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Chapter 30




  “Waveland”



    By Jim Arbuckle




     The following account is the life and marriage of Emily Creigh Arbuckle and John B. Sydenstricker.  During a visit to Aunt Emily in the 1970’s, she told me many interesting stories of her life with husband, John Sydensticker and their home called Waveland.  Here are the accounts that I recorded in a spiral notebook.
Be sure to check out pictures of “Waveland” under “Photos.”
Note:  Since I wrote this story in 2004, much new information has been found on the history of the Waveland house.  And I believe a Greenbrier Historical Society journal did a story on the house.  But while new facts have been found, the love and respect that John and Emily Sydenstricker had for one another, will never change.  




     Emily Creigh Arbuckle was born August 22, 1880 at Belle Vue Farm.  She was the granddaughter of Alexander Welch and Julia Bell Arbuckle, and the daughter of Alexander Wayt II and Elizabeth Creigh Arbuckle.  Her brothers were Charles Creigh, Alexander Wayt III and Lockhart Davis.  Her sisters were Julia Bell Arbuckle McLaughlin and Mary Lynn Arbuckle.
     Emily was educated in the Belle Vue house and the Arbuckle School.  All of her young life she wanted to be a teacher and all that came true in 1904 when she passed the state teacher’s exam and became a teacher at the Arbuckle School House in Maxwelton. 
     So let us journey back to the early 1900’s to the life of John and Emily Arbuckle Sydenstricker.



******************************************************

     Around the year 1909, Emily was finishing up a day at the Arbuckle School.  The children had all left for their homes when a tall man appeared in the doorway and introduced himself as John B. Sydenstricker.  Emily found him very polite and intelligent during their conversation.  John told her of the county’s plans of consolidating some of the smaller schools.  This possible consolidation concerned Emily.
     When Emily arrived home, her father told her that he knew John B. Sydenstricker, or better known as “Boss.”  Emily knew of his farm that was called Waveland and his large two story brick house that looked like a mansion just a quarter of a mile west of Belle Vue, sitting far off in the plush green farm land.
     John returned to the school a week or so later and Emily introduced him to all the children.  Listening to Aunt Emily, one could tell that both she and John B. Sydenstricker had mutual respect for each other, and Emily said that she admired his mustache.  

     Aunt Emily thought that she and John were about the same age, so she was really surprised when she learned that John was 44 years old, or 12 years older than she was, but still she admired John Sydenstricker.  
     In the summer of 1910, Emily resigned from teaching at her beloved Arbuckle School as she accepted the position of dean of women at Greenbrier College in Lewisburg. 

     Emily enjoyed being at Greenbrier College, but her duties were becoming overwhelming, so after much thought and prayer, she decided to resign in 1920, and a month later, she became the governess of the Caldwell children in Lewisburg, a job that she held and enjoyed for only a few months. She loved taking care of the Caldwell children, but also missed teaching at the now Maxwelton School. She began teaching at the school again in early 1921, and enjoyed it more than the college. 

     In late February 1921, she learned the awful news that John’s wife, Blanche Ferrior Sydenstricker had a stroke and was in the hospital at age 55.  Aunt Emily wanted to go and see John, but felt it best not to. Blanche was brought home to Waveland where she was bedfast, and Aunt Emily kept both Blanche and John in her prayers.  

     The Greenbrier Valley Fair was chartered in March of 1921, and John B. Sydenstricker was elected president.  

     Emily learned in June 1921 that Blanche Sydenstricker had died.  John had gone for a walk the previous evening and when he returned, the nurse who was staying with her, gave him the sad news that Blanche had passed away.  Emily continued to pray that God would strengthen and comfort John during the loss of his dear wife, Blanche.  
     In December 1921, John sent Emily a Christmas card, and she in turn sent him one, and by April 1922, John came to the school house one afternoon and asked Emily to Easter dinner at Waveland.  Emily however declined for fear people would talk.  John, of course was disappointed, but Emily was grateful and told John that she was very fond of him, but after thinking about it for a few days, Emily told John that she would accept his invitation.  Emily did not attend Easter service with John, but did enjoy dinner with him at Waveland where they talked all afternoon.  It was not long after that John asked her to be his wife.  Emily was flattered, but told John that she needed time to think. She knew that Blanche had been gone for well over a year, but still feared it was too early. 
     Emily and John continued to see each other, but she still had not come to a decision on John’s important question.  The time is now June 1922, and they had spent another Sunday afternoon together, and John was distressed when Emily would not give him an answer, however in August they enjoyed going to the Fair on Emily’s 42nd birthday.  

