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The Origin Project
Every people has to have its own stories . . .
If we don’t have our own stories then we don’t have our own soul:
we don’t have our own deepest possession, which is ourselves and our own unfolding . . .
Unless we cherish and savour our own [stories],
then we’re not going to know who we are and . . . we’ll become strangers to ourselves . . .
We’ve got to hold up a mirror to ourselves and create our own stories.

— Leonard N Cohen

Writing is a valuable, sometimes vital, tool in human endeavour.
Story writing is a particular talent: the memorialisation of personal experiences, tales, and narratives be-

queathed by family or friends or teachers or mentors.
The Origin Project is an in- school writing program sprouted six years ago from the idea that Appalachia’s 

stories are national treasures and its children should celebrate their roots. Our program inspires young peo-
ple to discover and liberate their inner voices through the craft of writing about their unique origins; it 
celebrates diversity and inclusion. The Origin Project has evolved into a melting pot, capitalising on the rare 
chance to expose young people to each other’s individualities and galvanise their curiosity about, and respect 
for, each other.

The Origin Project has grown organically from 40 students in Big Stone Gap to more than 1,500 stu-
dents in 17 schools. We regularly import renowned authors—so far, David Baldacci, Meg Wolitzer, Margot 
Lee Shetterly, Mary Hogan, and Laurie Eustis—to meet with the students and share their personal writing 
experiences.

Each fall, our students are given a personal journal and thereafter work on multiple projects or stories that 
speak of and to their heritage. Their work is professionally published year- end in this anthology, presented 
to each student and made available in school and public libraries. The Origin Project is integrated with the 
Virginia Standards of Learning curriculum and collaborates with each student at her/ his skill level to con-
ceive, develop, and hone ideas into short stories, poems, plays, interviews, or other art.

The students present their work aloud to their peers, parents, teachers, and guests, often at forums such as 
the Barter Theatre or Mountain Empire Community College. In past years’ anthology unveilings, our student- 
artists have been congratulated live or by video by Governor Terry McAuliffe, Senator Mark Warner, and 
Senator Tim Kaine. The First Lady of Virginia Pamela Northam joined us for a recent Kick- off Celebration.

We synergise community and schools to offer heritage- related presentations and incorporate libraries and 
museums to convey the rôle of history in the present and develop the skill of research. This year, we visited 
the Civil Rights exhibit at The Birthplace of Country Music Museum and an exposition on immigration at 
the Library of Virginia.

It is a joyful surprise to read our students’ work, witness their growth, and observe the budding of their 
self- esteem. Through their creative writing with The Origin Project, our students “hold up a mirror” to them-
selves and thereby reclaim their “own deepest possession”: themselves and their “own unfolding.”
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Book Four Unveiling Celebration

At the end of each school year, The Origin Project in-
vites its participating students and guests to the unveiling 
of an anthology that showcases the young authors’ artistic 
contributions and celebrates their tenacity and creativity. 
Last year, we hosted three different unveilings of The Origin 
Project Book Four. Margi Vanderhye, Executive Director of 
the Virginia Commission for the Arts, joined us in person, 
Senator Mark Warner and Poet Laurie Eustis surprised 
the audience with congratulatory videos, and Senator Tim 
Kaine Skyped from the US Capitol.

At these events, students hone their public speaking 
skills by presenting their stories to an audience of teachers, 

administrators, parents, and grandparents. Each student leaves with a copy of the book that forever preserves 
her or his family’s tales. We like to think of our unveilings as literary launching pads for students’ dreams, 
higher education, and future endeavours.
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My New TOP Journal

I was so excited to have my journal! 
I am going to be an author in a book. 
I am so proud. The book is orange, lit-
tle, and pretty. I know why they made 
the book orange! It is about an origin! 
Get it? My brother was in The Origin 
Project. I cannot wait for the book to be 
published. It  can almost be full. I can’t 
wait to meet people like Ms. Nancy and 
Ms. Adriana!

JaYden elY, grade 4

Journals

Today I got a beautiful orange jour-
nal called The Origin Project. It has 
some really nice features that come 
with it like a smooth texture, an orange 
satin ribbon, and the cover is hardback. 
The authors are Mrs. Adriana and Mrs. 
Nancy who gave us the journals. I was 
so surprised when I first got The Origin 
Project journal.

At the end of the year I will be a 
published author! I know that I’m going 
to love these books and as soon as I get 
to see Adriana and Nancy, I will thank 
them for all that they have done for my 

cousins Chandler and Sierra who were also published authors in The Origin Project, too. I can’t wait 
until May so I can show my family and friends the book they will give us.

kaYlee lawson, grade 4

Orange Journal

I was so happy to see the journal. I am so excited to be an author! 
When I saw the journal, I thought they were beautiful. Oh, and I know 
why it is orange, because the “origin” project and “orange.” You see what I 
did there? I might be in the news! Oh, my gosh! Thank you so much Ms. 
Nancy and Ms. Adriana!

kYnlee Johnson, grade 4
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You Filled My Heart with Joy!

I love my new journal. It is smooth 
and soft. I love the color orange. Thank 
you Ms. Nancy and Ms. Adriana for buy-
ing them. I am so excited to be an au-
thor! Thank you so much! You all are so 
nice. I am excited because I may get to be 
on the  news and in a book. You all filled 
my heart with joy, and I cannot wait to 
meet you!

Jalin Mullins, grade 4

Excited to Be an Author!

I am excited to be an author! I love the color 
of my journal and how it looks. When I was 
little, I would look at my sister’s journal and al-
ways want to write in it. Now it’s my turn to be 
in The Origin Project!

Maddox Pennington,  
grade 4

Glad to Be in The Origin Project

Hi, my name is Avery! I’m 10 years old. 
I live in the United States in Virginia, and 
I am in 4th grade. I have been looking up 
to doing The Origin Project! Guess what! 
Today we got our journals! I am so excited 
to be a published author. Back to the jour-
nal part, it’s orange and the texture is amaz-
ing. It’s smooth  and my friend Kynlee made 
a joke about the journal. It went like this, “I 
know  why the book color is orange for or-
igin!” I’m glad to be in The Origin Project 
program!

averY weston, grade 4
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Special Made Journals

I got my journal today. I’m glad that Ms. Nancy got these for us. I love 
the orange color. We are going to write a lot in these. I am so glad that 
my paragraphs are going to be published. They are very beautiful and spe-
cial made. I am glad that it is free. I am going to take very good care of 
it.  My sister was in The Origin Project and my cousin Katelyn was in 
it too!

kaseY woliver, grade 4

With Appreciation
For Supporting and Guiding The Origin Project Students

Eastside High School
Bryan Crutchfield
Hope Cloud
Katie Jessee

Flatwoods Elementary School
Michelle Warner
Gigi Long
Gretta Carroll
Kim Goforth
Paula Kenney
Sherry Moore
Lisa Barnett
Angela Ellis
Andrea Hines
Alyssa Meade

Greendale Elementary School
Allyson Willis
Brenda Sprinkle
Amanda Bailey

The Henderson School of Appalachian Arts
Catherine Schrenker
Deborah Tilson Clark
Patrick Ford

John I. Burton High School
Mike Goforth
Stephanie Cassell

Jonesville Middle School
Stacey Belcher

Briana Austin
Sheila Shuler
Charlcia Jones

Lee High School
Renia Clark
Alex Long
Sindy Fields
Jillian Skidmore

Magic Zone
Devi Zinzuvadia
Brittany Ford
Rika Chambers

Morrison School
Jami Verderosa
Carla Sisk
Karla Rasnake
Julie Yrigollen
Matthew Suiter
Brooke Norman
Jason Graybeal

Norton Elementary School
Scott Addison
Cheryl Duncan
Lisa Bolling
Kara Qualls

Peter Paul Development Center
Damon Jiggetts
Stephanie Bassett
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Sarah Young
Ebony Stewart- Monroe
Mariana Johnson
Jean Davis
Angelyn Poe
Violet Duncan
Monica Reid
Betty Hagan

St. Charles Elementary School
Kellie Leonard
Roberta Gibbons
Laura Barnett
Andrea Hines

St. Paul Elementary School
Karen Dickenson
Melissa Galliher
Dorinda Holmes

Katie Jessee
Gina Almarode
Amanda Harmon

Stonewall Jackson High School
Rhonda Carper
Chad Cavender
Lori Sellers Sterne
Teresa Duke
Walter Williams
Sarah Duvall
Mark McElwee
Megan Link

Woodbridge Senior  
High School
Heather Abney
Catherine Hailey
Maria Centini
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Anita Sweeney
Casey Krall
Kyll Trott

Union Middle School
Paul Clendenon
Debra St. John- Ramsey
Redena Barton

Brandi Bostic
Amy Slagle
Karen Watkins

Virginia High School
Ronnie Collins
Brad Hutchinson
Crystal Hurd
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Mentor Inspiration

Exposing our students to literature, and to the renowned professionals 
who have created it, focuses their own imaginations and helps them find 
their own voices. Last year, before poet Laurie Eustis shared her inspira-
tional wisdom, we showcased Lin Manuel Miranda’s poignant rap from 
his Broadway play Hamilton: “I wrote my way out. When the world turned 
its back on me . . . I picked up a pen [a]nd wrote my way out.” The Origin 
Project strives to guide students, like Alexander Hamilton, to seek their 
dreams through writing about their pasts and to forge a path for their 
futures.

We kicked off this past academic year with similar inspiration from 
the late poet and songwriter Leonard Cohen, while his famous song Hallelujah echoed through the Barter 
Theatre and the Peter Paul Development Center. Cohen spent his years writing poetry and songs about his 
Jewish Canadian roots. His words, delivered as motivation for Canadian short story writers, capture the 
zeitgeist of The Origin Project: “If we don’t have our own stories then we don’t have our own soul: . . . Unless 
we cherish and savour our own [stories], then we’re not going to know who we are and . . . we’ll become 
strangers to ourselves.”

When I Was Young in the Mountains
written by Cynthia Rylant and illustrated by Diane Goode

As I prepare students to be an integral part of The Origin Project, I strive to make them aware of the 
Appalachian culture and way of life. One of the activities I use to accomplish this goal is the use of When I 
Was Young in the Mountains by Cynthia Rylant and illustrated by Diane Goode as a mentor text. I read the 
story aloud to the students. As the story was read, I asked students to contribute ideas of how they relate to 

the story and illustrations. Students then created a 
lapbook which we renamed “While I Am Young in 
the Mountains”. I asked the students to write about 
activities they can do simply because of the area in 
which they live. Once ideas were created, we found 
pictures to correlate with the sentences and glue 
them to the lap book. I was amazed at the different 
ideas the students used in their lap book. Some of 
my favorites are having outdoor church dinners, 
play outside, eating fresh vegetables out of a garden 
and enjoy the scenery. When students completed 
the lap books, they shared them with classmates. 
I enjoyed doing this activity with my students as 
it allowed them to think about and appreciate the 
Appalachian area.

gretta Carroll, grade 4 teaCher
 flatwoods eleMentarY
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When I was Young in the Mountains

As a librarian, I love to use the book, When I Was Young in the Mountains, by Cynthia Rylant, to inspire 
our students to write about their family ancestry and how it has influenced their lives. Growing up in the 
heart of the Appalachian Mountains has often had 
the stigma of poor and uneducated associated with 
many of its residents. However, when people visit 
our area they often are amazed at the beauty of 
our landscape, not to mention the warm hospital-
ity and gifted artisans that this area encompasses.

Rylant’s unique style of storytelling allows the 
reader to visualize the simple pleasures and adven-
tures that many children from a rural, mountain 
area experienced back in the day. Our students 
have heard similar stories from their grandparents 
and parents when they were growing up. We have 
the students write a reflection about their fami-
lies, and it provides a wonderful ignition to inspire 
our students to write and often appreciate those 
special memories of a bygone era. I remember one 
student writing that her mother learned how to make biscuits with sorghum (molasses) smothered inside 
just like her mother. One young boy recalls his uncle teaching him the basics of picking a ballad tune on 
his guitar.

Connecting our students to their heritage is essential. Mentor texts provide lessons that can be learned but 
are necessary if our future generations are to grow. They can connect their past with others who have written 
about their lives and hopefully appreciate the sacrifices made as well as ambition to succeed.

gigi long, liBrarY Media sPeCialist
flatwoods eleMentarY sChool

My Experience in the Mountains

While I am young in the mountains, I experience lots of things. Every 
time I come to school, I always see lots of cows. I have been seeing them 
ever since first grade. My nannie goes to a church that sits on a little hill 
with a forest behind it. My church is called Christian Life Fellowship and 
it is in a valley between the mountains and you can’t even get any internet 
or cell service because the mountains block it.

Every deer season, I go hunting with my papaw and my dad in the 
mountains. I have killed three deer, one doe, and two bucks. Next deer 
season were going to hunt back on land at my papaws place. My great 
uncle got bit by a copperhead snake when he put his hand in a box to get 
his son’s toys. We probably have a lot of snakes because of the mountains 
and woods around here.



16 Mentor texts

My papaw has a raccoon in his backyard that comes down out of the mountains. He can’t get rid of it! I 
go fishing with my dad at the pond. When we go he always gets more fish than me. I really like living in the 
mountains!

 karder PendergraPh, grade 4
 flatwoods eleMentarY sChool

While I Am Young in the Mountains

While I am young in the mountains, I like to go to my papaw’s and play with all of his animals. My papaw 
has 12 baby pigs and about 70 bunnies. I like chickens because of helping my papaw collect eggs. I help him 
comfort the chickens when they are born. He has ducks and I like them because they look cute. I help collect 
the duck eggs. Chickens eggs are little and duck eggs are kind of big.

I like to go hunting in the mountains for 
deer with my dad and sometimes with my 
papaw. My mamaw lives near the mountains 
too and she has 4 Husky pups. I really like 
training them. I like living in the mountains 
and playing with the animals. In the city, we 
couldn’t have all these animals.

On Sundays, my family and I go to church. 
I love church because we talk about Jesus and 
I like that. We go on curvy roads to get there. 
You can see the mountains when we are going 
to church and it looks beautiful to me.

PresleY haMMonds, grade 4
flatwoods eleMentarY sChool

While I Am Young in the Mountains

I always have loved the mountains because I love camping. It’s so much fun! During the summer is the 
perfect time for swimming in cold springs that we have here because it’s mild weather in the mountains. I 
love hiking with my mom up the side of the big stone face rock near St. Charles. The mountains are so much 
fun because of the activities you can do.

Maddox Pennington, grade 4
flatwoods eleMentarY sChool

I’m a Kid in the Mountains

While I’m young in the mountains I get to do great things. I get to pick berries and eat them. Yummy! I 
also get to go fishing, go up in the woods, and lots more. It’s fun to be a kid in the mountains. You get to do 
fun stuff like me!

austin woliver, grade 4
flatwoods eleMentarY sChool
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My Friends and I in the Mountains

While I am young in the mountains I like to play with 
my friends! We like to go swimming and ride our bikes 
at the park on pretty days. Cumberland Bowl Park is in 
a bowl because of the hills and mountains all around it. 
The part where we ride is around the bowl and is shady 
because of the big trees. We see birds and squirrels while 
we ride. We swim at my nana’s and we can see the moun-
tains and we can hear birds chirping. My friends and I like 
to play with American Girl dolls. One of the dolls that I 
play with like to go on adventures in the books about her. 
Maybe she is on an adventure now living with me in the 
mountains! My friends and I get to do lots of fun stuff 
because we live in the mountains.

alexandra hines, grade 4
 flatwoods eleMentarY sChool

Fun Things I Do in the Mountains

While I am young in the mountains, I do a lot of great things. I like to go hiking with my family and we 
see all kinds of things. I see birds flying and bugs crawling on the grass. When I hike on my farm, I see some 
cows and a river. The cow are usually eating grass in the spring and summer or hay in the winter. My dad 
drives a tractor out in the field to give the cows hay that’s in big rolls. Sometimes he gives them silage. The 
cows drink water out of big tubs. Below our farm we can see the Powell River. I also play on the farm. My 
sister and I pick up stuff and start playing! Sometimes we just pick up sticks and mud and water and make 
pretend food! I’m glad that I live in the mountains.

kaseY woliver, grade 4
flatwoods eleMentarY sChool

Lorraine
written by Ketch Secor and illustrated by Higgins Bond

Lorraine

When a book is written in such a way that it captures the read-
er’s attention from the very beginning and is illustrated so beauti-
fully that any reader, adult or child, is completely drawn into the 
story, then the author and illustrator have accomplished their goal. 
This was the experience of students at Jonesville Middle when Mrs. 
Nancy Fisher visited us and read Lorraine: The Girl Who Sang the 
Storm Away to our fifth graders. Students and teachers alike enjoyed 
the story of how a young girl dealt with her fear and were amazed 
by the picturesque illustrations which depicted the landscape we 
enjoy daily in this area. From the cornfield nestled at the foot of 
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the mountain, the crow in the field near 
the chinkypin tree, and the frightening 
storm tearing across the land to Lorraine 
enjoying the company of and being com-
forted by her grandfather, the illustrations 
captured the attention of all. Many stu-
dents connected immediately with the 
story. Nancy talked with the students 
about Lorraine’s fear and allowed students 
to share fears they have and how they deal 
with those fears. Through this discussion, 
other students felt that connection as 
well. Not only were our students inspired 

by this story, but also by the love Nancy wholeheartedly displays for The Origin Project, our county, and 
most of all, our students.

sheila shuler, teaCher
Jonesville Middle sChool

The Wild Eagle is so Fun

After reading the book Lorraine, It made me remember that one time 
when I was little I was scared of the Wild Eagle ride. I was scared because 
it did flips. My mom told me not to be scared because she was there with 
me and would not let anything happen to me. She said that it was not 
scary, that it was fun to do the flips, and she said that the prettiest time to 
ride the Wild Eagle was at night because the track lights up. Now I am not 
scared of it anymore. It is the most fun ride down at Dollywood, I love it. I 
think that it is really fun, but that is my opinion. When I finally did ride it, 
my mom was so proud of me and that is why the book Lorraine reminds 
me of my story and they both are so good!

taYlor BishoP, grade 5
Jonesville Middle sChool

My Sister’s Fear

After reading the book Lorraine, I remember one time when I helped my little sister Chloe with her fear 
of dogs. Our neighbor has several dogs my sister used to be afraid of because they would bark at her. We 
have to walk through their yard to get to my papaw’s house. During the summer we walk to papaw’s house 
about everyday. My little sister always wanted to see papaw but she was afraid of the dogs and this one mean 
rooster. The rooster would chase us all the way to papaw’s house one time I threw a big rock at it. But how 
I got my sister over her fear of dogs is I took her to the dog and let her pet it so she would see it would not 
hurt her. She never got over her fear of roosters.

Johnna Bledsoe, grade 5
 Jonesville Middle sChool
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A Way Myself and Lorraine Are Alike

After reading the book Lorraine, I remember of myself having anxiety of getting on elevators. Elevators 
give me anxiety because when I get on one and it starts going up or down I think it is going to get stuck. 
Another reason is that if a elevator is very hot and has no air conditioner I feel like I cannot breathe and 
I am going to die. When I am about to get off the elevator and the door does not open I get really scared 
that they are not going to open and I will just be stuck there forever. 10 seconds later they would open. If 
we are on vacation and we are on a high floor close to the top I would take the stairs anyday. When we get 
on elevators my mom told me to hold on to the handlebars that some elevators have and close eyes and 
that will help. One time my family and I were staying in Florida and scared me to death. We were staying 
on floor 3 and we were about to go get something to eat. I took the stairs as always and my sister and my 
parents took the elevator. I was waiting at the car while my parents took the elevator. After 5 minutes they 
were still not off the elevator. I got a little worried and I went over to the elevators door to check and see 
if they were there. They were not and that was when I got really worried. Thankfully they came down 
about a minute later. Turns out they went to the top floor and waited to see if I noticed why they were 
taking so long.

BrYCen CooMer, grade 5
 Jonesville Middle sChool

A Time I Was Scared Of A Cruise

After reading the book Lorraine, I remember the time I was scared of a cruise. I was scared of a cruise be-
cause there was 53 mph winds and the water was going crazy. It felt like you was surfing and then I went with 
my dad to see it and the wind was so strong I struggled to stand up. Everyone who me and my family went 
with was sick. Later the wind calmed down just enough that we could go eat up at the lido deck and then the 
wind came back. My parents said it’s just wind and it will be over by tomorrow and we still have Christmas. 
When we get off it will be ok and I forgot about it and I thought about what I would get for Christmas then 
we went asleep and it was all over. The next day and we enjoyed our vacation.

ZaCh lane, grade 5
 Jonesville Middle sChool

Helping Out My Cousin

After reading the book Lorraine, I remember I helped my little cousin when a thunderstorm hap-
pened. It was a nice warm day after school no clouds in the sky, no sign of rain, and just a perfect day. 
Well it was not so perfect after all. All of the sudden we hear a big roaring sound. It was thunder. The day 
was now wet and was not a pleased sight. My cousins would always go to their house if their parents were 
home, but they were not home. My little cousin was always afraid of storms, so we had them stay at are 
house until their parents got home. The storm ended up really bad. The winds were strong as a hurricane 
was about to happen. My little cousin shedded tears, but I told her that it will be alright. My mom fixed 
her a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. She loves peanut butter sandwiches. My older cousin was always 
on her phone, so I doubt she even knew there was a bad storm that happened. This experience for my 
cousin scared her. My cousin does not like to stay home when there is a storm. After the storm was over 
my cousin went home and was happy that she was alive. I realize how my little cousin and Lorraine have 



20 Mentor texts

a relationship with being afraid of a storm. They both do not worry about the storm because they get 
distracted from the storm with fun actives.

riYa lewis, grade 5
Jonesville Middle sChool

What I Use To Be Scared Of

After reading the book Lorraine, I remembered I use to be scared of storms when I was little but my mom 
helped me get over it. I had my own room when I was in kindergarten but when it came to storms I never slept 
in it at all. Every storm night I would wake my mom up and we would watch a movie and eat a snack and it was 
basically all over because I went to sleep half way through the movie. My mom helped me get over my fears by 
showing me there was nothing to be afraid of. I woke up crying every stormy night and everything was always 
alright because she was there for me all the time and I will never forget her helping me through everything.

Justina lowder, grade 5
Jonesville Middle sChool

Elevators

After reading the book Lorraine, I remembered being afraid of elevators. I have been scared of elevators 
forever. I am still scared of them, but I am getting better about it. I don’t like being in small places for a 
long time. I have never been trapped in an elevator before, but I hope it never happens. I always ask to 
take the stairs, but my mom won’t let me. In the book Lorraine, she was afraid of storms. But she got over 
it by singing.

gloCklYn Morris, grade 5
 Jonesville Middle sChool

Scary Doll

After reading the book Lorraine, I remember having a nightmare about a doll. Her name is Anna bell. I 
was so scared. In my nightmare, I went to my dad he said she is not a real thing. Then she came running out 
the bedroom door and grabbed me. She said, I want your soul! I screamed out of my lungs help help help 
help! Then I woke up. It was just a nightmare. The end.

ChloeY Parks, grade 5
Jonesville Middle sChool

My Frights

After reading the book Lorraine, I thought about how I am afraid of 
elevators. I used to love elevators but now I am afraid of them. My sister is 
also afraid of elevators. When me or my sister are in an elevator our moth-
er has to comfort us. I was also afraid of roller coasters but when my sister 
took me on one I realized they were actually fun. Reading Lorraine also 
made me think about how in thunderstorms my father would go outside 
and when I needed to tell him something I would be scared to go outside.
Now I am okay with going outside in a thunderstorm.

taYlor shuPe, grade 5
 Jonesville Middle sChool
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Lorraine and My Family All Sing the Storm Away

My family had just eaten a holiday dinner when it started raining hard and started being windy. The trees 
started shaking and you could hear it inside the house. It was very scary! Papaw Wolkinson said for us to start 
singing a song to make the storm go away. He started tapping his cane on the old, hard wooden floor and me 
and my brother started tapping the spoons on the table. My parents were singing a worship tune that started 
with, “I’m a child of God.” My sister was tapping her long nails on the table to the beat of the song. All of us 
were singing to make the storm go away just like in Lorraine. Sometimes we have to sing to keep from being 
scared. When my mom and dad go to the store and stay too long, we sing to keep from being scared. When 
I lived in Ohio, we had a few tornadoes and so we would sing “We Will Rock You” over and over while my 
brother played his toy drums so we wouldn’t get scared. My family does just like they did in the Lorraine 
book. We read when the grandpa helped his granddaughter to sing when there was a storm.

aaron arnold, grade 4

Lorraine and My Papaw

This story reminded me of my papaw. He would play the piano. It made me go to sleep. It was just so 
relaxing. I like to hear music. Even when it was not bedtime he would still play it and I would sing along.

kaYlena foster, grade 4

Ms. Nancy and the Story Lorraine

Ms. Nancy read the story Lorraine to all fourth grade students. Lorraine lives on a Tennessee farm. She 
lives in Tennessee with her papaw. Lorraine wasn’t scared of snakes or spiders. Lorraine would always play 
with her whistle. One day they played under the chinkapin tree. There was a crow that landed right at their 
feet. They thought the crow was a true friend to her, but her whistle disappeared! The next day the dinner 
bell was gone. So Lorraine and her papaw went to their favorite tree and all their stuff was in the tree! The 
story was very, very interesting.

 saMantha gale, grade 4

A Story Called Lorraine

Hi, my name is Kynlee, and I read a story called Lorraine. It was about a girl who loved music. One day 
a big storm came and she and her papaw had music instruments. The storm blew the instruments. The 
storm blew them away and they could not find the instruments. They were scared so they sang a song. 
They were not scared anymore because the storm went away and everything was back to the way it was. 
So yea that was the story I read, and I really loved it because it is like my life when something happens 
like that when it’s a bad day, my mom hugs me when I am feeling sad to make me feel better. The hug is 
the biggest thing!

kYnlee Johnson, grade 4

Lorraine and Lacy

Ms. Nancy came from San Francisco to go different schools to read a book called Lorraine. It’s a book 
about a girl who sung a song that she and her grandfather made up. It was called “Storm Away.” The girl’s 
name was Lorraine. It means with a cart load of courage. She had a penny whistle and her grandfather had a 
harmonica. At bad times or when a storm came, they would play a tune.
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One day a tornado came and Lorraine lost her penny whistle. Her grandfather lost his harmonica, so her 
grandfather told her, “We can sing!” So they sang the storm away. A little while later after the storm they 
looked out the window. They saw that the chinkapin tree had fallen! They saw something shining bright. 
“Hey! There is all of our shiny stuff!” Lorraine found her penny whistle, Pappaw found his harmonica! Then 
they started to play them both! Suddenly, they heard a “caw, caw, caw” and knew it was the crow who did it all!

Now I`m going to talk about me. My name is Lacy and I have two little sisters. Their names are Emma 
and Ericka. I love to sing to my little sisters and they try too. It’s so cute when the try. When a storm comes 
we always sing “Rain, rain go away. Come again another day” and that keeps them from being scared. After 
that, if they are still scared, I will give them a big hug! When Ms. Nancy read the book Lorraine, I thought 
that book is kinda like me. You should write a book about yourself sometime.

laCY Miles, grade 4

Lorraine and Mrs. Nancy

Ms. Nancy came one day and read us a story titled Lorraine by an author named Ketch Secor and an illus-
trator named Higgins Bond. She is very nice for coming all the way down here from San Francisco, California 
to do that. I loved that she brought chocolate for us. The chocolate was so good. Ms. Nancy is a very good 
reader. I had an awesome time and I loved it.

 karder Pendergraft, grade 4

Lorraine and Grandpa Make Music

Lorraine and her grandpa make music when a big storm comes. Lorraine was not scared of spiders or 
snakes, but one day she was scared because there was a big storm. Grandpa said, “Let’s play music.” Flash! 
A bolt of lightning flashed as grandpa was talking. Lorraine jumped! “Go and get your flute,” grandpa said. 
¨Ok,¨ Lorraine said. “Grandpa I can not find it.” “Then I will just play the guitar and you´ll sing.” Soon the 
storm stopped. They went outside to see if any trees fell. One did. It was very old, anyways,” Grandpa said.

navaeh stutler, grade 4
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Grandad’s Chair

Family heirlooms are supposed jewels or cars or something interesting at least.
- not a dark brown recliner.

I used to hate that uncomfortable chair.
I used to think it was the ugliest piece of furniture I had ever laid my eyes on.

- you loved it though.
It held your strong body.
And cradled your weak one.
Through Nascar and college football and talks about your favorite subject.

- politics.
I used to hate that chair …

- until it was the closest thing I had to sitting on your lap again.
I used to hate that chair …

- until I was forced to replace your arms with the chair’s.
I used to hate that chair …

- really I did.
It made the whole room look bad.
I love that chair

- it’s my only piece left of you, Grandad.
katelYnn elliott, grade 12

Where I’m From

I am from paper
From books and pens
I am from the one- parent household

(Small, unique, the house that didn’t run out of love).
I am from the willow tree,

its long branches becoming the swings of my childhood.
I’m from yard sales and  
  brown hair
From Betty and Crystal
I’m from the movies and  
  ice cream
From “Do your homework”  
  and “Clean your room”
I’m from Christmas dinners  
  and Easter egg hunts.
I’m from Coeburn and the  
  Lauterbacks.

Lemon cookies and Doritos.
From the day I watched my grandma swing a sledgehammer at an old house

to the late night drives down the backroads with my parents.
On a high shelf in my mom’s closet is a stack of photo albums, holding the memories I 

can’t remember, but the stories I wish to have.
CassidY farMer, grade 12
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I Am From

Where I’m from can depend
One moment I’m from noise like cheers for a fight or football game.
Another still and quiet like a stone, deep in thought
I am from light
I am from dark
I am from my father
I am from my mother
I am from Dante
I am from Castlewood
I am from my great grandfather as he whistles in his chair
I am from my great grandmother playing hide and seek in afternoon air
I am me
From my family
From their hearts and from their love
No matter where or when, it is always there

ethan a. fields, grade 12

Grandmother Margaret’s Kitchen

Grandmother Margaret had a long, brown table that was made of countertop right in 
the middle of her only slightly longer kitchen.

An outsider might have been confused, but it made perfect sense to us.
Everyone knew that the table was meant to be there, just like everyone  

around it.
This table has heard many prayers and blessings- of- the- food.

This table felt hot wax from the many birthday candles.
This table saw when Grandmother Margaret willingly opened 

her house to people and invited them over for dinner.
This table saw only kindness and openness, never  

judgement.
This table saw Grandmother Margaret’s 9 kids,

17 grandkids,
23 great- grandkids

grow older and older.
You always knew you had a place at Grandmother Margaret’s 

long, brown countertop table.
eMMa fleMing, grade 12

The Red Couch

Here you made a house a Home
I could always imagine myself buried deep within your 

enormous cushions
Covered in a gentle but rough fabric whose deep red color 

resembled that of blood.
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They provided me with all the comfort I needed and the perfect place for any adventure
I could dream of

In the beginning we started out traveling across the ocean: me a captain and you the
ship that I was to sail.
Gradually over time, I matured and so did our adventures.
Our ship turned into a car that I was impatiently awaiting to drive all my friends around in.
One day I wished to be anywhere but sitting on your cushions
That day was the day my grandmother told me she had cancer
Now our adventures were put to an end as you provided a place for my

grandmother to lay that was close enough to the both the kitchen and the 
bathroom

For six months, you were the place poison ran through veins
Where radiation beams left a chest pink and itchy
Two years of adventures that only brought pain and sadness

and a small beam of hope for the future.
Eventually all the challenges had been surpassed and that small beam of hope turned

in a reality as my grandmother was cancer free.
Finally our adventures could begin again

kiarra giBson, grade 12

An Escape

A little girl with brown hair and brown eyes
She was adventurous and creative
She wanted to escape the world

She wanted to have fun without the troubles around her.
In the tops of the trees, in her backyard, stood a beautiful tree house.

She would climb into the tree house and play for hours at a time.
She would imagine being in the Amazon jungle, in space, or under the sea.

She spent some of the best days of her life in that tree house, dawn till dusk
Her special place was that tree house

That little girl is no longer “little” so that tree house no longer has the magic it once did.
aManda greear, grade 12

Camping and Chicken Noodle Soup

Many a day spent on that gray, leather couch
in your living room, flooded with light.

My days were so happy, and I was mostly unaware
that you suffered quietly, the loneliest blight.

Because you were never sad
at least, not around me.

My days were filled with warmth
with you, and me, under that turquoise canopy.

We ate our Oreos
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and our chicken noodle soup
in that old, ragged, pop- up tent

and most days, formed our own troupe.
But then, one day you left

and I was so confused.
I expected you to come back.

What I didn’t expect was to lose you.
I had lost my best friend.

I was left in the dark, just blue.
But I’m here today, because of love.

The love that came and still comes from my time spent 
with you.

logan PatriCk greear,  
grade 12

Mimi’s Fresh Apple Cake

I remember mother telling us stories of Mimi’s famous Fresh Apple 
Cake. To this day when the name is mentioned, anyone who ever tasted it, 
gets a certain look on their face, as though they are reminiscing of the last 
time they bit into the sweet, spongey, savory cake. She learned the recipe 
while her, my mother, uncle, and grandfather were living in California. The delicious dessert made a fabulous 
first impression and, despite the time it took to make, stuck around for every family event to follow. It has 
been several years since our family has tasted the Fresh Apple Cake. I guess we are all unsure if we would be 
able to fix it just right, the way Mimi used to.

katelYn hall, grade 12

Letter Opener

It sits in the window seal
waiting to be used for its only purpose

The letter opener that is used to open letters addressed to the little brick house on the hill.

Through the years, it has been used to open the sweetest words
but also the words that are left better unsaid.

It holds my first and only memory of a loved one
telling me there’s no other way to open things sealed

It holds the words of children arguing over whose turn it was to open junk mail
because sometimes junk can bring the most joy

But most of all, that little letter opener holds the memory that sometimes we need help,
even if it’s as simple as opening a letter.

eliZa Johnson, grade 12
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Two- Voice Poem

Mom Dad
I’m pretty sure you had to be there earlier than me
 Probably not.
Or did we go together?
Both of our families went.
By this day.
Do you remember if it was the first day
of reporting?

What day was it?
 February 10.
Are you sure about that? I thought it was the 11th.
 I don’t remember it
By the day that he left, I had to be strong and not
show emotions. 
 Didn’t the kids have a little sign
 that they were holding up?
I think that’s when you were coming back.
 It was just a sad day because we
 didn’t know if we were going to
 see our family again.
I didn’t expect a full- blown deployment
I was blindsided.
You realized more than I did.

I figured you would after 9/ 11 I figured you would after 9/ 11.
Remember what fell out of the trucks as you
pulled out?

It was toilet paper. It was toilet paper.
I remember the whole town that came out I remember the whole town
 coming out. It was a great
 showing of patriotism by the
 community
There was a website for his transportation
unit. I found an amazing picture of us
holding hands
 I remember when we got to
 Kuwait and snuck into the British
 computer room and tried to send
 emails. I remember not knowing
 how to send an email

erik Jones, grade 12
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My Special Object

Cocoa
Beans, plants, butter, and a 

beach
Many definitions, but not the 

meaning to me
The name of my small, black 

dog
Not real in life, but real in my 

heart
The stuffed animal that meant the most to me
I brought him everywhere
And he brought me happiness
I broke my arm early on
I put a blue piece of paper on his arm so he could have a blue cast, too
We did everything together
He was my best friend
As I got older, he grew distant
I needed something new to help me through the years
A small, black Yorkie poo
Looks just like Cocoa, but named Cosby
My new best friend, but Cocoa will always be my first

John roBert kilgore, grade 12

Where I Found True Love

Bricks of different colors point to where the car flew into the holy building
A sinkhole in the parking lot, continuously appearing
Remaining the center of many children’s tall tales
Rooms painted in colors as bright as the children that filled them
Playful art covered the walls
Designs I thought could only be drawn by the best artist in the world, my dad (and were!)
Deep purple, carpeted stairs thundering as teenagers bounded up them every Sunday
Leading to what I once thought was a “forbidden room”
Banisters that my small hands clinged to while I sang louder than I should in the choir
My poor posture and lack of respect giving my mother gray hair
An oversized bathtub, washing away sins and the past using three words:
The Father, Son, and the Holy Spirit
Pews where God saved my mom, dad, sister, and me
New chapters for my family
No longer clinging to empty promises of the world
Worn out wood on the sign outside
New wood where the pastor’s name sits
A place of many memories and open hearts
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The church I will forever be grateful to
For now, I am with God
For forever, I am truly loved

kaileY kYle, grade 12

Deborah Diane Greene

My Mamaw Greene is one of the strongest individuals I have ever known. She has been through the 
wringer. She’s gone through divorce and became a single mom; she lived through poverty, barely being able to 
feed her kids; she lost her second husband, mother, and grandson to cancer, and her father to old age all in 
a span of five years. But she has still conquered. These are just a few stories and pieces of advice she gave me 
when interviewing her for this project.

“I’ve always tried to be kind to people and do the right thing. I think I’ve been good to people. Now I made 
mistakes with them (my mom and uncle), I did. But I made sure nobody was mean to ‘em. I think raising your 
mommy and David, just us three, created a bond that I don’t think they would’ve had if he (my grandfather 
who she divorced) stayed. It was rough raisin’ them. I had no money, barely enough to feed ‘em. I would go to 
bed crying because I had nothing to give ‘em. Little did I know, the things I did were remembered by them 
and even their friends. I used to do things with ‘em that didn’t cost no money. We would have picnics when 
it was sunny, and when it snowed we would go out and build us a snowman and build us a fire and go sled 
ridin’. When we went in, I told ‘em to put their wet clothes in the tub and I made ‘em hot chocolate and toast. 
I couldn’t afford potato chips, so I made ‘em homemade. Their friends at school would always ask ‘em if they 
could have some tater chips. I’d go through hell and high waters for you. You all (my brother and me) are my 
babies too. You are very precious to me, and I am extremely proud of you. You all are worth the hurt. I don’t 
think I would go back and change anything because what I have now is too precious.”

eliZaBeth Mann, grade 12

Learning to Live

Awaiting a prize
Before earning it

Claiming it without
Deserving it but always

Expecting it
Forgetting the

Good deeds like
Helping those

In need,
Jumping up first

Knowing my
Life may end.

My mistakes will haunt me
No one can save me

Only I can change me, yet
People have helped me

Quit the bad and
Resurrect the me I

So want to be.
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They now trust me and
Understand me in this

Vast and wonderful world
Where I am myself,

eXciting, fun and
Young, living the
Zenith of my life.

JJ Marshall, grade 12

My Special Object

My special object may not seem too special, but yet it has a deeper meaning than others may see from 
looking at it. My special object is a Pura Vida bracelet made of nine maroon strings with two white ones 
twisted together that pull to close. Pura Vida makes this bracelet in partnership with the Pancreatic Cancer 
Action Network to donate 10% of net profits to advance research, support patients, and create hope for those 
affected by pancreatic cancer. I purchased mine after a very close family friend, who was more like a grandfa-
ther to me, passed away from pancreatic cancer in July 2017.

James Wallace Yates, better known as “Jim”, “Wally”, or “Poppy”, was an incredible person, as well as some-
one you could always have a conversation with. Poppy loved to hunt, fish, and do anything outdoors. He 
lived by the motto, “Hold ‘er wide open”. He loved spending time with family and friends and had a Saturday 
night cookout almost every weekend he wasn’t out of town. Poppy was always the life of the party. No person 
was ever a stranger to him. He loved to tell stories of all the crazy things he had done in his life, and we all 
wanted to hear another when he stopped telling that one. He always knew how to make you smile, and any 
room he was in was never silent. He always lived life to the fullest and traveled within and out of the country.

The news of him having cancer hit everyone very hard. We still had as many cookouts as possible and 
visited every chance we had. Poppy passed away on July 30, 2017 at the young age of 60. Poppy had accom-
plished many things and seen many heights that most people don’t get to experience in their lifetime. He was 
taken away too early, but we all know he is celebrating his life in Heaven. I wear my bracelet every day, as it 
gives me a reminder when I look down to always push myself and go after every dream I have. I hope Poppy 
is looking down from Heaven smiling knowing what a huge impact he made on not only my life, but the lives 
of so many others around him.

MadilYn Powers, grade 12

Where I’m From

I am from handmade quilts
From Peter Pan peanut butter and Mayfield milk
I am from the red brick house on High Point
Simple, Inviting, Home is where the heart is
I am from the apple trees in my Papps’ backyard
Green and juicy; I never liked them.
I am from church on Sunday, and blue eyes
From Ricky and Denise
I am from the yearly beach trips, and summer days at my grandparents’ pool
From “water makes you pretty” and “you’ll always be my girl”
I’m from the golf cart at my Mammy and Pappa’s house; counting down the days until I 

was 10 so I could drive it
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I’m from SWVA
Fudge and chicken n’ dumplings
From my grandfather’s gold teeth my Mammy threw away
The countless trips to Hungry Mother state park
I am from the memories that lie in the pie safe in our living room; without them I’d be lost.

selena MiChelle Powers, grade 12

The Chair

On Christmas day, my mom, sister, and I visited my grandparents to give them their gifts. While we were 
there, my grandmother sat in the brown, leather recliner and dangled her short legs and tiny feet over the 
arms of the chair. She has always had gray hair and a short stature, as long as I can remember, which was 
always followed with an overjoyous smile. I have never been taller than my grandmother, but she has gotten 
shorter in these previous years. In past years, she has suffered from Alzheimers so she has worn a puzzled 
look on her face because she doesn’t remember many things, including me. That day was just like any other 
holiday; going to see my family, grandparents, exchanging gifts, and then enjoying dinner. Except it was 
anything but the usual. On Christmas day, she devoted her entire attention to the movie that was on the 
television and did not listen to what was going on. In the midst of talking about the news and how everyone 
was, my grandmother called out my name. She knew who I was and my name. After I replied, her face had 
the biggest smile and she had an expression of familiarity. To me, this Christmas was not about the presents 
I had received, but the way my grandmother knew me. I realized that small things are what make life mean-
ingful. That is the greatest gift of all.

natalie rhodes, grade 12

Making the Cut

When I was a baby, I entertained myself by looking through any sort of drawer or cabinet in my grand-
parents’ house. Between toxic chemicals and dangerous objects, there were many ways this could go horribly 
wrong. In an effort to restrict my access to these hazards, my grandmother invested in childproof locks for 
the drawers and cabinets. She didn’t want to suppress my curiosity and she believed that I could now explore 
without being a danger to myself or others. Naturally, she was horrified when she discovered that I had gotten 
my hands on a large kitchen knife. She quickly took the knife away and my grandfather put it on top of the 
highest cabinet. She didn’t tell my mother about the ordeal until several years later.

This event only served as foreshadowing for what would happen later. When I was a few years older, my 
grandmother decided to give me a small pair of scissors to add to my art and craft supplies. They immediately 
became my new favorite toy. At first, I only used them the way they were intended to be used. I used them 

to cut paper and other things I 
needed to cut to make my crafts. 
I eventually became bored of this, 
however, and began looking for 
other things to cut. At some point, 
I learned I could use them to carve 
pictures into a piece of wood and 
other surfaces. One day, inspi-
ration struck and I proceeded to 
create my newest masterpiece by 
carving a crude drawing of a train 
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into a wooden table in her bedroom. Unfortunately, neither my grandmother nor my parents was impressed. 
In fact, they were so disgusted with my work, that they told me I was not allowed to play with my scissors 
unless I asked to use them and told my grandmother what I was going to use them for.

Eventually, Christmas came, and we celebrated Christmas Eve at my grandmother’s house. When I 
opened my present from her, I was disappointed that I didn’t get the machete I had been asking for. I did, 
however, get the next best thing: a magic set. It was only fitting that after learning how to perform the tricks, 
I return to her house and give her a show. When I was ready to begin, I insisted that I needed my scissors to 
perform a trick. My grandmother reluctantly gave them to me and, before she realized what was happening, I 
was cutting a blanket from her bed in half in an effort to replicate a trick performed by the Great Houndini. 
I realized, to my dismay, that the blanket wouldn’t be the only thing cut short that night. My parents put 
an abrupt end to my show and confiscated my scissors. I knew I had messed up and that I would never be 
allowed to touch a pair of scissors again. I was forced to watch as my scissors were abandoned on top of my 
grandmother’s refrigerator where I couldn’t reach them.

After the night of my magic show, I began coming up with a plan on how to retrieve my scissors. The 
next time I went to my grandmother’s house, I waited until she stepped out of the room, and ran to the 
kitchen where I stood on a chair and just managed to reach my scissors. My grandmother heard what I was 
doing and came to confront me, but I ran and hid in the bathroom where she couldn’t take my scissors. I 
waited in the bathroom trying to think of a way to convince her to let me keep them. I stared at myself in 
the mirror and tried to come up with a plan to show that I was responsible enough to keep them. My par-
ents were furious when they arrived and learned that I had gotten my scissors back. They were prepared to 
take the door off of its hinges if I didn’t come out and surrender my scissors. This wasn’t necessary, though, 
as I was eager to come out of the bathroom and show off my new haircut! My parents were so impressed 
that they forgot about the scissors and were left speechless. They didn’t want other kids to become jealous, 
of course, and the next day, they took me to get my haircut back to normal before anyone else could see it.

Because I was responsible after that day, I never used my scissors in an irresponsible way again. A few 
years ago, I was at my grandmother’s house helping her clean her kitchen. I was on a stepladder cleaning the 
top of the highest cabinet when, to my surprise, I found a large knife. I descended the ladder with the knife. 
I couldn’t wait to put it to good use . . .

daniel rose, grade 12

The Drawer

This drawer
Holds the memories of my childhood.
The different sizes of clothes that have been outgrown over the years.
The different sports that have helped me build confidence.
The crack me and my brother put there there
Of course I won.

This drawer has seen eighteen years of my life.
This draw holds the key to my past, present, and future.

This drawer in the house
The house that has raised a family and is now onto the next.
The house that has stood the test of time.
The place where I met my grandparents.
The place where I learned about respect.
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I have learned so many different life lessons in this place.
This is not just a house
This is the place I call my second home.

tYler sanders, grade 12

Money to Burn  
A Two- Voice Poem

Kim Mike

We had gone to Disney You were only three, I had to carry you,
  EVERYWHERE!
I took Victoria and Polly,
and Mike had you.
  You were awful, having to carry you
  around in that place crowded full of
  people.
We had a great day,
I don’t know about your dad though.
  Finally, we got out of the dreadful place.
  I tried to tell Kim that it was about to
  rain.
We left and as we were on the tram it
Started to rain
  I looked at Kim and said I TOLD YOU!
He kept telling me, “I told you! I told you!”
As soon as he said that though a gush
Of water came off the top of the tram and into
Mike’s pants pocket.
  I thought that I had lost every single bit
  of cash that I had.
His whole wallet was drenched!
  We got back to the hotel and I started 
  Stripping.
  I had to dry off.
Mike asked me of it was okay to put his wallet
In the microwave to dry it out
I thought he just meant the wallet.
  I put all of my wallet in the microwave to
  dry it out.
It caught on fire!!! It caught on fire!!!
After that, we always say that Mike has
Money to burn.

aMeila wright, grade 12
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My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I played in the backyard at my Mamaw’s house. We ate pancakes with chocolate syrup. 
We played football in the daylight for a long time.

BraYton adaMs, 2nd grade

If I were an Explorer

If I were an explorer I would go in the woods to see if I could find a unicorn. I would look for a trail of 
glitter to lead me to the unicorn. When I find the unicorn I will name her Sparkles. I will play with Sparkles 
every day and keep her a secret so no one else could find her. I would love to be an explorer!

Celsie aikens, 2nd grade

My Favorite Things in Second Grade

One of my favorite things in 2nd Grade is getting to use the Chromebooks. I like to play Prodigy during 
Math class. Another thing I love about 2nd grade is snack and movie time. I also love playing games in PE. 
Freeze Tag is my favorite game we play. I love 2nd Grade!

vinCent ashleY, 2nd grade

My Favorite Holiday

My favorite holiday is Christmas. I love Christmas because I get presents and get to go with my whole 
family. Our family tradition is going out to eat at a Chinese restaurant on Christmas. We stay at our family’s 
house in Ohio and play a lot of games. I love visiting family and spending Christmas with them.

 CadYn Bell, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I went ice skating with my mommy. I stayed at my friend’s house and she read a story to 
me. I loved this Christmas!

CeCelia Barnette, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas was so awesome. I ate rolls and corn. It was the best day ever.
gaBriel BauMgardner, 2nd grade

Making Gingerbread Cookies and Houses

Gary L. Russell was born in 1957 in Pennington Gap, Virginia. He can remember making memories 
with his sister. His family by making gingerbread cookies. His favorite memory is making them with his 
grandmother. He didn’t make gingerbread houses with his family. I hope someday I can make gingerbread 
memories with my family.

BraYden BellaMY, 2nd grade
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Me

Raymond Bledsoe likes to play games on the X- Box
Always, we watch the ball drop on New Years
You know I was born in Virginia
My parents are Sam and John
One book I like is Lego World
Nuggets from chicken and apples are healthy food
Do you know I am happy

raYMond Bledsoe, 2nd grade

My Favorite Things in Second Grade

My favorite part of 2nd Grade is getting Chromebooks. I love playing Prodigy on them. Another thing 
I love is recess. The swings and slide are my favorite. Math is my favorite subject because I like adding with 
regrouping. Second Grade is so much fun!

CaMeron Boggs, 2nd grade

My Favorite Sport

My favorite sport is softball. I play for Lady Ice. I would really like to be a pitcher. I want to be the pitcher 
because they get the ball and lot and are really good. I love batting the most. I hit an in park homerun my 
first year of softball. I was really excited! I hope I can play college softball someday!

 graCie Caughron, 2nd grade

Always Remember

My mimi, Shelia D. Mann was born in 1965 in a small town in Virginia called Pennington Gap. She can 
remember making memories with her family at Christmas. One thing she wants me to always remember 
about Christmas is, Christmas is not about presents it’s about Jesus’ gift to us. I love this one thing my Mimi 
wants me to remember.

Carder Chasteen, 2nd grade

Making Gingerbread Cookies

My mimi, Shelia D. Mann was born in 1965 in 
Pennington Gap, Virginia. She can remember making 
memories with her family by making gingerbread cook-
ies. Her favorite memory is helping mix batter and cut-
ting them out. After the cookies baked her family would 
decorate them. I hope someday I can make memories of 
making gingerbread cookies.

CollYn Chasteen, 2nd grade Carder Chasteen

Collyn Chasteen
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Zach’s Poem

Z: I love living in Zany Lee County.
A: I live in the Appalachian Mountains.
C: This is coal country.
H: Home is where I am happiest, Lee County, Virginia.

ZaCharY CodY, 2nd grade

Vacation at the Beach

My favorite vacation is going to the beach. I like to build sand castles and look for jellyfish. I also like 
fishing with my dad while I am there. We always play volleyball and ride jet skis too. I always go to the beach 
during the summer while I am at my dad’s in Texas. I love the beach!

hunter Cowan, 2nd grade

My Poem

Audrian Lena Clifton is my name.
Until this year, when I saw Miss Nelson is Missing, I had never seen a play
Do you know I like crawfish pizza
Reading Cat in the Hat is fun
I was born in Norton
At Christmas I go to “Lights in the Park”
Norton is in Virginia
At Christmas I go on a hayride

audriana Clifton, 2nd grade

I Am

Chris is short for Christopher
Has lots of family
Rockhouse Baptist Church is where I go on Sunday
I was born on January 14
Sandwiches made with bologna are my favorite

Chris Collins, 2nd grade

Evan Explores a Cave

I explored a cave with bats. The bats swooped down and tried to get me. When I ran from the bats, I found 
a bag of diamonds. When I picked up the bag, the bats came after me and I ran out of the cave! I slipped and 
fell in a hole of water. Down in the hole I found three more caves. They were all full of diamonds! I mined 
all the diamonds and took them home with me!

evan Collins, 2nd grade



flatwoods eleMentarY sChool 39

Christmas Memories

My grandfather, Kenneth D. Collins was born in 1954 in Lee County, 
Virginia. He can remember making memories with his four sisters and three 
brothers. His favorite memory about Christmas is sitting on Santa’s lap and 
taking pictures. I hope someday I can make memories like this with my family.

JaYden Collins, 2nd grade

Christmas Memories

My grandmother, Nancy M. Garrett was born in 1956 in Dayton, 
Ohio. She can remember making memories with one brother and one 
sister. Her favorite thing for me to remember about Christmas is that 
Christmas is about celebrating Jesus’ birth. I’m already making memories 
with my family and I hope someday I can make more.

karsYn CooMer, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I woke up at 2:00. I woke up my mom and we ate. I went to my dad’s where we did a 
scavenger hunt. We played games, and finally we opened presents. We opened our presents with oven mitts 
on. I got a unicorn themed stocking. I went to my Nan’s. She gave me 11 dollars, that made me 13 dollars. I 
also got 4 dollars, 1 dollar, and 10 cents. I had a lot of fun at Christmas this year.

JasMine Cowden, 2nd grade

Summertime

In the summertime I like to go swimming. My friends always take me to Thomas Walker Pool. Sometimes 
I get to go play at the park. I like to play with the other kids who are there. The swings are my favorite. 
Summertime is my favorite!

arianna flores, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I played my Xbox One. I ate pizza, played in the snow 
and ziplined. We ate pizza at Pizza Plus. It was a good day.

aidYn garrett, 2nd grade

Making Cookies

My great grandmother, Jean H. Slemp was born in 1925 in Jonesville, 
Virginia. She can remember making memories with her family by making 
cookies. Her favorite memory is making plain sugar cookies. They were 

Karsyn Coomer

Emmy Garrett



40 flatwoods eleMentarY sChool

nothing fancy, but she would share with her sister. It was a treat to make cookies. I hope someday I can make 
this memory with my family.

eMMY garrett, 2nd grade

My Favorite Sport

My favorite sport is volleyball. I like to play volleyball in my yard with my brother. I try to teach him how 
to play. My brother always hits the ball over the net. I love playing volleyball with my brother.

Zoe giBson, 2nd grade

Snow Days

I love when it snows and we don’t have to go to school. I get to play outside and have fun in the snow. I 
play with my brother and sister. We always go sledding down big hills. We love to eat snow cream. Playing 
in the snow is one of our favorite things!

sharPei helBert, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I played on my phone at my mom’s. I ate pizza.
aiden hines, 2nd grade

Christmas Memories

My mamaw, Missy G. Jaynes was born in 1947 in Pennington Gap, 
Virginia. She can remember making memories with her family. Her favor-
ite thing for me to remember about Christmas is being thankful. I hope I 
can continue to make lots of memories with my family.

Bentlie JaYnes, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I ate at my mom’s house. I played with Offie and we played Nerf guns.
ashton Johnson, 2nd grade

My Favorite Holiday

Christmas is my favorite holiday because it is Jesus’s birthday. I like to pick out presents to get for my 
family. I like opening presents too. I love Christmas!

kairi Johnson, 2nd grade

My Favorite Things about 2nd Grade

My favorite part of 2nd Grade is learning! Recess is so much fun. The swings are my favorite. I like to play 
with Kairi. I also love PE. Freeze Dance is my favorite game we play. I wish I could stay in 2nd Grade forever!

laCole lawson, 2nd grade

Bentlie Jaynes
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My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I went to my step- daddy’s Nanny’s house. We opened presents. We then ate chicken and 
dumplings, green beans, mashed potatoes, deviled eggs, and black- eye peas. On Christmas Eve, I went to my 
mimi’s house. We opened presents, then we ate robbin rolls, punch, and eggnog.

BraelYn lewis, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I spent time with my family. I went to my dad’s house, my mom’s house, and my mamaw’s 
house. I played games, watched tv, and listened to music. I had fun with my family and my baby brother too.

BrYCe MarCuM, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I played with my new toys. I got a Five Nights at Freddy’s action figure and a Hulk action 
figure. My family and I watched a movie.

kadanCe MarCuM, 2nd grade

If I were an Explorer

If I were an explorer I would go to a safari. While I am on the safari I will try to pet the animals. My 
favorite is giraffes. They are my favorite because they are tall and pretty. I hope I really get to explore because 
I would love to see giraffes in the wild. 

 aBigail Marshall, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I got a four wheeler. I rode it at my mamaw’s house. After I rode it, I went to Lights in 
the Park. I roasted marshmallows at the park.

lillY Martin, 2nd grade

Aaron’s Acrostic

Aaron Maugh is my name
And all Super Hero books are my favorite
Reading Magic Treehouse books is fun
October 7, 2010 is my birthday
Nighttime is fun for playing on my tablet and with legos
My grandparents are Annita and Phil

aaron Maugh, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I went to my Uncle Jacky’s. We had a dinner. We opened presents. My favorite thing was 
a worm farm. From Santa I got a fishing rod. I loved it. It was a cat fishing rod. I got a zipline too.

JaCkson MunCY, 2nd grade
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Christmas Memories

My mamaw, Janie Evans was born in 1961 in 
Ben Hur, Virginia. She can remember making 
memories with her family. Her favorite thing 
for me to remember about Christmas is that 
the real reason for Christmas is the birth of 
Jesus. I hope someday I can share this reason 
with my family.

ColtYn neff, 2nd grade

Making Gingerbread Cookies

My aunt, Gayle Neff was born in 1945 in 
Lee County, Virginia. She can remember making 

Christmas memories by making gingerbread cookies. Her favorite memory is going to her grandma’s 
and I made gingerbread cookies. I want to someday make Christmas memories of my cookies with my 
family.

hudson neff, 2nd grade

My Favorite Things in Second Grade

I love going to school every day. I like to work and see Ms. Ellis. Math is my favorite subject. Popcorn 
chicken is my favorite lunch because it is delicious. I really like 2nd Grade.

kianna niMetY, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I went to my dad’s house. We had fun. We went bowling and he came to our house. He 
brought his dog. Her name is Roxy. She is a pitbull. She has blue eyes, like me. She has floppy ears. I got a 
hoverboard and a phone. It was the best Christmas ever.

Connor PearCe, 2nd grade

My Favorite Things in Second Grade

My favorite thing in 2nd Grade is PE. I love 
when we play Freeze Dance. Exercising and run-
ning is fun too. My favorite lunch is popcorn 
chicken. It is so good. Math is my favorite sub-
ject because we get answer questions. I love 2nd 
Grade 

Jessee Pennington, 2nd grade

Hudson Neff

Hadlea Price
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One Thing About Christmas

My uncle, Allan A. Wilder was born in 1967 in Pennington Gap, Virginia. He can remember celebrating 
Christmas with one sister. His favorite thing for me to remember about Christmas is what the true meaning 
of Christmas really is. I hope someday I can make more memories with my family.

hadlea PriCe, 2nd grade

Sweet Summertime

I love summertime because I get to swim. Taylor and I always dive off the deck into the pool. We always 
go to Bullitt Park to play at the splash pad. The water that dumps from the bucket is so cold. After the splash 
pad we always go to McDonalds to get Happy Meals. I love summertime with Taylor!

Caroline roBBins, 2nd grade

All About Me Acrostic

Walker Emmanuel Robbins
Ashley Robbins is my mom
Loves playing with trains
Keeps eating macaroni and cheese
Eats as a family
Raised in Jonesville, Virginia

walker roBBins, 2nd grade

I Am

Cloi Ann Rogers
Looking at and reading Costume Trunk is fun
One of four children
Interested in crafting and drawing

Cloi rogers, 2nd grade

My Favorite Parts of Second Grade

My favorite part of the day in 2nd Grade is Math class. I like it because it is fun. I love to run at PE. My 
favorite game during PE is Freeze Tag. I love 2nd Grade!

gaBriel santos, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I ate turkey, watermelon, and corn. We drank apple juice and milk. We played outside, 
and after that we played on the Xbox.

ariana shelton, 2nd grade
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One Thing About Christmas

My grandfather, Rick Watson was born in 1958 in Richlands, Virginia. He can remember making mem-
ories with two sisters and one brother. His favorite thing for me to remember about Christmas is that the 
greatest gift came at Christmas in a manager. I hope to share this favorite thing about Christmas and make 
memories with my family.

saxon skidMore, 2nd grade

Christmas Memories

My papaw, Stuart C. Gibson was born in 1956 in Bell County, Kentucky. He can remember making 
memories with his one sister. His favorite thing for me to remember about Christmas is enjoy time with your 
family. I hope someday I can tell others about my memories with my family.

dorothY sMith, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas my Mom and I played. We ate goodies and played and had fun. I got some pencils, a 
notebook, and a four wheeler for Christmas.

Caden sPurloCk, 2nd grade

My Christmas Memories

This Christmas I went to my aunt’s house and ate. I opened presents and played with my cousin. My 
mom and dad got a Monopoly game for me. My aunt got a baby doll for me. I also got 3 pounds of slime 
from my sissy and my brother. My sissy and my cousin were in Kentucky. They came after Christmas was 

over. I went to my sissy Tosha’s and I opened presents 
and stayed all night.

sierra turner, 2nd grade

My Favorite Holiday

Easter is my favorite holiday. I like it because it is 
close to my birthday. I always get a lot of candy and get 
to hunt Easter eggs. I enjoy spending time with all of 
my family at Easter. Every year I can’t wait for Easter 
time to come!

eva ZaMora, 2nd grade

Flatwoods Elementary School Fourth Grade

Carly’s Poem

C: I am learning about my new county, Lee County.
A: I can see the Appalachian Mountains from my house.
R: I have seen the Powell River.
L: I am excited to Live in Lee County, Virginia.
Y: I look forward to many years living here.

CarlY aikens, grade 4



flatwoods eleMentarY sChool 45

The Shadow

Once upon a time there was a red and gold rose. As soon as I picked the rose out of the large bush, there 
was a big hole in the bush. It was clear day and the air was still, when suddenly a cool breeze moved my hair 
in the wind. Then I saw a tall, dark, and grayish black SHADOW go by quickly, but not quickly enough for 
me to hear the breeze fly past the trees. Then I smelled a rich sweet smell, and the air felt soft and warm as if 
it was trying to lure me into its trap. I knew better. I finally got home, and I locked all the doors, windows, and 
everything. I called my friends and they came over. I told them what had happened. That’s when things got 
worse. My friend had the same dream, well she thought she was dreaming. I had thought it was a dream, and I 
was right. I woke up that morning bawling my eyes out. That’s when I knew it was all over. It was all a dream.

kaMrin allen, grade 4

Scots Irish

Alex Long was wearing a Scottish kilt when he came to our school to tell us about the Scots- Irish. The 
kilt was green, red, and blue. He talked about castles in Loch Lamond. He talked about the highlands and 
about highland sheep and highland cows. There are no snakes. He said that in Scotland there was a Loch 
Ness monster, but he never saw one. I thought the presentation was fantastic!

aaron arnold, grade 4

Candle Making

We made candles last Tuesday. We waxed them and got to dip them in 
ice. Mrs. Sexton, Mrs. Goforth, and students helped us. In the old days, 
they did not have light so they made candles for light. They did not have 
to go to the store. Some students got to help others and it was very fun.

aiden Bates, grade 4

Candle Making

I made a candle like back then. This is how we did it. We melted the 
wax at a very hot temperature. It was messy. You have to be careful or you 
might get burned. Be very careful. Making candles was fun to do with my 
classmates.

austin Blanken, grade 4

My Favorite Place

My favorite place to be is Florida. I like to look at the beautiful view of the beach. The ocean water is 
beautiful in Florida. I like to be on a boat to go fishing. Being in Florida makes me feel wonderful!

kYrie BlooMer, grade 4

Old Time School Rules and Penmanship

Back in the 1800s, rules were very strict. If you cursed you get expelled. Obviously, I wouldn’t want that 
to happen to me. Anyway, in the 1700’s rules were just plain awful. Unlike today if you lied you get in trouble 
but back then you get expelled.
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In the library, Mrs. Long taught us some rules that were in the 1700’s. She even dressed up like a school 
teacher from the 1700’s! We had to write down the rules and bible lessons use a quill feather dipped in ink 
as our pen!

Those rules were:

Spilling the ink, you get in trouble
Getting out of line, you get in trouble
Not getting your homework done, in trouble and even more!
Nowadays these rules aren’t as bad.

Back then, you didn’t have pencils or pens to write with, you had quills! What are quills you ask? They 
are old time pens and, they had ink in them. There were feathers with a tip on the end. They had inkwells to 
hold ink. Nowadays, we have pens and pencils.

aiden Brown, grade 4

The Mermaids and the Wizard

Once upon of time in the Kingdom of Mermaid Land there were four sparkly mermaids who were very 
artistic. Their names were Kamrin, Kenlee, Briana, and Kaylin. Kamrin, Briana, and Kenlee loved to draw 
and paint. Kaylin loved to draw and paint too, but she was jealous because she thought the other mermaids 
had really beautiful paintings. She had pretty drawings too, but she didn’t think so.

One day Mermaid Kaylin swam to visit the wizard of Mermaid Land and asked the wizard to put a spell 
on her to make her a good artist. She swam to back to her bedroom in the kingdom and started painting on 
every piece of paper she found. The spell worked! Her sisters were mad at her for letting the wizard put a 
spell on her, because they know he is evil. They all went back to the wizard and ask him to reverse the spell 
on Kaylin. He didn’t reverse the spell since he was evil, so Kaylin stayed the best artist for the rest of her life 
and the other mermaids were good artists, too.

Briana BurCh, grade 4

Appalachia Acrostic

Appalachia
Plateau high and flat
People work, sing and dance
Apples red, green and yellow
In beautiful houses
As beautiful as ever
Coal for heat, light
Horses are fun to ride
Ice cubes in hot summer
Apple juice sweet and good

dakota Burgan, grade 4

Once Upon a Time

Once upon a time there was a girl in a pink dress with an oval diamond in the center of the waist. She 
was a tiny girl and was popping popcorn for her mother. They were going to take the popcorn to a movie. 
The popcorn was sweet, fresh, very soft, and very hot. It was so hot that she could not taste it. She had to 
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wait. They took the popcorn with them in a basket. Finally, by the time they got to the movie, they could eat 
it. She and her mom loved the popcorn so much that they ate it all. They were so sad that they could not eat 
any more because it was gone.

The girl happen to rub the oval diamond on her pink dress and suddenly the popcorn started popping 
in the basket and it filled the basket with sweet, soft, very fresh, and hot popcorn again! So every time she 
wanted popcorn all she had to do was rub that diamond on her waist!

eMilY Carter, grade 4

The Dragon

Once upon a time a tall dragon was towering above the village. All of the villagers were screaming at the 
dragon! The dragon had razor sharp teeth, and he could tear meat. He could disintegrate a whole crowd in 
seconds with its fiery breath! The fire was so hot it could destroy everything in its path. He wanted food, so 
he did not leave because he wanted more.The villagers said, “No, we will not give you more food!” Then the 
dragon got so aggravated that he attacked with his fiery breath, he destroyed half of the village, and then he 
stormed off. The villagers were so relieved when he left.

dakota Collins, grade 4

Scots Irish Presentation

My class and I went to a Scots Irish presentation with Mr. Alex Long who is an English teacher at Lee High 
School. I learned that the Scots Irish have a very different life style. They have very different clothing. Ever 
since he went to Scotland and Ireland he has been getting some clothing from there. When he came to school, 
Mr. Long was wearing a kilt. It looked like a skirt, but he said it was different. He also had a pair of bagpipes.

Ireland doesn’t have air condition. That’s crazy! I didn’t know there are no bugs in Ireland! It’s crazy that 
there’s no reptiles in Ireland! Ireland has a lot of rocks. They have different language too.

I also learned that Ireland has castles. I also didn’t know that there is a statue of the Loch Ness monster 
in what they call Loch Ness lake. I learned a lot at the Scots Irish presentation with Mr. Long.

kYle Collins, grade 4

Old- Timey School Rules

One day we were learning about old- timey school rules. We were in Mrs. Long’s library and she had on an 
old- timey school marm brown and white dress that was very long. She was wearing a white cap with ruffles 
on her head. The girls back then would not be wearing the clothes like girls wear now- a- days, since they had 
to wear dresses all the time. They would often wear a black and white dress.

She told us how to come into the old- timey school house. Girls had to come inside the schoolhouse first. 
Also, the boys had to come into schoolhouse after the girls and take off their hats, if necessary. If not, they would 
be punished. Both boys and girls would be punished by being hit with something that looked like a switch. It 
sounded like a really hard time back then. Also, I’m glad that we don’t have to wear that kind of clothes any more.

halee Cox, grade 4

Candle Making

All the 4th grade kids at my school learned how to make candles like they had back in the Colonial days. 
You need a wick, clothespin, and candle wax. First, you clip the clothespin to the wick. You dip the wick in the 
water and then in the wax. You keep dipping until the candle looks like you want it to. You have two candles 
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hanging from one string. I took mine home and cut the string apart. I put one down in a candle jar that I 
used to have a candle in. My mom lit the wick. I turned the lights off and then watched it for a few minutes 
until it burned down too low, then I used my other candle. It was fun to watch.

Clark Cretors, grade 4

My Favorite Place

My favorite place to be is Charlie’s house. We swam in his pool. We played with his cat “Tiger”. We played 
games and laughed! I also got to spend a night there. It was the best day ever!

When I was in the pool I learned how to swim and then I learned that if I relax then I would float in the 
pool. Charlie’s father Wes taught me how to swim.

We swung on the great vines near the creek and whoever fell in the creek had to go without dinner and 
that was fun! It was a tie and that reminded me about a story my mom told me. When she also swung on 
great vines over a cliff and her brother Junior cut the vine. Mom fell into the water. Her brother said, “If you 
don’t swim to me you will go without dinner.

I went back home, but when I got back my bunny was dead. I was so sad I cried for an hour, but then soon 
I realized that life was fleeting and you got to make the most of it.

hunter davis, grade 4

The Tiny Cricket

Once upon a time there was a tiny cricket. It was the happiest cricket in the world. He was eating a cracker 
and met a huge human in a purple dress. The cricket started hopping so fast away from the human because 
he was afraid. The human was a little bit slower than the cricket, so he got away. When the cricket got home 
he finish eating his cracker.

isaBella druMMond, grade 4

The Bad Witch

Once upon a time a witch ate something sweet. She hates sweet stuff, so she hated this, too! One day she 
saw a gold piece of candy on the ground. As soon as she touched it, she disappeared and went into another 
world. It was scary because she could not get out.

So while she was in the other world, she was never seen or heard from back home. Then one day, she saw 
that same gold piece of candy on the ground again. She touched the candy and suddenly, she came back to 
her world! She was sure she never was going to touch any gold piece of candy again!

One day the gold candy came back in her house, so she got scared. She didn’t touch it though. Suddenly 
the candy turned into a golden colored dog! So then the witch made it her pet and named her Dumpling 
because she loved dumplings. They had a good life with each other, and never had problems again. They never 
ever ate any gold candy!

taYlor edwards, grade 4

My Favorite Thing to Do

My favorite thing to do at home is play with Legos or practice playing my guitar. I play my Xbox One 
s. On my Xbox, I play rainbow Six Siege and Fortnight Battle Royal. In Fortnight I have over thirty skins 
and I have only two wins. I also play Mudrunners and it’s so much fun because you can go logging and all 
kinds of stuff. Another one of my favorite things to do is ride my dirt bike and shoot my B B guns at targets. 
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When it snows, I like to ride my snowboard. I play with Nerf guns with my brother, play in my sandbox, 
play outside, or I go to Mason`s and play with Tucker. When I go to Simon`s house there are many things 
to do. The big thing that is my favorite is fishing. I have a ton of lures. My nana takes me to the river and I 
get to fish awhile. I love fishing!

ColBY eldridge, grade 4

Candlemaking

My class did candle making on Tuesday. We had to use wax, water, and string. What we did was pretty 
easy but sometimes hard. First, get some string. Next, put in the water. Then, put in wax. The candles were 
skinny and the string (wick) was connected, so we put a clip on the wick and held it when we dipped the 
candle in the hot water and then in the wax. We did that over and over again for about 15 minutes. Last, we 
rolled it until it was smooth. I really, really loved making candles.

JaYden elY, grade 4

My Friend Kylee

My friend Kylee has been in my classes for three years. Her bubbly personality and the fact that she is 
really friendly is what makes me like her so much.

Kylee is very tall and has long dark brown hair. It has gold strands of hair all over that are kind of shim-
mering. She has big chocolaty brown eyes that make me feel happy when she looks at me.

Fresh lavender used to be her favorite smell, but now it is strawberry. Her favorite candy is hollow chocolate 
bunnies. I love that candy as well. Her favorite color is clear, that`s why she likes the hollow bunnies. There`s no 
color inside them, because they’re empty and it feels weird because there’s nothing inside when you bite into it! 
Kylee is a really good friend. When I need her, she’s always there for me, and I will do the same for her.

kaYlena foster, grade 4

Old Time Clothing

Mrs. Riggs taught us about old time clothing from the Revolutionary War days. The old time people wore 
lots of layers of clothing to keep warm. The women wore and undershirt and two underskirts under their dress. 
On the top of their underskirts they wore a long dress that was puffed out. They wore white bonnets with lace 
on their heads. They wore two jackets. One jacket looked like Red Riding hood’s jacket. I thought the clothes 
were very pretty. The men had pants and a tie with a shirt that had stripes. They wore an undershirt. Their 
undershirt was their pajamas. They wore a jacket over their shirt. Mrs. Riggs presentation was very interesting.

saMantha gale, grade 4

Shiny Gold Coin

Once upon a time there was a shiny gold coin that was worth $200. It was short and wide. It flew into 
space and landed on the moon.

