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THE VIRTUE FAMILY HOSTS A HOEDOWN
TO

BENEFIT THE WALTHOUR-MOSS FOUNDATION

T

he first Hobby Field Hoedown, hosted by Kathy and Chris Virtue, held on Saturday evening, March 15,
was graced by temperate weather and a full moon. Decked out in boots, bolo ties and cowboy hats, partygoers turned out in force to greet friends and neighbors and dance to the toe tapping music of The Randy
Hughes Band. Ashten’s A’ Field, White Rabbit Catering, and Half Cup Caterers provided the delicious food.
The Wine Cellar and Tasting Room and Huske Hardware House Brewing Company provided the wine and
craft beer. Piedmont Distillers, Inc. sponsored the purchase of Midnight Moon Moonshine. Diners can thank
the Virtues and Monica Lipomi of Grand Events for the tent, tables and chairs.
From under the tent with the sparkling lights, Hobby Field looked expansive and beautiful with the towering
longleaf pines of The Walthour-Moss Foundation guarding its western perimeter. The fifty-eight acres of Hobby
Field, along with ten acres of adjacent Ginnie’s Field were purchased by the Virtues in 2013. Their recognition
of the philanthropic legacy of Ginnie and Pappy Moss, whose gifts of land to the community created The
Walthour-Moss Foundation, was the focus of a brief speech by Mrs. Virtue at the beginning of the evening.
“Ginnie and Pappy passed the baton to us, and it is now our turn to protect their gift for the next generation.”
The Virtues are the first to host such an event to benefit The Walthour-Moss Foundation, whose support comes
solely from private donations. The Foundation is extremely grateful to the Virtue Family for hosting the
Hoedown and to the many people who supported the event.
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The Walthour-Moss Foundation also owes a salute of gratitude to the party committee: Effie Ellis, Jean Rae
Hinton, Caroline Young and Katie Walsh helped organize and sponsor the event. Jim Granito, Stephen Later,
Norm Minery and Neil Schwartzberg contributed goods and services that made the Hobby Field Hoedown a
huge financial success: $19,675.00 to benefit The Walthour-Moss Foundation. That is a big Yeeee Haaaa for
land preservation.

KATHY AND CHRIS VIRTUE

ALL SET AND READY FOR A HOEDOWN
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JANE AND BOB DEMEULEMESTER
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LUCILLE BUCK, DONNA VERRILLI, JIM BUCK AND DICK VERRILLI
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FUN AT THE HOBBY FIELD HOEDOWN

BARRY DUMSER, SANDY MCSHEA, BARB AND DON SCHINDLER

AMILDA AND JAY COFFMAN, ABBY SHULTIS AND ANNE HENNESSEY
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CHARLIE COOK, TERRY COOK, JANIE FARINA AND FRED MCCASHIN

JO-AN DESELL, RICK THOMPSON, TIA CHICK,
CRAIG STOKES AND JEANNE PAINE
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REMEMBERING OUR LEGACY DONORS
FAVORITE DAUGHTER OF SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH LEAVES LEGACY
-KATIE WALSH

