


  
As with all of you, trying to put my thoughts about my Mother into a 
few words would be impossible. I do know this. My very first memory is 
of being held on Mama's shoulder in the dark bedroom on Lawsonville 
Ave. in the rocking chair in front of an open fireplace, and seeing 
the flicker of the fire on the walls. I had to have been only a few 
weeks or months, perhaps, old, but that memory is as vivid to me now 
as it was then. I felt I was where I was supposed to be, and loved, 
even at that very young age. Now, the years fly by. Mama was always to 
me, a very quiet strong lady, who bore "whatever" with a great deal of 
grace. I told her just hours before she died, "Mama, another thing, 
you were always right", and I meant it. I loved her with a passion, 
and there were times I thought I hated her! We certainly had our " ups 
and downs". I never saw Mama cry except when an animal died, or a 
loved one. We had our share of great fun, and laughter. We could get 
the "giggles" as if we were little girls. I shared everything with 
her, and she always listened, and had words of comfort, or advice, or 
instruction. She was not a patient Mother, and admitted to that. I'm 
sure I tried her patience more than most. She was the disciplinarian.  
I still remember those switches, fly swatters, yardsticks, or what-
ever. Actually, about all she had to do was look at me, and I knew I 
had better straighten up. She taught me to love Jesus, to be kind to 
everyone, and to be responsible. She always told me that I could do 
anything I put my mind to if I would work hard at it. Mama was a 
Mama's girl, and was so determined that I would not be that I think 
sometimes she went a little far with that. I was never homesick. I 
missed her when I was in Colorado, but was very independent when I 
went there. Mama had a multitude of friends, all of whom loved her, 
and she, them. She did so much for other folks. She loved all of her 
family and enjoyed being with them. Certainly, Leo loved her more than 
anything, and she did him. I, like many others feel about their moth-
ers I'm sure, thought she was the most beautiful woman I ever saw.  



I couldn't do much better than to copy and send this email and pictures. If anyone needs to 
have the pictures identified, just ask. 
As an example of her gentleness, when she was a little girl they found a nest of baby mice 
in a dresser drawer. The  mice were dead but Lizzie had Rommie make little coffins for 
them out of penny match boxes and they buried them in the back yard and put up little 
crosses over their graves made out of twigs. 
She also could display a wicked sense of humor. One day when I was going on 15 and she 
was going on 20 Lizzie and I were riding in the rumble seat of our 1928 Model A Ford. I 
was completely uncommunicative, probably daydreaming about Doris Smith, and paying 
her no attention. Lizzie suddenly shouted out, "Get your cold hand off my leg !", and I al-
most died. 
She was one of a kind, and will be sorely missed. 







Hi, 
    I'm finding it difficult to articulate just how much Sweet Lizzie meant to me, but I've written 
down just a few thoughts and here they are. 
  
I was only a few days old when I first met my Aunt Lizzie in Nov. 1942. Mama and I had been 
transported home to Stanhope via ambulance from Lenoir Memorial in Kinston, where I was 
born. Lizzie and Gretchen came to take care of Mama and me, because Daddy had to work. I 
must have bonded with her during those days. I can never remember a time in my life when she 
wasn't so very special and loved by me. Early on, she asked that I call her "Lizzie".....no "Aunt" 
added, and so I always did. 
  
She and Mama kept in touch with weekly letters as I was growing up. I probably only got to see 
her a couple of times each year. I anticipated those summer visits with the same excitement as I 
felt at Christmas. I loved hearing her and Mama reminisce about "Old Times" when they were 
growing up in Pink Hill and on the family farm near Maxwell's Mill. Mammy and Papa Holt 
had both died before I was born. Through those stories, they and many other family members 
came alive for me. 
  
Lizzie's soft voice, sweet smile, and gentle manner always made me feel safe and comfortable 
when I was with her. When I married and had my own family, my husband and children loved 
her as I did.  
  
Her love and understanding helped sustain me throughout the weeks and months after my par-
ents passed away 13 months apart. And, in later years, during a traumatic time in my own little 
family, she was there for me every step of the way. 
  
I thank God to have had her in my life for over 64 years. I will miss her dearly, but will carry 
her in my heart always.   (MHA)     



My fondest memories are when I was a little girl (pre teen), and Grandmother (my mother’s Mom) and I 
would get on a bus to Reidsville and visit with Aunt Bit and Uncle Leo for several days at a time during the 
summer.  Those were such special visits.   
 
  
 
Aunt Bit introduced me to the best sandwich in the whole world – peanut butter, mayo and banana on fresh 
bread.  To this day that is my favorite comfort food.  I think of her whenever I make one and enjoy every last 
morsel.   Grandmother and I would have such wonderful visits.   Aunt Bit also introduced me to a new girl-
friend who lived nearby.  I’m pretty sure her name was Donna, but Gretchen will have to confirm that.   We 
would visit at either Aunt Bit’s house or at her home.  I say “visit” instead of “play” because at that age we 
considered ourselves all grown up and no longer children. 
 
  
 
I also recall sitting on that screened in porch with Aunt Bit and just talking and talking about everything and 
nothing and playing with a little dog.  Happy moments!! 
 
  
 
Aunt Bit was one of the most special people I have ever had the pleasure of knowing.  I was so proud to be 
her niece.  She was the epitome of a southern lady – a dear, sweet, gentle person with the energy of ten peo-
ple all wrapped into that little body!!       
 
  
 
Trina      



My earliest remembrances of Aunt Lizzie were from the family visits to Lawsonville Ave. in 
Reidsville.  A place that held many wonders for Ron and I.  The dark long hall, the cellar stor-
age but more especially the wooded area behind the house with the stream and bunches of rocks 
and stones. 
Lizzie was always the quiet one with Leo, Mom and Dad getting into the bottle and having 
what seemed a good time  especially when the “Uke” came out and the harmony began.  Uncle 
Leo had a beautiful voice as did Daddy.  Lizzie with sit by as the second-hand smoke  filled 
every corner in the room.   
When they came to visit she was always the same quiet person, so gentle with every remark or 
observation that we felt very comfortable being in her presence.  She would constantly scold the 
others about their drinking and smoking saying she would outlive all of them by decades (which 
she did).  They would always retort that if they couldn’t enjoy life; “Why live it?”  
My times with Aunt Lizzie were few and far between so I missed a lot of quality time that the 
rest savor and now happily remember.  One of those times was back in 73 or 74 when Del and I 
took Mom and Dad to Reidsville where we spent the night enjoying a backyard cookout. Early 
the next morning we all piled into my 73 Thunderbird and headed out toward Brookneal and 
Hat Creek Church to join up with Ram & Helen. We visited cousins I’d never known, drove 
down main street Brookneal, VA seeing evidence of Holt’s being there in the past then to the 
homeplace standing in the old log structure where Daddy was born.  There was a light rain so 
we didn’t  tarry too long.  From there we drove northward to Natural Bridge before recounting 
our miles back to Reidsville.  That was the last time I saw Uncle Leo. As I recall he died in 
1975.  Aunt Lizzie would continue on until 2007 filling our hearts with awe and joy.  She was 
so special to be around when the reunions were rekindled in the late 90’s.  I could detect a radi-
ance beaming from her each time I was privileged to be around her.  Now, as we all do, I look 
forward to seeing her and all that have gone before me when it’s my time to board the Glory 
Land Express. 
 
Bob L Holt, July 9, 2007 


