This was written by Professor T. G. Harbison  for  The Franklin Press, Franklin, North Carolina, Friday, September 17, 1920
“Alfred Hawkins born in Twinsburg, Ohio, December 20, 1837 died at his home in Highlands, North Carolina township August 22, 1920, just forty-seven  years to the day from the death  of his father Joseph Hawkins.  His mother’s maiden name was Lucia Pond.  Both of his parents were born in Connecticut of Revolutionary ancestry.  One of his grandfathers was with General Putnam at breakneck and the other was lost at the Battle of Lundy’s Lane.
Mr. Hawkins was a scholarly gentleman and a student up to the time of his death.  He was educated in northern Ohio having received his academic education in High School and Academy after which he pursued studies under professors of the Western Reserve College.  In 1870 he began the study of medicine taking up Homeopathy as taught by Hahnemann and his followers, and continued his studies up until the time of his death.
In the early days of Highlands when the region was widely advertised as a natural sanitarium, Mr. Hawkins and his family migrated from northern Ohio to Highlands township in the spring of 1883.  Unlike most of the early settlers, the Hawkins family chose the country rather than the village for their future home and began a real pioneer’s life a few miles from where the lines of North Carolina, South Carolina, and Georgia intersect.  In those days newcomers were not always welcome and the Hawkins family began their new home in the mountains a little too near a corner noted for blockading to suit the ideas and customs of some of those who had little respect for law and order.  Little did this family think of the troublesome days, weeks, and months, and years that lay ahead of them in their home-making and of the trials that would demand every ounce of their strength and courage.  Their cattle were killed, their buildings burned, and on more than one occasion the subject of our sketch had attempts made upon his life.  The writer of this sketch met Alfred Hawkins on the street in Highlands soon after his house had been burned with all of his cherished relics.  I conveyed in a feeble way the sentiment of the majority of the friends of the family which in effect was it would be the part of wisdom to move away from their persecutors.
Then and there I learned to know and respect Alfred Hawkins.  A word and look convinced me that I was standing in the presence of a conqueror.  It was years after that event that I learned that blood of the clan that produced the Unconditional Surrender Grant was the same blood  that was stirring up the fighting blood in the student and scholar who claimed the right to make a home wherever he pleased so long as he took away no rights from others and that he meant to fight it out on that line if it took a life-time.  He fought and won not only the right he was contending for but the love and respect of all, even those who foolishly imagined themselves to be his enemies.
Alfred Hawkins like all educated men who lead well-ordered lives had an avocation as well as a vocation.  By vocation he was a farmer in the broadest sense of term and it was an education and inspiration to visit him on his mountain farm where many kinds of fruit and flowers suggested Horticulture.  He was very much interested in sheep and bees.  The practice of medicine among the country people was his avocation and for many years no night was too dark or day too stormy to deter this venerable physician from treading those mountain trails to alleviate suffering in the most inaccessible places.  Doctor Hawkins, as he was familiarly known to the mountain people, never used  a horse or any kind of conveyance in getting about in the mountains, but took the most direct route afoot even after he passed the advanced age of four score years.  His mountain neighbors for miles around will always think of this kind and sympathetic physician as the one friend  who administered unto suffering without thought of pay.  
The whole community is mourning the death of Alfred Hawkins with a depth of feeling and appreciation perhaps never accorded to any other in our community.  Alfred Hawkins would have made his mark in many lines of endeavor, but to this writer he grew to the greatest possible stature here in his mountain home.  We have laid to rest on a beautiful hilltop on his farmstead a good citizen, kind neighbor, a sympathetic physician, a scholar, a Christian gentleman.  There may be other men as good, no better; others as kind; but kinder there are none; the good he wrought still lives in souls of men, the evidence of which was plain to all who stood and gazed upon his noble face in death and saw strong men shed tears upon the spot now hallowed by his lifeless form.”