Pinehurst locals knew longtime residents Marcie and Jack Caffey later in their lives, after their four sons John, Andrew,
William and James were born, raised, and had children of their own.
Attracted by the world-class golfing facilities of the Sandhills area of North Carolina, Mr. and Mrs. John Franklin Caffey
moved to Pinehurst in 1986 from the Baltimore area where Jack had worked thirty-seven years for McCormick and
Company, the international spice manufacturer based in Baltimore County.
The adjacent Southern Pines horse community, not the golf, convinced Marcie to relocate to Pinehurst, North Carolina.
Fellow equestrians welcomed Marcie as friend and rider of her unusual home bred seventeen-hand
Arabian/Thoroughbred mix, Big Will, whom she brought
with her from Maryland. Marcie lived in Pinehurst, but
boarded Big Will in Southern Pines at Tremont Farm, owned
by Jean Frantz, then with Sylvie Chartrand and John
O’Connor.
Marcie enjoyed hacking Big Will and conversing with
women friends who also boarded at Tremont, like Evelyn
Dempsey, Mary Logan and Sylvie Chartrand. Other
horsewomen joined in the fun. Andrea Moore, Dottie
Greenleaf and Claudia Coleman remember long rides in
good company exploring the sandy trails of The WalthourMoss Foundation and the fields around Tremont.
Curtis Patterson, who worked at Tremont, took great care
of Big Will for a grateful Marcie. He also kept the old
racetrack at Tremont mowed for the enjoyment of Marcie
and other boarders. The area east of Youngs Road was less
developed then and open for riders.
Marcie’s casual approach to horses and riding in her
Southern Pines years belied the fact that she had been a
leading rider of show horses, winning many equestrian
competitions in the State of Utah in the 1940s.
Her early life was one of privilege. Twins, Marcella (Marcie)
and Miles (Mike) were born in Salt Lake City, Utah, on
September 8, 1923 to James Ivers II and Grace Elizabeth
Sullivan Ivers. Five other children preceded the birth of the
twins: James III, Grace Mary, Eileen, Margaret “Peggy” and
John “Jack.” Thomas, the Ivers’ last child, was born three
years after the birth of the twins.
Privilege had been earned through hardship, enterprise and
the pioneering spirit made famous in western films. This
big Irish Catholic family was a descendant of James Ivers I,
one of the original silver mining titans of the West. A true

MARCELLA IVERS CAFFEY ABOARD BIG WILL
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SILVER KING COALITION MINING COMPANY

LOST PACKER MINE

pioneer, Marcie’s grandfather came to Utah in the late
1800s from Canada via Concord, New Hampshire to work
as a blacksmith at the Daly mines around Park City.

included its own post office and well stocked mercantile
establishments. Through 1911, The Lost Packer smelter
produced the highest grade of gold-bearing copper matte
in the country. Active mining continued at the Lost
Packer until 1931 when a forest fire destroyed the town
site and the entire surface plant of the mine. Most of the
timbers at the portals were burned, leaving the
underground workings inaccessible.

At that time, opportunity in the West abounded for
prospectors. The United States government sold public
land for $10 per acre to anyone who would search and
discover locatable mineral deposits.
Mining fever overwhelmed Marcie’s grandfather. The
smithy took advantage of the government grants to secure
land claims for mining. James Ivers I was a founding
partner of the Silver King Coalition Mining Company in
1882.
The Silver King mines resulted from the
consolidation of claims that had been made by Ivers and
others in the early 1880s.
Ivers continued to purchase large areas of additional
territory. Silver King Coalition Mines Company gained
title to an estimated 2,850 acres of land giving the
company more land holding claims and patents than
99.1% of all other mining interests. The company
continued under that name until 1953 when it merged
with another company and became the United Park City
Mines Company.
In 1904, James Ivers I purchased the Lost Packer Mine,
located in Idaho. Mining lore says it was named for an
unidentified prospector who went crazy in the mountains
after finding and losing a bonanza. Although it could
only operate during summer months due to the mountain
snows and frigid weather, the mine output of gold, silver
and copper financed the development of seventeen miles
of wagon roads through rough country, building of a
smelter and the establishment of the town of Ivers, which

While her husband, James Ivers I, was extending his reach
into neighboring states, Bridget J. Welsh Ivers remained
in Salt Lake City to raise their children: Mary, Francis,
James II (Marcie’s father) and Henry.
Bridget was also a daughter of a pioneering family of Irish
Catholics. Her brother became mayor of Park City. The
sons and grandsons of James I and Bridget fueled the
Ivers mining dynasty and populated city and state
governments.
Marcie’s father, James II, known as “Jimmy the Sport,”
was Treasurer and then President of the Silver King
Mining Company from the late 1920s until 1951. His
marriage to Grace Sullivan produced another son in the
Ivers mining dynasty.
James III, Marcie’s older brother by nine years, started
hauling silver ore by horse team at the age of 14. He
completed a bachelor of science and a master’s degree in
mining engineering from Columbia University in 1938
before joining the family business and eventually
becoming president of the United Park City Mines. In the
1960s, he oversaw the company’s transition from mining
to winter sports. In 1999, Park City officials erected his
bronze statue on Main Street in Park City as the person
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BRIDGET J. WELSH IVERS