Shortly after it landed on the moon, astronauts found it and kept it. They took it to their ship and put it 
in a drawer. The shiny gold coin suddenly started sizzling very loudly! Then it broke! The astronauts threw 
it in the trash. Somehow the coin stuck together again.

Some man found it on the ground when the spaceship came back to earth. They kept it too. 35 years later, 
he still has it.

ian graCe, grade 4
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My Mamaw’s and Papaw’s House

My favorite place to be is Mamaw’s and Papaw’s house. I like helping my papaw feed all the animals in the 
barn down below his house. I like helping Mamaw cook and fold clothes. Sometimes we cook deer meat in 
a little silver pot on her stove. Mamaw has two clotheslines in her backyard and we hang the clothes up with 
clothespins. We wait until they dry, then we take them off the line and put them in a white basket. Then we 
take the clothes in and fold the clothes and place them on her brown couch. I like going to my mamaw’s and 
papaw’s house because I love them. They make me happy.

PresleY haMMonds, grade 4

Scots- Irish and How They Lived in Castles

It is very interesting to learn a lot about the Scot- Irish and how they lived in castles. Not everybody 
got to live in a castle. They have a lot of kings. They built the rode to flow with the land. They do not have 
mosquitoes. They do not very many trees. Some buildings are over 100 years old and they are built in layers. 
They have small alleys between the buildings. They have very few things made of wood. I would really like 
to learn more about Scotland. I loved it.

kristen harveY, grade 4

One, Two, Three, Slime!

Once upon a time I loved to make slime! So one day, I decided to start teaching a class on how to make 
it! I had five people in it. Their names were Molly, Bailey, Izzy, Karley, and Lynn. Each week, every one made 
a different kind of slime. Here are the types of slime they made the first week.

Molly made fluffy slime, Bailey made teal colored slime, Izzy made pink strawberry scented slime, Karley 
made clear slime, and Lynn made glitter slime! The class was one day a week for two months!

Here are the steps to make each different kind of slime! Molly made her slime with one cup of white 
Elmer’s glue, pink food coloring, shaving cream, and Elmer’s magic liquid! Bailey’s slime was different because 
she made it with one cup of Elmer’s glue, teal food coloring, and Elmer’s magic liquid. Izzy made strawberry 
scented slime with one cup of Elmer’s glue, strawberry scent, and Elmer’s magic liquid! Karley made her slime 
with one cup of clear Elmer’s glue and Elmer’s magic liquid! Lynn made her slime with one cup of Elmer’s 
glue, a half cup of glitter, and Elmer’s magic liquid!

On the last day of class they mixed all of the slime together from the first day of class. It suddenly turned 
a bright metallic gold! I wonder if it will have some magical powers! It made the best slime I had ever seen!

alexandra hines, grade 4

Old Time School Rules

A long time ago you had to come into school in a specific way. You wrote with feathers with ink. If you 
disobey a rule you would get wacked with a stick, get sent somewhere, get suspended, you have to stay an 
hour after school, or go to the coldest part of the classroom. You had to write in cursive and write your name 
in a specific way.

JaYden ingle, grade 4

Colonial Era Clothing

People in colonial times dressed differently than we do today. People in colonial times did not have but-
tons or elastic. They used pins! They had detachable sleeves. They had to wear shift gowns to bed. They had 
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to make their own soap. Boiling water was used to wash their outfits. I can’t believe they had hats, plus they 
had aprons that can fold up and down. If they had a dirty apron, they could just fold up the dirty part! I liked 
learning about colonial clothing.

harleY isleY, grade 4

The Funny Yellow Dog

Once upon a dog time, a spicy taco was eaten by a rich yellow dog. The dog had small pink ears with a 
glossy fat yellow body. He was an English bulldog and his name was Booker. He was so fun to play with. He 
loved ham and spicy tacos. He loved to take naps. He had so many toys and he loved food so much he would 
die for food. He loved to play in mud and water so much, and was so funny.

This is really my dog, and I still have him. He is really brown and white. I just made the first part of the 
story up! I love to say, “Booker come get cheese!” He really loves cheese. I love to see him to run and play. 
He loves me so much and I love him too. I think he is so sweet. DID I TELL YOU HE LOVES FOOD!!!! 
Guess what, I LOVE FOOD TOO!!!! His sister, well that’s me, has to feed him every day. I give him 2/ 1/ 2 
cups of food, but he his should only get 2 cups. I love him and he loves me, too.

kYnlee Johnson, grade 4

Sticky, Yummy Molasses

On November 20th we made molasses in Mrs. Carroll’s class. She said you can use any kind of sugar cane 
to make molasses but Mrs. Carroll uses honey drip cane to make it. You make it like this: first you put the 
cane in the mill. Mrs. Carroll’s daddy uses a tractor to power the mill. In colonial days they used horses to 
power the mill. I think eating yummy molasses is extremely fun.

allie ketron, grade 4

Making Butter

Our class used whipping cream to make butter. First we put it in little jars. Next we shook it. It took about 
five minutes to make. It was cool making butter. Our class ate popcorn with butter. Molasses with popcorn 
was very good, too.

kellY ketron, grade 4

Molasses

The molasses is very good to eat and is tasty. It is funny to my mouth and it smells like hot sauce. The 
people who make it for us work very hard to make the molasses. I think it is easy to make it. It does look 
easy to me.

shane king, grade 4

The Spicy Hot Pepper

A man ate a spicy hot pepper. It was so hot that he turned colorless, and then he heard a crackle! He said, 
“What was that?”

Suddenly, he saw something on the table across the room. His vision was still blurry because of the pepper 
he just ate, so he really couldn’t tell what it was. Then, he smelled something sour. His vision started to clear 
up. The thing on the table was a massive, tall, sizzling hot, delicious looking, round, golden, and fresh hot dog!
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“No way,” he said. “That is awesome! I need a drink of water!” he said. Finally his color started coming back 
and he didn’t want to eat spicy hot peppers nor sour hot dogs again!

hunter laMBert, grade 4

Butter

I would like to make homemade butter with my family like Mrs. Carroll let us do at school. It was so good! 
At my house one day, I will ask my mom to make butter. We have to put whipping cream in a baby food jar. 
We will have to shake and shake until there is no more liquid in the jar. Then we can eat butter on my mom’s 
cornbread, biscuit, and toast! So yummy!

eMilY langleY, grade 4

Smart Dogs

My favorite animals are dogs. Dogs are smart and they have very clean 
mouths. They are very cuddly, sweet, and very cute. Dogs can be trained, 
but some dogs are very, very smart.

One time my step uncle Jason Woodard came over with his dog to get hay. 
He left the dog in the car with the keys in the car and the windows up. My un-
cles hopped in the white farm truck and drove to the old blue barn and got the 
hay. That old blue barn was the one that got torn apart in a tornado long ago.

Five minutes later they got back to the house to get a drink of water. Jason 
tried to get back in the car, but the doors were locked! The dog had locked 
the doors with his paws! Jason asked my cousin Chandler Woodard to get 
a crowbar and they pried the door open. The dog was fake sleeping so they 
wouldn’t yell at him (but he got yelled at anyway). Jason drove home to his kids 
Kennedy, Cassidy, Emily, Jonathan, and Addie and told the whole funny story.

kaYlee lawson, grade 4

In Touch With Scots- Irish Ancestry

Discovering a family’s history and heritage is an exciting experience. Each person is unique in their own 
special way. However, few are fortunate enough to have a hands- on experience with their origins. Flatwoods 
Elementary students got to experience just that November 2018. Alex Long, an English teacher at nearby Lee 
High, provided to the students an engaging presentation with a mixture of artifacts and heirlooms, and also 
samples of food and beverages from Scotland. In the Southern Appalachian Mountains area of Southwest 
Virginia/ Northeast Tennessee/ Southeast Kentucky, most settlers were Scots- Irish or Ulster- Irish, meaning, 
contrary to popular belief, that the families were purse Scots from Scotland who had lived in Northern Ireland 
for a generation—very few being actually Irish. These people were forced off their lands by King James I of 
Britain in a wave of the “Highland Clearances” in an attempt to end the Scots’ constant skirmishes with England.

After immigrating to America, they brought with them their stories and folkways of doing farm work 
and cooking. Mr. Long came to the school fully clad in his family clan’s hunting tartan, complete with the 
MacFarlane kilt, sporran, and fly plaid over his left shoulder; denoting he was the leader of the clan in the 
area. The students were enthralled at the experience and were even more excited when Mr. Long shared his 
Celtic musical heritage by playing the sheep- skin bodhran and cipín.

While discussing the Scots’ experiences in Appalachia, Long passed around wool tartans and his great- 
grandmother’s “tick” quilt to allow students to personally feel the importance of the wool and mercantile trade 

Alex Long
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which also prompted the great emigration from the Highlands and Lowlands of Scotland. The experience 
was completed with the history of some of our “country” terms like “hillbilly” and “redneck,” which are not 
as rude and insulting as everyone thinks. Instead, they were badges of honor indicating that you were a 
supporter of the rightful king of Scotland, King William or “Billy,” and that you were one of the “hill folk” of 
Scotland and wore a red kerchief in support. Long then poured genuine Scottish breakfast tea for students 
and passed around stem- ginger shortbread cookies he brought back from Edinburgh, Scotland for students 
to enjoy while they asked research questions for their own origin histories and stories.

gigi long, liBrarian

Scots- Irish Fairies in Ireland

When we went to the Scots- Irish presentation with Mr. Long. He talked to us about the Scots- Irish, and 
he said that there were fairies in Ireland. When I saw the pictures of Ireland I had a feeling it made me want 
to go there. Mr. Long said that the Scots- Irish people used to play an instrument that was called the Bagpipe. 
They used to play all the time. They even had Loch Ness monsters in their lakes!

edlYnn MaCedo, grade 4

My Favorite Place

My favorite place is church. I like listening to the beautiful songs that God made. Listening to the preacher 
and others who worship God make me feel great. Listening to God’s word out of the Bible and reading them 
is the best thing that makes me want to be baptized. I love learning the Bible verses. I hope I can learn more 
about God so I can be a better person.

aBBiegail MilaM, grade 4

The Princess Who Saw a Monster

Once upon a time there was a beautiful pretty pink princess who was very tall and very freckled. One 
night she heard some crunchy noise in her castle bedroom and it smelled delicious in there. So she went 
downstairs and saw a spotted monster eating a giant doughnut! However the monster was wet all over! 
When he saw her, he ran away, but he left the doughnut. Meanwhile the princess went back to the castle and 
told her mom that she saw a monster, so her mom went downstairs to check. She looked around and there 
was no monster there, so she told her daughter to go back to bed. Before long the princess heard it again and 
she said, “I’m just dreaming.” She really was dreaming!

laCY Miles, grade 4

Molasses is a Sticky Sweet Treat

Molasses is a sticky sweet treat. It takes a lot of work to make. When the cane plant is growing, it is green. 
The farmers cut it in the field with a knife or big scissors, then they take it and put it in a round bin. They 
clean the cane off and put it in a big pot over fire to help it cook. They have to take turns stirring. At first, the 
cane is green, but when you work it a lot, it turns dark black.

To me the molasses was so good. I already knew what it tastes like. I grew up with it. It gets really tall. It 
gets taller than Mrs. Carroll’s dad and he is 6 feet 4 inches tall. It takes months of work. Not a lot of people 
liked the molasses. I did. We ate it with popcorn and for some reason it was really sweet with popcorn, too 
sweet for my teeth! But it was still good and I liked it a lot!!!

Jalin Mullins, grade 4
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Appalachia Poem

A fun place
Pretty views

Project for writing
A place to learn

Land everywhere
Air smells great

Cool land in the area
Having fun in Flatwoods

Indians lived here
A great place to be

CaidenCe newton, grade 4

The Butterfly

Once upon a time there was a long purple butterfly fluttering all around the porch on the front of my 
house. It flew under the chairs and through the flowers that were in pots on the front of the porch. Its glossy 
wings were curved by the way. The sun reflected off of the wings because of the glossiness!

I was sitting on the porch reading a book about butterflies when I noticed the butterfly out of the corner 
of my eye. It just flew right over the tip of my book! To my surprise, it came over and landed on the edge of 
my shoulder! I got the most excited that I have ever been, so I gave it a massive smile! Then suddenly the 
pretty butterfly went off into the distance and flew away.

kYlee owens, grade 4

The Monster

Once upon a time there was a monster who was red, blue, orange, yellow, and gold. It was round, flat, large, 
and wide. The monster likes to taste things like oil, sweet things, spicy things, fresh things, and sour things. He 
was outside in the woods trying something to eat, when he suddenly heard cracking footsteps from a man near-
by going through the woods to his car. He could hear them very well. The man ran very fast through the woods 
and hopped in the man’s car. The monster could barely fit because he was so big. After that the man just got in 
the car. He said, “What is that sound?” The monster popped up! The man grabbed a baseball bat. The man hit 
the monster and after that the monster got very mad. It got out of the car and flipped the car over with the man 
in it. The man had to go to the hospital. The monster went home and never came back again.

dalton Parks, grade 4

The Old Man

Once upon a time there was an old man. He was really tall, but very old. He was walking down the road, 
then started dancing. I wondered how he could do that! Then he quit dancing and said, “Ow my back hurts!” 
I went to help him and he said, “I’m fine.”

Then the next day, I saw him again, so I took him to my house and gave him some fresh clothes. I told 
him he could stay there for a while and warm up. I poured him some hot cocoa and he said, “That’s so good!” 
He had never had anything good like that before. We went shopping to get him some more clothes because 
he only had one pair. So we became friends for the rest of our lives.

karder Pendergraft, grade 4
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The First Time I Heard a Scots- Irish Person Speak

I really like how the Scots- Irish culture is. I really like how they speak. I’ve always wanted to speak a 
different language so I can speak to different kinds of people. When we went to Disney World somebody 
standing near me, kept talking in what I thought was Scottish. They came to me and started talking for about 
five minutes and then after they were done, all I said was, “What?” I would really like to learn the dialect that 
Scots- Irish people speak, then go to Scotland to learn more about their culture.

Maddox Pennington, grade 4

Scots- Irish

Scots Irish people loved the lands of Appalachia because it looked so much like their homeland, which 
was a land of castles. Scots people live on a island up north. Scotland is north east from America. They had 
almost no trees, so they had no wood, but they had stone to build with. They build every house in Scotland 
with stone. The city buildings were stacked, and they always built staircases to the left. The heat is normal 
too, so it is not hot or cold. A monster is in the lake!

They were known for bagpipes, gave us cabins and hollers, “old times’’ music & tradition, and mountain 
food like cornbread and sausage. They drink black hot tea and they eat biscuits. I learned my last name is 
English and my middle name is Scots. My last name is Perkins and my middle name is Skyler.

ethan Perkins, grade 4

The Tale of the Unicorn

Once upon a time, in a faraway candy land lived a pink fluffy unicorn named Fluffy. She was lonely and 
had no friends, because they thought she was the only unicorn. As the days passed, Fluffy got more and more 
lonely, but one day she met another unicorn. Her name was Pinkie. Pinkie and Fluffy became best friends for-
ever! They played together every day. They visited each other when they felt sad, and they would make each 
other happy. Their favorite food was candy, because they lived in a candy land. Pinkie’s favorite candy was 
M&M’s and Fluffy’s was Hershey kisses. They lived happily ever after being best friends and eating candy!

kaYlin rash, grade 4

Once Upon a Time

Once upon a time there was a princess who had blond hair. Every day the princess picked ripe apples. 
One day she heard a crunchy noise down the long narrow path. She went down the path and saw a pink and 
golden castle! She went inside the castle. She felt a cool breeze. She found a bedroom and she put on a silky 
blue dress. She did not know she was a princess until she found a tiara with her name on it. She went on the 
porch and she saw a wave from the beach, but then she remembered something.

Suddenly she hear a crash! It was the apple trees. Someone was cutting them down. The princess went to 
stop them, but she got lost in the woods. A prince showed up! A dragon came out from the other side of the 
woods. The prince and the princess fought the dragon. The dragon gave up and flew away. The prince asked 
the princess what her name was. The princess thought back to the tiara with her name on it and the castle, 
so she ran away.

The prince tried to find her, but he could not. Meanwhile the princess ran into the dragon again. She 
fought the dragon until he gave up. The prince finally found her in the woods. But then the dragon came back 
and chased them to the castle and flew away again. The princess thought it would be the same as the other 
two times she went in the castle, but it was not. There was a king and queen inside. The princess felt like she 
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had seen them before. They told her they were her parents! When she was three, she got lost in the woods. 
They were happy to find her. They all lived happily ever after!

savannah riggs, grade 4

Garfield the Scottish Cat

Once upon a time a cat named Garfield went to Scotland. He, Odie, and Jon decided to go see the Loch 
Ness monster. While they were walking around Scotland trying to find the Loch Ness monster, they all saw 
this man playing bagpipes, so Jon took the opportunity to play. Garfield didn’t really like Jon playing bagpipes 
because of the loud noises it made.

They also went to the Glamas Castle which had a giant dining hall, tons of bedrooms, and a watch tower 
where they could watch for attackers. Garfield wore a crown and of course ate lasagna Garfield in the giant 
dining hall.

They asked the bagpipe man where the lake called Loch Ness was. Odie was so surprised that he started 
to act like the Loch Ness monster. He also fell off the boat. Odie did, not Garfield. Anyway Garfield remem-
bered Jon went to the kilt shop and got everyone a kilt and Garfield ate lasagna.

The next day Garfield, Odie, and Jon got on a plane as Garfield ate lasagna. When they got home Garfield 
ate lasagna and watched tv as Jon went to Liz’s and Odie chased his tail. Garfield kept eating lasagna.

eliJah sharrett, grade 4

Banjos and Old Time Dancing

Mary Lou Carter came to our school to talk 
to us about banjos and old time dancing. Steven 
Stompers are shoes that she wears that make jingle 
sounds. Old time dancers didn’t dance on carpet. 
They danced on wood. They used cat and different 
animal skins to make banjo strings. Our ancestors 
wrote songs about almost everything in their lives. 
I enjoyed learning about banjos and old time danc-
ing a lot.

tuCker siZeMore, grade 4

Banjos

Mary Lou Carter showed us how to dance and about banjos. The students got to get up and do Flatfoot 
dancing and Clogging. They looked like they were having fun, but I didn’t do it. I just liked watching! The 
banjos were made out of wood and gourds. The banjo was called the devil’s instrument because they thought 
it was too loud. They danced to the banjos music. The bottom of the banjo is called the tail piece. Banjos have 
a metal ring called a resonator which makes more sound. I learned a lot from the presentation.

BruCe sPiveY, grade 4

The Dog With Ruby Red Eyes

Once upon a time I saw a puppy with ruby red eyes and wavy fur laying behind two trees by the driveway. 
She was the cutest puppy I have ever seen. I was petting her and she whined when I noticed she had a hurt 
leg. So I picked her up and ran to Mom. She almost screamed when she saw the puppy! “Where did you 
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find her?” asked Mom. “By the driveway,” I said, “We need to take her to the vet.” So we did. The vet was so 
amazed that we found that type of dog with such unusual eyes. The vet said, “You have found the rarest dog 
in the world!” So we went home and we kept her, and I named her Ruby.

nevaeh stutler, grade 4

My Favorite Place to Be

My favorite place to be is at school. I like to play with my friends. I like to read with my friends. I like 
school because school it feels like home. Mrs. Sexton is my best friend and so is Mrs. Goforth. I like Ms. 
Carroll and Ms. Riggs. My friends are Kyrie, Kaylena, Ms. Davis, Lacy, Kylee, Presley, Hunter, and Savannah.

alYsa taYlor, grade 4

The First Day of School

Once upon a time there was a little boy named Jeremiah. He was going to be in the fourth grade. Jeremiah 
wanted to make lots of new friends, but he was afraid that whoever he asked was going to laugh at him. So 
after school he went home and played with his little sister until his mom said, “OK, it’s bedtime let’s go bed.”

Jeremiah said, “OK Mom.” So he got his pajamas on and went to bed. The next morning, Jeremiah got up 
out of bed, got clothes on, went downstairs, ate breakfast, and got his backpack. When he was on his way 
out, he said it was time to make friends. By lunch he already made a good friend. Her name was Mary. She 
was nice and kind. They were such good friends in a month that he could visit her house and she could visit 
his house. When they grew up they were still friends. They would think back into the past and just couldn’t 
believe how long they had been friends.

keegan taYlor, grade 4

Ireland is Unbelievable

I think it would be fun to live in Ireland. I 
thought it was odd that the Irish thought the roads 
had to be straight or else it would upset the fairies. 
Did you know there were fairies in Ireland? I didn’t 
know they made the walls out of some sea creature. 
Unbelievable! I think the Irish had beautiful build-
ings. I truly, genuinely think Ireland is awesome!!!

averY weston, grade 4

A Banjo and Some Cool Shoes

Mrs. Carter came and showed my class how to play a banjo and some cool shoes that she wears to dance 
with. She brought in two new banjos that belonged to her and she let some people in the class try to play the 
banjo. I got to try it! It felt just like playing the guitar, but it was a different shape and sound. I tried to play 
it with my fingers just like she did. The banjo is rounded. She told us that the banjo could be made out wood 
or metal. Her banjos were made of wood with something stretched over them that looks like animal skin 
with no fur. Mrs. Carter sang old songs and let us sing along. We sang We Went Down to the Crawdad Hole. 
She played the banjo at the same time and the class enjoyed singing along! I can still kinda hear it in my head!

Then, she showed us an exciting dance called Flat footing. First, she had to put on her special dancing 
shoes that were white and had clappers on the bottoms. She danced on a large wooden platform on the floor 
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because it was hollow inside and it would make more sound. It made a clapping sound when she danced. I 
tried dancing on that platform, but I couldn’t really do the steps for it because I didn’t have those cool shoes! 
It was very nice of Mrs. Carter to come all this way to our school. I enjoyed her coming here and showing us 
how to dance and play a banjo.

Charles wilson, grade 4

The Dog Named “A”

Once upon a time there was a dog that was striped with a curved tail. His name was ‘’A’’ as in apple. He 
liked the name a lot, unlike other people. His belly was massive! I can’t believe he can walk. I think he’s awe-
some, furthermore he’s a dog. He is ‘’A’’!!!

austin woliver, grade 4

The Chocolate Castle

Once upon a time, I saw a gold blue bright castle. I thought it would smell fruity because it had fruit trees 
outside. I walked inside and it smelled rich because it was made of chocolate.

I was walking around in the castle kitchen 
when I heard something sizzling. I walked around 
the corner. There was a big pot of chocolate on a 
long narrow table. I ran over there and tasted it. 
Suddenly, I was in a daze! Boy, did it taste good!

Then I saw something. There was a big pink pig 
who slowly came around the corner. I said, “Hey!” 
Guess what it said? “Get out of here!” I ran! Mrs. 
Woodward walked up and said, “Why are you run-
ning?” I said, “There is a big pig in there and it was 
very wrinkled!

“It is okay,” said Mrs. Woodward. “Just say, 
can I please have some chocolate?” I said, “Okay 
thanks.” She walked in and never came back 

again. Knowing her, I think she went to the kitchen to get some chocolate. I hope she left some chocolate 
for that big pig!

kaseY woliver, grade 4

Molasses and Butter

I learned how to make butter today. It was fun! We put cream in a jar and we shook it for five minutes. It 
tasted very good with molasses and popcorn.

Next, we learned how to make molasses. Making molasses takes a long time. Cane is very tall. It takes 
from spring to fall. Molasses are good with popcorn and butter. Mrs. Carroll showed us pictures of molasses 
and how to make molasses.

Jordan wYatt, grade 4
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Greendale Creative Writing Library Club

Greendale Elementary has had the opportunity to 
collaborate with Washington County Public Library 
this year on our TOPs project. Last year was the first 
year Greendale participated by creating a writing club 
which was sponsored by school librarian, Brenda 
Sprinkle, to allow students to work on a piece to be 
published in The Origin Project. This year we added 
to the library component by bringing in public librar-
ian, Amanda Bailey. Washington County schools are 
fortunate to have a wonderful working relationship 

with our public library system and this collaboration is just further evidence of that working relationship to 
benefit all of the student of Washington County.

Brenda sPrinkle, liBrarian/ Media sPeCialist

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Hewitt and Abel
I’m from Bam, Angel, Pinny and Jewell
I’m from Abingdon and children playing
I’m from dogs and cats
I’m from M&Ms and French fries
I’m from Vampire Diaries and A Dog’s Purpose
I’m from tree up until Valentine’s Day
I’m from math and history
I’m from Madison, Alyssa A, Alyssa R., Karly and Chanci
I’m from writing and drawing
I’m from “You look like your mom” and “Get on your computer”
I’m from a pretty smile and sweet giggle.

JaYla aBel, grade 4

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Brooke and Brandon
I’m from Dog and Rain
I’m from mountains and woods
I’m from deer and turkey
I’m from pizza and ice cream
I’m from Charmed and Brave
I’m from hunting together and playing games
I’m from writing and math
I’m from Katie and Mariah
I’m from going to the beach and hunting with Poppy
I’m from “You are funny” and “I love you”
I’m from smart and friendly.

CheYann davenPort, grade 3
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My Country Poem

My Country is free
And being watched
By Lady Liberty
For being strong and compassionate

My Country has
Big and small, short and tall
All stand and honor as
The American Flag rises

My Country has no
Discrimination but
Being together has
Just begun without
Fighting anyone

My Country’s founding
Fathers fought for us
To be away from the king
With service and love
For America!

hannah lee, grade 5

On Top of a Mountain

I live somewhere
Wild and free
On top of a mountain
With sights to see.

On top of a mountain
It goes from dawn to dusk
The sun rises and sets
Behind the tree trunks.

On top of a mountain
Wild life is not a bore
There is always an animal around
There to explore.

On top of a mountain
The birds will be singing
No matter what kind
The sound will always be ringing.
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On top of a mountain
Life will not cease
The seasons are coming
And life is at ease.

CassidY heath, grade 5

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Hess and Gerischer
I’m from Eli and Beanson
I’m from Lebanon and grass
I’m from Eli and Smokey
I’m from noodles and tomato soup
I’m from Series of Unfortunate  
  Events and Alexa and Katie
I’m from eating and sleeping
I’m from history and reading
I’m from Arabella and Jayla
I’m from Alyssa A and Alyssa R
I’m from “Haley, what did you do”
I’m from nothing and creative

haleY hess, grade 4

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Grant and Donna
I’m from two labs and Sandy
I’m from Abingdon and trees
I’m from deer and cows
I’m from pizza and steak
I’m from Loud House and Escape Room
I’m from Christmas and Thanksgiving
I’m from After School and gym
I’m from Alex and Caden
I’m from playing games and petting my dog
I’m from “Do better” and “Good job”
I’m from games and eating.

hunter huBBard, grade 4

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Little and Sorah
I’m from Cash and Bluey
I’m from Abingdon and the farm field
I’m from stray dogs and deer
I’m from hot dogs and ice cream
I’m from The Flash and Letters to God
I’m from Christmas and the Super Bowl
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I’m from reading and recess
I’m from Wilson and Mason
I’m from eat and play
I’m from “Hi, how are you” and “I love you”
I’m from interesting and nice.

PeYton little, grade 5

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Mom, Kaelyn and Dad
I’m from Goldie and Princess
I’m from Bristol and Ferns
I’m from dog and cat
I’m from cracker chicken and school pizza
I’m from Thundermans and Aquaman
I’m from Thanksgiving and Christmas
I’m from math and writing
I’m from Elizabeth and Lakin
I’m from dancing and writing
I’m from “You are crazy” and “You are a really good dancer”
I’m from honesty and kindness.

khloe MCCoY, grade 3

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Rose and Campbell
I’m from dogs and guinea pigs
I’m from Abingdon and laughing children
I’m from deer and rocks
I’m from Mickey Mouse and Harry Potter
I’m from eat, sleep and breath
I’m from Virginia studies and history
I’m from Haley and Karly
I’m from playing guitar and playing video games
I’m from “Hi!” and “Alyssa!”
I’m from my face and my fingers.

alYssa rose, grade 4

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Simcox and Singleton
I’m from Cat and Sophie Gracen
I’m from Washington D.C. and trees
I’m from black cats and dogs
I’m from shrimp and Outback bread
I’m from Blue Oceans and Transformed
I’m from Christmas and Thanksgiving
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I’m from math and art
I’m from Aiden and Kadin
I’m from playing Roblox and watching YouTube
I’m from “Hi” and “Good job”
I’m from my curly hair and my blue eyes.

Caden singleton, grade 4

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Carter and Turner
I’m from Midnight and Maggie
I’m from Abingdon and farms
I’m from deer and cows
I’m from squash and pumpkins
I’m from Muppets and Star Wars
I’m from ringing dinner bell and New Year’s Resolutions
I’m from math and art
I’m from Ava and Alice
I’m from soccer and coloring
I’m from “How do you do” and “Good night”
I’m from dreaming and believing.

larkin turner, grade 3

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from White and Vannoy
I’m from Moco and chocolate lab
I’m from farm and goat

I’m from goats and horses
I’m from steak and potato soup
I’m from Troll Hunters and The Grinch
I’m from Thanksgiving and Christmas
I’m from art and reading
I’m from Haley and Alyssa
I’m from drawing and painting
I’m from “You look like your mom” and “I love you”
I’m from shyness and funniness.

araBella vannoY, grade 4

Where I’m From Poem

I’m from Wise and Smith
I’m from Boots and Charlie
I’m from Abingdon and woods
I’m from deer and coyotes
I’m from tater tots and bacon burgers
I’m from Diners, Drive- Ins and Dives and The Princess and the Frog



greendale eleMentarY sChool 65

I’m from Secret Santa and going to the beach
I’m from science and gym
I’m from Emily and Emerson
I’m from drawing and sketching
I’m from calm down and pick up your mess
I’m from smart and kind.

graCie wise, grade 5





The Henderson School of Appalachian Arts

Gracie Reynolds interviews Master Luthier, Wayne C. Henderson (the school's namesake)
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The Henderson Pilot Project

The Wayne C. Henderson School of Appalachian 
Arts has a mission to preserve, promote and pro-
vide a learning experience that has its roots in the 
culture and heritage of our Southern Appalachian 
Mountains. Our objective with the Henderson pilot 
program was to expand on our existing after school 
programs and work with The Origin Project to pro-
vide experiences for Smyth County middle school 
students in an after school setting that would pro-
mote dialogue and an impetus for story collecting.

Through the amazing support of Dr. Dennis 
Carter, Superintendent of Smyth County Schools, 
Mr. Phillip Griffin, Director of Auxiliary Services 
for Smyth County Schools, and Dr. Kimberly 
Williams, principal of Marion Middle School we 
were able to model our Junior Appalachian Artisan 
program after our existing Junior Appalachian 

Musician program. Our team consisted of Deborah 
Tilson Clark retired English teacher, author and artisan from Troutdale, Virginia; Patrick Ford, Director of 
The Settler’s Museum and native of Marion, Virginia; and myself, Catherine Schrenker, Executive Director of 
The Henderson.

To accomplish these goals, our students were presented with traditional Appalachian craft and music, in-
troduced to the artisans and musicians behind the craft and access to the stories they provide. Students then 
were asked to use their developing writing skills in various responses to those experiences.

Some of the subjects included were: “The Writing W’s: Inspirations for Writers Like Us! “Beekeeping: 
Understanding Community,” “The Heritage Project: Understanding Tradition,” “The Letterpress Project: 
Understanding the Power of Print,” and “Made and Played: The Luthiers of Appalachia.”

Through arrangements with Smyth County Schools, participating students were dropped off at The 
Henderson. Weekly sessions began with a snack and drink, and then a presentation of craft, art, or special 
activity, usually from a guest presenter(s). This was followed up with connecting activities that engaged 
the students in active recollection, reflection, and personalization of the activity. Finally, the students were 
guided in art/ craft activities that included writing. As an example, following an apiary lesson by a master 
beekeeper, students were led in discussion of community, one- two- three action (plot), social classes, and 
action/ reaction. Then they applied these concepts to story- writing and illustration, in the form of a hand- 
crafted booklet.

Every class meeting concluded with time for journal- writing, when students were encouraged to think 
about what they’d been doing in the class and to make note of how they felt it applied – or did not apply – to 
their own lives. Students were encouraged to have their journals with them, particularly at home where they 
can incite dialogue with friends and family members that may lead to interesting stories.

We are proud to provide a sampling of the creativity that was generated through this partnership. Having 
classes at The Henderson has allowed these students wide- open access to the tools, materials, and studio space 
of creative work, and most importantly of all, to the working craftsmen and artisans who gather here. We have 
come to realize that while the goals of promoting our children’s cultural awareness and connection through 
writing is extremely worthwhile, another avenue is equally important: an avenue channeled through the guided 
work of hands, supported by the knowledge of an older generation, and made available with the thoughtful 

Savannah Rose talks with Master Woodturner Terry Clark of 
Troutdale, Virginia about his craft
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instruction of caring mentors. We believe that the The Henderson is vitally 
important to these goals and mission of Smyth County Schools and to the 
society of which they serve. We are grateful for the support we have received 
from author Adriana Trigiani and Executive Director Nancy Bolmeier Fisher, 
and the compassion, effort and patience of Linda Woodward.

The Letterpress Project: Understanding the Power of Print

One cannot explore the power of the written word without exploring the 
power of the printed word. Searching for the perfect sentence is challenging, 
taking those thoughts and paring them down to one word that encapsulates 
an idea is daunting, merging meaning and emotion to create a visual symbol 
(“logotype”) is just fun!

The exercise started with simple dialogue, students telling each other 
about their day. They were prompted to come up with a single word that 
best described what they were experiencing/ feeling. Through this dialogue, 
they were asked to interpret what they heard and write words down on 
paper that would be “descriptive” - in this case-  easily sketched on paper, like 
one does when they play the game “Pictionary”.

The next step was to discuss associations between the letterforms that 
make up the word and how to use a letter as symbol (tying in their use 
of “emoji’s and realizing that these are not new!). This creative thinking 
process culminated into the introduction to our Burke Print Shop and the 
history about the power of the printed word and the role of Letterpress 
printing in Southwest Virginia. They also learned about the influence of 
Sherwood Anderson and his life in the Town of Marion during the 1930’s.

There are many individuals in our community that have elderly rel-
atives that worked for Sherwood Anderson. As we move forward with 
our program, we look forward to discovering the stories our students can 
collect that involve Sherwood Anderson’s life in Smyth County, Virginia.

Made and Played: The Luthiers of Appalachia

During the month of November, Wayne C. Henderson, 
Gerald Anderson, Spencer Strickland and Josh Reese 
gathered to teach a guitar building workshop at The 
Henderson. Wayne is internationally acclaimed Luthier 
and guitar picker. He grew up in Rugby, Virginia and still 
lives there today. “The Henderson” is named after Wayne 
in honor of his contribution to the craft of Lutherie.

This guitar building workshop is unique; four gen-
erations of Luthiers participate and it is taught through 
mentoring and passing down stories along with teaching 
the craft. Students were presented with interview tech-
niques, questions, guidelines, basically “how to collect 
stories”. We practiced techniques in the classroom with 
each other and then they went to the Lutherie to observe 

Britni Tunnell and Savannah Rose 
learn how to print in The Burke 
Letterpress Workshop

Bailey Russell created a book after 
Mickey Cunningham presented a 
 program about beekeeping

Bailey Reynolds interviews Tom Townsend about his 
experience of learning to make a guitar with Master 
Luthier Wayne Henderson
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the craft and then met with a Luthier. Wayne, Gerald, Spencer and Tom Townsend were interviewed by a 
student and after the interviews, the students got together and discussed their information.

Catherine sChrenker, exeCutive direCtor
the waYne C. henderson sChool of aPPalaChian arts

Keeping Community

One of the things I remember most clearly from this class is the beekeeping session, He said that in a hive 
there are different kinds of bees, and that each kind has a job to do. He talked about how important it is that 
each group did its job and if any one of the groups failed, the whole hive would die.

That applies to people, too. A lot of people have really important kinds of jobs and some people’s jobs are 
very important, and if they didn’t do those jobs we’d live in a very different kind of place.

This is true of everybody, even people like 
my mother. She is a professor at Southwest 
Community College, teaching Early Childhood 
Education, but she often works at home. She 
is also on The Planning Commission for The 
Town of Marion. I have one brother and two 
sisters, and she spends a lot of time taking care 
of us and helping us do all the things we want 
to do. She’s a great cook — my favorite foods 
she makes are things made with pasta — and 
she keeps our house in good running order. If 
she wasn’t there, our house would not be very 
clean, and everything would be weird.

It’s like with the bees: if even one person 
doesn’t do his job, the whole thing falls apart. 

And it’s not just the high- up people. I feel like people are just as important who have smaller jobs, who may 
not be seen as important, as the people who are supposed to be the bosses, or the leaders.

The lesson about bees helped me understand this. It make me think that our house is kind of like a bee 
hive. And writing that story helped me put that into clear images, and in a good order.

MadelYn austin, grade 8

What I Learned at the Henderson

Being in this after- school program has made me think about my family and our traditions more than I 
ever have before, and in a different way.

When I started this program, I knew that on my dad’s side of the family, there was a long tradition of 
music. On my mom’s side, I didn’t know much. My father grew up here, in the community called Riverside. 
My mother grew up in Sugar Grove, so my roots here are very deep. But I’d never really thought about the 
fact that most kids don’t live in the middle of where their parents grew up, where they were kids, where there 
are cousins and kin folks all around, and where almost everybody knows your family.

My Papaw was a house carpenter and he knew a lot of people because of his work. My father was in a 
band and traveled all over the area with that and got to know a lot of people that way, and so there are all 
these connections to a lot of places and people.

Another thing that was interesting was asking people in the family about our traditions. It made me think 
more about that, about why we do things the way we do. I hadn’t thought about what traditions we have 



the henderson sChool of aPPalaChian arts 71

that are different from or like other peoples’, or about why we came to have 
certain traditions.

For example, we leave out snacks for Santa on Christmas Eve, and I 
know a lot of people do that, but we leave kind of strange foods, like a 
Coke. I asked my mother why we do that, and she said it is because when 
my little sister was small, she had this idea that Santa got the same thing 
at every house – cookies and milk – and she said he wanted a break. So, 
we try to do that.

The projects have been a lot of fun. I wish I could have been here for 
the printing activity. I love poetry and that would have been such fun, to 
use letters to write words that might become poems or parts of poems.

I loved doing the acrostic. It was also about traditions that we do at 
Christmas. I wanted it to have two lines, because my parents are divorced 
and live apart. So this was a way I could include both homes and the ways 
they are alike or different.

One thing that is on there is the snacks, and also what we wear at each house, because at my dad’s house 
we wear our pajamas, and we have a huge breakfast that involves everyone on my dad’s side of the family. On 
the other side, we go to my Nana’s on Christmas Eve and I get to see all my cousins. This acrostic was a fun 
way to show the connections and the differences, too.

Over the past months that I’ve been in this program, I’ve learned more about this region. I used to think 
that this was a place where people were just hicks and didn’t do a lot of cultural things. Since I’ve been coming 
to the Henderson – to this program and to the JAM – I’ve discovered that this is a place where many cultural 
activities got started and where all people can be involved, and where music and art are going on all the time. 
I think that’s an important part of my heritage.

 aBBie Cregger, grade 8

ROAR!

What I remember most clearly about these sessions is when we got the papers and divided them in half 
and drew pictures to show the differences between culture and heritage.

To show culture, I drew things from Ancient Egypt, like the pyramids and a sarcophagus, because these 
show things the whole society believed in and did, like that they believed in an afterlife and that they had to 
bury them in certain ways to make sure they had a good afterlife. When a whole society does something, that 
makes it part of their culture.

To show heritage, I drew a moonshine still, because my dad’s from Tennessee and he was taught about 
making moonshine from his father and grandfather. When something gets handed down like that, it can be 
part of your traditions.

Another fun thing we did was go to the letterpress place and made posters. We had been taught about 
the ways wooden and lead types worked, and we had to think of a word that described us. Then I thought of 
the word “roar” because in my family, we’re all very loud. You don’t want to be in our house at Thanksgiving!

I watched Britne do hers first, so I could get an idea of how it was done. First, there were drawers full of 
letters.There were big letters, tiny letters, upper case and lower case letters, and numbers. So you chose the 
letters that went best with your word. I just had to have upper case letters, and an exclamation point, to make 
it stand out and because they are very full of energy! Then you figure out how you want the letters arranged, 
and we had to position them just right on contact paper. Then you choose ink colors, and you can mix them 
if you want to. You put the ink on the surfaces of the letters with a roller, like a baby paint roller, and smooth 
it out. Then you press the paper on top of that.
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This whole program was such fun. It kept us active and we weren’t sitting all the time, and it got us to 
think about stuff in ways that we really hadn’t, before. It is funny how we would start out talking about one 
thing, and maybe do something with that idea, and then we would move to a whole new thing. It showed me 
connections that I’d never thought about before.

savannah rose. grade 7

Handing Down Traditions

I knew about the Henderson because I look a painting class with the Girl Scouts. We painted gourds, 
and I painted a snowman on my gourd. My mom always puts it up for Christmas decoration. I was excited 
to take another class here.

Some of the things that really stand out for me were the interviews, and the culture and heritage session, 
and when we got to watch that man [woodturner Terry Clark] make a Christmas ornament.

For the interviews, they showed up how to be ready. Like, we had to figure out good questions to ask, and 
have the questions written out. And then, after we did the interviews, we put the information on index cards 
and figured out the order we wanted the stuff to be in our essays.

I got talk to Tom Townsend.
When I interviewed Mr. Townsend, I learned a lot about guitars. He was born in Greensboro, North 

Carolina and now lives in Danville, Virginia. What really stuck in my mind was when he said that being 
with Wayne Henderson was like getting to play 
basketball with LeBron James. that made me un-
derstand it a lot more, because I love basketball.

When we talked about tradition and heri-
tage, I drew a poster that showed columns on 
the front of a building, because I knew that the 
designs for these kinds of columns had come 
to us from the Ancient Greeks. And they’re 
still being used today. So that’s an example 
of how things get handed down. And it’s just 
like things that get handed down in a family, 
too, like in my family we have the tradition of 

having Christmas dinner at my grandmother’s, and we have the heritage of this really famous homemade 
chocolate cake that my grandmother makes. My mom knows how to make that cake, and she’s been trying 
to teach me how to make it too.

So I can see how for some people, learning to make and play guitars is like me learning to make the special 
chocolate cake like my grandmother. I’d never really thought about it before,

BaileY russell, grade 6

Tom Townsend sent this email afterwards in regard to Bailey’s interview:

“Enjoyed the visit yesterday – and the JAM “journalist” students! (I believe I was interviewed by Bailey.)
A good question they asked in closing was there anything I learned from the class that I could apply 

in other areas. After thinking about that more, I would say I learned from Wayne to pay attention to all 
details – even the ones that seem less important such as keeping the inside of a guitar neat and clean – even 
if no one could see it! If you do the “little” things with keen attention, the bigger project will reflect that and 
be your best effort – a good life lesson. If you always do it right, you’ll never do it wrong – hmm, sounds like 
a song in there somewhere . . .”
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Catherine Schrenker response:

“Tom, Your interview was shared with the others and made such an impact, your analogy of Wayne and 
LeBron James put the workshop in perspective for all of us, not just our young authors.

It was so wonderful to see you and thank you for all your help and patience with our writers! I will share 
this with Bailey and the class.

The Wayne C. Henderson School of Appalachian Art

I had never thought about the idea that I live in a community. I really hadn’t thought about how a commu-
nity is a bunch of people working together, or who live in the same neighborhood, or who are tied together 
in some way. When we talked about tradition, 
I realized our community has a lot of different 
traditions in it, that we have a lot of different 
cultures.

One of my favorite things we did in these 
classes was the time the beekeeper came and 
told us all about bees. I’ve always liked bees, 
and when he talked about them I realized that 
bees live in communities too.

He talked about how they mate and about how, when he works around the hives he talks to them and 
they stay calm and he doesn’t get stung very much. He said there are different types of bees, like in every hive 
there’s one queen, and workers and drones, and it takes all of them working together to keep the hive going. 
He said talking to bees is a traditional way to keep them calm.

Traditions are so important. We used to have the tradition of going to my mother’s family in West 
Virginia for holidays, and we’d see relatives and eat big meals. My grandmother was the tradition- keeper of 
the family, and after she died, all of those kinds of things disappeared. We don’t go there anymore and my 
family hardly even talks to each other now and so it’s easy to see how important it is to have traditions, and 
have people who keep them going. So I’ve learned about heritage and traditions and how communities work 
together, and how it all is in my life right now.

Britni tunnell, grade 7





John I. Burton hIgh School 
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Where I’m From

I am from movies on a quiet night,
From Spider- Man and Finding Nemo.
I am from the tiny, white house in  
  the holler with the rickety stairs,
From the flickering porch light,  
  and the inside that smells of  
  maple syrup.
I am from the large oak tree,
the one with the wide trunk and  
  the numerous branches.
I’m from Alabama football and  
  many family photos,
From Barnette and Cardon.

I’m from the football arguments and the basketball debates,
From be yourself and stay committed.
I’m from the Pentecostal church on the river that I no longer attend.
I’m from Appalachian Mountains and southwestern desert,
From perfectly grilled ribeyes, or a pepperoni pizza.
I’m from the gentle, dim sun on a fall day,v
From the beautiful and pink sunset on a summer evening.
I’m from the unconditional love that binds a family together.

caleB Barnette, grade 11

Three Simple Words

A love so pure and kind,
Two people holding each other so tight they don’t want to let go
My mamaw was washing dishes in the kitchen

Singing a hymn that is stuck in her head
From that morning’s church service,
Her hair tied in a perfect bun
And wearing her Sunday school dress
That goes below her knees.
As my papaw walks in the kitchen
He sees his wife,
The woman he puts before anyone.
He sneaks up behind her
And pulls her into his embrace.
As her nose fills with the smell of Old Spice,
He whispers the words “I love you.”
Instead of saying the same three words, she says
“Rob, why are you bothering me?”
She turns around, looking into his
Chocolate brown eyes that she fallsThree Simple Words by Sarah Bevins
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More and more in love with
Every time she looks into them.
So much has come from three simple words:
Five kids, nine grandkids, and four great 

grandkids.
Such a simple phrase,
But it can mean so much
To two people in love.

Sarah BevInS, grade 11

My Little House

There is one house that is significant to everyone – your own, or possibly a family member’s. One house that 
has always been special to me is my grandmother’s. My grandma’s house has always played a big part in our 
family. Every Thanksgiving and Christmas my family goes to my grandmother’s to eat and spend time together. 
Because I grew up in that house, I have lots of memories in that house, good and bad. The house represents love 
to me because everyone in the family is enjoying being there and spending time with each other.

lydIa BlaIr- JameS, grade 11

High School Sweethearts

Nothing but a smile upon their faces.
Genie in a Bottle and I Want it That Way
Plays in the background.
My mother’s shiny cheeks match the glow of the lights.
My father’s boutonniere matches her bouquet perfectly,
Her tan skin against the bright white tux.
Her dark eyes and red lips give the camera a whirlwind of awe.
His bowtie, exactly diagonal to her angelic collar bones,
Smiling at the camera.
A few years later, they welcomed a black haired, brown- eyed 

little girl,
Her skin like the pale pink ribbon tied on her mother’s 

bouquet.
My father’s hands hold her gently, just as gently as he held my 

mother’s waist.
Her eyes stare up at her father like the way they
Looked into the camera.

madISon Bohnert, grade 11

Where I’m From

I am from the backroads of Guest River,
From hot summer days and cold winter nights.
I am from the big white house with a large yard,
Soft, serene, and warming.
I am from the forest that never ends,

High School Sweethearts by Madison 
Bohnert
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Surrounding trees in every direction.
I am from Chinese Christmas and a large family,
From Roland and Cherie.
I’m from the big family dinners and movie nights,
From “Do your parents let you do that?” and “Sit down and be  
  quiet.”
I’m from sleeping in on Sundays,
Enjoying a day off with TV and a warm blanket.
I’m from a family that sticks together,
From gravy and biscuits and barbeque chicken.
I’m from Guest River, the place I call home.

Jonah cochrane, grade 11

Where I’m From

I am from scratchy, pink blankets
From chipped coffee tables and red rocking chairs
I am from the shabby white house
Rusting nails, squeaking floors, and vanilla scented candles
I am from wild blackberries,
Dark blue and sweet- tasting with sugar.
I’m from switching ornaments and carving pumpkins
From Sarah and Rethia
I’m from children’s books in rocking chairs and plush toys on  birthdays
From “Be careful!” and “You’re gonna get hurt!”
I’m from Daryl preaching, raising our hands to God
I’m from Duncan Gap and Big Stone
Chicken and dumplings, cornbread,
From the baby pictures in dollar store photo albums.

caItlyn collInS, grade 10

An Ocean Between Two Families

This picture takes place in the Philippines,
My grandmother sitting and smiling
in the middle of her husband’s siblings and their children.
The youngest of eighteen, the baby of the family, is behind the camera,
smiling back at his young wife and family – that’s my grandfather.

Uncle Armando is seated to  
  my grandmother’s left; he was  
  the other Doctor Gonzalez.
My grandfather was the Doctor  
  Gonzalez, the one that 
  everyone remembers in  
  Norton, a kind and generous  
  man.An Ocean Between Two Families by Chloe Gonzalez-Prince
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Next to Armando is Aunty Nina, which 
translates to Aunty Aunty,

The only siblings of my grandfather I ever 
had the pleasure to meet.

This picture was taken on my Lolo’s 
birthday,

The first day he met his grandchildren who 
were born and raised in America.

Teodore Gonzalez, the man who has been 
written into history books

Being a part of the Philippine Supreme Council; he was known as the Bathala,
A leader of the Katipunan, which means “of the sons of the people,”
The man who taught my grandfather to be strong and to be proud of his name.

I love this photo because of the memories attached to it,
The way the ceiling arches reminds my grandmother of another visit to the Philippines.
The dress my lola is wearing reminds my mother of her own first Communion dress,
The white silk and and floral print traditional for the event.
The face of the young boy in the foreground mirrors my older cousins almost identically.
This photo contains memories that are unseen to everyone but my family,
and I love that.

chloe gonzalez- PrInce, grade 11

Where I’m From

I’m from oversized families and full dinner tables
From frozen pizzas and grilled hamburgers
I am from my grandparents’ spare bedroom
when we had nowhere else to go
From our fifth home in ten years
I am from a house full of pets
Large dogs, small dogs, little dogs, big dogs
I’m from a home of music, where the 

piano is always playing
From police officers and nurses
Medics and teachers
The selfless and the underpaid
The overworked and the ill 

appreciated
From “I’m working tonight” and 

“Sorry Bud, maybe next time”s
I’m from summer Bible schools and 

church Christmas plays
From snow days with power outages 

and S’mores cooked over our 
fireplace
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I’m from the Appalachian mountains and the New River Valley
From aunts and uncles that live all around
Cousins in Roanoke, Atlanta, and Radford
From Facebook photo archives to scrapbooks with old family photos.
I’m from
Here, there, and everywhere.

Joey hayeS, grade 11

Strawberry Pretzel Dessert

When I was younger  – around five or six years old  – my grandmother wanted to try and fix a new 
and delicious dessert called Strawberry Pretzel Salad, which has now become a family favorite. Strawberry 
Pretzel Salad is a dessert like no other because it’s not too sweet and not too salty.

My grandmother is not the type of person to follow directions; instead, she always measures out in her head 
and can still make everything taste perfect. First, she preheats the oven to about 425 degrees F., and while she 
waits for the oven to heat up, she gets all the ingredients she needs and lays them out on top of the counter.

After that, my grandmother crushes all the pretzels up and mixes them with melted butter and brown 
sugar to get ready to lay them in a big baking dish so that the pretzels can harden for eight to ten minutes. 
While the pretzels cool, she gets a large mixing bowl to mix the rest of the ingredients such as the cream 
cheese, Cool Whip, and the eggs.

Once the pretzels have cooled down, she pours the mix of Cool Whip and cream cheese on top of the 
pretzels, then gets the frozen strawberries with Jello and spreads it out on top to be laid in the refrigerator 
to chill until set.

The moment that the Strawberry Pretzel Salad is ready and set, my family and I are all excited to dig in. 
My grandmother has now made it a tradition to fix it at least three times a month. My family loves to bake 
and cook desserts every weekend, but this dessert has really been our favorite by far, and I don’t know what 
we would do without it.

Ingredients Needed:
1 (8 oz.) cream cheese, softened
1 cup of brown sugar
1 (8 oz.) thawed Cool Whip
2 (3 oz.) strawberry Jello
2 cups boiling water
2 (10 oz.) packages frozen strawberries

akySSa hollInger, grade 11

The Ranger and the War

My dad, Darrell Collins, was born and raised in Alexandria, Virginia. He graduated from Episcopal High 
School. Throughout school, he played football, baseball, and basketball. He had a hard time playing basket-
ball because he didn’t enjoy it as much as baseball. He said he always wanted to play in the MLB. As high 
school came to an end, he realized that he may be drafted into the Army to fight in the Vietnam War. His 
dreams of playing baseball for the New York Mets soon would disappear into the reality of the real world. 
This, in a way, helped him focus on the draft. Once he graduated, the day came: draft day.

Darrell was drafted into the Army on October 21, 1962. He graduated basic and went to Ranger School 
where he graduated at the top of his class. As a part of the F company, 7th Ranger regiment, my dad 
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participated on multiple ‘DNR’ missions, which 
he said he and his men weren’t supposed to return 
from. On January 15th, 1963, he was deployed 
into an area he ‘can’t speak of.’ He told me that 
while there, he was assigned to reconnaissance 
missions deep behind enemy lines. One of these 
operations included crawling three miles through 
mud and cow feces to take out an “HVT’, which 
stands for a high value target. This would turn out 
to be one of his worst memories of the war.

My dad told me that once they reached the 
vantage point, they were quickly ambushed by 
more than 25 Viet Cong. Almost 75 percent of his 
men were lost in a matter of minutes. A Vietnam 
soldier ended up breaking my dad’s nose with the stock of his rifle. Dad described the sound after as pure 
silence and said he would never forget the sound. After realizing the operation was failed, he grabbed a 
buddy who was shot in the stomach and carried him the three miles back to his post, where he and my father 
received medical treatment.

After serving ten years as a Ranger in the United States Army, he was honorably discharged and returned 
to Virginia. He moved from Alexandria to Norton, where he still lives today. After the Army he became a 
firearms instructor and looked into doing private security. He is now retired and volunteers for Norton Little 
League and helps coach youth baseball. He says he enjoys retirement, but there was nothing more exciting 
and eventful than the war.

holden hunnIcutt, grade 11

The Ghost Inside Me

When I was young I had the biggest bond with my papaw. He would tickle me and make me laugh. I 
would even see his Chevy van go down the side of the road outside, saying, “There goes my papaw!” He was 
always there for me. This might not sound that unusual, but my papaw died before I was born.

My papaw died in May when my mom was eight months pregnant with me; I was born about a month 
later. Nothing strange happened that we know of until I was old enough to have some motor skills like 
laughing and recognizing people; however, I think he was there with me since the day I was born, maybe 
even before.

My mom and family had their own thoughts about it, too. I would wake up and laugh like someone was 
tickling me when I was still in a baby carrier. He had sold his van a few years before he died, and there are 
no pictures of it, so there was no way of me knowing he had a van. But I did.

Even though I have no stories about us together, I would say I liked him because I recognized him as a 
friend before I even knew what a friend was. I never had any other father figure until I was two years old, so 
I think that’s why he was there.

As time grew older, he started to not show up that much, but I can still feel my papaw sometimes. Now, 
the only time I really see him is late at night, mostly when I have sleep terrors or sleep paralysis.

I’m not the only person in my family who has a ghost that follows me around. My family has 
lived  in  haunted houses that belonged to old family members for decades; some of the houses date 
back to the 1800s. My family has always been followed by the ghosts of our ancestors and protected by 
them.

keaton Ingle, grade 12



82 John I. Burton hIgh School 

The Blue Bike

My mom, on her birthday
Sitting on her new, shiny, teal- blue bike
With a white woven basket sitting firmly between the handles
Begging to be filled with five- cent candy and toys from  
  down the street

As she sits and smiles, with her rolled up, hand- me-  
  down jeans
And tangled hair that dangles loosely from her ponytail
As yellow as the banana taffy she loved as a child
She bounces, impatiently waiting with her tomboy attitude
To take it outside and ride in endless circles and gloat to  
  her brothers.

Behind the camera, my grandmother smiles as she takes the photo
Watching her daughter gleam with happiness
As she begs to join her brothers outside
“Without your shoes?” she says, and just like that
She grabs the closest shoes in sight and quickly shoves them on
Ignoring the Be Safe! and Don’t go too fast! and Listen to your brothers! calls
She barrels through the door, the wooden frame creaking slowly behind her
And she doesn’t look back at the house sitting on the hill.

regan PhIPPS, grade 11

My Hero

My grandfather’s name was Burchel Cowden. He was born at Rose Hill, Lee County, Virginia, on 
December 22, 1922. He was from a very poor family. It was not a big house and they were very packed since 
he had three sisters, four brothers and a half- brother. Because they were always spending time together, they 
grew a very strong bond as a family.

When he was 18, he knew he was going to be drafted as it was during World War II. He decided to go 
ahead and enlist into the U.S. Army on May 22, 1942, having a sixth grade education and not being able to 
read or write. He served as a private as a part of the 131st Artillery Division. He prayed every night that he 
would make it back home from the war.

One night in 1945, he was scheduled for guard duty. It was very dark with only the distant lights of the 
military base shining through the fence. He was walking to relieve the other guard and there was some 
miscommunication. The fellow guard shot him through the belly button and out through his back. He was 
flown to an Army hospital in Paris where he received medical treatment. He later received the Purple Heart 
for his actions.

After the war, my grandfather came back from the military and started preaching in Ramsey. He passed 
away on April 13, 2002, in Norton, VA. I never got to get to know my grandfather, but from what I have 
heard, he was a very good man and he loved his family.

Jaden PrItchard, grade 11

The Blue Bike by Regan Phipps
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The Meaning of the American Flag

When I think of an object that is special to my family, it would have to be the American flag that flies day 
and night in front of my house. It is special to me because it represents the freedom that our soldiers have 
given us overseas. I’m the grandson of a U.S. military veteran, and my family thinks very highly of the flag 
and the soldiers who have fought and lost their lives to protect our flag. Our flag flies day and night spring 
through fall. We take the flag down in the winter to protect the flag from the harsh weather.

When people pull in my driveway, they are met by the flag “waving” at them. The flag sits atop a flagpole 
and has only been replaced once in many years. The view of the flag on late summer nights is breathtaking 
with the red, white, and blue of the flag complementing the orange and pink sky. The flag is the first thing I 
see in the morning when I go out of the house and the last thing I see when I go in the house at night.

My family supports the flag, what it stands for, and all that the troops and veterans have done to protect 
our freedom. We have this support because we have had family members to serve overseas; my grandfather 
and two of my great uncles have all served in the United States military. They served in the Army, National 
Guard, Navy, and Air Force branches. In my family we always stand behind the troops and the flag because 
of all the meaning and significance it holds for us.

hunter roSe, grade 12

Where I’m From

I am from sewing needles
From cold Mountain Dew and hot summer days
I am from an old blue house by the creek
That was built by my grandfather
(cold, clear, and soothing).

I am from red and white roses
The strong, tall pine tree
Whose needles never changed no matter the season
I am from blue eyes and Christmas dinners
From Renee and Jay.

I’m from camping and “snipe hunting”
From “Hey! Quiet down!” and “Y’all behave now”
I’m from Sunday morning church and John 3:16
From Dungannon and down in the holler
Fried chicken and cornbread.

From the heart- shaped necklace my grandfather gave me
The long black hair of my grandmother
Pictures scattered between family from house to house
Photo albums,boxes, and frames that hold my family close.
I am from these memories, forever cherished,
Happiness, laughter, and love.

marISa ShuPe, grade 11
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Heavenly Bread

The sound of a running kitchen sink on a hot, sunny August day. Walking in to find my granny making 
her famous cornbread. She barks commands no sooner than I get there, Get me some cornmeal! she’ll say. I 
watch as she pours in an uncertain amount of water, cornmeal and milk. Mixing it, stirring it, weighing each 
ingredient with her bare hands. Being able to tell if it’s right or not just by mixing it – that’s always been 
something I’ve wanted to be able to do. She pours the mix into a pan. Realizing that she has extra batter, she 
pours it into a cast iron skillet, places it in the oven, and waits. When it’s time to retrieve it from the oven, it 
comes out a golden brown pan of deliciousness. The steam rising, the perfectly shaped triangle on the plate 
next to a big bowl of potato soup, revealing yet another perfect meal.

Ingredients:
1 cup flour
1 cup yellow cornmeal
2/ 3 cup granulated sugar
1 teaspoon salt
3 1/ 2 teaspoons baking powder
1/ 3 cup neutral oil or melted butter
1 large egg
1 cup milk

Instructions:
• Grease a 9- inch round cake pan or cast iron skillet well and set aside. Preheat the oven to 400 

degrees.
• In a medium mixing bowl, add the flour, cornmeal, sugar, salt, and baking powder. Whisk to com-

bine well.
• Make a well in the center of your dry ingredients and add your oil or butter, milk, and egg. Stir 

just until the mixture comes together and there are only a few lumps remaining.
• Pour the batter into the prepared pan and bake for 20- 25 minutes until the top is a deep golden 

brown and a toothpick inserted into the center comes out clean.
(Recipe Credit: blessthismessplease.com)

daSanye SmIth, grade 11

Dark Lipstick and a Diet Coke

An old black and white picture
in a tattered photo album
shows my great grandmother,
Goldie Mae Burton.
She’s much younger, with
dark lipstick, a crisp white dress,
pitch black hair in ringlet curls,
and a Diet Coke in hand.
She resembles a movie star;
The wind gracefully blowing her hair and dress,
She looks perfect.
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Although she looks so beautiful in the photo,
she had recently dealt with great tragedy.
Just days before, she had lost her child to a miscarriage.
Even through the pain,
she stayed strong and held her head high
for her husband and children.
This picture does not only show a gorgeous woman;
it shows a woman of strength.

mary tootIll, grade 10

My Hero

As my grandfather stands there in the heart of Vietnam,
Dressed in his olive green war- torn uniform,
An old white undershirt peeking out from underneath,
A tattered green cap keeping the sun off his freshly shaved head,
Colorful medals and awards on his chest,
His sleeves rolled up to keep them out of the way,
He thinks about the people he had to leave at home,
My grandmother writing letters and hoping he is safe,
His family and friends worrying about him.
Some people might not like the war he fought in,
With violence and protests against the war,
But I think of him as a hero, my hero.

caleB WIllIamS, grade 11

My Hero by Caleb Williams
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Our Beautiful Traditions

In this area of the United States, holiday traditions are very important. The holidays bring about 
nostalgia and memories from a time that were simpler yet more filling. This year, in thinking about a 
topic for my students to write about I wanted to explore our family traditions in Lee County. Most stu-
dents interviewed their relatives about their Christmas traditions growing up. While others wanted to 
honor our veterans with a poem. I was thrilled to read all of my students’ family interviews and poems. 
I learned many family traditions that I had not heard of before. For example, several of my students 
wrote about taking sycamore balls off of a sycamore tree and using them for decorations. Reading the 
interviews also brought beautiful memories back to my mind. Countless interviews spoke about getting 
the paper bag full of nuts, apples, oranges, and peppermint. I, too remember receiving them as a child 
at church, and I am glad my church continues this tradition. Most of all, through this writing project 
I feel my students learned valuable lessons of giving, honoring, and being grateful for our community 
and families.

BrIana auStIn, teacher
JoneSvIlle mIddle School

Memories of Family and Home

Being able to call beautiful Lee County, Virginia home becomes more precious to me with each 
passing year. Not only are we blessed with breathtaking scenery such as beautiful sunsets over distant 
mountain ranges, wildlife roaming the lush rolling hills, and vibrant autumn colors that blanket the 
ridges, but we also possess a heritage rich in history and traditions. The Origin Project has inspired 
our students to dig deeper into the past and has enabled them to discover lost family stories and learn 
of treasured traditions. For me, one of the most precious aspects is that, through the stories written by 
our students, long forgotten memories have been restored to these families and to me as well. My hope 
is that the work done with The Origin Project has enabled these students to gain an appreciation for 
their heritage and has inspired them to carry on some of these beloved traditions and possibly begin 
some of their own.

SheIla Shuler, teacher
JoneSvIlle mIddle School

My Dad’s Childhood

Don Rogers is my dad. He was born 
in 1970. I’m talking about my dad and 
how he celebrated Christmas when he 
was a kid.

When he was growing up my dad 
celebrated Christmas in ways similar to 
how we do it now. On Christmas Eve, 
he stayed home with his family. Then on 
Christmas day, he and his family would 
go to Indiana to spend time with his 
grandparents.

He also told me about a special mem-
ory that he has is seeing his grandparents.Acrostic Flag
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He told me how the holidays were different. He said the joy of seeing kids opening presents has changed.
My dad said that being with family and giving are the best gifts of all.

mattIe amey, grade 5

My Papa’s Christmas

My Papa Smitty Baker was born in 1949. He had a good Christmas growing up. He would always go in 
the field, behind Aunt Edith’s House, to cut a christmas tree. His mom and him would decorate it. While he 
was waiting to open presents on Christmas Eve, my papaw and his friend would shoot off fireworks off the 
front porch. Santa would always leave presents for him Christmas morning.

One of my papa’s special memories was when he got a bicycle. He rode it into his parent’s bedroom and 
woke them up to show them.

The holidays are different now from when my papa was growing up. The Christmas tree comes out from 
a box now.

The one thing papa said that I should learn is that it’s a great time of the year, we should spend time with 
family, and make good memories.

Walker Baker, grade 5

My Papaw’s Christmas

My papaw Jim Delph was born in 1945. 
He celebrated the holiday by eating popcorn 
and putting up a tree. He had a real tree not 
a fake one. He would decorate the tree with 
glass ornaments and put up stockings. My 
Papaw said for Christmas he would get a toy 
and a shirt. He said it was the best Christmas 
he ever had. He would get a piece of wood 
and widdle it on the front porch.

He had a good memory about Christmas. 
He said there was no snow one year but it 
was 75 degrees. He had a really good memory about Christmas.

My grandfather talks about the holidays and how they are different from when he was growing up. When 
he was growing up he would get a shirt and a toy for Christmas. Now, I get a lot of gifts for Christmas. We 
get stockings and hang them in the living room on a deer that is on a wall. I can’t wait to see what I got this 
Christmas. Only my parents know.

My papaw and I have memories together too. Our traditions are that we open gifts. After that, if it isn’t 
too cold outside, we sit on the porch and tell funny jokes. We laugh a lot over them. My Papaw and I had 
a lot of traditions that are fun.

He would like for me to learn that Christmas is not all about gifts. It is about spending time with your 
family and having fun.

nIck BarBer, grade 5

A Very Sweet Christmas

My mom Kristy Bishop was born in 1984. On Christmas,they would load up and go out looking for lights 
and decorations.My mom said that they would ride around looking at lights and singing Christmas carols. 

Who I Admire Passage
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They also would go back home and put up a tree, and they would put decorations on the tree that they had 
hand made over the years.

One of my mom’s favorite memories is when my mamaw would cook dinner and the entire family would 
come over. They had all of their cousins,aunts,uncles,siblings and grandparents together under one roof.

My mom said that so much has changed over time.She said that families do not get together anymore 
like they used to and kids get so much more than they did as kids. Everything they received when they were 
kids they were thankful for it.

My mom said that Christmas is a time to celebrate Jesus.It is also a time to spend with family and 
friends, to eat, and make memories that will last a lifetime. She wants me to always remember itś better 
to give then recieve.

taylor BIShoP, grade 5

My Dad’s Christmas as a Child

My dad, John W. Bledsoe, was born in 1971. His mother and grandmother started making candy a week 
prior to Christmas. The smells and activities are still fresh in his mind. “The celebrations were more import-
ant then and most went out in the woods and cut a fresh tree each year,” he said. He also said, “The churches 
assembled for the elderly and sick. Kids enjoyed taking them out to these people.”

My dad has special memories about Christmas. He said, “ That his mother assembled everyone at his house 
for a Christmas eve celebration. Gifts were exchanged and a cornucopia of of sandwiches, chips, candies, cookies, 
cakes, and so on were available.” “His grandparents were alive then too so Christmas was extraordinary gifts 
were a big part.” My dad said, “ Yes, but more fellowship,church,community activities as well.”

He also told me how holidays are different now then back then. Dad said, “There were plenty of gifts,but 
it was much more about family, fellowship, church, community celebrations than it is now. The holiday is far 
more about gifts than it was then.”

My dad would like me to learn that all families are losing their focus of fellowship, togetherness, and the 
true meanings of Christmas, as well as church and community events.

Johnna BledSoe, grade 5

My Grandma’s Christmas

My Grandma Samantha Briggs celebrated Christmas in a great way! My Grandma said she started to 
decorate for Christmas the day after Thanksgiving. Grandma said she decorated inside, outside, and there 
was not a bare spot on the tree.

My grandma remembers that every Christmas she got one toy and a new outfit. My grandma looked 
forward to her brown bag full of fruit and candy from the church after her Christmas play.

My grandma’s special memory about Christmas was when she woke up and smelled the food her mother 
was preparing. She knew her whole family would be over to celebrate Christmas.

My grandma says Christmas is different now because she is the person who decorates and cooks for the 
family. My grandma thinks another reason Christmas is different is that all of her brothers and sisters have 
come up with their own family traditions through the years.

My grandma says she wants me to remember nothing is more important than being thankful for God 
giving us his son to die on the cross to save us from sin. My grandma had a amazing Christmas!

JulIa BrItton, grade 5
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Carole Cantor’s Traditions

Carole Cantor is my mamaw and she was born in 1958. She had an awesome Christmas! My mamaw’s 
family would cut down a cedar tree and they would decorate it with ornaments and tinsel. They would get 
an apple, orange, and candy instead of gifts. After eating breakfast on Christmas morning, they would go to 
her grandmotherś house and eat with her. Her grandmother would always make an applesauce cake and give 
them fruit, candy, and a one dollar bill in a brown bag. After leaving her grandmother’s house, they would 
come home, talk, and then go to bed.

My mamaws special memory was going to her grandmother’s house. She said it was the most fun of the 
whole season.

Holidays were different when my mamaw was growing up because she had seven brothers and sisters. So 
it was really hard to get the money to buy gifts. When they did get stuff, they cared for it and appreciated it. 
She said that back then it was more about Jesus Christ and his birth. These days it is all about gifts, decora-
tions, and Santa. People forget the true meaning of Christmas.

My mamaw wants me to learn to put the real meaning of Christmas. First, the birth of our Lord and 
Savior Jesus Christ and to not commercialize gifts so much.

mollIe cantor, grade 5

My Mamaw’s Traditions

My mamaw Barb Johnson was born in 1953. When she was little she went caroling and singing with the 
church at Christmas. She made her own ornaments. She strung popcorn to put around the tree and she hung 
all of the Christmas cards on the tree and during the night the fire would reflect off of them. Every year she 
made cookies for Santa.

One year her dad walked down the road and called a store and told them what to bring as a Christmas 
present. They ended up bringing it even in the snow. She did not think they would but they did. It is so nice 
to think that people would help that much. My mamaw said the holidays haven’t changed much. Other than 
the number of presents and electric lights. She got one present and a pair of shoes and her brother got one 
and a pair of shoes. She remembers going into the living room and unwrapping her presents.

She wanted me to learn to appreciate what you have and to be nice to people who are not as well off as 
you. Christmas is Jesus’s birthday. Gifts is not what Christmas is all about. I will try to remember all of this.

ryan carmony, grade 5

My Mom’s Christmas

My mom Damie Carter was born in 1969. She loved her Christmas back then. She made her own orna-
ments and hung them on the tree. She made homemade cookies and visited her grandmother in Kings 
Mountain, North Carolina.

My mom had a special memory about Christmas. Each Christmas Eve she put out a sock as a stocking 
and wrote a note. She put it on a chair so Santa would know where to put her presents.

The holidays were different back then. Santa filled their stockings with an orange, an apple, and some nuts. 
Today, stockings are filled with lots of toys and candy.

My mom wanted me to learn that she got less than what kids get today, but she was so very happy!
John carter, grade 5
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My Mamaw’s Christmas

My mamaw, Kaye Stables, celebrated Christmas in a way I want to. She was born in 1955. For her 
Christmas tree, she and her family went and cut a live tree. They took it home and decorated it while drinking 
hot cocoa. They also strung popcorn for the tree. The next day they made cookies, pies, and candy.

Mamaw said one Christmas it had snowed a lot. After opening gifts and eating breakfast they went sled-
ding. While they were sledding her mom and oldest sister cooked Christmas dinner.

Today, Christmas is more commercialized then it was when she was little. Lots of of gifts now are store 
bought but back then they were handmade. They meant more. When mamaw was little she made decora-
tions, but now we go and get them from the store.

Mamaw wants me to learn Christmas is not all about gifts under the tree. It is about the birth of or Savior. 
It is also about spending time with family.

