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Burt Moore (ca. 1756 – 1836) 

Sharon Gayle (sfgayle@teachmegenealogy.com) 

Some of my descendents call me Burton Moore, although I cannot say why. I never called myself Burton, 

just Burt. I was born in Halifax County, Virginia, sometime around 1756. I came to Spartanburg District, 

South Carolina with my family when I was about 8 or 10 years old. North Carolina was offering land for 

almost nothing; so my father moved us along the South Pacolet River in what was then considered part 

of North Carolina (the two colonies could not agree on where the boundary was).  

This part of the Carolinas was a rough part of the wilderness, what with the Regulators, Indians and all. 

We lived almost atop the boundary with the Cherokee Nation. So I saw a lot of trouble as a youth and 

learned how important it was to be constantly watchful and ready when trouble came. Perhaps that was 

why I seemed well suited to becoming an Indian spy during the late war with King George III. I had to 

think fast, act fast, and ride fast to learn what some of them red devils were up to and get that news to 

where the Whigs were camping. I found my own horse and rifle. I scouted the frontiers of South and 

North Carolina almost the whole of the war. 

Yes sir, I was at Kings Mountain on 7 October 1780. That battle was a proud day for Patriots in the 

backcountry. Some even say that it was a turning point for the war and ultimate independence. It might 

have been due to my efforts as a spy and express rider that the Over the Mountain Men from Tennessee 

were able to corner Patrick Ferguson and his gang of Tory butchers there. You know, Ferguson was a 

hard man to defeat, one of the sharpest fighters in the British Army. Some say that he had sighted 

General Washington down the barrel of his rifle once, but he did not fire because the General had his 

back to him. He wouldn’t shoot a man in the back. He may have been an honorable man, that Patrick 

Ferguson, but he was a dead one after our encounter with him. Well…after all the time I spent riding 

and hiding to get news of what the Cherokee were up to, I was ready for a real fight at Kings Mountain. I 

did my part to help win independence. I treasured that independence until the day I died. 

When peace finally came, I began to think about making a life along the frontier of South Carolina. The 

State offered up thousands of acres along the Cherokee and Choctaw borders, $.10 for an acre. In June, 

1784, I had 197 acres surveyed, carved out on Twelve Mile Creek in the very region where I once rode as 

an Indian spy.  By December, the land was mine. 

It was situated on the north fork of Twelve Mile River in Pendleton District. Some of the most beautiful 

mountains you’d ever hope to see. The Cherokee called these mountains “the Blue Wall of God.” White 

folks called them the Blue Ridge Mountains. Some man, named Bartram, came through this place just 

before the war and he could tell you there is no place like it anywhere. If you were hungry for a piece of 

meat, just point your weapon outside your front door and shoot. There was deer and bear, squirrel and 

raccoon, fish and fowl everywhere. If you had a hankerin’ for fruits, groves of peach trees grew in spots. 

If you yearned for a vegetable or two, you could plant a small patch for yourself and family.  
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You could grow a fine crop of corn for “ardent spirits.” And many of my neighbors did just that. Well, 

maybe I did too. I won’t say for sure if I did. Anyhow, it was cheaper and more profitable to use the corn 

for making corn mash than t’was to sell it as food in Charleston. My plantation was not as fancy as those 

big plantations near Charleston, but one could make a right fine life without some monarch or dictator 

telling a man what he must pay for the privilege. 

In Pendleton District, I met a Miss Bruce and made her my bride. Her father, James Bruce, settled on 203 

acres on Wolf Creek, just down river from my place. At Twelve Mile River, she bore me several sons and 

daughters before she was called to Heaven. Young’uns had to have a ma at home so I took another bride 

in 1797, a sixteen year-old girl, named Mary Glenn, but most folks called her Polly. Polly gave me six 

more children over the years.   

Polly and I, we were married by a Baptist preacher named John Chastain; so I guess that made me a 

Baptist, although I was not known to join a congregation. You have to know that no Presbyterian or 

Methodist would willingly be yoked in life to a Baptist. The Baptists, they were of a like mind. We may 

have been brethren in Christ but other than all calling ourselves Christians, we did not have much to do 

with each other. We stayed among our own.  

By 1804, I was ready to move to better land and set my eye on a lovely piece of soil, right at the very 

boundary with the Cherokee. A man, named Samuel D. Terrell, decided to move on to the State of 

Franklin and sold a fine parcel of land to me, 178 acres on Big Eastatoe Creek. There I continued to grow 

and raise what I could and leave the rest to Providence to supply me and my family. I was living on that 

land when I died on 23 April 1836. The Good Book says that if a man lives well, he might see seventy 

years of life. So God must have been well pleased, giving me 80 years before he called me home. 

My life was a simple life. I was able to give a little to my children as they became adults and leave a little 

for Polly and my youngest son, Hughey, when I died. My grave? Oh, it has long disappeared. If a marker 

was put over my grave, it was probably made of wood, and like my body, it has returned to the earth 

from which it came.  