that most embodied the spirit of the city.
Always a miner, James Ivers III reopened the Lost Packer
Mine in the 1960s. In the 1980s he realized the fulfillment
of a life-long quest, the discovery of a lost gold vein that
had eluded both he and his father for years.
Ivers men pioneered the wilds of the West for precious
veins of ore. The civilizing force of the family was the
female. Marcie’s mother, Grace Sullivan Ivers, raised the
children, attended Mass and rose to the top of Salt Lake
City society. As prosperity increased, the news media
took note of the Ivers girls. The Sunday morning, January
31, 1932 society page of the Salt Lake Tribune ran a
quarter page picture of the four James Ivers II daughters
with the caption “Pictures of Charming Sisters…All with
bobs.” Marcella was the youngest at nine years of age.
Horses were young Marcie’s passion. By the age twelve
she was a competent horsewomen. The Salt Lake Tribune
of July 13, 1936 reported, “Junior League Hold Fourth
Horse Show. Marcie Ivers, 12-year old daughter of Mr.
and Mrs. James Ivers won repeated applause from the
audience when she successfully cleared the course of
jumps, consisting of brush and post and rails, four times
in competition with eight adult riders, most of them army
officers. She placed fourth in the difficult open hunters
class in which she rode Rosette, and second in the
children’s seat and hands (senior) on Poncho. Both horses
were entries of the J. J. Fitzpatrick stables.”
The Ogden Standard-Examiner on June 19, 1939 reported,
“Marcie Ivers on Ben Bolt owned by Mr. and Mrs. H. A.
Sorenson of Salt Lake City came in 2nd in a 4 foot 9 inch
jump off at the 13th Annual Ogden Horse Show.” She
had won the trophy and the event in the Hunters class on
Ben Bolt the previous day.
In 1939, Marcie would have been a student at the Judge
Memorial Catholic High School, a college prep school in
Salt Lake. After graduation, she attended The University
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JAMES “JIMMY THE SPORT” IVERS

of Utah. She continued to show horses throughout the
1940s.
Perhaps her future husband, John Franklin Caffey, knew
her during this time, before the war. His parents had
moved back to Salt Lake City in 1941 after working for
fifteen years in Idaho and Wyoming. Jack’s sister Marion
was a University of Utah student like Marcie. She may
have introduced them when he was on break from
college. Jack was attending the University of Wyoming
before the outbreak of the war, when he left university to
join the Navy.
John Franklin Caffey returned from World War II a hero.
A highly decorated Naval Aviator, he received the Air
Medal, the Distinguished Flying Cross, and the Navy
Cross. He saw action in major military engagements in
the Pacific – at Wake, Gilbert, Marshall, Truk, Paldau and
Saipan Islands.
The June 20, 1944 Military Times announced, “The
President of the United States of America takes pleasure
in presenting the Navy Cross to Lieutenant, Junior Grade
{then Ensign} John Franklin Caffey, United States Naval
Reserve, for extraordinary heroism in operations against
the enemy while serving as Pilot of a carrier-based Navy
Dive Bomber in Bombing Squadron SIXTEEN (VB-16),
attached to the U.S.S. LEXINGTON (CV-16), in action
against enemy Japanese forces in the First Battle of the
Philippine Sea on 20 June 1944. Participating in a longrange attack on major units of the Japanese Fleet,
Lieutenant, Junior Grade, Caffey skillfully maneuvered
his plane to evade determined fighter opposition and
intense enemy anti-aircraft fire in the ensuing action and
assisted essentially in the sinking of a large enemy aircraft
carrier, and the probable sinking of another large carrier
and in shooting down two enemy fighter planes. Upon
fulfillment of the critical mission, Lieutenant, Junior
Grade, Caffey succeeded in completing the long return
flight to base and in effecting a safe night landing aboard
the LEXINGTON. His cool courage, skilled airmanship
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and devotion to duty throughout this
decisive action reflect the highest credit
upon Lieutenant, Junior Grade, Caffey
and the United States Naval Service.
This famous battle was covered in
newspapers across the country. The
Ogden
Standard-Examiner
on
Tuesday, August 8, 1944 reported on
the local boy, “Ens. John Franklin
Caffey, 22 was a member of a carrier
based fighter squadron of air group 16
during the air sea battle for Saipan June
9 and 20. The two-day battle against a
strong force of the Jap fleet in the
Philippine Sea always will be known as
the: Mariana Turkey Shoot” to the
members of the group returning here
on leave.” Forty-one planes were shot
down.

