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A Light Goes Out In Camp Creek
BY JACOB BEAVER

Editor’s Note

SPECIAL TO THE SUN
The Greeneville Sun has
lost one of its most loyal
readers. He lived in the community of Camp Creek, and
his name was Hugh Crum.
Everyone called him Bud.
I got to know Bud 12 years
ago when I married his
youngest daughter, Linda
(known as Babe), and we
lived with him for a time. I
liked him immediately, and
respected his intelligence,
and my admiration only
grew over the years. Bud
died a few weeks ago, aged
85, and I thought that he
ought to be remembered in
the newspaper he always
read. Besides, Bud would
have gotten a kick out of it.
Before saying anything
else, I have to make two
things clear. First, I’m British. I grew up 4,000 miles
from Camp Creek, and so
Bud and I were, perhaps,
unlikely friends. Second, I
don’t pretend to know the
whole of Bud’s life. I know
what I saw, and what he
told me. But isn’t that the
way with all friendships?
As Ralph Waldo Emerson
wrote, “Two human beings
are like globes, which can
touch only in a point.”
If you have ever been to
Camp Creek, chances are
you’ve seen the house that
Bud built. A yellow-brick
house, it sits above a slope
beneath the great wall of
the Unaka Mountains. I say
“wall” because the mountains rise so steeply. They
dominate the view, and they
dominated Bud’s life.
It was from these mountains that Bud’s forebears
arrived in a covered wagon.
The details are all forgotten,
which made Bud sad, but
he knew that these people
spoke German and had
come from Pennsylvania. All
that remains of them now is
the name (originally spelled
Krumm), a pair of wire spectacles, and the hardy DNA of
early pioneers.
Bud loved family history, and he loved to talk. I
could write pages full of his
colorful stories, but I’ll give
you just two examples. The
ﬁrst concerns Andrew “Andy
Jack” Bowman. He fought
in the Civil War, and then
came home and continued ﬁghting and generally
having a merry time. His
merriment ended when he
rode his horse onto someone’s porch and received “a
blow of an ax on his head,”
which led to the largest
funeral yet seen in Camp
Creek (according to the East
Tennessee News of July 22,
1897). His tombstone stands
below Mt. Tabor Church,
across the road from Bud’s,
and his overalls hang in a
corner of Bud’s workshop.
Another favorite story
of Bud’s, in a quieter vein,
was about his grandmother,
Laura Crum (who probably
attended Andy Jack’s funeral as a young woman). I can
quote Bud directly, because
he wrote this story down to
“preserve a few memories
for later generations.”
“When I think of my
grandmother,” Bud wrote,
“I remember the two of us
talking together. She didn’t
have a TV or a radio, so we
had to entertain each other.
She would cook things for
me in the ﬁreplace — ‘taters’
and onions, or popcorn. She
always spoiled me rotten.
She would make cookies and
molasses candy, and she
liked to soak her biscuits in a
cup of co ee. ‘Look at it eat
up my co ee,’ she’d say, and
then she would let me have
the biscuit. That was my ﬁrst
taste of co ee.”
Isn’t that nice? Bud brings

The Sun received this submission earlier this month. While its
focus is on one man — Hugh “Bud” Crum, of Camp Creek — we
think the piece is written so well that it also captures the essence
of Camp Creek and Greene County itself, perhaps even all of
Appalachia. We hope our readers enjoy it as well. Anyone wanting
to submit pieces like this one — and we hope there are more —
should email news@greenevillesun.com for consideration.
— Eds.
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The last photo of Bud in his home, with his daughter Linda. Everything about him had shrunk, except for the look in his eyes.
His gaze belonged to a man with energy and intelligence.
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Bud on top on Viking Mountain (which he called Bald Mountain, the old name), shortly after
knee surgery. He was determined to get up there, even if it meant knocking the bottom of
his old car off, which nearly happened.
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Bud and his best friend, Buddy Morgan, left, who still lives in
Camp Creek.
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Picnicking at Kennedy Cabin on Viking Mountain in the 1960s. Bud is on the far left, and
others include his sister, Reba Gregg, his brother John and his old friend Dempsey Harrison.

