










































































































































































of battered things lying together on
the common ground which they've
somehow come to share. At first glance
the place seems to be a graveyard for
the spoiled, the broken, and the ut-
terly useless. But when the master of
the domain comes on the scene that
impression fades away. In his presence
and with the help of his words, the
junk is transfigured and shines with
the light of new potential. The visitor
begins to understand that this is not
a graveyard but a rest home for things,
where battered stuff can take a deep
breath before being sent forth to serve
again.

The man who has assembled this
diverse collection of useful garbage lives
here on the riverbank with his wife,
his cats and dogs, his 100 pet geese,
his greenhouse full of thriving plants—
and, of course, with his stuff. Charlton
Cox’s stuff is famous through much
of Summers County. From Sandstone
to Talcott, people say, “Well, I got that
from Charlton.” It might be a four-
burner kitchen stove, the marble over
the fireplace, the bevelled glass in the
front door, or the panelling in the liv-
ing room. Whatever people need, they
can come here hunting for it. If he has
what you're looking for, Charlton will
either give it to you free or charge a
price so fair that you'll reach for your
wallet without even thinking about
bargaining.

When the deal is concluded, Charl-
ton will happily retrieve your pur-
chase from some resting place only he
can find. He can wade into a mass of
intertwined junk and come out with
exactly what you're looking for, be-
cause he’s on a first-name basis with
everything on his property.

Not only does Charlton Cox know
where he put it and what it’s good for,
he also knows where it came from and
what it means. Like the social scien-
tists who jokingly invented the term
“garbology” for their garbage-can
analysis of American trash, he be-
lieves you can tell a lot about people
by what they throw out. The same goes
for a community. He can recount the
history of Hinton for the past half-
century by pointing to this object or

ana ing the story that goes with
it

~.en the land behind the Cox house
is richly imbued with Hinton’s past.
It is land that Charlton himself cre-
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ated, by filling in the mud of the river
channel with bricks taken from a string
of local landmarks he helped tear down.
The Chesapeake Hotel, the old City
Hall, the Pepper Building, and the City
Jail are all buried behind Charlton’s
greenhouse. “When I moved here,” he
says, “you couldn’t even set up a step-
ladder back there. Now I've got trees
growing and everything. I've got
enough brick buried in there to build
a good-sized house—if I wanted to dig
it up.”

On a warm day last December,
Charlton gave an inquisitive visitor a
tour of his place, talking all the while
about local history and his own life
and philosophy. He started with his
birth and early years, working up to
the story of how he became a master
junk man.

Charlton Cox. I was born at Sulli-
van, West Virginia, on November 8,
1917. We left over there and just moved
from one working place in the coal-
fields to another until we come to Hin-
ton in 1926. My father was working
on the railroad, and then here come
the Depression along so he got cut off.
Then we went back to the mines.

I worked with him. I left school when
I was 12 years old and started running
this big old hoisting engine. Later on,
I went in the mines digging coal with
a pick, using black powder, squibs, you
know—everything was hand labor. We
got a Hllar a ton and that’s all. We
had to cut our own timbers, lay our
own track, push our own coal out, un-
load it. About $8 a day was all we could
make between the two of us.

I left over there and went to Mar-
france—and that was a big mine. We
were pulling pillars* over there and
you didn’t have to cut it out or noth-
ing, because there was enough pres-
sure on the coal to just pop it out to
you. You could just hit it with a ham-
mer or a pick or anything—and boom!
It would just come out to you and you
could load it up. I left there and went
over to Whitley and worked in the
mines there about three years. Then
on December 7 in 1939 I joined the
Army. I went to Panama. Two vears to
the " yafterle " tedt Ta

*“Pulling pillars” refers to the practice of tak-
ing the coal from the support columns (pillars)
in a mined out section. Roof pressure made the
job easier, as Mr. Cox notes, but it was extremely
dangerous work. —ed.

Pearl Harbor, so I put in for an exten-
sion. [ came out of the service after
five years, six months, and 20 days.
Where I'd enlisted for two years.

When [ came back, why, [ bought
me a little farm. I'd saved my money
while [ was in the service, and I bought
me a farm up here to Clayton, what
they call Judson. I stayed up there till
my mother died, then I left there and
went back to the mines. I was working
for the New River Company during
that period of time, and well, I got
married. After I got married, I decided
I'm going to leave the mines, so I did.

I went out in Shady Springs out there,
in an old swamp, and I built me a bait
shop right alongside the road. That's
where I got started. When I left I owned
five lots, two fish ponds. The reason
why I left, was that it just more or less
ruined my health. I worked arc 1d the
clock, really. So I left there and came
back over here to Hinton in 1956,
bought me a lot here on the river and
built my house and went to wo for
Hinton Block. I worked for them for
about seven years. Then in 1962 I got
a chance to work for the City of Hin-
ton at the fire department as a fireman
and driving the fire engine. I worked
13 years here for the City. Then I kind
of lost my health, and had a little dis-
agreement with the Mayor an the
Council. So I've been on my own since
1977.

Yeah, I been around here a pretty
good while. When we came here in
1926, we lived right beside the police
station. I can remember them old cars
down there, with red wooden wheels
just as pretty as you please. Down on
each side there they had them old lights
where you could open up and strike a
match and light ‘'em—had kerosene
lights on them. They had all kinds of
cars then—old Overlands, Hudsons,
Model T Fords, A models, just 2! kinds.

Back then, Summers Street ere in
Hinton wasn’t nothing but just more
or less mud, you know. And then they
started putting down cinders, e City
did, and then later on they bought
brick, put brick down.

My goodness alive! At that time,
Hinton was a big terminal for the rail-
road. ...ey had the shops |
employed I don’t know how i
but I'd say they had 300, 3
more on each shift. Just at
house, the west yard and the east yard.

























