they spent the next three years.
Marcie, as a young bride, continued to
show horses. On May 31, 1947, The
Deseret News reported, “Horse Follies
Scheduled June 4 at Mt. Olympus”
(Stables). Wallace Bennett will exhibit
“Conquistador” with Marcie Ivers
Caffey up.
After he completed his MBA at
Stanford, Jack joined McCormick and
Company. Marcie and Jack moved to
Maryland. The Utah natives spent the
rest of Jack’s career and their retired
life on the east coast except for a fiveyear stint in the United Kingdom.
JOHN FRANKLIN CAFFEY

After his return to Salt Lake City, John Caffey enrolled in
Stanford University where he eventually completed an
undergraduate degree in Economics and an MBA from
Stanford’s Business School.
While an undergraduate at Stanford, the handsome
young hero won the heart of and proposed to Marcie
Ivers, a favorite daughter of Salt Lake City.
The Salt Lake Tribune on February 9, 1946, heralded her
wedding in a quarter page spread with a picture. The
caption is “Marcie Ivers Names Wedding Date. One of
large and important nuptials of the year, best known and
popular young women whose large circle of friends will
be showering her with best wishes from now on. Married
on February 26 at the Cathedral of the Madeleine. Msgr.
Patrick F. Kennedy officiates. Reception at the Town
Club. Bride known for varied activities: Junior League
member and one of Salt Lake’s noted equestriennes. Miss
Ivers’ riding at the annual horse show always has been a
social feature.”
The Society Page describes Marcie’s gown and the
wedding party in great detail. “Bride wore heavy white
satin dress which had been worn by two of her sisters at
their weddings…an heir-loom veil of rose point lace fell
to the end of the long train. Tiny buttons from neck to
hem marked the front of the dress with its high queen
neck and long sleeves. A white prayer book with two
white orchid streamers was carried.”
After the honeymoon, Marcie moved from Salt Lake City
to join Jack at Stanford University in Palo Alto, where

Marcie, like the Ivers women before
her, raised her four sons and
supported Jack in his career. Although the enormous
responsibilities of raising four boys and fulfilling the
duties of a corporate wife were foremost in her life,
Marcie still found time for her equestrian passion.
During the McCormick years, the Caffeys lived in the
historic area of Lutherville–Timonium. No fewer than
thirty equestrian centers and two hunt clubs, ElkridgeHerford and Greenspring Valley, are located around
Baltimore County. In between children and household
responsibilities, Marcie worked with hunter-jumper
trainers and bred and trained her riding horse, Big Will.
Jack’s job required that he travel abroad frequently.
Instead of lamenting his departure, she devoted the free
time to horses and children. The Caffey household
relaxed a bit in his absence.
After an illness, Marcie lost a kidney. Fearing for her
safety, Jack refused to let her ride. She rebelled at the
idea. It was one of the few times in her life, that she
disobeyed Jack, who was always the boss of their
traditional household. Marcie continued to ride in spite
of her husband’s objections. Throughout her thirty-seven
years as a corporate wife, Marcie remained passionate
about her horses.
Jack was an avid golfer. He visited Pinehurst in the early
1980s, met people like Bernie Alder who enjoyed the
sport. Bernie introduced Marcie to Claudia Coleman and
other “horse” people. Like many others who sampled the
gracious lifestyle and rural ease of the Sandhills, they
wanted more. When Jack retired in 1986, they moved to
the Country Club of North Carolina.
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Marcie fit in with the Southern Pines horsey set. She was
gracious, friendly and low key. Like most horsewomen,
she loved dogs. Favoring Pomeranians, she always had
one with her.
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HOEDOWN FUN CONTINUED...