his grandmother to life
with just a few words, a few
precious details. He did the
same for his parents, Sam
and Pauline, when the two
of us were talking together.
By the time I met him, Bud
had sold the yellow-brick
house and lived nearby. He
was a widower then, and
he and I sometimes passed
an evening in conversation.
He told me how his father
raised tobacco but never
smoked, how they always
butchered a hog in the fall,
how they made molasses
from sugar cane, and apple
butter in a brass kettle …
Bud could talk for hours.
He’d light a cigarette and
begin telling another tale,
some tall, most true. Often
he’d pause to laugh. Occasionally he’d gaze away. As
night deepened, the past
seemed to come closer. I
could sense his mother’s
gentleness in his voice and
his blue eyes. His daddy’s
tough spirit echoed in the
gestures of his big old hands.
But that’s enough ancient
history. Let me tell you
about Bud himself. After all,
this is my reason for writing.
Bud deserves a few words
of my own, a few precious
details.
Before all else, Bud loved
his family. He and Helen
had three daughters — “four
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wives,” Bud would say. They
also had a growing crowd of
grandkids and great-grandkids.
Bud’s other great love was
inventing things. During
a spell in the Navy, he was
trained as an electrician, and
he later took his training
to dizzying heights. Back
in the 1970s, when almost
no one was thinking about
renewable energy, Bud
designed a system to heat
his water with sunlight and
cool the house with creek
water. Don’t ask me how he
did it, but it worked. Ask his
daughters, or his brother
John.
Bud also designed a way
of synchronizing lights and
music. One Christmas, folks
in Camp Creek were amazed
to see a ﬂashing, singing
reindeer atop Bud’s house.
Colored lights pulsed in time
to Christmas songs, while
cars lined up along the road.

Having worked as a jack
of all trades, Bud eventually
became an industrial electrician at C-E Minerals in
Greeneville. Here he made
numerous innovations, according to an old colleague,
Don Conway. Indeed, when
Don got a job at NASA, he
tried to persuade Bud to
accompany him. Don once
said of Bud, “His simple
lifestyle hides the fact that
his intelligence and practicality would make a rocket
scientist seem dimwitted.”
Bud said no to NASA
and Florida. He loved his
family too much, and these
mountains. Bob Hurley,
whose column ran for years
in this newspaper, attested
to Bud’s knowledge of the
mountains. In 2012 he wrote
a piece featuring Bud, in
which Bud said this: “A lot
of folks had a lot of fun up
here back when things were
simpler and we all had more

time for family and friends
… It will soon be part of the
history of these mountains
that not a soul will remember, and that’s a shame.”
I can just picture Bud in
his prime, wife and kids in
tow, with a “poke” of “taters”
over his shoulder, climbing
the vertical Indian trail up
to the Blackstack Cli s high
above Camp Creek. I can
hear him, too. “Ballhoot”
was a favorite expression.
“We’re going up to the
mountains. Ballhoot!”
At Bud’s funeral service on
Sept. 4, the ﬁnal song played
was Vince Gill’s “Go Rest
High on That Mountain,”
and there could have been
no better choice.
There is one last thing I
have to say about Bud Crum.
He was probably the kindest
person I’ve ever known.
Although he could look like
a tough customer, and in his
younger days he sometimes
played the part, he was at
heart a gentle soul. Even
rabbits liked him. Though
a lifelong hunter, he fed the
wild rabbits in his yard, and
they would run up to his feet.
Bud’s kindness extended
beyond rabbits to trees.
There is an old catalpa tree
near his barn, and I once
asked him if he planted
it. “No,” he said, “it volunteered.” I love that:

volunteered! Anyway, this
tree was almost killed in
the tornado of 2011, which
destroyed much of what Bud
owned. However, Bud didn’t
fell the tree. He let it hang
on, hopefully, kindly. One of
my last conversations with
Bud was about the catalpa.
“It’s dying,” he said, looking
out from his back porch, in
a wheelchair. I almost felt
that he was talking about
himself.
Bud was also kind to me,
this strange Englishman
who fell in love with his
youngest daughter and suddenly entered his life. I mentioned that we lived with
Bud after we got married.
When Linda ﬁrst suggested
it, I was dubious. “You better
ask your dad,” I said. “He
hardly knows me.” Linda
shrugged. “Oh, I asked him
already. He said, ‘Sure.’”
I hope these words repay
his kindness a little.
Now I have just a few
words more. Goodbye,
Bud. Go rest high on that
mountain.
Ballhoot!
Jacob Beaver is an author living in Johnson City. In 2017
HarperCollins published his
first novel “The Man Who
Walked on Water.” For more
information, go to www.
jacobbeaver.com.

