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Memory

Thank you for coming this evening. My name is “Memory”. I am part of
all who rest here and also of you who have come this evening.
We are mothers, fathers, babies. We are teachers, farmers, soldiers. We
are pioneers, adventurers, wanderers. We are Americans. We are
Christians. We served in our Country’s wars. We died from disease,
from wounds, from accidents and from old age. Many of us died before
our natural time.
Hush! Do you hear? Quiet footsteps in the fallen leaves. Who? The first
people who inhabited these woods long before the explorers came. She
moves silently through the forest. Her name is: Choctaw. Cherokee.
FIRST ONES.
It is late 1700s. White men explore south of Nashville – surveying,
looking, longing. They are astonished at the richness of the soil, the
plentitude of clear, fresh water. They find the creek nearby brimming
with fish, turtles, water birds. What to name it? Such Rich Land – call it
Richland Creek.

Robert Gordon

Pardon me; may I introduce you to some of my family?

Memory

There is someone asking to speak. Speak to us, Robert Gordon.

Robert Gordon

My father was Samuel Gordon, a giant of a man, over seven feet tall, red
haired and weighing 3 to 400 stone. He was born in Scotland and
traveled to this New World where he first settled in Virginia.
The family moved from Virginia to Kentucky and then with me, since
our mother had passed, here to Brick Church community on March 3,
1808.
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Robert Gordon,
continued.

My two sons, Thomas and John, came also and we settled on
Richland Creek not far from where the church is now. We made a
corn crop of 11 acres that year. My father rests down the road on
property now owned by the Guinn family.
Our land was considered part of Maury County, which had been
established in November 1807, until Giles was formed in 1809.
Our first home was a 4-room log building with an upstairs, but by
1830 I had a expansive 8-room brick home on a hill overlooking
the banks of Richland Creek. There I lived until my death in 1847.
In 1820 I deeded a small parcel of land to the community of Brick
Church to be used as a Presbyterian Church and Cemetery. I am
resting here in this quite and peaceful cemetery. Generations of my
oﬀspring have returned to be baptized and confirmed in this
church.
My son, Thomas, was very happy to see this place again after his
experiences in the Creek Wars. Tell us about that, Thomas.
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Col. Thomas Kennedy
Gordon

I am Thomas Kennedy Gordon, the son of Robert Gordon. During
my service in the War of 1812, I was at the Battle of
Talladega, where the Tennessee Militia, many of them from
Giles County, fought the hostile Creek Indians known as the
Red Sticks.
That’s where I began a lifelong friendship with General Andrew
Jackson. Because of the deplorable conditions, most of the
men wanted to leave, but I told General Jackson that I would
stay with him and that I was prepared to die there with him if
necessary. Finally, two wagons of provisions my father sent
from Brick Church to our starving army arrived in the south
Alabama wilderness to relieve our suﬀering until government
provisions came through.
The General and I exchanged correspondence for the remainder of
our lives, and he was a welcome guest in my home, Mont
Gordon, when he traveled through the region in the years to
come.
The General later became President, and I was honored to serve
the people of my district as a member of 18th and 21st
Tennessee General Assemblies.
At the age of 20, I had already been made a Captain in the
Tennessee Militia. Then I was 22, Gov. William Blount
commissioned me a Lieutenant Colonel, and I became
Commandant of the Giles County Militia.of Tennessee. For
the remainder of my life, I was known to all as Col. Gordon.
Our beloved family home, Mont Gordon, in which so many
Gordon generations lived and died, was just a few miles from
here on Buford Station Road. The house was almost 150
years old when it burned, but you can still visit the graves
were my wife, Betsy, and I are buried in the ruins of the
family cemetery there.
Of course, Betsy and I were proud of all our children, but I’d like
you to meet our son Thomas.
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Thomas Martin Gordon

Rev. McMillian is ready to
approach and steps forward
without introduction.

I am Thomas Martin Gordon, the son of Thomas and Betsy
Gordon. I grew up hearing the stories of the War of 1812
from my father and the tales about the service of my
grandmother’s brothers, General Thomas Kennedy Lane and
Martin Lane, who were both in the Revolution.
When I was 19 I decided to leave college and enlist in the Mexican
War. That made me one of the first people to ever be called a
Tennessee Volunteer. I still recall the ferocity of the Battle of
Mexico City.
When the South became engaged in the War of Northern
Aggression, I organized a company at Lynnville and was
made its captain. The companies from neighboring towns
met on my lawn, and I was elected Lt. Col. of the Third
Tennessee Regiment.
On Feb. 15, 1862, I was wounded during the Battle of Donelson,
but my body servant brought me home, first stopping at Gen.
Pillow’s house in Columbia and then to my own home near
Lynnville.
I did not have long to recover, though. I was arrested by Federals
and forced to march on foot back to Columbia and put in jail.
Some of my friends raised $15,ooo bond so I could be
released, but not long after that the Yankees were at my door
again. This time I was arrested and thrown in the stockade in
Pulaski.
I really wanted to fight, but I just could not recover enough to
return to battle. I helped with our cause in my own ways,
though.
When I died in 1901, I was buried in Lynnwood Cemetery. It was
an honor to be given a soldier’s burial.
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Edward McMillian

