¢ H, MYTHICAL Mubsock. NoT EVEN RanD
McNally himself seemed to know exactly
your location or what secrets you once held.
Stopping at the intersection of Roberts

: 28, and Rome-Hilliard roads in Franklin
County, [ fumbled for both definition and my highway
maps. All around me were buildings in various stages
of construction.
sign for or sign of a town named Mudsock, Ohio. In
fact, the antithesis of my imaginings about Mudsock—
vinyl and particle-
board—had managed
to sprout all over the
horizon.

The 1993 McNally
road atlas showed only
a black dot and the
word Mudsock square-
ly at this point; the
official state maps
showed less. Obvi-
ously, Mudsock was
missing. On Rome-
Hilliard Road, I saw
fancy housing devel-

There was not, most assuredly, any

We Hardly Knew You

Ohio’s Essential Podunk

in the most pragmatic of ways, and in choosing Mud-
sock, the residents left no illusions about their com-
munity, nor did they try to impress neighbors with a
pretentious euphemism. Now, these qualities have all
but vanished, and Mudsock is a metaphor for dead
Its weary farmers of old certainly wouldn’t
need the Sundash Tanning Center in the shopping strip
on Rome-Hilliard Road to give them that outdoors
look, but they might appreciate a visit to its chiro-
practor at the end of a long day of plowing.
Always bluntly pic-
turesque, the name was

towns.

also popular, for at the
turn of the last century,
. at least four small Ohio
% towns were named
Mudsock. Today, only
two can be identified—
- onein Franklin Coun-
N ty, the other in Gallia.
% Franklin County's
Mudsock popped up
among the fields of
Brown Township, which
was formed in 1830 as

opments called West-
ern Lakes and Hyde
Park. No Mudsock
Manor. No Mudsock
Hills. No sign of country. The area is defined by a
main subdivision street named Reebok Drive, which
almost made Wh1spermg Way sound smce:e ‘Still look-

chlmneycd farmhouscs }ockey hopcless
with the new strip shoppmg centers, the
~ twenty-first century nudgmg out’th
. twentieth. frbricat sy mudditn &0t
Quintessential Mudsock, ghost-town {8
nonpareil, is one of those hidden places §
in history’s twilight. - In one century, -
Mudsock went from small town to'large '
joke,and then it disappeared.:Of all Ohio’s *§
nineteenth-century towns, the name Mud-
sock might be the oddest.

llustration by Menyl Sklut-Leitire

BY RANDY McNUTT

ing,1 drove west on Roberts Road mto the‘grecn ﬁeids:_":" :

: 'i""tisign
It might also be the bcst
example of that curious pioneer amalgam of eccen-
tricity and practicality. People once named their towns

the young county con-
tinued to grow. In

1847, a school for black

children was estab-
lished there; in 1848, the Darby post office opened.
From 1840 to. 1850 ‘he townshlp’s_ populatxon

‘\ <t happened w:thm snght of Mudsock on
"% Roberts Road, just past the Columbus limits
As the capital city expanded west, like a little
galaxy of its own, it engulfed everythmg in its path.
People like Hubert Hayes, a farmer who has lived
near Mudsock for 56 years, wait apprehensively. They
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know the area will change radically in the next few
years but they can’t predict exactly what will occur.
The cornfields become battlefields of cultural differ-
ence, at least until the older people leave or die. Mud-
sock has been transformed into unfamiliar
territory. Or, depending upon one’s per-
spective, familiar territory. ":For the com-
ing transient population, the name
Mudsock will mean nothing.

AYES, LIKE MOST RESIDENTS, ISN'T

old enough to remember Mud-

! socks heyday, but he does recall two 3
missing Jandmarks a dry goods store that
became an antiques shop before closing in >
the 1ate 1980s and a _county truck garage. Not that
Mud;ock was ever much of a place. It was more of
a focal point for neighbors, he said, a place to go back
to. In 1941, Rand McNally reported its population
ata modest 15 people. -

The self-contained Mudsock actually died long
before most of the new subdivision developers were
born.  As early as 1956, writer Margaret Yost described
Mudsock as an obscure place. . “Mudsock, no more
than a wide place at the intersection of the Alton-
Darby and Roberts roads,” she wrote in a local news -
paper, “has been standing a few miles from progress
for over 100 now. Legend has it that Mudsock got its
name when a farmer, traveling through the muddy
area on horseback, dismounted to give his animal a
rest. . The farmer:stepped into:the ::

thick“imire: and foundiithat - he:=
) couldn textricate his feét EFirst off
~ camé hré“shoe'*an‘d’then“hls sock; %
both\stuck fast in? o“quagmlre
: ‘,_Whateirér ‘happencd sthentoithe" ¢ :
- farm éfﬁ'\oliné’recounts”bu‘t‘the"tale«ﬁ Lk s
£ of {he )’%ck in the'mud paksed bn”‘throughgeneratlons“ ’
Cof tedidehtstwhd? 1old 'the ’tﬁlé‘hs"hn*explanatlon‘of &
their* tofnmumty s/niatme '