My traditions are very different then my mamaw’s were in the past. We have an artificial tree instead of a 
live tree. We buy decorations instead of making them. I wish my Christmas was like my mamaws.

Samantha cavIn, grade 5

Enrique’s Christmas

I interviewed my sister’s friend, Enrique Lopez. Enrique was born in 1994. For Christmas his family 
would take him to go cut down a tree and Enrique would help his family bake cookies.

Enrique said he had memories of Christmas. One of the memories was of him and his family going to the 
lights in the park on Christmas. He said it was really fun for him and his family.

Now Christmas is different than it is now. One reason why Christmas is different now is because his 
family used to cook the holiday meals and now he cooks the meals.

Enrique told me I should start baking cookies with my mamaw and make memories with my sister while 
I still can.

aShlee claSBy, grade 5

My Grandma’s Wonderful Christmas

My Grandma Nancy Garrett was born in 1956 and she celebrated Christmas way different than I do now. My 
grandma and her mother would make chocolate and peanut- butter fudge. My grandma’s dad would cut down 

a cedar tree for their Christmas tree. Her dad 
would cut down the cedar tree on their farm. 
My grandma and her mother also made peanut- 
butter candy. At my grandma’s church they 
would have a Christmas play and would go car-
oling in the neighborhood. On their Christmas 
tree they would decorate with bubble lights and 
icicles. At the top of the tree they would put a 
star that was made out of cardboard and covered 
with foil. Her mother would cut a small hole in 
the cardboard and would put a bulb in the star 
so it would light up. Christmas cards that they 
got from the mail from family and friend were 
taped up on the door trim for decoration.5th Grade Listening to Lorraine
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On Christmas day my grandma and her family would go to their grandmother’s house for Christmas 
dinner. Her grandmother would fix turkey, dressing, and all of the trimmings. My Grandma’s favorite dessert 
was apple stack cake and apple dumplings.

There would always be at least forty people there to celebrate. Her family would draw names and whoever 
they picked they would have to buy that person a present for Christmas.

For Christmas my grandma got two presents: a toy and some clothes. Her granddad gave her a apple, 
a orange, peppermint stick candy, and walnuts. Today, we get a lot more presents than my grandma got 
in the past.

My grandma said to be grateful and appreciate all that we are blessed with. She also said to show love to 
others by helping ones in need.

Brycen coomer, grade 5

How Did You Celebrate The Holidays?

My grandma Lisa Cowan was born in 1966. They celebrated the holidays different than we celebrate it 
now. When my mamaw celebrated the holidays she would cut down a tree and decorate it with ornaments 
and my mamaw would only get a few gifts under the tree.

My mamaw celebrated the holidays by opening gifts, she ate Christmas dinner and made desserts 
like Christmas cookies, candy, and made homemade hot chocolate. At night she went to houses singing 
Christmas carols.

My mamaw had a special memory about the holidays. One Christmas, she went to Virginia to spend 
Christmas with her mamaw and papaw because she didn’t spend it with them all the time. My mamaw said 
the holidays are different from when she was growing up. For example, she has her own family, she decorates 
different now, and she uses fake trees.

My mamaw would like me to learn what Christmas is really about. Christmas is about Jesus’ birth-
day because it’s important for us to celebrate Jesus’ birthday. She wants me to know how important 
family is.

hannah coWan, grade 5

Christmas from My Great, Great Aunt

My great, great Aunt Annette Tomlinson was born in 1956. Every year when she was a child, she went 
with her family to cut down a Christmas tree. All of their decorations and ornaments were homemade. Her 
family always had a large family get together. It was always special to her when the whole family got together 
because she was the youngest out of all of her siblings. She hardly ever got to see her siblings, so when they 
came home it meant a lot to her.

My great, great aunt had special memories about the holidays. One of them was watching Christmas plays 
at church. She liked it because she enjoyed hearing the kids and adults sing. Another special memory was 
when her older siblings were home for the holidays.

The holidays are different now from how they were when she was a kid. Now, everybody buys artificial 
trees from the store. When she was a kid, most families went to a tree farm to cut their own trees. Another 
thing that is different is that now most people give people money for a Christmas present, but when she was 
a kid people took time and thought about what people wanted.

My great, great aunt wants me to learn that Christmas is a time for family to get together to celebrate the 
birth of Jesus. Christmas is not all about the presents.

claIra cox, grade 5



94 JoneSvIlle mIddle School

My Granny’s Holiday

My grandmother Michelle McIntosh was born in 1964. She grew up in a foster home until she was 13 
years old. Her mother and father were in a vehicle accident and they both were killed. She had a teacher who 
was like a mother to her. She said she is now 54 years old. She went to her house last summer because she 
never got to know her real mother.

She has a lot of blessings called grandchildren. She is glad that Isaiah is alright after being hit by a truck 
two years ago. She enjoys spending time with family and friends and remembering the real meaning of 
Christmas.

What my grandmother would like for me to learn about the holiday is how God can bring you through 
any valley or storm that life throws at you. He is Lord and Saviour, and the reason for the season.

trey cretorS, grade 5

My Uncle’s Christmas Memories

I interviewed my Uncle Jamie Deirth. He was born in 1985. He celebrated Christmas by cutting down a 
tree. Then they would decorate the tree with my mom, mamaw, and my other Uncle, Patrick Deirth.

They always received three toys and some clothes. Now we get stuff like games, clothes, and more. They 
also prayed on Christmas.

Christmas has changed since then. He remembers one Christmas when he was 20 he received a camera. 
He went to his friends house and broke the camera after he had taken a bunch of pictures. He got so mad 
and so did his mom.

My favorite Christmas was this year when I went to Bermuda. I got gauges, clothes, games and more. That 
is my favorite Christmas. I think the true meaning of Christmas is spending time with family and friends.

landon deIrth, grade 5

My Mom’s Christmas Memory

During Christmas. my mom and I would bring very pretty flowers for decoration. My family goes to the 
park with food and celebrates each other every year. When I was five years old at the time all the kids went to 
play. The adults enjoyed each other. It was funny when my brother was scared by a puppy. Three hours later 
everyone cleaned up the mess and left. My mom and I walked around the park. Mom sometimes would give 
my brother and I candy. We have fun every year!

SuBrIna eldrIdge, grade 5

Johnny’s Good Christmas

My friend Johnny Muncy was born in 1955. He and his dad always celebrated together as a family. At 
Christmas they would gather together and sing Christmas songs as a family.

Johnny had a special memory about the holidays. When he was ten years old there was a store in the town 
of Jonesville. The name of it was Joyle Hardware. They had a beautiful bicycle that he wished he could get it 
for Christmas. He did not think it was possible to get this but to his surprise he got it. That is the best gift 
he remembers ever receiving!

Johnny told me how the holidays are different from now. Back when he was young, Christmas seemed 
like it was slower. He thinks everybody is so busy now that we do not take time to do things as a family as 
we should.



JoneSvIlle mIddle School 95

Johnny told me family time is very special. We need to slow down and 
spend more time together and love each other more.

travIS eldrIdge, grade 5

Christmas in the Past

My grandfather Dane Poe was born in 1954. He had a wonderful 
Christmas. He celebrated on Christmas Eve. Dane and his family would 
go to his Grandma Sharp’s house. She would have food and a lot of sweets 
like peanut butter rolls and purple punch with apples and bananas. Then, 
he would go to his Grandma Poe’s house. He would put $1 a month in a 
Christmas club account and had $12 to spend on whatever he wanted. He 
opened gifts at his house. He had about two gifts. On Christmas day, he 
had a lunch with a lot of his family.

Dane had a very special memory about the holidays. He got a wagon when he was six. It was a big surprise! 
Also, when he was thirteen he got his own 13” black and white TV.

Dane believes the holidays are different now from when he was growing up. There are no Black Fridays or 
big sales around any of the holidays. They didn’t focus on shopping. All churches had Christmas plays. There 
were less people at Christmas plays than today. There wasn’t as many gifts then either.

My grandfather would like me to learn that Christmas is not just about the presents. It’s a good time to 
give the presents but, we need to remember why we give presents. Also, spend time with your family because 
it goes away quickly.

taylor ePPerly, grade 5

My Mom’s Christmas Country Life

My mom Terina Spivey was born in 1981. She had a good Christmas! Back then her family danced and 
sang christmas songs while decorating the tree. They made cookies with their mom and they loved to string 
the tree with popcorn out of what they didn’t eat. Her dad and brother would go get a tree. My mom said 
they always had a real tree.

My mom had very special memories about Christmas. Her special memory was going to her mamaws on 
Christmas Eve to spend time with all her family under one roof. They would sing, open gifts, and told old 
stories. My mom loved to listen to her dad, mamaw, and uncle play guitar, banjo, and sing songs. 

My mom said that Christmas is a lot different now. It’s not the same since loved ones have passed. Her 
family still gets together at the same house but not as many now. They still tell stories and share laughter.

My mom wants me to always cherish my family especially on holidays. You never know when it’s your 
last time with them. She said to always cherish those past ones and look forward to the ones in the future.

Savannah evanS, grade 5

What Christmas Used to Be

My mom’s name is Betinna Fleenor and she was born in 1977. This is how she celebrated Christmas. She 
decorated her Christmas tree, hung up lights outside, helped her mom make jam cake, wrapped gifts, and she 
would take part in the church Christmas play.

My mom had a special memory of her Christmas. One night while her family was driving around looking 
at Christmas lights, she saw Santa knocking on a neighbor’s door.

Veteran’s Day Acrostic
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My mom said Christmas is different from when she was growing uo. My mom had different holidays than 
I do. Today holidays are more commercialized. She has tried to keep her family traditions for her children.

My mom taught me the true meaning of Christmas. The true meaning of Christmas is to celebrate the 
birth of Christ our Lord and Savior.

megan Fleenor, grade 5

Christmas in 1942

My grandfather Art Miller was born in 1942. He celebrated the holidays by going to cut down their own 
tree. He also made his own ornaments.

He had a special memory about the holidays. His father made their gifts out of wood. His father was a 
good woodworker so the gifts were really nice.

My grandfather said the holidays are different from now. Most trees and toys come from a store. He still 
has one of the toys from his dad and it makes him think of his dad often.

My grandfather said that you don’t need the best christmas but you need your family. He told me that you 
don’t need the perfect Christmas, but you need family during Christmas.

JuStIn FranklIn, grade 5

Christmas Back in the Day

My mother Chasity Parks was born in 1978 and she is 40 years old. Every Christmas Eve my mom would 
go to mamaw’s house. They would bake cookies and delicious peppermint bark.

My mom told me her favorite memory as a kid was on one Christmas morning she went outside. She just 
so happened to see her mamaw dressed up like Santa carrying a sack of presents.

My mom always says Christmas is different now. She said now all kids care about is presents. That is not what 
Christmas is about. Christmas is about celebrating baby Jesus’s birth, seeing family, and having a good time.

My mom said she wanted me to learn not to be greedy but to be thankful for what I have, especially during 
Christmas. Some people can’t afford one present yet I get so many.

laIla FrIttS, grade 5

A Fun Christmas

I interviewed my mom about what Christmas was like when she was little. She was born in 1975 here in 
Lee County, Virginia.

My mom would decorate trees with homemade ornaments. My mom made them with her mom and dad. 
She would go with her church to sing carols. She said that she would go every year.

She said that she had more family time. She had more family time because she played board games with 
her family. She kept some of her games and we still play them as a family. They’re fun! One of them is really 
old and it’s called Checkers. It is it so old and used it’s about to rip. It’s fun.

Mom wanted me to remember that all generations of family are different and they have different traditions.
nIck gaIley, grade 5

A Good Christmas

My Gramee Nell Newman was born in 1957. She celebrated Christmas every year. Her family cut down 
a cedar tree every year and always two days before Christmas because it would burn the house if they didn’t.
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One thing my gramee did was they went to church on Christmas day. 
When they came back Santa Claus would come. Before she went to bed 
she opened her gift.

The difference now from when she was little was that she has has to 
buy the gifts and make the food. When she was little she had no family 
meals and now she has to make the family meals.

One thing my gramee wants me to learn is that their Christmas was 
simple because they got one toy every year but we get too many gifts. We 
also need to realize that Christmas has a meaning. God is the real reason 
that you have Christmas.

gracIe garrett, grade 5

A Christmas Story

My mammow Angel Head was born in 1963. My mammow celebrated Christmas in a special way. 
She made her own ornaments for the tree. Her dad would cut a tree on Christmas eve. She would string 
popcorn on the tree. Each of them would make a hand made present for everyone in the family. Her 
mother would bake cookies and make the Christmas dinner and they would go to sleep and wait for 
Santa to come.

My mammow had a special memory about Christmas. It was when her children were small and watching 
the excitement on their faces as christmas drew near. She loved their happy faces when they awoke to the 
gift’s under the tree. She remembers her son believing Santa did not bring his gift. He found it hanging on 
the gun rack. He cried and hugged her and said I love you!

My mammow said now people have no Christmas spirit. No Christmas Spirit! People have forgotten that 
it is about Jesus and not the presents under the tree. People now get offended by everything and try to change 
traditions. Christmas starts way too early and there are no events to attend in December.

My mammow said I need to learn more about the holiday season. She said Jesus is the reason for the 
season and the love of family.

hIram head, grade 5

How Did You Celebrate Christmas?

Mary Todd was born in 1976. She is my Mammaw’s friend. She would make homemade cookies and 
fudge. When Santa came on Christmas eve night she woke up and opened gifts.

She remembered that one year her mother had Santa build her a doll house made all of wood. She would 
play with it all day every day.

Her family has passed on and even though they have children Christmas is not the same. Everything 
is commercialized. Nothing is homemade anymore. She said that family is the most important and please 
continue to have your family traditions.

Jayden head, grade 5

Ceceliaś Special Christmas

My friend Cecelia Haynes was born in 1949. When she was younger she celebrated the holidays. She deco-
rated,baked cookies, sung carols, and entertained family. She would go out and play in the snow if it did snow.

Nancy reading mentor text
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Cecelia celebrated her memories by enjoying spending time with family and friends, getting out from 
school, and going to sleep late. She loved having old family members and friends over.

Cecelia grew up celebrating the holidays different because now everyone is busy and worried about what 
their kids want for Christmas. Now, we have big meals each year and we get more decorations to put on the 
Christmas tree.

Cecelia wanted me to learn that the real reason for Christmas is celebrating with family, friends, and 
others. Always, remember what Christmas is about.

cheyenne helBert, grade 5

Old Time Christmas

My mom was born in 1969. When my mom was my age on Christmas she would decorate a Christmas 
tree with her dad. They would hang up lights which were fireflies in a small glass bottle. They would also 
hang up pinecones and some popcorn on string. When they were done decorating, they would make dinner. 
They would kill a pig for some ham and go to the garden to get potatoes for mash potatoes, corn and peas. 
My mom and her dad would bake cookies too.

My mom once told me the story about her Christmas when she was 10. It was great. My mom said that 
nothing is different at all about her Christmas. We open presents, make food, bake cookies, decorate the 
Christmas tree, and listen to Christmas songs on our computer.

My mom wants to know on Christmas to spend as much family time as possible.
JoSePh horner, grade 5

My Dad’s Christmas

My dad Mike Lane was born in 1971. He had a great Christmas. He decorated the house with his mom 
and always had a very good breakfast on Christmas morning.

His special memory was the first Christmas his son got to spend with his dad’s mother. My dad says 
Christmas is different now because he says kids are always on their phones or games.

My dad says he wants me to learn to not go into debt trying to impress people by spending too much 
money. The reason I interviewed my step dad is because I have never interviewed him before and I have 
enjoyed learning more about him.

grant hoWell, grade 5

Back When the Holidays Were Different

My nanna, Carol Woodard, was born in 1948. My Nanna celebrated the holidays different in the past 
than now. She would get together with family. Her and her papaw would go cut down a Christmas tree 
behind their house when it was freezing cold. She would also go caroling with her church group. My nanna 
had different traditions back then than now.

One of my nanna’s special memories was when her and her papaw would go cut down a Christmas tree 
behind his house. The field was covered in snow and pine trees. All the trees were covered in snow while it 
was snowing. She loved it because it was so beautiful. It was the biggest snow she could remember.

The holidays are very different now from back when my Nanna was little. She didn’t decorate as much 
then. Families had a tree and that was about it. She didn’t have hardly as much presents as now. She would 
only get a couple when everyone now usually gets a bunch of presents. There were more relatives and cousins 
there.This is how my Nanna Carol celebrated the holidays.
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My Nanna wanted me to learn, that when people back then got things they appreciated every little thing 
because they wouldn’t get as much as now. It snowed a lot more back then. It snowed so much they would be 
out of school for days. I enjoyed learning about my Nanna’s past.

Now we decorate a tree. We have a fake tree. It doesn’t snow nearly as much as back then. Now my Nanna 
decorates her entire house. Christmas is a lot different now.

BaIlIe hugheS, grade 5

America

America is cool! Thanks for everything.
Mason fought in World War 2.
Every day I will believe in hope.
Right is what America is.
I will hope.
Christopher likes America.
American flag.

chrIStoPher hurd, grade 5

My Family’s Christmas

My dad Larry Lee Keene celebrated Christmas by going to his grandma’s house. He decorated the tree at 
his grandma’s house and she baked cookies. One Christmas my dad went on a horse drawn sled ride. They 
rode through the woods and drank hot chocolate, ate sugar cookies, and cut a tree. They had homemade 
decorations and food. My dad wants me to know that Christmas is about family not gifts.

Today, I celebrate Christmas by decorating a tree and buying gifts. On Christmas Eve we go to my aunt’s 
house and have a big dinner. At the end of the dinner she gives gifts to everybody. When I go back to my 
house I open one gift on Christmas Eve. On Christmas, we wait for our family to come to our house to open 
gifts and after we open them we play the rest of the day.

My dad wants me to learn that Christmas is about family and Jesus, not gifts. I know that it is about 
family and Jesus but I still want gifts too. Now, that I’m getting older I get fewer gifts. One day I won’t get 
any gifts because I will buy gifts for someone else.

Jace keene, grade 5

My Papaw’s Christmas Memories

My papaw Fred Woliver was born in 1940 and he celebrated Christmas very differently than we do 
now. When he was young, he went down to a sycamore tree and got the balls off of the limbs and dipped 
them in dye. Then he hung them on the tree that they got off the farm. His family got mistletoe off of 
black gum trees.

My papaw has a special memory about Christmas. He did not get many toys instead he got fruit, clothing, 
and shoes. He always had a big Christmas breakfast and a big Christmas dinner.

My papaw said that Christmas is different now than in the past. The tree decorations and gifts are all 
store bought. They raised their own food themselves. My pappaw said that if you don’t have the money to 
get your own ornaments make your own gifts. He said most of all the real meaning of Christmas is Jesus’ 
birthday.

BrySon kelly, grade 5
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My Grandmother’s Great Christmas

My grandmother Delores Wolford was born in 1945 and she celebrated 
Christmas in a great way.

First, she used men’s work socks for stockings and laid them under 
the tree. Each child received one gift. Their stockings was normally filled 
with an orange, apple, nut, and candy cane.They would go through the 
woods for the perfect tree. Then their dad would chop it down and help 
them take it home.They would string popcorn and make ornaments out 
of newspapers.Their favorite part was doing it with the family. People dec-
orate different now.

Now Christmas is more about presents and less about time with family. 
She wants me to learn that it’s more about Jesus’ birthday than receiving 
presents.

zach lane, grade 5

Christmas Memories

My mom Laura Allen was born in 1987 and she celebrated Christmas differently than I do. She and her 
family baked candy and worked on puzzles every snow day. They decorated a tree together.

One Christmas she and her extended family got snowed in. They played board games and played in the 
snow for days. My mom said that things are different now than in the past. There are a lot more things to 
give, and there are more expensive gifts. There are new lights.

My mom said I need to be thankful for things I get for Christmas. The reason for the season is Jesus and 
all holidays are better with family.

logan leSter, grade 5

Celebrating Christmas

My nanny, Sheila Anderson, was born in 1957. She celebrated Christmas in a different way, a long time 
ago. My nanny’s dad would help cut down a Christmas tree on their land. My nanny loved to decorate the 
tree with lights, garland, and ornaments. My nanny’s favorite part of the tree was the lighted up small star 
on the top of the tree.

My nanny has a special memory. She would have a big dinner. Their family would always have this 
dinner. It was a tradition! My nanny’s mom would be in the kitchen cooking up a storm! She would fix 
ham, homemade biscuits, and other goodies! When her family was ready they would sing Christmas 
carols.

Now, my nanny spends Christmas with her daughters, her son, and grandchildren. Her mom and dad are 
passed away, so she celebrates Christmas with us. Long ago she celebrated the holidays with her mom, dad, 
sisters, and brothers. She will always be grateful for her family and friends.

My nanny always wants me to know the true meaning of Christmas. My nanny says, “That the true 
meaning of Christmas is to spend time with your family and it’s not about the gifts.” I agree with my nanny. 
Christmas is not about the gifts, it’s about spending time with your family. Christmas is different now than 
what is was.

rIya leWIS, grade 5

Mrs. Jones and Nancy
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Mamaw’s Christmas

My mamaw, Johnnie Ann Combs, was born in 1947 and she celebrated Christmas wonderfully.
She and her brothers went outside and cut a cedar tree before Christmas. They used the old ribbon from 

the year before. They practiced caroling for church the next day. They all loved it and afterwards got treats. 
Now, we have artificial trees, and we buy presents. I think that the most valuable time is the time spent with 
family and friends.

She didn’t have many store bought things. It was mostly homemade. She got a present from Santa. She 
stayed up as long as she could trying to see Santa putting a gift under the tree, but she couldn’t stay awake 
long enough.

My mamaw told me about how the holidays are different from now and how the lesson is it’s not about 
what you get but what you give. Christmas isn’t about presents. It’s about spending time together.

PIPer lInton, grade 5

My Grandpa’s Christmas

My grandpa Paul Stanley Litton. He was born in 1956. Every year he would go out and cut a tree. He did 
it because nobody was strong like him. His dad died before he was born. That made him sad without a dad. 
One of the memories my grandpa had was funny. One year when my grandpa got done decorating, he opened 
the door. A wild cat ran up the tree. It took him forever to get it out.

My grandpa remembers Christmas being different from now. He said back then you only got food for 
Christmas. Now you can buy presents for your loved ones.

My grandpa would like me to learn the true meaning of Christmas. He wants me to know its not about 
presents. Christmas is about Jesus’s birthday.

I celebrate Christmas with my grandpa. First we go shopping. Then we go home, watch westerns, and 
drink hot chocolate. On Christmas morning we go to the living room. I tear open presents. My grandpa 
whispers in my ear I’m happy to be your grandpa.

randy lItton, grade 5

What My Grandma Donna Carroll’s Christmas

I interviewed Donna Carroll. She was born in 1956. My grandma Donna Carroll celebrated the holidays 
growing up in a great way! Her dad would cut down a Christmas tree. They took it back to their house and 
decorated it with lights and ornaments. They would bake gingerbread men and decorate them.

My grandma’s special memory about Christmas is when her family, animals, and friends got together to 
exchange gifts and ate dinner. She always remembered Christmas is about Jesus being born.

My grandma said that Christmas is different now because people now use artificial Christmas trees. 
Decorations are more colorful and bright. Meals are rushed more now. Gifts are more expensive now.

My grandma would like me to learn that being with family, animals, and friends is more important than 
expensive gifts.

Jayme lIveSay, grade 5

Christmas for My Dad

I interviewed Terry Britton, my dad who was born in 1957. He told me he put lights on the front porch 
every year in Chicago, rode a snowmobile, and watched church plays every year for Christmas celebration.
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He said his special memories of growing up was his uncle Arnold dressed up as Santa Claus for Christmas, 
and playing Ice Hockey on the lake during Christmas break.

The holidays are different from what they used to be. These are some reasons my dad thinks so. In 
Chicago, they did not have Christmas parades, people had to make gifts or go to the store to buy gifts, there 
was no online shopping, and it is way more busy than what it use to be. That is some reasons my dad thinks 
the holidays are different. I agree people used to be happy with a pair a shoes as a gift, but now we throw fits 
if we don’t get the stuff we want. I never knew why my dad said he did not want any gifts until I interviewed 
him. Now, I understand the meaning of Christmas.

My dad wanted me to know that Christmas has always and will always be about Jesus.
JuStIna loWder, grade 5

Christmas In Nebraska

My papa Bill Humstom was born in 1965. His family would go cut down a Christmas tree, make cookies, 
decorate the cookies, and go with the Boy Scouts to sing carols.

My papa has a special memory. It was about his oldest grandson’s first Christmas. My papa was so happy 
that he had a grandson!

My papa says Christmas is more commercialized now than when he was a kid.
They would cut down a tree for Christmas.
My papa told me to learn to have love all year long, joy, and the spirit of giving.

auBrey malle, grade 5

My Grandmother’s Christmas Memories

My grandmother Teresa Bray was born in 1958 and she had an awesome way of celebrating Christmas. 
She celebrated by cutting down cedar trees and using them as Christmas trees. She would cut down holly 
bushes and nail them against her door and windows.

She would always watch Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer with her parents. I mean she would never miss 
it. Some families still watch it today. My family still watches it. Does yours?

When she had Christmas she didn’t tell her parents what she wanted. She got surprised. Now, most kids 
tell their parents what they want for Christmas.

My grandma wanted me to learn that Christmas is about spending time with family and the birth of 
Jesus Christ.

taylor mcknIght, grade 5

How My Dad Celebrated Christmas

My dad Rick Mitchell was born in 1974. He celebrated Christmas much different than I do now. My dad’s 
family celebrated Christmas by giving gifts and having Christmas dinner. At the beginning of December my 
dad, his brothers, and his sisters would go out to cut a tree.

My dad said that he has one very special memory. It was the Christmas when he got his first bike. He said 
when he saw it he jumped on it and began to ride it. He was only 6 years old when he got his bike.

My dad said that the holidays are much different now because there are a lot more family members and 
he is able to give more gifts than he used to give. My dad said he would like me to be thankful for what I get 
because when my dad was my age he did not get much then.
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My family celebrates Christmas much different now than my dad did when he was my age. I go to 
my mom’s family and my dad’s family. I get a lot of gifts. Some of my gifts are expensive. My dad lets 
me pick out one big thing and so does my mom. I’m just thankful for what I get because when my dad 
was my age he didn’t get many presents. They couldn’t afford it. That is how my family and I celebrate 
Christmas.

olIvIa mItchell, grade 5

Christmas in the 1960s

My nana Patricia Moore was born in 1960. She celebrated the holidays by cutting down a cedar tree. She 
would decorate the tree with popcorn and homemade ornaments every year. Her mom would always make 
fudge cake. My nana’s grandparents didn’t have a lot of money so they gave her a treat bag for Christmas 
every year.

One of my nana’s special memories is when she got to be in a Christmas play. It was about the birth 
of Jesus. My nana always went to church on Sundays and on Christmas. My nana and her family were 
kind people.

When my nana was a kid she got one present. She got a doll that walked
with her. It was not much but she loved it. Now days, kids get all kinds of presents. Some kids have mul-

tiple Christmas presents. I have a lot of family so I get a lot of Christmas presents.
My nana wants me to learn to be thankful for what I get. She wants me to remember that Christmas is 

not about presents. It is about the birth of Jesus. My nana also told me that Christmas is also about spending 
time with your family.

adrIane moore, grade 5

Christmas in the Country

My papaw Paul Peters was born in 1949 and he told me how he celebrated Christmas when he was my 
age. My papaw said growing up that they would grow their own popcorn, eat it, and make strings out of it 
to decorate their Christmas tree. For Christmas my Papaw would would get one toy and one pair of shoes. 
He said that he was happy with that. Papaw said that his dad would bring boxes of fruit for Christmas like 
apples, oranges, and grapes.They raised hogs and would kill one to make bacon and ham. Papaw remembers 
that he had good things to eat.

Now there are a lot of presents under our Christmas tree. Now we go out and buy decorations for 
our  Christmas trees. They killed hogs and ate them for meals. Now, we just go out and buy bacon 
and ham.

Papaw said that he was happy with just getting one present. Now we get too much. We need to stop with 
all the presents and get back with spending time with family.

Now, my family has our own memories. On Christmas Eve we go to my mammaw’s house and celebrate 
Christmas. We have good things to eat. My aunt Lisa and my uncle Bobby come too. That is how we celebrate 
Christmas on my dad’s side.

One day after Christmas we go to my granny’s house and celebrate Christmas. When I was very small, my 
papaw made me a crib for my dolls and granny made the quilt, pillow, and the decorations. I still have that 
bed and it brings back memories.

Mammaw always would let my brother and I decorate the Christmas tree, and sometimes bake cookies. 
This is how my family celebrates Christmas and it brings back memories.

charISa moore, grade 5



104 JoneSvIlle mIddle School

My Dad’s Christmas Memories

My dad Dusty Glass was born in 1987. During his childhood, he opened presents first and then went to 
his grandparents’s house. While there, they decorated the Christmas tree and baked cookies.

My dad had a special memory about Christmas. He went to Florida a lot on Christmas. He would get to 
open presents there. He has family everywhere. He saw his uncle’s kids too.

Christmas is different now. Now, families buy decorations for their trees at the store. Instead of getting 
one present we get lots of gifts. Every year, we buy popcorn at stores. We buy everything at stores now. Little 
children leave cookies for Santa and family makes food.

My dad wants me to learn that Christmas is a time of year for joy, happiness, and giving.
glocklyn morrIS, grade 5

My Nana’s Christmas Growing Up

My nana Barbara Delph was born in 1952. She celebrated Christmas with her dad, brothers, and sisters. 
Her family would go into the woods and find a beautiful shaped tree. After the tree was put up, they all 
decorated the tree with traditional ornaments and some homemade ones.

She said her favorite memory was going caroling with her youth church group. She enjoyed seeing all 
the sweet faces at each home. She loved Christmas Eve and Christmas day with her family. She said her 
mom made the best dressing for Christmas and my nana still makes it for a tradition. She hates to see 
traditions lost.

She received 3 gifts for Christmas and she was so thankful. She says that Christmas should not be so 
much about gifts but for Jesus’ birthday. She says that all families just don’t get together like they use to. She 
says that gifts come and gifts go but to always remember that family’s love is forever. Jesus should be remem-
bered and celebrated as the true meaning of Christmas.

cameron moSley, grade 5

My Mamaw`s Christmas

My mamaw Janie Evans was born in 1961 and this is how she celebrated Christmas. Every year they would 
cut down a cedar tree and decorate it with paper chains, popcorn chains, canning lids, and aluminum foil 
ornaments. She also hung candy canes on the tree which she got to eat after Christmas.

My mamaw had some special memories. One special memory was my mamaw would go to bed early 
anticipating Santa Claus coming. She would just lay there unable to go to sleep listening for sounds of Santa 
on the roof. If she heard something she would close her eyes so he would come.

My mamaw says holidays where different from now. Growing up, they did not get 6 to 8 gifts they got 2 
to 3 gifts and they were needs like clothes and shoes. She would get a new baby doll.Today gifts are usually 
wants and they should be needs.

My mamaw wants me to learn the real meaning of Christmas is the birth of Jesus.
collyn neFF, grade 5

My Mom’s Christmas Story

My mom Samantha Phillips was born in 1989 and this how she celebrated Christmas. She helped her 
mamaw with cooking and baking chocolate pies and peanut butter rolls. She would let her wrap presents 
and then they would decorate the tree. She would leave out milk and cookies for Santa, and the entire family 
would come celebrate together Christmas Eve
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She had a memory about having so many people in our family all celebrating together. They had fun and 
just enjoyed each other’s company while eating the best meals together.

My mom said Christmas is different now since her mamaw passed. They all do their own things with 
their immediate family. At home, Chinese Christmas is a new way they all do gift exchanges. They play games 
like charades too.

My mom would like me to know that Christmas is a chance to spend quality time with the people you 
love not a chore or about what you buy.

gunner nelmS, grade 5

Christmas

My grandma Glorian Nimety was born in 1962. Growing up she would decorate a Christmas tree and 
bake cookies. She would decorate the tree with homemade ornaments with her family.

My grandma remembers waking up with her family and opening presents and stockings.My grandma 
says that her Christmas was different in the past. She got toys made of wood and the presents were different.

My grandma says that Christmas isn’t about presents it’s about family.
Brecken nImety, grade 5

Mamaw’s Christmas

My Mamaw Cathy Langley was born in 1965. She celebrated Christmas by putting decorations on the 
Christmas tree and being out of school. She remembers getting a new bike each year until she got older.

Christmas is different now because she celebrates the time with family like she did as a child and decorat-
ing the tree.The gifts were different because she got less than we do now.

She says Christmas is really about baby Jesus and helping others more than receiving.
chloey ParkS, grade 5

Mom’s Christmas Memories

My mom Rebecca Parks was born in 1979. This is how they celebrated Christmas. She said the day after 
Thanksgiving was always the day mom’s family would decorate for Christmas.

She also said she had a special memory. While decorating their tree, my mom’s dad Ricky Pennington 
would always play an old record of Charlie Pride’s Christmas album. She says that’s a special memory of her 
childhood holidays.

She says the holidays are different now then when she was growing up. She said we still decorate our 
tree together and make special memories. Our family meals have gone from being with extended family 
to just immediate family. Gifts were much more simple back then versus the expensive ones kids ask for 
these days.

I asked mom if she wanted me to learn something about the holidays. She said always cherish all the time 
you have with your family. Make the memories count, because one day a memory is all you’ll have left.

Jaycee ParkS, grade 5

My Great Aunt’s Christmas

My great aunt Charlcia Jones was born in 1950. This is her Christmas experience. She celebrated by doing 
a Christmas play at church. Also, at church they got gift bags with fruit, candy, and gum, they drew names for 
presents, and got gifts from santa. She spent most of Christmas at church, but family came over too.
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My aunt had a special memory about Christmas. When she was eight it was almost Christmas. She 
was going to her bedroom when she saw something in the closet. She opened the closet door and saw 
a bike. The bike had a tag that said To: Charlcia From: Santa. That was the year she stopped believing 
in Santa!

My aunt also said that Christmas isn’t the same. She said, “Back then it was centered around church.” She 
also said, “It’s more about gifts now then the real meaning. You should spend time with your family and go 
to church.”

My aunt wants me to learn that Christmas is a joyful time, and to not let anything take that away. I’ve had 
so much fun doing this interview. I want to do it again. I loved learning about my heritage!

kylah ParSonS, grade 5

A Different Christmas

My mom Jill Pearce was born in 1989. My mom celebrated Christmas a little different then some of us. 
For Christmas, my mom would always spend it with her mom Nickie. My mom’s family would always eat 
breakfast on Christmas morning. They would also bake cookies to go with it. When it was time to decorate 
the tree my mom would get to do whatever she wanted to the tree. After she finished, her sister would put 
the star on.

When my mom was younger, her Aunt Jackie would take her shopping and get her one Christmas pres-
ent. My mom would always choose shoes. Her Aunt Jackie would have to approve her shoes to make sure 
her she liked them to.

The gifts my mom got back then were less expensive. She also got less gifts then all of us do. The only 
people there for her Christmas was her, her sister Amy, and her mom Nickie. Then after that my mom would 
would have dinner with her family on Christmas.

My mom wants me to know that Christmas is not all about the gifts. It is about spending time and having 
fun with your family.

chaSe Pearce, grade 5

My Grandma’s Christmas

My grandma Sherrie Williams was born in 1959. She celebrated the holidays in a great way! They dec-
orated the tree and the house. They visited family and friends. They made Christmas candy. They also cut 
their own tree.

Her special memory about the holidays is being with family. She made presents for her siblings and they 
made presents for her. They grew their own food and did not buy it at the store. They received presents that 
they needed and not wanted.

My grandma wants me to learn that the holidays are about being with family and not about getting pres-
ents. Simple things are better and to be grateful.

Braylen PendergraFt, grade 5

My Mom’s Christmas When She was a Child

My mom Rosemary Scott was born in 1984. She has wonderful Christmas memories. Every year, my 
mom and her mom would bake special treats. My mom enjoyed giving the treats away. Everyone always 
wanted the treats.

As a little girl, she would have a candlelight service and sing Christmas songs before her church started. 
All the youth at the church would go Christmas caroling. She would always get a new dress.
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My mom said that Christmas is a lot different now. Families do not get together and visit like they used 
to. Everyone thinks about gifts instead of the real meaning of Christmas, Jesus Christ.

My mom would like me to learn to spend more time with family and the real meaning of Christmas, 
which is the birth of Jesus.

WeSley Scott, grade 5

A Very Special Christmas

My Aunt Kristin Dean was born in 1989.This is how she celebrated Christmas.They helped decorate the 
Christmas tree every year at their grandmother’s house. All of the grandkids, probably around 18 in total, 
would take turns placing ornaments on the Christmas tree. The older girls would help their grandmother 
wrap the younger children’s presents.

My Aunt Kristin had a very special memory. She remembered one Christmas when she was around nine 
years old her grandmother would let her make her very own Christmas present. She owned her own busi-
ness where she made curtains and covers. She got to pick her own fabric and make her own blanket with her 
grandmother. She still has that green watermelon blanket to this day!

She says Christmas is different now because she gets a lot more socks and underwear as she has gotten 
older. She is very appreciative of that! Another big difference is the amount of joy she gets watching her nieces 
and nephews opening their presents.

My Aunt Kristin would like me to learn that Christmas is not just about presents. It is about spending 
time with your family.

nathan ShelBurne, grade 5

My Grandmother’s Christmas

My grandmother, Carolyn, was born in 1954. I chose her to interview because she is really special to 
me.My grandmother’s traditions are way different from mine. Instead of buying ornaments she made her 
own by stringing popcorn and making paper cut- outs.

My grandmother had a special memory of Christmas. She told me that one year her brother came home 
for the holidays from the Army. I thought that was amazing because she could spend Christmas with her 
brother. 

She also said that Christmas isn’t how it was before, and she was right. Gifts are more elaborate and 
Christmas is more commercialized. My grandmother and I think people are losing the true meaning of 
Christmas.

My grandmother told me that you should appreciate your family and what you have. She also said 
Christmas is about more than just gifts and I think that is true because people always bring up presents 
around Christmas. I am very glad that I got to interview my grandmother and learn more about her.

taylor ShuPe, grade 5

My Papaw’s Christmas

My papaw Jackie Skaggs was born in 1958. When he was just a little kid he and his brothers, aunts, uncles, 
mom and dad would eat finger foods. They would also drink punch and sing carols.

My papaw had a special memory of Christmas. After they got home, Santa had already stopped by and 
he got a steel basketball goal. 

My papaw told me that Christmas is different now than in the past. Now family does not gather together 
like they used to in the past. 



108 JoneSvIlle mIddle School

My papaw wanted me to remember about that Jesus died for our sins. That’s the true meaning of 
Christmas.

chandler SkaggS, grade 5

Christmas with Mamaw

My mamaw, Drucellia Hunley was born in 1944. She told me that they would cut down a sycamore tree 
each year on Christmas. They took sycamore balls off the tree and wetted them with water and flour. Then 
they would put them on their Christmas tree as snow balls. They also hung popcorn on their tree.

Once she had a rubber doll that she received on Christmas. She was laying in the bed one night and her 
rubber doll fell. She didn’t want to get it so she made her sister Loretta get it for her because she was scared 
that Santa would see.

My grandmother remembers holidays were different from now. Only one big present for the kids. One 
year my mamaw got a pet pig and it’s name was Blossom. They killed it and ate it. Now days, if you get a pet 
pig for Christmas you would let it live a full life.

My grandmother wanted me to know that Christmas is not about presents. Christmas is about the birth of Jesus.
JacoB SnodgraSS, grade 5

My Mamaw’s Christmas

My mamaw Patricia Hendricks was born in 1959 and celebrated Christmas in a very special way. My 
mamaw and her family celebrated the holidays by cutting down a Christmas tree. She sang Christmas carols 
with her sisters, brothers, and mother. My mamaw and her family made homemade ornaments to put on the 
Christmas tree they cut down. This is how my mamaw celebrated Christmas as a child.

My mamaw’s special favorite memory is that one year they were so poor they had to put a green blanket 
over a plunger. I think it is creative putting a green blanket over a plunger at the same time I think it is really 
funny. This is my mamaw’s favorite Christmas memory as a child.

The ways the holidays are different then from now is that her whole family would not come over just the 
people that lived with her. Now all of the family visits for the holidays. This is one way Christmas is different 
from when she was a child.

One lesson she wants me to learn is that Christmas is not all about the presents. Christmas is about 
spending time with family.

elIJah StaFFord, grade 5

My Nana’s Christmas Growing Up

My nana’s name is Betty Miles. She was born in 1954. She told me about her Christmas growing up. She 
celebrated like this. Her brothers would go cut down a cedar tree. They decorated the tree. Her mom had 
lights that bubbled up. They also strung the tree with popcorn and put sycamore tree balls on it. For all 11 
children her parents couldn’t buy them presents. So, her mom went shopping to get them all a box of candy, 
gum, nuts, and cracker jacks. Her mom put them all in a big bag with their name on them until her mom 
went to be with the Lord. She also said that her dad loved his nuts and chocolate around Christmas time.

She has a special memory about the holidays and it is being with all 10 brothers and sisters because she 
loved to be with family. Her mom had 11 children. Her sisters would bring her special things because they 
lived out of town. Also, her brothers ate the popcorn off the tree.

She said that the holidays are different now. A lot different! It is different from the gifts, lights, holiday trim-
mings, and she also has grandchildren now. There were no cell phones and no one sat at the table with a phone.
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She wanted me to learn something from this interview. She wanted me to learn it is all about Jesus. We 
do this to celebrate Jesus’s birthday. She loves for her grandchildren to come over and help put up a tree and 
help decorate.

mIley StaPleton, grade 5

The Soldiers Give Us Freedom

Freedom
Respect our country
Everyone loves freedom
Every soldiers fights for us
Don`t give up
Our freedom is because of you
Many soldiers died for us

JacoB SutPhIn, grade 5

Freedom

Fought for our freedom
Respect you
Everyone loves you
Everyone thanks you
Died for our freedom
Outstanding
Men don’t give up

JoSePh SutPhIn, grade 5

My Dad’s Christmas

My dad, Danny Taylor, was born August 15, 1977. Christmas is his favorite holiday. I was surprised to 
learn that when my dad was growing up, he didn’t celebrate Christmas like we do today.

My family loves to decorate our Christmas tree with ornaments. This is something we always do. My dad’s 
Christmas tree is so beautiful. My dad said when he was young his family always went into the woods and cut 
a real tree for Christmas. I don’t think they had as many ornaments and lights as we do today.

Baking cookies is one of my family’s most favorite things to do for christmas. We bake for different kinds 
of cookies. We love to eat them! We also love singing Christmas songs. We spend a lot of time together 
getting ready for Christmas. My dad told me that him and his dad spent a lot of their time at Christmas 
working. They worked very hard cutting firewood. This was hard work but special time to share.

Me and my sister love getting present for Christmas. We get a lot of presents! My dad said he didn’t get 
as many presents as we do. But we know Christmas is not all about presents, cookies, tree, or singing. It is all 
about family and when Jesus was born and we are blessed for that.

katelynn taylor, grade 5

Christmas in the Country

My Dad Mike Thomas was born in 1971. My dad said when he was my age he would help cut down a 
cedar tree and decorate it with ornaments. On Christmas day, his family would have Christmas dinner and 
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on Christmas night he would set outside and listen to the frogs croak. The trees would sway. On Christmas 
morning him and his brothers would get 1 or 2 gifts. After that they would take a 22 and shoot down 
mistletoe.

mattheW thomaS, grade 5

Christmas in the 1900’s

My grandfather, Ronnie Toney, celebrated Christmas different then we do now. He would go to church 
and sing songs. His dad would cut down a tree from behind the house. His mom would make cookies and 
make ornaments out of paper and streamers out of popcorn and cranberries.

My grandfather had a special memory about Christmas. His twin brother and him would play in the 
snow. On Christmas Eve a puppy jumped on him and his dad said it was his to keep. 

My grandfather said Christmas is different now than when he was young. He said he did not get as many 
gifts. He shared stories with his family. Instead of electric lights, he used candles around the house.

My grandfather wanted me to learn that Christmas is not about gifts. It’s about spending time with family 
while you still can.

taWnI toney, grade 5

My Mom’s Christmas

My mom Amanda Troutman was born in 1981. The way my mom celebrated christmas was cool. First of 
all, she decorated the Christmas tree. Then they would set up a village. Finally, after they got it up they would 
sit down and enjoy some hot chocolate and watch a Christmas movie.

My mom Amanda Troutman had special memories. Her special memory was getting to hang out with 
cousins and getting to see all of her extended family.

The way that the holidays were different from now is that her grandparents had passed away. My mom 
said of course it’s different because your missing your family. It was hard. Now she’s has us, Aiden and Cade 
Troutman. She says it’s better now and it isn’t as hard on her.

My mom said that what she has learned over the years of holidays is to always share Christmas with 
family. It has taught me to share.

cade troutman, grade 5

My Grandma’s Holidays

My grandma Jean Beard was born in 1985 and she celebrated the holidays very special growing up. Her 
and her sons including my dad use to decorate the tree and after they were done they would bake sugar 
cookies.

Her special memory about Christmas was one time when her sons ate the cookies and milk when it was 
really for Santa. She says the holidays are different because back then people didn’t have phones. Back then, 
everyone could get closer together and not be on there electronics.

My grandma would like me to learn that it is not all about phones and taking pictures. Christmas is about 
spending time with family.

mckendra Wallace, grade 5
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A Very Good Christmas

My mom Heather Washam was born in 1986. When, she was a little girl, she celebrated Christmas. She 
always put up her tree the first day of December. Her family would always open one gift on Christmas eve. 
Then on Christmas morning they would eat breakfast, open gifts, and go to her mamaws.

My mom special’s memory of Christmas is at her mamaw’s house. Every year her mamaw would save 
pennies all year. On Christmas, she would divide them between my mom and her brothers.

Now that she has grown up, she puts up her tree day after Thanksgiving and now we take turns with 
making Christmas dinner.

What to learn about Christmas is that the holidays are not about the gifts and things, it’s about being 
with family and making memories.

nevaeh WaSham, grade 5

My Mamaw’s Christmas Memories

My Mamaw Patricia Stapleton was born on July 9, 1956. My mamaw told me how they celebrated 
Christmas when she was my age. She said that they would cut down their own tree. When they got home 
they would pop popcorn, take a piece of string, and put the popcorn on the string. They would wrap it around 
the tree and they also made their own ornaments.

My mamaw told me about her special memory. She said that she put fruits, nuts, and candy in bags. She 
put them under the tree for Christmas morning. When they put the bags under the tree, they sang Christmas 
songs with her family. When they ate, they would have turkey, ham, deviled eggs, stuffing, and all sorts of 
food. When they got done eating, they would go to bed. The next morning they saw presents.

My mamaw said when she was growing up that Christmas was different every year. Each year, Christmas 
was different, some years they would celebrate Christmas and some years they did not celebrate. Since I was 
born, we have celebrated Christmas every year.

My mamaw told me that Christmas wasn’t about the presents. It was about celebrating with your 
family.

Brandon WeSt, grade 5

The Good Ole Christmas Days

My mamaw, Mary Bourne told me about her Christmas days when she was a child. In Mary Bourne’s 
Christmas days, she and her family would start off December first by going to the park and singing carols. 
They would go to church and learn about the birth of Jesus. They would bake fruit cake and cookies with 
family. Her job was mixing the fruit cake. On Christmas day, they would go to their grandmother’s house for 
a gift exchange and a feast.

Mary Bourne’s special memory was going to her grandmother’s house, talking and playing with cousins 
and family, doing the gift exchange, and the feast.

Sadly, now in her age, TV tells you to buy stuff for Christmas and it’s commercialized. She liked it better 
in the old days. My mamaw, Mary Bourne wants me to learn that Christmas is not all about gifts. It is about 
family, God, and the birth of Jesus.

chaSe WeSton, grade 5
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Celebrate Christmas

My dad Adam Smith was born in 1986. He would decorate the house. He also decorated the outside of 
the house. He put up garland and Christmas balls.They had a big dinner. He had ham, mac- and- cheese, rolls, 
and more. His family came and we exchanged presents.

My dad has a special memory about Christmas. He remembers going to his mammaw’s house and most 
of his cousins had made a surprise visit. They had so much fun.

When he was growing up Christmas was more about being with family. Now it,is more about gifts.My dad 
wants me to know that families should start spending more time together. Christmas is not about the gifts.

markuS Wheet, grade 5

How my Mamaw Celebrated the Holidays

I interviewed my Mamaw Janet Bledsoe. She celebrated the holidays by decorating outside and cutting 
down a tree. Then she would bake cookies and sing Christmas carols.

My Mamaw’s special memory about Christmas was spending time with her family. She loved being with 
her family and having relatives to visit.

Holidays have changed for my mamaw from then to now. Gifts have become more expensive today and 
it is harder for family to get together. My Mamaw wanted me to learn to be more thankful for time with my 
family. Don’t worry about presents and celebrate Jesus’s birthday.

mattheW WIllIS, grade 5
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Sindy Fields, Dual Credit 12

Heritage

Heritage is a word that compiles many different definitions according to the family it is coming from. Having 
a background makes you the person you are today. Furthermore, it describes you in many ways others may not 

comprehend. Family plays a big role in my life and where 
I come from. My family was all raised on the creek, Ely’s 
Creek, what we used to call Pucketts Creek. My great- 
grandmother has lived there for all my life and most of hers.

I come from a large family. Mamaw Ann, my great- 
grandmother, had 6 children. Back then large families were 
not uncommon; in fact, having a large family was desired by 
many because they were all used to work. I knew a lot about 
the family history, but Mamaw informed me it wasn’t as much 
as I thought. After talking with Mamaw a few days ago, I 
gathered some useful information. Having six children wasn’t 
easy but they were her life. Unfortunately, she only has 4 now. 
Back at that time, around 70 years, having a baby at the age of 
16 was traditional. She had her oldest child at the age of 16, 

my aunt Jean. Jean was born at her great grandmother’s house, Mamaw Ann’s mom. Her second child, my Mamaw 
Beverly, was born at home, which at the time was located in ‘Gobbler’s Knob’, a little place over the hillside. The 
doctor who delivered Beverly was Doc O’Dell, and as he stated, “It was a quick 50 dollars.” Mamaw upgraded by 
having her third child at the hospital and finally it was a boy. Uncle Barry was delivered by Dr. Tiddle along with 
his brother Greg, Mamaw’s second baby boy. Now at this time, I think Mamaw Ann was getting tired because of 
the response she gave me. When asking where Susie and Cleta were born, her last two girls, she told me they were 
hatched. It was funny to come from Mamaw but in reality, they had a midwife, a person (typically a woman) trained 
to assist women in childbirth, Ms. Turner, later named “Old Mom Turner” brought them into Pucketts Creek.

History is everything and this is why you should never hesitate to learn more about your own when given 
the opportunity. Many things I didn’t know about my family is now embedded in the back of my head. With 
having so many great- aunts and great- uncles comes aunts, uncles, and cousins. All of my family is super close to 
one another, especially during the holidays. This is just a little insight into my great grandmother’s motherhood.

haley anderSon, grade 12

Silas Mitchell

Silas Mitchell, my grandfather, was a very strong individual from what he had gone through in his life. Silas 
was born on March 11, 1914 and raised in Cawood, Kentucky. His parents were Ben and Addie Mitchell. He 
had four sisters named Julie, Mary, Lizzie, and Hazel. Silas then started working outside of the coal mines 
when he was 12 years old because his father became ill. Ben had a genetic disease call Huntington’s disease 
and died shortly after he became diagnosed. Silas worked in the coal mines to support his family after his 
father passed. The coal mines went on strike and left Silas out of work, so he then started working at the 
local schoolhouse as a janitor. Besides working at the school house, Silas’ favorite thing to do was to hunt 
and fish. He loved fishing with Ben’s best friend, which was my grandmother’s father. Silas fished with him 
many times on his farm where he soon met my grandmother, Wanda Glass, and her daughter Mary Ann. 

Nancy and Sindy Fields
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Wanda’s father asked Silas to take care of Wanda and Mary Ann because he became ill. Silas and Wanda 
went to the courthouse in Jonesville on May 25, 1959 and received their marriage license. They lived in Silas’ 
house in Cawood, Kentucky and had 5 more children including my mother. My mother states that when she 
was a young girl she remembers he was a very happy and positive man. He was a Sunday school teacher at 
a Methodist church a couple houses down from his house. Silas taught Sunday school until he fell ill with 
Huntington’s disease that was passed down to him from his father. My mother states that his behavior tran-
sitioned from calm and joyful to compulsive and full of anger. Mood swings is one of the biggest symptoms to 
diagnosing Huntington’s disease. He became abusive and my mother explains that it wasn’t like him, that the 
disease made him that way. Wanda became afraid that he would hurt one of the kids, so they were forced to 
flee back to Wanda’s hometown. Silas died when he was 70 years old on March 14, 1984. My mother states 
that Silas nor Ben was never diagnosed with this disease that they thought they had just a type of palsy. After 
Silas’ death, his son Carl was diagnosed with Huntington’s disease and the doctors then discovered that Ben 
and some of his relatives had the genetic disease instead of a type of palsy. Silas Mitchell was a strong indi-
vidual to live to the age 70 with a horrible, fatal disorder. Even though I never met my grandfather, his work 
ethic at the age 12 and the willpower with his disease is what I strive to be like.

deWayne garrett, grade 12

My Dysfunctional Family

My family is, for lack of a better word, unique. However, we definitely put the ‘fun’ in dysfunctional. We 
don’t have what you would consider a ‘traditional” family. If there is a gathering, someone is bound to be late 
and it never fails. When my sister leaves my house, she always somehow manages to lose her keys when they 
are usually sitting on the table right in front of her. People don’t have a clue how one- of- a- kind my family 
truly is.

I never knew my dad and my mother is adopted so I actually don’t know anything about the generations 
before me. Her adopted mother, whom I consider to be my grandmother, was a foster parent and fostered 
many children throughout her life. My grandmother doesn’t even have to be notified that someone is coming 
over, and she always manages to have the best food laid out on the table.

Noah, my little brother, has a syndrome called CHARGE syndrome. Noah has had hundreds of surgeries 
in his fourteen years of living. When he was born on January fifteenth, he had to stay in the hospital for one 
hundred and eight days. He was given a feeding tube in his stomach because when he would try to eat, he 
would aspirate it and food would go straight to his lungs. He had an esophageal fistula which is basically just 
a tube that goes down his throat so that he can breathe a little easier. Our mom has told me for years that I 
was always his best therapist because I always made sure he would say words correctly and walk as often as 
possible. He may be my biggest pest, but he is also my biggest hero.

My dogs and my cat are my babies. I think very highly of my cat, Kenda. He always snuggles and sleeps by 
my side every single night. One day, I kissed his little nose and he put his nose on mine and it was absolutely 
precious! Kenda is not really a fan of anything that isn’t me, especially my dogs. Oliver really enjoys playing 
with Kenda even though he ends up getting scratched in the face because Kenda really does not like to play. 
Reese is my beautiful three- legged dog. My mom forgot to put him in his dog lot one day and he decided to 
wander into the road to look a mate and a car came by and hit him. It was devastating when we found out he 
didn’t have anymore usage out of his right leg.

To conclude, I wouldn’t trade my family for the world. We may have our ups and downs, but at the end 
of the day, we still love each other. We have no other choice. I am beyond grateful and thankful for each and 
every member. Like I mentioned before, we are a unique bunch of crazy people, but I couldn’t have asked for 
a better possy.

alySSa goodman, grade 12
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Grann

My grandma, also known as Grann, was born in Castlewood Virginia and moved to Lee County with 
her parents when she was a teenager. Growing up she didn’t have much. She came from a poor family. Grann 
married my papaw Ken in 1973. One of my favorite stories she’s told me about her and my papaw is the day 
they got married. They went to the home of a minister and elope; she said, “The ceremony was going great 
until they got to the part about having a witness, so we had to wait until the minister’s neighbor could come 
over.” They have two daughters, Alisha and Amanda. She retired from nursing when my papaw was diag-
nosed with Lou Gehrig’s disease. Seeing what the two of them went through through the whole process was 
heartbreaking. She spent day after day taking care of him until he took his last breath. The strength she had 
through her faith through the death of my papaw spoke volumes to me. I had never seen someone go through 
so much yet stay so strong through the whole thing.

Anyone who knows Grann knows that she is definitely not your typical grandma. My grandma has been 
on some crazy trips for people her age. She has zip- lined in the Bahamas, cruised to the islands of Hawaii, and 
even drove across the country, starting in Virginia going all the way to California and back with her sister. She 
loves cheering my cousin Canaan on at the baseball games and my sister at her basketball games. My grandma is 
someone I truly admire and look up to. Grann and I have a very close relationship. Throughout the years, Grann 
and I have made some pretty amazing memories, from taking week long beach vacations, to driving two hours 
to a baseball game just to watch my boyfriend play, to her shooting groundhogs out her kitchen window. There 
is never a dull moment with her. She has taught me many life lessons and things she’s learned from personal 
experience. Through her I’ve learned the valuable lesson of cherishing what you have and not taking anything for 
granted. Grann has impacted my life drastically, especially my faith in The Lord. She has taught me what it means 
to stand firm in my faith. I wouldn’t be the person I am today without the love and guidance Grann has given me.

grace hall, grade 12

Heritage

The passing down of memorabilia from generation to generation allows for memories of those in your 
family before you to live on in a physical form. Often in many families there are heirlooms that are prized 
and kept in solitude behind protective barriers to allow the object to survive for generations to come, for 
the memories of the past to be transferred to future generations. I myself am not particularly a sentimental 
individual, but my family on both sides hold and treasure many different relics of the past, and the stories 
behind some of them are particularly interesting and odd, and in some cases the objects themselves are even 
more odd. On both my mother’s and father’s sides of the family, there are many relics that they hold dear, 
and I’ll detail a few of the more interesting ones here.

Perhaps one of the most interesting bits of memorabilia currently in my bloodline is a rifle, not some 
antique that was carefully curated from the past, not some multi- hundred dollar expertly crafted firearm, 
but an old, beaten- up battle- torn gun. To make it even more interesting, the rifle in question is a Mannlicher 
M1888, a rifle that was not manufactured in the U.S., but rather in the now defunct Austria- Hungary. The 
story behind this piece was that it was traded for food at my great- great grandmother’s diner, as the patron 
had no money on his person, and apparently happened to be carrying around a rifle in his pocket. The rifle 
itself is practically worthless due to excess wear, and it has sat in the closet of my grandfather’s house for years 
upon years, but it serves as a reminder to my family of their late relatives.

As for my father’s side, my great- grandmother is extremely sentimental, hoarding family relics and storing 
them away for the future. One of the more interesting sets of memorabilia that she possesses is a full porcelain 
china set that bears the family coat of arms on every piece. It is in near- mint condition, and is displayed in a glass 
cabinet for all to see in her house. On another note, their family has historically been farmers, and as far back 
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as has been traced, every generation has in some way been involved in farming. These generations of farmers 
have left behind some antique farming equipment, and in my great- grandmother’s front yard, there are multiple 
pieces of horse- drawn farming equipment, as well as other rustic tools. The tools themself are old and rusted, 
and more than likely are unable to perform any minor sort of work, but as with many piece of memorabilia, 
they do not serve a purpose in the house, but they serve as a reminder of the past and my ancestors before me.

zachary hammondS, grade 12

The Garden

Every year, my mamaw puts out a large garden. For as long as I have been alive, she and Papaw have kept 
many vegetables in the bottom of her yard. The abundance of crops has fed our family for a pretty long time. 
They plant crops that vary from corn to potatoes to onions and all sorts of other plants. Zucchini is one of 
the plants that comes by surprise; we don’t plant it but it comes around anyway; pumpkins love to do the 
same. We generally have around 3- 4 long rows of corn growing on the hill and let me tell you, I love it. My 
mamaw has always referred to me as the hardest worker of the grandchildren. My sister will not help with 
corn; instead, she sits in fear that she will find a bug hidden in the shuck. My cousin Katie helps for a decent 
while, until she gets tired of it and goes inside. My cousin Keaton helps some. My youngest cousin Callie has 
never been big enough to help. So while they are inside hiding away from the heat, I’m in the midst of it all, 
and I’m enjoying every moment of it. When we plant corn, Papaw tills the land and my aunt Melissa, uncle 
Doug, Mamaw, Mom, Katie, Keaton, and I put 2- 3 seeds in the ground moving along the line until we are 
finished. Then Papaw comes along with his hoe and pushes the dirt over top of the seeds. It is a long and 
tedious task to do, but it’s a fun one. When it is time to harvest the corn, Papaw brings his tractor down to the 
bottom of the hill and we pick corn and toss it in a bucket. We then stand in a circle shucking all of the corn 
and throwing the freshly shucked corn over to Papaw’s tractor. Believe it or not, you can actually cut yourself 
with the shuck. My finger learned that the hard way. So after we shuck all of the corn, we go to the top of the 
hill to Mamaw’s porch. There we have bowls of water, a brush to get the silk off of the corn, and knives to cut 
the corn. Now I don’t like silking corn; it is boring and takes too long. I take up the task of cutting the corn 
off of the cob. Once we’ve got a good system going, I usually go inside with Mamaw and help her cook all of 
it. After that, we sit the corn out to dry. Later, we bag the corn to be frozen; it’s either on the cob or off of 
the cob. To know how much we have done, Keaton and I go outside with buckets of cobs and we sling them 
over the hill. So we don’t lose count, Keaton counts the odds and I count the evens or vice versa. To end the 
day, Mamaw fixes supper with some of the fresh corn, and I finally get to sit down to a good swig of coke.

SydnIe hIneS, grade 12

Secret Family Recipe

My great- grandmother Nancy Light was an outstanding cook. It was a tradition that every Sunday all of 
my family would go to her house after church for a meal. Sundays, however, weren’t the only time her house 
was filled with people looking for a good ole home cooked supper. She was known throughout the town for 
her cooking and could never turn down a hungry mouth. I cannot remember a visit to her house that she was 
not at the stove at one point or another. There was a constant flow of people stopping by her house to see 
what she was fixing that day. I do not think I can recall a time that there was not somebody stopping by for 
dinner and a quick chat. I never heard of anybody disliking her cooking; she made delicious meals. However, 
her desserts were like unlike any other. The cake granny made that everyone always requested was her made 
from scratch white cake. Throughout my lifetime, I’ve had this cake many times and with many icings, but 
everyone’s favorite pairing has always been my granny’s coconut icing. This cake recipe had been passed down 
through my family for generations; my grandmother, my cousin and I still make it every year for Christmas 
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dinner. Although my granny and her family had made many contributions to cookbooks, the white cake rec-
ipe was never published. It was our family’s secret recipe. My great- aunt moved away from southwest Virginia 
and carried the delicious recipes with her. Like my granny, she could never turn down sharing her cooking 
with anybody. She quickly gained popularity in the town where she moved due to her cooking skills. It was 
no shock when she was approached about a catering job by a local businessman who was a friend of hers. 
At the catering job she fed many mouths, but when a representative from the company Little Debbie took 
a bite of her white cake, he knew he had to get the recipe. She was humbled when Little Debbie contacted 
her about buying the recipe, and she was reluctant at first. However, after talking to my granny and a couple 
other family members, they decided that it would be an honor for a company to use their recipe and spread it 
around the world. Little Debbie soon after started using my family’s recipe for all of their products containing 
white cake. To this day as far as my family knows, Little Debbie cakes are still using the recipe. So chances are 
if you have had a Little Debbie goodie, you have had a taste of my granny’s cooking. However, I must say, it 
will never be quite the same as her home cooked white cake with her coconut icing.

aShlyn lee, grade 12

Dirt Cake

My grandma makes a dessert that is very special to me. I have enjoyed her dirt cake many times and made 
many memories while doing so. From helping her make it, to enjoying it with her, I always think of the good 
times we’ve shared whenever I eat it.

Ingredients:
• 1 lg. package Oreo cookies
• 8 oz. cream cheese
• 1 c. powdered sugar
• 8 oz. Cool Whip
• 1 lg. package instant vanilla pudding mix
• 2 ½ c. milk
• 1 tsp. Vanilla
• ½ stick butter

Crumble ¾ package of cookies in bottom of 9x13- inch pan. Mix remaining ingredients and pour over 
cookies. Crumble remaining cookies on top. Chill until ready to serve.

kImBerly muncy, grade 12

Devil’s Bathtub

If you live in the Appalachian region, you have probably heard of the Devil’s Bathtub. The beautiful scenery 
that leads you straight to a large bathtub- like natural pool that is crystal clear is definitely worth the four mile 
hike. But do you ever stop to ask yourself how it got its name? I’m sure at one point or another a story of Indian 
tribes naming it has floated through your ears. However, a much different story, the true story, is told in my family.

When my great grandfather, Jesse Beagley, was young, he and his twenty three siblings lived in a small 
cabin right beside one of the creeks that runs into the Devil’s Bathtub. With no video games, cells phones, 
or movies, he and his brothers would go out daily and explore. After all, the Beagley family owned a large 
part of the ridge at the time. One day, my Papaw Jesse and a few of his older brothers followed the creek 
down and discovered The Devil’s Bathtub which, at the time, was just a new place that they could jump into 
cool water in the summertime. Sometime in those years following their discovery, one of his older brothers 
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gave it the name that is so popular now, The Devil’s Bathtub. The name spread across High Knob through 
the families and hunters who told sons and daughters of the Bathtub as a landmark. In 1936, the National 
Forestry bought most of the land from the Beagleys and a few other families on High Knob and established 
the Jefferson National Forest. This didn’t mark when the Bathtub became popular. It was known of by many 
people but was not seen in the public eye yet. The Devil’s Bathtub remained a hidden gem for many years. 
Though I never visited it before the path was made, my great grandfather took my father through the land the 
he still knew so well to see The Devil’s Bathtub. There were no markers on trees, no rock piles to mark where 
to cross the creek, and no sign of a path. This all changed very quickly when the Bathtub was discovered and 
made into a tourist attraction. It has long been forgotten who was there and how the name came to be before 
large groups hiked miles to gaze at the Bathtub and jump into its cool waters, but I will always remember the 
stories told and my family’s roots will always be there.

Sarah Shuler, grade 12

Stuffed Bear

Whenever my grandfather, Don, or as most knew him, Coach, passed away from prostate cancer, I lost 
one of the bravest men that I have ever known. Shortly after he had passed, my father had my siblings and I 
pick out a shirt of his to have a blanket made out of. All three of us picked out a shirt that he had worn that 
meant something important to us. I picked one of his coaching shirts from soccer. He was my coach one year 
during soccer; he coached my team, the “Neons.” We wore bright neon green shirts and I had the number 11. 
The shirt I chose is significant to me because he is the entire reason Lee County even has a soccer association. 

When I was very young, whenever someone asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up, I always said I 
wanted to be a soccer player. My family was very confused by this because they were not sure how I knew about 
soccer because we did not have it around here. When I finally reached the ripe age of four, I was allowed to join 
the soccer league in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. Every time I had a game, my entire family would travel all the way to 
Big Stone to support a four- year- old rookie. By my third game, Papaw had decided to start up a soccer program 
in Lee County. He said it looked simple enough to start up, so with the approval of the town, he got to work. He 
found coaches and people who knew the sport well to join the Lee County Soccer Association or LCSA. 

October 9, 2018, marked one year since the death of my grandfather. My father came in and told my 
brother and I that he had a gift for us, and neither one of had any clue as to what this gift could be. He goes 
on to say that he lied to my brother and me, but he did it for a good reason. By this time we were extremely 
nervous as to what he could possibly have for us. He pulled out two stuffed bears, made from Papaw’s shirts 
we picked out. I was in tears at this point, and then I turned the bear over and saw that it had words on 
the back. It read: “This is a shirt I used to wear, whenever you hug it know I am there. Love Papaw Coach.” 
Having this bear is like having a piece of him with me, even though he may not be anymore. My brother, 
Aaron, and sister, Adessa, had picked out red and grey soccer shirts, too. For years papaw had begged my 
sister to play soccer, and when she finally did, she loved it. My brother has played soccer since he was three. 
Soccer was a big part of our lives that Papaw loved and used as a way to connect with us.

andreW WIllIamS, grade 12

How My Family Made It To America

In the early 1940’s when World War II started, Clyde J Woliver was enlisted in the U.S. Army. He under-
went basic training in Biloxi, Mississippi. After the passing of his mother, Clyde enlisted in the army. His 
father was saddened by the news. Upon completion of the US training, he was sent to New York for his fur-
ther assignment. When he arrived in New York, they tested him to make sure he was capable of being enlisted. 
When he was younger, he had a tree fall on his head, causing a metal plate to be put in his skull. During his 
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test, they found that plate and told him to return to his home. However, Clyde wanted to serve. They then 
agreed to let him join the U.S. Army Air Cor. He was stationed in Norwich, England at Attlebridge Air Force 
Base. Unbeknownst to Clyde, the Red Cross had a station at the air force base. It was through this service that 
he had met a young girl named Peggy Blyth. They began a secret relationship shortly after meeting. He would 
ride his bike to her house daily to giver her love letters. The relationship continued, despite the ten year age 
difference. In 1944 Peggy and Clyde got married in Norwich, England. They had a great first year of marriage 
and many memories to follow. In 1945 as the war was ending, Peggy and Clyde received the news that they 
were expecting. Vivian Ann Woliver was born in April of 1945. When Vivian was a year old, she and Peggy 
came to the U.S. via ship. A nine- day journey for a young girl and a year old baby was a huge challenge leaving 
her home and family. Upon arrival at Ellis Island in New York, Peggy and Vivian were greeted by the Statue of 
Liberty. They then boarded a train headed to Norton, Virginia. It was during this trip that Peggy had encoun-
tered her first person of color. The person could tell Peggy was tired and worn out. They asked if they could 
hold the baby while she rested. Peggy was beyond grateful towards that person. They were met in Norton, 
Virginia by Clyde’s father, Arch Woliver. He brought them to his home in Lee County, Virginia. During this 
time Clyde was still on active duty with the air cor. It was nearly one year later before he was able to board 
the Queen Mary to come home to Lee County, Virginia. Before leaving England, Clyde took his army issued 
rifle and hung it in a tree in Peggy’s mom’s backyard. He engraved “I’m done with the war.” The family began 
to grow more and more as the years went by. Wanda Woliver was born in 1948. Beverly Woliver was born in 
1952. Pamela Woliver was born in 1960. Relentless for his desire for a son, Clyde persuaded Peggy to enlarge 
the family one last time. In 1965 that dream turned into a reality with the birth of Edward Arch Woliver.

morgan WolIver, grade 12

My Lovely Grandparents 

My grandpa on my dad’s side’s name is Ren Guang Zhang and my grandma’s name is Jin Zhu Zhang. 
My grandparents are in China where they have lived there their whole entire life. My grandpa is 72 years old 
and my grandma is 67 years old. My grandpa loves to plant vegetables and flowers, while my grandma, on 
the other hand, loves to cook. To me, my grandma is an amazing cook just like my father. My grandpa and 
grandma met each other by arranged marriage. A lot of people at that time had a lot of children; however, my 
grandparents only had two children. They only had a boy and a girl, my dad being the oldest. My grandpa has 
hearing problems because when he was in the Vietnam War a cannon exploded right beside of him making 
him lose his hearing. So every time my grandma talks to him, she has to scream in order for him to hear 
what she is saying. At the apartment back home, they each have their own responsibilities. My grandma is in 
charge of cooking, cleaning the house, washing clothes, and washing the dishes after every meal. She is also in 
charge of doing the grocery shopping. In China, most people go grocery shopping every day, usually they go 
very early in the morning at around five o’clock. They go grocery shopping first thing in the morning because 
everything is fresh in the market. My grandpa, on the other hand, is in charge of watering plants, fixing the 
things that are broken, and sometimes he helps my grandma cook. After every meal, they always go out to 
take a walk. They walk for about twenty minutes before they head back to the apartment. 

My grandparents helped take care of me, my sister, and my brother when we were very young. They took 
care of us until we came to America. Both of my grandparents loved to take care of us when we were very 
young. After we all went to America, they had to take care of their other grandson. They told me that they had 
an amazing time taking care of us. Every time I talk on the phone with them, they always ask me if everything 
is going okay and say that they want us to visit them in the summer if we can. I have been to China three to 
visit my grandparents. Every time I had a wonderful time just spending time with my grandparents and explor-
ing. My favorite vacation is spending time with my grandparents because I do not get to see them very often.

angel zhang, grade 12
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Jill Skidmore, Grade 8 Students

A New Path

Mrs. Skidmore’s submissions for the Origin Project came out of change and a new opportunity. As a 
teacher, I have always taught high school English, and after many years, I am very comfortable with my place 
in public schools. There is something comforting about knowing your position and place.

And then came change in the form of the movement of 8th grade to the high school.
My principal informed me over the summer that I would have one class of eighth graders for the year. 

Middle school reputations proceed students, even with teachers. I had never had middle school students, but 
I had taught ninth graders for years and have seen the progression of immaturity to maturity in high school. 
Could eighth grade be that much different?

As a looked at my students on the first day of school, I could see the trepidation of moving to a much 
bigger school with a larger faculty and many more classmates. I wanted them to feel welcomed, and still enjoy 
class. So we took a field trip.

