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Reflections from the author . .

I have been so blessed! A wonderful family and good friends are special blessings in my life.
God has given me so much and when my g‘ratituc"te overwhelms me I tell him so, in song or in
prayer.

In 1995, after ]iving' in Harrisl)urg’ for some thirty years, much to the
astonishment of famﬂy and friends, George and I moved to the middle of
nowhere. To us the rural area of Gold Hill is beautiful. They say you
always return to your roots. | guess this is true for me. The farm is not as
]arg’e as the one I lived on as a child, but I'm not a s}larecropper either.
George and I saw this place and we knew instandy that it was home. Lots
of work awaited us on every corner and the upstairs of the house was not
even finished. We had good health and stable, enjoya]ale jo]:)s. An asset
for me was that I had family close by.

George had gone to a Wesleyan Methodist Church growing up in Forest City and he found one
here less than ten miles from home. So we rededicated our lives to the Lord and St. Paul
Wesleyan Church became another one of our l)lessing‘s. George is a Sunclay school teacher,
trustee, and lay minister. I teach Sun(lay school and am involved in all aspects of the church,
except the governing part. ng]'lt now I am worlzing omn a l']isl:ory of the church for our 100'1'
celebration in 2005. A wonderful project I am working on is a quilt that was started in 1940.
All of the blocks have not been found but we are going to use the 10 blocks we have for a
Wa]]]lang'ing'.

I knew the symptoms of cancer. 1 worked on the rescue squad for several years and I had
known friends, family, and even my g‘ran(]mother who had foug‘hl: the great battle. In early
1997, noticing a couple of tl'u'ng’s that looked suspicious, | went back to Harris]aurg to see Dr.
Suggs. So, it was suggested by the good doctor that I go to University Hospital [or some tests.
I was awaiting the arrival of my daughter, Angie’s, first child in April. My niece, Wendy, had
asked me to direct her Wed(}ing scheduled in June. I did not have time {or this inconvenience.
The doctor said he saw no reason I could not wait until these events were over. So, except to
George, I lzept my l:houg}lts to myself. Deep in my heart I knew what it was.

June came and I went in for the ultimate test that would change my life forever. I had always
taken my health and whole l)ocly for g’ranted. The doctor told George his suspicions, made a
picture for me, and in twenty-three hours the biopsy came back positive for cancer. An
immediate visit with the surgeon planned surgery for July 7.

Plans had already been made to go to my daughter and son-in-law’s house at the beach. 1
enjoyed seeing my son, Daryll, and his family at their home near Topsail. Rested, I came back
home to work what turned out to be my final week. Upon arrival at home from work on July 3,
I learned my beloved Dad had just passed away. Dad had been in a nursing home for a couple
of years. He was paralyzed from the waist down from many strokes, was 89 years old and
suffering from a lot of memory loss. 1 had contemplatecl so many times how he was going to
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deal with my not l)eing' able to visit him for several weeks. So he had gone on to be with a Lord
he loved so much. He was buried on my l)irtl'lday.

The scheduled surgery went well. Because cancer cells had spread to my lympll notles, six
weeks later I started chemotherapy. 1, who had always been so busy, could only lie on the
couch. Fatigue, nausea and diarrhea engulfecl my l)ody. I praye(l that if T could not feel any
better that the Lord would take me home. Then came the continuous tlrip of chemo and
radiation. I got so weak that we had to stop and rest from the treatments. By the time the
radiation treatments had ended and I had started back on chemo my blood count was so low we
lzept having to postpone treatments. Tlu'oug]'l it all, I would get a car(l, gift, or visit from
loving family and friends. This kept me going! I received the following, author unknown, keep

it on my refrigerator, and read it often.

What Cancer Cannot Do
Cancer is so limited....

It cannot cripple love,

It cannot shatter hope,

It cannot corrode faith,

It cannot des&oy peace,

It cannot kill friendsl'lip.

It cannot suppress memories,
It cannot silence courage,

It cannot invade the soul,

It cannot steal eternal life,

It cannot conquer the Spirit.

I started a cookbook in 1992. After the bout with cancer I finished the coo]zl»oo]z,
“Cuisine and Tranquility”, in 2000. I won a couple of awards in high school for writing but
nothing prepared me for compi]ing books. George has been an inspiration for it is his expertise
with computers that has enabled me to print the cookbook and this booklet.

In 2001 I experienced another great loss. My beloved brother, Wayne, passed away. My family
gets smaller and smaller and it is so hard to deal with. :

I continue living and doing the things that I enjoy. Grandchildren are the greatest! I garden,
can and freeze the vegetalnles. I do a lot of yard work and growing flowers. A special
enjoyment is Joing crafts and sewing. 1 collect ribbons from the county fair and have over 250
at this time. Until George and I bought this house and finished the upstairs, I never had a
room dedicated just to hobbies. I love this room with a TV, computer and accessories, sewing
machine, and piles of craft materials to keep me busy for years, if the Lord leaves me. If my
time is short, I am grateful for all these years and the wonderful t]ﬁngs in this world I've been

able to share and participate in.

When I started this idea of tracing the family background it was only going to be a small
project for mine and Wayne’s children and grandchildren. The more I searched the more I
wanted to learn about our ancestors. Then I felt it needed to include the present members of
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the family. It expounded to wanting pictures of the people mentioned. I would never have
believed that so many wonderful pictures existed!

Tl'loug}n much of the following is of a historical nature and you may find it l)oring at times, it is
all a part of our ancestral heritage. To just give names and relations}ﬁps such as one would see
in a family tree seemed inadequate since the currant descendants know little about these
ancestors. I found it very exciting as | learned more and more. There is so much more to be
learned and 1 llope that another farnily member will take this information and continue to do
research.

I l'lope that you enjoy learning‘ who you came from. Think about the hards}nips they endured so
that we mig'}lt be here today, free and comfortable in our lives. The part they played has made
us what we are. May we all be better individuals for them!

Martha Deaton Sheppard
2004
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Dedicated to:

My grandsons
Jared, Joshua, Tyler and Caleb:

And to
My beloved brother’s grandchildren,
Conner, Matthew, Grayson and Avery:

This is your legacy. May you live your lives in such a way that your ancestors
would be proud of you, just as [ am.

For your descendants, this is a record of their ancestors.

Take pride in who you are and remember I love you.
\



















































































































































