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“Lealand”

HE home of Mr. Overton Lea

of the Granny White Road, six mile

and contains about twelve hundr
part of the tract, and that upon which
1s a portion of the original estate of
Judge John Overton, and has been
for over a centur; Three of th
a considerable elevation above
the premises.

The road to the « i',: , SKITting
“Granny White” in honor of
owned a small farm, now part of ‘‘Lealanc
gap through the Harpeth Hills. T
‘Natchez Trace,” and the original road
South.

Thomas H. Benton, who represented

States Senate so long and so ably, lived at one time on an emi
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“The touch of an elernal presence
T he fringes of the sunset and the




be hastily constructed intren ents
still plainly visible in an adjoining woodland,

engaged in a duel for some hours a Federal

he southeast corner of Glendale Park and
suffered little loss, except to their horses
These were tethered some distance in the

rear, and when the order to retreat was rc

ceived, not enough were left alive to man
single gun and all were spiked and left

To this present day, in the plowing season, unexploded shells and cannon balls are frequently turned up on the surface, and
scarcely a storm blows that some old tree, sapped of its strength by these missiles, does not fall; all silent witnesses of the dreadful
days of the early sixties of the Nineteenth Century, when fratricidal war devastated this fair region

HE Granny White Pike gets its name from old ““Granny White,” who kept a tavern on th

vay where travellers stopped

fur refreshment. She was quite a noted character in pioneer days. If memory could take us back to those old days, we

should see: “By the log fires in winter or out in front in summer, the guests discussing the topics of the day until time to
retire—the War of 1812, the crimes of John A.
Murrell, the growth of Nashville, the career of
Napoleon, or the next series of races to come off
at Clover Bottom; cut on the road the mellow
moonlight, the limbs of the wayside trees making
giant shadow-spiders in the dust; over on the
hills the flicker of a torch, and now and then the
music of trailing hounds.”
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