Behind our school is a one room schoolhouse that has been moved from the countryside. It sits tucked 
behind our school as a reminder of where our rural schools have come from. There are some other rustic 
buildings there as well, but the grass, weeds, and trees have slowly been recovering these buildings so that 
most kids don’t even know it’s out there. When the schoolhouse first was placed there, schools used to come 
and visit, but as time goes by, it tends to be forgotten in our bustle of tests, homework, and SOLs.

But not my eighth graders. I decided we need to walk, and enjoy a day out in the sunshine. We were 
working on descriptive writing and I devised we need to go out and see a lovely view. We left our building 
and walked up to the schoolhouse. I asked them to think about the natural world they see around them as 
they explored the schoolhouse and surrounding buildings. They climbed, laughed, fell, scattered dust, and 
wondered about these building that are so far from their own idea of what school is.

When we returned, they created these haikus and I asked them to illustrate their experience. We took an 
object that has deep history in these mountains, and gave it to a new generation of students. I made a new 
tradition with students who are the first eighth graders to come to our high school, and the want to keep 
going back to our little one room schoolhouse. I hope that you enjoy their work.

JIllIan SkIdmore, teacher
lee hIgh School

Nature
A cloud in the sky

Drifting along the sky now
A cloud in the sky

latchlon aldrIdge, grade 8

Fall
Yellow and brown leaves

Autumn has a chilly breeze
Fall is soon to come

meghan calton, grade 8
hannah oSBorne, grade 8

The old schoolhouse
Lee High has secrets



122 lee hIgh School

Too dangerous to tell you
The house in the woods

The trees rustle light
In the soft warm summer breeze

Fall is approaching

The flowers will wilt
And the beauty will drain fast

There are cute for now . . .
elIzaBeth claSBy, grade 8

The Image
The wild berries

That we saw through the window
Shining in sunlight

BrookS chadWell,grade 8
rylee cox, grade 8

Jaelyn hall, grade 8

The Old School House
Spider webs everywhere

Old house with old wood today
Smell of sawdust

devIn davIdSon, grade 8

Outside
The wood building creaked
The children eagerly learned

The day shall end soon
caden ely, grade 8

hunter kelly, grade 8

The school house
The one room schoolhouse

Dust surrounding it with care
The sunlight shines through

kat ely, grade 8

Old building
Old wood in protest

Untouched is the flowered piece
A broken past breathes

Brandon gIllIam, grade 8

A special place
The house on the hill

Rylee Cox Haiku
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Hidden away by the trees
Spirits come to play

aBBIe horner, grade 8

Old building
Outside, in the cold breeze
Looking at the old building
Getting all the creepy vibes

chaStIn huFF, grade 8

Schoolhouse
The birds are singing

An old school house lies alone
Wild flowers scattered.

Sarah JohnSon, grade 8

Leaves
Orange, yellow, and brown leaves

Sunshine and chilly weather
Fall is coming soon

karley Shoemaker, grade 8

Old building
Old wood in protest

Untouched is the flowered scene
A broken past breathes

katlyn tomlInSon, grade 8

Alex Long, English Grades 9 & 11

Reflection on Lee High Origins

Never could I be prouder of the hard work of my students for this year’s publication of the Origin Project. 
Learning something new is always a challenge, but can be fun if approached the right way. My students discovered 
just that between investigations into family history and personal interviews 
with the self- same family members.

Each of us have a story to tell. As I tell students, don’t fall into the 
danger of telling the single story. That is, don’t allow outside misconcep-
tions of this area and its people to define who you are. If you don’t write 
your side of the story, the truth will never be heard. The diversity of the 
Southern Appalachian mountain region is rich in the lore of Western 
Europe and the Celtic Isles of Britain and Ireland. I shared my own fam-
ily’s heritage with students as a launching point of them to share their 
own. Through a presentation of my Scottish heritage, students became 
ignited to find their own family’s heritage.

As you read these entries, I hope you enjoy the hard work and dedi-
cation of the students as they share just a little bit of their own origins.

mr. alexander long, englISh

Sarah Johnson Haiku

Katie Tomlinson Haiku
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Cherry Cream Pie

I chose this recipe that my mamaw made. Her name is Brenda Lawson. This recipe for Cherry Cream Pie 
means a lot to me because she only makes it once every year for Christmas. No one else knows the recipe but 
her but, that doesn’t stop everyone else from trying to make it. No matter how hard they try, they can never 
make it taste like my mamaw’s Cherry Cream Pie. It only lasts about an hour because everyone runs after it 
to get the biggest piece.

• 1 can sweetened condensed milk
• ⅓ c. lemon juice
• 1 tsp. Vanilla
• ½ tsp. Almond extract
• 1 (8 oz.) Cool Whip
• 1 baked pie shell
• 1 can cherry pie filling (can use other fruits, such as blueberry or raspberry, if desired)

Directions:
Mix sweetened condensed milk, lemon juice, and vanilla and almond extracts. Gently fold in whipped top-
ping until combined. Pour into pre- baked pie shell. Top with pie filling. Cover with plastic wrap and chill for 
2- 3 hours before serving. Makes one 9- inch pie that serves 8- 10.

trent Baker, grade 9

Growing Tobacco

I live in Lee County Virginia, and one of the main sources of income here used to be growing burley 
tobacco. Growing tobacco in Lee County has changed over the years. With the development of new farming 
technology, it has become easier to grow tobacco. However, when my grandmother was growing up, such 
technology didn’t exist, and it was a much more strenuous process. I interviewed my grandmother, Janice 
Bales, to find out more about how tobacco was grown when she was growing up.

My grandmother said that my great- great- grandfather and his family grew tobacco. In the early spring, 
they would burn their tobacco beds to get rid of any weeds in them. After the ash cooled, tobacco seeds would 
be sprinkled into the beds, and the ash was nutrients for the seeds. The tobacco beds were covered with white 
canvas to ensure the plants didn’t freeze over. While the tobacco seeds were maturing, it was time to plow the 
tobacco field. My grandmother’s family had two mules that they used to plow their field. First, they hooked 
their plow up to their mule and plowed the field. Then, two mules were hooked up to a big log and it was 
used to smooth down the freshly plowed field.

Once the tobacco seeds were matured, they had to be transferred to the tobacco field. The tobacco plants 
were pulled from the beds and taken to the fields. Then, it was pegged into the ground with a blunt stick. The 
tobacco had to be watered and fertilized to ensure it grew properly. As the crop develops, it buds, also known 
as suckers, have to be removed. Cutworms, moth larvae that eat the tobacco, had to be removed by hand.

By August, the tobacco was usually ready to be harvested. It was cut and speared on a tobacco stick in 
bunches of five or six. The plants were left overnight to wilt, which made them lighter and easier to carry. Next, 
the tobacco was taken to a barn and hung to cure and dry. This is because freshly cut tobacco is too wet to use. 
Tobacco takes a couple months to cure. Once it was well cured, it could be taken down and graded, but the 
tobacco had to be damp when taken down, or it could crumple. The tobacco was graded based on where the 
leaves were on the plant. The very bottom leaves were called “ground leaves” and usually the worst grade. The 
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top leaves were called the “tips” and the medium grade. The best grade tobacco came from the middle leaves. The 
plant was separated into different baskets based on grade and sold. The best grade was worth the most money.

Tobacco growing in Lee County has declined in recent years. This is mainly due to the Fair and Equitable 
Tobacco Reform Act of 2004. Tobacco farmers used to be given a quota of how much tobacco they could 
grow per year. Under this act, the government bought out the quotas of a lot of farmers in this region, and the 
farmers could no longer grow tobacco. They were paid over ten years according to their quotas. Even though 
not much tobacco is still grown in this county, it still remains a big part of my heritage.

ryan BaleS, grade 11

His Journey

The gentle ocean breeze caressed his cheek.
Opportunity awaits him.
The waves crashed against his ship vigorously.
So long family.
So long friends.
There was no going back.
He could only imagine God’s plan.

Jaden Barnette, grade 9

Lemon Brisk

• Large can of cream or 2.5 cups juice from 2 lemons
• ¾ cup sugar
• ¾ cup boiling sugar
• 1 package cherry jello
• 2 cups graham cracker crumbs

Mix water, sugar, and jello. Let it cool completely. Whip the cream until it is stiff. Put the cream on cool 
jello and mix it. Line a dish with the graham cracker crumbs, reserving 2 tablespoons. Pour the jello cream 
mixture over the top. Sprinkle it with the remaining graham crackers. Put it in the fridge or freezer to set.

This recipe is the most amazing thing I have ever ate. Every time my mom or mamaw make it, I get so 
excited. Unfortunately, the only time this delicious dish gets made is on special occasions, like Christmas or 
Thanksgiving. This recipe was passed down by my great great great grandmother. Something funny about 
this recipe is that she was just sitting there one evening and she decided to come up with her own recipe. 
So she went to the kitchen and attempted to do that. It took her weeks to finally get it right, and when she 
finally did, she was thrilled. Ever since then, not only has the recipe been passed down, but so has the story.

kamrIn BIShoP, grade 9

My Papaw’s Shotgun

One thing that has been passed down from generation to generation is my Papaw Johnny’s Shotgun. It is 
a treasured object that holds a lot of sentimental value to our family. My Great Grandpa Bob bought the gun 
for my papaw Johnny when he was a small boy, when my dad got old enough my papaw Johnny handed it 
down to him. A couple of years ago my Dad handed it down to me. I’ll never forget the day he gave it to me as 
long as i live. It was a cold morning when we loaded our rabbit beagles up and headed out for a hunt. My dad 
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said son I love you and want you to have something that means the world to me and he handed it over and 
said this is now yours, take care of it. I couldn’t believe my dad gave me something that he cherish so much. 
It’s a Stevens 20 gauge single barrel shotgun with a wood stock. My papaw Johnny has told me tons of stories 
about his dad taking him rabbit hunting with this gun and him taking my dad. He said you couldn’t fill the 
back of a full size pick up truck with the rabbits that have been killed over the years with this gun. There’s no 
amount of money that could buy my gun, it holds a special place in my heart. My Great Grandpa Bob has 
passed away and that is where it all started. The memories and the stories that have been shared over the years 
makes it irreplaceable … Someday if I become a father and have a son of my own, I to will pass it on to him.

keaSton BIShoP, grade 9

Homemade Rub for Smoked Pork

1 cup Brown Sugar
3Tb Paprika
2t Seasoned Salt
1t Kosher Salt
2t Garlic Powder
2t Black Pepper
1/ 2t Cayenne Pepper
2t Oregano
1t Thyme
1/ 2t Onion Powder
1Tb Chili Powder
1/ 2t Dry Mustard

Mix all the ingredients together for an amazing rub! This is a rub that my dad made to put on pork before 
putting it in the smoker. My family uses this recipe very often, especially for special family events. It is very 
delicious and if you choose to use this recipe, I hope you enjoy!

caSSIe BledSoe, grade 11

The Man Himself, Anthony Fee

My papaw was born on March 16, 1958. He grew up in the Big Hill Community in Pennington Gap, 
Virginia. There on Big Hill my papaw has 7 brothers and 6 sisters. Also, on Big Hill my papaw and his sib-
lings learnt how to play the banjo and guitar, and have wrote many songs about the Lord. My papaw and his 
family grew up rough, but they were always happy. My papaw has taught me many life lessons, but the two I 
cherish the most is, no matter what always be thankful and be happy with what you have, that way you can 
be a light to others. Also, to always shine your light for the Lord, no matter what the situation. To me, my 
papaw is one awesome and amazing man!

ally BoWen, grade 9

Brewer

When thinking of an origin for me to submit, I wanted to investigate the meaning and history of my 
surname or last name. I was shocked to see all the different ways my last name has been used through the 
years. My last name, Brewer, is a occupational name for a brewer of beer or ale, from an ancient derivative 
of Old English breowan, ‘to brew’, giving the Middle English term “brewere.” It is also a translation of Dutch 
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Brouwer, German Brauer or Breuer. Anglicized form of French Bruyere, habitational name for a place so 
called in Calvados, France.

It is of Norman origin, a Norman name de Berewa. The name comes from the Norman area of Brovera 
or Brueria, now Breviare, near Caen, in Normandy. The vast movement of people that followed the Norman 
Conquest of England of 1066 brought the Brewer family name to the British Isles.

The name is also an anglicized version of the native Gaelic O’Brugha Sept name. The last name Brewer, 
in Ireland is often an immigrant origin having been to the Province of Ulster by settlers who arrived from 
England, especially during the seventeenth century.

auStIn BreWer, grade 9

Oreo Dirt Pudding

This dessert is a heavenly layered chocolate pudding dessert that is an essential to our family Thanksgiving. 
It is a simple recipe that is made quick and gone even quicker. This tradition is the highlight of our family 
dinner because of how sweet and desirable it is.

Ingredients:
One package of Double- Stuffed Oreo cookies
Half a cup of melted butter
Two packages of instant chocolate pudding
A fourth of a cup of milk
Two eight ounce cups of Cool Whip
One block of cream cheese, softened
One cup of powdered sugar

Instructions:
1. First, take a gallon Zip- Lock bag and fill it with your package of Double- Stuffed Oreos inside the 

bag and seal it. Then, crush up the cookies inside of the bag until they are in small pieces.
2. Secondly, poor half of the bag of cookie crumbs in a 9 by 11- inch glass baking pan. Pour your 

melted butter on top of the cookie crumble and mix thoroughly. Press your cookies to the pan to 
make a crust.

3. Next, whisk the two packets of pudding mix in a bowl with milk. Set the pudding in the fridge to set.
4. Blend the cream cheese until it has a smooth consistency. Add the powdered sugar into the cream 

cheese and add one container of Cool Whip. Spread your mixture on top of the cookie crust 
evenly. Take the pudding out of the fridge and add it on top of the last layer of pudding Oreo 
Dirt Pudding.

5. Finally, use your second Cool Whip to add on to the pudding, then sprinkle the rest of cookie 
crumble on top of the Cool Whip!

JaSmIne BreWer, grade 11

My Grandmother’s Garden

A lot of people have certain connections that tie to a special place in their hearts. These connections can be 
through people, places, or just a plain object. I myself have one of these special connections; my mom’s garden. 
It’s special to me for a number of reasons. It serves as a reminder of my mom’s mom, my grandmother, who has 
passed away. I hope to bring her memory to life by describing the many positive aspects of this very special garden.
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To begin, there are many reasons this garden is special to me. First, it serves as a memoir to my grand-
mother, who planted the first seeds in the garden. Her influence has kept the garden around for at least a 
decade. My mom has kept the garden in good condition, and it makes me happy that my mom has such 
dedication to keep it going. Second, my mom is teaching me how to keep the garden in good shape. My mom 
is going by the farmer’s almanac in her teaching along with various other factors.

Furthermore, there are many more reasons this garden is special to me. My grandmother and her 9 chil-
dren had to live off of it for quite a long time because of monetary problems. Anything like steak or any kind 
of meat was a rarity, and it inspires me that, with so many people living in one house, they were all able to 
pull through. Lastly, the garden has been kept in a food- bearing state because of my mom and her siblings’ 
willingness to preserve their mother’s memory. It’s truly inspiring to think about their dedication.

In conclusion, this garden holds a very special place in my heart. My family has done a fantastic job of 
keeping it in good shape, and it truly ties me to the area that I live in. To anyone else, it may just look like a 
plain and simple garden, but to me, it’s the product of my grandmother’s hard work.

laIne BrookS, grade 9

Apple Butter Recipe

My grandmother started making Apple Butter back in 1970 when she was 14 years old. She discovered it 
one day when she needed to put a taste on the biscuits she had made. When she made it, she wrote it down 
on a piece of paper, she still has the paper she wrote it down on. We usually put this delicious recipe on bis-
cuits, toast, and some of the meat we have at the house. She has some of it stored in jars in the basement at 
her house. She started making it back then and still makes her delicious Apple Butter to this day!

The following is on her paper:

1. Place the apples, apple cider, brown sugar, cinnamon cloves, and salt in a pot.
2. Cook over medium to low heat
3. Make sure to leave the pot uncovered
4. Stir the pot for around every 15 minutes, until the apples become very soft and start to fall apart, this 

usually takes about 1 hour.
5. Then use a blender to mix it up so it can be pureed, (a preferred hand blender would be perfect for 

this, but you can still use a regular blender, food mill, or food processor.)
6. When the apple mixture is smooth, return it to the pot and continue to let it cook down.

You pretty much just want the liquid to evaporate. The longer you cook it, the thicker it will become. 
It will thicken up as it cools.

7. Once the apple butter reaches a dark brown color and has a thick spread, remove it from the heat and 
squeeze in some lemon juice to make the flavor better.

clarke cecIl, grade 9

Banana Pudding Recipe

Back in the 1960s when my grandmother was 12 years old her grandmother taught her how to make 
Banana Pudding. She has a whole cookbook full of different foods, but the Banana Pudding she makes has 
always been my favorite dessert. I have always been really close to my grandmother so I am the only one she 
has ever shared her recipes with. Her delicious Banana Pudding will always be my favorite of all time. She 
started making it when she was around my age and I am so happy that I get to help my grandmother make 
it the same way that she helped hers!

The following is written in her cookbook:
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Instructions - 
1. Preheat oven to 325º F.
2. Combine flour, sugar and salt in a large, heavy saucepan.
3. Lightly beat egg yolks and combine with milk in a large bowl or measuring cup. Pour the egg and 

milk mixture into dry ingredients in heavy saucepan. Cook over
4. low to medium heat, stirring constantly, until ingredients are thickened and smooth. Remove 

saucepan from heat and stir in vanilla.
5. To layer your banana pudding, begin by placing vanilla wafers on the bottom of a 13x9 baking 

dish, glass bowl, or another 3- quart container.
6. Slice bananas and place on top of wafers.
7. Pour one- third of custard over wafers and bananas.
8. Repeat layering process two more times until all wafers, bananas, and custard have been used. 

Ending with a final layer of wafers for decorative purposes.

For the Meringue - 
1. Whip egg whites with an electric mixer set at high speed.
2. Allow egg whites to foam, add cream of tartar and then gradually add sugar one tablespoon at a time.
3. Continue whipping until sugar is well- dissolved.
4. Add vanilla once stiff peaks have formed and whip until well- combined.
5. Spread meringue over banana pudding, making sure to spread to the edges of the dish.
6. Bake for about 25 minutes until lightly the meringue is lightly browned.

ISaBella cecIl, grade 9

A Broken Foot

Okay, I have decided to tell you a story about the time I broke my right foot. It was in the 5th grade and 
me and my cousin were out riding around on a “ride by side.” So, we thought we were indestructible but we 
later found out that my foot wasn’t. We were driving very recklessly through a field that hadn’t been mowed 
yet and we couldn’t see anything in front of us. We was probably going 50 MPH basically the fasted it would 
go. Suddenly, we took a sharp turn to the right and at the same time we hit a ground hog hole and flipped 2 
times. While we were flipping my foot somehow got up under the roof of the vehicle and the roof smashed 
it. I still limp a little, but I don’t miss wearing the cast in school!

Parker chance, grade 9

My Grandfather

Today I will be sharing things about my grandfather and how he has to work on the farm to get what he 
and my grandmother have today. Many of the people in this world today look as to farmers as being poor 
and having no life. Honestly, today if there wasn’t any farmers we probably wouldn’t be where we are. Farming 
is a big part of this culture that I live in. People right here in South West Virginia have to work hard to get 
what they have. We mostly get all of our stuff from farmers anyways, if you actually think about it. Farmers 
often raise cows, donkeys, goats, horses, and pigs. Then, you send off the skin or the animals in general to 
be processed. When, you get it back it’s like the animals are used for a good purpose, if it’s not food then its 
clothes that surly does keep you warm. Do you ever think about that?
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My grandfather James Davidson grew up on a farm and now lives and works on his own. He always is 
working hard and pushing to make a living. My papaw always likes to tell me stories about when he was 
little and he went hunting for his food. James, tried to get me into the farming stage, when I was about 11 
or 12. Where I would go gather hay, feed the animals, and drive around on the four- wheeler to make sure, 
everything is just right. While I would be checking on things, he often would take a break after being outside 
working for hours.

autumn collIngSWorth, grade 9

Fishing Day

Fishing is a sport that is renown all over the world. Many families and outdoorsmen use it as a way to 
catch food for their families, though, many others catch and release for sport. The activity can be traced back 
thousands of years. Ancient peoples used fishing as a way of life and survival. This is the tale of my earliest 
remembered fishing trip with my father.

To begin, I can remember back as far as I can the fishing trips my father and I took. My father loves to fish 
and I do to. He taught me much of what I know about fishing. My father and I love to fish a certain breed of 
Salmon that annually gets stocked in Virginia watersheds known as Trout. Many types of Trout get stocked 
in the rivers of Southwest Virginia. Our particularly favorite kind being Rainbow Trout, also known as 
Steelhead Trout. My father and I would travel to out secret fishing spots in places no one would know about 
and set up our fishing rods. We will bait our hooks with Powerbait Trout Dough. On other occasions we will 
use spinning lures. My father and I would sit by the river banks for hours on end reeling in Trout. Sometimes 
we would get other river inhabitants such as snapping turtles on accident. After we concluded our fishing day, 
we would pack up with our gear and return home. We always released our Trout unless we wanted the meat.

Our day would conclude with supper my mother would have prepared. My father and I would need 
showers and to clean up before we ate. Those are the good fishing days I remember with my father. Of course, 
trout aren’t the only fish we sought after, but they are our favorite.

colee cottrell, grade 11

Danny Collins

I’m Carolina Collins and 
I’m here to tell you about my 
father, Danny Collins. He was 
born October 18th, 1955 to 
Mae and Russell Collins who 
lived in the Dryden area. He 
was one of five children. He was 
born at home and delivered by 
Dr. Daniel Gabril and named 
after him. He mostly went to 
Dryden school. He mostly 
lived on farms with his mom 
and dad and sharecropped. He 
grew tobacco, hay, and moved 
a lot. As he got older, he did 
many jobs. He worked putting 
up telephone lines and he also Stanco Equipment
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worked as a mechanic but always going back to the farm. In 1977, he met and married my mom, Susie Collins. 
Over the years, they had seven children. From 1977 to 1980, he worked several jobs. The one that caught 
hold and really stuck was when he was a brick layer. In 1990, he bought a farm and moved his whole family 
there where he grew tobacco, and raised cows, and he continued to lay brick. His work is scattered around 
Lee County and Kingsport, Tennessee and Boone Lake. Sadly, his journey ended on May 5, 2016 but he is 
laying brick up in heaven with his son, Russell Lee Collins who passed away June 6,2006. He is sadly missed 
by his wife Susie, and his kids Glen, Collier, Flossie, Amanda, Haley, and Carolina Collins.

carolIna collInS, grade 9

My Aunt Debby’s Special Pie

My aunt Debby used to make an apple pie that her Great grandmother used to make. She would make it 
for my mother and grandmother because her pies were always the best. She made her own crust with crushed 
graham crackers and melted butter, once she got her crust all mixed together she would mash it all in her pie 
pan with a mason jar until it is all flat in the pan. After she got her crust all lined out she would put it in the 
fridge and start to peel her apples. Once all the apples were peeled she would start to slice them up and fry them. 
Once she got the apples in her pan she would start to coat them in brown sugar and cinnamon. She would fry 
them for about thirty or forty- five minutes and once she had the apples good and fried in their brown sugar 
cinnamon mixture, she would take her pie crust out of the fridge and put the apples in the pan, once she got all 
the apples in the pan she would pick the pan up and tap it on the table. She would sit the pan back down on the 
table and turn her oven on four fifty bake, and she would wait for about thirty minutes for her oven to warm up 
and would walk back over to the table and grab her pan, and put it in the oven to bake. She would bake the pie 
for a good half an hour to an hour. On time while I was over at her house she told me “This apple pie has a very 
special meaning behind it, my great grandmother made this pie for her husband and had just perfected making 
it right before he died it, apple pie was always his favorite, anyways when I was a little girl my mother taught me 
how to make this pie as her mother taught her and now I am teaching you,” she would always make the pie for 
us on Thanksgiving and Christmas it her thing she loved to make us her special pie.

anna cox, grade 9

My Family’s Hunting Tradition

Every year me and my family all go deer hunting together. This is the time that we all get to bond. The 
opening morning, we all get up and eat a big breakfast, then we head to the woods. When driving to the 
place we are hunting we all will listen to music and sing. Once we arrive to the property. We usually sit in 
the truck and scout for deer that are already out and moving early in the morning. If there’s a deer that is up 
and moving one of us will get out of the truck and slowly make our way to a spot to get a clear shoot. But if 
there is not a deer that is out we will take our time, put the rest of our camouflage on and we will start the 
miles and a half walk up the mountain. When walking up the mountain we will stop and look around to see 
if any deer has come out.

Once we have gotten to where we are sitting for the morning to watch for deer, we will lay our guns down 
and get all the things we need out of our backpacks incase a deer comes walking across in front of us. If we 
do see a deer that is walking on the ridge, me and my father will decide who gets the first shot. When we 
come up with our decision on who gets the first shot, the other person will watch the deer while and after 
you shoot. That way you will have a idea on where the creature ran after you shot it. After the first shot is 
fired, we will pack up our things and go to where the person shot the deer and we will begin to search for 
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blood. The reason we look for blood is because when you find a blood trail it is a whole lot easier to find 
the deer.

In conclusion, I always look forward to deer season so I can spend time with my family. When we get 
up early and eat breakfast together it is the best feeling ever. I love getting to spend one on one time with 
my father because if it wasn’t for him taking me into the woods when I was younger and introducing me to 
hunting, I personally don’t think I would have such a great passion for it.

Baylee cox, grade 11

Plain Sugar Cookies

• 3 ½ c. sifted flour
• 2 ½ t. baking powder
• ½ t. salt
• ⅔ c. sugar
• 2 eggs
• 1 t. vanilla
• 1 t. almond
• 4 t. milk

Measure flour; add baking powder and salt and mix again. Cream margarine; add sugar gradually, cream-
ing well. Add eggs, one at a time, beating. Thoroughly after each. Add vanilla. Add flour, alternately with 
milk, mixing well after each addition. Chill overnight. Roll ⅛” thick. Cut into desired shape; place on greased 
baking sheet. Bake at 400 degrees for 9 minutes or until done. Yield: 6 dozen.

Even though sugar cookies are a simple thing that many people make, my family’s recipe is a little unique. 
We add vanilla and almond and that seems to create the best sugar cookies ever. This recipe started with my 
great great grandmother. The rules to passing the recipe down is that if the grandmother of whom is being 
taught is still living, then it must be taught by her. If she is not, then it must be taught to the grandchildren 
by the mother. Every Easter and Christmas, me and all of my cousins go to my grandparents’ house and make 
sugar cookies all day long. We decorate them with all colors of icing and many designs.

This recipe is something so simple that holds so much meaning to my family. We will never forget the 
many wonderful moments spent with each other learning how to make these incredible sugar cookies so the 
recipe can be pasted on.

tatum cox, grade 9

The History of Stanco Equipment

Coal is a big industry in the Appalachian region and if we did not have coal I would not have this story 
to tell. I sat down with my grandfather, Bobby Kerns Stanley, intrigued about how he started the Stanco 
Equipment trucking company. He first started working for his dad, who owned three trucks, for about a year 
and a half. When his dad decided to sell the trucks in March 1972, Pa Kerns bought them at the age of 20 
with the support of his wife Evon Stanley. He now owned three trucks, so he hired two men. He drove the 
other truck himself and done most of the mechanic work.

Around 1980, Pa Kerns built a truck shop. At the time, he had fourteen trucks and fifteen men working 
for him. Most of his workers was his kin. He had three sons that he taught how to work on and drive the 
trucks. In 1989, Clinchfield Coal Company shut down so Pa Kerns started hauling in Thornton, Kentucky.
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In 2005, Stanco Equipment consisted of twelve coal trucks. Stanco Equipment now owns a total of thirty 
trucks and fifteen pieces of construction equipment. He works for Contura Energy, whom he has hauled coal 
for since 2004, and hauls from three deep mines and two strip jobs.

Pa Kerns is very proud that he was able to send three boys through college with all of his hard work. He 
stated, “There was no such thing as 8- hour work days, it was more like 12 to 14 hours.” He later stated, “If 
it was easy everybody would be doing it.” I admire my grandfather’s hard work. He built up a company that 
now has thirty coal trucks and more than fifty employees. He is 67 years old and still actively involved with 
the business alongside Nannie Evon, who did the administrative work for the last several years. Pa Kerns said, 
“It takes a long time to build, but can be lost overnight.” This man has proven that with hard work anything 
can be accomplished.

Bethany davIS, grade 11

Family History

Family history is very important to a person. Knowing where you come from, can give you better quality 
about life. Having a home, car, food, and clothes would be a personal goal to set to have for a family when 
one sees the sacrifices a family goes through. Working just to raise a big family, making ends meet to pay the 
bills or just to have food on the table, a family can experience the better things in life, which having the family 
you always wanted and showing the love to each other can bring you closer to self- discovery. As an example, 
my papaw and his family growing up are a great example of my family history because when my papaw 
was younger, his family did not have anything. They lived in a 3 room shack, just to have shelter. My great- 
grandmother was taking care of nineteen children at the time, and my great- grandfather was always working 
on the garden. My papaw and his siblings could not even go to school because their parents could not afford 
pencils, paper, and even clothes to provide for them. His family went through a rough time period. He said 
they had to eat wallpaper just to have food, or they ate the vegetables they had from their garden, which was 
very little for nineteen children. They did not know how to read, to write their name or anyone else’s name.

My mamaw taught my papaw how to do basically everything, she taught him how to read, to write his 
own name, her name, and my mother’s name. The only book he said he ever wanted to read was the bible. At 
the age of 40, my mamaw taught him how to read the bible, he read the whole bible, he went to church every 
Sunday morning, Sunday night, and Wednesday night. He loved being a Christian, being able to have his 
own family, and being able to even have his own money. Every Sunday morning and evening after church we 
would always go to Hardee’s because that was my papaw’s favorite restaurant, and every Wednesday evening 
after church we would always go to Huddle House. Once, he had his own family he was alright because he 
had everything he could ever wish for a house, a car, a wife, one and only child, and grandchildren. I loved 
going to church with him every Sunday morning and evening, and every Wednesday. He went to church 
basically his whole entire life, he loved being a Christian, and being able to go to church was his favorite thing 
to do. If it wasn’t Sunday or Wednesday he would still go to the pastor’s house and talk to him, and he would 
check on everyone that went to church with him, and even to this day people talks about how good of a man 
he was. I was lucky to have him as a Grandfather. That is my family history.

Scotty davIS, grade 9

Christmas Candy

I am doing my project on a very old family recipe that is still a tradition to this day. It all starts back in 
the 1960s with my great grandfather. He had an idea to make a Christmas treat for the ten children that 
he had. After some thinking he came up with a great recipe for peanut butter candy. It became a family 
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treat for the children every Christmas. It soon became known all over the area, people from everywhere 
would come to get a piece of his candy. This great candy included the following ingredients: brown sugar, 
cream, peanut butter. After the ingredients were gathered, he would get a giant pressure cooker. He would 
combine 5 lbs of brown sugar, 2 ½ cups of cream, after that he would slowly heat and constantly stir the 
ingredients. After it was hot and began to boil, he would use the soft ball stage check. To do that you need 
a cup of cold water, take one tablespoon of the mixture of ingredients and drop it in the cup. Then take 
your finger and move it around, if it forms into a ball, your mixture is ready to add the final ingredient. 
This final ingredient was 4 cups of JFG peanut butter. Then he would stir all the ingredients until they 
were well mixed and when it reached a thick density it was ready to pour into buttered glass dishes. After 
pouring he would let it cool until it became solid. And then when it was solid he would take a case knife, 
dip it in water, then cut it into many pieces. This recipe could feed up to 60 people. Now if you’re not 
looking to feed that many there is also a recipe that results in much less candy. This recipe includes: 2 cups 
of brown sugar, ¾ cup of cream, and ¾ cup of peanut butter. This recipe can feed up to 15 people. This 
is also the recipe that is used today in the family. This recipe was created by Jessie James Ball, my great 
grandfather that I was named after.

JameS edWardS, grade 9

My Family’s Old Fashioned Molasses Stack cake

I am going to share my family’s recipe for our Old Fashioned Molasses Stack Cake. A long history of 
growing sorghum is in my family. They saved seed from each crop in order to grow the next years harvest. I 
would help my grandparents grow and harvest the sorghum. My grandparents used my great- grandparents 
horse drawn cane mill to grind the sorghum for the cane juice. We would take all day grinding cane to have a 
vat full of juice. Next, it was time to start the fire pit that the vat rested upon. It would take five to six hours 
to boil the cane juice down to molasses. We would start with around 100 gallons of juice and at the end we 
would end up with 20 gallons of pure sorghum molasses. After each harvest, we would make a Molasses 
Stack Cake to celebrate the harvest.

The recipe for the cake calls for the following list:
5 cups of all- purpose flour
1 teaspoon baking soda
1 teaspoon baking powder
1 teaspoon salt
⅔ cup vegetable shortening
1 cup of granulated sugar
1 cup sorghum molasses
2 eggs lightly beaten
1 cup buttermilk

For the apple filling:
1 pound of cooked apples, peeled and chopped
1 cup firmly packed brown sugar
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
1 teaspoon ground ginger
½ teaspoon freshly ground nutmeg
4 to 5 cups of water divided
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Mix ingredients for the cake batter in a mixer bowl. Wrap and refrigerate the cake batter for a hour. 
Preheat the oven to 350 degrees. Divide the cake batter into six equal parts for six round cake pans. Roll 
out each section and place in pans and bake for about ten minutes. While the cake is baking, mix apple 
filling ingredients in mixer bowl. Once all the layers are baked and cooled, you are ready to assemble the 
stack cake. Combine three cups of apple filling with ½ cup molasses. Spread ½ cup of the filling over the 
top of each layer, and stack them. Wrap the cake and refrigerate 24 to 48 hours. This makes the cake moist 
and tender.

JacoB eldrIdge, grade 9

The Origin of the last name Carter

The Carter last name has an origin from Irish, Scottish, and English as Cartere. The Carter family crest 
even has 3 tires on it that look like bicycle tires. Back in the old’n days, your last name was your occupation 
so the last name Carter is the transporter of goods. Actually, my great pappaw, Fred Carter, was one of the 
kids that took water and supplies to coal miners in the mines before he was old enough to work in there. He 
would use (4- 5) mules and take the men their supplies. It works out so weird because my pappaw Aaron 
Grey Carter, he drove delivery and artillery trucks for the army while stationed in Germany.

The Carter family originated in the east coast of the United States of America. The Carter family name 
was found in the USA, UK, Canada, and in Scotland. In 1840 there where about 447 Carters living in 
Virginia. Virginia had the highest amount of the Carter family living there. To be exact 9,497 of 82,141 
people living in Virginia where Carters. In 1920, numbers dropped because of new ways of transportation 
were invented so they moved to Texas, Georgia, and Indiana. In 2018, Virginia still has the most of the Carter 
family still living there today.

mattheW elkInS, grade 9

Grape Salad

A recipe that originated from my ancestors is a very fruity one called Grape Salad. My great grandma gave 
this to my mom. It is wonderful if you love grapes. This recipe has been in my family for a long while. My 
mamaw makes the best because she was taught by her mom to make it this is one special thing.

• 2lb white seedless grapes
• 2lb red seedless grapes
• 8oz sour cream
• 8oz cream cheese
• 1 cup of sugar (white)
• 1 tbsp Vanilla
• 1 cup brown sugar
• 1 cup nuts (walnuts, pecans)

Combine sour cream, cream cheese, sugar, & vanilla. Beat with mixer until smooth. Pour over grapes & mix 
well. Combine brown sugar & nuts (or some grapes) refrigerate and mix. That is all you need to feed your 
hungry self!

Brennon ely, grade 9
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Granny’s Cake

I chose my granny’s rum cake recipe to share because it is my favorite cake to eat. She got the recipe 
from her mother that said it had been passed down for many generations. My granny used to only make 
the rum cake on special occasions like Thanksgiving and Christmas. Ever since she passed away we had 
been looking for the recipe, we finally found it right before Christmas last year so my aunt decided to fix 
one. I must say it was good but I believe my granny’s will always be better even if it is the same recipe. 
Some of the ingredients in it are pecans and walnuts, yellow cake mix, instant vanilla pudding, sugar, and 
special rum.

For the cake part: ½ cup of chopped walnuts, ½ cup of chopped pecans, a box of yellow cake mix, a box 
of instant vanilla pudding, 4 eggs, ½ cold water, ½ cup of cooking oil, and ½ cup of the special rum.

For the glaze part: ½ cup of melted butter, ¼ cup of water, 1 cup of sugar, and ½ cup of the special rum.
madISon ely, grade 9

Scotland at Lee High

Very few teachers dedicate themselves to making students aware of their 
personal histories like my English teacher, Mr. Long. In November 2018, 
he came to class totally dressed in the traditional hunting tartan of the 
MacFarlane clan. Mr. Long told us that despite his current last name; his 
family changed their name four generations ago to escape persecution Irish 
and Scottish immigrants were facing during the late nineteenth century.

From Loch Long, Scotland near Loch Lomond, Mr. Long’s family tells 
that they got their name from here to mask their real name of MacFarlane. 
Reflecting his family’s heritage, he wore a green kilt and blue wool jacket 
and vest with a deer- hide sporran and brogues. It kind of made me itch 
to see so much wool—I would think it would be very warm! I had never 
seen anything like it before! He also had a big piece of cloth in the kilt’s 
pattern pinned over his left shoulder, symbolizing he was the leader of 
his clan in the area.

But what I learned most from Mr. Long’s presentation was how passionate someone can be about their 
personal history. I learned that the reason so many Scottish settlers came to this region was because they 
were forced off their land by King James I of England because they fought so much. They settled this area 
because it looked so much like their original home. The wool that Mr. Long wore was the main industry 
these people had to live on. If it weren’t for the endurance of these people, we wouldn’t be living where we 
are today.

I want to thank Mr. Long here for what he does. Because of his presentation, I too, am interested in 
Scottish and Irish stories and history. It has made me want to go back and look at my won family’s legacy 
and see what I can discover.

Brandon emerSon, grade 9

A New World

Living in the Appalachian Mountains is amazing. It’s beautiful seeing the mountains every morning laying 
on the horizon. There is so much to learn just in this one area. The people and the scenery are more than 
enough to make a person smile every day.

Scotland in Appalachia: Mr. Long  
presenting about his Scottish heritage
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Although I wasn’t born in this area, but between day long drives into late night, I’ve had the chance 
of learning and seeing everything there is to see here. Every time I’m out, I get the opportunity to see 
new things. My family would tell me many of their stories from when they were younger and what it 
was like here.

My family would tell me about how cornbread and beans were the greatest foods ever. They’d talk about 
the whole family meeting up on Christmas or Thanksgiving to eat or open presents in the fashion it was 
meant to be. My grandmother had the best stories. She’d always talk about walking around the many woods 
in this are just to find frogs with her siblings.

Living here has also shown me how creative a person can be. Many people I’ve met in this area are 
artists in their own ways, whether it’s with carving or quilting. All through the Appalachian region, 
you can find many shops that sell woodwork and handmade quilts. The care put into the work is  
beautiful.

The time I’ve been here I have seen nothing, but friendship and love. I’ve had the opportunity to learn and 
experience life here. I’m proud to say my origin story is here.

adrIan eStrada, grade 11

Slow Cooker Buffalo Chicken Chili

Ingredients:
3 lbs boneless chicken breasts
2, 14.5 oz can Great Northern Beans (drained)
2, 14.5 oz can Rotel diced tomatoes with chives
2, 14.5 oz can chicken broth
½ cup Frank’s Red Hot Sauce
2 envelopes of Hidden Valley Ranch mix
2, 14.5 oz cans sweet corn kernels, drained
1 tsp. Onion powder
1 tsp. Garlic powder
1 tsp. Celery salt
1 tsp. Dried cilantro
½ tsp. Salt
2, 8 oz container of cream cheese

Toppings:
Tortilla chips
Bleu cheese
Additional hot sauce

Instructions:
In a 5 qt. Slow cooker combine all the ingredients except the cream cheese and toppings. Cook on high 

for four hours, or low for eight hours. Shred the chicken using two forks. Add cream cheese and stir until it 
is incorporated. Add toppings.

Serves up to 12:1 cups.
This recipe is easy to make for any occasion. It is always a fan favorite at my house when we have get 

togethers. My mother and I like to cook different dishes for our guests, however out of all the deserts, snacks, 
and meals we have made in the past, they seem to enjoy this particular dish the best. Instead of putting the 
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tortilla chips on the chili as a topping, I like to use them as a utensil to eat the chili as a dip. My mother tries 
to teach me how to cook different meals so that I can cook for my family one day. Spending time with my 
mother in the kitchen is a time I will cherish forever.

BronWen FIScher, grade 11

Granny Joy

This is a story about my great grandmother, Granny Joy. Her full name was Marilyn Joyce “Joy” 
Wilson, and she had three siblings, Walter, Sue, and Charles Wilson. She was born in September 28, 
1932 at St. Charles, Virginia. St. Charles was known as a coalmine town during that time, but it was also 
known as a crime- ridden one. When Granny Joy was 3 years old, her father was shot and killed by a man 
named Red Ingle because her dad owed Red 25 cents, which was a lot during the 1930’s, and he didn’t 
have the money, this left her mom with 3 small children and one on the way. After that horrific event 
her mom decided to work as a maid, she helped clean stranger’s houses and help clean her mean parents’ 
home, I don’t know why she would do so in the first place because her parents were abusive to her and 
the kids. Granny Joy and her siblings also had to get a job at an early age, she had to work at a movie 
theater after school at age 10. One fateful day, Granny Joy’s house burnt down for an unknown reason, 
the only thing that survived was Granny Joy’s tea set, and my grandparents still have the tea set to this 
day. During her senior year of high school, Granny Joy met the man who will be her future husband, his 
name is John Fleenor, it was love at first sight, and they married after graduation. Granny Joy gave birth 
to seven children, John, Jeff, Melinda, Mark, Sonja, Christopher, and my grandfather, Walter Fleenor. 
When all her children went to school, she went to collage to get a degree in respiratory therapy. Her 
husband owned dry cleaners called “Spic and Span,” he then sold the company and then it shut down, It 
is now the Pennington Fire Department. Her husband died due to a heart problem, I don’t know what 
day it was when it happened, but it was a sad day for her. A few days after Christmas in 2018, she died 
at her apartment at the age of 86. She lived a long and happy life. I miss her, I love her. Rest in peace, 
my great granny Joy.

logan Fleenor, grade 9

Special Dessert, Banana Pudding

• Vanilla flavored pudding mix
• 2 cups of milk per pack of pudding mix.
• Vanilla wafers
• Whip cream
• Bananas
• Nana’s secret ingredient

Banana pudding has always been a favorite dessert throughout my family. It’s been around for years actu-
ally. When I was younger, my nana taught me how to make her special banana pudding. It is very simple and 
easy to make. You start by adding the vanilla pudding mix, then add 2 cups milk for every vanilla pudding 
packet, then crush the vanilla wafers and add them to the mixture, then add the whip cream, then of course 
add the bananas. My nana has a secret ingredient for about everything she makes, but there is just something 
about her banana pudding. Her pudding is by far the best. Her is my favorite. My nana has never told anyone 
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her secret ingredient; she doesn’t even have it written down. The secret recipe has been passed down for years 
but you have to be a certain age before you can know what the secret ingredient is. I would love to know what 
the secret ingredient is just as much as I love eating it. My time will come, but until then all I can do is just 
sit back and enjoy.

lexIe FrItz, grade 9

Conspiracy Theories

The origin of conspiracy theories technically has no written beginning; people have been suspicious about 
certain topics for decades. However, some people believe conspiracies originated first in the 1960s, but how 
could they not have appeared before the 1960s? Many people believe that conspiracy theories are completely 
false and made up, some believe in a few of them, and others call themselves conspiracy theorists, which 
would basically mean they believe in all of the conspiracy theories.

If you did not know, conspiracy theories is the belief of an event or situation that has been changed by a 
powerful covert group. There are hundreds of conspiracy theories that people believe the government tam-
pered with. There are so many of them I couldn’t possibly name them all, but a couple of my favorites that I 
actually believe in are, the moon landing being fake, the illuminati and the new world order, and the govern-
ment watching people. Some of my favorite conspiracies have came from the famous youtuber, Shane Dawson, 
he has made multiple videos explaining in very intense details about hundreds of theories and why he thinks 
they are true.

The creepiest theory to me is the illuminati and the new world order one. This one has to do with a secre-
tive and very powerful group. Some people think the government has hand picked people for this undercover 
group, others think it is some of the most famous people in the world, such as Beyoncé, Taylor Swift, Kim 
and Kanye West, and Jay Z. Many conspiracy theorists believe that this group is made to control the world’s 
power in secret. Anyone that is rich and has a tremendous amount of power has been accused of being apart 
of the illuminati. The illuminati originated back in the 1700s but was supposedly shut down. Many believe 
the secret group never actually stopped but they kept all of their work underground. Technically there is no 
real proof that the illuminati exists but people have some pretty outstanding ways to sure make you want 
to believe it. Mostly today, though, people think the group is filled with celebrities and very end powerful 
people.

One of the newer conspiracy theories that is sparking social media is the “birds aren’t real” theory. 
Now this one is kind of out there but is very interesting to read about. The US government has suppos-
edly killed off all the birds in 2001. People believe that they made robot looking birds for the police and 
government to keep a closer look on all humanity. Since the government shut down of the end of 2018, 
beginning of 2019, people have been commenting that they have not seen any birds, which has made the 
theory get even more real and crazy to some people. Others just think its impossible and argue that birds 
hibernate in the winter months. However, some people of warmer states, where the birds hibernate to, also 
say they haven’t seen any birds either. I personally think this conspiracy is almost a little too far fetched 
for even me to believe in.

Some conspiracy theories can really make you think about whether they are true or not, some make no 
sense at all. Everyone has believed in some conspiracies, even if you knew it or not, it is a basic form of human 
behavior. Whether you believe in the more crazy ones or the simple ones that tons of people believe in, I think 
almost all of the theories are interesting to read and learn about.

kaylee glaScoe, grade 11
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Papaw’s No Bake Cookies

• 2 cups of sugar
• 4 tbs. of cocoa
• ½ cups of peanut butter
• ½ cups of milk
• ½ cups of butter
• 1 tsp. of vanilla
• 3 cups of quick oats

Mix sugar, cocoa, milk, and butter in a pan. Bring to a boil; boil for one minute, stirring often. Remove 
from heat. Stir in oats, peanut butter, and then add vanilla. Drop by spoonfuls onto wax paper. Drop by 
spoonfuls onto wax paper. Let cool until hardened.

Every individual has a unique heritage, mine is no different than the others. Rituals, traditions, and foods 
are all aspects that make up our diverse lineage. One particular food that means a lot to me and my family 
is our No Bake Cookies. My papaw Duck first introduced me to these when I was just a little kid. My great 
mamaw Ruth first introduced it to him when he was little and it was one of his favorite desserts. Now that 
he has introduced it to me, it is one of my favorite desserts also. My mother and I love it so much that we 
make it almost every week. It is quick and easy to make and it is the best right after you get it off the stove 
because it’s hot, melty, and gooey. It might not be much but it is my heritage. I’m so very glad that this is part 
of my heritage and that I could share it with other people.

maddIe gunter, grade 9

Pauline

Seven short years ago in a very humid July, my family moved into this simple ranch house in Jonesville, 
Virginia. It was a really nice neighborhood and I could see us having a good life here. When we were moving 
in, my neighbor had warned us that two years before, the lady who lived here passed away in our living room, 
and that no one had found her for a few days. She had also said that she had kept to herself the whole time 
she had lived there, and that it was rare to see her outside. We didn’t think much of it at the time, thinking 
that she might be trying to scare us. Years have gone by, and no one in my family had thought about that story 
that my neighbor had told us… until recently when I started noticing strange things. I had often joked that 
the house was haunted, mostly due to that story that my neighbor had told me. Now, I can say that I’m not 
joking when I tell you that this house is haunted.

I had wondered what had happened to her, so I asked my neighbor for more information about her. She 
was a very quiet woman who had lived in this area through the Great Depression. She was always gloomy and 
no one ever understood why. Weird things started happening a few months back. One night, I was sleeping 
with my door open. The sound of footsteps were heard to walk in and stop right beside me, except no one 
was there. I also had noticed that the house started to pop a little more than normal. A few weeks later, the 
most frightening incident happened. It was unusually windy outside that night. I was laying in my bed about 
to drift off to sleep, when I felt someone sit down at the end of my bed. I reached over to turn my lamp on, 
and no one was there. I told my family about these scary encounters, and you guessed it… they laughed it off. 
I have yet to sleep with my door open since.

I often wonder if these alarming confrontations were the works of Pauline, why did she wait so long? Did 
something trigger her? Lastly, the most frightening, what are her plans for the future?

Jordan hamPton, grade 11
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Mama’s Oreo Pudding

I chose my Mama’s Oreo Pudding, because it has a lot of meaning to me and my family. It has been passed 
down generation through generation. My mom only makes this on special occasions, because if you fixed it 
very often, it wouldn’t be as good. She makes this for birthdays and holidays. I love when those times come 
around, because Oreo pudding is my favorite dessert. This recipe brings us together every time my mom 
makes it, because with it, comes our family history, and without it, I don’t know what we’d be today.

Oreo Pudding:
Things you will need: whipped cream, mixer, and family size Oreos, and vanilla pudding

Step 1: Add all the ingredients to the mixer and mix.
Step 2: Let it sit overnight, so that the Oreo’s are soft.
Step 3: Serve!

ShaWn hamPton, grade 9

Thomas, the Orange Tabby

Many people have pets that always mean something to them. Rather it be a cat or dog, bird or snake, or 
any other pet. For me it was a cat. A orange tabby to be precise. I have multiple stories about this cat, but I 
only have time for one. So why not explain his life.

When I was a child, around the age of six, we had a neighbor who I didn’t know much about. All I knew 
was that he had three dogs outside his house which I thought were scary as any kid would. But one day his 
water was messed up at his house and my dad offered to help him. I didn’t know what his name was, and to 
be frank, I’ve forgot it. I went to help my dad. My neighbors pipe had burst. After about twenty minutes or 
so I heard a kitten. I asked my neighbor about it. He said that he had gotten a few stray cats and one had 
kittens. He put the dogs up so they wouldn’t hurt the kittens. One of them was a small orange kitten that 
didn’t have its eyes open yet. This was the first time I seen the cat.

On and off for the next two years I would see the cat, rather it being in my yard or just seeing it out. Turns 
out my neighbor was basically an animal abuser. He would leave for months and not leave any food for the 
animals and nobody ever checked on them. He lived to far away from me for my family to notice. After a 
while the precautions were taken and we took the property and called animal control. Thankfully the cat, who 
he named Garfield, was perfectly fine. We would take care of the cat from that time on. The cat was only two 
at this point. My parents said I could rename him. I took it upon myself to name him Thomas, or Tom as we 
would usually call him. I had one reason why I named him this that in reality doesn’t make much sense. I was 
a kid still and the only popular cats I knew were Garfield and Tom from Tom and Jerry. So I named him Tom.

Tom eventually had a kitten with another stray that came by. He was a small cat that was orange and 
white. I of course named him accordingly, Jerry. Tom and Jerry lived with us. They would get into fights a lot. 
In between this time my family had adopted two dogs. They were Jack Russell Terriers. Surprisingly, the dogs 
and the two cats got along very well. They never tried to hurt one another.

On one occasion Tom attacked one of my family. We were outside, we had a gathering with about 8 of our 
family members form way out of town, Fairfax to be exact. But mom was trying to pick up Tom and hold him. 
Around that time something hit the side of our tin shed. Which in turn made Tom very scared and he dug his 
claws into mom’s shoulder. Thankfully he didn’t hurt her that bad. Right around that time Tom disappeared.

We didn’t see our favorite cat for a while. Three months to be exact. We thought he rather ran away or 
died. But his son was still with us. One day in the middle of summer I was in our living room and heard a 
sound of an animal that was in pain. I went outside to pour food into the cat’s food bowl, thinking it was Jerry. 
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Jerry was nowhere in sight. So I looked around and seen Tom. I was so happy to see him. I was surprised 
my dogs didn’t alert us to him being back. I was still a child at this point. I tried to pet Tom but his fur felt 
weird in a way I still can describe. Then I got a closer look at him. I noticed that his back left leg was what 
looked to be burnt and had blood all over it. Considering I was squeamish as a kid I yelled and ran back into 
the house. I found mom and dad and told them about Tom. Around the same time one of moms friends that 
she works with pulled into our driveway, which was rather bad timing. Mom explained to her friend they 
could talk much because our cat. Mom’s friend was worried about the cat and tried to help. Upon further 
inspection, Toms leg had cuts in it. We later came to the conclusion that is was caught in a bear trap in the 
mountain. The black on his leg was from where the skin had rotted. I felt horrible considering that he had 
been gone for months and I wasn’t able to help. We called our vet who lived very close to us to come down 
to our house. After a while it turns out we was right about the trap. Our vet put medicine on Toms leg and 
gave him a couple shots. He said that he was going to take Tom to the veterinarian office. He said it would be 
around two weeks or more before we could possible see Tom again. When we went to go see him two weeks 
later we all felt awful. Mom and dad already knew and didn’t want to tell me. The vet had to remove Toms leg. 
It was so infected and blistered that could have spread and possible killed him. We all felt bad for the poor 
cat. It was hard for him to get around for the first few weeks. We had to keep him in our house for the first 
few days. After some time however, he began to live without four legs. He started to run again, play, hunt, all 
the stuff a cat does. Surprisingly he learned to run faster with one leg. A cat, especially one that’s outside a 
lot, needs to hunt, it’s just there nature. He began to kill more and more animals which we had to take care 
of because we didn’t want our cats to eat random birds and mice they killed.

For the next few months to years, everything was relatively normal. My grandfather passed away in 
between this time. About a two years or so, Toms son, Jerry up and disappeared. To this day we still have no 
idea what happened to him. We think that someone came and took him. Tom adapted very well to having 
three legs. By this time we got another dog who we named Shiloh. Now, as you know by now all my pets 
have famous animal names from movies, so you’d assume that my dog named Shiloh would be a beagle. Well, 
he’s actually a rat terrier. The reason I bring this up is because Shiloh became Tom’s best friend. They would 
always play around with each other. They very seldom got into fights. They would always sit by each other 
outside. For the next while nothing really important happened. I got older, both my grandmothers passed 
away. My family build a new house where my neighbors used to be. We got another dog. This time it was a 
beagle. Throughout Toms entire life, none of my dogs tried to hurt him. Many times during the winter, Tom 
would get in the dog house with the other dogs. We kept the rat terrier in the house however. Often times 
tom would be around the dogs. It seemed as if it would kill him to be around us.

Tom was getting up there in age, he lived to be 13. Which is good for a cat with three legs. He died last 
year around the beginning of school. Months before his death we got another cat. A small, Maine Coon, 
who was black and white. We actually named him something normal, Jessie. There is a story behind it 
however. As you know I’ve had more dogs than cats. Well we didn’t know how to determine the gender 
of a cat, I know kinda silly. We thought it best to pick a name that would work for both genders. Later 
we found out Jessie is a boy. Jessie, as a kitten, began to look up to Tom, or that’s how it seemed. We kept 
Jessie inside the house. He was rather what you’d say sheltered. Often times he would look outside at 
Tom and mock how he acts. Tom didn’t seem to be annoyed by another cat. Which is probably do to the 
fact Tom had been around other animals his entire life. Everybody in my family loved Tom. Especially my 
father. We often referred to Tom as “dads cat”. Dad loved Tom so much. Dad had a shop that was by our 
house, which sold firearms. He had a chair outside. It seemed almost every time dad when outside to his 
shop Tom would be there. Dad always would pet him. Sometimes dad would go outside just to be around 
the cat, be dad denies it. Most of the time the people who came to purchase guns would always talk about 
Tom. They all seemed to love him.
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Toms death is rather sad. He was asleep one day and my cousin that lived above us dogs had got out the 
night before. It was a German Shepard. It was gone all day and around six it came back. We could tell some-
thing was wrong with the dog, but we didn’t think much of it because that same week our water messed up 
and we were to focused on it. Well, the dog jumped Tom and killed him. My family felt awful, especially my 
father, who loved the cat so much. After about an hour of insanity, dealing with my cousin, the dog, my family, 
we decided it was best if the dog was put down, because we had no clue if the dog had just killed Tom for no 
reason or if the dog was sick. Tom died in 2018 I miss him so much. I take extreme care of Jessie and all my 
dogs sense then. I love Jessie almost as much as Tom. Everybody loves the little orange tabby. Realistically if 
you think about it, I first met Tom because my neighbors water messed up, and Tom left us when our water 
messed up. Quite poetic is it not?

Everybody has a pet that they love, or in some cases loves more than others. Rather it be a cat or dog, bird 
or snake. For me it was a cat. A orange tabby named Tom.

travIS harleSS, grade 11

Mayberry Life

We should all take pride in who we are and the history that we hold. I think there’s something special to 
be said about the life stories that we each have. Each encounter we have throughout our lives shape us into 
who we are. It is such a gift to be able to share that with the world. This is a small story into the window of 
who I am and a place that I will forever treasure in my heart.

My first home was found in a place called Highland County, Virginia. With slightly over 2,000 people, it 
was very quaint and quiet. In an environment so small, the word “neighbor” became action and “stranger” was 
left without meaning. Friends became family and the community lived as if it were a true Mayberry.

My biological family (aside from my parents) lived five hours away so I was taken in as an orphan to 
many. I was kept throughout the day by a sweet lady (who I referred to as my Nana), her husband (I called 
Pawpaw), her daughter (who was an aunt- like figure to me), and her two grandchildren (who I considered 
my cousins). Throughout the years, I went on many adventures at Nana’s house. From wading in the creek 
behind her home, watching bears in the yard (there were many), or fishing in a nearby pond, many of my 
greatest childhood memories are kept in Highland County with Nana.

Each year, Highland County would host a Maple Syrup Festival. It was massive. People would come 
from all over to engage in the timeless celebration of it all. There would be carnival rides, dances, animals, 
fireworks, games, and the annual unforgettable parade on top of it all. I started my Olympic twirling career 
here. The festival continues today and I cling to the hope that it brings as much joy to others’ lives as it once 
did mine.

My mother worked at the Homestead Resort and my father was a police officer during our time spent in 
this Mayberry world. On numerous occasions, regular guests at the resort would bring gifts for me just out 
of the kindness of their hearts. As a baby, I was a common request at the courthouse. The judge wanted to 
hold me. So, that’s where I would be found. My parents weren’t naive to the bad that is found in the world, 
there just wasn’t any living in Highland.

It has been almost fifteen years since I called Highland “home,” but I’ve found myself back to visit since 
then. My Nana never misses a single birthday, Christmas, or holiday and she never ceases to remind me how 
much I am loved. My parents still keep in contact with some of their family friends, a few of which have 
found their way here. I will forever be grateful for the privilege of living amongst such an amazing community 
because in Highland, the worries are left behind and the love between friendships is raw and real. There is no 
need to question motives or character. Strangers are never found, only familiar faces and the kindest of hearts.

tatum harvel, grade 11
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Bizarre Home Remedies

Use Garlic and Olive Oil for Athlete’s Foot
Mince some garlic cloves, mix them with natural olive oil, and them use bit of cotton to rub this mixture 

onto the affected area between the toes.

Potato Slices for headaches
Cut a few slices from a raw potato, soak them In a very thin cloth, and apply them to your Forehead or 

directly to the temples.

Get rid warts with duct tape
After cleaning a wart off, apply a strip of the tape to the affected area, and then keep it there for three days. 

Remove the tape, rub the wart area with a pumice stone, and then apply new tape. Continue this process 
every three days until the wart goes the way.

landon hIll, grade 9

My Family’s Chicken Biscuits

This recipe is dear to my family because we all have memories that consist of us gathering around to 
indulge in some delicious chicken biscuit. My daddy said his grandmother made it for him regularly when 
he was a kid, so it has been in our family for at least four generations. This recipe is also a remedy for when 
you’re feeling down and out, and it is good for eating on cool winter days when you are chilled to your bones.

Our Recipe for Chicken Biscuit
Ingredients:

• 1 whole chicken
• 1 large can of cream of chicken
• Salt
• Pepper
• Sliced Cheese
• Biscuits

Directions:
1. Boil a whole chicken, keep chicken broth from the chicken.
2. Once the chicken has cooled begin taking it off the bone and tearing it into small bits.
3. Place the bits of chicken in a nice layer on the bottom of a 9 by 13 pan.
4. Pour the cream of chicken and your chicken broth over the bits of chicken in pan.
5. Add salt and pepper to your likings.
6. Stir all of this together in your pan and add a layer of sliced cheese.
7. Add a layer of biscuits on top of the cheese.
8. Set oven to 350 degrees and let bake for about 45 minutes or until biscuit is done.

kylIe honeycutt, grade 9

Christmas Ornaments

Unlike other families around the world, my family doesn’t have a giant list of traditions with each holiday 
but the ones we do have are very special to all of us. My personal favorite is our tradition of the Christmas tree 
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ornaments. This tradition was created by my mother starting with my two 
older brothers and continuing as I came along. Beginning from each of our 
first Christmas’s as a small baby we received a special ornament with the 
year and our name. The ornaments varied from each child and adult. For 
example, one of us may have a teddy bear while another has a horse. In the 
early years of our tradition, all of the pieces were a golden metal and we had 
them engraved; therefore, the pieces were extremely beautiful and lasted 
longer as the years passed by. However, due to circumstances, we do not 
have any new golden ornaments but this has not stopped us. Instead, we 
have moved to different types of materials such as wood or even ordinary 
Christmas bulbs we drew on with a marker. Anyway, as each of us grew so 
did each of our personal collections of ornaments and the complete num-
ber of pieces we hung on the tree each season. However, our household 
of five people has not stopped here but instead, it has only continued to 
grow as more people join the family. As our family tree continues to expand its 
roots so does our Christmas tree with its ornaments. My oldest brother has expanded to a wife, close friend, 
and three children. Likewise, my second oldest brother is about to get married and has added a new name and 
ornament to our tree as well. I personally have also done similarly by adding my best friend and boyfriend, 
who are both basically apart of the family. Our tree is bursting with these ornaments filled with nothing but 
love and emotion as each Christmas comes and goes. This Christmas season I officially have a grand total of 
16 ornaments and as the years continue to pass my collection will only continue to grow along with my family.

mIranda hoWard, grade 11

Broccoli Casserole Recipe

My origin project is on one of my Nana’s favorite recipes. The recipe is Broccoli Casserole. My Nana loved 
making this for different occasions and also for Thanksgiving dinner.

Ingredients:
2 boxes of frozen broccoli
1 can of cream of celery soup
1 cup of cheese whiz
1 cup of cooked instant rice
½ of a chopped onion
1 stalk of celery

Directions:
Cook broccoli. Sauté onion and celery. Mix all ingredients together and bake at 350 degrees for 35 minutes.

hunter huFF, grade 9

Beef Jerky Marinara

I chose a recipe that my mom made. Her name is Jacqueline Minor, but everyone calls her Jackie. This 
recipe is special to me because every winter we hunt and when we kill a deer, we get so happy because my 
mom makes homemade deer jerky with the meat from that deer. She won’t make it any other time of the year 
or with any other meat. That is why it is so special to me and the rest of my family. The deer jerky usually 
lasts about three days because when she makes it, everyone goes crazy for it.

Handcrafted Christmas ornaments
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• 1 ½ cups of soy sauce
• 1 ½ cups of water
• 2 tablespoons of A- 1 sauce
• 2 tablespoons of Worcestershire sauce
• 1 tablespoon of liquid smoke
• 1 tablespoon of chili powder
• 1 tablespoon of black pepper

Directions: Soak the deer meat the marinara overnight and towel lightly before you put it in the dehydra-
tor. Leave in the dehydrator for 4 to 5 hours.

JacquelIne hurd, grade 9

Coconut Pie

This recipe has been in our family for several years. My grandma got it from her grandma. She made it 
specifically for big dinners. She taught my grandma the recipe when she was seven. Her grandma first learned 
the recipe in the 50’s.

• 2 c sugar
• 1 c.milk
• 1 stick margarine
• 7 oz.pkg.coconut
• 3 eggs
• Unbaked pie shells

Combine all ingredients well. Put into two unbaked pie shells, bake at 375 degrees Fahrenheit for 1 hour.
JeFFrey hurd, grade 9

Chocolate Chip Cheesecake

• 1 ½ cups graham cracker crumbs
• 1 (4 ounce) can sweetened condensed milk
• ⅓ cup unsweetened cocoa powder
• ⅓ cup white sugar
• ⅓ cup butter, melted
• 3 eggs
• 2 teaspoons vanilla extract
• 3 (8 ounce) packages cream cheese
• 1 cup mini semi- sweet chocolate chips
• 1 teaspoon all- purpose flour

1. Preheat oven to 300 degrees F(150 degrees C). Mix graham cracker crumbs, sugar, and cocoa. 
Press onto bottom and up the sides of a 9 inch springform pan. Set crust side.

2. Beat cream cheese until smooth. Gradually add sweetened condensed milk; beat well. Add 
vanilla and eggs, and beat on medium speed until smooth. Toss ⅓ of the miniature chocolate 
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chips with the 1 teaspoon flour to coat (this keeps them from sinking to the bottom of the 
cake). Mix into cheese mixture. Pour into prepared crust. Sprinkle top with remaining choco-
late chips.

3. Bake at 300 degrees F(150 degrees C) for 1 hour. Turn off oven (do not open oven door) and 
leave the cake in the oven to cool in the oven for another hour. Remove from oven and cool 
completely. Refrigerate before removing sides of pans. Keep cake refrigerated until time to 
serve.

Tip: Aluminum foil can be used to keep food moist, cook it evenly, and make clean- up easier.
madISon JeSSee, grade 9

Mammaw’s Secret Soup

When I was younger my mammaw used to cook an amazing soup she liked to call secret soup, although 
it was a vegetable beef soup, but if she ever told us that, we would have never touched it. My mammaw made 
her secret soup 3 different ways, but this version is my favorite.

Ingredients:
1 lb of hamburger meat
1 29 oz can of veg- all
4 cups of water
2 16 oz cans of tomato sauce or juice
3 ½ cups of beef broth
2 tbsp of oil
2 tsp of garlic powder
onion powder
salt & pepper

Directions:
Throw the veg- all, water, tomato sauce, beef broth, oil, and seasonings into a large pot on high heat.
Bring the pot to a boil and add the meat, then reduce the heat to a simmer for about an hour.
Check to see if the meat is tender, then cook for 30 more minutes.
Make sure everything is done and serve with some cornbread.

arIanna kennedy, grade 9

Dairy Farms

Growing up on a dairy farm times has changed a lot since my dad was younger. He and my papaw used 
to put up square hay bales by hand instead of round bales, because they didn’t have the kind of technology 
we now have today. The tractors have even changed to. The tractors back then had no air conditioning and 
most of ours didn’t have a roof. The tractors we have on our farm today has air conditioning and has roofs 
as well.

Back when we had dairy cows, my papaw and my dad had to milk the cows by hand until they got an 
electric milker. That is how to times on our farm has changed over the years.

landon laSter, grade 9
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Tobacco

Growing up on a farm my papaw grew and cut tobacco. Things were different back then there is now like 
my papaw had to cut his own tobacco sticks and he had to make his own tobacco bailer boxes. In addition, 
my dad and papaw grew up on a dairy farm back then they had to milk by hand now there is electric milkers. 
That is some of the things that were different back then vs what it is now.

tanner laSter, grade 9

The Story of Bouncing Bertha

If you ever had to think about interesting people in your family, few 
could probably match my great aunt Bertha Sybert. “Bouncing Bertha,” 
as she soon became to be known was related to me on my mom’s side of 
the family. What makes her particularly interesting is that her mother was 
one of the scariest witches alive and her “ghostly” shaking.

In Wallins Creek in Lee County, VA, Bertha is known for the fact that 
every bed or anything she sat or laid on would bounce and shake constantly 
and locals believed it was because of her mom. Whenever things began to 
shake, she would speak in her “ghost language” which were strange mum-
blings she would scream like “sake- sake big” before the bed began to shake. 
Her mother, which is my great grandma, was an all- time feared witch. 
Several people have even tried to stop the constant shaking and none could 
stop it. Four extremely strong coal miners came and tried to stop the shak-
ing and bouncing and it was so strong that they couldn’t even get it to stop 
shaking either! Her story went viral and made it to the news. They even 
wrote about it in newspapers and it is all over the internet and in folklore 
magazines to this day. They asked my mamaw if they could even make a 

movie about it and she refused because of how scary and horrible it was. She never liked talking about it at all.
Bertha’s mom’s real name was Becky Jane Sybert. Bertha’s mom, my great grandma, was into dark witch-

craft. She also had a birthmark on the back of her neck and everyone called it the witches’ birthmark. My dad 
and my brothers have the same birthmark on the back of their necks too! Are they witches too!? My dad has 
told me that as far as he knows, everyone who is related to her that were males have the birthmark. When 
she passed away, she was dressed in all black.

haley leedy, grade 9

No Bake Chocolate Oatmeal Cookies

Ingredients
• 2 cups sugar
• ½ cup cocoa
• 1 stick butter
• 3 heaping spoonfuls of peanut butter
• ½ spoon full of vanilla
• 3 cups oatmeal

Bouncing Bertha-mysterious girl who 
was haunted by a ghost



lee hIgh School 149

Mix sugar and cocoa together dry until well blended, add 1 stick of butter and ½ cup milk on medium 
heat let come to a rolling boil for 1 minute. Add vanilla and peanut butter. Take off heat and mix well. Then 
add oatmeal and stir

Have a non- stick pan ready to put cookies on to. Take 1 spoonful at a time and separate about ½ apart.
Then enjoy!

emIly leFeverS, grade 9

Christmas Pizzas

It may not be the traditional thing to do, but it is my family’s tradition. My mom and dad started the tra-
dition twenty years ago, of making pizzas on Christmas Eve. This was back when my dad would be working 
at the hospital late, and it was a cheap and easy thing to make for dinner. Through all the hassle that the 
holiday season brings, this was an easy thing for my parents to do, and they continued doing this so it became 
something that my sister and I now take part in also.

Most families have a big Christmas meal, or a large family gathering, and we do this too, but not on 
Christmas Eve. This is the night that I spend with my mom and younger sister. We make pizzas, and then 
we open our presents from each other. This is our time to enjoy each other’s company, and be thankful for 
all that we have. My father no longer lives with us, and my parents aren’t married anymore, but the pizza 
tradition still lives on. A tradition is something that never dies, even though certain things in life can get in 
the way sometimes.

After we make our pizzas we open presents, and then set out cookies for Santa. The rule in my house is, 
if you don’t believe in Santa, then you don’t get presents. My dad and grandparents always come over to my 
house on Christmas morning and watch my sister and I open our Santa presents. My mom cooks breakfast, 
and we all eat together.

Traditions play a big role in everyone’s lives. They make us who we are, and make us different from every-
one else. I am thankful for my family, and the traditions that we share together. I would not be who I am 
without them. They give me more reasons to be more thankful for who I am.

lIBBey lItton, grade 11

The Simple Cedar Chest

There has been a certain object that has been circulating through my family for years now. It contains 
our accomplishments, ups and downs, and cherished memories. It holds a special place in all of my family’s 
heart. That object is just a simple cedar chest. Despite its rather plain, dated exterior, it is so much more than 
a simple cedar chest. It serves as a way to document our family history. It’s filled to the brim with pictures, 
documents, knicknacks, souvenirs, recordings, and treasured memorabilia. It means a lot to my family, and I 
hope it will continue to do so in generations future.

In the beginning, it belonged to my great- grandmother. She bought it at a local furniture store for 
just fifteen dollars. She began to put special objects that meant very much to her in there, not knowing 
that it would become a cherished family heirloom. It was passed down eventually to my mother, who has 
managed to keep her simple cedar chest alive throughout the years. I hope I can continue to do so when 
I inherit it.

In addition to being a keeper of beloved memories, it also serves as a symbolic reminder of family and 
togetherness. No matter how many scratches or marks it has, it still holds so many objects dear to us in there. 
Beneath the stains of time, it still fills my family with pride. Pride that it has managed to store our treasured 
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memories. Pride that it still remains in our family, and most importantly, pride that it continues to keep my 
great- grandmother’s idea and prized possession alive. It may have started out as a simple cedar chest, but it 
is and will continue to be so much more.

cJ marcum, grade 9

Depression Cakes

This recipe originates from the Great Depression in the United States. I got this recipe from my 
grandmother who was born soon after the Depression. I have never tried these cakes, however from 
what I have hear from people who have, they are great cakes. These Depression Cakes are also known as 
“War Cakes.”

This is the example that my grandmother gave me.
Preheat oven to 350*. Grease a 13 by 9 in baking pan. In a large saucepan, combine 1 cup white sugar, 2 

cups firmly packed brown sugar, 2 cups water, 1 cup shortening, 4 cups seedless raisins, 1 tsp cinnamon, 1 tsp 
nutmeg, 1/ 2 tsp cloves, and 2 tsp salt. Boil together for 3 minutes, then cool.

Sift together 4 cups flour, 2 1/ 2 tsp baking powder, 2 tsp baking soda. Add to saucepan, along with 2 cups 
chopped nuts (optional). Mix well and pour into baking pan. Bake for 45 minutes. Remove from oven. Let 
cool for 10 minutes, then turn onto a cake plate. When cooled, sprinkle with a little powdered sugar.