Accordlng toa'variation of the legend, horses con-
stantly had mud on therr legsiwhich looked like brown
socks How Mudsock was named is rio burring ques-
tion on Roberts Road today 'Timé has disarringed the
community‘and left no'tracé of a business or resi-
dential center. But Yost wrote that in 1956 Mudsock
consisted of ‘dozen houses, George I Harlow’s old dry
goods store, and the Colwell Methodist Church, found-
ed in the 1850s.” The church was named for parish-
ioner John Colwell, who called prayer meetings when
the minister wasn’t available. In 1876, the minister
suggested that members of the congregation vote on

Hustratian by Mery! Sklut-Leitire

a name for the new church, and submit five cents with
each vote.. Yost said that Ann Colwell, John Colwell’s
wife, bought $25 worth of the members’ votes to win
the name for her family.
Ben Hayes, the late Ohio folklorist, contend-
_ed that the Franklin County Mudsock got.its
8 name from a who!esale grocery salesman after
his first trip to George Harlow’s general store.
. The mud was so bad, it took a horse and its
“stallmate to pull out the salesman’s car. “So
“from the beginning,” Hayes said, “Mudsock
© was a two-horse kind of place. . ”
Not knowing I was only a mile or so away
from Mudsock, I stopped at the school to ask for

) directions.

“Excuse me, a secretary saxd. i'Did you say mud?”

“Yes, Mudsock.”. = '

“Well, T've never heard of it.%

“Mi udsad?’_’ someb_ody said from behind her.

“It's on my map,” I said. ..

The skeptical secretary pulled out a detailed
Franklin County map and pointed to the unnamed
area, only to prove the community’s nonexistence.

“Maybe,” a co-worker said, “Mr. McNally should -

) take Mudsack off kis map.”

About a mile to the east, at the intersection of
Alton-Darby and Roberts roads, I found Eugene
Hamilton mowing his grass. “One day,” he recalled,
“somebody asked me if I'd ever heard of the place,
and I said no. Then somebody told me, ‘Eugene, you

The mud was so bad;it tookiahorse and
its stallmate to pull out 1he esalesman s car..

s

live: rlght‘m,_, he mlddle%fﬁf ABitIve only been

arouind here20 years.*1 gu&ss that doesn’t make me
miich of a'geography expert.”:

- 'EN HAYES HAD'A’STORY HE HAD HEARD ABOUT
?ranklm County's Muﬂsodc. In the 1930s, 2
stranger walked up o d'cab driver named Jarvis
Denton in front of the Neil House in Columbus and
said: “Here’s $25. * I want you to pick us up at the
Mudsock Post Ofﬁoe at 11 o’clock Sunday night, then
you'll take us to Union Station. - We're catching a train
out” As he departed, the stranger promised a big tip.
In those days, gangs of safecrackers roamed the
Midwest, so the cab driver assurmied a gang would hit
the post office near Mudsock. He alerted Sheriff Holy-
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“They’re gonna blow the safe in the Mudsock Post
Office Sunday night,” Denton said. By 10 o'clock Sunday
night, officers with machine guns were patrolling the coun-
trys{de. When they didn’t find any safecrackers, they

Cross.

~ ordered the cabbie to drive slowly toward the post office as

planned. Suddenly, two people ran toward his cab, appar -
ently newlyweds carrying traveling bags and running away
from a belling. The groom looked familiar to the embar-
rassed cab driver. The bride lived in a nearby farmhouse.
After the matter was explained, officers fired their machine
guns into the air to salute the honeymooners in what was
surely Mudsock’s only machine-gun wedding.

