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  the journal of 100 miles 

Colorful fall days are behind us and Christmas is peek-
ing around the corner as we head to Leipers Fork, the 
next stop on our Natchez Trace tour. There’s vigor here 
among the art, antiques, music and Southern cuisine. 

With plenty of friendly folks – including perhaps a celebrity or two 
– it all makes up one of the coolest villages you’ll ever know. We 
stop in at the early 1900s home of Bruce and 
Marty Hunt, a gracious couple who gladly tell 
us all about “back in the day.” As they greet us 
on the rocking chair-lined front porch, it’s clear 
anyone who comes to see the Hunts is welcome 
as apple pie. 

We sit with coffee in hand as they take us 
back in time. Bruce and Marty have been mar-
ried for 33 years. They set up home in the ru-
ral corner of Williamson County known as 
Hillsboro, in a ramshackle house that sat at the 
periphery of the block-long center of town. “It 
was like something out of Alfred Hitchcock’s,” 
Marty says. A period of renovations gradually revealed the beauti-
ful and grand home they reside in today.

Bruce is tall and thin with a tender look in his eye, artistic, the 
quiet one of the two. He can often be seen about town in his Gator 
with his dog Buckshot by his side. Marty is petite and outspoken. 

Together they make a wonderful pair.  
While Bruce worked for an advertising agency, Marty ran the 

antique store in town. “There was a beautician that worked in 
the back of the building,” Marty recalls. “The older ladies would 
come in early so they could talk before their appointments.  Many 
times I’d even go pick them up – didn’t matter, I had no custom-

ers. They’d give me a grocery list, and while 
they were getting their hair done, I’d go shop 
for them and be back by the time they were 
done. Then I’d take them home and put their 
groceries away for them. It cost them all but 
seven dollars to get their hair done.”  

SMall town, Big heartS
The Hunts were active in the community 

and befriended neighbors, with hopes to 
revitalize the area. They’d all gather on the 
front porch where hours of Bloody Marys 
and brainstorming gave birth to new ideas 

for the striving little district. 
Fundraising efforts to support the library, senior citizens and the 

kids’ baseball team came by way of yard sales. The first sale led to 16 
more with nearly 20,000 people showing up. It became the greatest 
yard sale known for miles. Marty remembers it well: “There was the 
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watermelon man from Florida in a semi-truck, and weird people 
selling sunglasses and Avon. Then there was a man staying in the 
chicken house, and he’d be taking a bath in the horse trough. We 
didn’t know him from Adam.”  

Most proudly discussed is Kids On Stage (KOS), an arts program 
integrated into Hillsboro School and formed as a summer camp; 
it was spearheaded by friends and visionaries Aubrey Preston 
and Gene Cotton. Hillsboro School, once trailing in performance 
scores, soon found itself with state-of-the art music and sound 
equipment and entertainment professionals coming in to teach.  
Bruce describes that first Summer Academy: “Nobody knew what 
to expect. A kid walks out with a guitar, plugs it in and – like Jimi 
Hendrix – starts playing “The Star Spangled Banner.” It blew every-
body out of the water.”  

The annual Fourth of July bluegrass festival was created to raise 
money for KOS.  The area’s best pickers showed up, strumming from 
morning until night on the Hunt’s front porch while several thou-
sand guests watched and danced on the front lawn. Between sets the 
players would make themselves at home inside, where, Marty says, 
“Ralph Stanley saw my brassieres hangin‘ in the kitchen!”  

Along the way Hillsboro was renamed Leipers Fork for postal 
reasons. Green’s Grocery became a stellar music venue and the 
Land Trust for Tennessee was created. The town became a thriving 
historic area, with renovated buildings, and retailers and residents 
with one common desire: to evade suburban development. “The 
whole idea was to preserve what was here,” Marty says.

of front porch cocktailS and hoMeland 
Security

Marty just had to tell us the funniest thing to ever happen to 
them.  Bruce, vying to land the account of the Space Center in 
Huntsville, Alabama, came home with a stack of confidential in-
formation to look over. Going to the porch to enjoy a late afternoon 
cocktail, they realize what lay on the desk, right in plain sight – de-
fense budget, rocket plans – pages and pages marked “Top Secret.”  
Stunned at the thought, Marty is convinced it’s dangerous enough 
to get them killed. 

Just when their talk has them spooked to the hills, a helicopter 
– solid black, with no lettering to be found – flies within a few feet 
of the house and lands across the road. Petrified to their chairs, the 
Hunts exchange cries of, “We’re dead! Oh, we’re dead. WE ARE 
DEAD!” as two young men march up to the house. “Excuse us,” 
they say, “but we’re lost. Can we use your telephone?”   Stunned, 
Marty goes in to fetch the phone. They make their phone call and 
head on their way – they were just two young military men from 
Fort Campbell with an instrument malfunction that had gotten 
them lost. Still, Bruce immediately got up and safely packed those 
papers away.  

Family, neighbors, friends, they’re all the same here. Bruce likes 
to say, “There’s no hand shakin‘, you hug and go on.”  Marty agrees: 
“The community is a 250-person family and a community that 
cares about you.”  

We’ve had such a pleasant visit. I give ole’ Buckshot a pat on the 
head on our way out. Rarely does a day go by that Marty and Bruce 
Hunt don’t have company. What a nice reminder for us: to sit on 
the porch for a spell and see how the world can change just by stay-
ing the same. 

Rebecca Bauer and Anthony Scarlati are the publishers of Nat-
chez100Journal.com, providing a unique and artistic portrayal 
of the communities and culture along the 100 miles of the Natchez 
Trace in Tennessee.  d