There are other ingredients that can be used to make a Depression Cake.
• white sugar,
• brown sugar,
• molasses,
• corn syrup,
• strong coffee, water, or apple juice,
• shortening,
• dark raisins or diced pitted prunes,
• apple,
• unsifted all- purpose flour,
• rye flour,
• salt,
• baking soda,,
• baking powder,
• cinnamon,
• allspice,
• clove,
• nutmeg,
• chopped walnuts, almonds, or pecans.
• pears were sometimes substituted for apples

Hard to believe that these cake was made without any eggs or butter; you don’t even need a good mixer 
either since all of this was originally made by someone with just a spoon or whisk.

mIchael martIn, grade 9
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Grandma’s Chicken and Dumplings

My Grandmother makes these amazing chicken and dumplings. They can be made for any occasion. 
Birthdays, Christmas, Thanksgiving, or just on a regular day for dinner. Making them takes more ingredients 
than you think. Here are the steps and ingredients.

Ingredients:
¾ cup all- purpose flour ½ teaspoon salt
½ teaspoon freshly ground pepper 1 broiler/ fryer chicken (about 3 pounds)
2 tablespoons canola oil 1 large onion, chopped
2 medium carrots, chopped 2 celery ribs, chopped
3 garlic cloves, minced 6 cups chicken stock
½ cup apple cider 2 teaspoons sugar
2 bay leaves 5 whole peppercorns

Dumplings:
1- ⅓ cups all- purpose flour 2 teaspoons baking powder
¾ teaspoon salt ⅔ cup 2% milk
1 tablespoon butter, melted

Soup:
½ cup heavy whipping cream 2 teaspoons minced fresh parsley
2 teaspoons minced fresh thyme Additional salt and pepper to taste

Directions:
1. In a shallow bowl, mix ½ cup flour, salt and pepper. Add chicken, one piece at a time, and toss 

to coat; shake off excess. In a 6- qt. Stockpot, heat oil over medium- high heat. Brown chicken in 
batches on all sides; remove from pan.

2. Add onion, carrots and celery to same pan; cook and stir 6- 8 minutes or until onion is tender. 
Add garlic; cook and stir 1 minute longer. Stir in cider, sugar, bay leaves and peppercorns. Return 
chicken to pan; bring to a boil. Reduce heat; simmer, covered, 20- 25 minutes or until chicken 
juices run clear.

3. For dumplings, in a bowl, whisk flour, baking powder and salt. In another bowl, whisk milk, and 
melted butter until blended. Add to flour mixture; stir just until moistened (do not overmix). 
Drop by rounded tablespoonfuls onto a parchment paper- lined baking sheet; set aside.

4. Remove chicken from stockpot; cool slightly. Discard bay leaves and skim fat from soup. Remove 
skin and bones from chicken and discard. Using two forks, coarsely shred meat into 1- ½ inch 
pieces; return to soup. Cook, covered, on high until mixture reaches a simmer.

5. Drop dumplings on top of simmering soup, a few at a time. Reduce heat to low; cook, covered, 
15- 18 minutes or until a toothpick inserted in center of dumplings comes out clean (do not lift 
cover while simmering). Gently stir in cream, parsley and thyme. Season with additional salt and 
pepper to taste.
Try making these delectable dumplings for dinner one day. You will love them.

lexI mcknIght, grade 9
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Baked Mac- n- Cheese

Most families have at least one type of food that is always at every holiday dinner. Which could be 
Christmas dinner, Thanksgiving dinner, Easter dinner, or just Sunday dinner. Usually the dish is always made 
using the same recipe or even the same person makes it every time. At my family dinners the traditional dish 
is baked Mac- n- Cheese. The only person that every makes this dish is my granny, because no one thinks it 
taste the same if someone else makes it. Do you have a traditional dish? If not, here is the recipe to try ours 
out!

Ingredients:
• 3 cups macaroni, uncooked
• 2 eggs
• ½ cup heavy cream
• 1½ cups milk
• salt & pepper
• paprika (optional)
• 1 cup smoked cheddar cheese, shredded (a must)
• 6- 8 oz. Velveeta, shredded (feel free to cut back on the Velveeta if you don’t want it to be super 

creamy)
• 1 cup sharp cheddar (can use less if you don’t like a sharp taste in your mac n cheese)
• 1 cup Colby & Monterey Jack, shredded (cheese blend)

Directions:
 1. Preheat oven to 350
 2. Cook macaroni until just al dente or a little under al dente. (Look on the back of the box to see 

how long you need to cook your pasta for it to reach al dente.) Be careful not to overcook.
 3. Drain pasta and set aside.
 4. In a large bowl, add milk, heavy cream & cheeses (except for the smoked cheddar).
 5. Stir to combine.
 6. Taste the milk mixture and add salt & pepper until it has a good taste. You can also add in other 

seasonings like onion, paprika, etc. Tasting will help avoid having a plain, bland bake macaroni & 
cheese. Yuck!

 7. When you are content with the taste, add the eggs.
 8. Stir well until combined.
 9. Butter a 9 x 9- inch baking dish.
10. Add macaroni to the baking dish.
11. Pour cheese mixture over macaroni.
12. Make sure the cheese distributed well.
13. Top with smoked cheddar cheese. (I add a little more Colby jack as well.) Sprinkle with paprika 

and/ or black pepper, if desired.
14. Bake for 35- 45 minutes. Do not overbake. It may be a bit jiggly when you take it out of the 

oven. It will firm up as it cool.
15. Let cool for about 15- 20 minutes or until fully set.

mIkenzIe mooneyhan, grade 11
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Feeling a Little Hungary

My origin project is going to be about how my family first originated from Hungary. My great great grand-
father Steve Bolinsky and my great great grandmother Sophia Baulat. Steve was born in Russia but Sophia 
was born in Hungary. He and his family had moved back to Hungary after he was born. My great great 
grandfather grew up and had worked his way to Ellis Island, New York to live with his cousin who had moved 
to the United States when he was younger. He then went back to Hungary to visit his family. However, while 
he was home he met my great great grandmother Sophia. They then got married. Steve bought Sophia with 
a pig and if they do not tell you what love is I don’t know what will. After being married for about 3 years 
they finally worked their way back to Ellis Island. They lived with my great great grandfather Steve’s cousin 
for a while until he got everything under control and had enough money to live out on their own. After all 
the hard work and they made their way to down to Dante, Virginia. After moving to Dante for while they 
had my great grandfather, Charles Joseph Bolinsky. When my great grandfather grew up he moved to Cadet 
in Big Stone Gap, Virginia he grew up and worked in the coal mines. He married my great grandmother and 
in 1938 they had my grandfather, Charles Joseph Bolinsky Sr. My grandfather was grew up and at the age of 
14 he enlisted in the army. He fought in the Korean War. He was injured during combat and was sent back 
home to the United States. After he came home him and my grandmother, Linda Jones got married, she was 
only 15. After they got married my grandfather went to become a coal miner. Then in 1978 my mother was 
born. There is a lot I have learned from doing this origin project. Anyway, this is the story of how my family 
originated from Hungary and it all started with my great great grandfather Steve Bolinsky and my great great 
grandmother Sophia Baulat and a pig.

cameron moore, grade 9

No- Bake Cookie Recipe

Ingredients:
1/ 2 cup (115 grams) butter, cut into pieces
2 cups (400 grams) granulated sugar
1/ 2 cup (120ml) milk
1/ 4 cup (20 grams) unsweetened cocoa powder
1/ 2 cup (125 grams) creamy peanut butter
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
3 cups (300 grams) quick- cooking oats

Before getting started, make sure to gather all of your ingredients and measure everything out. Line two large 
baking sheets with parchment paper and set aside.

1. Place the butter, sugar, milk, and unsweetened cocoa powder in a saucepan and heat over medium 
heat, making sure to stir often until the butter is melted and everything is well combined. Bring 
the mixture to a rolling boil and allow to boil for 60 seconds (make sure to set a timer!) stirring 
occasionally.

2. Remove from the heat, and stir in the peanut butter and vanilla extract until fully combined. 
Stir in the oats and mix until all of the oats are coated with the mixture and everything is well 
combined.

3. Drop spoonfuls of the mixture onto the prepared baking sheets (I like to use a 2 tablespoon 
cookie scoop). Allow to cool for 20- 30 minutes, serve, and enjoy!
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4. Drop spoonfuls of the mixture onto the prepared baking sheets (I like to use a 2 tablespoon 
cookie scoop). Allow to cool for 20- 30 minutes, serve, and enjoy!

This recipe is important to me because my family has been making it for generations. My grandma taught 
my mother how to make the cookies and my mother taught me. At every family event my family has these 
cookies. Everyone loves them and there is never any left. I really enjoy these cookies.

yazmIn muSe, grade 11

Pumpkin Spice Latte Pie

Every Thanksgiving my family always goes to my grandma’s house to eat dinner as a whole to catch up 
and enjoy the holiday season. My grandma always has such amazing food to eat for everyone, but her desserts 
always stand out to me and this one in particular. She always puts a new spin on such classics and that is why 
the Pumpkin Spice Latte Pie is my favorite dessert she makes.

Ingredients:
• One refrigerated pie crust
• One can of pumpkin
• One can of evaporated milk
• Three- fourths of a cup of brown sugar
• One tablespoon of instant espresso coffee powder
• One and one- half teaspoons of pumpkin spice (add more if you wish)
• Three eggs
• Two cups of whipped cream
• One- fourth of a cup of granulated sugar

Instructions:
1. Heat the oven to 400 degrees and use a pan that will fit the pie crust of your choice.
2. Use a bowl to mix the pumpkin with the espresso powder, brown sugar, the can of evaporated 

milk, pumpkin spice, and eggs. Mix the ingredients until they are all well combined.
3. Allow the pie to bake at 400 degrees for fifteen minutes. Then, Reduce the temperature of the 

pie to 350 degrees for twenty- five to thirty- five minutes. Allow the pie to completely cool down 
before doing the next step.

4. Beat the whipped cream in with the granulated sugar until the texture seems stiff. Spread your 
mixture onto your pie after it is fully done cooling!

BaIley naSh, grade 11

Glory Muffins

My name is Asia Parsons and I do not know much about my family origins considering my whole moth-
er’s side of the family is from Alaska. My mom, June Cheek, lived in Alaska until she was about 8 years old 
when she moved here, to Lee County Virginia, with her father. According to my mom, Alaska was beautiful. 
Contrary to popular belief, Alaska isn’t always cold. I am not sure where exactly my mother lived but in her 
house, she obviously had a working stove, and it was pretty much like a normal house. In order to get gro-
ceries from the store, however, my grandmother would have to cross the river. She does not remember much 
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about her mother, but one thing that she does have in her memory is the recipe that brings her back to her 
childhood. My grandma still lives in Alaska and my mom has not gotten to talk to her in a very long time. 
She recently talked on the phone with my uncle who lives in Alaska as well; he informed my mom that my 
grandma never crosses the river anymore. I am not exactly sure what that means but we are happy to know 
that my grandmother is still living. This is the recipe is for what we call “Glory Muffins”. My grandmother 
used to make them for my mother when she was young, and my mom says the smell brings her back to her 
childhood. My mother still makes the muffins and she has carried the recipe down to me and I hope to carry 
it down to my children someday as well. Here is the recipe.

Ingredients:
¾ cup brown sugar
3 eggs
¼ cup vegetable oil
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
1 (8- ounce) can of blueberries, with juice
2 cups of flour
1 tbsp baking powder
½ tsp baking soda
1 tsp ground cinnamon
Pinch of salt

How to make it:
Heat oven to 375 degrees f.
Combine ingredients and mix well. Evenly divide the batter into 12 muffin cups.
Bake until toothpick comes out clean (20- 25) minutes.
enjoy!!

aSIa ParSonS, grade 9

Papaw Jim

The most inspiring man I have ever 
known is my papaw Jimmy Rutherford. 
My Papaw was born January 10th, 1955 at 
Norton Community Hospital. His parents’ 
names were Roy and Gladys Rutherford, 
at the time of his birth they had six other 
children. The family lived in a three room 
house, until 1961 when they relocated to a 
ten room house in Norton, Virginia. Then in 
1966, him and his family moved to Keokee, 
Virginia, to be closer to his family.

By the time Jim was a teenager, his fam-
ily grew into a family of fourteen. He had 
seven brothers and four sisters. When he 
was growing up, he enjoyed playing sport 
with his siblings. To make money, he would Papaw



156 lee hIgh School

mow lawns and work for the NYC Program at his high school, where he made ninety cents an hour over 
the summer.

In June 1974, Jim moved to Robbins Chapel. He then got a job working for Cabal Mines in March. Later 
that year, on October 4th, he got married to his girlfriend of almost four years Hilda Barnette. On January 
25th, 1976, his eldest daughter Valerie was born, and January 3rd, 1980, his youngest daughter Jamie was 
born. Jim and his family then moved back to Keokee in 1982, where he joined the local Volunteer Fire 
Department. He was later laid off from Cabal Mines.

Jim then worked as a contractor from 1985 to 1987. He then worked for West Born Mines until he 
was laid off in December 1994. He also became certified for the Rescue Squad in 1994. He also worked 
as a mechanic in coal mining plant until 1997, when he began working for Peak Oil Fields in Ameridge, 
Alaska. He worked on the North Slope near the Arctic Ocean. He would work three weeks on and three 
weeks off.

During the year 2000, he quit his job in Alaska and began remodeling houses again. In 2008 he worked at 
Pond Mountain Mines as a mechanic. Then in 2008 he worked for Alpha Resources until November 2012, 
when he retired. He worked a total of 28 years in local mines.

Today, Jim devotes his life to his family, community, and Christ. He is still a member of the Rescue Squad 
and Fire Department. He’s a grandfather of five grandchildren and four great- grandchildren, and has been 
happily married for forty- four years. My Papaw wouldn’t trade his life for anything, and thanks God for the 
life he has been given.

ava PennIngton, grade 9

Traditional Family Recipe

As we came back from Thanksgiving break I was reminded of many family traditions. My family has 
a few Thanksgiving recipes that have stuck for years, ever since I can remember anyway. My family always 
makes too much food on Thanksgiving, but it gives us a chance to come together. Much of my family lives 
out of state, I am sad to say that over the last couple of years of moving, our Thanksgivings continue to 
decrease in people. Despite that few people came this year we still managed to repeat our annual activities. 
On Thanksgiving, the men go hunting while the women cook food, but it’s fair because the next day they 
watch the kids while we go shopping. To me it would be hard to pick just recipe, there are so many.

If I had to pick a recipe to write about I’d go with one that has probably been around as long as I remem-
ber, three come to mind, most importantly pies. My great grandma Dorothy’s mom taught her to make and 
here we are still making cream cheese pies in 2018. They’re not elaborate or hard to make but they’re special 
because our secret ingredient is love. This year my great grandma, grandma, my aunts, and I made pies 
together. I cherish moments like those because she is 93 years old.

If you want to learn how to make cherry cream cheese pies you’ll need a few items such as two blocks of 
cream cheese, cool whip, sweetened condensed milk, lemon juice, vanilla, pie crusts, and pie filling of your 
choice. Here are steps to assemble your ingredients.

• In a mixing bowl, blend two cream cheese blocks until smooth, adding cool whip if needed.
• Add one can of sweetened condensed milk, blending well.
• (At this point you can continue for fruity pie filling toppings or add a box of jello or pudding mix 

and Chill overnight)
• Add about a tablespoon of lemon juice and vanilla until well blended. (to taste)
• Beat until a consistency of like sour cream, or until has no lumps
• Pour into bottom of pie crust.
• Add one can cherry filling on top of the pie.
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• (You can also use blueberry, or strawberry pie filling.)
• Chill 3 hours, or until firm. (Preferably overnight.)

Happy pie making!
emIlIe Perdue, grade 11

Harlan County Picket Line

In the 1970s a war raged on, but it wasn’t the Vietnam war. It was much closer to home. For many 
Appalachian residents, it took place in their hometown, on their land, and in their homes. This took place in 
Harlan County, Kentucky. Harlan County is located in the southeastern edge of Kentucky. It was raised on coal 
mining. Harlan was, and to this day still is, a small town which revolved around two concepts, mining and unity. 
The coal companies messed with these two things and it, quite literally, meant war. Mine workers and their 
families came from neighboring counties to join in on the action known as the Harlan County Picket Line.

The picket line emerged due to a disagreement about the union. The workers wanted to join a different 
union, but the owners of the mine would not sign off on it. In an act to persuade the coal company to allow 
the switch, 180 workers walked out of the mine to form a picket line. A picket line is a boundary formed by 
workers on strike. Its primary purpose is to prevent others from crossing it to reach the protested area. In 
the case of the Harlan County picket line, members would line up in various mine entrances and even on the 
roads leading to the mine. They attempted to keep new recruits from the mining company out of the mines. 
Eastover mining company urged the new recruits to push through the pickets no matter the cost. A method 
commonly used on the road was plowing over the protesters with vehicles. Those picketing at the entrances 
were mostly successful at their goal of keeping new miners out. The success was shortcome, however. A county 
judge, Judge Boggs, issued an injunction against miners stating that only 3 picketers could reside at each 
entrance at a time. Many believed that this was simply a bluff which led to the arrest of several men. They 
served up to three months in prison. As this was happening, mothers, daughters, sisters, wives, and other con-
cerned women in the community started a group in support of the picket. They called it Brookside’s Women’s 
Club, BWC. they believed that the police would not be so quick to pull women away and imprison them, so 
they volunteered to lead the picket. Their mindset was in fact not true. Women were not put in prison for 
their actions against the injunction, but they were violently dragged and pulled from the sights. Most of the 
BWC were nonviolent protesters. This was not promised though as there were no requirements of peace to 
join. In one instance, a sheriff was stabbed by other members as he violently dragged a women from the picket 
line. This violence was very much so reciprocated by those on the mines side. A number of times houses were 
shot by those retaliating at protesters putting not only the protesters at risk but their children too.

As the protest carried on, the protested shifted into economics and the news. The shift also began to lower 
the violence level. United Mine Workers joined into the protest orchestrating much larger acts of rebellion. 
UMW urged that people “Dump Duke”. Duke was the company which co owned the mines with Eastover. 
The “Dump Duke” campaign urged Duke and Eastover stockholders to sell them. Journalist Barbara Kopple 
is credited for lowering violence in the protest. She filmed a documentary of the picket, Harlan County, 
U.S.A. The presence of her and her video camera is said to have discouraged fighting. This documentary is 
famous today. Harlan County, USA. On August 24, 1974, the final straw was drawn leading to the end of 
the 13 month like strike on the mine company. A mine supervisor shot and killed a 23- year old striker. The 
death shook the community and was heard around the nation. This labeled the mining company at fault. 
Many believed it was a purposeful target as coal mining was so embedded into him and his families life. The 
death was a turning point in the strike. Duke offered the strikers a contract allowing them to return to work 
with United Mine Workers as their new union.
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Numerous people in my family were involved in the Harlan County Picket Line. The two of which who 
participated the most were my grandfathers. The first is my papaw on my mother’s side, Gary. He was actually 
in the documentary Harlan County, U.S.A at one minute and fifty seconds into the film. In addition, he was 
one of the men who were shot during the picket. The second is my papaw on my father’s side. A group of 
men joined together with a plan. This plan was to blow up busses full of replacement workers. When they 
tried to detonate it, however, it didn’t go off. Knowing that multiple close relatives were part of the fight on 
the picket line brings to light how everyday coal miners joined in to get what was rightfully theirs, the choice 
to unionize.

callIe PerkInS, grade 11

My Aunt’s Macaroni Salad

Thinking of what I could contribute to the Origin Project, one thing that comes to mind is my aunt’s mac-
aroni salad. It sounds simple, but no one can make it quite like her. She always makes it for my family when 
she comes to visit. It only has three main ingredients, but in my opinion, along with many other members of 
my family, it’s the best.

Ingredients:
4 Cups of elbow macaroni (cooked)
1 Cup Hamburger Dill Pickles (chopped)
1 Cup Mayonnaise
Salt and Pepper to taste

Directions:
Boil the macaroni until done, but do not overcook it. Mix the macaroni, dill pickles, mayonnaise, salt, and 

pepper until it is blended. It can be eaten immediately or stored in the refrigerator overnight.
kylee PhIllIPS, grade 9

Pumpkin Pie

Every year for Thanksgiving my mother and I bake pumpkin pie. It has been a tradition in my family for 
several years, and I hope it never ends. Everyone in my family looks forward to the pumpkin pie every year 
and it is always gone before I can even get some! To make the pumpkin pie you will need:

Ingredients:
3/ 4 cup granulated sugar
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
1/ 2 teaspoon salt
1/ 2 teaspoon ground ginger
1/ 4 teaspoon ground cloves
2 large eggs
1 can (15 oz.) canned Pumpkin
1 can (12 fl. oz.) Evaporated Milk, (Or substitute with equal amount Lactose- Free or Almond Cooking 

Milk)
1 unbaked 9- inch (4- cup volume) deep- dish pie shell
Whipped cream (optional)
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Instructions:
1. MIX sugar, cinnamon, salt, ginger and cloves in small bowl. Beat eggs in large bowl. Stir in pump-

kin and sugar- spice mixture. Gradually stir in evaporated milk.
2. POUR into pie shell.
3. BAKE in preheated 425° F oven for 15 minutes. Reduce temperature to 350° F; bake for 40 to 50 

minutes or until knife inserted near center comes out clean. Cool on wire rack for 2 hours. Serve 
immediately or refrigerate. Top with whipped cream before serving.

madISon PhIPPS, grade 11

Aunt Ina’s Potato Salad

I had an Aunt named Ina, who made great potato salad, or so I’ve heard at least, as I don’t eat it. However, 
everybody else loves it, and I loved Aunt Ina. She is a big part of who I am today, because she always advised 
everybody to be who they truly were, no matter who it made happy or unhappy.

Ingredients:
10 potatoes
4 eggs
1 cup of mayonnaise
¼ cup of mustard
⅔ cup of dill relish

Step 1: Peel and dice potatoes.
Step 2: Boil potatoes until they are soft.
Step 3: Boil and dice eggs.
Step 4: Mix the ingredients together, and then serve.

BrIttInI Potter, grade 9

The Coal Mines

Throughout my whole life, someone I know has been involved with the coal mining production. This 
involves family members that go back several generations. This involves my great great grandfathers all 
the way down to my father, and uncles. They all worked in different states, and some in the same state, 
some were even in the same mines. However, the regulations for the mines has changed extremely over 
the generation.

Starting with my great great grandfather on my mother’s side who was killed while working in the mines. 
My mother says “My great grandfather was killed in the mines, and his body was never recovered. He had 
went back in the mines early after taking a lunch break to check on a mule that had went in alone. While he 
was in there the mines collapsed his body never recovered”. Then, my great grandfather co- owned a mines 
in Kentucky. My grandfather also worked in that mines as a scoop driver. Finally, my uncles worked a repair 
men, and a scoop drivers.

On my father’s side my great grandfather worked in the mines in Neon Kentucky. However, my father 
was in the coal mining industry for seventeen years. He worked everywhere from Pound Virginia, Appalachia 
Virginia, and Harlan Kentucky. My father worked as a repairman, and he also drove a shuttle car on occa-
sions. He was also injured in the mines by the top and the sides of the mines falling. My father retired from 
the mines because of this incident.
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Regulations in the mines has changed for the better throughout the years. Such as when great great 
grandfathers worked underground. When they worked in the mining industry one of the main changes from 
now to then has been less accidents, less deaths, better ventilation, adequate safety training, and mandatory 
retraining courses every year switch makes the mines safer for the workers. For example, when mines first 
started they used mules, buggeys, and carts to move coal from inside the mines to outside the mines. Now, 
they use belt conveyor system, scoops,miners, and shuttle cars. Which these are the jobs my uncles had. Nos, 
when these pieces of machinery broke down this is the job my father did.

Finally, coal mining makes up a lot of my history. In Lee County almost everyone knows someone that was 
in the coal mines, and almost everyone will tell that their families have mined for years, and for generations 
to come. This is my origin.

kandace quIllen, grade 11

Reasor Family Cowboy Beans

My family has a few recipes that they hold very close to their chests. This recipe for my mother’s Cowboy 
Beans is one of them. It was actually very hard getting her to let me know the recipe, but I felt the world 
should enjoy them as much as we do.

Ingredients
• 1 lb of Hamburger meat
• 1 onion
• green pepper
• 14 oz can pinto beans
• 14 morning can pork n beans
• 14 oz can of white northern beans
• 14oz can of dark kidney beans
• 1 bottle of Hunts Brown Sugar BBQ sauce

Directions:
1. Brown the hamburger meat in a skillet
2. Dice the onion and green pepper and put in with the meat
3. Put all beans in a crockpot. Pour prepared meat on top of beans. Pour the whole bottle of BBQ 

sauce on top of meat. Let cook for at least 1 to 3 hours depending on which level the crockpot is 
set on.

hannah reaSor, grade 11

Self- Sufficiency

My great- grandparents on my mother’s side of the family had interesting ways that they were self- 
sufficient. They lived during a time where technology was not as advanced as it is today. Because of the 
lack of technology, families had to live differently and do more manual labor when compared to the way 
families act today. My great- grandparents had multiple ways that they made up for this lack of technology. 
My great- grandfather and the men on my mother’s side of the family raised bees and hogs, while my great- 
grandmother and the women on my mother’s side of the family crocheted clothing.

My great- grandfather raised his own bees to provide his family with honey. At the time, my family lived a 
far enough distance from the closest town that trips to the town only happened on rare occasions. Because of 
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the rarity of trips to town, to have a regular supply of commodities like honey you would either have to buy 
a large amount of honey at a time which would have been hard to transport, or you would have to make your 
own. My great- grandfather chose the latter of the two options and became a beekeeper to provide honey for 
his family. Some of my cousins continue to raise bees in their great- grandfather’s memory.

My great- grandfather also raised his own hogs. Because of where my family lived, transporting meat 
would have been an issue. To keep a constant supply of meat a person would have to travel to town regularly 
to buy meat, hunt for meat, or raise their own animals. My great- grandfather weighed the different options 
and settled on raising his own animals. One of the main animals he chose to raise were hogs. Raising hogs 
meant that the family could have a constant supply of meat without having to make regular trips to town. 
Raising hogs was also continued by my cousins in memory of their great- grandfather. 

My great- grandmother contributed in a different way to the self- sufficiency of their family. She had a 
collection of dolls that she would crochet clothes and outfits for. She would then either sell these dolls on 
one of the rare trips to the town, or she would give the dolls to children in the family as presents. She also 
made crocheted clothing for some of the younger children that were small enough that making clothing for 
them would not have took a lot of time.

curtIS reece, grade 11

Family Tradition

Many people have different things they choose to do on Thanksgiving, there are many things people do every 
year over and over again. Me and my family always get together at my grandparents’ house we always have for 
as long as I can remember us going. We always it seems like go through the same routine every year as well.

Every year when we go to my grandparents we generally eat about the same traditional foods which is a 
huge variety. When the youngest one who its the age of fourteen always says the blessing until the next young 
boy comes along. Also, we eat and the oldest always go first to the youngest and all the older family members 
sit at the dining table to eat and the younger ones go and watch football while they eat. The same family at 
Thanksgiving also get together on Christmas so we always draw names for Christmas on the same day and the 
kids write Christmas list for everyone. We also arrange what everyone will make and bring for Christmas dinner.

This is what we do for Thanksgiving this is my origin what is yours? This is the same Thanksgiving family 
tradition we do every year were so many memories are made. Thank you for taking the time to hear about 
my family tradition!

kolBy reed, grade 11

Good vs. Bad

If children were always reading stories of goodness and where nothing bad happens, wouldn’t that present 
to children a false sense of reality? In reading stories about good versus evil and stories where bad comes to 
those who are otherwise good, we build a sense of reality for children. We create a real world environment 
and show children that we do not live in a perfect world. In classic fairytales, consequences do not only fall 
upon those who are evil, but consequences and evil also falls upon those who are good. In a story, a girl 
named Lilla was playing a game with the other girls her age in the garden trying to jump over a rose without 
touching it. All the girls failed except Lilla, although one leaf did fall off but Lilla ate the leaf before any of 
the girls noticed it had fallen off. Lilla became pregnant after eating the rose- leaf in dishonesty. This is an 
example of evil falling upon those who are generally good. Lilla kept the pregnancy a secret and after giving 
birth to the child-  who Lilla named Lisa-  she sent Lisa to live with the fairies. One of the fairies cast a curse 
upon the child, that when the child was seven years old she would die from a comb stuck in her head. The 
child had just been born and had not done any evil to anyone. This is another example of evil falling upon 
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those who are good. When Lisa was seven years old the curse actually transpired, her mother “encased the 
body in seven caskets of crystal, one within the other, and placed her in a distant room of the palace, keeping 
the key in her pocket.

xavIer regan, grade 9

The Trailer

We lived in a small 3- bedroom trailer, where there had been rumors about a murder there. Rumor has 
it, a woman, a mother, had gone crazy and killed her 4 daughters. The girls were 8, 6, and 2. Supposedly, 
she drowned the 2 year old, suffocated the 6- year- old twins, stabbed the 8 year old, and then killed herself.

My older sister had the smallest room, the nursery. She would wake up at exactly 4:37A.M. Every Tuesday 
morning, to the sound of a crying baby. I had the biggest room, the older girls’ room. I had never experienced 
anything odd or creepy, until one morning.

I got really sick one night and i woke up a little before 4:00A.M … I sat in the kitchen with all the light 
off except the one in the hallway. I glanced up and the light flickered. At first i didn’t really notice it, not until 
it happened several more times. Once i realized something odd was going on, I looked up and saw a figure 
of a little girl run across my room. After that, nothing odd had happened for awhile, until something did.

The lights in my room stated flickering, but only in my room. After the first night, every morning, from 
3:30A.M. to 4:00A.M., the lights flickered. They flickered, and flickered, and flickered, every night. The 
really odd thing is, after i switched rooms to what was the mother’s room, everything stopped, went back to 
normal. Then we moved out, and still to this day no one knows why it all happened.

tayler rIcker, grade 9

The Family Chocolate Cake Recipe

Overtime, a “famous” chocolate cake recipe has been passed down throughout my step- dad’s family. It 
originated with his great great grandmother. This specific cake has been a family favorite ever since she 
started making it. As the recipe got passed down, only few could perfect it. It got passed down from her, to 
her daughter, then to my stepdad’s grandma. “Old Mamaw”, as they would call her, made sure to keep the 
recipe a secret until her daughter, Trena, was able to make it.

Since Trena’s was the only one that I have been able to try, I will compare everyone else’s cakes to hers. For 
instance, my stepdad attempts to make it, but it isn’t quite there yet because his aunt, Cindie, is the recipe 
holder for now. Before Trena passed, Cindie could not make the cake the right way. This proves the idea that 
only one person can hold the recipe at a time.

The recipe is so secret, that I only know few of the ingredients that go in it. Cocoa, sugar, milk, eggs, flour, 
and butter are the only things that I know for a fact are in it. I do not know the correct amounts because they 
always said things like “a dash”, “a pinch”, and “heapin’ scoops”. This is why it is so hard to get right.

Our family makes a joke that only one person can make the cake to perfection at one time. After one cake 
holder passes, the next can finally make the cake the right way. We always feel that the real recipe is withheld 
from the family until they feel like they have found the next best to make it.

dalton rIverS, grade 11

Granny’s Homemade Chocolate Pie!

My granny’s homemade chocolate pie is a tradition that my family has done for several years. We have her 
famous pie every holiday! She won’t tell me the recipe until I am older because it is a secret family recipe. This 
tradition began long ago. My great great great grandmother made this pie for her children every holiday and 
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because everyone liked it she passed it down to her daughter and then she passed it down to her daughter and 
so on. My granny has passed it down to her daughter and she passed it down to all three of her daughters. 
They say we can’t have the recipe until we are adults. This chocolate pie has been with my family for centuries 
and hopefully more to come! My great great great grandmother was big on baking, so I hear, and she liked 
to cook and throw stuff together all the time. My granny said that it took my great great great grandma two 
days to figure out the perfect recipe for chocolate pie. My granny makes two chocolate pies every holiday for 
our family. She has to make two because it’s so good, her pie is probably the greatest dessert of all desserts. 
I, honestly, have never had anything that is as good as my granny’s chocolate pie! I have heard stories about 
how my great grandma wanted to know the recipe so bad that she would sneak into the recipe box and try 
to find it, but it is not written down on a single piece of paper. My family thinks that if it gets wrote down 
then someone can find it and it won’t be a secret family recipe so they just teach us how instead of giving it to 
us on a piece of paper. This recipe has lasted for centuries and has never once been written down on a piece 
of paper. I won’t write it down and I hope the rest of my family doesn’t either. I hope this recipe will forever 
be in my family and nobody tries to quit the tradition. This pie is way too good to throw away its tradition!

SIerra SeIBer, grade 9

My Family

My origin project is about me and my family. When I was growing up, my family moved a lot because of 
things that happened around the places that we lived so we decided to move when I was 13. We moved to 
Tennessee and lived there 2 years. Then, my mom got really sick and passed away when I was 15. I was really 
sad, but I knew I still had some family to live with. I started living with my mamaw until I got adopted by 
my step- dad. Then, we finally moved to Virginia and have been here since then.

I know it is not much to tell, but I enjoy staying here in Virginia with my new friends who I hang out 
with a lot.

evan Shuler, grade 9

My Home

For the first seven years of my life, I lived in a small town by the name of Jonesborough, Tennessee. It 
happens to be the oldest town in the state of Tennessee and I only attended school here until the second 
grade. Following that, I moved to a even smaller town in another state, Dryden, Virginia. I have lived in three 
different houses but all in the same area and county. Little did I know I would make some of the best mem-
ories of my life in the next ten years spent in that little county where Virginia begins.

Lee County tends to be talked down on more than it should and there are a lot of assumptions made as 
to how people act in South- West Virginia. It’s not like we’re cowboys from the 1900’s, we’re just your modern 
day people living by the countryside. Yes, we do have a “poor” economy in our region, but we make do. To 
us, it is more about character and becoming successful in life and what we can do to make it better than just 
money, money, money. So although we have a poor economy, does not mean we aren’t happy with our lives. 
Even if we don’t have much we still are very thankful for what we do have. The majority of people here are 
dressed well and have a good personal hygiene. Typically people here like to get out of the house spending 
quality time with friends and family or go to the schools games, to see a movie, bowling or go out to eat, 
etc. Another thing I’ve heard out of state rumored about our county is that many think we are all about 
guns, but simply that isn’t it, however hunting is seasonally popular. And that isn’t particularly a bad thing, 
because without regions like such there wouldn’t be as much meat in grocery stores (beef, chicken, fish, etc). 
Coal mining was also a big deal in our county for many years. Now that it isn’t really around anymore it has 
resulted in a major increase in the unemployment rate, which is gradually getting better. Another common 



164 lee hIgh School

thing was growing and selling tobacco and also farming because of how much open land there was to use. As 
far as looks go, the area is quite beautiful and peaceful. I would highly recommend someone to visit if they 
wanted to see the countryside. There are various breathtaking overlooks and just naturally beautiful things in 
Lee County. Overall I am proud to have had the opportunity to have grown up here for the majority of my 
life. I have learned numerous life lessons such as being thankful for what I do have, and the people around 
me, realizing how beautiful nature is and how you can come from something small then one day be so much 
more than what may have been expected for an individual from a simply small town.

lacey SIlverS, grade 11

Papaw Dennis

My papaw, Dennis Smith, started working as a coal miner in 1971. He started off on loading the coal into 
the train cars, by hand. He worked five days a week, for eight hours every day in the beginning, but later on 
he started to work six days a week. He worked in Saint Charles, Virginia his entire time working as a coal 
miner. However, before he began officially working, he had to go through a few different types of training.

He went through miners training, where he learned all the safety procedures for being a coal miner, which 
was very important. He also went through training to become an EMT, Emergency Medical Technician, 
which I think was pretty cool. He also learned to help prepare the land for finding more coal. They would 
put dynamite charges in the ground and explode the land to uncover more coal. It was a very dangerous job, 
for sure.

When my papaw worked on loading the train cars, he would sometimes run into a lot of dangerous 
moments. The breaks of the train cars would no hold so then the train cars would just start rolling quickly, 
without control. My papaw and the other workers would have to jump off of the train car as it would be on 
its way to crash. After all the hard work they just put into putting the coal into the tipple, they would have 
to do it all over again.

After about twelve years of working above ground and being the boss for a while, my papaw ultimately 
started working underground. He helped to put up plates on the roof to keep the mines from falling. The coal 
was stacked really high. He had to crawl on his stomach for everything, even eating his lunch. The first mine 
he worked in was only twenty- nine inches high and later he moved to a mine with more room.

Coal mining is a very dangerous job. It is also a very hard working job. A few people in my family have 
been coal miners. They were all hard workers.

emIly SmIth, grade 9

Family Traditions

My family has had several interesting traditions over the years, some of them are new and some of them 
are old. We keep these traditions strong by including more family every year. There has always been a get 
together around Christmas time that our family does. Family flies in from down south and some from up 
north and we get each other gifts and people dress up as Santa Clause for the younger kids that come. We 
have held this tradition strong for over forty- two years. It is used as a form of getaway for our family and 
keeps everyone close. Without this party many family members would drift away and not visit and could in 
a way tear the whole family apart.

Several people in my family fly in from almost everywhere around the United States and brings gifts for 
everyone. They come and stay for about a week before heading back home. They always make a large amount 
of food for everyone there and everything there is often homemade. It makes everyone there very happy to 
see one another after so long. Our family gets along very well but the last few years had been a bit rough. 
The host of the party isn’t feeling as well as she used to so there need to be an extra hand around to help her. 
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However, this doesn’t stop her from having fun with the rest of the people there. It’s one of the only times she 
has this many visitors. Hopefully we can keep this a strong tradition for a long time.

The owner of the house had bought the house early in her life and the house was way too big for her so 
she decided she needed to do something in order to get the use out of her house. She organized the first 
Christmas party forty- two years ago and it has followed every year and was never interrupted by anything. 
During this party we have some of the adults there dress up for the kids and he hands out the presents to the 
kids as they come up to him. It always makes the kids happy and excited to come back next year. It shows a 
lot of spirit and provides a lot of joy. However, it isn’t always just presents and food. We also use this time as 
a way to just relax and get closer to some of the relatives that live farther away from us. These parties are a 
very important part of the year and keeps the whole family together.

Tradition is a very important part of every family. It isn’t always the same and can be very unique some-
times. Even though ours isn’t very unique it is special to everyone in the family and has a very large role in 
keeping everybody close and happy. Many people use this party to get away from work and to just enjoy the 
holidays with the family they rarely see. It also makes the kids feel extra special and just makes them happier 
in general. Without this tradition it would be very difficult to keep in touch with everybody. This is a very 
long ongoing tradition that our family has had for decades and we hope it can go on for even longer.

Shea SnodgraSS, grade 11

Famous Chicken Noodle Soup With Grilled Cheese

Whenever anyone felt sick or sad in my family, they were fed a family classic, Grandma’s chicken noodle 
soup with grilled cheese. The soup my grandma would make would fill the entire house with the aroma of 
freshly made pasta and bread. The difference between my Grandma’s chicken noodle soup with grilled cheese 
and anyone else’s is that my grandma makes everything but the cheese at the house while she prepared it. 
She would use the following ingredients: pasta, carrots, chicken, chicken broth, celery, bread, butter, cheese, 
and seasonings. My grandma would make it with so much love that when you would take the first bite, you 
would automatically feel better and you would end up wanting more.

First, my grandma would make the egg noodles. She would us eggs, flour, milk, salt, and butter. She would 
start by mixing salt and flour together then would proceed to add in the eggs, milk, and butter. She would 
mix it together with a fork until it becomes a sticky dough. She would place the dough on a floured surface 
and would start kneading it, adding flour when needed, until it was a smoother dough. She would let it rest 
for thirty minutes before rolling it out with a rolling utensil and proceed to roll the dough to about a fourth 
or an eighth of an inch and then she would cut them into strips and cover them so she could let them rest 
for no longer than an hour because if they rest for any longer they will not cook properly. During the hour 
of resting period for the noodles, she would soften up the celery and carrots. She would add the celery and 
carrots after she cut them into a pot with water and then she would bring the pot to a boil and then a simmer 
and would cover the pot with a lid. She would then let them cook for fifteen minutes or until they were soft 
enough for her. After that, she would pour the contents into a colander and strain the water out and then set 
that aside while she would cook the noodles. She would always roll them one more time because she would 
say, “ they like to expand while you cook them so you always can make them flatter.” She would cook them in 
a large pot of boiling water and proceed to cook them for about three minutes but, she would say that “store 
bought noodles take longer because there is no love in them.” When they were cooked she would strain them 
and prepare the chicken and the broth. She would walk over to our neighbors and ask for some fresh chicken 
meat because they raised chickens. She would take the water she softened the celery and carrots in and put 
the chicken in and cook it in that because this will become the broth for the soup. She would season the 
chicken with thyme, onion powder, lemon juice, salt, pepper, and basil. She would then let it cook for thirty 
minutes trimming fat off if she needed to. After it was thoroughly cooked, she would strain the chicken with 
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the broth going into another pot for later. Once she would do that, she would start boiling hot water and 
proceed to fully cook the remaining noodles if she had too many noodles, to fully cook them. While this 
is going on she would put the pot of chicken broth on the stove and would bring it to a simmer. Then, she 
would begin to add all of the ingredients into the broth one by one. She would add them in this order: the 
celery and carrots would go in first because they need to warm up longer, then she would add in the chicken 
after a few minutes and she would begin to stir for around ten minutes to let the celery, carrots, and chicken 
get to know each other and so they can get marinated. After all of this, she finally adds in the noodles last 
because they are still warm. She stirs all of this for another ten minutes and then she would turn the stove 
on low while he prepares the next dish.

She would begin making the grilled cheese by making the bread. She would use the following ingredients 
to make it: sugar, warm water, salt, vegetable oil, yeast, and bread flour. She would begin by adding the sugar 
and warm water in a large bowl until the sugar is fully dissolved. After that, she would stir in the yeast. She 
would mix the salt and oil into the yeast and adding flour one cup at a time and kneading it until smooth. 
Then, she would put it in an oiled bowl and would cover it and allow it to rise for an hour. She would then 
knead it some more and divide it and shape it into a loaf and put it in a loaf pan and would allow it to rise 
for thirty minutes before baking it at three hundred and fifty degrees for thirty minutes. After the bread is 
finished, she would cut it into slices so she could butter it. Once she buttered one slice she would lay it down 
on a preheated pan butter side down and put a slice of cheese on it. She would then butter another slice and 
place it on with the butter side on top. She would then proceed to cook until golden brown on each side. 
Once the grilled cheese was cooked she would fill a bowl with soup and give it to you with the grilled cheese 
on the side.

Jayden SPaIn, grade 11

Cheddar Baked Chicken (Rice Crispy Chicken)

What you need:
• ¼ cup of butter; melted
• ½ cup of all- purpose flour
• 1 teaspoon of salt
• 1 teaspoon of ground black pepper
• 1 teaspoon garlic powder
• 1 egg
• 1 tablespoon of milk
• 1 cup of shredded Cheddar cheese
• ½ cup of Italian seasoned bread crumbs
• 1 cup of Rice Crispy cereal (or any off brand cereal like it)
• skinless, boneless chicken breast halves-  cut in half
• 2 tablespoons of butter; melted

What you need to do is
1. Preheat the oven to 350°F.
2. Coat a medium dish ¼ cup with melted butter.
3. In a bowl, mix the flour, salt, pepper, and garlic powder.
4. In a separate bowl, beat together the egg and the milk.
5. In a third bowl, mix the cheese, bread crumbs, and cereal together.
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6. Dredge (sprinkle (food) with a powdered substance) chicken pieces in the flour mixture, dip in 
the egg mixture, then press in the breadcrumb mixture to coat.

7. Arrange in the prepared baking dish.
8. Drizzle the two tablespoons of butter evenly over the chicken.
9. Baking 15 minutes or until coating in golden brown and chicken juices run clear.

This is a recipe my family always makes on like special occasions such as birthdays, the super- bowl, etc. I 
have not met one person who has a clue what I am talking about when I say rice crispy chicken, you just kind 
of gotta go with it and tell them how great it is. Usually me and my aunt make this together because it takes 
a lot of time (trust me it is totally worth it). It may get a little messy, but nothing compares to the chicken 
itself. I suggest you and your family or whoever, should make this.

Samantha StaPleton, grade 11

Spiced Pineapple Upside- Down Cake!

This recipe is of a favorite cake my granny makes. It is hard for some to let go of recipes—family likes to 
keep their favorite things close to their hearts. However, I hope you enjoy this as much as I do.

• 1- 1/ 3 cups butter, softened, divided
• 1 cup packed brown sugar
• 1 can (20 ounces) pineapple slices, drained
• 10 to 12 maraschino cherries
• 1/ 2 cup chopped pecans
• 1- 1/ 2 cups sugar
• 2 large eggs, room temperature
• 1 teaspoon vanilla extract
• 2 cups all- purpose flour
• 2 teaspoons baking powder
• 1/ 2 teaspoon baking soda
• 1/ 2 teaspoon salt
• 1/ 2 teaspoon ground cinnamon
• 1/ 2 teaspoon ground nutmeg
• 1 cup buttermilk

1. In a saucepan, melt 2/ 3 cup butter; stir in brown sugar. Spread in the bottom of an ungreased 
heavy 12- in. ovenproof skillet or a 13x9- in. baking pan. Arrange pineapple in a single layer over 
sugar mixture; place a cherry in the center of each slice. Sprinkle with pecans and set aside.

2. In a large bowl, cream sugar and remaining butter until light and fluffy. Add eggs, one at a time, 
beating well after each addition. Beat in vanilla. Combine the flour, baking powder, baking soda, salt, 
cinnamon and nutmeg; add alternately to batter with buttermilk, beating well after each addition.

3. Carefully pour over the pineapple. Bake at 350° until a toothpick inserted in the center comes 
out clean, about 40 minutes for skillet, 50- 60 minutes for baking pan. Immediately invert onto a 
serving platter. Keep warm.

amBer SWeeney, grade 9
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The Old Deep Springs School

There was an old school called Deep Springs School my papaw attended, his name was Joseph Thomas 
Ely A.KA. Tommy. He was five years old when he started school. The school was very small, it was only one 
room, but they divided it to where it was two rooms. There were thirty to fifty students that attended there. If 
you ask me, that is very little space for that amount of students. They used the bathroom in outhouses located 
about twenty or thirty yards from the school. They only had a little source of heat, two pot belly stoves burn-
ing all day—they still couldn’t keep everyone warm in the cold winter. Lunch was very little, only serving soup 
beans and sometimes sandwiches. There were only two teachers that taught at the school—only two teachers 
for about fifty students, I say it was hard to keep up with all the kids. “Tommy” was not the only one out of 
the five siblings to attend Deep Springs School. His brothers Dennis, Paris, Dexter, and sister Brenda also 
attended. At this time, you only went there until the fourth grade. After that you went you Dryden High 
school. However, the school closed in 1963 and he was forced to go to another school in Dryden. He has 
many fond memories of going to school there. He told me a little story about when he first went to Dryden.

He didn’t know what a gymnasium was and got in trouble for walking on it with his shoes. When he 
graduated from the school in 1969, he was seventeen years old. Although, after high school, he went straight 
to the mines where he worked to help support his family. I then asked him what his favorite memory was 
when he attended Deep Springs School. He said it would probably be playing marbles with all of his friends. 
He also told me that he would usually get paddled. So when they paddled him, the paddle had holes in it and 
when they would hit him and it would leave a bruise where the holes were on the paddle.

maSon taylor, grade 9

Mamaw’s Pickled Spinach

2 cups of raw spinach
¼ cups of cooked bacon, crumbled
¼ cup of chopped onion
¼ cup of chopped tomato
¼ cup of chopped green pepper
½ cup of oil
¼ cup of vinegar
¼ cup of sugar
Add salt and pepper for extra taste

Place vinegar, salt and spinach in a large bowl and let sit 1 hour, tossing frequently, until spinach wilts.
In a large skillet, heat oil over medium heat. Add onion; cook 6 minutes or until tender and golden, stir-

ring occasionally. Add bacon and tomatoes; cook 2 minutes, stirring constantly. Stir in spinach and vinegar 
mixture; continue cooking 5 to 7 minutes longer or until bacon is cooked through, stirring to release browned 
bits from the pan.

dIllon tIgnor, grade 9

Old- Fashioned Root Beer Float

What You’ll Need
2 scoops vanilla ice cream
1 cup chilled root beer soda
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What to Do
Place 1 ice cream scoop in a tall glass. Pour in half the soda, and then add the remaining ice cream and 

remaining soda.
Serve immediately.

mckenIze tyree, grade 9

My Family from Both Sides of North America

Eighteen years ago my dad, Sergio Contreras, immigrated from Vera Cruz, Mexico. He immigrated from 
Mexico to the United States of America for a better life and a place to raise his kids. He came to Virginia and 
met my mom, Brittany Vermillion. Then they had me in 2003, October the sixth. The reason why I have my 
moms last name, Vermillion, instead of my dads name, Contreras, is because they were not married when 
they had me. A few years after I was born, my parents had my sister, Abigail Contreras. Then had my brother, 
Adrian Contreras. My sister is twelve years old and my brother is four and I’m fifteen years old. My dad visits 
my grandparents every year and this year, my mom, my sister, my brother, and I will meet my grandparents 
for the first time. My uncle came to America and stayed with us for about eight months then left America 
to go back to Mexico. My family is a hard working family and very humble for everything we have. My dad 
is great representation of a hard working immigrant. He went from having nothing to now having a lot. I’m 
very proud to be part of my family and I’m proud where my dad came from and proud of my mom, too for 
supporting him and her children.

ISaIah vermIllIon, grade 9

Him

It all traces back to with Him:
It was Him that saved me.

It was Him that showed me that there was another way.
In times of darkness, it was Him that kept me going.

He was my new reason for living.
When no one else believed in me, it was Him that stood by my side
He has given me so much that I can never repay what I would owe.

It was Him that has given me my family and friends that I cherish so much.
All this love and kindness traces back to Him.

It was Him
And because of Him, I have been changed for good.

I live my life now because of Him,
And I can keep on living because it was Him that set me free.

kayla WeSton, grade 11

Building Barns in Kentucky During the 1980s

My dad, Bige Whitaker, grew up on a eighty- eight acre farm, in Manchester, Ky. He lived there with his 
Mom, Ada Whitaker, and Dad, Elijah Glen Whitaker. There was also his two brothers, Jerry Whitaker and 
George “Peanut” Whitaker. He also had a sister named Mary Joe Whitaker.

My Grandpa was a drill instructor for the United States Army for many years, and he also farmed tobacco 
for extra income. Well as you may know, tobacco is a very labor intensive crop, and requires a place for it to 



170 lee hIgh School

be hung to dry. The place they hung it were two barns, one was a five- tier barn, and the other was a four- tier 
barn.

Well, after my dad’s older brother Jerry went off to college, it was just him and my grandpa left to grow 
and hang the tobacco. So one day after riding the bus home from school in February of 1980, my dad noticed 
he could see the sun from an angle he could never see it before. He went into the back a yard and noticed 
that two of the three barns had fallen over due to a tornado that passed through. This left them with only 
one barn remaining, but it was a one- hundred year old barn, that was used for mules that they didn’t have 
anymore.

So my grandpa and my dad planned on tearing down and salvaging what they could from the three barns, 
and build new ones. So they could start the process faster, they hired someone with a bulldozer to come tear 
it down for them. He paid the man for his work with a little cash, and the rest of the bill was taken care of 
with moonshine that my grandpa and his brother made in the hills of Kentucky. So after they tore down 
the barns, they spend the next month or so clearing off the area so they could start construction on the new 
barns. Their plans were, to build two barns, that were just like the last two.

When they started construction, my dad was 16 and my grandpa was 42. To begin the process, they 
needed large amounts of lumber. For the base beams of the barn, they took a chainsaw and a tractor, and 
cut down Pine and Cedar trees. But before they could use the wood in construction, they had to remove the 
bark off of the trees. This process was called hueing, and required a hueing bar. A hueing bar is a circular 
blade with two handles that you would slide down the tree to remove the bark and make the tress ready 
for use.

To transport the trees from the woods to the construction site, they used my great uncle E.B.’s tractor. 
They used his tractor and several family members to place they large support beams. They also used some of 
the larger trees as tier beams that separate the different floors of the barn. These beams ran parallel with the 
ground, and were used as places to walk while hanging tobacco leaves.

After they build the foundation and support beams, they started on the outside of the barn. They started 
with building the wall, with the rough wood they bought from a local lumber yard. Some the of the measure-
ments of the wood they bought were two by fours, and eight by eights. They used eight by eights as beams 
that went along the wall, and the 2 by fours as the things that held up the beams.

The next thing after the exterior of the barn was the roof. They spend around seven thousand dollars on 
the whole construction of the barn, and the most of that was on the tin used to construct the roof. Hanging 
the tin was a difficult task due to the height of the five tier barns. It would take a lof convincing from my 
grandpa for my dad to climb up to the top and help hang the tin.

Then after they finished the roof, it was on to the inside of the barn. This included animal stalls, areas for 
drying corn, and horse stalls.

After they completed the first barn, they started the whole process again on the second barn. But the 
second barn was a little easier, because it was only four tiers.

The whole construction process took from February of 1980, to August of the same year. Almost all of 
this was done by my dad and my grandpa, along with the help of my great uncle and his tractor.

After the barn were build, my dad was only around for one more growing season of tobacco, before he 
went off to college. This left my grandpa alone to do the farming. He continued to run the farm for about ten 
years, before he passed away at the age of fifty- two due to health complications in relation to alcohol abuse.

The two barns that dad build, are still standing and in great shape today. However we do not own the land 
that they are on anymore because my grandma grew old and sold them so she could move into an apartment 
that was easier for her to manage.

It is very sad that they only got to use the new barns for such a small period of time. They had planned 
on raising animals, but never had the chance.
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Like I said, my grandmother sold the land in September of 2011 and that ended the ownership of the 
barns my dad built.

JacoB WhItaker, grade 11

The Burning of Blackwater

Deep in the heart of Lee County, there is a small community called Blackwater. In Lee County, Blackwater 
has earned a reputation for being continuously on fire for some reason or another. This, of course, is an 
exaggeration, but I know the truth of this quite well as my family has lived there for over forty years. My 
grandmother and grandfather found themselves a nice house to live in out of the spotlight of urban civiliza-
tion. This house is the one they raised my mother and her siblings in, and it is also the home I have always 
known. The eternal burning of Blackwater is more a joke than it is fact, yet I can testify that there are times 
when intense flames swallow our land whole. Before I describe the instances where fire consumes us, I must 
first describe the devilish reason why the fires of hades spring to life.

On my family’s few acres of land, there is a certain kind of grass that grows. My family does not know 
the specific name of it, but we call it “pampas grass” as it resembles actual pampas grass in both color and 
growth. To word it frankly, this plant is the devil incarnate. This grass’s life begins as normal grass would; 
however, this grass matures quickly to become the most painful inconvenience in existence. It grows tall and 
thick in tufts typically around clusters of rock. The problem arises when the grass spreads: it never stops. 
It reproduces and reproduces until it covers an entire acre, then two acres, then four, then everywhere in 
Blackwater. I doubt there is anywhere the grass cannot thrive. It covers nearly all of my land and even some 
of my yard.

Typically, one would only cut the grass back and worry no more about its nefarious plots, but this grass 
is smart. The tufts it grows in are too thick to mow over or trim. If that was not evil enough, the grass dries 
out as it ages leaving a bright yellow stalk. When this matured grass is cut, the stems become sharp where it 
is cut. It has the audacity to even shrivel into a brown husk when it dies, so it litters the land even after death. 
If I want to waste a roll of twine for my trimmer, I can neatly slice through a tuft in a few minutes, but the 
force of cutting the stout stalks heats the twine and the grass to create the most unpleasant, foul burning 
odor. Simply put, this grass is unstoppable. Well, I say unstoppable, but my family’s mortal enemy has one 
fatal weakness: fire.

Fire may not be the safest alternative to combat the insufferable plant that plagues us, but it is a blessing 
from God when it eliminates the ugly yellow from my land. My neighbors own livestock that are in danger 
anytime the ridge gets set ablaze, but they are kept safe by our volunteer fire department. I do not know why 
it gets set ablaze, but it inevitably does. The grass succumbs to the flames and is consumed along with the 
year’s other brush. Embers drift through the air, and ash coats the ground. These embers sometimes make the 
leap from one big patch of grass to another, and large- scale fires break out. Some people take this opportunity 
to set their patches on fire without guilt. Flames can sometimes line the roads depending on how far and how 
much the grass has grown, and the skies are tinted red from the smoke.

Much of the burning does not happen all at once but rather over a series of days in the spring. When 
someone deliberately starts a fire, they tend to do it shortly before it rains to prevent any major damage. 
The volunteer fire department also starts their own fires to combat the ones raging in the wild. Controlled 
burning has been used countless times on my land to prevent the fire from getting too close to my house. If 
the grass is already burned, there is nothing left to fuel the inferno. The fires are quite beautiful at night; the 
smell of smoke and the glowing orange light provide a sense of terrifying peace.

After the fire has worked its magic, the ground is barren and littered with the remains of the grass, trees, 
and anything else unlucky enough to be caught in the blaze. However, the devil lives to burn, and the grass 
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does as well. The fires eliminate the remains of their dead and give rise to a new generation of irritation. This 
grass will grow for another year or two until it dries up and dies like its ancestors. The fuel for the fire is 
renewed, and the cycle of the burning of Blackwater continues.

JoShua WInegar, grade 11

Turning the Page

I feel like my life is a book.
I’m stuck on the part with stories of me and you.
I know it’s time for me to turn the page and read on.
But, so far, this is my favorite part.
Please be in every chapter
On every page
And through every paragraph
All the way until I come to
The End.

darrIen yeary, grade 11

Lee County and Southwest Virginia

In Southwest Virginia, we’ve got our own little world for say. We’re pretty famous for our music, moon-
shine, farms, and the Appalachian Mountains. To me, life down here is wonderful and when I walk through 
the lush fields of hay, I feel free from the world. I wouldn’t trade life down here for anything. Lee County 
and the rest of Southwest Virginia have a pretty unique history and I’m glad to be the one to inform you all 
about it and my family history here too.

Southwest Virginia is made up of many counties including, Alleghany County, Bedford County, Bland 
County, Botetourt County, Buchanan County, Carroll County, Craig County, Dickenson County, Floyd 
County, Franklin County, Giles County, Grayson County, Henry County, Lee County, Montgomery County, 
Patrick County, Pulaski County, Roanoke County, Rockbridge County, Russell County, Scott County, Smyth 
County, Tazewell County, Washington County, Wise County, and Wythe County. As you can see, we’re a 
fairly large place. Despite being thought of as rednecks and farms, we have some bigger cities like Bristol, 
Roanoke, and Radford. Where I live, however, there are many farms and not many people but life is still 
pretty modern.

Lee County is where I was born and raised and I’m happy to call it home. We had a population of 24,742 
during our last census in 2015. We’re on the border of Tennessee and Kentucky. We’re actually quite forgot-
ten but still very important. We held a Civil War battle in the town seat, and my home town Jonesville. The 
first explores here were from Spain in 1504 in search for gold. We actually used to be part of Russell County 
until we became our own county in 1793. We got our name from Robert E. Lee’s father Light Horse Harry 
Lee. He was a light cavalry leader and then governor. We also had Joseph Martin, another Revolutionary 
War officer who lived in Rosehill, just west of Jonesville. Our economy was based on tobacco and coal but in 
recent years, the demand for these resources have diminished along with our money. That has helped put us 
on the top 10 poorest county in Virginia.

My family has lived here for several generations. My great great grandmother was a full blooded Cherokee 
Indian. She passed down a traditional tomahawk from her father to her daughter, my Mammaw Cole. My 
pappaw, who is her eldest child, has it to this day. Pappaw has a gargantuan farm that his pappaw had passed 
down through the family. When I used to stay with him, we’d go the the co- op around nine and get feed for 
his five hundred or so cows. It’s a lot to maintain but it’s fun doing it. I’d help him roll hay and throw out the 
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salt blocks for the cows. My favorite part of the year would be when we’d round up into a big corral and tag 
them and band the young bulls. It’s dangerous but who doesn’t have fun in the face of death.

In conclusion, Lee county and Southwest Virginia are a very fun and homely place to stay. I wouldn’t rec-
ommend it for the faint hearted. If you don’t want to work, you won’t make it around here. I love it here and 
I love the farm life. Our area is a one of a kind place. I guarantee that some other people you could ask would 
agree with me. It’s truly remarkable and a beautiful place. I would recommend everyone to visit.

tyler yeary, grade 11
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Mo’MAGIC

When Adri asked me to join her in founding The 
Origin Project I had never been to Appalachia: upon 
my arrival, I even mispronounced its name. Over the 
past seven years, I have fallen in love with the roll-
ing blue mountains that frame this extraordinary 
place that is home to magical people with unique 
stories to tell. Listening to students share tales of 
their heritage—of celebrations of Mammaws and 
Pappaws and of personal successes and heartaches—
has enriched my own life. I believe other readers of 
our annual anthologies experience similar reactions. 
Virginia has become my home- away- from- home.

From the time my now 26- year- old son was a boy, 
we have shared time in my actual home, about 2,600 
miles away, with another special group of young peo-

ple from a San Francisco district called the Western Addition. Last summer, with guidance from a public 
service organization called Collective Impact (whose mission is to “drive meaningful, equitable change in mar-
ginalized communities by equipping children, youth, and young adults with the tools they need to succeed”), 
TOP expanded its platform to embrace these young people. They also have unique stories to tell about their 
origins and perspectives on life. We are thrilled to add their artistic creations as variegated threads in the 
tapestry of The Origin Project Book Five.

nancy BolmeIer FISher
executIve dIrector, the orIgIn ProJect

Board chaIr, collectIve ImPact

A Note of Appreciation, Admiration & Love

Those of us who work with the remarkable young people 
in the afterschool and summer programs in San Francisco’s 
Western Addition neighborhood can count ourselves lucky: 
we are privy to some of the best and brightest minds around. 
Our students are incredible storytellers, each in their own 
way, and deserve to be seen, heard, and known. I could not 
be more proud of all the amazing writers who contributed 
to our summer magazine, and am thrilled for those who 
have adapted their essays for inclusion in The Origin Project. 
These young wordsmiths have pushed themselves (and each 
other) to try new things and tell their own stories, bravely 
and generously. Our writers are bright, bold, creative, funny, 
and determined, with compelling words and ideas to share. 
We hope they keep working (and keep writing) all through 
the school year, and well beyond; each of these young peo-
ple has a lot to share, and we should all take note! So glad 
you’ve had a chance to enjoy their work in this volume of 
The Origin Project; we loved helping them achieve it during 

This year’s editorial staff included grade 7 & 8 students from 
the Magic Zone and Booker T. Washington Center programs.
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summer 2018. To our friends from Virginia and all 
around the country who are also contributing to TOP, 
we are so excited to be connected; you are welcome to 
visit with us in San Francisco anytime!

devI zInzuvadIa, Summer magazIne 
Faculty moderator

mo’magIc Summer readIng Program

A Word from our Managing Editor

Hi everybody, my name is Lorenzo Adamson, and I’m 
from the Bayview. I would like to introduce everyone to 
Booker T. and Magic Zone middle school writers. We 
really worked hard this summer to create this magazine. 
I hope you all enjoy learning about all of us and our lives.

lorenzo adamSon, grade 8

We Can Create Change by Speaking What’s Right

I got my name from my dad and my grandfather. Both of their names are Lorenzo Adamson. I am 
Lorenzo the third. My name is an Italian and Spanish name of Latin origin.

My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is Bayview because there is a lot of people there I know and 
am friends with. Everyone in my family calls me Lorenzo because that is my name. My friends like to call me 
Lorenzo and Renzo Bandss because I am a third. My favorite sports team is the Warriors and my favorite 
color is red, and people can tell, because I am always wearing that. My most perfect day would be me going 
to school and having a good day. My parents are the most important things to me at my house. One thing I 
would like the world to know about me is that I’m funny, and people care about me.

The problem about my community is that there is a lot of gang violence. There is a lot of shooting and 
gangbanging. Gangbanging is when people are outside shooting dice and fighting over silly things. I want to 
see a change. I want to be able to go outside and smell fresh air. I want to be able to have freedom. If I go 
outside, I want to see everyone getting along and having fun. We can create change by speaking what’s right.

lorenzo adamSon, grade 8

A Very Loving & Funny Person

My name was supposed to be Shai but my dad 
kept saying Shylah. My favorite neighborhood in San 
Francisco is the Fillmore, the Castro, and the Haight, 
because that’s where I’m from. Everyone in my family 
calls me Shy, or Mucky, or Pie, because Shylah is my 
real name, and Shy is short. My friends like to call me 
ShyShy- BaeBae and Shela, because I am funny, so I 
don’t care when people make fun of me. My favorite 
sports team is the Warriors and my favorite colors are 
purple and black, and people can tell because I always 
wear purple and black. My most perfect day would 
be me shopping and eating all day, then going to the 
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movies without spending money. My house is the most important thing 
to me at my house. One thing I would like the world to know about me is 
that I have to be famous, and I’m a very loving and funny person.

Shylah BaIley, grade 8

I Am a Miracle

My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is the ‘Mo, AKA Fillmore, 
because I know almost everybody in the neighborhood. Everyone in my 
family calls me NuNu because my mom made up the name for me when 
I was a baby. My friends like to call me Myracles and Myrk because, that’s 
what they call me! My favorite sports team is the 49ers and my favorite 
color is pink, and people can tell, because I always have something pink on 
me. My most perfect day would be me and my family having fun all day, 

chilling and being ourselves. My pool is the most important thing to me at my house. One thing I would like the 
world to know about me, is that I am a miracle, because my mom was not having no kids, and then she had me.

myracle culclager, grade 8

Everyone in My Family

My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is the Mission. Everyone in my family calls me Adam. My 
friends like to call me Adam. My favorite sports team is the Warriors, and my favorite color is black, and 
people can tell, because I always wear black. I go to school at Presidio Middle School. My most perfect day 
would be me staying home and sleeping. My phone is the most important thing to me at my house.

My family gave me the name Adam because my family likes 4- letter names. Everyone in my family has a 
4- letter name. Some examples are my brother Kyle and my dad Andy. The name Adam is Hebrew and means 
ground and earth.

adam gIang, grade 7

More Than Your Share

So I think my name Mwanee comes out of a book, because my Aunty named me and said it came from an 
African book. Mwanee means more than your share. My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is Fillmore 
because it is a very fun place to be. The Fillmore has a lot of places where I can play basketball and also places 
like Hamilton Park where I can chill with my friends. Everyone in my family calls me Moonie because, I don’t 
know, when I was born my face looked like a moon. My friends like to call me Woni. My favorite sports team 
is the San Francisco 49ers and my favorite colors are red and gold, and people can tell because I always say 
I love the 49ers. My most perfect day would be me meeting all of the 49ers again and playing flag football. 
My Xbox is the most important thing to me at my house, because Fortnite is fun. One thing I would like the 
world to know about me is that I love my family, and I love Fortnite.

mWanee hamIlton, grade 7

My Most Perfect Day

I got my name because my mom liked it and because my dad’s name is Eric.
My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is the Bayview, because I live there. Everyone in my family 

calls me E, because my name is Evan. My friends call me Evan. My favorite sports team is the Lakers, and 
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my favorite color is red. My most perfect day would be 
me going to sleep. My Fortnite is the most important 
thing to me at my house.

evan kelly, grade 8

Some Issues & Problems

Some issues and problems in my community is 
like there’s people that are just rude and are ste-
reotyping other people. For example, one time my 
dad had picked up me and my brother from school. 
There was this white lady who when we walked by 
her, she held her bag closer to her, thinking we were 
going to take something from her. I think that peo-
ple just need to calm down; like, not every brown 
person is bad. Maybe also have more events with mixed cultures and colors put together to show that it’s 
okay, like, relax.

I grew up and am still currently living in the Ingleside District of San Francisco. I grew up going to 
school in the Excelsior and Mission. I have one sibling, but he’s sooo annoying. My family calls me Mauri, 
and my friends at school call me Elmo or Huffle- Duffle- Puff. My hair is red, so they call me Elmo, but I 
don’t know how I got called Huffle- Duffle- Puff. My favorite sports team is the Warriors. It’s so exciting 
and fun to watch with my family. My perfect day would be going somewhere like the movies or Dave & 
Busters with my cousins Maya and Naima and my friend Imogen. We would go get Philly cheesesteaks 
and eat ice cream. My favorite neighborhoods in San Francisco are Ingleside, Mission, and the Excelsior, 
because that’s where I grew up and where I love to be. My favorite sports team is the Warriors and my 
favorite color is mint green, and people can tell because I always have something mint green on me. My dog 
is the most important thing to me at my house (but I don’t know, because she’s old and gonna die). One 
thing I would like the world to know about me is that the future is female, and I am going to accomplish 
big things.

My name is Mauriana Nicole Licea. But I have many nicknames. Some of my nicknames are Mauri, Elmo, 
Bubbles, etc. My mom said she liked Briana and Ariana, but had to keep the tradition of the generation that 
the name has to start with M, so she made Mauriana, and my nickname, Mauri, just a shorter version of my 
name. Nicole, my middle name, is probably because of my mom’s cousin and friend are named Nicole. I would 
change my name to Nicole because I like that name and it’s shorter.

maurIana lIcea, grade 7

This is Me

My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is Japantown because it’s fun. Everyone in my family calls 
me Bubz because when I was little I used to love the name. My friends like to call me Marky, Mark, and M. 
My favorite sports team is the Bulls, and my favorite color is pink, and people can tell, because I always tell 
them. My most perfect day would be me buying 100 PSN gift cards. My family and my PS4 are the most 
important things to me at my house. One thing I would like the world to know about me is that I am a pro 
gamer. My nickname Bubz came from this movie that I used to watch all the time when I was 4; the movie 
was Toy Story and I used to love the character Buzz Lightyear.

mark mcdanIelS, grade 7
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One Giant Problem is Violence

The way I got my name is… I am the second child, and when my parents found out I was going to be the 
first girl!, they were very happy. So my mother figured that since I was the first girl I would love shopping and 
getting my nails done, etc. Which I do. So she named me Milan, after the city in Italy.

My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is – I don’t live here, because I live somewhere else. Everyone 
in my family calls me Milan, because that is the name my Mom gave me. My friends like to call me Milan and 
M, because I am Milan and because that is my first initial. My favorite sports team is track and my favorite 
color is pink and people can tell, because I always say pink. Also, my room is pink. My most perfect day would 
be me and my family all having fun together. My pink room is the most important thing to me at my house. 
One thing I would like the world to know about me is that I stand for what I believe in. #BlackLivesMatter!!

This summer 2018 cover of What’s Good, Western Addition?
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I don’t really have any problems in my community, but I have a strong opinion on problems in the world 
and America. One giant problem is violence. People are getting killed every day for things that they did not 
even do. For example, that brutal attack on 15 year old Junior, who was stabbed to death because of a sister’s 
gang member brother was a mistaken identity. It’s so sad what the world has come to. Or like how 4 year old 
Luz was run over and the person kept driving and left the young girl to die in her mother’s arms.

mIlan mcdanIelS, grade 7

Daymaker

My mom and dad said if I was going to be a boy then my name would be Nasr (they thought I was going 
to be a boy), but then they heard that I was a girl so they took the R out and put in IA, which is Nasia. Also, 
I was named after the rapper Nas.

Everyone in my family calls me Nas, CeCe, Sia, and Sia Bia, because it is easy to say and because it is 
short for Nasia. My friends like to call me Nas, and also Funnybone, Daymaker, Nasia, and Cookie Monster, 
because I am funny, I make people’s day, and because I like cookies. My favorite sports team is the Warriors 
(the most famous and best basketball team) and I my favorite color is – I don’t have one. My most perfect day 
would be me playing sports and not being bored. My family is the most important thing to me at my house. 
One thing I would like the world to know about me is, I am awesome and weird, and if you come with me 
it will be an adventure.

naSIa roBInSon, grade 8

I’ve Already Started – I Just Need to Keep Going

My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is the Western Addition because it is a place where I can be 
me without feeling ashamed. Everyone in my family calls me Asha because it is my nickname for my full 
name, Dayashanae. My friends like to call me Asha, Alex, and Sky, because I am gender fluid (most people 
don’t understand). My favorite color is black, and people can tell because I always wear black on some part of 
my body. My most perfect day would be when D.T. wouldn’t be president. Also it would be when everyone 
understood me and everyone wouldn’t be so questioning. Myself, is the most important thing to me at my 
house. One thing I would like the world to know about me is that I am adopted. No one should feel bad 
about me having two white gay dads. I am in an open adoption so I still get to see my birth family except for 
my birth dad. Stop asking so many questions about me, and just let me be me!