     But for the remainder of August and for most of the month of September, Emily did not see or hear a word from John Sydensticker.  She knew that John was upset with her.  She knew that she loved John, but was just not sure what people would say if they were to marry.  It had been over a year since his wife passed on.  It was not until after a long talk with a good friend (I failed to remember her name) that she knew what she should do.  I asked Aunt Emily what this friend told her, and she looked at me and said, “My friend said, Emily, go after him!”  And that is exactly what Emily Arbuckle did.  She told John that she would marry him. 
     John and Emily were married in May 1923, and although I did not write down the exact day, I think they were married in Clifton Presbyterian Church.  She moved to Waveland to begin life with John, where John did not want her to teach. Emily missed teaching, but she was able to help teach and care her two step sons, Robert and Tommy Sydenstricker.
     Emily and all the family were saddened when her father, Alexander Wayt Arbuckle II passed away in June 1925.  Reverend Philips preached his service and he was laid to rest in Old Stone Presbyterian Church by his wife Elizabeth Creigh Arbuckle.  But a few months later, Emily and all were glad to receive a new minister, Dr. Preston Profit.
     Also in 1925, Emily was amazed when she and John got a radio and were able to hear President Coolidge’s address.
     But in the fall of 1925, John got little for his cattle, and with a bad hay and corn crop, they were worried that there would not be enough to winter his livestock, however Emily remained thankful and enjoyed a good Christmas.  She laughed when she told me that John had cut such a large tree, which was too big for the dining room, so he and the boys stood it in the living room.

     In 1926, John purchased a new car.  Emily was concerned, but John assured her that all was okay, but during the month of March, he lost so many calves and lambs that Emily was afraid that they were not going to be able to pay their bills.  Emily begged John to allow her to go back to teaching, but again, he would not hear of it.  Aunt Emily told me that the Christmas of 1926, John gave her “two beautiful gifts that were too expensive for our means.”
     The spring of 1927, John came through the winter well, but then Emily was concerned when John had to sell some of his personal belongings to pay off a bank loan, but still the year went well as they enjoyed listening to the radio at nights, having a garden and enjoying the fair.  But with good days comes bad days, and by October, John became upset when his cattle brought so little, thus he was unable to pay the bank while Emily had been praying. She again told John that she wanted to teach, but he said, no!
     It was an economical depression for the entire country, but John Sydenstricker worked, and with faith and prayers from he and his wife, he made it through 1928, however in December of 29,’ he was so far in debit that he feared that he would lose his beloved Waveland.  He went to town to talk to the banker, but the bank president who was a personal friend told him that he was so deep in debt that his hands were tied.  Needless to say the Christmas of 29’ was not good for the Sydenstrickers.  John was stressed.  I asked Aunt Emily how she handled it and she smiled at me and said, “I prayed and said Lord, please don’t let the bank take Waveland from John.”  
     The new decade and 1930 was very trying for John and Emily, but the entire country was in a depression where many could not pay their bills.  Emily’s sister Mary Lynn offered to send them what money she could, where Emily thanked her, but told her that it would never be enough, plus John would never hear of it.  In the summer of 1930, John convinced the bank that he would make payments with some land that he had sold, but it turned out that the man who was supposed to buy the land backed out because he too was suffering financially.  Emily told John to just let the bank have Waveland, because he had worked and done all that he could, but John would not give up.
     But in December 1930, the end came when the bank came and served John papers that the farm now belonged to the bank, and that he only had 30 days.  The President had declared the country as The Great Depression, but that did not help, but John asked the bank men to give him more time.  But their hands were tied and there was nothing they could do.  I asked Aunt Emily what she did, and she said, “Well, I tried to calm Boss, but he was so upset. That night he took a walk, and he did not come back until late, but I was thankful that we could spend Christmas at Waveland.”  

