the autumn of 1871 for his senior year of studies. Along with the usual long hours in the classroom and the clinic, he would be completing sample cases toward his graduation requirements: a set of teeth mounted in gold and a denture set in the newly patented Vulcanized rubber. The final project of the intensive two-year program was his doctoral thesis, a long research paper on an aspect of dentistry. The only thing he lacked was something beyond his control: He wasn’t quite old enough to graduate. The college required that a student be twenty-one years old before receiving a diploma at the March 1872 commencement ceremonies, and John Henry wouldn’t turn twenty-one until later that summer. But even if the college had allowed his official graduation, he still couldn’t practice in Georgia, where the country’s first dental practice act had just been passed, requiring a dentist to be twenty-one years old to receive a license. So, what did John Henry do between the end of dental school in March and his twenty-first birthday in August, when he could officially call himself Dr. Holliday?

  There are a couple of clues. One comes from the title of his doctoral thesis, “Diseases of the Teeth”—the same title used by a fellow classmate, A. Jameson Fuchs Jr. of St. Louis, Missouri. John Henry and Jameson were the only two students in the class to submit a thesis on the same topic, and they may well have worked together on the project. Another clue comes from a woman who claimed that she first met John Henry Holliday soon after he completed dental school, when he was practicing dentistry in St. Louis. So it seems that when John Henry finished his college studies he didn’t go directly home to Georgia, but took a side trip to St. Louis to practice for a few months with his classmate and friend, Jameson Fuchs—and to meet a woman who would play a large part in his Western life.

  GRAVE ROBBERS

  [image: chpt_fig_013]

  Anatomy/Dissection Scene, Jefferson Medical College, ca. 1885. Courtesy of the Archives of Thomas Jefferson University, Philadelphia (Database ID: E-008/CD ID: 6325-3031-1628/CD Sequence: 083).

  An essential course in both the medical and dental school curriculum was human anatomy—the medical students specializing in the body, the dental students in the head—and the best way to study anatomy was by dissection, cutting into an actual corpse. The study cadavers were delivered by “anatomists,” who were allowed by law to collect the newly deceased bodies of homeless persons or others for whom no burial arrangements had been made and sell them to the schools for educational purposes. But as a ready supply of legal study corpses wasn’t always reliable, anatomists sometimes stepped outside the law and into the cemeteries to find suitable subjects, becoming grave robbers. Historically, grave robbers were more interested in the valuables in the coffin than in the body, but modern medical study had made the bodies themselves a prized commodity, bringing as much as $100 each from a medical school buyer—approximately $3,000 in today’s market—one of the reasons a medical or dental education was so expensive.

  POMP & CIRCUMSTANCE

  Although John Henry wouldn’t be officially graduated from the Pennsylvania College of Dental Surgery until a few months later, he likely took part in the school’s graduation ceremonies, held on March 1, 1872, in the famed Musical Fund Hall. The ceremonies began at eight o’clock in the evening with the Germania Orchestra playing a rousing overture while the faculty, alumni, and graduates marched in and took their places in rows of seats on the gaslit stage. There was an invocation by the Reverend William Blackwood and a reading of the impressive accomplishments of the graduating class: 5,036 patients treated in the clinic and 1,591 cases mounted in the dental laboratory, with the diplomas awarded by Dean Wildman.

  Originally the First Presbyterian Church of Philadelphia, the Musical Fund Hall had been converted into the city’s largest auditorium and was noted for its fine acoustics. World-renowned celebrities appearing at the hall included the Marquis de Lafayette, honored at a reception in 1825 during his tour of the United States, author Charles Dickens reading passages from A Christmas Carol on his 1842 book tour, and Swedish songbird Jenny Lind on her 1850 concert tour promoted by showman P. T. Barnum. The last major event held at Musical Fund Hall was the 1856 National Republican Convention, which nominated famed explorer John C. Frémont for president. Frémont would lose the election to Democrat James Buchanan but would later serve as governor of the Arizona Territory when Doc Holliday first arrived there. Following the convention, the larger Philadelphia Academy of Music became the city’s premier concert venue, but Musical Fund Hall continued to host smaller events like the College of Dental Surgery graduation. In its declining years, the hall became (among other things) a boxing arena and a tobacco warehouse, then was abandoned. To save the landmark building from the wrecking ball, the auditorium of Musical Fund Hall was removed, and the remaining structure converted into a luxury condo complex and is now preserved as a site on the National Register of Historic Places.

  [image: chpt_fig_014]

  Interior, Musical Fund Hall, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Courtesy Free Library of Philadelphia (Item #pdcc00125).

  BEN FRANKLIN’S FIRE INSURANCE

  [image: chpt_fig_015]

  “Benjamin Franklin, Firefighter” by Charles Washington Wright (1824–1869) on display at the Smithsonian’s National Museum of American History. The Picture Art Collection/Alamy Stock (Item #MYB C46).

  In the snowy Philadelphia winters of 1870–1872, when John Henry Holliday was attending dental school, buildings were heated by open fires and coal stoves, and house fires were a constant threat. But Philadelphia was fortunate in having the country’s first fire department, founded in 1736 as a volunteer service with assistance from Benjamin Franklin. Ben’s plan proposed that homeowners pay for fire insurance from private volunteer fire departments, placing a mark on their home’s exterior to show which fire department insured it. If the building caught fire, the insuring fire department would work to save it. If no mark existed, the building was left to burn. In the late 1860s, city officials started plans to transform the volunteer service into a professional fire department that would cover all buildings in the city, and in 1870, the year John Henry Holliday arrived at dental school, an ordinance was passed to create the Philadelphia Fire Department. But the Philadelphia Gazette was still filled with fire stories—particularly in the winter when buildings iced over as firehoses poured water on frigid brick.

  THE ARCH STREET OPERA
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  Arch Street Opera, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Courtesy Free Library of Philadelphia (Image #pdcl00103).

  Although the dental students had busy schedules, they surely took time out to visit the newly opened Arch Street Opera, located just across the street from their school. The name “opera” sounded impressive, but the theater mostly hosted minstrel shows, with popular entertainers like singer Andy McKee, banjo player Lew Simmons, and plenty of dancing girls. The Opera House burned down the year John Henry left Philadelphia, being rebuilt and reopened in 1879 as the Park Theater. Another fire gutted the theater in 1883 and it was rebuilt again and reopened as the New Arch Street Opera House. By the early twentieth century, the remodeled theater was known as the Trocadero, then the Troc in the 1940s, when it was a movie theater before becoming a burlesque house. In the 1970s, the hundred-year-old site was restored as the Trocadero Concert Hall and added to the Philadelphia Register of Historic Places and the National Register of Historic Places.
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