Generations of people in this community are very blessed that
Robert Gordon gave the land in 1820 for this church to be
established.
Edward McMillian is my name. I was ordained as a minister in the
Presbyterian faith. I was called from my home in Scotland to serve
the Lord and establish a church in this wilderness.
In 1840, eight men joined me in forming the church. They built the
brick building with their own hands. The congregation was blessed
with continued growth, and in 1870 the old church was
demolished so that the frame building you see here tonight could
be erected.
Since I had a classical education I was asked to hold classes during
the weekdays and to preach the Word on Sundays. Many young
eager men came to study, to learn the classics and to read in Latin
and Greek.
Are any of my students here? My mind has faded and I cannot
recall all their faces or names. But there are three who remain in my
memory: Young. Strong, eager, intelligent, full of the fear of God.
Are you here tonight? What has become of you? What have you
done with your lives?

Three young men
prepare to step
forward.
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First Young Man

Pastor, I am Neill Smith Brown. I studied here under your guidance
and went to study law. I became Governor of Tennessee in 1847.
While I did not actively serve during the war my sympathies were
always with the South. I am now resting in Mt. Olivet Cemetery in
Nashville.

Second Young Man

Sir, I am John Calvin Brown, Neill’s brother. I studied here under
your guidance and went on to study law. In 1848 I began to
practice law in Pulaski, TN. When the war came I served as
Colonel of the Third Tennessee Regiment of Infantry. My men
fought at Fort Donelson and at Nashville. Eventually I was
promoted to General. After the war I served in several state
positions and in 1870 I was elected Governor of Tennessee. I rest
now in Maplewood Cemetery, in Pulaski.

Third Young Man

Professor, I am Preston Smith. I also studied under your excellent
guidance. And I, too, became a lawyer. I was born in Giles County
and when the War Between the States came I took over a brigade at
Shiloh. I rose to the rank of General and was killed Sept. 19, 1863,
at the Battle of Chickamauga. I am not resting here. I am buried in
Elmwood Cemetery in Memphis.

Edward McMillian

Memory

You three make me very proud. You have lived with courage and
conviction. And you have died with dignity.
Though too many of our brave soldiers like Preston Smith were lost
during the Civil War, we were blessed to see many others return to
Brick Church. One young man, Private George W. Gosnell, was a
cavalryman with the 12th TN Cavalry Battalion formed in Green
County, Tennessee. He survived the war and came back to this
community to marry and raise a family. He was laid to rest here in
1925.
The war years were hard on all our community but especially hard
on our women. They yearned for and mourned their loved ones,
while transforming their accustomed place in our world. In many
cases they assumed the roles of their men, out of necessity.
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Mary Kennedy Lane
White

Forgive me for not oﬀering you my hand. They’re soiled for I’ve
just finished burying my brother. My name is Mary Kennedy
Lane White, and I’m 29 years old.
All 10 of the children in my family were born in the big white
house down the road that my father built in 1831. We lived
there and went to this Presbyterian Church.
When I married Rufus Green Pinckney White, I moved to Pulaski.
In 1857 father sold the house and 1,067 acres to Uncle
Robert Laird and Aunt Nancy Gordon Laird. Father moved
all our family to Texas, except for me and my sister, because
we were married women by then.
My brother, John Martin Lane, was born in 1841. He loved the
farm, the fields, the horses and this church. After moving to
Texas the war began, and John Martin joined the 8th Texas
Cavalry called Terry’s Texas Rangers.
They were sent to Tennessee to ride with Gen. Joseph Wheeler in
his drive to break the Union supply line from Nashville to
Chattanooga.
On the night of Oct. 6, 1863 they were moving through
Farmington on their way to Lewisburg when a group of
Federals fired on them at point blank range.
Their captain, James Knox Polk Blackburn, was wounded, but I’ll
let my cousin, Macky Laird, tell you his story.
My brother, John Martin, was killed. As Wheeler’s men retreated
through Pulaski on their way to safety across the Tennessee
River one of the men stopped at our home and told me of
John Martin’s death. I took a buckboard and a servant and
went to Farmington and found my brother’s body.
We brought him back here to Brick Church Cemetery where he
had played and worshiped as a youth. When I am able I’ll
raise an obelisk over him.
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Mary McMillian Laird