By the 1930s, generic Mudsock had come to represent
small-town Ohio. Instead of joking about life in Podunk,
comedians joked about life in Mudsock. “Mudsock was
taking the abuse of touring comics,” Hayes said. “Muddy
roads were considered funny. That Mudsock was a tiny
place was not kidded. Its mud was the thing. ‘I just got
in town from Mudsock and I m [s:mper] 'm simper] get-
ting my shoes cleaned up a bit” A comic on stage at Keith'’s
Theater in Columbus would continue: ‘Lost both my socks.
There was one mudhole. " 1 stepped in it, and the mud
pulled my socks off and right through my shoes.™

AYES, WHO STUDIED RURAL OHIO FOR YEARS

H believed that three other Mudsocks developed—
"B one near Upper Arlington, another of unknown
geography, and a third in Gallia County. On State Route
776 in Gallia County, Mudsaock consisted of 50 people, the
Walnut Methodist Church (its five members called it Mud-
sock Methodist) and Drummond’s General Store.  Cy
Drummond, the store proprietor, turned 88 in 1976. He
told a newspaper reporter that the town was called Sand
Fork for many years, and when he inherited the store in

1918, he decided to rename the town Mudsock.

t74People got Sand Fork Churth;about six miles from
here, mixed up with the village. They’d come to the village
instead of the church'and there was all kinds of confusion,”
Drummond explained. ! “So I just'changed the name

: mysclf partly because of the confusion and also becausc of

- the muddy;roads’ leadirig into the village.”

B ."{

T 'Appropnately, Drummond’s storé was an anachromsm
in an anachronisti¢ town. Thé store featured two signs:“If
you want credit, see the credit maneger sic]. He has been

- dead for 10 years.” And: “Smokers and chewers: Please spit
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on each other and not on the stove.” Drummond also con-
tended that Mudsock had died for the sins of bucolic burgs
everywhere. ‘“As long as they are razzing Mudseck,” he
said, “they are leaving Peoria, Podunk, Puckerbrush, and
Yellowbud alone.” .
_Ben Hayes was fond of Mudqock and he once wrote,
“In recent winters the Gallia County Mudsock has been
cited poetically in descriptions of sleighing parties from
Lecta to Cadmus, linking it with two other population
specks among river hills to convey an over-hill-over-dale
cadence.” Thus, Mudsock became a stop on Hayes’ Cad -
mus-Mudsock-Lecta “See Ohio” tour.

JUNE 1994

Perhaps because Gallia County is a well-hidden trea-
sure in rural southeastern Ohio, its Mudsock never
achieved the fame of Franklin County’s. But Gallia Coun-
ty’s muddy town had more to offer: a “Gallipolis Week -
ly Tribune” columnist who used the pen name Reuben
“Rube” Radway of Mudsock. In the 1890s, Radway was
a low-budget cross between his Ohio peers, Charlie
Weaver and Kin Hubbard. No doubt the author took
the name Reuben for its double meaning because it was
the most recognizable country man’s name. No doubt the
writer chose Mudsock as home because it was Ohio’s
essential hick town, and so the writer perpetuated the
stereotype of the rustic philosopher.

44 UDSOCK WAS SORT OF A SYMBOL TO CITY FOLKS
M ol how things were in the country,” observed
James Sands of Springboro, a former Gallia
Cuunty resident and United Methodist minister. “There
were times when Reuben would spin out some yarn about
possum hunting.” At other times he talked about going to
the big cities like Pittsburgh, having accompanied a local
produce dealer up there with a load of eggs or something.
Occasionally, Rube would be the butt of derision—Ilike the
time he ordered his water at the Park Central boiled because
he thought it came through the pipes as dirty as what the
Ohio River looked.” Rube’s motto was:

Just ask for Reuben Radway,

Who never was on Broadway.

Never saw the hootchy-kootchy
on the bow'ry,

Never married no rich gal

© with a dowry.

We always answer the door
-whenever you krock,

At 44444 CemenStreer. Mudsock s

In time, RubeERadway ahd Mudsock vanished. So did

. Cy Drummond and h:s store.: ‘Sands said the town’s church,

funeral home and two'room school finally closed by the
early 19605 rEvery county has bunches of towns that
prospcr ‘then die,»said Sands. +“There are plenty of them
in Gallia County: Buzzard Rjdge, Tick Ridge, Punkin Town,
to hame a few. . I'm gucssing that Mudsock was a com-
mon name for a lot of little towns all over Ohio years ago.
I’'m sure Gallia County’s version earned its name because
there in the Symmes Creek Valley it can get very muddy and
difficult to get in and out of in the spring.”

These days, no sign welcomes strangers to Mudsock.
Deputy Sheriff Dave Whealdon, who lives nearby, said the
place probably isn’t worth the trip for sightseers. All they'd
see, he said, is the sign for Mudsock Road.

“You know you’re in Mudsock when you see that
sign,” Whealdon said. “You're in downtown Mudsock.
So stay alert, and don’t blink.” *

Randy McNutt, a contributing editor from Ham:iron never
blinks. -
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