     In January 1931, John and Emily left their beautiful Waveland (and I suppose they moved in with her brother Alex and wife Carrie at Belle Vue. (I just did not ask or failed to write down where they moved.)  However by late 1931, banks all over the country were in a freeze.  The country was in terrible times, but Emily was thankful to be able to teach again at her beloved Maxwelton school and bring in money to help pay bills. 
     But one of the best times of their lives came in March of 1932, when the Fair named John general manager to go along with his duty as president.  And it also paid a salary.  Asking Aunt Emily how much it was, she surprised me when she said, “I think it was nearly $1,800 a year, but I do know that the Lord answered our prayers, and I remember making Boss kneel down beside me at our bed that night as we thanked God for all His many blessings.”
     In the fall of 1932, John and Emily begin a new house.  It was a two story white frame house built on Belle Vue Farm and along Arbuckle Lane. She referred to it as “Our House.” They moved in on June 1933, and they enjoyed their new home, however John sadly passed away ten years later in August 1943.  Emily lived there for the remainder of her life, and passed away there on May 13, 1980, leaving her cherished home to her niece, Virginia Arbuckle Lewis. Her house is now owned by Emily’s nephew, Alexander Arbuckle Lewis.
    Aunt Emily told me all this back in 1977, and when I took the notes to put this chapter together in 2004, I failed to ask her what happened to Waveland after they left.  With Aunt Emily and other older relatives now gone, much uncertainty surrounds the Waveland house after the 1930’s. And living relatives today just do not know much about the old brick mansion that has stood vacant and alone for more years than the beautiful old house deserves.  I believe after John and Emily left the house in 1931, a relative of John’s first wife, Blanche Ferrior occupied the house. I learned this from my cousin John B. Arbuckle Sr.  Area farmers like Bill Sims, Roscoe Clay, and even my grandfather Alex could have provided some valuable history, but I just never had the interest to ask back then.  And after Aunt Emily told me about their years at Waveland, I just never thought to ask her the history after they left.  The house was owned by Dennis Sarver and was vacant and rapidly deteriating when I used to ride my horse there in the 1970’s.  It was later bought by Ralph Blake, and Ralph liked the big old house so much that he wanted to remodel, but after inspection by contractors, the crumbling foundation, plus the poor condition of the entire structure; Ralph learned that his dream to redo the house was not to be.  Ralph’s widow Brenda now owns the house and some of the property.  





An Afternoon at Waveland
     One warm Sunday afternoon in June 2003, I decided to ride over to Waveland.  It had been many years since I was last there, and I knew the house had been vacant for many years, and I also knew that it would be in a very poor state.  I saddled Cochise took off,  rode by Belle Vue, and when  I stopped at the top of Arbuckle Lane, where I could see the red brick Waveland house far off in the distance. 

     I rode down through the valley and up to the locked gate that stands about 500 yards in front of the old Waveland house.  As I dismounted, I discovered that the lock was open, probably due to the Sarver’s going in and out with their cattle.  I opened the gate and leading Cochise through; I closed it behind me, jumped on my pinto and cantered up the long dirt road that led to the old Waveland house. 
    A few minutes later I was at the front yard, and the old brick mansion had certainly gone down hill from when I saw it last up close, probably in the 1980’s.  Tying up my horse, I walked up to the house.
     I stopped outside of what was once the dining room. It was an oval room in the front of the house that was frame rather than brick. The once white painted boards were now a decaying dark color.  As I looked around the outside, I saw where most all the windows were either gone or broken out. Looking in one of the three front dining room windows, all you could see was rot and decay.
     Opening one of the front doors, I walked in to a large room with a fireplace.  This was probably the formal living room.  It was a big room, and one could just imagine its once beauty and classic appeal, but now like the rest of the house, it was in sad shape.  And also like the rest of the house, the valuable wood had been removed, probably by a previous owner.  Even some of the plaster on the walls was gone, which gave many of the rooms an ugly and skeleton appearance.

     One of the doorways that led to the dining room was of beautiful wood.  An expert would know the type, but it was very archeteticed and the wood still had a good finish.  
     The big house has three stairways; a formal stairway in the front of the house, a less elaborate in the center of this house, and a small curved stairs in the back of the house.  All three stairways lead to the four upstairs bedrooms.  All looked unsafe to climb, and much of the flooring around the center stairs was missing and rotting away.  

     The front or formal stairway still has its dark wood banister railing, which has a Victorian look.  It winds three sections to the top to the master bedroom.  
     The small rear stairs is in what was probably the kitchen.  It was the only stairs that looked safe to climb, and once I did, I came out to the rear of the hall in front of a back bedroom.  But I did not trust the upstairs flooring toward the center of the house, thus I was unable to see the two center bedrooms.  
     Once I made it back down the stairs, I walked in the dining room.  Of course all furniture was gone and like the other rooms, it was full of dirt and decay.  A worn green shutter that once adorned the outside window was now inside lying against a once white wall with crumbling plaster.  An old hanging light fixture, probably the remains of a once beautiful chandelier hangs in the center of the room over what was once the dining room table where John and Emily dined. 

     Walking back in the living room, I took a look at the interior of the large main door to the house.  It is large old wooden door, maybe oak.  It is surrounded by glass panes on both the sides and above.  And by some miracle, all of the old pane glass was intact and unbroken, helping to preserve the interior of the door.  The door latch is a hard clear glass round knob or plastic. 