An issue that I see in my community is homelessness. We have a community garden and a homeless per-
son stole some vegetables. I didn’t get angry at all. I was happy for them. They knew how to get free food. I 
hid a smile. There are many homeless people, especially in my community. Many people complain about the 
smell and the huge messes they make and sometimes leave behind. They like to hang out by the Safeway and 
the alleys. I want homelessness to stop. In fact, we should get rid of money altogether. We should go back 
to buying things with beads and shells. We should tear down every house and building, and build our own. 
We should go back to farming our own crops. I want to make more donations to homeless shelters and more 
money to building homeless shelters. I’ve already started. I just need to keep going.

aSha (dayaShanae) romeSBurg, grade 8

If You Know, You Care – If You Care, You Change

My name is Elizabeth. My dad wanted to name me Elizabeta, so at first they agreed on it, but my mom 
said she didn’t like it, so they changed it to Elizabeth. Now my whole family calls me Leeza; all my relatives 
call me Leeza and some of them don’t even know my real name is Elizabeth. My middle name is Valentina. 
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I was born on Valentine’s Day, February 14, so they decided that because my birthday is on Valentine’s Day, 
my middle name would be Valentina.

My favorite neighborhood in San Francisco is Potrero Hill, because I go there all the time and it has a 
pretty view. Everyone in my family calls me Leeza because that’s my nickname; also, my grandma’s name is 
Leeza. My friends call me Leeza and Lizzy because I am used to being called Leeza. My favorite color is gold 
(people can’t tell). My most perfect day would be hanging out with friends doing something fun, and playing 
with my pets. My dog and cat are the most important things to me at my house. One thing I would like the 
world to know about me is that I LOVE animals. I have two pets. One is a dog; her name is Gracie, and she 
is a monkey terrier. She loves food; when I get home, she will jump up and lick my face, but she rarely barks. 
I only got her like a month ago, and I love having her around. She has a bone that she loves to chew. My cat’s 
name is Sparrow and she loves to jump, she meows a lot and purrs really loud, but is shy when someone new 
comes. I have had her for a year and a half. I love both my pets.

One problem I see in our world is plastic pollution. Plastic doesn’t break down; it breaks up into micro-
plastics. Lots of animals die from plastic in the ocean. 90% of the world’s sea birds have consumed plastic. 
Some ways we can change: instead of using a straw in your water, you can just drink it from the cup. You can 
also reuse plastic bags 2 or 3 times because usually one plastic bag gets used for 10 minutes, then gets thrown 
away to let animals get choked on it. You can help to change that if you reuse plastic bags. This is important 
to me because I love animals and I care for them. I hope people try to change the way they use plastic. If you 
know, you care; if you care, you change.

elIzaBeth StremloW, grade 7

In memory of Jeff Adachi for his grace, grit, and generosity and for his creation of Mo’MAGIC.
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My Great- Grandparents’ Amazing Life

My great- grandmother’s name is Carolyn Pope. She 
was born on September 21, 1939, in Bristol, Tennessee. 
My great- grandfather’s name is Bob Crusenberry, and 
he was born on March 4, 1936, in Bristol, Tennessee, 
too. My great- grandparents went to the same middle 
school and high school, and they married when they 
were just 16 and 19 years old. They had their first baby 
the same year. The baby was a girl, and her name was 
Jeana. They had two kids total. Both were girls, and 
the other daughter’s name was Pam. 

Life was very different back then. There were no 
electronics. In today’s society, we have TVs, comput-
ers, phones, and laptops which they did not have when 

they were growing up. Back then boys had bicycles, but 
girls didn’t. Today everyone gets a choice if they want a bicycle, so anyone can have one. Also, the price of gas 
was very different. It was 32 cents a gallon, but Grandaddy says he could talk them down to just 10 cents a 
gallon! Today the prices are over two dollars a gallon. Food was much cheaper, too. A pound of hamburger 
meat only cost 49 cents, and today hamburger meat is three to five dollars a pound. My great- grandparents 
said life was calm and easy, but they had amazing jobs. They got to work on the Apollo space capsule! 

My great- grandmother used to work on missiles before she worked on the space capsule. My great- 
grandfather also worked on the space capsule. The space capsule was the first one that went on the moon. 
I think it is amazing that they were able to help build the first space capsule because it was a significant 
moment in American history. 

My great- grandparents really had an amazing life together. They have made me realize that anything is 
possible. If they can help build a space capsule and raise a family together, the sky’s the limit to what I can do 
with my life. I am grateful to have my great- grandparents in my life.

hayleI BarloW, grade 7

The History of The Blankenships

My family originated in Cherokee, North Carolina in a warm, peaceful, environment. A couple of my 
ancestors are my mom’s great- great- great grandmother, Grandmother Blankenship, and our cousin, Bob 
Blankenship, who was a tribal council member of the Eastern Band of Cherokee Indians for 12 years. It takes 
hard work and wisdom to be on the tribal council.

Our Native American origin lives through us daily. We were taught respect for others, land, and animals. 
For example, today, my family plants a tree in honor of a family member’s death. In ancient days, the tree was 
used to carry and honor the dead.

The Cherokee refer to God as our Creator. We believe in balance. In our belief system, women balanced 
men just as summer balanced winter, plants balanced animals, and farming balanced hunting. The Cherokee 
believe that the white man doesn’t own the land. We are to live in harmony with the animals, and we are to 
respect them, along with the land and water. This belief has been handed down throughout my family for 
several generations.

Years ago, the Cherokee did not separate spiritual and physical things, but looked at them as one. They 
practiced their religion in private daily observances, as well as public ceremonies. We have videos of some of 
the dances. They look like spirit dancers we read about in history. They wear traditional clothes.

Michael Dorety, Hampton Grindstaff, and Jolson Peterson 
await The Origin Project kickoff at the Barter Theatre.



morrISon School 185

I think it’s great being part Cherokee because there is so much history and so many neat traditions. I heard 
that my ancestors like to hunt and gather food. I follow their traditions of fishing and canoeing. One day, I 
hope to learn their special dances.

colton BlankenShIP, grade 6

My Crazy Family History

I found out more of my crazy family history. My papaw and his family actually walked from Maine to 
Virginia. That is a very long way to walk. This was a rough time for my papaw and his family. Things started 
falling down a very steep hill. 

Most of papaw’s family started going away, so he and his one sister and their mom came here. My memaw 
and papaw met through a friend, because Papaw actually worked with one of Memaw’s best friends. 

I actually inherited some of my traits from papaw’s side of the family. I got my love for interior designing 
from Aunt Anita, papaw’s sister. I’m just like her! She has love for designing, and that is what I have too. I 
also get my kind heart from my papaw’s mom. She had a very, very kind heart. She and I would always sit 
and talk, and she would always play the piano for me, which was so very good. We would sit there for hours 
and talk, and I loved it. Whenever I was upset, I would always go to her. But she passed away when I was 
seven. It was very sad. I remember my papaw and I would sit in his room and look and pictures of her and cry. 

My memaw’s side of the family comes from tall people. Nanny Barker was really tall, and so was Paul. I 
don’t really remember Nanny Barker or her family, because I was very young when she was alive, I come from 
a crazy family, but it is worth it.

BaIley Blaylock, grade 8

My Grandpa

This story is about my family and my grandpa, Jerry Bleckley. He was a very important person in my life. 
Even though he was annoying sometimes, I loved him with all my heart. He is with the angels now. Even 
though he needed rest, he kept on working. He died of cancer this year, 2018. If he is resting in heaven, I will 
be surprised! Grandpa is probably making a garden for Grandma right now and making a home for her. I 
will try my absolute hardest to make my grandpa proud of me, and I will be excited the next time I see him, 
when I am with the angels too. 

My origin starts when I was born, though this is not Grandpa’s story. I remember my family lived in a log 
house that was mostly wood and carpet. It had big hills and a zipline, and I loved sledding there. My grandpa 
was just a working man all the time, so he did not come by the house often. He built his house himself when 
he was working with his friends.

Grandpa was always a working man. I remember that he could make his own apple juice. I liked making 
it even though I did not like drinking juice. He made it so if you drank too much, then you would have to go 
to the bathroom. He liked to give everyone who was new a big glass of apple juice. I really liked having him 
as my grandpa. He was a great person to everyone. At his funeral, a bunch of people were there because my 
grandpa touched a lot of people. He was a mason as well as an army veteran. In fact, he is going to be named 
Veteran of the Year in the state of Virginia! My Grandpa was in the army but I know very little about what 
he did in the army. Whenever I asked him about the army, he shied away from the subject. He was promoted 
one day and was demoted the next. At his funeral, he was given a salute with muskets.

I do know that he loved my grandma with all of his heart. He argued with my grandma sometimes about 
how he tickled me too much, because I am very ticklish. Grandma was always the one to stop him, because 
he listened to my grandma. Grandpa also loved salt. He ate salt on everything, just like me. That’s where I get 
my love for salt. I will eat salt on anything!
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My grandpa’s story is the greatest. He was a hard-
working man all the time, even when the doctor told 
him to slow down. He loved my grandma with all 
his heart and he loved God just as much. His family 
was very important to him. The best way to love us 
was to annoy us, and Grandpa did just that. He also 
taught us how to work even though we were very 
lazy. I loved my grandpa for everything he was, and 
for what he taught us. Grandpa was a great man and 
I love him with all my heart and I will see him in 
heaven.

ISaIah Bleckley, grade 10
 Adriana Trigiani signs autographs for Morrison School stu-
dents at the Barter.

Identity vs. Disability

The way I figure it, everyone has something that makes them unique in their own way. Some of us have 
passions that have been passed down to us by family members from generation to generation. Of course, my 
passions happen to be art and music. As a result of being adopted almost 8 ½ years ago, I’ve learned that I 
still share some passions with my adoptive family. I’ve recently come to learn that my mother played piano 
in high- school, with my great- great- grandmother teaching her. My maternal grandmother also happened to 
have a taste for art. Kudos to my family for helping me find my way in my love of my passions! I like how 
I share these traits with my family, even though actually, I also have setbacks in my passions. My setbacks 
are that I’m partially deaf, as well as my fear of feeling different because I’m not like everyone else. It’s just 
frustrating for me at times. But my passions make me who I am, even with a disability.

Despite my setbacks, all I want is to prove myself worthy of being like a “regular” person. But I can’t. 
Why not? I can’t always live in fear of always feeling different just because of a ridiculous thing like a 
disability. It’s like Superman with his Kryptonite weakness. Even though he has a weakness, he still does 
great things.

I just want to remember the things I love most: art and music. You may also be wondering, “What about 
acting? Don’t you love acting?” Well, of course I do! But when I said art and music are my passions, acting is 
too. But I don’t call it “acting” or “performing,” I call it art. Why? You use your imagination in both of them. 
Music is a little like that as well. My reason for this is because music is a way of showing your feelings and 
imagination with sound (even though it’s hard for me), just like when you’re expressing your feelings on a 
sketch pad or even painting.

Like my art inspiration, Frida Kahlo, stated once, “I don’t paint dreams or nightmares. I paint my own 
reality.” So, what I’m saying is that you can’t have fear just because you have a disability. Just embrace it, 
catch your fall, and use your parachute to see how far you can actually go in your goals. Whether you’re on a 
mountain- peak, in a classroom, or even on The Great Wall of China, you can accomplish anything . . . even 
with a disability.

alexIS Bramlette, grade 8

Home: Bristol, VA

On September 22, 2005, I was born in the old hospital in Abingdon, Virginia. After I was born, my mom 
and dad brought me to my new house. My house looked big and yellow. My house is very nice and comfy too. 
I feel very comfortable at my house because that is where I have lived my entire life.
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When I was young, I called my house the Yellow House, and that was where I lived. My house is a three- 
story house. It has an upstairs, the middle (where the living room is), and the basement. My house also has 
a couple of TVs, one upstairs and the other one downstairs.

Later as I was growing up, I started to be mature enough to do chores for my mom and dad. I began to 
help them clean clothes, take the garbage cans to the bottom of the hill, and help them with the Christmas 
decorations. I was growing up really fast and helping my family out every single day.

Last year when I turned 12, my mom said I was mature enough to stay at the house by myself. She said I 
could stay at home by myself because she would always trust me since I was always a good boy who helped 
my family a lot. My house was helping me grow up, because I take care of my house every single day. It makes 
me also realize that whenever you start growing up, you become a little more mature with each step. My 
house has always been with me every step of my journey as I have grown up.

tyler Branham, grade 8

Mayan Culture

Four thousand years ago, Mayans wandered the Earth. I was adopted from Guatemala and I know that I 
am Mayan, because my ancestors were from Mexico or Central America.

The first proof of human settlers in Guatemala 
dates back as far as 10,000 B.C. The rulers of Mayans 
were called “Halach uinic” or “Ahaw”, which means 
“lord” or “ruler”. The most well- known king of the 
Mayans was K’inich Janaab’ Pakal, also known as 
Pakal the Great. It is unknown to why the Mayan 
population had lowered, but there are theories that it 
lowered because of disease, over- farming, and warfare. 
(Kiger)

The Mayans developed a complex understanding of 
astronomy. They believed that the actions of the gods 
could be read in the stars, moon, and planets. Many of 
the important/ well known buildings they made were 
built with astronomy in mind. The Mayans studied the 
sun, moon, and planets, mostly Venus. The Mayans used 
observations, shadow casting devices, and observations 
of horizons to trace the complex motions of the sun, the stars and planets in order to observe, calculate and record 
the information in their chronicles, also known as “codices.” A chronicle is a factual written account of important 
or historical events in the order of the occurrences. (Suter) 

The picture from my trip shows part of the Mayan ruins I visited in Palenque National Park. It was a really 
fun experience because people don’t usually get to see this. It was also nice because I got to see where my ances-
tors were from. We got to go on the buildings, which it was kind of scary since there weren’t any railings to hold 
onto and it was sort of high up. We also got to go inside some of them, which was really cool.

When we got to Mexico, my dad did most of the speaking because he’s pretty much fluent in Spanish. 
I have been taught Spanish since kindergarten and I want to continue learning, so I can revisit Mexico and 
be able to talk to the people. My dad is working with me to understand more Spanish and I’m really happy 
about it. I’m probably going to get a teacher to teach me some as well.

I really want to find out more about my ancestors and where they came from. It really interests me because 
I love history a lot. I might want to find my birth parents as well, but it’s scary because I don’t know anything 
really about them.

Aubrey Hubbard and Mattie Kennedy are excited for The 
Origin Project kickoff event to begin.
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kIrI BrImhall, grade 9

My Dad’s Life as a Paramedic

“Okay Dad, why did you choose to be a paramedic?” I asked my dad. “I didn’t choose EMS, it chooses 
you instead,” he said back. 

My dad has always been an EMT, PA, and a parent, putting up with two kids and his job. The weird thing 
about living with a medic is that when one of us is sick, he gets everything to deal with sickness. It’s like an 
apocalypse hit and he went to a pharmacy and took everything.

My dad was born on November 9, 1967 to farming family. His childhood would make other people go, 
“How are you even still alive today?” Plus, his family owned a tobacco farm and some woods that started on 
a field and went to a river.

When my dad was in college and was swimming, his swim team or one of his classes went to Britain and 
Germany. The Cold War was still going on then, and he was on east side of Germany and didn’t see the Berlin 
Wall. On his last day in Germany, he called his own dad and asked him to have a big breakfast waiting for him 
when he got back. When my dad got back, his dad took him to Shoney’s and my dad had everything there.

When my dad got into medicine, he worked his rear end off to get a master’s degree and become a physi-
cian’s assistant. In later years, there was a test that he had to take to keep working as a PA, but he kept failing 
them. So, he went back on the road and is now an EMT, and he “races the reaper” when he’s on job trying to 
saves lives. He has even seen people die in his ambulance.

Dad has seen a lot of stuff that haunts him every day when he is on the job or at home. But he’s grateful 
to have two kids, a great wife, and his friends around him to share a great life with him. Behind the rough 
skin, there is a nice guy who jokes around, helps people, and is a good person to talk to. So, if you are hurt 
and you’re being transported to a hospital, you’ll be in good hands with my dad or one of his partners. Just 
don’t resist them, or it’s going to be a nightmare trip to the hospital.

dreW BrItton, grade 9

Traditions with My Grandparents Are Special

My grandparents on both sides of my family live in Greene County, but they all grew up somewhat dif-
ferently. Even though they grew up differently, they have important things in common such as family values, 
culture, and a respect for tradition, especially celebrating holidays. 

Holidays that both sides of my family celebrate, sometimes together, are Christmas, Easter, Thanksgiving, 
and Halloween. Since all of my grandparents live pretty close by, it is nice that we can all get together for 
many of our holiday events. One of the most enjoyable holidays we all celebrate together is Christmas. 

On Christmas Eve, my mom, dad, sister, brother, and I go to my mom’s parents house for dinner every 
year. We have different foods at the dinner each year. 

On Christmas Eve of 2018 we had small baked potatoes and sausage balls. On Christmas Day, my dad’s 
parents come to our house in the morning. We have brunch and snacks. In the afternoon, my mom’s parents 
join us. That evening we all enjoy a large Christmas dinner together along with my dad’s brother and his wife. 
On Christmas night, my parents cook the same thing every year. My dad cooks the turkey, and my mom 
makes gravy, mashed potatoes, green beans, corn, and rolls. Both of my grandmothers are great cooks and 
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always bring lots of other side dishes and desserts. For the past three years, I have made my “famous” chocolate 
sheet cake. I usually bake the cake by myself, but this year I let my younger brother help me. Everyone loves 
my chocolate sheet cake! My grandmother on my mom’s side taught me how to make this cake. I think I may 
have inherited my cooking skills from both of my grandmothers. 

I like being able to celebrate family traditions with both sets of grandparents. With all of us living close by 
and getting along very well, it makes it possible for us to share holiday events. Even though my grandparents 
may have grown up differently, I think they all have far more in common than they have differences. The 
biggest thing they have in common is their grandchildren. My sister, brother, and I are the only grandchildren 
on both sides of my family, and if you were to ask them what’s most special to them, they would all agree 
that it was us.

max carter, grade 7

Davy Crockett: A Relative

As Americans, we are proud of our independence. We appreciate all the things our flag stands for, from 
our freedom of speech to our right to choose who represents us in our government. We love our freedom of 
being able to choose our own course in life. But, most of all, we are thankful for the people who gave their 
lives in order to make our country a better place. These freedoms come at a cost, and there has to be a driving 
force. There are people who have to make the ultimate sacrifice in order to give us these rights. Among these 
men and women is Davy Crockett, and I am proud to be able to say that Davy Crockett is my relative.

Davy Crockett was born on August 17, 1786 to John and Rebecca Crockett. He was the fifth of nine chil-
dren. He had a rough life and was sent by his father to drive cattle at the age of twelve. He never got along 
with his father too well, and there was a constant stress in between them. On at least one occasion, his father 
even beat him. Not too long after this, Davy Crockett ran away from a violent father and wandered through-
out Virginia. He worked hard to learn to read and write and eventually ended up marrying Mary Finely and 
settling on a farm. (“Davy Crockett Biography”)

In 1813, shortly after moving to Franklin County, a group of frontiersmen attacked the Creek Indians 
in southern Alabama. The Native Americans retaliated and attacked Fort Mims. Davy Crockett joined the 
military and joined a large group of other men going to Alabama, and fought the Native Americans for six 
months. After returning home he decided to move to Alabama. He contracted malaria on the way and was 
left on the road by his family to die. Remarkably, he recovered and was able to return and catch up with his 
family. By this time Mary had died and Davy Crockett remarried, this time to Elizabeth Patton. (“Davy 
Crockett Biography”)

In 1817, Davy Crockett and his family returned to Lawrence Country, Tennessee. He became involved in 
politics and was elected on the Tennessee legislature. In 1827 and 1829 he was elected into Congress. He 
disagreed with many of Andrew Jackson’s principles and policies, including banishing the Native Americans. 
He lost his seat for his third term, but regained it when he ran for a fourth term. However, he lost his fifth 
term and thus exited his congressional career. (“Davy Crockett Biography”)

In 1835 Davy Crockett and four of his neighbors set off for Texas, looking for new land. In January of 
1836 he joined the military and began to aid Texas in the fight against Mexico. He was stationed at the 
Alamo, where he died on March 6, 1836. Although people love to claim that he was one of the last survivors, 
he was most likely one of the first to die, starved to death by the siege, alone and unarmed. Although we 
wish we could believe the countless rumors that state he escaped the Mexicans and returned home, this is 
highly unlikely. The other major theory is that he was captured by the Mexicans and taken to Mexico to be 
executed. (“Davy Crockett Biography”)

This brave man was either my great- great- great- great- great- great grandfather or my great- great- great- 
great- great- great uncle. He is from my mother’s side and, although he is a ways back in my genealogy, I am 
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still proud that I can claim a blood tie. The relatives who discovered this are some of my mom’s cousins, and 
thus my cousins as well. They love to trace back our family lines, and have discovered a lot about our history 
and ancestors. I think that being related to Davy Crockett is one of the coolest claims.

In my opinion, Davy Crockett is a great example of a true American patriot. He could never seem to 
do enough and any time he finished one task he was ready to turn around and begin another thing. After 
fighting Native Americans, serving on the Tennessee Legislature, running for Congress five times, and 
being elected for three of those terms, most men would be content to sit back and retire. Davy Crockett 
wanted to keep going. He went to Texas and soon after joined the army. He fought the Mexicans until 
his death, giving his life for our country. If you don’t consider him a patriot, I don’t know what else you 
might want!

Being related to Davy Crockett inspires and encourages me to honor our country and do my best to take 
care of the freedoms that we have gained. I may not go into the army and fight the enemy. I won’t necessarily 
serve in Congress or become politically involved. Most people will never hear of me, and I am sure that I won’t 
ever be as famous as Davy Crockett. However, the knowledge of all that Davy Crockett has done and that 
he is my ancestor helps me think about the simple things in life that I can do to help others. I consider Davy 
Crockett to be a patriot and a great example, and that’s why I’m proud to be related to him!
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amy cote, grade 6

The Midnight Ride

“The Redcoats are coming! The Redcoats are coming!” William Dawes was yelling. You may not 
have ever heard of William Dawes, but he and Samuel Prescott were the two people who rode with 
Paul Revere. The reason that I am writing about William Dawes is because I am related to him on my 
mother’s side.

On the night of April 18, 1775, the time came for Dawes and Revere to fulfill their mission. Dawes’ mis-
sion was to ride through the towns, warning the patriots that the British were coming. His main destination 
was in Lexington, the Hancock- Clark House. He was to warn them that the British were coming, and their 
goal was to kill them or take them captive. Their next and final stop was Concord. The British were trying to 
get to Concord also because there was an arms cache that they wanted to seize. (“Battles of Lexington and 
Concord”)

Dawes was never able to reach Concord to warn them. The British tried capture Revere and Prescott, 
but Dawes shouted, “Halloo, my boys, I’ve got two of them,” so the British would come over to him. (Yost) 
He was able to flee the other way while Revere and Prescott had a chance to get away. He rode towards an 
abandoned farmhouse. His horse kicked him off, so he had to walk back to Lexington while staying in the 
shadows. (Yost)

Dawes was a big help in spreading the word, but Prescott was the only one who made it to Concord. 
(Edmonds) After his midnight ride, he became a quartermaster in the war and served his country faithfully. 
After the war, he resumed a normal life. (Yost)

On April 6, 1745, William Dawes Jr. was born to William Dawes the first and Lydia Dawes. He was 
married to Mehitable Dawes and had three children. One of his great- great- great grandsons, Charles Dawes, 
would become Vice President under Calvin Coolidge. Unfortunately, Mehitable died in 1793, and six years 
later on February 25, 1799, William Dawes Junior died. (Thompson)

http://www.notablebiographies.com/Co-Da/Crockett-Davy.html
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I love this amazing relative because, without Dawes, there is a good chance that Revere and Prescott 
would have got caught and the British would have taken over our leaders and weapons and would have made 
us submit to their will once again. I am proud to be related to such an important person in our country’s 
history.
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andy cote, grade 8

Taking Things Apart

When I was little, I was always taking something apart. Like when I was three and I took apart my older 
sister’s toy car and put it back together with no problem. My sister wanted to kill me because I took her car 
apart, but before she got done ranting to my mom of how I should be beaten and grounded (even though 
I was only three), I had already put the car back together and handed it back to her. From what I was told, 
she was impressed.

Once when I was about five or six, I was already starting to love dirt bikes, four wheelers, and, of course, 
cars. I was very intrigued by how all these cool machines had all of that power under the hood, or in some 
cases, in the chassis of the dirt bike or other vehicles with no hood. My dad also worked on cars, lawn mow-
ers, building things, etc. My dad is also good at building things. One thing that my dad built when I was 
younger is an end table for one of our couches. He built the end table so well that it is still usable, but there’s 
a couple minor things that I would change on the end table. One of the things that I would change is how he 
didn’t get the measurements completely correct, so I would fix it by sanding down that one leg that was off. 
I would push on one end of the table and the one leg that is touching the ground, then sand it down until 
there is no wobble.

Today, I still love to take things apart. For example, I have a Suzuki 80 JR pit bike, and my clutch plate 
gasket was destroyed. How I knew that it was messed up is because I noticed that there was a big pile of 
transmission fluid under my pit bike. So, I knew that I would need to take apart my side plate to see what 
was going on. Sure enough, my gasket was in pieces when I got the cover off.

My dad and I got a 1967 Mustang coupe and we are planning on turning it from an old rusty car to a 
nice, clean, sparkly car that has a V8 engine. Parts for the Mustang are very expensive right now, because 
apparently a lot of the machines that make the parts are having some issues with functioning. So, while they 
get that cleared up, my dad and I are going to strip the car of the parts we are going to replace, and then sell 
the parts that are still usable to others who want them.

So, taking things apart is what I do, and it will be a part of my identity for the rest of my life. But there 
will be a lot of troubles I will run into. I know that for a fact because I run into them every day. Whoever you 
are who is reading this, follow your dreams of what you want to be, and never let anyone try to tell you what 
they want you to be. Always be yourself and nothing else. 

vIncent cox, grade 9
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My Origin and Beliefs

My family is mostly from St. Vincent. Their origins are mostly from Africa, but actually, we have a little 
bit of Scottish roots too, so we’re not as foreign as you may think. Do you want to continue reading about 
my family and me?

So, if you are still reading, my family and I have different tastes in sports than what you might be accus-
tomed to. We still like football, but we also like a sport called cricket. Cricket is a sport that is kind of like 
baseball, but different. There are two teams, just like baseball, but one team bats for an allotted amount of 
deliveries, and then the other team does. It’s pretty simple, especially if you watch it.

Now, onto myself. I know you probably don’t want to hear about my religion, but it’s good to hear every-
one’s opinion. I am a Christian. That means I believe in one God. Almost all of my family is Christian. The 
only exception is my brother Jacob, who has just turned 8 years old. He is still trying to make up his mind, 
but I think that he will be a Christian as well. I will admit, I have tried to convince people to be Christians. 
It’s probably a good thing that I am a Christian, though some people might not agree.

All in all, my family is different than yours. Yours has different values than mine. However, we all have one thing 
in common. We are all humans, and because of that I guess that we all might need to be given a bit of respect.

gavIn dIamond, grade 6

Why I Was Adopted

I was born on January 15, 2006. Right after I was born, I was fostered by my parents that I have now. 
They had me for a year. When I was a year old, they decided to adopt me. I was adopted because my birth 
parents did drugs. Because of this, a judge declared that they were unable to care for me, and they gave up 
their parental rights. They have probably been in and out of jail three times. If I still lived in their camper with 
them, they would probably sneak out and do drugs wherever they want. If I lived in that camper, it would 
be very confined, and I would not be able to play games and enjoy myself. I also would not have very reliable 
parents to be there if I was sick because they would be out doing their drugs instead. 

I found out the full reason as to why I was adopted from my new parents when I was eleven. There was 
another family that was trying to adopt me as well, but the reason that I ended up with my family is because 
when we met up to talk about it at a restaurant, I had fallen asleep in my dad’s lap. This showed the other 
family that I was already connected to my mom and dad. If my mom and dad did not adopt me, I would not 
have a three- story house, two nice cars, a very nice private golf cart, and the money that my dad made working 
very hard as president of a credit union. I also would not have my computers or be able to text my friends. 
It’s also nice that I live in a very safe neighborhood. 

My parents told me that the day I was adopted we had to go to Orlando to meet with a judge early in 
the morning. We spent the night before in a hotel. Apparently, I didn’t sleep very well, so my father took me 
out of the room and walked around the hotel for hours in the middle of the night. When it was time, we 
went to meet the judge. He told my parents that once they adopted me, they should treat me just like their 
other children. They agreed, and the judge then made the adoption final. My parents said it was one of the 
happiest days of their life.

mIchael dorety, grade 7

Choir With MECCA

When did I start liking choir? Well, I started liking choir when I was 10 years old. I made songs which 
sounded great to me, however it was just not right. Friends of mine were tired and they didn’t know how to 
do it. I was being ridiculous back then, because I was strong willed and autistic.
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Once when I was 11, on Thanksgiving I had my Mom, Dad, and Auntie Pauline sing a song called “Turn 
Off the Lights,” which, looking at it now, sounds lame, but great. Recently, I had my family (Auntie Isa, Uncle 
Roy, my grandparents, my Auntie Pauline, and my parents) sing “On a Maple Tree” and “The Star- Spangled 
Banner.” I think that I sang “The Star- Spangled Banner” at my elementary school during music class, which 
wasn’t choir, it is just learning how music goes. When my family and I were on the beach for my 11th birth-
day, I wrote my own version of “Don’t Worry Be Happy,” while recording myself singing weirdly and playing 
it on the keyboard. When I was 15, I joined the East Tennessee Children’s Choir. We had to sing childish 
songs, some with sign language, and stuff like that. The okay part of that is that we all had to dress up for 
performing. The girls had to wear black bows around their neck, white shirt underneath a red vest, black 
skirts, black tights, and black shoes.

I love singing and MECCA, Mountain Empire Children’s Choral Academy, is a great part of my life. I 
hope that the siblings of other MECCA members who don’t participate now will decide to come to choir. 
Same with the MECCA members’ nieces and nephews. All ages from babies up to adults are welcome to 
come over and sing with us. We will be in one big concert performing Eric Whitacre songs, “Gloria” by 
Vivaldi, and others. The reason why I want everybody to sing is because that makes me happy, and God too.

kathleen dotterWeIch, grade 11

The Curse of Emotions

Question . . . How many times have you heard someone say, “You’re so diabetic?” Okay, now another ques-
tion . . . How many times have you used, or heard someone else use, mental illness to describe someone or 
something, or even accused someone of being mentally ill in a way meant as an insult, or even just as a joke?

In a world full cookie jar labels, we find ourselves pacing over thoughts of who we are, what we are, and 
what makes us, us. In our journey of becoming who we are, the world will forcefully label us and give us titles 
that they think describe who we are. Some labels are embraced and celebrated, but others are not. Some of 
the labels we did not choose nor are we proud of, while others we are instantly telling everyone about.

All my life I’ve been constantly fighting labels and constantly fighting for approval, working for the 
moment when I can say I did it, I finally lived up to the expectation of someone else. I have always strived 
to be enough for others, due to the fact that I never feel like I am enough for me. I struggle with bipolar 
disorder and I also struggle with the stigma that comes along with it. When I was diagnosed with a “mood 
disorder,” I was told, “Don’t speak about it, and don’t let it show.” I never understood that. I never understood 
why what I have should make someone feel embarrassed. I HAVE bipolar disorder, I am not bipolar. There 
is a difference. One defines you, and one gives you a reason to speak.

Having this horrible disorder that I never would wish upon my worst enemies, I have learned that I feel 
things ten times stronger than the “average human.” I will feel all emotions much easier because everything is 
so amplified. I feel the word “bipolar” is used to negatively describe someone just because they’re emotional. I 
honestly feel that if there wasn’t so much stigma around the word “bipolar,” or other mental disorders, there 
would be more acceptance, more options for help, and not as many deaths due to conditions like bipolar 
disorder. I know that word “death” is scary, however, it is proven that people with bipolar sometimes will do 
something without thinking and it can affect their life permanently. That is why people don’t want to talk 
about it, because it’s scary and there isn’t a lot of information about it. There is this stigma that being different 
or not being able to see the malfunction that’s going on in someone’s head is not and should not be discussed. 
I do still have emotions and I do still feel things, even if you think I am just crazy. I accept it. 

I know this is a simple topic with complex ideas, but bravery isn’t always mountain that you have to 
climb alone. If you are sad and don’t feel like moving, you have a right to feel that way. However, you have 
to feel it and then change it, because there is a reason you feel that way. If you have a mental disorder, speak 
up because it’s often left unspoken, and things won’t change unless you speak up and try to change them. 
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The way the world looks at things can be changed, and it only takes one voice to spark a conversation that 
can spark a whole new dynamic. Having bipolar disorder is a part of who I am, yes, however, it does not 
define me. What I believe will define me is what I will do to change the negative perceptions of others. 
Even if it is just by writing this little two- page paper, I can help to spark a conversation. Bipolar disorder is 
an illness that does not make me less than who I am. It makes me who I am, and I am proud to be blessed 
with this curse of emotions.

makenzIe golladay, grade 12

My Grandma Dixie

My Grandma Dixie was born in Telford, Tennessee, but she moved to Johnson City when she was three. 
She lived in a small apartment by First Presbyterian Church and then moved to a house on Poplar St. This 
is in the same neighborhood that I live in now! My great grandmother, May Belle Snapp, was my grandma’s 
mom. She went to First Presbyterian Church and took her children every Sunday. My great- great aunt 
Rachel went to church there, too. When my grandmother went to Sunday School as a child, she learned 
about the Bible. She had Vacation Bible School in the summer. She also had Christmas programs and mov-
ies to watch. We do a lot of the same things now! My Grandma Dixie’s children all grew up in the same 
church, and they go to other churches where they live now. All her grandchildren, including me, have the 
same beliefs. I also go to First Presbyterian with my family! Our beliefs help us to trust God, and they have 
not really changed over time. Some of the most important values in our family are to be kind and to share 
our beliefs with others. We give money to God and do our best to help others. I have learned that I have a 
lot of things in common with my Grandma Dixie. We both go to the same church, and I participate in a lot 
of the same things that she did when she was growing up. I think it is pretty neat that I am growing up in 
the same neighborhood she grew up in, and we both have the same beliefs. I like that we are so much alike, 
and I want to be more like her!

hamPton grIndStaFF, grade 7

Living in Colorado

Even though I have lived in Tennessee for most of my life, it is not where I was born. I was born in 
Loveland, Colorado. I lived in Loveland for about two years before we moved to our current location in 
Blountville, Tennessee.

When I went back to Colorado in 2012 with my dad for a week, Mommom and Dodd (my grandparents) 
were working on a new house in Glen Haven, Colorado. The new house was being built beside a river in 
the mountains, about an hour’s drive from their old house. They had been building their house for about 
three years prior to our visit. One of the worst parts about the new area that they built on is that the river 
next to it has a very powerful current. They had a very bad flood in 2010 that wiped away everything but the 
foundation of their new house. When I went in 2012, there were still a lot of construction vehicles on the 
roads making repairs.

I would really like to go back to Colorado. I would especially like to see Mommom and Dodd and my 
cousins again, because I haven’t seen them for about seven years. I would also like to go on a hiking trail with 
Dad and my cousins. One of my favorite things about Colorado is that there are a lot fewer cars and roads 
and a lot more rolling hills and tall mountains. I would like to go to college in Colorado, and maybe even 
move there someday when I have a family.

JackSon holt, grade 8
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My Family Rocking Chair

Did you know that my family rocking chair has traveled through World War I and II? The chair has 
been passed down from my dad’s side of the family for years. It is quite interesting knowing your family 
owns an object that traveled through some of the roughest times in history, particularly considering the 
fact that it is still in good shape. My grandmother and dad were rocked in that rocking chair. So were my 
brother and I.

My family originated from the Pilgrims and some were Irishmen and women. As my Irish great- 
grandfather sailed to find a new place to live and start a new beginning, he saw a Cherokee Indian girl wash-
ing clothes and helping the white women with house chores and tending to the children. As he became close 
friends with her, he later proposed to her, at the age of 20. The Cherokee girl was only 18 at the time, but it 
was normal to be married at a young age back then. They soon settled down into a little valley known today 
as Watauga. They eventually had children who were plenty of help the farm.

As they started a farm and shared a home, they created furniture along with the home itself. My great- 
great- grandfather went into the wood shack and made a wooden rocking chair. As he made it slick and shiny, 
my great- great- grandfather would watch my great- grandfather play from a distance to make sure he was 
alright. As the little kids did their morning chores and went off to school, great- great- grandmother would be 
rocking in the chair, sewing new coats and such for the little ones since winter was coming. She even sewed 
floral designed blankets for the chair.

Why is this rocking chair important to me? The fact that my grandmother and her mum were rocked in 
it is really superb. Whenever the rocking chair was first created, it was immediately put into some good use. 
My great- grandmother sat in the chair on a cold winter’s night by the fire, and sewed nice warm coats and 
mittens for the little kids. In fact, you can still see some parts of the chair that were burnt from where a spark 
from the fire got onto it. While passing the rocking chair down from family to family until my present- day 
family, it gained a few scratches on it. It is still going strong though.

Traveling through World War I and II. Rocking your great- great- grandparents and even great- 
grandparents to sleep on a cold winter’s night. Simply thinking about those bad and good times they went 
through, it is amazing to realize what the rocking chair went through too. That is how our family rocking 
chair came to be in our family.

nora honeycutt, grade 9

My Grandpa Choo Choo

Have you ever thought about your family history? I’m going to be honest . . . I didn’t really care about 
my family history until my teachers told us we were doing the Origin Project again this year. But now I love 
hearing stories about my great- great- great- grandpa, my mom’s great- great- grandpa. He was a hardworking 
man who loved his job very much. After all, his nickname for his grandkids was “Grandpa Choo Choo”!

Now obviously, that wasn’t his real name. His real name was James Walter Woolwine. He only has that 
nickname because he was an engineer for over 50 years. He drove the train that’s now parked on the Virginia 
Creeper Trail in Abingdon, Virginia.

Grandpa Choo Choo was really serious about his job. He loved it, but he would always have time for his 
family too. My nana told me a bunch of stories about him, like for example, he would always take my nana 
and her siblings for a ride on the train to Damascus, White Top, and Straight Branch. When he would take 
them to those places, he would always bring a picnic basket and they would have a picnic. Grandpa Choo 
Choo would always try to scare them too, like in one of the stories my nana told me. Almost all the time, 
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when they would be walking up the stairs from the 
basement, he would be at the top of the stairs. He had 
fake teeth, so whenever they would go up the stairs, he 
would drop his teeth down and make weird faces at 
them. My nana said it always scared her!

It’s pretty cool to hear these stories of Grandpa 
Choo Choo and to hear what kind of guy he was 
because, obviously, I have never met him. If I’m being 
honest, I’m kind of sad I never met him. Grandpa 
Choo Choo sounds like a great guy too, because my 
grandpa was amazing and I love him so much. I just 
wish he was still here to this day, but we all have to 
move on sometime. I wish I could have met him.

auBrey huBBard, grade 9

The Monsters of the Back Woods

Have you ever taken the time to make up a monster in your head? Tall, red eyes, maybe with a loud roar, 
sharp teeth, or something like that? Most of us picture that in our heads when we hear the word “monster,” 
but let me introduce you to another word: cryptid. This word means an animal whose existence is question-
able. But I will let you decide that for yourself. 

The reason I am writing about cryptids is because of my grandmother, who passed away of cancer. She 
told me of these cryptids. I did not have that much time with her, but she left these stories and legends with 
me when she left us. These cryptids are said to live in the states where we live. I hope everyone does not run 
in to these, although some people go out and look for them on purpose, and it is because of them that we 
have these stories today. 

The Mothman is a creature that is said to live in West Virginia. He is very popular there. There is even a 
statue of him in the center of a town, along with an annual Mothman Fest and a museum. One of the most 
famous Mothman stories takes place at an abandoned TNT plant. Late one dark evening in Point Pleasant, 
West Virginia, two young married couples were driving past a desolate old building. They suddenly came 
across a very strange creature. They saw two large eyes coming from something shaped like a man, but way 
bigger. The figure also had big wings that were so thin that witnesses say you could see through them. As the 
creature moved closer and closer to the plant door, the couples high- tailed it out of there. (“Mothman: The 
Enigma of Point Pleasant”) 

Later that night, a man who lived 90 miles away had another encounter with the cryptid. He was in his 
house watching TV when he heard the sound of what he said sounded like a generator winding up. He went 
out to look for the disturbance and his dog ran out to the barn, which was about 150 yards away, and barked. 
He shined his light to the dog, and at the top of the dog’s head there were two shining red eyes. Then he ran to 
get his gun and the creature tried to get his dog, running after it. When he went back out to find the eyes, his 
dog was gone. He slept with his gun at the side of his bed, but his dog never came back. He read later in a news-
paper that people not far from him had also seen the same thing. (“Mothman: The Enigma of Point Pleasant”) 

Another cryptid is the wendigo or windigo. It’s a Native American cryptid that kills and eats people! That’s 
just used to scare us as kids. We are told, “Wendigo will find you!” to keep us from going in the woods, but 
there is some truth to it. It is told that if you are extremely greedy, gluttonous, and excessive, the wendigo will 
come for you. “The name “wendigo” means Windigo, Witigo, Witiko and Wee- Tee- Go — but each of them 
roughly translates to ‘the evil spirit that devours mankind.’” (“The Wendigo”) This one creature can look like 
any animal that you can think of or could even be a combination of two or three animals. (“The Wendigo”) 

Origin Project co-founder Nancy Bolmeier Fisher speaks to 
Ms. Yrigollen’s middle school class at Morrison School.
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Stories like these make it sound like it really happened – at least I think so! These monsters are what I 
grew up with. My grandmother both scared me and interested me with stories about these monsters. It is 
the main thing I remember her by, because in the little time I got to spend with her, these are the things we 
talked about. It was a highlight of my life as a kid.
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daulton hurley, grade 9

My Crazy Family

Someone once said, “Kids need parents, not part- time visitors with a paycheck.” This is a quote that I can 
relate to, because I never really lived with both of my parents. My mom and dad never really got along so they 
went their separate ways. By the time I was 6 years old, they were divorced. I really never thought anything 
about it because I never saw my mom anyway unless it was a birthday or a holiday. My mom did drugs and 
alcohol, so my dad was like mom and dad to me at the same time. I was told that my first word was “Mom” 
but I was looking at my dad when I said it. I also had a baby brother, Kevin Matthew Kennedy. Kevin is my 
dad’s first name, so he was named after my dad. A life may last just for a moment, but a memory can make 
the moment last forever. Which is understandable, because my dad and mom brought my brother home and 
he died in his crib that night. My brother passing away is a very touchy topic with my family, at least with my 
dad. You can see it in his eyes that even today, it still really bothers him. 

Another family member who is important to me is my cousin, Adam West Dye. I always enjoy talking to 
my cousin. He is a very caring fellow, and he has always been there for me, especially when I have a heartbreak. 
“If you need me, call me. I don’t care if I am sleeping, if I’m having my own problems, or if I’m angry at you. 
If you need to talk to me, I will always be there for you. No matter how big or small your problem is, I will be 
there.” That quote always reminds me of Adam because he has always been there, whether through text or in 
person, and I really appreciate that. It kind of makes me feel important. 

Adam plays the guitar, which is a very big thing with my family, because a lot of people have that in com-
mon. Playing the guitar runs in the family. Adam is in his 20’s. He is a tall fellow who also helps me with 
decisions that I need to make, and is always there for me. Even when I cannot talk to any others, he will talk 
to them for me, which helps me so much. He is very supportive also. Adam has a sister named Crystal, who is 
also a very caring person. She has always been there for me too. Even though I do not always feel comfortable 
talking to her about stuff that is bothering me like I do with Adam, sometimes I can tell her if I feel like no 
one else would understand. I go to Crystal’s house in Waynesboro on summer and holiday breaks because I 
enjoy hanging with her. She feels like my big sister. 

I lived with my mamaw for the biggest part of my life. My mamaw will always have a special place in my 
heart. My mamaw has nine kids. She is always is there for her kids whenever they need her. A lot of my 
mamaw’s kids do not have driver’s licenses, so she has to drive them everywhere and it really drains her. She 
says that she would love a day off! 

I also have an unusual pet. My sheep, Dot, is a part of the family. Dot has a very interesting attitude. She 
reminds me of a dog sometimes! She likes to chase me and then she likes me to chase her. I bet I look pretty 
dumb running back and forth in Dot’s fence, but I don’t care because I love her so much. She could kick me in 
the face and I would still love her. Dot is a prize- winning sheep. She won first and sixth place at the Washington 
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County Fair. I got Dot when she was just a baby. Now I look back on the pictures of her, and I see how small 
she was and I miss her being so tiny. But I still love her anyway, no matter how big or small she is. 

So, I have a kind of different family. We can be quite crazy and out of our minds, but we all have Kennedy 
blood in our veins. That is why we act the way we do. Have you ever heard of a normal Kennedy?

mattIe kennedy, grade 9

Following in My Dad’s Footsteps

A big part of my origin is wanting to follow in my dad’s footsteps. It all started when I received my first 
toy train set. I was so excited to create my own track and make crazy designs with them, overlapping different 

parts of the wooden pieces, and even almost breaking 
a few of the pieces, due to the amount of stress I put 
onto them. I enjoyed the building part, just as much as 
I did the playing.

My enthusiasm for building increased when I was 
presented with Legos. I got so much enjoyment out 
of building something and seeing the finished prod-
uct on the side of the box, even more than I did by 
actually holding it in my hands. I learned then that 
there was a certain satisfaction for me in building the 
numerous sets of Legos, seeing the finished product, 
and then playing with these different sets, all in my 
own little world.

By the time I was eight, my dad had been in the 
wind industry for a few years and one day, he brought 

home a wind turbine Lego set. I built it pretty fast, due to my years of experience with these building blocks. 
I not only got a really cool Lego windmill, but I also learned how they worked. It came with a small axle and 
a large axle that made the blades spin, and kept the structure standing. This was the start of wanting do what 
my father was doing. It was very subtle back then, but I really enjoyed looking at my finished Lego windmill, 
and seeing it working the way it was intended.

After my Lego windmill experiment, my interest in alternative energy continued to grow. I asked my dad 
on the way to school one day about where he went to college. He told me that he went to a few different 
places, to get a few different degrees, and some were more important to what he wanted to specialize in than 
what I want to do. He told me that he went to James Madison University. I did some research and found out 
that JMU has a solar engineering program, a perfect blend of both career options that I want to pursue. Ever 
since I learned about that, I have been dead set on following that path for years now.

This career path is important to me because I have been wanting to pursue it since my early childhood. In 
lower grades, I always heard about my classmates wanting to become firefighters, police officers, astronauts, 
following the little kid stereotype, but I guess I wanted to be different. I want to do something that no one 
would think of, so I find it important that I stand out a little bit.

hank mcBrIde, grade 10

Fighting

I have been doing mixed martial arts, which is a type of fighting, for the past two years. I have enjoyed 
every single moment of it. I have learned so many things from doing fighting. It has taught me things that I 
can use both inside the ring and out. It has made me into a different person than I was when I began. It has 

Morrison School middle schoolers share their ideas for their 
Origin Project pieces.



morrISon School 199

made me into a person who is braver than the person I was before I started. I love doing MMA and I don’t 
plan on stopping any time soon.

The reason I started to fight was because I didn’t believe I was brave enough to do things. I was too scared 
to do anything, but now that I have gone through all the training of becoming an MMA fighter, I have learned 
to face my fear, face- to- face. When I was young, I was different from everyone else, so I was the main target of 
bullying. I wanted a way to defend myself whenever I felt attacked physically or mentally. I also fight because 
I am good at it and I have multiple advantages when I fight. I am small, fast, and strong.

The reason I enjoy fighting is because it is good for my health. If you are building up anger that you 
have been wanting to release all day, nothing releases your anger better than punching someone in the face, 
even though I would never do it outside of the ring, unless I was physically attacked. I also do it because, 
well, it is just fun to do. I enjoy fighting, unlike most people who don’t like to get punched. I am one of 
those people who actually enjoys it because I have lots of energy, and getting punched is just exhilarating.

Another reason I do MMA is because I want to control my anger. I used to have lots of trouble with 
controlling my anger. I used to just go off on a person for no apparent reason, but now I can control that and 
I don’t just go off on a person. I also used to be very physical with my peers and wasn’t able to control it well. 
Now that I have MMA training. I am able to control it because when I do fights, I can’t just go all out on the 
person. I have to step back and wait to see what they will do. If they attack me then I will attack back even 
harder. This has helped me manage anger better in my personal life too.

Taking MMA has taught me so much about how to treat and protect myself. I am glad that I started it, 
and I don’t plan on stopping anytime soon. Doing MMA has changed my life for the better.

danIel mcqueary, grade 10

Life

“We were to be perfectly imperfect.” ( Japanese quote)
“Life is a game that is played by everyone. “(By: Avicii )

I’m from the small feuding kingdoms of Europe. I’m from the strong waves of the Atlantic. I’m from the 
ship called Constance that ventured to this new world.

I’m a 12- year- old boy in the Appalachians. I live outside of these coal infested mountains.
I live with my family in small suburbs of Bristol by the Tennessee border.
My dad is an EMT. He’s Buddhist. My mom is a stay- at- home mom. She takes care of my baby sister.
My brother and I go to a private school that has somehow not faded away into the pages of history.
The original school was an old house filled with stink bugs and books that were made before my time. I 

think the thing that changed me there was the discipline and love.
My family had an impact on me as well.
My Dad wants me to think freely and believe in what I want to believe. My mom teaches me not to be 

naive and lazy.
My papaw loves history and running and I do to. My mamaw teaches me to spend a lot more time with 

others.
When I was little, I loved to be active and wild, but I hated America’s greatest form of entertainment, 

sports.
I never understood sports. It was like looking into an abyss with balls and bats flying around. I mean it 

looked like a bunch of crazy people chasing a ball.
As I grew older, I started listening to music that made me like feel like I have a hyperactive demon inside 

of me just waiting to turn my world inside out.
Sometimes in gym, we play soccer, and I stalk the ball.



200 morrISon School

I am like a wild animal chasing its prey, and I make clumsy mistakes like kicking someone in the groin 
instead of the ball.

The sport that I really want to play is volleyball.
I heard of this animated series called Haikyuu which means volleyball in Japanese.
I started watching it, and the next thing I know, I was wanting to play volleyball so bad. Instead of shun-

ning sports I started playing sports.
Trying new things is like a gamble; you never know if you’re going to love it, or if you’re going to hate it.

JolSon PeterSon, grade 7

Musical Influences

I am Jacob Regen, a resident of East Tennessee and the Appalachian area. I do not, however, identify my 
origins by geographics but by the things that influenced me the most as I have grown up. In regards to this, 
music has been a very prominent factor in my development and growth. There are many songs that have 

influenced me over the years, but there are a few in 
particular that I would like to discuss.

The song “I’m Alive” by Disturbed is very import-
ant to me as a person. It is a song about not letting the 
judgement of others affect who you are at your core 
and not compromising yourself for others. This song 
helped me to find a balance between improving myself 
and being true to my core at the same time. It helped 
me learn to live for myself rather than care so much 
about what other people think of me.

“Stick to Your Guns” by Sick Puppies is also a song 
that has influenced me significantly. It tells of how life 
is not worth living if you are trying to please everyone, 
and that being yourself is what will make you happi-
est, even if you are not happy with that decision in the 
short term. This song helped me come to terms with 
myself and view myself in a more positive light than I 
had previously.

“Black is the Soul” is a song by Korn that helped me cope with problems in my family. There are certain 
members of my family who cause me great mental anguish and pain. They are toxic to my mental well- being, 
and this song has helped me come to terms with that fact. It is soothing in the sort of way that talking about 
feelings long held in with a loved one is.

In conclusion, music (specifically metal) has had a very tangible and prominent influence upon my life and 
my personality. Music shall forever be an important part of my origin and who I am. Whether it is the land 
you were birthed on, the people you were raised around, or the music you listened to, we all have an origin, 
and music is part of mine.

JacoB regen, grade 12

A Lot More Than Just a Sport

When I think about my origin and where I came from, I try to look at it more in depth rather than just 
looking at it as the place I was born and raised in. I grew up in Elizabethton, Tennessee, which will always be 
home to me, but there’s a lot more than just the state I live in that describes my origin. If someone asked me 

Insley Springer discusses her idea for The Origin Project.
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what I thought defined me more than anything, I would tell them that it is hockey. Hockey has been a part of 
my life since I was very young and is something that makes me the person I am today. Hockey has not only 
been a huge part of my life, but has also been intertwined with my family as well.

Hockey has been an important part of my life since I was a little kid. I started appreciating the sport 
around the age of four. My brother, who is three years older than me, had already created a passion for the 
sport and began to pass it on to me. As soon as I was old enough to barely grasp the concept, I became more 
intrigued by it. It was one of the first things that allowed me to bond with my brother. At the age of four 
I had my first ever experience ice skating, at the Bristol Motor Speedway’s little ice rink. I remember being 
pushed around by my dad because I wasn’t able to balance on my own weight. Ever since that first time I went 
skating, a spark of interest for hockey ignited that would never go out.

To me hockey is a lot more than just a sport, it’s not just a game. Yes, it is both of those things, but I have a 
deeper connection to it and what it means to me. Hockey for me is a way to release stress and relax. Whenever 
I watch or play hockey, I can forget about everything else and not worry about a thing. That’s something I like 
to have; being able to lose myself in it and not feel the pressures from the “outside world” is a great feeling. I also 
get excitement from watching and playing hockey. If I’ve had a tough day or I’m not in a good mood, going and 
playing some hockey can instantly change my mood from negative to positive. Since I’ve had an appreciation 
for the sport for so long, it allows me to connect with it and has given me a lifelong hobby.

Hockey doesn’t just define me. It has been a part of my family for many years. I coincidentally have quite 
a few family members who live in Canada, which is where hockey originated. My dad’s mother is actually 
from Canada, and that’s where my Canadian family starts. In Canada, hockey is the predominant sport. It is 
what the mass majority of people watch and play. Therefore, I have had many family members from Canada 
who grew up playing hockey, and some who still play in small leagues. I blame my Canadian relatives for 
making my interest in hockey skyrocket as well. I have visited Canada three times now, and every time I go, 
my passion for hockey grows. Just being in an area where that’s the norm and everybody plays it, makes me 
feel like I fit in completely. Just being in a place where hockey is a normal, everyday thing is such a good feeling 
and makes me feel at home more than anything. I would consider Alberta, Calgary as a part of my origin 
and home. Yes, I’m not from there, and yes, I don’t live there, but because my family is there and because of 
the at- home feeling I get when I’m there, I would say it is a part of me. A home away from home, as they say.

Overall, I would say that hockey is my life in a sense. I could live without hockey; it is not a thing I need 
to live or function, but life would be increasingly difficult if I didn’t have it. The sport means so much to me 
and since I’ve had an appreciation of it for so long it’s become a part of my life. In some form every day, I 
express my interest in hockey, whether that is playing the sport or just by watching a game. Hockey defines 
me the most, and it makes me who I am more than anything else.

JoSIah royce, grade 12

My Dog

My best friend is my dog, Lady Jade. She is 10- years- old. Lady Jade was born at our house and I picked her 
out of the litter of puppies. My dog has always been spoiled. I remember when she was a puppy, she would 
always push the other puppies out of the way, just so she could get petted first. Lady Jade was also the first 
puppy to eat human food. She stole a whole entire burger off my plate when she was barely one year old! I 
am glad my grandma let me keep one of the puppies because honestly Lady Jade is one of the only reasons I 
want to wake up in the mornings. I know when I am having a bad day, she will always make it better. 

At times I think of my dog as my kid because I have to take care of her just like a child. Even though 
Lady Jade is better than a child because I can actually have semi- intelligent conversation with my dog, even 
though it is just me talking. I feel that I can tell my dog anything and I know that she will not talk back. She 
listens better than any counselor, even though she cannot speak or give her opinions or tell me it is okay by 
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actually saying that. But sometimes, I don’t want feedback or anyone’s opinions. I just want them to listen, 
and that is when I go to my dog. 

My dog was born when I was eight years old. She has been there for me through a lot of stuff and she is 
very loyal. She will not listen to my grandma. She only listens to me, which is a good and a bad thing. My 
dog helped me get through a lot when I was 13. I was very depressed and did not want to talk to anyone, not 
even my grandma. I just wanted to stay in my room and be left alone. Sometimes it was even hard for me 
to talk to my dog or to find anything that made me happy. I felt like I did not deserve to be happy because 
that is what I was told by my peers, that not even my mom loved me, which at the time made sense because 
my mom is not in my life. Now, I just look back to that period in my life and wonder why I had some of the 
thoughts I had and why I listened to the people who told me that. But no matter how bad things were, Lady 
Jade was always there for me, even in my saddest moments. 

I am still happy that I got to choose one of the puppies to keep, but more importantly, I am really glad I 
chose Lady Jade. I feel that Lady Jade is a big reason that I am still here. I really believe that my dog is my 
best friend. That may be weird to some people, but my dog is the best thing that has happened in my life.

raIn Shelton, grade 12

My Grandmother’s Life

My grandmother is a very important part of my life. From many of the interesting conversations I have 
had with my grandmother, I have found out that she grew up during the Great Depression, she used to work 
as a telephone operator, and she loves to cook and bake.

During the Great Depression, my grandmother was born in Joliet, Illinois. Her family was considered 
poor, but so were many other families. People didn’t realize how poor they were until prosperity came during 
the time of World War II. Mothers, including my great- grandmother, did many of the clothes by hand- 
washing. This is because you might have only two, possibly three, outfits to wear! I think that this is sad 
because I am used to having a lot of outfits. My mother always says that I do not know how blessed I am. I 
believe growing up during the Great Depression made my grandmother strong.

My grandmother’s family moved to the city so her dad could find work before my grandmother was 
born. However, when my grandmother was in 7th grade, her family moved back to the country to help her 
grandparents’ farm. This meant she moved from a big city school, to a rural place where she had to attend a 
one- room schoolhouse. She was affected by this because she probably missed her friends from the big city 
school. I know this because she has told me lots of stories about growing up during this time. In the city, she 
lived in a neighborhood close to lots of people, and she went to a big school there. My grandmother could 
even walk to the movies with her friends. When she moved to the country, she had to attend a one- room 
schoolhouse which was a big change for her.

My grandmother graduated from high school when she was 17. She moved from her town to Olney, about 30 
miles away. She got her job as a telephone operator. “Good old telephone operator days,” is what my grandmother 
always tells me. When you worked as a telephone operator, you worked a different shift for 40 hours each week, 
and you didn’t always have the same 2 days off. You could not talk to the employees sitting on either side of 
you. This was so that you would not disturb another operator when she was talking to another customer. There 
was no chewing gum, either. When taking a call from a customer, you talked business only. My grandmother 
liked the work, but she didn’t always enjoy some of the different hours assigned. My grandmother worked as a 
telephone operator for over 40 years! She made many friendships which lasted over 50 years! Several mornings, 
they got together to have coffee before working. This later became known as “The Coffee Girls.”

My grandmother’s hobby is baking pies. Recipes were passed down to my grandmother, and now they have 
been passed down to me! My grandmother does not remember seeing my great- grandmother, her mother, 
ever using a recipe for cooking. My great- grandmother memorized all the recipes she used, so she didn’t have 
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to worry about using a recipe box or recipes. By not hav-
ing a large variety of dishes, it wasn’t difficult to remember 
how to fix them. However, in later years, my grandmother 
wished she had written some of them down. For if you 
don’t write them down, you lose

them. My grandmother said that no one taught her 
to bake pies. My grandmother watched her mother and 
paternal grandmother make them. After my grand-
mother got married, she continued to make pies because 
my grandmother’s sweet, loving husband liked them very 
much! Since she had a cookbook, my grandmother used 
the recipe in it. “However, there becomes an art to making 
pie crust,” my grandmother always says. She also says the 
more often you make it, the easier it becomes. Nowadays, they have a no failure recipe for pies.

My grandmother’s favorite pies are the two crusted fruit ones. My grandmother’s favorite pie to make is 
a berry pie. My grandmother says, “A berry pie is the easiest to make.” When the berry pie is baked, and you 
bring it out to cool, you are through baking it. Apple and peach, in my grandmother’s opinion, are good ones, 
too, but you have to peel the fruit and slice them. They take a longer time to make, but they are tasty. Fresh 
fruit makes for the best flavor, too. As my grandmother looks back, she can’t believe when it was time for the 
peaches to be ripe, she would work up a whole bushel -  freezing them to make pies later in the year. Apples 
are plentiful year around so she didn’t have to freeze them like the peaches.

When talking with my grandmother, I found out she donated her pies! She says, “Making pies is an 
individual thing!” I think that this is kind- of weird because I always thought that pies were a mom- daughter 
thing! Even though I think this, I have never baked pies with my mother. I also thought that this was a back- 
in- the- day thing. My grandmother donated pies to church dinners, the Annual Summer Chowder, neighbors 
at Christmas time, neighbors or friends when a death happened, and Masonic Lodge meals. I think that 
donating pies is really cool, it is a tradition I would like to start!

I feel happy for my grandmother because of all of the accomplishments that she has made. Now that I 
know all of these things about my grandmother’s accomplishments, I feel that I can accomplish more, too. 
My grandmother inspires me to believe in myself.

If you have become interested in baking pies, here is my grandmother’s recipe for . . .

Pie Crust (No Failure)
4 cups flour
1 tablespoon sugar
2 teaspoons salt
1 ¾ cups of Crisco
½ cup cold water
1 egg
1 tablespoon vinegar

Mix together ingredients with a pastry blender until it’s the texture of cornmeal.
Then add a liquid mixture of ½ cup cold water, 1 egg, and 1 tablespoon vinegar.
Remove the amount wanted and roll it out on a floured surface. Then put it in pie pan and bake it at 350 

degrees for 45 minutes.
mara Sluder, grade 7

Morrison School Junior High and High School students 
are eager to ask questions about The Origin Project.
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Skiing

Every year, my mom, step- dad, sister, step- sister, her husband, and I take a family trip to either Park 
City, or Deer Valley, both of which are in Utah. We all snow ski while we are there and usually stay in a 
condo for a week. 

While we are there, we usually spend time skiing and sometimes go out to eat. When we go, we ski 
greens, blues, blacks, and black diamonds. These are all different levels of slopes. Greens are probably the 
easiest slopes, blues are a little harder, blacks are hard, and black diamonds are really hard. The mountain 
we go to has a cool lodge where we will go after we ski a little and get hot chocolate. They have the best 
hot chocolate ever! After we get hot chocolate, we usually go back out for two more hours, and then we 
go back to the condo. 

Steve, my step- sister’s husband, snowboards which I think looks like it would be kind of hard to do. 
Last year, my step- sister, Danielle, and her husband, Steve, took my sister and I down our first black dia-
mond! From the top it looked very steep, and it was called, “The Fall.” There were a lot of moguls (which 
are bumps). I was very scared at first, but after I did it, I did not think it was that bad. My sister fell once, 
but she got right back up. 

Skiing has been in the family since my grandfather was little. Back then he would go skiing with my 
great- grandfather. When he met my grandmother, they would go, and then he got his kids into it. When 
my mom started skiing, she was thirteen. My mom taught me how to ski when I was only six, and my sister 
was three when she started. When my mom met Mike, she found out he loved to ski, too, so we all go on 
ski trips and have a lot of fun! My grandfather has always had a love for skiing. He has been skiing for at 
least 50 years. I’ve been skiing for seven years, almost eight. 

My grandfather doesn’t ski anymore, but we always tell him about it when we get back. I think skiing 
has been in the family for over 85 years. I must’ve gotten my love for skiing from my grandfather. I’m so 
glad skiing is a family tradition!!!

InSley SPrInger, grade 7

What Is Identity?

There are many meanings of identity, such as who you are or who you were, if you have changed. There 
are also many ways people can and have changed. No matter what, you can change your current life, but not 
your past. Your current actions will not change your past actions, but could give insight as to why someone 
performed those actions. This is identity.

Honestly, I do not know my identity. I feel different ways about different things. Nobody has one certain 
identity, but I have ways I have gained my so- called identity.

My identity doesn’t really have much to do with my family, with the exception of one or two things from 
my mom and dad. I am stubborn like my dad and argumentative like my mother. These two things also 
helped me find my identity and helped me overcome things that many people couldn’t overcome.

The main thing I consider when talking about my identity is the school that I attend. Once I adapted 
to my school, I got comfortable with who I really am. My friends now also helped me find my identity by 
actually being my friend and wanting to talk to me. At my old school, I was not accepted by anyone, but a 
few people whom I still talk to today. The school I go to now allowed me to find my true self. Over the years, 
I learned that I was able to overcome my years of hiding myself because of insecurities that I shouldn’t have 
had in the first place.

I am proud of my identity because it makes me unique from everybody else. I like being different.
camdon SuIter, grade 12
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Uncle Willie

My Great Uncle Willie Yeldell had an interesting childhood. He was born December 4, 1879, in Liberty 
Hill community east of McCormick in South Carolina. He was the son of farmer, South Carolina House 
Representative, and surveyor, Picton Yeldell. 

Uncle Willie walked over five miles to school 
because he knew he needed an education to con-
tribute to his community. Uncle Willie’s family was 
mainly farmers. My uncle Willie had to plow the fields 
and feed the hogs as a child. Uncle Willie had more 
responsibilities than I do as a child. 

When Uncle Willie was an adult, he attended Furman 
University where he graduated in 1902 with a degree in 
Accounting. Then he went to work for Greenwood Mills 
as the pay master. Later, he owned a grocery store named 
Yeldell Grocery. He ran it for over 18 years! During this 
time, he had married Mamie Reynolds. 

At age 87, Uncle Willie was the youngest of a sur-
veying crew for the property of Northside Baptist 
Church. The oldest of the crew was 101 years old! 
Uncle Willie was also a proud member of South Main Street Baptist Church which he helped to form. 
Uncle Willie loved hunting for small game, mainly birds, and averaged 250 birds a season. It was a family past 
time, and Uncle Willie’s family and friends including his sister, hunted every Thanksgiving morning. I think 
the neatest thing about Uncle Willie is that he never stopped contributing to and improving his community.

Jenya WeBBer, grade 7

My Family Traditions

My Origin Project is going to be about my family. My mom’s side of the family is from Bristol. My dad’s 
side of the family is from California. I wish that we lived in California because it is so much cooler and there 
are so many more things to do there. My mom’s mom lives in Bristol, Virginia at the moment, and my mom 
lives in Bristol, Tennessee. On Christmas and Thanksgiving, my grandma and mom’s uncles and cousins 
come over to eat a big feast and sit around and talk. The only thing I don’t really like is that we stay at the 
family dinners all day.

This month, my grandma came to live near us, in Pigeon Forge, Tennessee. She is now going to visit us, 
once she gets moved in and gets everything situated, about once every other week or month from what she 
said. She said that she should have everything situated around Christmas time so that we can stay with her 
and see our Uncle Ryan.

On Thanksgiving, my dad always has us and we always go out to a log cabin. When I am with my dad for 
the holidays, all we usually do is invite a couple of friends over to eat and open up presents on Christmas. 
My dad invites some of his friends over and they bring their go karts and four wheelers. My brothers and 
my dad ride them with them, but I don’t. I don’t really like going out to a log cabin with my dad though, 
because he doesn’t allow me to get on my phone. He makes my brothers and I go outside and play, which I 
don’t like doing because it’s usually cold around Christmas time and I don’t like being outside. I enjoy our 
family traditions.

noah WellS, grade 8

Alexis Bramlette shares her thoughts for The Origin Project 
with Nancy Bolmeier Fisher and her classmates.
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The First TV

On my dad’s side of the family, the Freemans, there was a man named Guy Freeman. He was my great- 
great- grandfather, and he was the only one in the town of Pound, Virginia that had a TV. He found the TV, 
but the back was missing. Then he ordered a part for it, and was able to get it to work! Since he and his wife 
had the TV, their neighbors, family, and friends would all visit on special occasions. They especially liked to 
meet for football games and Presidential speeches. My Nana, Donna, said she really enjoyed having all of 
her friends and family come over. I think it’s really cool to learn that I have something in common with my 
great- great- grandfather, because we both like to work with electronics. He worked as an electrician for a long 
time. I found out that he also built his own alarm clocks, and even a coffee maker that plays music when it’s 
done! My opinion of Guy Freeman is that he was a very cool person. My dad told me that Papaw Guy loved 
to play pranks on people, and that he was always laughing and smiling. Apparently, I have that in common 
with him, too!

Shane WrIght, grade 7
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My Great Grandmother

I interviewed my grandmother, Pam Gilley. My grandmother was 
born in Newfoundland, Canada over 80 years ago. Some things from 
when she was little still sound like things from now, but there are a lot 
of things that are different.

She grew up with eight brothers and sisters. She would always play 
with dolls and doll play houses, but she also loved to play soccer, ping 
pong, and hockey. Growing up in Canada meant a lot of snow and ice, 
so my grandmother also ice skated a lot.

When my grandmother started school, it was a one room school 
house. When she got to the fourth grade, they had to build a larger 
school for all the children. Once the larger school was built, all of the 
children still attended the same school and all her brothers and sisters 
graduated from there.

My grandmother did have power in her house, but it was powered by a windmill that her dad had. The 
windmill charged all their batteries so they were never without power at her house.

My grandmother’s family were mostly fishermen and carpenters. There wasn’t jobs there back then like 
the jobs today. Her family also raised sheep.

Out of everything I learned about where my grandmother grew up, I was most surprised at what they 
would have to do when one of them got sick. They didn’t just get in the car and drive to the doctor. My 
grandmother’s family would have to travel by boat to get to the hospital.

emma addIngton, grade 5

My Grandfather

My grandfather, Curtis McKeithan, lived on a farm that was three hundred acres of land in 1940.They 
grew tobacco, corn, soy beans, peanuts, oats, wheat, and some years sugar cane.

In the garden, they grew tomatoes, turnips, carrots, radishes, Irish potatoes, collards, and cabbage. They 
used mules to plow the ground and flatten the ground. They raised chickens, hogs, and guinea chickens. They 
used guinea chickens for eating insects off their crops.

My grandfather also had ten pet goats. All of the goats were his goats because nobody else liked them. His 
first goat only cost fifty cents. They raised tobacco, hogs, and cows to sell for money. They canned veggies in 
gallon jars. They cut fat off of pork into slices and cooked it in a cast iron pot. They also hung ham up and 
sugar cured it and smoked it, so it don’t go bad. They also cut the side meat off and cooked it into bacon. 
They had a hand held grinder that made sausage, and they seasoned it with black pepper, red pepper, and 
sage. Some sausage they canned in jars, and some they hung up and smoked them.

They had no electricity. They lived on a dirt road and heated their house with wood. They didn’t have coal 
mines. They cut wood out of trees, and fired the tobacco barn with it. They sold tobacco for money. They also 
used kerosene lamps. They went to a county school with grades first through twelfth.

In the summers, it was usually ninety to one hundred ten degrees Fahrenheit. They had a country swim-
ming hole. Whenever they jumped in the snakes would scatter. That’s also where he learned how to swim.

I was amazed when my grandfather told me that his first goat only cost fifty cents. I also thought it was funny 
whenever they would jump in the swimming hole they would scare the snakes off.

hagan Ball, grade 5
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Where I’m From

I am from my dog
From makeup and toys.
I am from a tiny house.
I am from dandelions and roses.
I am from opening Christmas jammies on Christmas Eve
And fostering children.
From mom, dad, and my sister.
I am from doing my homework with my family and making supper.
From, “You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.”
I am from Lynchburg, Virginia but now Norton, Virginia.
From chicken nuggets and mac and cheese.
From the time I was born to the time I broke my leg.
I am from memories on the wall.

PhoenIx BayS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from flower fields,
Daisies and sunflowers so yellowish green.
I am from my dad telling me he punched a kid
When he was my age.
I’m from my memories of my baby toys and clothes.
I am from Beth talking about our mom.
I’m from loving my life to being unique.

JennIFer Bentley, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from art
From crayons and markers.
I am from the loud living room laying there with mom.
I am from the dirt outside,
The hills behind the house.
I am from only opening one present on Christmas Eve and red hair.
From mom, dad, bub, and sis.
I am from church on Sunday and eating at Papaws.
From, “Love you to the moon and back.”
To softball in the back yard.
I’m from Bohnert and McNew.
I’m from Virginia.
I am from biscuits and gravy and chicken
From the story of my great Aunt getting pooped on by a duck.
I am from the memories on the wall and in the closets.
I’m from hanging with my friends,
To playing with my brother.

Jordan Bohnert, grade 5
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My Dada’s Story

My grandfather, George Bolling, told me a story about how he got his first dog. He told me he was 
walking home from school, and there was a dog that kept following him. He kept jumping over a river 

to get the dog to leave him alone. He went 
home and asked his mom if he could keep the 
dog, but his mom kept saying, “No”, but he 
wouldn’t listen. He also said “I was very stub-
born,” but his mom just kept saying “No!” so 
he said “If you don’t let me keep that dog then 
I’m running away, mom.” His mom said,” No 
you’re not!” He went upstairs and got a got 
a suitcase and packed his things and grabbed 
the dog and left. His mom went looking and 
couldn’t find him so she called the cops. He 
saw the cops coming, and he hid himself and 
the dog in a river, but the cops found him 
anyway. The cops said, “Do you want to go to 

jail?” He said,“I don’t know how’s the food taste?” They said, “Not too good, I don’t think you would like 
it.” He went home and his mom let him keep the dog.