Most folks call me “Macky,” but I was born Mary McMillan Laird.
My parents and I were living in the big house father purchased
from my uncle, Thomas Lane, when the War broke out.
Mother and I took in several wounded soldiers and nursed them
back to health, except for one poor soul who died. Father paid
for him to have a Christian burial here in the church cemetery.
In late 1863 a badly wounded Confederate oﬃcer was brought here
by Gen. Wheeler’s men as they were retreating South to cross
the Tennessee River. Capt. James Knox Polk Blackburn had
been shot through both legs in Farmington, a small village east
of us at the same encounter where my cousin, John Martin
Lane, was killed.
His recovery was slow and painful. To complicate matters the
Union Provost Marshall from Pulaski put Capt. Blackburn
under house arrest and required him to report every two weeks
in Pulaski.
It took Capt. Blackburn most of a year to recover from his wounds.
but he used the time to teach school at Brick Church, which was
used as a school during the week and a house of worship on
Sunday. As time went by, we became good friends.
When Capt. Blackburn had a chance to commandeer a horse, and
was able to return to his unit, now in North Carolina. He was
there when the South surrendered. His men, those still living,
made plans to return to Texas. However, Capt. Blackburn
decided to return to Tennessee and to Brick Church.
On Feb. 10, 1867, James and I were married on the front porch of
Lairdland Farm House. Since my parents were still living in the
house, we made our home in Old Lynnville in my grandfather’s
home, where we care for him.
We attend Brick Church Presbyterian Church and James serves as
Elder. He also served at separate times, in both houses of the
State Legislature.
We have nine precious children – 2 daughters and 7 sons.
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Margaret Amanda
Gordon Rothrock

PRAISE THE LORD! THE WAR IS OVER! I got word yesterday

so I sent my son into Pulaski to ask Dr. White the price of
cotton. No, I don’t want to buy any. I want to sell six bales.
My name is Margaret Amanda Gordon Rothrock. I’m 54 years old
and I own the big farm down the road. After my husband died,
my Negroes and I put in a cotton crop in 1861. It was a good
crop, and we made six bales.
But the war had started and both our Confederate boys and the
Federals were roaming about, taking everything they could get
their hands on. The Confederates paid us farmers with script,
which is now worthless, but the Federals just TOOK – cattle,
hogs, corn, wheat, even fence rails – they left nothing behind.
My farm was ruined.
When we heard Tennessee had fallen to the Federals I knew it was
only a matter of time. So my faithful Negroes and I hid the
cotton bales in a log shed away from the house and covered
them up with hemp. The Yankees didn’t want the hemp - too
much trouble to braid into ropes, I guess.
So many died! Young Edward Gordon was killed at the Battle of
Donelson and is buried here in the cemetery. So is Sgt.
McMahan ,who was wounded in late 1862 and came home sick
to die. He’s buried nearby. Both of them served with the 3rd
Tennessee Infantry in Clack’s Battalion.
And there was John Edwards from 4th Kentucky Mounted Infantry.
He was trying to get to Alabama to join his unit when he fell ill
and died here. We lost so many of our congregation, too. Several
are buried in unmarked graves.
Dr. White says the cotton is worth $1.25 a pound. It will bring
$3,500. Enough to build new fences and buy cattle and hogs,
and seed corn! We WILL SURVIVE. PRAISE THE LORD!
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Memory

While our journey this evening has focused on the years of terrible
conflict in our nation’s Civil War, we must also acknowledge and
honor those brave men who defended our freedom and liberty in
wars since then.
•
•
•
•

Rev. McMillan

Myron G. Burgess, PVT Co. O 5th Tennessee Pioneer Inf., World War I
Kelly Douglas Gosnell, PFC U. S. Army, World War II
David D. Young, BMZ U. S. Navy, KOREA
Herman Lee Gilmore, Sr., SSCT U. S. Air Force, KOREA

As we recall our past, let us not forget the 200 souls buried at the
back of the church. Once they had grave markers, but most of these
were removed many years ago. These are people of color who lived
and labored and died in our community. They worked our fields,
they reared our children and they worshipped here with us in this
church. When they passed away they were laid to rest in this
cemetery. Among the few whose gravestones remain are Milton
and Rixenia Steward Gordon, former slaves who married in 1869
and raised a family of 11 children in the Brick Church community.
Milton died in 1915, and Rixie and her sons continued to operate
their farm until her death in 1938.
Let us pray. Heavenly Father, we thank you for your profound love
for us, for the bounty you have provided in every way across the
more than 200 years since this community was settled with the
people and their descendants who rest here. Guide us as we
continue to strive to maintain this beautiful church and this
historic cemetery. Bless us as we worship you, dear Lord, and as we
honor those who have come and gone before us. AMEN

Memory

While this little church is small, its members are very faithful. And
this lovely cemetery continues to be the quiet, peaceful resting
place for many in our community. So, our tale is done for this
evening, although there are many stories left to tell.
There is a hymn I would ask that you join in and sing together. It
symbolizes this beautiful community and the men and women
who live here now, as in the past. Shall we rise and sing together the
first verse of GOD BLESS AMERICA.