     Walking outside of the main front door, one can easily see that the elements have not been kind to exterior of the old door.  Probably once the same brown as the interior, it is now a faded gray and brown color.  The wooden casing around the door and panes is nice, but not as elaborate as the hand carved wood at Belle Vue.  

     Standing and looking at the eaves, they are adorned with white decorative L cornices every few feet, and are still in remarkable good shape as is the eves themselves.  With the architect of both the interior and the exterior, one can tell the builder had a very exquisite taste of lavished design in both the interior and exterior of the house.  




The Mystery of Waveland

     While we know more about the lives of John B. and Emily Sydenstricker, mystery and uncertainty still lurks over the Waveland house.  When was it built?  Who built it?  Who named it Waveland?  Who lived there after the Sydenstrickers?  What will become of a once beautiful old house? 
     These are all questions that older generations could have answered, but a subject and questions that I did not think of asking back then.  After all, we think that our grandparents and those older than us will be around forever.  
     Without doubt, current owner of the property, Brenda Blake may have answered many questions, but being so busy, I just never took the time to contact Brenda.
     All of my younger life, I heard my grandparents Alex and Carrie Arbuckle refer to the house as the Waverly place, or simply Waverly.  I remember one time in the 1960’s I asked my grandmother Carrie, and she referred it as the Waverly place?”  Why did they both call it “Waverly” and Aunt Emily, “Waveland?”  A Waverly must have built the house and lived there before the Sydenstrickers. One of the many questions that I wish I had asked.  

     Aunt Emily was not sure when the house was built, but what she thought, plus my granddad Alex, and also my dad, I guess it would be safe to say the house was built in the late 19th century.  I think it is also safe to say that the name “Waveland” came from the Waverly family.  But this is just my assumption. 
     The next question is who lived there after the Sytenstrickers?  Again, a question that Aunt Emily and my grandparents and other older generation folks could have answered.  My father did not remember, but when I asked John B. Arbuckle Sr. the question, John immediately said, “The Ferriors lived there.” And in the 1990’s, my good friend Preston Bell, who had a farm over the hill, referred to it as the old Ferrior place.  And since John Sydenstricker’s first wife was a Ferrior, it only makes sense that some of her family purchased the property. 

     A few years ago, Elizabeth White Deaver Arbuckle who was raised in sight of Waveland told me that the Ferriors lived in the house while she was growing up in the 1930 and 40’s.  And she thought and assumed that they were family of Blanche Ferrior Sydenstricker, so that part of the puzzle may be fact.  But to make it more confusing, Elizabeth told me that her father Charlie White used to refer to the property as “Waverly Manor!”  And her mother referred to it as the “Sydenstricker house.”  So it is a house with many names and many questions. 



*********************************

     As I left the house on that day and walked back to my horse, I turned around and was surprised to see how good a condition the roof was.  And even if there was not a leak in the roof, the inside of the house was ruined from broken windows which allowed all the rain, wind and snow to ruin a once beautiful old home.  And if you stop and think about it, the old house has been vacant at least since the 1970’s.  As mentioned, I rode there in the 1960’s and to the best of my recollection, someone was living there.  But my visit in the 1970’s; no one was there; and that was my first time to see the inside, and while it was dusty and musty, the mantels and all the wood work was still in tact.  
     The Sarver’s were one of the last people to own the house and property, and the house was neglected and left standing abandoned.   It is just a shame that one of the most beautiful homes in Greenbrier County was neglected to fall into ruin, with now nothing but rot and rubble.  If Ralph Blake had seen the house just ten or twenty years earlier, I’m sure that he would have turned into a landmark.  

     As I got on my horse and rode off, I stopped and turned around. I could see and hear the wind blowing an old shutter up against a broken window.  The once front porch had fallen into complete ruins.  A groundhog ran inside an open side door. The old horse head hitching post and brass door clapper that Aunt Emily once mentioned were no where to be found.  The spot that was once Aunt Emily’s flower garden was full of brush and weeds.  And while this old house will one day soon be totally gone, the love and good life that John B. and Emily Sydenstricker once shared will be there forever.  
     Giving my horse a nudge, I rode home.  






The End



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++





            Waveland


Written by……………………………
Jim Arbuckle in 2004


Photos……………………………….
Cely Arbuckle & Tammy Mounts



Information by………………………
Emily A. Sydenstricker 

Be sure to check out picture of John B Sydenstricker, Emily (on the left), and the old Waveland house, under “Photos” on this website.

Come with me in Chapter 31 for a sad time for the Arbuckle and Botts family.