At Jack’s insistence, the Caffeys bought a second home in
Ft. Myers, Florida, where the winters were warmer.
Worried about leaving Big Will, she gave him to Sylvie
Chartrand to keep him fit in her absence. When the
Caffeys returned from Florida, Marcie took him back.
Both women loved that remarkable horse.
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Marcie made friends, became involved in the community,
and helped to establish the Moore County Driving Club.
She even taught Big Will to drive, for a while. Primarily
their time together was spent roaming the trails of The
Walthour-Moss Foundation and the fields around
Tremont.

BONNIE AND BOB DOUGHERTY AND WANDA AND GEORGE LITTLE

Marcie expressed a sentiment that many riders feel. An
October 3, 1940 Salt Lake Tribune article quoted a
seventeen year old Marcie, “…to be able to ride along the
foothills of our beautiful mountains in our Indian
summer…to forget the three R’s…or any other worries
you’ve had through the long day… is too wonderful to
express in words.”

After a long illness, Jack died in 2005. They had been
married fifty-nine years. An observer to their lives could
say that Marcie and Jack were model members of the
Greatest Generation, who sacrificed for country and
family and maintained the religious and social traditions
of their pioneering parents.
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One can imagine her youthful spirit emerged when she
rode Big Will through the longleaf pines, on the sandy
trails of The Walthour-Moss Foundation. Years into her
retirement, it was still her opportunity to escape the
burdens ill health and daily life and feel free as a girl
again.

TIM AND MARILEE NAGY AND CAMERON SADLER

Marcie lived another five years after Jack died. In her will,
she bequeathed a gift to The Walthour-Moss Foundation,
where she spent many happy hours with her friends and
Big Will, her last equine companion.
Photo by Al Daniels

This article on Marcie Caffey is the fourth in a series of
articles honoring Legacy Donors to The Walthour-Moss
Foundation. Their gifts helped to pay for land purchased
in the North County. We are forever grateful for their
generosity. Our community is the beneficiary of their
philanthropy.
BABS AND NORM MINERY, KAITLYN KUBIAK
AND MARY SCHULTZ-RATHBUN

The Walthour-Moss Foundation
Post Office Box 978
Southern Pines, NC 28388

The Walthour-Moss Foundation is a 501 (c) (3) non-profit corporation.
For more information, please contact Landon Russell at 910-695-7811
or via email at director@walthour-moss.org or logon to our website at
www.walthour-moss.org.
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WHAT’S IN BLOOM? PYXIE MOSS: ONE COMMON AND ONE RARE, BOTH BEAUTIFUL

Sandhills Pyxie-moss (Pyxidanthera brevifolia)

Common Pyxie-moss (Pyxidanthera barbulata)

Pyxidanthera brevifolia, Sandhills Pyxie-moss is endemic to a
6-county area of the Sandhills of North Carolina and
South Carolina. It inhabits dry to very dry soil of turkey oak
barrens and longleaf pinelands.

Pyxidanthera barbulata, Common Pyxie-moss inhabits moist
soil. Plants are broader-spreading with larger greener and
nearly hairless leaves. When not flowering, both look like
patches of moss; When flowering, the flowers are so dense, they
look like patches of snow.