That was the first dog he ever had, and he named it Ginger because it loved ginger snap cookies.
rIhana BollIng, grade 5

My Great Grandmother

I interviewed my great grandmother, Imogene. I asked her these questions: What games would you play? 
What kind of food did you have? What are some of the things you did? She told me her and her friends 
would play tag, kick the can, ring around the rosie, hide and seek, and her parents would play store with her 
when she was little. Her grandparents had chickens, cows, and a garden. There was a little place called Kerns 
Bakery that sold fresh bread and pastries. Her mother would give her a quarter and she would walk down 
there and get bread.

One time her and her three cousins went to Pound and rode horses all the way back and to Bear Creek. Her 
father had a model T Ford, and every day when he would be getting back from work she would go and meet 
him at the corner. She would get on the running boards on the car and ride on them to the house. She would 
go to High Knob with her cousins and would go swimming. There was a place called the Breezy Inn and they 
would get food and drinks there when they were swimming. 

A story called The Shadow would come on the radio and her and her family would gather around and 
listen to it. She would walk to school and walk back to the house for lunch and walk back to school. Her and 
her friends would dance to music from the record player. 

I thought this all was very interesting and I enjoyed hearing about it all.
SIenna BrookS, grade 5

My Nanna

Hi my name is Brayden, I’m here writing for the Origin project. I interviewed my Nanna and asked her 
about what games they played, what cars they had, and what food they ate?
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Some of the games they played were red rover, red rover, tag, dodgeball, and cowboys and Indians. She 
told me they had a playground at school. She said, “they had a slide that would burn you if it was really hot 
outside.” My Nanna also said she played with a little Susy doll.

Now let’s talk about cars my Nanna had. The first one my Nanna told me about was a Gray Subaru, then 
a red pickup truck, a little green Subaru, and a white pickup my Nanna named it Ole Whitey, then a maroon 
Toyota pickup truck and the list goes on.

Now onto the foods they ate she said they ate a lot biscuits and gravy, and there was not a lot of 
fast food. She told me occasionally she would go to get ice cream but very rare that she got to. She 
said you mostly cooked at home. She said they ate pork chop, ham, bacon, and eggs and when you sat 
down and didn’t eat you didn’t get anything else. A thing that really surprised me is how many cars  
they had.

Brayden BroSkey, grade 5

My Grandma

I interviewed my grandma Helen. My grandma Helen said she did lots of activities for fun. She used to 
have contest to see who could walk on tin cans, and play marbles, and they would walk on stilts and play 
baseball and jacks.

My grandma told me to earn money she would make socks for a nickel or a dime, and she would buy a 
candy bar, pop, and bubble gum.

She used to own a farm. She told me she milked a cow and got eggs from the chickens, and she had a 
very big garden.

I thought it was interesting hearing you could buy all that stuff for ten cents. I thought it was really cool 
hearing she used to play marbles, walk on stilts, and tin cans.

Peyton BrummItte, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from sweet tea.
From Lay’s chips and Chips Ahoy cookies.
I am from the mountains.
I am from the daisy and sunflower.
I am from giving and receiving
From daddy and mommy and Mamaw.
I am from presents and dinner.
From honest and kind.
I’m from Abingdon, hamburgers and chicken.
From the mountains, the city, and the country.
I am from my mommy’s bedroom where memories are kept.

ISaBelle Buchanan, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from paper and pencil.
I am from me playing outside in my yard.
I am from the baseball in my room and the haystack out in the field.
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I am from family reunions and the eyes that change color.
I am from going shopping with my mom and having family game nights on Friday.
From being told I have a good arm and I’m really kind.
I am from Orlando, Florida.
I am from memories kept in the “wow” room as in pictures, old baby shoes, and  

old toys.
JoShua carlton, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from Norton,
From a family of five.
I’m from a quiet house who reads to a loud house yelling at each other.
I’m from being adventurous and hiking with family.
From a calm girl who watches TV with family.
I’m from playing in the sun with nerf guns,
From playing in the snow with family.
I’m from a Christian family who goes to church,
From an outgoing family who fights over the TV remote.
I’m from shampoo and conditioner.
I’m from the little white house down Walmart hill.
I’m from singing with family on Thursday,
From dancing with family on Friday.
I’m from Science class
And from Reading class.
I’m from a family who loves my Aunt’s apple pie.
From having a game/ movie night on Friday.
I’m from having Christmas at my Aunts,
From having Thanksgiving at my cousin’s.
I’m from loving my family so much,
From never giving up on life and follow your dreams.

cIerra collInS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from the good old mountains
From Buffalo wings and my dad’s burgers.
I’m from the basic one story house.
I’m from the onions and the mountains.
I’m from eating family dinner on Sunday
From the Culbertson’s and Sturgill’s.
I’m from the Star Wars figures and my great grandpa’s sling shots.
From, “Don’t let the bed bugs bite,” and “If you don’t have anything nice to say then don’t 

say anything.”
I’m from church on Sunday but not every Sunday, and I wish I could go more.
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I’m from Norton, Virginia and Scottish Irish.
From pizza and bread sticks.
From the blankets made by my Pawpaw and the sling shots he made and the memories 

I had fishing with him.
I’m from the tote of me and my sister’s baby pictures.

Bryan culBertSon, grade 5

Playing Cards

I interviewed my Grammy, Sherry Adams. She told me a story about her dad teaching her how to play 
cards. They used mixed nuts instead of money because he did not want them to gamble. She would sit for 
hours playing with her sisters by the fire or where it was warm.

How my Grammy and her siblings played cards is different from how we play cards. Today, most people 
use money and gamble, and they go out somewhere to play cards and gamble. This was very interesting to 
me how my Grammy and her siblings played cards when they were kids.

molly dale, grade 5

Where I am From

I am from fighting with my brother,
From football and fishing.
I am from tackle football.
I am from sunflower seeds and the roses.
I am from relatives on Thanksgiving and being short.
From Davis and Barter.
I am from making breakfast and dinner.
From, “Practice makes perfect,” and “You’ll get it.”
I’m from Valdosta, Georgia.
From pizzas and tacos.
I am from memories in my dad’s green tote.

gaBrIel davIS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from video games from Ps4 and Nintendo Switch.
I am from the hill top.
I am from maple trees and the pine.
I am from hand me downs and baseball
From Tamera and Marvin, the Dockerys.
I am from the freckle family and brown eyes.
From the deep breaths and “Don’t start fights but end one.”
I am from Community Hospital.
I am from mushrooms and corn.
I am from the wooden brown dresser that holds photos.

harrISon dockery, grade 5
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Where I’m From

I’m from outside from friends and swings.
I’m from the Appalachian Mountains.
I’m from the honeysuckle, the yellow petals.
I’m from watching TV and painting
From Mom and Nana and Mamaw.
I’m from the TV watchers and gamers
From “Love you to the moon and back,” 
and “Think before you do.”
I’m from Bible believers.
I’m from Pikeville, Kentucky,

From pizza and chicken nuggets.
I’m from pictures of memories in books.

teSSa FIFe, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from dirt roads,
From Clorox and baby wipes.
I am from the loudest house in my neighborhood.
I am from busy all the time and the tall trees.
I am from the dusty roads.
I am from going to Hungry Mother Park and blonde hair.
From James and Becca and Fleming.
I am from sports and manners,
From, “If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say anything at all,” and “Get what 

you get and don’t throw a fit.”
I am from going to church.
I am from Norton, Virginia.
I am from spaghetti and McDonalds.
From the almost getting into another person’s car.
From dropping something glass in a store.
I am from metals on my shelf.

landon FlemIng, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from waking up around 4:30 am,
From a nice gravy and biscuit breakfast,
From hunting in the evening.
I’m from riding dirt bikes through the muddy trails,
From playing Fortnite and Default dancing on people.
I’m from, ”Don’t start a fight, but finish one.”
I’m from a broken family of five,
From four arguing and fighting all the time.
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I’m from a family that likes sports,
From a family that likes to eat.
I’m from a hundred yard field that’s all grass
From a basketball court.

danIel gIBSon, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from gaming,
From FORTNITE, and ROBLOX.
I am from the bumpy roads.
I am from the flowers to the bushes.
I am from watching movies at night.
I am from playing games with my family.
From no snow outside, and always be healthy.
I’m from Big Stone Gap.
From hot pockets and pizza.
From the yellow grass, and playing with my sister, the sister that doesn’t care about 

anything, and the brother that likes to fight.
I am from getting my first honor roll reward, that’s stored in  

my mom’s folder,
From keeping some pictures on the counter and some  

in her room.
I love my family so much.

declan greer, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from games,
From guitars and music stores.
I am from Lonesome Pine Hospital in Big Stone Gap.
I am from going to my single grandma on Sunday.
From a family that has always had brown hair,
From Greer and Stallard.
I am from a family of six.
From being told my parents love me more than God and I’m their hero.
I am from a storage unit with all of my family memories.

remy greer, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from Norton and games.
I am from the bed.
I am from the Xbox and pizza.
I am from burgers and from the laughs of my family.
I am from the love that my dog and siblings and parents give me.
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I am from good friends.
I am from my favorite picture of me with my family.

deandre hale, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from good grades and mountains.
I am from a big heart on the inside.
I am from parents who raised me right.
I am from church on Sunday morning.
I am from the mountains of Kentucky,
From delicious chicken Alfredo and broccoli casserole.
I am from making cookies with my mom and the memories that we create.
I am from my papaw’s button up shirts that mean the world to me now.

layla hall, grade 5

Where I am From

I am from the cement roads to red bridges.
I am from the red house with flags on the porch.
I am from the dogwood to the oak tree.
I am from the Thanksgiving dinner, dark hair, and the Harris family.
I am from being nice and sports from my family.
I am from having my mother telling me I am having a sister and brother.
I am from going to church on Sundays and Wednesdays.
I am from Pizza and Meatballs.
I am from taking a picture at the beach to taking a family photo.
I am from people saying I look like my father.

malakye harrIS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from cats and dogs.
I’m from the place that I love to play.
I’m from the tall trees in my back yard.
I’m from having picnics with my family.
I’m from my mom telling me to be positive and doing my best.
I’m from making dinner with my mom every night.
I’m from family pictures hanging on the wall.

hayden huFFman, grade 5

Where I’m from

I am from good friends and love.
I am from gravity falls from wonderful family.
I am from kindness in my heart.
I forgive my enemies.
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I am from amazing cousins who are by my side.
I am from loving friends and from good grades.
I am from good teachers and a mom I love.
I am from a show, Big Hero Six and from a big city.
I am from awesome uncles, friends and teachers that I love.

marIa hunter grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from pancakes in the morning.
I am from the big Virginia Mountains.
I am from sunflowers and dandelions.
I am from playing Clue and working together.
I am from Jones and Bradley.
I am from the funny and loving family.
From yes ma’am and no ma’am.
I am from wanting to prove to the whole world that everyone is beautiful and smart.
I am from Shelbyville, Indiana from Scotch- Irish, Swedish, and American Indian.
From the direct bloodline of Pocahontas, my family is listed in the book of Bollings as 

her direct descendants.
I am from spending time with my family.

ellyana JoneS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from games from phone and battery.
I am from the couch.
I am from the car in the driveway.
I am from board games and food,
From mom, dad, and brother.
I am from the table and games,
From, “Suck it up buttercup,” and “Love you to the moon.”
I am from Norton, Virginia.
I’m from the hospital to pizza, and burgers,
From hunting to the doctor and the mechanic.
I’m from Florida and adventures.

dakota JoSePh, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from the railroad,
from model trains and hot wheels.
I am from the Lane’s house.
I am from the thorn bush and the branches.
I am from train chasing and meeting from Melanie and Shawn.
I am from cars and trains, from the boogie man
I am from believing in God.
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I’m from Norton, the chicken and ham,
From my papaw being on a ship.
I’m from my parents being in Coeburn to Norton.

Scott lane, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from Big Stone Gap.
I am from wooden floors to furniture.
I am from sunflowers to roses.
I am from celebrating birthday parties to saying
Happy birthday to my cousins.
I am from being told not to go too close to the TV it will  
  hurt your eyes.
I’m from being born on April 26, 2007,
To chips and salsa.
I’m from playing outside,
To getting really hot and to eating ice cream to cool down.
I’m am from family pictures being hung on the wall and to  
  being put in a picture album.

Juan martInez, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from hunting
From Winchester and deer.
I am from the woods.
I am from the daisy and the rose.
I am from family parties and the Bible,
From my dad, Jason and my mom, Jessica and my brother, Jason.
I am from blue eyes and tall people.
From they love me to the moon and back and that I was cute.
I am from Norton Community Hospital,
From pizza and ice cream.
From the picnic when I was six, fishing when I was five,
From my family taking me to my Grandma’s when I was four.
I am from the chest in my room.

dakota mayS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from glove and bat.
From a softball field.
I’m am from playing with a brother.
I am from the garden picking, and the dirt getting in my eye.
I am from going to Grundy, Virginia every weekend and eating and playing with my Poppy.
I am from Friday night football games and long rides home.
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From, “You’re the apple of my eye,”
and “ I love you to the moon and back.”
I’m from Norton, Virginia,
From chicken and fresh green beans.
I’m from people saying I look like my dad and saying you are a true McCurdy.

makayla mccurdy, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from bacon,
From Walmart and Food City.
I am from the dandelions and the breeze.
I am from the trees and the daisies.
I am from the dark hair and T- shirts,
From, “I love you,” and “You’re so sweet.”
I am from going to church on Sundays,
From being born in Norton.
I am from pizza and bread.
I am from the story of my dad seeing a ghost.
The story of my parents getting married and kisses from them both.
I am from Wise, Virginia.

alySSa mcFall, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from the trees and the flowers,
From a kind, loving family.
I am from the field beside my home,
Green, shining grass that feels like home.
I am from opening a present on Christmas Eve, and my red hair.
From Evelyn and Jason McGraw.
I am from my two siblings.
From, “I love you,” and “I told you so.”

I am from the kind helping hands of my brother and sister.
I’m from my kind hearted friends.
I’m from Appalachia, Virginia.
I’m from scattered memories,
As I’ve traveled from house to house.

alISSa mcgraW, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from Pokémon cards,
From Lunala and Sagaleo.
I am from the City of Norton.
I am from the rose and soil.
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I am Italian and blonde hair and blue eyes,
From Leonard, Daniel, and Rosey.
I am from the going out to eat and spending money.
From “Watching too much TV can dull your brain,’’
And “If you keep your mouth open your jaw will be glued.”
I am from going to church.
I am from Norton Community Hospital,
From spaghetti.
From the Leonards and the Gilleys.
I am from my room in Duffield.

PreSton mcneW, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from Xbox,
From football and Dolphins.
I am from the trees around my house,
From the grass and roses.
I am from boys and football,
From Anthony, Jason, and Jamie.
I am from playing together,
From sleeping and being told to go to sleep!
I am from the memories hanging from the refrigerator.

BrySon mIller, grade 5

Where I Am From

I am from baseball,
From hats, and gloves.
I am from the place that is my home.
I am from the dandelions and the roses.
I am from sleigh riding in the snow and swimming in summer.
From Moore and Presley.
From, “I love you more than infinity.”
I’m from Norton, Virginia.
I’m from good grades and my twin and big sister.
I’m from the memories in two houses.

connor moore, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from gymnastics on Tuesdays to dance on Wednesdays.
I am from the state of Virginia.
I am from the leaves to the trees outside to the flowers on the ground.
I am from opening one present on Christmas Eve.
From brown eyes, twin brother, Connor, Gracie,and Cindy.
I am from playing games on the TV with my family.
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I’m from the Moore’s.
From, “I love you to the moon and back and I love you Moore.”
I am from church on Sundays.
I’m from Johnson City.
My whole family loves peaches and strawberries.
From the story of me finally doing my back handspring and my gymnastics teacher
Jimmy throwing me on a mat and saying now you go do that in a grocery store.
From the story of my twin brother coming to my dance recital and when I got my trophy
Connor, my twin brother, wanted to hold it, so I let him hold it and he dropped it.
I am from putting my family pictures around my house because I love my family so much.

SoPhIa moore, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from KFC from gravy and chicken.
I am from a big soft bed.
I am from the woods and the leaves.
I am from going to my mamaws and basketball.
From Ty and Quaid.
I am from shopping and cooking.
From not drinking and not doing drugs.
I am from Norton.
From pizza and chicken.
I am from getting metals in basketball.

remI mullInS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from Big Stone Gap,
From playing video games and watching TV.
I am from the loud house.
I am from the sunflower and flower bed.
I am from watching TV shows with my family and eating taco soup together.
From mom and step dad and Owens.
I am from the loud and quiet.
From even if someone is not your friend, be nice and move on.
I’m from Gatlinburg, pizza and taco soup.
From the loud house, the quiet house, and the sister.
I am from my mom’s phone, gymnastics, winning a recital.

cadence oWenS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from state to state from gas and fishing.
I am from my room with games.
I am from poison ivy and the itchiness.
I am from hanging angels and from being country.
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I am from Vernus and Culbertson and Partin.
I am from TV night and lake time.
I am from, “Don’t start a fight, but always end it,” and “treat others the way you want to 

be treated.”
I am from God and church.
I am from Kentucky and potato salad and fried corn.
I am from slow to walking and to being messy.
I am from the memories on the piano.

aPollo PartIn, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from Math class,
From shampoo and conditioner.
I am from the little white house near the fire department.
From the big tree on the corner and the dandelions in my Granny’s yard.
I am from Christmas late at Granny’s and church on Sunday mornings and Wednesday 

nights.
I am from Dasanye and Shameyiah.
I am from going to bed late on Fridays and watching McGiver and Hawaii 5 O.
I am from, “Do unto others as you would have them do unto you.”
I am from Jonathan Short singing at church.
I am from Big Stone, VA,
From Granny’s potato soup and cornbread.
From the storage room by the door.

adrIana PruItt, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from baby toys,
From Under Armor and Nike.
I am from the trees all around.
I am from the red roses and the sunflowers.
I am from secret Santa.
I’m from brown hair.
I am from playing cards.
I am from Big Stone Gap.
I am from chocolate and apple pie.
I am from the treasure chest full of memories and love.

deven roBInSon, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from pizza and games from Doughmakers.
I’m from the spaghetti boiling on the stove,
From watching the football game downstairs on my smart TV.
I’m from smelling roses to the bees on the sunflowers.
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I’m from going to the beach in July to a happy 
family.

I’m from the Rowes and Buchanans.
I’m from the dark brown hair to the cute dogs.
I’m from, “Don’t be sour to don’t be a bad 

apple.”
I’m from Coeburn, Virginia to pizza and 

cheese sticks.
I’m from the family telling stories to dad 

fighting off a bear.
I’m from an old box in my mom’s closet 

gaining dust while
Memories are being erased.

dIllan roWe, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from a big hearted family,
From laughter and love.
From a small tiny house,
From bacon and biscuits that are homemade.

I am from playing games all night long,
From the Russells and the Bumgardeners,
From short and tall to fat and skinny.
I’m from the pass it ons and the I don’t knows,
From, “If you can’t say anything nice don’t say nothing at all.”
I’m from singing at church.

From my memory I will always remember when my grandmother was laid to rest.
I am from the memories in the box in front of my mom’s bed.

adrIan ruSSell, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from art,
From drawing and painting.
I am from the big blue house.
I am from the sunflower and the tulip.
I’m from opening one present on Christmas Eve, and from blue- eyed,
From Courtney, and Micheal and Angela.
I am from, “If you don’t have anything nice to say then don’t say anything at all and
“Treat others how you want to be treated.”
I am from movie nights,
I’m from Virginia, from fries and pizza.
I am from a chest in my mom’s room.

haylee Slagle, grade 5
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Where I’m From

I am from TV,
From Doritos and Funyuns.
I am from the heart shaped leaves under the brown porch.
I am from a tree and the sunflower.
I am from going to Ohio on Thanksgiving and a caring family,
From Noah Hall, Krystal Hall, and Lance Hall.
I am from shopping and visiting friends.
From I was told I was smart and a good artist when I was little.
I am from Norton, Virginia,
From pizza and hot dogs.

autumn SmIth, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from my cell phone, it is a Galaxy.
I am from a happy home full of love.
I am from the gravel and grass my bike roll over.
I am from nightly TV shows and the laughs of my family, especially from my brother.
I am from the love that fills my family.
From being told I can be anything I want with hard work.
I am from the mountains of Virginia and the hamburgers and fries.
I am the picture of my friend Moe that is now in Heaven.

quIncy SmIth, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from rags,
From goldfish and cheeseballs.
I am from the dogwood.
I am from buttercups and roses.
I am from Christmas and being smart,
From mom, dad, and Kayleigh.
I am from late night movies and late night snacks.
From, “Clean your room and don’t do that.”
I am from Virginia,
From soup beans and corn bread.
From the fighting with my uncle and wrestling with my dad and playing with my 

cousins.
I am from the box under my mom and dad’s bed.

gaBe StIdham, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am the sharing shirt.
I am from, “If you can’t say something nice don’t say it at all.”
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I am from pizza on Fridays to Just Jump on Saturdays.
I am from my cousin spending the night to my Great Dane 

thinking she’s a lap dog.
I am from the power going out in snow storms to playing board 

games while we wait for it to come back on.
I am from a loving mother that would give me and my sister 

her last breath.
I am from the memories in the scrap book in my mom’s closet.

lexI StIdham, grade 5

My Great Aunt Sid

I interviewed my great Aunt Sid about her Christmas tradition. My 
great Aunt Sid was born in a rather remote section of our rural area. She comes from a large family and 
although poor, had a fun upbringing where Christmas was special. Being a person who loves Christmas 
and who loves to decorate, she would seek the help of neighborhood kids to go out into the woods to cut 
down a tree for her home. After several years of doing this, the prettiest and easiest trees had been cut 
down. So, she started chopping down two trees. After standing the prettiest tree in the stand, she would 
cut the limbs from the second tree and tape them in bare spots of this tree which turned a plain tree into 
a full and well Christmas tree.

kaenan SturgIll, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from video games.
From Twix and Ram.
I am from the house in which I live.
I am from the blueberry bushes and the trees.
I am from Christmas and tall people,
From the Taylors and the Riners and the Mullins.
I am from ball games on Saturday and watching wrestling on the TV.
From, “Don’t do dope,” and “Shake it don’t break it.”
I am from church on Sundays.
I am from Russell County Hospital,
From chicken and cornbread.
From the story of my papaw.
I am from memories on the shelf.

Peyton taylor, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from a basketball,
From Converses and One clothing.
I am from the kitchen table.
I am from the mini basketball rim,
From every shirt I have.
I am from the grass in my backyard,
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From my old baby pictures.
I am from movie night every Tuesday,
From, “Never give up.”
From Blueboy, Jr, and Jay Rock.
I’m from football game special and basketball on Friday,
From, “With great power comes great responsibility,” and “Can’t never could.”
I’m from church every Sunday.
I am from Wal- Mart,
From Hot dogs and Fries.
From being born to you almost died,
From living is a blessing and my dad left for no reason.
I am from ten year old scrap books and phone pictures.

Jaylen teaSley, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from cribs.
From Dove to Lindore
I am from a small home.
I am from the roses to the violets.
I am from movie nights and looks,
From mom, Jake, and Thompson.
I am from cleaning up and making a mess.
From stories and songs.
I am from Cape Coral,
From beef tips and chicken.
From my aunt’s story,
From kindness and love.
I am from home.

keIra thomPSon, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from shoes
From Nike and Under Armor.
I’m from the Fortnite Battle Bus
(Blue Shiny it looks like a blue bus).
I’m from the trees whose branches have fallen.
I’m from home to school,
From eating to sleeping.
I’m from having a milk allergy to outgrowing it.
I’m from January to December,
From April to October.
I’m from Loot Lake to Salty Springs.
I’m from old memories to new memories being made.

camron WamPler, grade 5
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Where I’m From

I am from Oreo blizzard from 
Dairy Queen and playing 
with my Xbox One.

From Xbox and facetiming.
I am from the town house on 

the hill.
I am from the dandelions in the 

yard.
I am from licking the spoon and 

being nice.
From my mom and my dad and 

Wells and Belcher.
I am from the Wells reunion 

and taco Tuesday.
From, “Never forget I love you,” and “If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say it.”
I am from Esserville Church.
I am from Pound, Virginia,
From cornbread and soup beans.
From the bike race when my cousin went into the creek and my dad jumped in to save 

him and my older cousin went in to get his shoes.
I am from old baseball metals to new hospital bracelets.

connor WellS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from paperclips,
From paper and work.
I am from the garden
From the rose and rosebushes.
I am from Thanksgiving and Christmas dinner.
From blue eyes,
From Allen and Wells.
I am from the know it all’s and the do it now’s.
From, “If you can’t say anything nice don’t say anything at all.”
I am from Johnson City.
From pizza and cake.
From the little girl who peeked at a present.
I am from the chest at my dad’s house.

zoey WellS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I’m from pizza and You Tube.
I’m from the woods and the dandelions.
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I’m from Pigeon Forge and baseball.
I’m from tall relatives.
I’m from, “Think before you do.”
I’m from Community Hospital and hot dogs and Dorritos.
I’m from giant spiders.
I’m from baby clothes and pictures in a closet.

chrIStIan WIllIamS grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from two siblings a sister and a brother.
I am from a mom and a dad.
I am from a little house.
I am from singing in the bathtub.
I am from Mr. Williams and Ms. Smith.
I am from pizza and coke zero.
I am from Norton, Virginia.
I am from trees and leaves.
I am from house to house where I’m making memories.

mIah WIllIamS, grade 5

My Grandpa Walter Williams

I interviewed my grandpa Walter Williams. When he was a kid he played games like red rover, four 
square, and hide and seek. He had a fire truck that could hook up to the garden hose and spray water and 
the ladder went up and down.

He told me a story about when he and his sister were home alone and their dad knocked on the door, but 
they did not know it was him. They did not let him in, so their dad had to break in to the house.

He had a dog too, but he didn’t tell me his name. He had four older sisters. His favorite color is blue. He 
was born in Oklahoma and raised in the pan handle. He loves cars. He likes to work on them. He worked on 
the railroad and drove heavy equipment. He was also a Chromalloy welder and a Tom Cat welder. He also 
lived in Kansas and Utah. I had a lot of fun interviewing my Grandpa.

Sydney WIllIamS, grade 5

Where I’m From

I am from paintbrushes,
From Bounty and Dollar Store cups.
I am from the trampoline in the yard.
I am from roses and the blueberry bush.
I am from Christmas with my family,
From the Wilsons and the Pecks.
I am from, “Don’t start throwing rocks when you live in a glass house.”
I am from memories all over the house.

rIley WIlSon, grade 5
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To the PPDC students:

I too have The Origin Project journal and one of my friends who attended early events at PPDC chal-
lenged me to pick up my pen. She has kept encouraging me and succeeded. I would like to share one of my 
entries with you, after all, it is about you. Here we go….

In my mind’s eye, I see you, journal in hand, pencil at the ready, not yet meeting paper, eyes focused on 
your individual Origin Project – family, community, personal stories that you have gathered this year. How 
wonderfully rich and empowering it is to reach for the truth, honesty, strength and pride of where you have 
been. Even more joyful is to face tomorrow and tomorrow’s tomorrow having tapped into your own creative 
power. Your words may appear on paper but they live in your hearts and create your future.

I am so proud of you and I celebrate your most excellent work.
Betty Jane hagan

Peter Paul Development Center and The Origin Project

Peter Paul Development Center is an outreach and community center serving children and families in 
Church Hill and neighboring communities in the East End of the City of Richmond. Founded by John 
Coleman in 1979, Peter Paul is the oldest continually operating community center in the area. Today, our 

mission is one of empowerment 
through education: to support 
the residents of the East End 
and educate its students, equip-
ping them to serve as positive 
contributors to their family, 
community, and society.

Peter Paul has been blessed 
with a wealth of volunteers, 
mentors, and friends. One such 
friend, Mrs. Betty Jane Hagan, 
after learning of The Origin 
Project knew that Peter Paul 
would be a perfect fit to the 
program. She contacted Nancy 
Bolmeier Fisher, telling our 
story and we received an invita-

tion to have students participate as a pilot. The process has not only allowed teachers to work through the 
writing process but provided our students with the opportunity to express themselves in modes that demon-
strated their creativity in a unique manner. Students participated in a writer’s workshop with a former Peter 
Paul student, a creative and imaginative session at SPARC (School of the Performing Arts in the Richmond 
Community) and expressed themselves through interpretative dance with Mrs. Ebony Stewart. The experi-
ence of The Origin Project will be valued and remembered by all.

StePhanIe d. BaSSett, ed. d.
dIrector oF educatIon

Peter Paul develoPment center

The after- school program at the Peter Paul Development Center, founded in 1979, has continually 
served the East End Richmond community, motivated by its motto: Educate the Child, Engage the Family, 

Kick-Off
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Student Presentations

Empower the Community. This  
fall, an academic- year- long cre-
ative writing program, The 
Origin Project, was undertaken 
to inspire the children as writers 
who look into their own family 
stories, grow in appreciation for 
who they are, develop their own 
dreams of the future and become 
published authors. The two 
organizations, PPDC and The 
Origin Project, have a shared 
commitment to our youth, their 
creative spirits and their secure-
ment of enriched futures. As for 
myself, I can think of no more 
perfect union!

Neither PPDC nor The Origin Project is possible without the sustained commitment of passion, gener-
osity, creativity, highly skilled staff and the engagement of their surrounding communities. At a time when we 
find so much troubling news, anger- generating events, upsetting environmental and political environments, 
hope, creativity, possibility sustain us. I find great joy as well as comfort that along the way we find organiza-
tions and individuals who speak by their words and actions on behalf of all that is positive, forward- looking, 
encouraging. Thank you, staff, volunteers, sponsors and families for your loving support for our children.

Betty Jane hagan

SPARC

For over 35 years, SPARC has been setting the stage for life, serving youth, schools, families and communi-
ties throughout Richmond and Virginia. Our mission is to profoundly influence young people’s lives through 
exceptional performing arts education. So when SPARC was asked to participate in partnership with Peter 
Paul Development Center and 
the Origin Project, it was a nat-
ural and immediate fit.

Working with some of 
SPARC’s top teaching artists, 
sixteen students from PPDC 
explored artistic and creative 
ways of presenting their written 
work. The goal was to create a 
performance piece for each stu-
dent that involved multidisci-
plinary art forms. They painted 
headbands that depicted their 
written work through pictures. 
They explored dancing and 
speaking while being accom-
panied by live musicians. Most Nancy Bolmeier Fisher talks with students
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importantly, each student stood 
up in front of their peers and 
shared, out loud, the stories 
they had written about their 
own hopes, fears, and wishes. 
Each student received support, 
coaching, and the validation 
that comes from finding, and 
using, one’s own voice.

SPARC is thrilled to con-
tinue this project and looks 
forward to seeing the efforts of 
these brilliant students culmi-
nate in a live performance that 
illustrates perfectly the power 
and importance of art, in all of 
its forms.

erIn thomaS- Foley, SenIor dIrector oF educatIon
danaë carter, reSIdent Faculty & Program dIrector

SParc

My Family Get Together

My family is very important to me. We all get together to have a good time and celebrate special occasions. 
Once, my aunt invited my family to dinner. I saw lots of relatives. There were seven children who were my 
cousins- five boys and two girls. One cousin was a new baby boy. He was so cute! We were all happy to see 
each other.

When we first got there, my older cousins and I played Twister, Monopoly, GTA5 and Fortnite. Then, I 
took pictures of my family. I used an app on my iPad to make cartoons of their faces. I explained to my cous-
ins how to make cartoons using the app. First, take the picture. Second, save the picture to the app and third, 

add colors. I even showed them 
how to add freckles to two pic-
tures. We all laughed at our silly 
pictures.

Next, we prepared for din-
ner. We were so hungry, and 
the food looked delicious. We 
had mac ‘n’ cheese, chicken, 
carrots and fruit. A little later, 
we ate cookies and ice cream. 
My aunt told me that other 
family members helped cook 
the meal, too. I thanked them 
for the delicious meal.

Family get- togethers are 
good for children and adults. 
People can talk, play and have 

PPDC visits SPARC

PPDC visits SPARC
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a good time. I cannot wait to 
see everyone together again. I 
love my family!
zePhanarI Branch, PPdc 

central, grade 4

My Favorite Pastime

My favorite pastime is art. 
If you ask me why, it is because 
I like to create new and differ-
ent things. Art is my favorite 
pastime because it makes me 
feel peaceful and happy inside. 
Another reason is when I make 
art, I learn about different peo-
ple and how to look at things 
around me differently. I like to draw spiral and all types of lines and shapes because when I stand back and 
look at my picture, it becomes something else to me.

Sometimes, I don’t know what I’m painting or drawing or what I want it to be, but later I recognize 
what I see and what it is to me.

Once someone told me, “There are not mistakes in art.” And that someone was my MOM. When I was 
younger, I would look at my art work and want to change it, but now I realize that there are truly no mistakes in art.

Today, every time I express myself through art, I think of my mom, and remember just what she said, 
“There are not mistakes in art.” When I remember what she said, I look at all the pictures I have painted, and 
I know that when I grow up, I will be a great artist. That is why art means so much to me, and why art is my 
favorite pastime. One day I will be a great artist!

dene’eJa Braxton, PPdc @ george maSon elementary, grade 4

An Awesome Football Team

There is an awesome foot-
ball team in my neighborhood. 
It is my team, The Pains! We 
run the ball, tackle, block 
players and score touchdo-
wns like professional players. 
Neighborhood players talk 
“trash” and sometimes lose. 
They say things like “We won, 
you lost” and then do a happy 
dance. My team talks very little 
trash. Instead, we brag about 
winning and showing good  
sportsmanship.

I think football players 
need discipline and must stay 

Classroom Display

SPARC
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focused. These two things help teams concentrate on the game and show good team work. My team has 
both. We are called, The Pains, because we are tough and bring pain to other teams.

Go Team Pain!
damare coSBy, PPdc central, grade 4

Creating Books

Books are creative. I think books are creative because you can write whatever you want. You can also 
illustrate interesting pictures in your books. I have created a book and I think people will enjoy reading it.

The title of my book is The Next Ninja. It is about a boy who did not want to be a Ninja but ended up 
becoming one. The main character, Trey Sapphire, faces dangerous challenges and fights criminals. His ninja 
skills help him to conquer any challenge he faces.

My favorite illustrator, Jazza, wrote a book. The name of his book is Draw with Jazza. This book tells how 
to improve your drawing. Jazza gives details and step- by- step directions for the reader. Some of the directions 
are very helpful. They have helped me and even some of my friends. I love to draw, write and create books.

ve’Jon davIS- hamIel, PPdc central, grade 4

Cars

Cars in the streets on both sides.
Men working on cars.
Fixing engines, changing tires, checking under the hoods
Doing their thing.
Fast cars, slow cars, different colors
Going somewhere
I wonder where?

Jaeden dehaney, PPdc central, grade 4

We Need Justice

Everyone get down! One afternoon there were two men across the street from us that were shooting at 
each other while I was walking to the playground with my baby cousin. The bullets rang like explosions! 
We did not know what to do! We ran inside my cousin’s house as my cousin screamed and cried fearful 
for her life. My heart sank because she had witnessed something very terrifying which will affect our lives 
forever.

After that day, our lives were affected because we both were scared that we would get hurt. After the inci-
dent, my neighbors called the police while everyone in the neighborhood discussed what happened. Finally, 
the police caught the gunmen. Due to the neighborhood watch involvement, the police patrol our neigh-
borhood every day. In conclusion, I feel so much safer traveling to the playground and walking within the 
neighborhood. I want to make a change in my community because I am tired of continuously seeing people 
that I know die. We need justice!

kemarII deWItt, PPdc central, grade 6

DON’T LET ME DOWN

I am somebody that dances and does what I want.
I don’t care what people say anymore.
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I bring the light into the day.
I don’t let anybody bring me 

down.
I’m important to everyone.
Don’t let me down because it 

will come back around.
I will never stop.
I’m on the top.
I will never stop.
You assume that I’m gay
But I’m not.
I’m not fat.
I’m a real sassy cat.
I know that God loves me.
He wants me to be free.

ISrael dIxon, PPdc 
central, grade 6

Bullying

Why do we bully each other? Well, I believe we do this because we think it is okay, and it will make people 
upset so we may feel better. One thing I learned was that hurt people hurt people! I am not saying that this 
is okay, but we need to realize how it affects other people when we say things that are negative. I know this 
because one day at Peter Paul Development Center on January 9, 2019, I stated something that could have 
hurt my true friends. It was insincere of me and this is my way of saying I apologize. However, it really hurt 
me when I felt I was left out of most of the conversation when all my friends were hanging out with me.

First, the day started as a good day. However, it turned into a “why did I do this?” day. I wish it would not 
have happened this way and I think we should change the way we speak with others and the way we think. I 
say that because if you always say what you think negatively, then nothing would get accomplished, and I would 
hate to think that I am being mean when I know I dislike it when people are mean to me. The next day when I 
had free write in class, I started to reflect and write about this situation because I knew what was going through 
my mind. I put my mind to it and thanked God for my family, staff, and friends. I want to say I apologize for 
the way I treated people who deserved a lot more respect than what I gave them. Furthermore, one thing you 
should remember from all of this is when you think of saying things to hurt people, please do not because 
one day you could end up saying something disrespectful to someone you love. In conclusion, I owe my three 
most genuine friends’ apologies for the way I acted towards them, and I thank them for still being there for me.

The End

I love you all and thank you for listening!
areyanna dunkley, PPdc central, grade 6

Letter to Peter Paul Development Center

Dear Peter Paul Development Center,
I have had a great time at Peter Paul Development Center this summer, and I am so thankful for the expe-

riences. During my experience with Peter Paul, we went on several field trips, but my favorite trip was when 

Student author Israel Dixon
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we traveled to visit the National Museum of African American History and Culture located in Washington, 
D.C. In addition to that, I saw ancient cars, costumes, and even an exhibit about my favorite singer, Lauryn 
Hill. The story of Emmett Till really made me cry my eyes out! Furthermore, I am also very thankful that I 
made the trip to Mount Olympus because I had so fun swimming, paddling, splashing, and rowing. Our skat-
ing trip to Roller Dome was very fantastic even though I fell several times. In conclusion, I am very grateful 
to Peter Paul for all of these experiences!

Your Truly,
azya gaInyard, PPdc central, grade 6

SLIME

Slime is really cool, because you can create different types of slime. Slime is also an awesome stress reliever 
if you have headaches. Most people get irritated or mad, so they can use slime to calm down. Slime is as 
gooey as mud and as stretchy as a rubber band! Also, slime is something confused with putty. The difference 
is that slime is more stretchy. Putty is pretty hard and that makes it difficult to stretch! That’s why slime is 
really cool!

Joel gIlmore, PPdc @ Bellevue elementary, grade 5

Electronic Devices

I see many things through my eyes. One of the most interesting is electronic devices. I see adults using 
electronics at bus stops, in stores, on jobs, at sports games, in restaurants and while driving. People can be 
seen using electronic devices everywhere!

One helpful electronic device is a cell phone. A cell phone can be helpful in the case of an emergency. 
Sometimes, I have to call my mom to tell her something or ask a question. She also calls to give me instruc-
tions. Cell phones can help save many lives when they are used to make emergency calls. There are rules 
posted in movies, schools and libraries that prohibit the use of cell phones. These are good rules because cell 
phones can be disturbing when people are concentrating on important things such as reading, working and 
having quiet time. I see electronic devices staying around for a long time.

taeShaun gray, PPdc central, grade 4

Professional Cheerleader

I want to go to college to be a professional cheerleader because I like to do flips and cartwheels. Doing 
cartwheels makes me excited. Every time I hear the people clapping for me and my team, I smile because 
it makes me so happy. Sometimes we don’t win but that doesn’t mean that we will not win again. We will!

I like being in the cheerleader’s competition because I can make money and donate it to people that have 
cancer. My friend is my age and has cancer. My friend does not get to play with me very much anymore, and 
that makes me very sad. We have been friends for a long time but now, I don’t get to see her a lot because 
she is in the hospital trying to fight cancer. Maybe one day I could do my cheerleader’s dance in her hospital 
room. I think that would make her laugh and smile. I would also like to bring her a special toy, so she would 
know that I’m thinking about her. I love my friend and really miss her.

In ten years, I hope that my friend, Diamond, beats cancer when she grows up. I think she will be a teacher 
because she is so nice and smart.

***LOVE IS MY TRUE POWER***
tknyah haWthorne, PPdc @ FaIrFIeld court elementary, grade 4
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New Neighbors

New people are moving in my neighborhood. Big trucks bring furniture, televisions, bags and boxes. They 
have a lot of stuff. Some neighbors have children, cats, and dogs. I have not met them yet. I see them playing 
outside.

My neighbors are shy. They are quiet and do not talk a lot. Weeks later, they begin to talk more. I like to 
tell them about places to go and what to do. Getting to know new neighbors is a great way to make friends.

terIeq henderSon, PPdc central, grade 4

Violence

I see violence throughout the city. People are getting hurt while they are hanging out in the streets and 
walking in their neighborhoods. Gunshot sounds make me so scared. I scream, run and hide under my living 
room table to stay protected.

Watching the news at night makes me very sad. I hear about people dying, getting hurt and fighting for 
their lives. One day, I heard that a young boy got hurt and it make me really sad. Later, the young boy died, 
and I cried. I prayed for him and his family.

Something needs to be done about so much violence. Laws need to change, and people do, too.
t’mora hIckman, PPdc central, grade 4

New York

I do not miss New York City!
I do not miss New York City because when I lived there, there was a lot of shooting.

In the city, the crime rate was very high, but everything else was fine.
I had many friends when l lived in New York City and there were several events in my 

area that I participated in.
In conclusion, I guess you could say I do and do not miss New York City!

davonte hIneS, PPdc central, grade 6

I want to be a Professional Athlete

I want to be like Tom Brady and Kyrie Irving, because I want to make a lot of money, so I can take care 
of my family.

I want to be a professional football and basketball player, so I can buy a house for my family. I want to buy 
a house for my family because they take care of me now, so I want to do something for them when I become 
a professional athlete.

raShad hoPe, PPdc @ chImBorazo elementary, grade 4

Football Big Money

In ten years, I will be waiting to get drafted by the NFL. When I go to the NFL, I will be making BIG 
MONEY. After, I become a star football player; I will buy myself a Big House. Then, I will buy a big house 
for my mom, sisters, my aunt, uncle and my grandma.

I will buy them a house because of all the shootings in the Fairfield Apartments- that’s where I live. When 
we hear gunshots, we run so fast and hide because it is not safe where we live.
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I wish I could move to another house and maybe we would be safe. That’s why in ten years I’m going to 
be out of Fairfield Apartments! Making BIG MONEY!

laddarIan JohnSon, PPdc @ FaIrFIeld court elementary, grade 4

A Cool Vacation

Traveling to different states is cool. Last year, my family traveled to Florida. The trip was cool because it 
was my first time on a plane. I was very excited about my plane ride. My family and I arrived at the airport 
early. We waited for a long time, then boarded the plane. We found our seats and buckled our seat belts. I sat 
next to a window beside my mom.

After the plane took off, I watched TV and ate cookies and popcorn that the flight attendant gave me. The 
snacks were very good. She gave other people snacks, too! The plane ride was not long. We were in Florida 
before I knew it!

Once the plane landed, we sat for a while, then we got off. We picked up our luggage and waited for a taxi. 
The taxi picked us up and took us to our rental house. The house was big! We opened the door and looked 
around. We were so excited! Everyone picked out their bedrooms, put on swimsuits and headed for the pool. 
We had so much fun!

Later, we ate dinner, chilled, watched TV and went to bed. I could not wait until morning, because I 
wanted to get in the pool again. My Florida vacation was the best ever! I cannot wait to go on another cool 
vacation.

BreIon JoneS, PPdc central, grade 4

Newborn Babies

I see newborn babies. I hear their cries say, “I am here, hello world.” The babies are as cuddly and soft as 
newborn puppies. Their skin is warm and fragile. Delicate! Just close your eyes and visualize a newborn baby. 
Does he or she remind you of a fluffy pillow? I think so.

When my sister was born, my family was very happy. She was pretty, happy and cried a lot. I held her for 
the first time in the hospital. She was everything I imagined- soft, cuddly, warm and fragile. She was fidgety too!

My grandma spoiled my sister then and spoils her even now. I guess that’s what grandma’s do. Newborn 
babies grow up fast. Some are still cuddly, some fragile and some are fidgety like me.

Jakaya laWrence, PPdc central, grade 4

I AM

I am not a stranger.
I am a beautiful and intelligent young lady.

I am a person who everyone loves!
I am someone who everyone cherishes.

I am a confident person.
I am loving, caring, and gorgeous.

I am a person who can and will achieve anything and everything.
I am a giver and I am creative.

I am a lot of things, but I am not filled with negative energy.
As you can see, I have an amazing personality!

I am Amaria Martin!
amarIa martIn, PPdc central, grade 6
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Bullying

Bullying is not a good thing.
It makes me sad and mostly angry.
Bullies tell lies about me.
They attack me.
I don’t say anything.
I just take it!
I want to hit back,
But the school principal says you can’t.
A bully needs to stop
Making people sad,
Making people angry.
I have had enough!

excelle maSSenBurg, PPdc central, grade 4

Where Will I Be in Ten Years

In ten years, I will be 20 years old and I want to become a teacher. I like teaching kids, because I want to 
help them learn and get smart. I want to be a teacher and make enough money to buy my family a house. The 
apartment where we live is very small and our neighbors are not very nice.

I think a house is so important because I can have somewhere to sleep, eat, take a shower, dress, and brush 
my teeth, and all of us will have a place to live. We live in four rooms- my two brothers, three sisters, and my 
mother and father.

The reason I want to be a teacher is, so I can get my mother and father a larger house. I want my sisters 
and brothers to also finish college. If they get a good education, they will also get a good paying job and our 
mother will not have to work so hard.

Furaha ndayIShemeze, PPdc @ FaIrFIeld court elementary, grade 4

What I Want to be When I Grow Up

My goal when I grow up is to be a singer. I love to sing because I can express my feelings. Sometimes when 
I am upset, singing helps me feel better. I am going to be an original singer and songwriter, which is a singer 
who writes her own songs. I want to become famous and rich.

When I become rich, I will help and spend time with my family and friends. I would like to get my 
grandpa a cane because he can’t really walk. I will also get my grandma a new couch because hers is broken. 
I would also like to go on a fun vacation and spend time with my brothers.

I will get my mother a new car and house. Last, but not least, I will get my dad a new car because his is 
horrible and dirty. I love singing! It’s my dream and I’ll do anything to make it come true. I want to go to 
college to learn how to sing as a professional.

nevaeh nIcholSon, PPdc @ chImBorazo elementary, grade 4

Spending Time with Friends

I love to shop at my favorite mall, AGC. My mom drives my friends and me to the mall after I do my 
chores at home. Once we arrive at the mall, we head straight to the food court. Everyone orders their favorite 
Chinese food and drinks for lunch. My favorites are orange chicken, rice, noodles and orange soda.
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Next, my friends and I go to Forever 21. This is my favorite clothing store. We try on outfits, check each 
other out and leave the things that we do not want behind. Then, we go to the checkout line and pay for our 
purchases.

Our last stop is Pro Nails. We get our nails filled and polished. After we are done, I call my mother to 
tell her that we are done shopping. She says where to meet her and drives us home. Going to AGC Mall is a 
great place to spend time with your friends.

Iyanah PleaSantS, PPdc central, grade 4

A Walk to the Store

One day while I was walking to the store, I saw a black van pull up. I went to the store to buy hot chips. 
Next, the people in the van walked into the store and robbed it! “Give me the money!” stated one of the rob-
bers. As this was happening, I dropped to the floor and never got back up until they were finished robbing the 
store. I was so afraid; my heart sank to the floor. After the robbers walked out of the store, I got up and the 
owner of the store let me have the chips for free. I thanked him, and he stated, “you’re welcome!” as he called 
the police in a panic. Finally, the robbers were eventually caught by the help of the community members, and 
the robbers received 12 months in jail.

JahtWon PleaSantS, PPdc central, grade 6

I Love Animals

When I finish high school, I want to go to college to be a veterinarian. I don’t know the name of the school. 
I just know that I want to be the best veterinarian ever!

I want to be a veterinarian because my grandma had a black dog named Lucky. Lucky loved to play and 
jump and, the most important thing, Lucky was going to have some puppies. I was so excited about Lucky 
having puppies.

One day Lucky got twisted up in the leash and Lucky stopped breathing. My whole family was so sad. We 
buried Lucky in the back yard. My grandmother said she did not want another dog. She was going to have to 
wait before she got another dog. Maybe it was because she had Lucky for a very long time.

I don’t want a dog to live with me because I am afraid that if I get another dog, something will happen, 
and my dog will no longer be living. My dream is to become a veterinarian, so I can help other people when 
their dog or cat or any animal is sick, I want to make them well.

JakarIuS ramSey, PPdc @ george maSon elementary, grade 4

Remembering Grandma

One of the saddest days of my life was July 7, 2018. That was the day my grandmother passed away. It 
started when my Granddad put us in the car and we rode for a long time until we finally got to New York 
City.

When we go to New York, we went straight to my grandmother’s house and stayed for a few days.
One morning, I got up and went to my grandmother’s room to say good morning, but she was not in her 

room. I looked all around the house, but I could never find her. I asked my family, “where is grandma?” They 
looked at me with sad eyes and said, “Your grandma is at the funeral home. She passed away.”

I don’t know how long it was before we went to see her at the funeral home. It really seemed like a very 
long time. Going into the funeral home made me very sad. No one knows why she died. The one thing I 
remember, is I still love my grandmother and I miss her very much. I will always love her because she was 
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always very special to me. I don’t talk about my grandmother much anymore because I don’t want my family 
to know just how sad not having my grandmother really is for me.

JazmIn rIchBurg, PPdc @ george maSon elementary, grade 4

What I Am Thankful For

I am thankful for my little sister because when she was born, she almost died! My little sister is  
healthy and well and living her best life!

I am thankful for my older sister for protecting me when my peers try to bully me!
I am thankful for my grandparents for raising me and providing me with food, clothes, love and shelter!

I am thankful for my teachers’ love, patience and guidance.
I am thankful!

aaSIa roBInSon, PPdc central, grade 6

My Best Christmas

My Christmas was wonderful because my big sister came to visit from out of town. I was so excited to 
see her! She surprised me with pink, fluffy slippers, and they felt so soft like cotton, so I kept them on all 
day! Next, my mother gave me the best head phones, four different styles of shirts, a beautiful sequin fanny 
pack, beautiful sequin slippers and a scarf maker. My mom said that the first scarf I create was for her, so I 
know I must make it beautiful. Then, I helped my mother make a delicious dinner, which included: chicken, 
rolls, cornbread, vegetables, macaroni and cheese and a salad. In conclusion, my family and I laughed, danced, 
sang and played fun games. I really enjoyed spending quality time with my family, and this is why this was 
my best Christmas.

alBIegelle SImmS, PPdc central, grade 6

Through My Eyes

One of the saddest times of my life is when I don’t get to see my brother. I live with my mother and he lives 
with his mother. We have different mothers. Because we have different mothers, it breaks my heart because 
I don’t get to see him much. He lives in California.

My brother is 13 and the last time I saw my brother was on his tenth birthday. It makes me sad because 
I miss him very, very much. I want to move to California or I want him to move back to Richmond. When I 
think about my brother, I get tears in my eyes. I hope one day we will be together because I love him.

Iyanna dontay nIcole SmIth, PPdc @ FaIrFIeld court elementary, grade 4

Drawing and Singing

The two things I like most are drawing and listening to music. I want to be an artist because if I am an 
artist my pictures will be in the museum next to all the big pictures in the museum. I want other kids and 
adults to see my art pictures hanging in the museum next to other great artists. I will sell some of my art 
and make a lot of money. I don’t want the money from my pictures for stuff I don’t need. I will only use the 
money to help my mother and brother.

If I get married, my husband will work, and he will buy a house, a car and take care of me. Because when 
I grow up, I am going to be just like Lena Horne beautiful, confident and a wonderful singer.

lynayah SteWard, PPdc @ FaIrFIeld court elementary, grade 4
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What Makes Me Sad?

Biscuit

I get sad when people die because when they die, a lot of people will miss them. When people die, their 
family will not be the same. If one of my family members die, I know it will not be the same for me. I will not 
be able to eat or sleep, and my family and I will be sad. When other things or other people die, it makes me 
really sad because they could have had a good, long life.

When my dog Biscuit died, I was so sad but other people said, “it’s just a dog.” Biscuit was not just a dog 
to me, he was a part of my family. My dog was so nice and sweet. If another person’s dog died, they would 
know how I feel. I miss my dog so much.

When I went home, I did not see my dog. My mom told me she had bad news for me. She told me my dog 
was dead and I said it was a prank, and she said it was not a prank. I was very sad and began to cry because my 
dog was not there anymore. I think my dog died. Because she was very old. In dog years, she was 50 years old.

tahyIa StIth, PPdc @ chImBorazo elementary, grade 4

My Birthday

My birthday is a special day because 
it is like Christmas! I get gifts and lots of 
new things. My favorite gifts have been a 
cell phone, skates and an electric scooter. 
These gifts are fun to have around.

I also like to stay with my friends 
in my favorite hotel overnight and play 
games. We play Connect Four and 
Monopoly. We have lots of fun. They 
are good players and so am I. We end 
our day with swimming and playing in 
the hotel pool. We have a good time!

By the way, my birthday is June 8th, 
and this is a Girl’s Party Day!

marIlyn Walker, PPdc  
central, grade 4

The Hope of My Community

Through my eyes, our community is based in love.
For example, I believe our community is based on how we care for others!

Also, I believe our community is based on friendship and loving our community.
In addition, I believe our community must show how much we care about our  

environment by keeping it clean!
Furthermore, I believe our community must protect the feelings of others by being  

there for them in any situation.

Student author Marilyn Walker
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In conclusion, it is my hope and it is my dream that we will all walk together, we will all sing  
together, and that we will all live together in harmony.

Welcome to my community!
myaSIa WhIte, PPdc central, grade 6

Homework

Through my eyes, I see homework. Sometimes my classroom teacher lets us do our language arts and 
math homework in class. Sometimes I finish my homework at Peter Paul Development Center or at home. 
I always do my homework for as long as it takes!

Some homework is tricky for me like math problems such as 24 × 12, but some problems are easy such as  
24 × 2. Reading is super simple for me. It’s also my favorite subject, and I love reading mysteries and graphic novels.

Homework is good for students because it helps them know how to study and you learn from it. So, do 
your homework and you will do awesome!

Pearlyanna WhIte, PPdc central, grade 4

Electronics

iPhones, Samsung, Flip Phones, Trac Phones
iPads, iPods, ZTE’s and more.
People talking and texting
Telling their business to family and friends.
Long conversations
That go on, and on, and on, and on.

Saa’Id WhIte, PPdc central, grade 4

My Favorite Food is Rice and Chicken

My favorite is rice and chicken because it tastes good! My mom makes the best rice and chicken ever! Her rice 
and chicken makes me grow strong. It is so delicious! When I have rice and chicken, it always makes me so happy.

When my family has rice and chicken, 
we sit at the table, we talk about how our 
day went, what we did and if we had a 
good day.

After we eat all of our rice and 
chicken, we clean up the kitchen, watch 
TV, sometimes we watch Spiderman. 
At 8:30 p.m. I take a bath, brush my 
teeth and go to bed. Rice and chicken, 
Spiderman that’s how I know that I 
had a good day.

The End
kendrIck WIllIamS, PPdc @ 
george maSon elementary, 

grade 4 Writer’s Workshop with Isaiah
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MY MENTOR

The person who has been meaningful to me for the last 3 years is my 
mentor, Mrs. Margie. Mrs. Margie is meaningful to me because she helps 
me with my homework, helps me with the problems I have, and takes me 
to fun places. My mentor is also meaningful to me because she cares a lot 
about me. She encourages me to get good grades and yet we also have fun.

Jerrel WIlSon, PPdc central, grade 6

Student author S. White
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My Mom

My mother was born in Kentucky, in 1974. Her house is not there anymore. The people who lived there 
after her, did not take care of it. My mom had electricity in her house when she was growing up. My mom did 
not really have any traditions growing up. Her favorite subject in school was Science, she did not like to play 
sports. She liked to watch the Smurfs, and Full House on television. My mom’s first job was as a babysitter. 
She says the biggest difference between when she was growing up and now, is that things are much more 
expensive. Her advice to me is to do well in school, so I can go far in life.

Jayla Ballard, Grade 4

Traditions

Every year on Christmas morning, my parents and I go visit my Nana. Usually, we spend most of 
Christmas with her. We always have more food than we can eat. Some of the favorite foods we eat with 
Nana, are mashed potatoes, ham, and turkey. My favorite thing that Nana makes is macaroni and cheese. 
After we eat Christmas dinner with Nana she gives us our presents. When we get back home I like to play 
with my dog, Little Bit, and then I go to bed. My Nana is such a good cook, that besides our Christmas family 
tradition, we also eat supper with her a lot. My Nana is a great cook!

Ciara Bentley, Grade 4

Great Grandfather

Paul Jessee is my great grandfather. He was born 
February 10, 1947. He was one of sixteen children. 
He liked to work in the garden when he was grow-
ing up. He got a job when he was sixteen years old. 
He got married when he was twenty one years old. 
His wife, my great grandmother, was fourteen years 
old. They were married for forty one years. They 
had two children, one of them is my mamaw. My 
great grandfather has four grandchildren, and four 
great- grandchildren. He was a coal miner for thirty 
years. He is retired now, and has a chicken farm.

daniel Blondell, Grade 4

My Family’s New Tradition

When my mom was nine years old, she had a lot 
of holiday traditions. So my family and I started a 
new tradition this year. We drove almost an hour to 
a Christmas Tree Farm. When we arrived, the own-
ers greeted us and gave us a saw to cut down a tree. 
We walked around about thirty minutes looking at 
different pine trees. We had a hard time agreeing on 
a tree. My sister saw a tree and said,”It is perfect!” 
She liked the tree because it didn’t have any gaps in 
it, and it was fluffy. So, my dad started sawing on the 
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tree, I got to saw next, and then my brother and sister. I took about twenty turns! After about twenty min-
utes of sawing the tree fell over. Dad carried it to the barn. The workers sent it through a big circle machine 
that put a net around it and then we put it on top of the car. We drove home, and after we arrived home we 
decorated the tree. My family and I loved the tree so much we kept it up until after New Year’s Day!

rylan Brown, Grade 4

My Mom

My mom was born in Bend, Oregon. When she was six, she rode 
everyday for four days, to move back to Virginia with her mother.

It was summer, and she learned how to swim. She met a four year old 
little boy named Neal.

My mom, her sister, and my grandmother would end up living next 
door to this little boy. They would have a great time together. During 
the summer, they would play outside together, all day long. In the winter, 
they would play in the snow and build snowmen.

emily CovinGton, Grade 4

My Dad

My dad’s name is Brian Huff. When my dad was five- years- old, he was at his brother’s house playing in a 
swimming pool with his other brothers and sisters. After a while, his brothers and sisters got out. He stayed 
in for a little while longer. His mom stuck her head out the window and said, “Brian, come in.” So, he got out, 
and as he was running toward the house, his uncle was mowing the yard. Suddenly, the blade snapped and 
hit my dad in the hand, almost cutting his hand in half! The only thing that stopped it from cutting it off, 
was his bone. He did not feel anything because the blade cut his nerves. He had to have surgery. Thankfully, 
he has had no problem since.

aJay huff, Grade 4

My Papaw Kenny

I would like to tell you an interesting story about my Papaw Kenny. When he was eleven years old, he 
wanted to go hunting by himself. His mom did not approve, but his father let him go. His father had gotten 
him a six gage, single shot, Steven shotgun, and a bag full of old paper shells. He walked to the top of a ridge 
and tried to kill a rabbit. Something went running through the sage grass, but it was not rabbit, it was a red 
fox. He did shoot and kill the fox while it was running through the sage grass. He was so scared he ran all 
the way home.

Kinley huff, Grade 4

My Mom’s Life as a Child

My mom was born in Harlan, Kentucky, in 1979. She had a cat named Blacky. My mom didn’t earn an 
allowance, but she did have chores to do. During the holidays, my mom celebrated with her family. Her 
favorite holiday was Christmas Eve because she spent it at her Mamaw’s house. My mom enjoyed English 
and Math in school, along with playing t- ball and basketball. In her free time she liked to watch She- Ra, The 
Smurfs, and Kids Incorporated.

J.t. JenninGS, Grade 4



248 St. CharleS elementary SChool

Two Very Special People in My Life

I would like to introduce you to two very special people in my life. The 
first is my dad, Joey Kegley. My dad was born on August 6, 1986. Some 
of his favorite hobbies growing up were, fishing, hunting, riding ATVs, 
and dirt bikes. He still enjoys these activities, and sometimes now, he even 
lets us go with him. My dad was very athletic when he was younger; he 
played several sports, including baseball, basketball, and football. He had 
a couple of favorite TV shows, he really enjoyed watching Saved by the 
Bell, and the Fresh Prince of Bel- Air. My grandfather’s name is Marion 
Kegley, he is my dad’s father, a fun fact – my dad has the same name as his 
dad. His Mom is Betty Kegley. Something interesting about his mother is 
that she has Alopecia, an autoimmune condition, which causes hair loss, 
and she has had it since she was a teenager.

The next person I would like to tell you about is Alana Grace Pennington, Alana was born, June 8, 2004. 
She was adopted when she was six months old by Lisa Pennington, “AKA”, Nana. Alana was born without a 
brain. She had ten per cent of a brain stem. She had to go to the hospital numerous times. I can only remem-
ber going one time. She could not see colors, she was legally blind. So, I do not know what her favorite color 
was. She could not walk or talk, but I still loved her, like any other child. She also has a feeding tube. She 
loved church, she would just giggle, laugh, and try to sing! She could only drink water. She loved my Nana’s 
dog, Little Bit. Alana unfortunately died on September 2, 2016. We were all very sad, but we know she is in 
a better place. She is in Heaven dancing, talking, walking and having a great time!

Jayden KeGley, Grade 4

My Mom

Our family tradition that 
we enjoy most is Christmas. 
We like to celebrate Christmas 
because it is Jesus’ birthday! 
My mom gives us presents on 
Christmas too.

I got my mom a present, and 
she liked it. I love my mom.

emily KinG, Grade 4

Halloween

When my mom was little 
she liked Halloween, because 
she got candy. She really enjoyed 

walking around and getting to see all the costumes. She liked when they had the costume party, walked 
around, and the judges picked people to win. She won a couple of times. She enjoyed seeing her friends 
dressed up. When it was all over, she could not wait until the next year. She was excited to pick out her next 
costume, and anxious to see what everyone else would be.

Jenna KinG, Grade 4
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My Spectacular Dog

I have a spectacular dog, his mane is Jack. When I was two years old, my mom took me the pet store. My 
mom was picking out every animal except for the one I wanted, Jack. He was the one!

One day I came home and Mom, Dad, Dom, and Devlin were worried. They were crying. Jack was hurt. 
He was hurt on the leg, chest, the arm, the throat and the neck. My neighbor’s dog had bitten him, he looked 
like he was dying. I stayed with him for 10 
days. I even stayed with him at night. I talked 
to Jack all the time. I told him, even when I 
am away, you are always in my heart, and I 
will always be in your heart.

atley mCaliSter, Grade 4

My Cute Dog

My dog is little, and scared. She’s named 
Bit- Bit, short for Bitty. She has a sister named 
Marley. She is brown and white. Marley and 
Bitty are not twins. One is younger than the 
other. Bitty is just brown. One thing they have 
in common is they have brown eyes.

dominiCK mCaliSter, Grade 4

Mom- Ashley

My mom, Ashley, was born August 30, 1990. My mother was born in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. There is 
a movie about where she was born, you might have heard of it. When my mom was growing up she had a 
dog named, Candy. Some of the chores my mom had to do were washing dishes, and doing laundry. One of 
the best memories my mom has about growing up is when her family all ate dinner together. She and her 
family enjoyed being around each other, and they celebrated every holiday. Her favorite subject in school was 
English. Some of the technology that my mom used when she was growing up was a phone and a computer. 
My mom worked at McDonalds when she was fifteen years old.

KinSley lonGworth, Grade 4

Dad

When I was little, my dad and I would have light saber battles. We played Call of Duty. We watched foot-
ball games together. He was also my coach for my baseball team. He drove me to all of my games. The last sea-
son our team was the Astros. Our favorite football teams are the Oakland Raiders and the Huskers. We can’t 
do those things anymore, on my parent’s anniversary, my dad died. We had fun together, but now I am lonely. 
When I get lonely though, I think of all the good times we had, and all the wonderful memories that we share.

auStin meyer, Grade 4

A Great Christmas

I have a Christmas Family Tradition. Every Christmas my aunt and uncle come to my house. We 
eat turkey and mashed potatoes. When my aunt and uncle are at my house, we play a lot of different 
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things together. We open presents on Christmas Day. We all get a lot of great presents. We all have a 
Great time!

ethan PiCKett, Grade 4

My Mom

When my mom was a child, and growing up, she had several traditions. During Christmas her family got 
to open one gift on Christmas Eve. Then, she and her family, would bake cookies for Santa. At bedtime, she 
would put out two cookies in a small plate with a big glass of milk, for Santa to enjoy.

JaCoB raineS, Grade 4

All About my Dog

I love my dog so much. I am the one who named him. When I named him I thought that I should call 
him Spot, because he has a lot of brown spots on him. He is such a good dog. I got him when he was a tiny 
puppy. He is so cute. My dog and I have done so much together. In the mornings, when I go outside to the 
bus stop, he barks. He barks because he is scared. He is scared because my neighbor has a lot of big dogs. 
My dog barks to protect me, because he thinks the big dogs will hurt me. When he gets hungry, I go outside 
and feed him some dog food. I put a lot of blankets in his doghouse, so when it is cold, he will stay warm. 
He has several toys to play with. His favorite toy to play with is one that squeaks. He plays with it all of the 
time. When it snows, he loves to run in it.

donnie riverS- holmeS, Grade 4

The Three Mighty Warriors

I have a dog, his name is Ceaser. He is from Russia. You might ask where in Russia is he from? Well, he 
is from Serbia! He is almost one year old in human years, so that makes him seven in dog years. My Nana, 
my cousin and I, all went to Atlanta to pick him up. Ceaser has a monkey face and a stubby tail. Caesar is 
an inside dog.

I also have two other dogs that live inside the house with me and my family. The dog’s are named Bebop, 
and Blanca. They are all friends with each other. Ceasar and Bebop are black and Blanca is white, that’s how 
she got her name. Bebop got her name from my Papa before he passed away. I had a dog before Bebop, her 
name was Lela. Lela got her name because she only had one eye.

lilly roGerS, Grade 4

Dad- Greg Seals

Greg is my dad. My dad was born on January 25, 1987, he is thirty- one years old. He is married to a nice 
lady named, Whitney.

He is a hard working man. He works at home as well as at his job. He works in the coal mines, close to 
St. Charles. He works from 5:00 a.m. until 3:30 p.m. He likes his job. I do not know what he does at work, 
he comes home dirty, with lots of black stuff all over him. He loves to work, and he is very tough.

He used to coach basketball at St. Charles. He is good at a lot of sports.
He owns several vehicles, including a Jeep J10, a 1962 Jeep Truck, and a 1500 Dodge Ram.

Jayden SealS, Grade 4
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An Interesting Story

This in an interesting story 
about my mom, it is up to you to 
gauge whether or not you think 
it is true.

When my mom was little 
between the age of zero and 
twelve, she lived in St. Charles. 
She also went to the same school 
I go to, St. Charles Elementary.

My mom lived in almost 
every house in St. Charles. Some 
of the houses, she live in them 
three or four times!

When my mom and her 
sister lived on Webb Hill, they 
went into the woods and saw a house, so they were about to go in and they saw a bobcat. The bobcat started 
chasing them, and they out ran the bobcat.

My mom is a good mom, and I love her so much!
CayleiGh SCott, Grade 4

My Cousin

My cousin and I have a Christmas tradition. We do several things while my cousin is at my house. We 
put up the tree, and put decorations on it. We both open presents, as well as both of our Moms. We all get 
presents for each other. We like to play Fort Nite. After that, we play outside. We either play football or 
basketball. Then, we eat dinner and go to bed. The next morning, we get up and enjoy a big breakfast. We 
play until he goes home.

Gavin ShirKS, Grade 4

My Mom Growing Up

My mom, Kellie Smith, was born in 1971. She was in Lee County, Virginia, in a town called Pennington 
Gap. She was born at the Lee born County Hospital which is no longer there. She grew up in St. Charles, 
Virginia, and went to St. Charles Elementary.

The school was very different when she attended as opposed to now. The classes ranged from Kindergarten 
to Seventh Grade. My mom loved her school dearly, and still does. She talks about the teachers that were 
there when she went here, and the teachers that are here now. My mom always tells me how important it 
is to get an education. She said an education helped her to go through school and then make something of 
herself. My mother graduated and then went into nursing. She worked at the St. Charles Clinic, and then at 
the same place, received more education and then transitioned herself into a dental hygienist. She remained 
there for ten years of her life.

GaBBy SimPSon, Grade 4
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The Best Papaw Ever

My Papaw’s name is Allen Smith. He was born in Pennington Gap, Virginia, in 1956, but now he lives 
in Keokee. My Pappaw has lived in Keokee a long time. My Papaw had a dog named Prince when he was 
growing up. I wasn’t even born, yet! Papaw grew up in Virginia in a five- room house. He said it was a good 
house, but it’s not the same, now. He restored it and his sister lives there now. His favorite subject in school 
was history. That’s my favorite, too! He says math was okay. He probably didn’t like it too much, and I don’t 
either! Papaw also liked going to the library. He says he liked reading Little House on the Prairie books.

When he was 9- years- old, he got his first job mowing yards. I bet he got paid about $1.00 for each yard 
he mowed. He said they didn’t get a lot of money growing up. When he was younger he got a small allow-
ance of $1.00 each week. He had a lot of chores growing up! He had to feed the pigs, cow, and chickens, 
and he had to bring in coal and wood. His family needed the coal and wood to stay warm in December. He 
says he bought baseball and football cards with his allowance, but I think he might have bought Christmas 
candy, too.

Papaw had lots of traditions and did lots of fun things growing up. He and his family always celebrated 
Easter, Christmas, Thanksgiving, and the 4th of July. Everyday, he woke up at 5 o’clock every morning to eat 
breakfast, and on Sunday mornings, they went to church. I think he might have eaten biscuits and gravy 
for breakfast, but he eats cereal, now. When he was younger, he liked to play baseball on their own field, he 
liked to fish, and he like to play Rook. His family had a black and white T.V. and he had a small transistor 
radio, too. When he watched T.V., he liked to watch Daniel Boone, Bonanza, Gunsmoke, football games, 
and Popeye. On Saturdays, he liked to watch Laurel and Hardy in the mornings, and baseball games in the 
afternoon. He also had an old telescope that he would use to gaze at the stars. I would have liked to have used 
that old telescope to look at the stars with my Papaw.

Papaw says the biggest difference between when he grew up to now is technology, a faster pace of life, the 
love for one to others, and the cost of living. My Papaw gave me the best advice I have ever been given. He 
told me to set some goals in your life, work hard, be honest, always be kind to people, be humble, never fear 
man, fear God, pray daily, and He will supply all of your needs.

toBy Smith, Grade 4

Dad

My dad is an interesting man, he used to be in the Navy, but he broke his neck. Thankfully, my dad is still 
alive. He can’t do as much as he used to do, and he gets sick easily. My dad and I both like Heavy metal music. 
My dad is very cheerful, and makes me and my brother Dakota laugh. We like to go up in the mountains. I 
am very happy to be with my dad. I’m so happy that I have my dad.

GaBBy williamS, Grade 4

Cool Papaw Ron

My Papaw’s name was Ron. My Papaw was so cool. His favorite color was blue. When I was sad, he 
cheered me up. He gave us candy, but we could not have peanut butter unless we went outside, because he 
was allergic to peanut butter. My name is special because my Papaw named me. He named me after a Harley 
Davidson motorcycle.

Michelle, his daughter, had a problem with her foot that made it difficult for her to walk on it. Papaw 
took her to St. Jude Children’s Research Hospital. The doctors and nurses helped her get better for free. My 
papaw gave donations to them every time Michelle had the St. Jude Math- A- Thon fundraiser. So, to continue 
Papaw’s tradition, my Nana is giving me five dollars for the Math- A- Thon in my Papaw Ron’s name.
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We loved him very much. Destiny and I had to take care of him. We had to put lotion on his feet because 
his feet were dry and badly cracked. We had to make sure he had his oxygen mask on. We made sure when 
he got up he did not fall. My cousin, mom, Nana, and I helped him up and put him in his chair. He was so 
heavy! When he passed away it was sad, but we pushed through it. We will always remember him. He was 
our life. I loved my Papaw so much and we still celebrate his birthday. He was so great and the coolest papaw 
you could ever have!

harley williamS, Grade 4

My Mom

My mom was born in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. When she was growing up she had a pet, his name was 
Sparky. She did not get an allowance, but she still had to do chores. She did chores, like washing dishes and 
doing the laundry, an she also had to clean her room. She played basketball when she was in school. She 
celebrated all of the holidays. The kind of technology she used was computers and phones. Her house was 
medium sized and it was grey. Her favorite subject in school was Math. Her favorite television show was 
Scooby Doo. The biggest difference in when she was growing up and now is that her house has changed. Her 
advice to me was to always do my best, and never give up.

Kaylee wilSon, Grade 4
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My Brother

When I was growing up with my brother, I had 
good memories. My brother taught me how to ride my 
bike, how to cook, how to make fire, and he taught me 
how to play games. My brother and I did not always 
get along. We would fight over everything. We would 
fight over food, over TV stations, and over who would 
get to play games.

Today my brother is my hero. He is in college to 
be a respiratory therapist. He recently tried to save a 
man’s life. He was driving to college and saw a man 
wreck. The man had a heart attack while driving and 
accidentally hit another car. The people in the other 

car were not hurt too badly. My brother was there, and he did CPR to try to save the man until the ambu-
lance could get there. The family then called my brother and thanked him. My brother was only 19 at the 
time this happened. He had only been in the RN program for 1 year. My brother is a hero to me and the 
man of the family.

Brady armiStead, Grade 7

How I’m Related to Robert E. Lee

My name is Noah Barnette and I’m going to tell the story on how I’m related to Robert E. Lee. If 
you don’t know who Robert E. Lee is, he served as a military officer in the U.S Army as a West Point 
Commandant and was the legendary General of the Confederate Army during the American Civil War 
from 1861- 1865. He was the commander of the war from Northern Virginia, which he would lead for the 
rest of the war.

Anne Hill Carter Lee had Robert in January 19, 1807. My grandpa was a coal miner, then he retired. Then 
he had my mom and her brother. It wasn’t until I was 10 that I found out that I was related to Robert E. 
Lee. I was pretty shocked when I found out he was my uncle. You would be pretty shocked if that was who 
you were related to.

Robert E. Lee was probably one of the best to lead the Confederate Army. I’m really glad to be related to 
him. Most people are not related to someone who served in the war. I’m really glad to be related to him, and 
I’m pretty honored. It’s pretty cool to be related to someone that served in the Confederate Army.

Robert E. Lee had barely any free time because he served the Confederate Army. He also had a wife and 
a couple of kids. He sadly passed away in 12, 1870. 

noah Barnette, Grade 7

My Grandma Paula

The year was 1949 was when my Grandma Paula was born. She was born and raised in Washington, 
D.C. When she was young, she and her two siblings would listen to the radio sometimes. The whole family 
would sit in the living room and listen to the radio because back then they didn’t have TV nor did they 
have cell phones. When she was twelve years old, she finally got to watch TV. While she was growing up, 
she had to sit in the front of the bus. Back then the rules were that African Americans had to sit in the 
back of the bus and Whites had to sit in the front of the bus.
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While she was growing up, she wasn’t a poor child nor was she a rich 
child. Both of her parents had jobs. Her mother worked as a court clerk 
and her father worked for the government. When she was growing up, she 
and her family raised a garden and farm animals. When it hit winter, they 
would have to kill the animals for meat. They had pigs, cows, and chickens. 
In their garden were veggies, fruits, and flowers. They would fence up the 
garden to keep out the wild animals.

While she was young, she didn’t have indoor plumbing. They would 
have to use an outhouse. When she turned fifteen, she finally got indoor 
plumbing. My Grandma Paula graduated from high school in 1966 and 
then she met my Grandpa James Hagy. They got married in 1968 when 
she was twenty years old. After that, she got pregnant with my mother in 
1970, had my Aunt Joanne in 1973, had my Aunt Jane in 1974 and after 
that had my Aunt Jackie in 1976. My Grandma Paula devoted her life to caring for the elderly. My grandpa 
died in 2012 when I was only seven years old.

The year 2015 was when my grandma got remarried to my step grandpa. To this day she has ten grandkids, 
five great- grandkids, and more to come. As of October 11, 2018, she’s sixty- nine years old. I, my grandma, my 
mother, and my great-  grandmother all have a special necklace. It’s a gold and silver heart and in the inside of 
it says “love makes up family.” When my great- grandmother died in 2018 we buried her wearing the necklace. 
She was holding it in her hand when she died in her sleep. After my great- grandmother’s funeral, the whole 
family went to my Aunt Joanne’s house. All the children went to the back of the house where the hot tub and 
swimming pool were, and all of the adults went to the living room to watch sad drama movies.

After that, everyone gathered around and ate together, watched funny videos of my great- grandmother at 
each holiday; we would all laugh and laugh, but at moments we would cry. After that, we all said our goodbyes 
and went home.

BeCKy Bartee, Grade 7

What My Grandad Did For a Living

“What is something you remember as a child growing up in the Appalachian region?” I asked my mom. 
She said what she remembers as a young girl growing up in the Appalachian Mountains is how hard her 
parents worked to provide for for the needs of the family. One of the ways my granddad made money was 
by making homemade maple syrup. This is a true art in the Appalachian Mountains. She remembers helping 
him on chilly fall mornings as he would set up what he called his sugar camp.

He hand carved the spouts that he would carefully place into the tree bark at an angle so it would not 
damage the tree. He was a nature lover and did not believe in hurting nature. He would the hang a bucket on 
the spout for the sap from the maple tree to run into. Once he had enough sap, he would cook it down in a 
big copper kettle at his camp. When he had the fire going, he was able to make many quarts of maple syrup 
from a long day of work. He would sell this to make money for the family.

My grandad really loved making maple syrup. It was one of his hobbies. My grandad was very dedicated 
to what he did. He also was an herb hunter. He would also try to find ginseng, which is used in medicines, 
and would sell it. He would also sell aluminum cans.

He would raise tobacco crops every year. My grandad raised cattle and he sold them at the market. He also 
gathered walnuts every year. He would always put his effort into everything he did. He always had a passion 
for what he did. My grandad would go out of his way for his family.

Jenni Boardwine, Grade 7
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My Great- Grandma

My great- grandma, Coreta Jeffries, was a strong women, 
shall I say. I would always call her “GG.” She went to Seminole 
High in Seminole, Oklahoma. She ended up with four kids, 
each of them living great lives except one, who unfortunately 
passed away, but he’s in a better place now. Her three other 
kids live in very different places. Currently two of her children 
live in Florida and one lives in Virginia.

She grew up in Seminole, Oklahoma, but eventually 
moved to Florida when she got older. Before she moved to 
Florida, she graduated from Seminole High School. She did 
not go to college. In Oklahoma she was a telephone operator. 
Then she moved to Florida where she worked at a depart-
ment store.

From what I remember, my great- grandma was one of the 
sweetest ladies I’ve ever met. She was caring, kind, and had 

many other great traits. She always had a smile on her face. She absolutely loved tennis -  it was her happy 
place. Unfortunately, there was a sad part to her life.

Sadly, later in life my great- grandma had Alzheimer’s Disease. She would forget some things every now 
and then, but she would never forget her family. She loved her family. She would always put her family first 
before she even thought about herself. She truly loved life.

alexiS Carter, Grade 7

Fiddling Ike Makes Happy Music

Many people have heard of Hank Williams, Sr. If not, he is a country music legend and my grandfather 
was the fiddle player in the original Drifting Cowboys (Hank Williams, Sr.’s band’s name). His name was Ike 
DeRamus. He was 6’4”, weighed 300 + lbs., and he was very smart. He was born in 1905 and passed away 
in 1990. He lived to be 85 years old. He played with Hank Williams, Sr,. for a while, but he stopped playing 
with the group over a misunderstanding.

He was born in Alabama and had 5 sons and 3 or 4 daughters, and my dad was the second youngest. His 
wife (my grandmother), known as Suzipurl, also lived to be 82 or 83. She was also born in Alabama. Where 
in Alabama, I don’t know.

I like him because from the stories I have heard, even though I have never met him, he sounds like a pretty 
cool guy. He also sounds like a pretty funny man.

BlaKe deramuS, Grade 7

My Great- Grandmother

My great- grandmother, Waverly “Bummy” Evans, was a quiltmaker for most of her life. Not only did she 
make quilts, she made hundreds of them for all her friends and family. When a new baby was born in the 
family, she had a baby quilt ready for the new baby. I still have my baby quilt she made for me and so do all 
my twenty plus cousins.

My great- grandmother was born in a small area of Wise County know as Carfax in 1916. She was the 
seventh of fifteen children. My dad has told me many stories of all the things she learned from her large 

My Great-Grandmother and Me
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family growing up. One of her favorite memories was learning to quilt with her mother and sisters. She told 
dad they had to make quilts so they could keep warm on cold winter nights back when houses were much 
colder because there were cracks in the walls.

I have been told she loved to share her quilt- making skills with anyone who wanted to learn. Many years 
before I was born my dad, her grandson, who taught 5th grade for 19 years at L. F. Addington Middle School 
in Wise, VA, invited her to teach his fifth graders how to quilt. Dad said she packed up all her quilting supplies, 
including a big room- sized quilting frame used to stretch the fabric so it could be stitched. Each student quilted 
a square and wrote their name on it so they could identify their square when the quilt was finished. Dad said 
his students were very proud of their quilting and did not want to stop quilting once they got started. After they 
finished quilting, she took the quilt home and stitched over their names or embroidered it. My dad has this quilt 
displayed in our home, and I get to show everyone this quilt and tell the story every time someone looks at it.

I never got to quilt with my great- grandmother, but I am lucky that my grandmother on my mom’s side 
knows how to quilt and has taught my mom and me some things about quilting. Hopefully, I will continue 
to learn the about quilting and pass it down to my children, just like my great- grandmother did.

JeSSalee evanS, Grade 7

My Dad

Many people have a hero or someone to look up to. I have a person in my life that I look up to, and that 
person is my dad. He loves to do the same things I do. We love to go hunting, play basketball, and watch TV. 
My dad has taught me how to do so many things. My dad was born in Dante, Virginia with his brother. He 
went to school at St. Paul Elementary School. My dad loves going hunting with his dad.

When my dad and I play basketball, he mostly plays horse and pig. When we play, we can get too rowdy and 
start getting competitive. Playing bas-
ketball with my dad is also fun because 
he gives me good advice to help my 
game. He played when he was in school 
and he liked it, too. We always watch 
basketball games when they come on 
the TV.

My dad and I also love to watch 
football games on TV. My dad loves 
to watch football with me. The other 
sport we watch is baseball. Watching 
the World Series is fun with my dad. I 
love my dad and I want to be able to do 
all these things in the future.

nathan fieldS, Grade 7

My Mom Jamie

Today I interviewed my mom, Jamie Garcia. I asked her what it was like in the 1900s. She was born in 
Abingdon, Virginia, in 1977. She is the daughter of Katie Carter and Wesley Turner. She has 3 sisters and 
5 brothers.

My mom Jamie enjoyed growing up with many siblings because she always had someone to play with and 
she was never alone. She said that she played hide and go seek and she loved playing in the creek with her 

Me and My Dad
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siblings catching crawdads. She’s the youngest of nine children. She grew up 
in Virginia where she got married to Juan Garcia in 2004 and had 4 beautiful 
children of her own. She still resides in Castlewood, Virginia where she has 
been for the last 19 years.

Her favorite childhood memory involved a family Christmas tradition. 
Her family always used to put milk and cookies out for Santa Claus. They 
would lie under the Christmas tree waiting for Santa and singing Christmas 
carols. Her childhood friend was Faye Ely and they are still friends today. She 
used to walk to the store after school with her friend and get penny candy.

Things have changed nowadays. I had fun interviewing my mom. I learned 
more things she did as a kid. I also learned more about her family. I had fun 
because she has told me how everything was in the 1900s.

maya GarCia, Grade 7

My Dad

My dad was born on November 28, 1974. Sometimes his birthday falls on Thanksgiving Day. He is origi-
nally from Ervinton, VA, but we moved to St Paul, VA, this year. My dad is the youngest of 3 kids. His name 
is Anthony, but Shane is his middle name, and everyone just calls him that. My dad loves to coach, and he 
has coached basketball and softball and played football in high school.

My dad Shane coached softball at Haysi High School. He coached there for only one year before the 
county decided to close the school in order to open a newer school. The team had not won a game in 3 
years, but they ended that year with 7 wins. The year previous to that, he got a job as the assistant softball 
coach at Castlewood High School, then returned years later as the JV Girls Basketball Coach. Two years 
ago with dad coaching, our AAU team won the AYBA (American Youth Basketball Association) National 
Championship.

Dad and I started working on basketball when I was in kindergarten. We have traveled to Georgia, South 
Carolina, and Pennsylvania together to tournaments and skills camps. Dad and I work on basketball almost 
7 days a week. Some of my best memories are of when we have traveled to basketball events. Sometimes we 
get lost, but dad is really smart. He always helps me study and do my homework when I need the help. Dad 
is really good at spelling and history.

I enjoy spending time with my dad. We have the best of times just playing basketball. When I have trouble 
with my jump shot or a certain skill, dad always takes the time and helps me. Dad always makes me feel better 
when I’m sad or hurt. Dad always knows how to make feel better. My dad is pretty awesome!

azzy hammonS, Grade 7

My Origins

Years ago, Indians would trade goods for other goods and if they did not have the proper amount, then 
the chief would trade his daughter. My grandfather was trading goods with the chief of the Cherokee tribe. 
He did not have the proper goods, so the chief traded his daughter to my grandfather, and she later became 
my grandmother. They eventually learned to love one another and had children together. She died in 1985. I 
never got to meet her, but I was told she did not like being called Granny.

There is a recipe in my family that has had 5 decades of use. The ingredients include a pot of water, confec-
tioners sugar (also known as powdered sugar), crushed peanuts or peanut butter, vanilla, and chocolate. First, 
let’s get cooking by putting the water on 100 degrees and add the sugar. Stir until thickened and then add 
the peanut butter. Stir for about 5 minutes and then roll into little balls. The chocolate needs to be melted, 
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and then pour chocolate over peanut butter balls. Now 
you’ve got chocolate covered peanut butter balls.

I was told stories about grandmother many times. 
One of the stories was about a time she hit a guy called 
William Cox in the head with a shovel because he 
called her Granny. She would hit anyone with what-
ever she had in her hands if they called her Granny. 
She was always offended by being called Granny. She 
later passed away because she developed Alzheimer’s 
Disease.

My great grandma Ira was one of 16 children. She 
has a many grandchildren. She was very religious and 
respectable woman. She loved children and husband very much. She was a very caring and loving woman. 
She will forever be in my hearts.

CorBan leSter, Grade 7

My Family’s Recipe

In my family, it is a tradition to hand down recipes. My favorite family recipe is how to make a pumpkin 
roll. The ingredients include three eggs, one teaspoon of lemon juice, three- fourths cup of pumpkin pie fill-
ing, two teaspoons of cinnamon, one teaspoon of ginger, half a teaspoon of nutmeg, three- fourths cup of self 
rising flour, one cup of confectioners sugar, half a teaspoon of vanilla, four teaspoons of margarine and eight 
ounces of cream cheese.

First, you must beat the eggs on high speed in a mixer for five minutes. Next, mix in the sugar with the 
eggs. Add the pumpkin pie filling and the lemon juice, then stir it. In a separate bowl combine the flour with 
the dry spices and mix with the pumpkin mixture. Grease the pan. Add flour in the pan (fifteen by ten by one) 
and spread the batter evenly. Bake it in a preheated oven at three hundred degrees for fifteen minutes. Take 
the cake out and put it on a confectioners covered towel. Roll the towel and cake together gently into a log. 
Let it cool. Let the cream cheese soften. Combine all of the filling and ingredients (but not the cream cheese) 
and beat until its smooth. Unroll the log (towel on the outside) and spread the cream cheese on the roll.

ethan mullinS, Grade 7

My Mother

My mother’s name is Mary Ann Blevins. She is 1 of 10 kids in her family. She was the 8th born of them. 
My mother was born on February 5, 1964, in St. Mary’s Hospital in Norton, VA, delivered by Dr. Ingram to 
her mother, Mary Geraldine Laney and her father, Lonnie Harold Blevins. My mom grew up on a farm. Her 
chores were feeding pigs, bottle feeding calves, feeding cows hay, picking strawberries, helping in the garden, 
and removing weeds in the pasture. When she got done, she played tag with her brothers and sisters. My 
mother had pets besides the farm animals that included a dog named Frog, another dog named Popsicle, a 
rooster named Charlie, a cow named Jerbiqueen, two albino turkeys, and a horse named Snowball. When my 
mom was young, she used to play in the creek near our house. In the spring and summer months, she caught 
fireflies and tadpoles and climbed trees. During the wintertime she liked sleigh riding, building a snowman, 
“watching her brother try to ride down the creek on a bike when it was frozen,” playing basketball and foot-
ball, riding bikes when they had them, and running through the pasture.

My mother’s happiest moment was when she found a secret Santa gift. She was so happy because she 
knew they wouldn’t get many gifts because there was so many of them. Mom had regular holidays like 
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Christmas and Thanksgiving. My mom’s first job was as a housekeeper in the St. Paul Hotel while she was in 
nursing school. She was 22 when she meet my father, Jeffery Wayne Mullins. She married him on October 
7, 1992. A year later she had my oldest brother, Michael Jared Mullins, on April 30, 1989 and then 2 or 3 
years later she had another boy named James Andrew Mullins on May, 8 1992. A year later the youngest of 
the three boys, John Wesley Mullins, was born on June 20, 1993. My mom got another job as a housekeeper 
when Wesley was 8 and went back to school, but stopped because her dad needed to be taken care of. I was 
born on July 4, 2006, when my brothers where in their teens.

raChael mullinS, Grade 7

My Grandmother

Today I’m going to write about my grandmother. My nana helps me in many different ways. She takes 
me to my baseball practices and games. She always supports me with everything I do. She always helps me 
no matter what. She drops her plans just to help me in any way she can. She always has my back and always 
tells the best jokes.

My nana was born and raised in Dickenson County and attended Ervington Elementary School. She 
worked on a farm every day. She helped around the house, fed all the animals, and did all of her chores. She 
was very hard working and never gave up. If something wasn’t right, she always fixed it. She would always go 
to her family’s barn and read, write, and do her homework. She loved nature and the outdoors. She loved to 
walk and look at the birds and the flowers.

My nana loves to read, write, and sew. She always cares about her family and friends. She is a really amazing 
person. My nana loves to cook. Her favorite thing to cook is cookies. She makes the best chocolate chip cookies. 
She loves arts and crafts and is awesome at making crafts. My nana’s favorite craft is a reindeer popsicle stick.

My nana has always helped me in many ways. She always knows how to put a smile on my face and brighten 
up my day. I love my nana tons and tons. She is an amazing person. I think of my nana as a superhero.

tanner Perry, Grade 7

My Grandfather

I have been interviewing my family about my grandfather. I have learned so much that I did not know 
about him. He is from Castlewood, Virginia and he was born on May 22, 1965 in Norton, Virginia. He had 
four brothers and one sister. When he was a child, he loved spending time at his grandparent’s house.

My grandfather grew up with a dog named Denver. He had chores growing up just like me. When he was 
a little child, he mostly played hide- n- seek and tag. He also played with his siblings and rode bikes. His career 
growing up was to be a coal miner or a mechanic.

My grandfather grew up traveling with his family. He married my grandmother whose name was Evonne. 
They were married for over fifteen years. My grandmother and grandfather had five children. They had three 
girls and two boys whose names were Tonyia, Sondra, Maggie, Justin, and William. I chose to interview my 
grandfather’s kids because they have known him longer than I have.

I admire everything about the people I interviewed. What I learned from interviewing my family was how much 
things were different years ago. My grandfather’s proudest moments were watching his grandchildren grow up. 
The biggest changes in his life were when technology became a thing and when the Clinchfield Mines shut down.

My grandfather served in the army, but his greatest achievement was having his children and his grand-
children. His favorite song was “It’s a Great Day to Be Alive” and he listened to it all the time. One morning I 
got up for school and my grandpa was hitting the wall in his sleep. My mom went into the bedroom to check 
on him. He wasn’t breathing and was turning purple and blue. They called the EMS and he was rushed to 
the hospital. They diagnosed him with diabetes.
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Despite his struggles trying to defeat diabetes, he failed and passed away on May 19, 2018, in Matoaka, 
West Virginia. He was taking a nap. My grandfather’s brother came in the living room to check on him, 
and he wasn’t breathing. He was too late coming into check on him, and my grandfather was gone. He was 
always fun and crazy to be around. There was never a dull moment when he was around. He loved to go four 
wheeling, fishing, and camping.

My grandfather and I always sat around, and he told me about when he was a little child. My grandfather 
is my favorite person in the world. He is my superhero. He may be gone, but he will never be forgotten. I 
love and miss my grandfather a whole bunch. I know now that all his pain and sickness is gone, and he isn’t 
hurting anymore. He is now in a better place from where he was before.

He loved to be around his friends and family. HIs name was Bill Wray, but my siblings or I never called 
him by his name. We called him Grandpa or Pappaw. I will never forget the memories my grandfather and I 
made together. He will always be in my heart, no matter how old l get.

madiSon roBertS, Grade 7

My Grandpa

I am writing about my grandpa Delmar James. He lived here in Virginia for a long time until he got mar-
ried to my grandma. He was married for 22 years. He lived in Florida with my grandma, but then he moved 
to Virginia until he was old and got sick. My aunt welcomed him back to Florida and put him in a nursing 
home. Then he got sick and passed away on September 29, 2016. 

We went to his funeral, and then we went to the park with all the family members. He was in the World 
War 2, and he got shot in the leg. It took him up to 1 year to recover. He didn’t want to join the military again. 
He was afraid he wouldn’t make it. We went to Dana Beach, and we had a lots of fun. We went diving and 
built sandcastles. When we were finished at the beach, we went out to eat at Cici’s Pizza.

alex rodriGuez, Grade 7

My Grandma

My grandma’s name was Goldie Sanchez. My grandma is from Baltimore, Maryland and was born on 
February 27, 1942. She had no siblings. My mom says that my grandma had to do lots of chores, like washing 
the dishes and making the beds. She also had to cook for the whole family. In her spare time she liked to read 
books and play outside.

When my grandma was young, her favorite childhood memory was spending time with her grandma. 
She didn’t get along with her cousin and she didn’t celebrate any cool traditions that I know of. My grandma 
always went to church. When my grandma was 18 years old, she married Delmar James and they stayed 
married for 20 years and then they got a divorce. She had 7 kids five girls and two boys.

When I was born, my grandma came to live with my family. My grandma has always been able to make 
me laugh. She loved me so much and was always looking out for me.

My grandma passed away on March 3, 2018. I was 11 years old and she was a big part of my life. I miss 
her because she was in my family.

amelia rodriGuez, Grade 7

Family Origin

I live on a farm with my family, two dogs, and two goats. With two dogs, they keep my family safe from 
wild animals or thieves. Where I live on a farm, sometimes it can be happy, sad, or funny. For the happy, we 
could get new farm animals. For the sad, we could have to sell the farm animals or one of the animals could 
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pass, such as an animal like a goat or a dog. A family like mine is a blessing to have with a good mom and 
dad because most children do not have a good mom or dad or worse, the children might be homeless on the 
street somewhere or in foster care. With a good mom and dad like I have, they help me in school, at home, 
or somewhere like a restaurant.

My dad is from Baltimore, Maryland, and he lived with his mom and dad. In 1984, he and his family 
moved to Castlewood, VA. He lived on the outskirts of Castlewood with his mom and dad. Later on, he 
bought another farm and built a house. Then when he met my mom, they got married, and he built the house 
where I live now.

My mom was born at the hospital in Lebanon, VA. She lived with her mother, father, and brother. 
My mom’s dad’s mother was an American Indian from Oklahoma. My mom’s mom’s family lived all over 
Southwest VA, like Russell County, Wise County, and Washington County. My mom lived in Wise County 
until she met my dad, and they married and she moved to Russell County. My mom even graduated from 
St. Paul High School.

My grandfather was born in 1931 and was raised in Kentucky. His ancestors came from Germany in the 
1740s. His great- great- grandfather was in the Civil War, and he was in the Confederate Army. My grandfa-
ther was a veteran, and he served for 27 months in occupied Japan. Now, since my grandfather is in his 80s, 
he just stays home. He takes care of his big chickens and gets the eggs from them. In the summertime, he 
enjoys sitting on the porch with his dog. He loves to take care of the birds. He feeds and watches the birds, 
if they come close enough for him to see them. My family might have some sad or happy history, but mostly 
it is making memories to tell people in the future about the Slemp family.

Cameron SlemP, Grade 7

My Family

My dad’s name is Ryan Nolan Smith. My 
dad was born in 1979 in Virginia. My dad 
likes to fish and he normally fishes once a 
week. My dad does not hunt much, but he 
does occasionally. My dad is a corrections offi-
cer and he works the night shift. This means 
that I don’t get to see him much because he 
is asleep all day.

I like my dad because we like a lot of the 
same things. We both really like football and 
we both have the same favorite football team, 
the Redskins.

My grandpa was born in Virginia and is a 
retired coal miner. My great grandpa’s name 
is Randolph Smith, and he also served in the 
US Army for 2 years (1954- 1956). My great- 

grandmother’s name is Edna Smith, and she is a retired teacher’s aide.
My dad’s mom, Thelma Smith, was born in Maryland, and is a retired teacher. Her dad, June Johnson, was 

born in Virginia, and was a coal miner. Her mom, Wilma Johnson, was born in Virginia and was a housewife. 
Thelma’s grandparents on Wilma’s side were Claude Skeens and Olga Skeens. Her grandparents from June 
were Bill Johnson and Ida Johnson.

rylan Smith, Grade 7

My Dad as a Child
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The Friendship I Messed Up

Hi! My name is Kassie and I am going to write about a friendship that I messed up with my best and 
closest friend. My friendship was the longest friendship that I have ever had until I messed it up. Messing up 
my friendship was the worst mistake of my life. We used to be best friends until we had a really big fall out 
about an argument that was over a little misunderstanding 

We are friends now, but we aren’t best friends like we used to be. This girl is a really good person, and her 
next best friend will be really lucky the be her best friend. Whoever gets to grow up with her is going to be 
a lucky person. I just wish we could be best friends again. She is really funny, and I would say her whole first 
name, but she hates it. This person was as close as a sister to me and she is a very loyal and good friend. She 
cares more about other people than herself. Her parents are so lucky to have a daughter like her.

I miss being her close friend so much. I should have never said or done the things that I did to her. She is 
a really good basketball player, and she puts everything into what she does. I miss being her close friend. She 
was always there for me when I needed her. I was not there for her.

I messed up my chance to be her best friend, and I can’t go back. If I could go back, then I would. I cried 
myself to sleep that night wishing that I never said what I did. That is the worst mistake of my life. I will 
always think about what a big mistake I made that day. I will always remember what a good friend she was 
to me.

KaSSie StaPleton, Grade 7

My Papaw

I’m going to write about my papaw, Robert Gobble. He had a nickname and everybody called him R.L. 
He served in the army for 36 years, and he has been in the newspaper for what he has done. He was born in 
Johnson City, Tennessee, and now he lives in Elizabethton, Tennessee. He was also a police officer for forty 
years, and now he is retired. He had two sons born in Okinawa, Japan.

His son, Ronnie Gobble, died on October 7, 2013, and his other son is still alive; he works as a doctor. My 
papaw is a good man, and he is 88 years old. He loves to collect old cars and models of cars, and he likes to 
collect old antiques. He used to take me to old car shows in Tennessee, and I thought they were cool. He has 
had over 30 antique cars and had them in a car show. Every now and then he tells me stories of his grandpa.

He always takes me to a Tennessee Vols game in Knoxville, Tennessee. His favorite shows are Bonanza 
and The Lone Ranger. He collects old comic books and old action figures. He said his favorite comic books 
were about adventures of superheroes. He said his favorite place to eat was Does Family Restaurant.

He is in a band where he sings and 2 people plays guitar and a harmonica. He has played at 20 churches 
so far. He is a big Christian man. His favorite holiday is Christmas. That is my papaw’s origin.

weSton Stout, Grade 7

The Story Of My Mother’s Childhood

My mom was born May 4, 1974, and she grew up in St. Paul, Virginia. My mom’s full name is Mary 
Allyson Jessee, but she has never liked her first name so she goes by Allyson. My mom is the oldest, and she 
has one sister named Sarah. She grew up spending time playing basketball and softball, doing gymnastics, 
cooking with her mom, and working at her family’s Texaco Station. Out of all the hobbies my mother had, 
her favorite was basketball.

My mom’s family has always been from the St. Paul, Virginia area. My mom, Allyson, used to make 
mudpies, play hide and seek, and go exploring in the woods. When my mother was little, she would always 
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invite her friends over to her parents’ house. My mother’s house was very popular on the weekend because 
she had this big swimming pool that everybody loved. My mother always liked to explore. She would make 
forts and tree houses.

My great- grandmother always celebrated her birthday on May 5. When my mom was born, my great- 
grandmother realized she had celebrated her birthday on the wrong day. Now my mother and my great- 
grandmother celebrate their birthday on the same day. My mother always loved to share her birthday with 
her grandmother. Unfortunately, I never got to see my great- grandmother because she died the same day they 
found out that I was going to be born.

My mother graduated high school at St. Paul High School. She played basketball and softball at St. Paul 
High School, too. When my mother was playing softball, the first time she went up to bat, she hit a homerun. 
My mother would play basketball. Every day she loved inviting her friends over to play basketball and prac-
tice. I admire the athletic ability my mom has and can only hope to fill her shoes.

BenJamin Sutherland, Grade 7
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Simply scratching a pen across paper 
to join one word with another doesn’t 
seem particularly transformative or life- 
changing. At first glance, The Origin 
Project might be described as a writing 
project celebrating culture, but its effects 
don’t end with writing in isolation or even 
the publication of a new book.

At Stonewall Jackson High School, 
The Origin Project experience cultivates 
a connectedness among students that, at 
times, acts as a lifeline. Because the writ-
ing compels students to define their own 
experiences, stories heard in the abstract 
become concrete. Once shared, reticent 

students feel validated and confident students develop their capacity for empathy. Either way, the path to 
finding authentic personhood is the same. Someone noticed me and someone heard my story.

All too often formal education consists of the nuts and bolts of isolated pieces of knowledge that in them-
selves don’t actualize personal growth. It’s for this reason the experiences created by The Origin Project are so 
powerful. Aside from the grind that is school, students have the opportunity to take risks and grow among 
their peers. With trust, absolute safety and a common goal, this year’s class of writers and artists have proven 
to be hugely insightful and outrageously brave. Students enjoyed the privilege of sharing their art with the 
world and being a part of something bigger than themselves.

In their typical generosity of spirit, Nancy Bolmeier Fisher and Linda Woodward worked to create oppor-
tunities for our students and suddenly the isolated strands of curricular content collided with the real world. 
First at the launch at the Peter Paul Development Center, then at the Library of Virginia, our students’ views 
of the world expanded. The hum of urban professionals navigating the bustle of city streets made an impres-
sion. The quiet power of 400 years of Virginia’s human history at the Library of Virginia made an impres-
sion. The transformative power of the Origin Project experience has most definitely made an impression.

The labors of love in Mrs. Sterne’s English class, Mrs. Duval’s and Ms. Duke’s Art classes are amplified by 
this gift of perspective The Origin Project brings with it. Whether I am from this culture and you are from 
that culture, we share our humanity. I will hold your hand, even if you’re not ready to hold mine.

rhonda early CarPer, Stonewall 
JaCKSon hiGh SChool

The shimmering white snow delicately 
drifted down from the pale blue sky as my 
brother Michael and I trudged through the 
snow to our favorite tree. With numb fin-
gers, we fished for rocks in the snow to aim 
at the bare tree branches. Our favorite game 
turned out to be one that caused so much 
pain. One after another, rocks were flying 
towards the tree as we stood on opposite 
sides of the tree. The big rock with the icy, 
jagged edges found its way into my hands 
and then into the sky in hurtful pursuit. All 



Stonewall JaCKSon hiGh SChool 269

of a sudden, the constant rock 
pelting stopped. Wiping the 
snowflakes resting on my eye-
lashes, I peeked around the tree.

I saw Michael motionless on 
the ground. A stone tumbled out 
of his hand and his face rested 
in a peaceful slumber. Red stains 
darkened the snow around his 
head as the seconds went by. 
With shivers running down 
my spine, I stumbled inside the 
warm house. Wide eyes teeming 
with tears and mouth agape, my 
horror- filled face replicated in 
each of my parents as they raced 
each other out the door.

Everything after that moment 
happened in a blur. Lights flashing. Parents screaming. All the while, I hid under the dinner table and curled 
into myself pumping never- ending tears out of my eyes. My oldest brother, Brandon, lulled me to sleep with 
sweet whispers as I dreamt of the big, toothy smile on Michael’s face. I cracked open my puffy, dry eyes the 
next day to see my dream a living reality. Michael’s bandages were overshadowed by his crinkly- eyed smile.

“I’m okay, Ashley,” he whispered and the floodgates opened once again. To this day, when I see the snow- 
covered rocks in the winter, I smile to myself knowing he is still here with me. Michael is okay.

aShley aGre, Grade 12

Shrek

When I lost my grandma, my family was 
devastated. I miss her. I miss the times we 
watched my favorite movie Shrek over and over 
and over again on her ginormous box televi-
sion. I can’t even imagine how annoying it was 
watching that movie repeatedly. Every time I 
visited her house, I would slide the DVD in its 
player. When we began to watch it, I’d always 
get so excited to be there all bundled up with 
her on her small tan rocking chair. I remember 
the smell of old lady that chair possessed. After 
Granny died, my parents kept the rocking chair and it never, ever lost that smell.

Watching Shrek with Granny was the only time alone I really had with her. It was through that experience 
we bonded and that time was very special to me. I still have the DVD. While rummaging through the old 
dusty DVD’s from the early 2000’s, I sometimes find it. When I see it, I just feel depressed. I wish I could 
have spent more time with Granny in her little, green- walled living room. Unfortunately, our time was cut 
short. That movie is the only thing that brings memories of her; I’m eighteen now. She left us when I was four 
years old. If I had the opportunity, I would make many more memories with her and tell her that I love her.

Jordan alBea, Grade 12
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My Journey to Being Exceptional

One day during my music class, my music director, Ms. Mulloy, 
called me over to speak with her and she told me, “Joseph, you can’t 
sing.” What kind of teacher would say this to a fifth grader? I was 
distraught by this because I knew I wasn’t the best singer at the 
time, but I knew that I worked harder than most to become better. 
My music director even told my parents I couldn’t sing. My parents 
agreed with her because they were always telling me I sounded like 
“a dying cat trying to sing.” My motivation to become one of the best 
vocalists in the 2019 class came out of the combination of my music 
director and my parents not believing I could improve.

From that day, I vowed to myself I would sing every day so I could 
become better. I sang in the show I shower. I sang during class. I 
sang everywhere I could. All that practice finally started to pay off. 
My parents were even asking, “Who is singing up there?” They said 
it sounded good. They were shocked when they realized I was the 
person singing. They assumed it was one of my sisters.

I started to hear dynamic changes in my singing voice in middle school; both my middle school choir 
directors had big influences on my journey. My directors, 
Mr. Keirstead and Mrs. Phelan, were aware of how much 
I had progressed throughout the three years of middle 
school choir. I earned many accolades. One of the high-
lights of middle school was making All- National Honor 
Choir. This honor provided me a once in a lifetime oppor-
tunity to sing alongside the Mormon Tabernacle Choir in 
Salt Lake City, Utah. The achievements I had earned in 
middle school gave me the realization that my hard work 
was worth it, and that I was closer to becoming the singer 
I wanted to be.

At my final concert in middle school, I received the Esprit de Corps Award which is one of the most pres-
tigious awards given to a singer in choir. As I tried to find my parents, my elementary school music teacher 

approached and congratulated me. She also apologized for 
not realizing my potential as a vocalist. This was one of the 
most pivotal moments in my life.

As I moved on to high school, I realized the compe-
tition to be one of the best was going to be even harder 
than ever. My high school choir director, Ms. Boley, was 
the most influential in my choir career as she helped 
me become the singer I am today. With her help, I have 
become the number one tenor who represents our district 
in Virginia, which is more than I could have ever imag-
ined. Through all my struggles, I found ways to be moti-
vated and to stay inspired. My journey will continue even 
though I have achieved what most people only dream. I 
am proud to be where I am today.

JoSePh anniBell, Grade 12
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Oh, Daddy! I Love You!

Look at this beautiful dress! My Christmas 
dress had just arrived. Mom went to grand-
ma’s house in Ashtown with our dresses. This 
is truly the most wonderful time of the year. 
The white, full laced dress had a pink ribbon 
on the back. Oh, it was the most beautiful dress 
I have ever seen. As I watched the dress with 
this excitement in my eyes, I heard my sister 
say, “Are these the dresses Dad brought? Is this 
my Christmas dress?” Mom smiled and said, 
“Yes.” “Meda wo ase pii (Thank you so much),” 
my sister said with excitement.

“Don’t thank me, thank God. Do you 
know how lucky you are, Adwoa? You didn’t 
live the life me and your father did. Before three years ago, your father was always wondering about 
how to care for you and give you a better life. Now, you get things imported from America. All because 
of the sacrifice your father had to make. The only relationship he has with you is over the phone. You 
don’t even know who your father is. You think you do, but I don’t,” Mom said. Mom didn’t want us to 
take anything for granted.

I found myself thinking about what my mom said. Who is daddy? Well, I know dad won the American 
lottery. This lottery gave a few people the chance to come to America and a chance to change the lives of their 
families. At the time dad won the lottery, Mom had just given birth to Afriyie. Wow, what a hard decision for 
Dad to make. Daddy had two choices:

1. Stay with his family and live a life of poverty.
2. Go to America and make a better life for his family.

Daddy chose the second choice. Two months after my 
little sister was born, my dad had to leave his home and go 
to a new place. He had to live every day in America while 
his wife and kids were back home. He had to build a rela-
tionship with his kids over the phone. Right then, I realized 
he didn’t do all that for himself. He did it for us . . . for me 
and my sisters. “Oh, Daddy. I love you,” I whispered with 
tears coming down my cheeks. I never realized how lucky 
I am until now. I began to think about everyone in my life. 
I reflect on my family and friends, even those I see every 
day. Most of my friends don’t have what I have. They don’t 
know about my wonderful father. They think I only have 
my mom and my two sisters. They don’t know my dad is in 
America. They can’t know. Mom said we weren’t allowed to 
tell anyone. I still don’t know why but I don’t want to ask 
her. Mommy knows best. I keep thinking about the people 
once around me. Most of them are living a life of poverty. 
They only have school and trade. Those are their choices. I 
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lived my life knowing that in a few years, I would be 
living in the United States of America. Wow! We are 
so lucky.

I looked at my dress and said quietly to myself, 
“Thank you, God. Thank you for this life we have. I 
have realized how amazing my life has been and what 
it was. Thank you for the family I have, especially for 
my father. Amen.” After my prayer, I smiled and said, 
“Thank you, Daddy! I love you.”

adwoa aSamoah, Grade 12

The Northern Neck

I spent many days of my childhood at my grandparents’ house in the Northern Neck of Virginia. They 
lived in a rural neighborhood with gravel roads, friendly neighbors, and homes situated on acres of land. 
Their house overlooked brackish water where the Potomac River met up with the Chesapeake Bay.

Between my grandparents’ and their neighbor’s property was a small stretch of sand where I would build 
sandcastles and collect seashells. After playing at the beach for some time, I would quickly dash inside to steal 
popsicles leaving behind a trail of sand to give me away. Before I returned to the sand and water to continue 
creating my artistic masterpieces, I watched swarms of jellyfish glide through the shallow water and inevitably 
some would wash up on the sand. I bravely picked up the beached jellyfish, holding the slime- like creatures 
in my hand while I made miniature graves for them, which I would decorate with seashells and seaweed.

There was a dock in front of the house where my grandparents’ boat rested for most of the year. I remem-
ber the red stripes on the pearly white boat glistening in the sun and the way the wind blew in my face as 
we sped towards the bay. We used to tie a raft to the back of the boat and dolphins would sometimes jump 
alongside us as we bounced over the waves. After we had our fill of the water and sand, we would go out to 
explore the land on my grandpa’s cherry red golf cart. Most of the time we were confined to the straight roads 
in front of his home, but one time he drove with me on the windy roads to see several alpacas that lived on 
a farm nearby. I remember him getting into trouble with my mom and grandma for taking me on that little 
adventure. My cousins and I used to sit on the dock in huge lawn chairs as we fished with my grandpa and 
watched the sky explode in shades of orange, pink, purple and yellow as the sun set.

At night, I would get cozy in my grandparents’ bed and watch The Chronicles of Narnia and Shrek on repeat 
while eating a plate full of strawberries, whipped cream and Hershey’s 
Syrup. That house on the Northern Neck was a home away from home.

lexi ater, Grade 12

11- 13- 12

Ranen. That’s the one name I will always remember for as long as I live. 
When I was 12 years old, my cousin, Ranen, died of a brain tumor. He was 
only two years older than me. I don’t remember much of his journey bat-
tling through the cancer, but I do remember how positive he always was. 
No matter what news the doctors gave him, he always tried to find light in 
the situation. Ranen would always crack jokes to keep everyone’s mind off 
the fact that he was dying.

The day he died was a sad day for my family and me, but the month 
before was even worse. My sister and I gathered in my parents’ room and 
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my mom sat us down and explained 
to us how Ranen had been put on life 
support. We just sat in silence and soon 
began to cry. At that moment, I knew 
my life would never be the same. We 
knew he’d be leaving us soon. We just 
weren’t sure how soon. I was devas-
tated. My 12th birthday had just passed. 
He told me “happy birthday” and “I love 
you” was the last I heard from him. It’s 
been almost seven years since he left us, 
but no matter how many years that go 
by after his death, I will forever remem-
ber his positive attitude and kind spirit.

dani BrinKley, Grade 12

The Blanket

I was mesmerized. The fluffy blue sheet felt warm like a 
ray of sunshine while it was wrapped around my body. It was 
a simple SpiderMan blanket my grandfather bought me for my 
fourth birthday. He didn’t get the chance to give it to me in per-
son. On August 27, 2005, my grandfather passed away from a 
heart defect. August 27 is supposed to be a day when my family 
celebrates my life, but instead of joyous, my birthday is now also 
a day of mourning. Instead of being distraught, I sit and rhap-
sodize about everything he taught me. He taught me to always 
be respectful and kind. He was never rude toward others and he 
cared about all people. I strive every day to be like him. The only 
way I feel I can keep him alive is in my heart and in my actions.

elviS CamPoS, Grade 12

The glimmer in her eyes as she wrote 
made me think she was doing it for a prize. 
Her tight grip on the pen caused one to 
believe that her life depended on it. It really 
did. The paper she was writing on seemed 
like a friend to whom she could tell every-
thing without fear of judgement. In fact, 
those pieces of paper were the only safe way 
for her to express a voice because in her soci-
ety, women’s free speech was strictly censored. 
Trapped in her little bubble with work space 
lit up by a dim lamp, she had managed to 
distance herself from the rest of the world. 
In that tiny space, she felt a sense of security, 
hope and faith.
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The pain of not having someone to converse 
with had taken a toll on her making her numb from 
pain and happiness. She felt trapped and the only 
path out was the edges of the blank sheets of paper 
on which she was writing. Within these pieces of 
paper, she documents every little detail of her life. 
If somebody were to gain access to these, they could 
imagine themselves as her. Most importantly, her 
intentions were pure. Through writing, she found 
a medium of expression that allows for the appre-
ciation of thought and discourages concealment of 
any kind.

alexandrian Carreon, Grade 12

Once Upon a Time

Every little girl dreams about her wedding. That’s why my wed-
ding day will be like a fairy tale wedding in a children’s book, prefer-
ably relating to Twilight. I envision the tall trees surrounding us with 
sparkling white lights wrapped around their limbs, beige colored 
tablecloths and the aisle carpet is white. As guests arrive, they grab a 
crystal glass of bubbling champagne and socialize all together.

My dress will be white lace with a long train, long sleeves and a 
deep v- neck. My hair will be up with pinned in curls. All the kids are 
running and smiling. Everyone is having an amazing time enjoying 
the view of the forest and the tasty chicken bites served as an appe-
tizer. My parents and my sister will be seated on the first row with 
my grandparents. I walk down the aisle with my right arm linked 
with my dad’s arm. My eyes are focused only on my fiancé. I think 
in my head about all of the beautiful qualities he has. He’s gentle, 
caring, funny, adventurous, loyal and enjoys being a foodie just as 
much as I do.

Once my dad hands me over to my fiancé, our hands join together 
and we look into each other’s eyes, which are filled with happiness. After we say our vows, we take the party 
to the tables. On the plates, guests will find menus describing what will be served. I stand up to make a toast 
to thank my family and friends for coming and say how much I enjoy everyone filling my life with love and 
positivity. Before the wedding ends, I go to my parents and express to them how much I value them and thank 
them for giving me so many amazing opportunities in life. Now, I get to share my happily- ever- after with my 
future kids and see how they envision their weddings when they get older.

CaSSandra eStrada, Grade 12

The Day a Closed Heart Was Opened

It’s almost noon. My concentration fluctuates between defusing a terrorist’s bomb and locating cameras 
in a canal. A noise in the distance distracts me from these objectives, but not for long. I hear the same noise 
a few minutes later; it is getting louder. About two minutes pass until I hear that sound again. It’s my dad. 
I pull my headphones off and rush to his room. He is lying on his bed looking as pale as the moon on an 
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empty night sky. He yells for water and 
a bowl. I bring him the water and the 
biggest bowl we have. I walk away to 
turn off my computer when suddenly I 
hear, “Call 911!” My dad starts to feel a 
sharp pain in his chest. I freeze, I don’t 
know what to do.

I regret freezing up. My brother is 
the one who calls 911. The EMTs get 
here in record time. They carry my dad 
away on a gurney while I just sit there 
with tears rolling down my face. The 
only thought going through my head is, 
“Please don’t leave me, dad. Please.” My 
mom takes us to the emergency room 
so if he does pass, we would be there to 
see him one last time. We sit in the radiology waiting room for about two hours before a surgeon comes out 
to let us know what is happening.

The doctor sits down in front of us, “Hello, I assume you are his wife and son?” he asks. We nod our heads 
in a melancholy fashion. He explains to us that my father technically died, but they are doing everything they 
can to resuscitate him. We sit in that freezing, dimly lit room for what feels like an eternity. That same tall, 
grim- looking surgeon returns. Our hearts were as volatile as a stick of dynamite about to be detonated. The 
doctor said to me, “Your dad will be alright; we successfully revived him and we are transferring him to the 
intensive care unit.” We asked when we would be able to see him. The surgeon told us if we waited for a little 
longer, we might be able to see him.

When doctors and nurses first moved him to the ICU, they put him in a coma- like state. Three or four 
days later, they tried waking him up, but the nurses had to put him back into the coma almost immediately. 
My dad was thrashing about in his bed trying to pull all of the cords and tubes out of his veins. I was able 
to visit him in the ICU about a week after the incident happened. He looked like he was crying all the time; 
his eyelids covered in crust. He was laying on his hospital bed watching television when he wasn’t asleep. 
He couldn’t move anything other than his arms because of all of 
the machinery hooked up to him. I missed a week of school so 
I could see him. I couldn’t stay in his room for longer than ten 
minutes, because I couldn’t stand to see him with all of those 
tubes going in and out of him.

It was a slow recovery for all of us. My dad had to learn how 
to walk again. Being bedridden for a month and a half, he strug-
gled the first couple of days, but got the hang of it about a week 
later. Walking is still difficult because my dad was diagnosed 
with multiple sclerosis a few years back before the heart issues. 
My brother had to work twice as many hours at his job so we 
could pay bills. My mom, who’s a crossing guard, had to take a 
month- long break so she could spend time with my dad. She 
started working again once my dad was transferred to a rehab 
center where they made sure he could make a full recovery. I had 
to get a job, too. I submitted an application at Giant Foods and 
ended up getting a job at the same place my brother works. The 



276 Stonewall JaCKSon hiGh SChool

management already knew our situation, so they gave me about 30 hours 
a week. My grades dropped down to low Ds and Fs. I raised them toward 
the end of the school year. Because I missed my dad every day and I didn’t 
like my low grades, I became severely depressed.

I overcame all of this by seeing the New Horizons therapist at school. I 
remember walking into her office for the first time and seeing a small room 
decorated with many pictures and paintings with motivational quotes on 
the wall. I noticed a table with five chairs around it, a bunch of stress toys 
in a little basket on the table, and the therapist sitting at her desk. She 
told me to sit down. “Hi, Joe. Your friend, Ricardo, told me you’re going 
through some rough times?” I started crying. I told her about everything 
that happened with my dad and how I felt about everything. She listened 
to me without judging or criticizing me, and that gave me comfort. I still 
see her to this day, but only once a week. She helped me through all of the 

problems I had. She taught me family is the most important thing in my life, and to not worry about school 
until I was ready. I learned I always need to be there for my family or things might go from bad to worse.

JoSePh Green, Grade 12

Banana Boat

Dedicated to my mother who sat with me for an interview about her childhood. I made it into something epic.

I silently waited in the makeshift raft on the flooded second floor of the abandoned house. As I stared 
into the water and clenched the bamboo fishing pole, the water began to rise with each breath I took. “Hurry 
up, Ate! I’m hungry,” my younger brother Nigel shouted in a whisper. “Shh! You’ll scare the fish away!” Ate 
Menchie exclaimed.

I grew impatient with each little wave that made the buoy gently bob, but I knew this would be the day 
that I, Janette Reyes, would finally catch a fish! I felt a pull on the line. My siblings gathered beside me at one 
end of the banana trunk boat. My eyes never left the bobbing buoy and the sound of the pelting rain drops 
didn’t distract me. The tugging became stronger and stronger along with my racing heart; it was finally hap-

pening! Nothing could stop me 
n-  SNAP. We left the flooded 
house with nothing, but a bro-
ken fishing pole and a sturdy 
banana boat.

The next day, my hopes of 
ever catching a fish receded like 
the river in which we would 
swim during a flood. “Oh, it’s 
okay Anak. There will be plenty 
of other fish for you to catch next 
time,” Mommy said as she placed 
the cooked fish from my cous-
in’s catch onto my plate. I felt 
as if Neptune himself dragged 
that fish away from my line. I 
deserved that fish! I finished my 
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lunch, but I knew one day the food on my plate would 
be caught with my own pole.

Weeks later, it’s toward the end of flooding season. I 
knew I needed to get a catch quickly. I’ve never wanted 
a flood more in my life for the sole reason of catching a 
fish on the second floor. This strange, scaly, angle- faced 
creature swam into my mind during the day, flapping 
its fins in my face and taunting me. I walked outside 
our concrete house and felt the dry dirt between my 
bare toes. Squinting my eyes at the island sun, there 
was not a cloud to be seen. I crouched down with my 
cheeks in between my knees and traced the abandoned 
house in the dirt with a stick. It felt like I’d been crouching there for an eternity longing for rain. Plop. The 
dirt of the drawing quickly jumped from the ground and landed back down. A small dark spot surrounding 
the dry dirt left an indent in the middle of my sketch. Plop. Plop. Plop. Suddenly, the sound of showers 
poured onto the island turning the dirt into mud. My siblings ran outside and we all looked at each other 
with excitement. Almost immediately, we knew what to do.

“I’ll grab the bamboo!”
“I’ll get the trunks!”

Thunder roared in our ears as we gathered the materials for our banana boat. Each vibration increased 
our excitement. My black hair was soaked from the warm showers of the clouds while I skewered bamboo 
into each trunk for stability. Time to set sail. We rowed our banana boat through the flooded town of Tanjay. 
I would imagine the fish swimming beside the boat quickly jumping into the air yelling words of discourage-
ment. Not this time, strange, scaly, angle- faced creature.

We made it to the abandoned house. As we floated inside, the smell of wet concrete and wood filled my 
nose, bringing back memories of my broken line. I crouched leaning my knees on the green banana trunks 
holding onto the bamboo fishing pool with two hands. I stared. My mind was as focused as the sun. The buoy 
lightly bobbed, then immediately gulped into the murky waters. A creature was lurking. This tug was stron-
ger than before indicating a large fish. Its strength and size riled me up even more. “Do you want me to take 
over, Ate? Your skinny little arms might not handle this beast,” Nigel snickered. I brushed off his comment 
and adjusted my grip. I struggled to pull the pole up toward my face, but nothing was going to make me let 
go. A shadowy figure came closer and closer. My eyes widened. The fish finally appeared through the surface 
of the water, splashing and struggling for escape. My face lit up brighter than the time I won Tumbang Preso. 
A sigh of relief escaped my breath when I finally got the fish on board. With a big smile, I took a look at 
this Milkfish. I, Janette Reyes, finally caught the beast! We left the flooded house with dinner, an unbroken 
fishing pole and a trusty banana boat.

Celine honeyCutt, Grade 12

Pillow Game Gone Wrong

The house is empty with nothing to do
I could have some fun. Mom wouldn’t have a clue
I whisper to my brother, “Let’s go play a game!”
My goal is to win and put him to shame
We waltzed out of our rooms and into the hallway
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Tiptoed past the room where my mother lay
We searched for a room and for pillows to throw
I gathered my ammo and I was ready to go
I threw the first pillow at my brother’s head
My brother retaliated. “You keep missing!” I said
He threw one more pillow and it grazed my ear
Suddenly my body filled with fear
“What was that?” my mother asked
I turn around to a floor of glass
I grab my brother and we rush to bed
I get under the covers and bury my head
I tell my brother, “Don’t you dare tell mom!”
I tried to coach him to remain calm
Dozing off then I hear steps near my door
The sounds were loud, but I must try to ignore
Suddenly, I hear a thunderous voice calling my name
I knew for myself that I was taking no blame
My mother was livid, she was so distraught
I was so upset that we were caught
Preparing for our talk mom hunts for a belt
I must play with the cards that I was dealt
My mother cannot find my father’s “good belt” and gives him a call
She briefs him on the story and he is appalled
He tells her to calm down and that she is too mad
He rushed home and we yelled, “Dad!”
Looking at his face, you can tell he was mad
I came out alive because all he did was talk
As I left the room, I walked a different walk
What I learned from this is to stay in the bed
And that pillows are objects where I lay my head

Ja’Chelle JohnSon, Grade 12

The Things I Keep 
(Grandmother’s Point of View)

The doctors said I would die when Ja’Chelle, my granddaughter, was 11 years old. The picture I treasure 
most is an image of me laughing. My photos will probably be the only memories she will have of me. In the 
image, I am wearing an outfit that is one color, which is my favorite color, purple. I have on a purple shirt and 
shorts while holding my purple reading glasses showing my purple nails. The whole town of Clayton knew 
me for my flashy jewelry. In the photo, I am wearing a bracelet on each wrist, two necklaces, and a pair of 
hoop earrings. When I pass away, I plan to be cremated with all my belongings, excluding my photos. When 
my granddaughter looks at the photos, I hope she will miss me and say . . .

I will miss the way she laughed.
I will miss the way she danced.
I will miss the way she snorted when she laughed.
I will miss her.

Ja’Chelle JohnSon, Grade 12
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My Bright Pink Quinceñera Dress

My Quinceañera dress was a bright light pink; I HATE the color pink. 
The skirt was sewn to look like big roses flowing with such elegance. A trail 
of glitter followed every step I took, and I looked like an obnoxious fairy was 
following me. The weight of the dress held me down so much I could barely 
walk or even stand up straight. I had never given a single thought to having 
a Quinceanera until my mother and older sister, Nathaly, found the perfect 
pink dress. Even then, I was hesitant to have such a big event for myself and 
I hated the idea of being the center of attention.

The events leading up to the party created such fun memories I will never 
forget. The dance rehearsals with my court of honor lasted two to three 
hours nonstop. My sister made sure everything was perfect. They all helped 
my family set up the venue, running back and forth making sure everything 
was just perfect. Seeing how many people came together to make sure this night was special will always mean 
everything to me.

I remember that early sunny December morning in Amapala, Honduras and I enjoyed the knowledge of 
being on such a gorgeous island I call my second home. Awakening later than I had planned, I was convinced 
everyone forgot about me. Finally, after sitting for make- up and hair, I put on the dress for the last time. My 
reflection in the mirror was so captivating. I was finally a woman in the Hispanic society. One could not erase 
the goofy smile on my face as I walked into that venue by myself in front of more than four hundred guests 
and realizing everyone is looking at me, smiling. They’re all here to enjoy this amazing day with me.

At that very moment, my fear of being the center of attention vanished. Every time I feel the fabric on that 
dress or look at the dress in pictures, it reminds me of that unforgettable night. It gives me an extreme rush 
of happiness because of the memories it brings me. The dress itself is a symbol of me becoming a woman in 
the culture of which I am so proud to be a part. Now that I think about it, the overheating and tripping over 
that large pink dress was worth it. I guess I don’t hate the color pink as much I thought I did.

deSSiree loPez, Grade 12

Pink Roses

The birds chirping
The bright yellow sun shinning
I was told there was music playing
I just recall thinking do not ruin this moment by falling
The walk into church, into womanhood. As the door closes,
All eyes on me. My path lined with those bright pink roses.

deSSiree loPez, Grade 12

My Native Tongue

Language is the fabric of communication in our mundane conversations. It is structured on the founda-
tion of grammar. Each of us descended from some sort of lineage or ancestry that arrived with language from 
different regions of the map. Even if you’re a dweller in the Land of the Free, we bring with us diverse dialects, 
idioms and lingo to connect with our communities. Not all of us could retain our suave mother tongue and 
sometimes we are washed of our inimitable accents in a dire attempt to assimilate into a country severing the 
ties of our origins, connections to our homelands, and ultimately our identity.



280 Stonewall JaCKSon hiGh SChool

Spanish is the language I was told should come to me as if it 
were second nature. Practically, it was supposed to act as a sister 
I never had, but always wanted. In a course of unfortunate events 
with my older brother’s school, the school officials pushed our 
father to make English a priority. They insisted our father stop 
educating us in our native tongue. Spanish was pushed aside like 
it was food one could just toss away. While it sounds unappre-
ciative, I will not deny that learning English has enhanced our 
knowledge immensely, but at the hefty price of losing our com-
municative links.

You might think it was a sacrificial price to pay, but what do 
you do when you wish to reconnect with family who only know 
their native language? The language from which you were kept 
that so rightfully belonged to you suddenly isn’t. You are left with 
nothing but a wall that divides you and your family members. 
Gradually becoming more painfully enormous, the communica-
tion gap continues to expand. Family members who know the 
language taken away from you say you are just half of who you 

are. Are you then just half a story to tell?
The answers lay within you and in me. In order to fix what’s broken, you familiarize yourself with what 

was lost. That is what I did. I took every opportunity that blew in my direction to rekindle my vernacular. 
My path was rocky at times leaving me with a white flag and defeat written in bold letters on my face. It hurt 
my pride as I should have known and been taught better than fragments. Instead of bawling my eyes out to 
the point of exhaustion, I found the tenacity to attain what once was mine.

I won my battle. I defeated this misconception of not being up to standard as a girl with an ethnic back-
ground. I will live with everlasting scars of insecurity from my journey. Nevertheless, I will never regret the 
mental brawls to be the person that I am today. I am someone with a story, too. I overcame obstacle far 
beyond my tongue- tied Spanish and identity issues. I am someone who continues to learn and to relinquish 
herself of these invisible shackles of judgement. Through a kaleidoscope of nationalities, I am a Latina with 
a voice just the same in all languages.

nirian luCaS, Grade 12

3 Demons

A soldier, ready to defend anyone at all costs
A peace maker like Ghandi
A leader, an advice giver, and a father figure

You were one of the most important people in my life
You were one of my greatest role models and still are
When we needed help you were there when we needed it the most

You were a mural, covered in tattoos that fascinated everyone
You had a “good” arm and a “bad”
Yet you never told us what the bad arm was about
Was it about the “demons” you had?
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There were three; three demons
The first one was known as Sadness
Demon number two was 40 Ounce
And number three was Dose

You were always happy until Sadness knocked on your door and
came in without permission
Sadness erased the smile away from your bearded, freckled face
Everyone longed for that joyous smile to reappear
But that is what your “happy” pills were for
With taking them, you kicked Sadness’s butt
And led him back out the door
Amazingly your contagious smile returned, and you were happy again

40 Ounce was a truculent one
He came through the door and stuck around for years
Like a bum friend you invite to live with you
But is just a burden lying on the couch
40 Ounce represented himself as bottles with a big 40 on the side
He was your weakness
He always made you go back for more
Your infatuation with him was so immense
So much that you even had a big 40 oz. tattoo
Then the big 40 simply became a reminder
Because you decided to get help
And kick 40 Ounce out for good

You persevered through demons one and two
Yet by the time you got to Dose, he took control
You really did not want to let him in
But he pushed right through the frail door
Dose would be found as milligrams in little orange bottles
And he was the toughest of them all
He was your dictator
And controlled every aspect of your life

Over time, the pain he caused worsened
You knew what could happen, everyone did
You tried to stop, but sadly Dose wouldn’t let you
He always tricked you into getting more of him
And one day he made you have too much

Even with your demons, you will always be:

A soldier, ready to defend anyone at all costs
A peace maker like Ghandi
A leader, an advice giver, and a father figure

Juliette marCheGiano, Grade 12
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The Little Boy’s Dream

I am Wilmer Marquez. I am 
40 years old. Born in Ciudad 
Barios, San Salvador, El Salvador. 
I am proud to call myself a Latino- 
American. In this interview I did 
with my daughter, Karina, I would 
love to share a story about how a 
little boy had a dream to go to the 
United States of America and how I 
accomplished it.

Waking up to the smell of 
wet grass and swampy trees, the 
weather was always gloomy in El 
Salvador making it harder to get 
up in the morning for school. My 
mother got my uniform ready the 

day before. Getting my hair finely combed back was something I dreaded doing in the morning. My mother 
would scold us if we didn’t look presentable for school. Already finished getting ready, as I came down the 
steps, I could smell the smokiness of the tortillas my mother made at the crack of dawn. I could hear the 
loud ruckus coming down the stairs. Finally, all my siblings are awake. After finishing our breakfast, the last 
thing we had to do was make sure our shoes were shiny and clean. The school would punish us or send us 
back home if our shoes weren’t shiny– so shiny they could see their own reflections. My mother would use 
the ash from the bottom of pots to shine our shoes. After all our shoes were shiny, we were all ready to go 
to the place I dreaded the most in the world. Putting on our backpacks, we would kiss our mother on the 
cheek to say goodbye.

The trail to school felt like an eternity. It took an hour on foot to get to school. My weak little legs would 
ache, especially going up the big, steep hill. The streets are full of trash and dirt making me worried about 
my shoes, but my brother would help by giving me a piggy back ride. Once we reached our destination, I 
made sure my shoes had no trace of dirt whatsoever. I dusted myself off and stood in front of the principal. 
The face he made every morning bothered me. You could see wrinkles form around his eyes when he con-
centrated on you. Once he gave me the head motion of a ‘yes’, I headed inside to my classroom. I sat down 
at my desk not knowing what our subject was going to be. My teacher entered and greeted us. “So, students 
today we will be learning about the USA.” I was so excited. The United States always fascinated me. Also, 
learning a new language was on my bucket list. Having the ‘American Dream’ was all I looked forward to 
as a kid.

Now that I’m an American citizen and living here for about 20 years, it’s not what I expected it to be. As a 
little kid, I had no idea what to expect . . . all of the hard work you need to do to have a stable life. Coming to 
the United States was one of the hardest quests of my life. Going through the desert, hearing moving water 
and not knowing the dangerous things a human being can do. Once I came to the U.S., I started working 
immediately. I didn’t even finish school. If I would have finished school, I would’ve gone into the Air Force. I 
love this country. I would sacrifice my life for others.

Once I started forming my family, life just became more difficult. My mother would always tell me, “Son, 
kids take a lot of responsibility” and of course she was right. I started learning English once I knew I had to 
get a better job to support my wife and kids. Learning was difficult, too. I learned by talking to people already 
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native to English. Also, listening to music helped. Eighties music was such a great era, by the way. Making 
conversations helped me to learn. I also learned by watching movies. All of the hard work I endured is all for 
my family. If I could say something to my kids and the generations to come, I would tell them to just work 
hard. Enjoy life, but measure every decision on how it will affect your life.

Karina marquez, Grade 12

I Enjoy Texting

Some would say it’s problematic in our society
but I prefer it over talking in person

It avoids the stress of how I look
or how I sound or act or even smell

It conceals physical flaws
like when you wear make up

It makes it so I can never mumble or stutter
I have time to think about what I want to say
and prevents me tripping over my own tongue

what I say is made clear

It’s not as sloppy as pen and paper
I don’t need to worry about smudges or smears

or even inconsistent penmanship
what I say is made clear

It keeps me social
Without being social

It makes me heard
even when I don’t mutter a word

lenore mitzen, Grade 12

Ligia

“Ligia.”
I had a vendetta against those five letters.
Some would say I’ve even disowned them.
The five letters once beautifully uttered from my mother’s lips had become foreign to me.
It seems almost as if those five letters inscribed upon my birth certificate no longer 

represent my current self, but rather a past self I had locked away in a cage.
It was almost as if years of elementary school embarrassment and the stuttering that 

always followed the sight of those five letters was what led up to its removal and 
eventual replacement.

And with that disposal spawned a new set of letters.
A new set of letters that didn’t cause a commotion of chuckles and mutters among 

classmates.
A new set of letters that didn’t create discomfort among adults and teachers who would 

greet me.
This new set of letters was an assimilation into my identity.
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People recognize this identity as someone who teems with confidence.
Someone who screams words of raw emotion and strums a wailing instrument to the 

point of bleeding fingertips.

As the 2 a.m. front door slowly creaks open and faces of sweat and makeup are washed,
Those gentle lips that uttered my name at birth whisper my name once again.
And just like every night I recognize that
Who I was lives beneath
The skin of who I am
And I come to terms with those five letters and the identity that came with it
As the harsh winds of the early morning hours sing me to sleep.

liGia moniCo- BorJa, Grade 12

The Significant One

The picture shows my parents and me on my first birthday, Oct 17, 2001. My dad is pictured and my mom 
is holding me in her arms. I seem to be staring at the flame of the candle my dad is lighting on my three- tiered 
cake. My mom appears to be staring back at the large crowd of family and friends. Similar to how quinceneras 
celebrate a 15th memorable birthday, in Korea one year- olds have their own great celebration. The picture 
itself holds an immense amount of emotion. The setting of the picture brings back memories from when I 
used to live in South Korea. I reminisce about when I would have every family member at large family gath-
erings like how everyone gathered for my birthday. I am the only immediate family in America, so sometimes 
I wish I had relatives close by for important holidays.

I wore the ‘Han- Bok’ when I visited South Korea for my grandma’s 80th birthday when I was in 4th grade. 
Age is significant in South Korea and it is a tradition to celebrate the first, and sometimes the 70th, 80th, 
and 90th birthdays. The ‘Han- Bok’ is worn on special occasions like weddings and other formal ceremonies. 
Although I don’t recall anything that happened in the photo, it acknowledges my culture. While I don’t remember 
the details of my party, my parents certainly do. One activity included items such as a pencil, money, a cooking 
utensil, and a book. All of these items were laid upon a desk. Then, I was supposed to pick up one of the items 
that supposedly represented my future role or job. I picked up the pencil, which suggested that I would study 
hard and maybe become an educator. Coincidentally, I would like to pursue elementary education in college.

ChriStina mun, Grade 12

Resistance

“Resistance is the most toxic force in the planet. It makes us less than we are and born to be.” -  Steven Pressfield

We all treat our lowest points differently. When I thought I reached my point I made the peculiar decision 
to read a self- improvement book. I picked up a book called The War of Art that I thought would help me win 
my inner creative battles. This author pressed heavily on the idea of Resistance being our greatest evil which 
led to me to earn what resistance really was. Pressfield made me feel as if I should comply with everything 
thrown at me; that it was my fault for all the problems I bump into because all I should do is comply. I real-
ized Pressfield never knew what it felt like to be less than you are the same way I did; we had different things 
keeping us from being who we were born to be. Resistance is by far the greatest thing to happen to mankind, 
without resistance we would be nothing but a white man’s world. Resistance is what led to the freedom of 
slaves, the power to see people for who they are and not where they are from, the power to see a man and a 
woman as equal, and much, much more. Resistance is the reason we are here today, the reason we have all 



Stonewall JaCKSon hiGh SChool 285

these stories and the reason you are reading this book. Resistance will be the reason we will have stronger 
gun control rights, better immigration reform, the reason people have a voice. All of our origins come from 
the power of resistance. Don’t ever stop resisting.

douaa raShed, Grade 12

You

I don’t know why I’ve always felt so lonely
But I do know I have you
You take away my lonely
You have become a piece of me
You take away all my problems
And all the scary things in my head
And you put them on shelves in my own room
My very own room that I’ve never had before
With black wood flooring and a king- sized bed
With my own bathroom and closet and a ceiling over my head
You take everything and hide it from me behind the plants I’ve always wanted
The books I’ve never read
The clothes I’ve never worn
A room where there is no clutter and mess
Where life stops and I finally have my very own room.

Without you, there is no room anymore
All I can see are problems bigger than me
The 4 MILLION Muslims who died after 2001
The 12 MILLION illegal immigrants who live in fear every day
The African Americans who are treated like they are nothing
When all they have done was fight to be something
The wars in the Middle East funded by the United States
Or the wars caused by them?
The women with no rights, the women who will never know freedom
The women who are born women and never given an age
The women from a place where there isn’t even a word for rape in their native tongue
How do I bring the room back without you?

I can’t, I need you
You not only give me a room, but you validate everything I question
You show me the truth
Without you, I believe that
One man can change the world
But then you come and remind me that I’m not a man
And I will never change the world

Without you, I don’t care about myself or my future
I just want the days to go faster and faster
But with you I am alive surrounded by the truth
The truth I must face to go forward in life
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So days can stop feeling like empty boxes on a calendar
And they can start feeling like memories I’ll grow up and tell my kids.

Without you, I am just surviving
But with you I feel as if I’m finally living
As if the weight of the world has been lifted off my shoulders
As if the power I imagined I had has disappeared and reality has reappeared
With you, I can hear the voices of the people who never told me goodbye
I can feel the arms of the people 5,000 miles away from me
With you, I don’t have to think about the children with no education
The children without food, water or even a mother to shine bright in their darkest hours
The children who have been running before they could crawl
The children who like the dark skies
Only because that’s when they can think
Without the fear of a bomb being dropped on their land
You let me know I can’t fix this
You remind me that I can’t even speak in a room full of people about anything that isn’t funny
You make sure I can see my world before I try to see the world
I can’t get out of bed without you
I can’t attend a class without you
I can’t even explain myself without you
You remind me that my parents gave up everything to the bone
So I can live the American dream, not them
Not so I can sit and think about the things they left
The people they left
With you, I can hear the triangle playing in the back of any song
I can hear the dogs barking as I drive with my music on
I can hear the joy around me
I can feel the joy around me
I can’t hear the hunger in my father’s voice
Not for food but for an easier day
With smaller problems
I can’t hear the pain my mother feels in her bones
From things I cannot talk about
I can’t hear the millions of people in the world who silently cry for help every day
The millions of people whose lives were over before they ever began
The people who just want that first breath after they’ve been drowning
The people who just want to finally swim

Without you, I crave giving these people a voice
I wish I could strip my own as if I was the little mermaid and I could just put it on the
neck of the people who were never taught to speak up
The people who grew up thinking their life could never be anything more
The people who are silent; yet, their voice could silence the world
The people who are resilient and will do anything for their freedom
For their future
For their children’s future
But I’m going to go back to you
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Back to my room
You’re going to put everything on the shelves
In the back of the closet
Under the bathroom sink
And I’m going to sit on my king- sized bed

douaa raShed, Grade 12

His Sacrifice

My only living grandfather is one of the strongest men I have ever met. Although he is strict and tough 
with us, he has a heart of gold when it comes to matters that concern us. Compared to his grandchildren, my 
grandfather has lived a difficult life. Because his family was poor, he was only able to attend school up to the 
fifth grade. Soon after his departure from school, a life full of work began. He gave his dad a helping hand 
with his crops under the scorching sun and through winter’s harsh temperatures. When he was twenty. he 
married my grandmother and made a family of his own.

At the age of 56, my grandfather made the decision to leave Bolivia to work in the United States. For more 
than a month and a half, he made the long, exhausting journey across every country in between Bolivia and 
the U.S. He made it here riding multiple buses or catching a ride in cars with others making the same journey 
as him. There were times when he would be the driver. Along the way, he met countless people, all who held 
the same amount of courage and tenacity to keep moving forward. Because of his age, he was usually left 
behind and found himself toward the end of the group. He could have easily given up, turned around and 
gone back to Bolivia, but he refused to let his family down.

Once he found a job here in America, my grandfather began to work in construction. This is his fifteenth 
year in this country. That is fifteen years of not just working, but fifteen years of not seeing my grandmother, 
his beloved wife. He lives a life of work in order to maintain my grandma in Bolivia and ensure my uncle, 
his only son, attends university so he could have a better life. Everything my grandfather does has always 
been for us and the family he left in Bolivia. Sometimes he will scold us over things we do not see as wrong. 
We know he scolds us because he wants us to become a better version of ourselves. All of his struggles have 
encouraged us to work harder in life and become successful. He made this enormous sacrifice so that one day 
he could wake up knowing that it was not in vain. My grandpa is why I am grateful for being able to live my 
life without making a sacrifice as painful as his.

Sharon SeJaS lamaS, Grade 12

The Smile from My Sister

I like to remember how my older sister, Angeli, would do EVERYTHING together.  
I like to remember how my sister and I were close.

We would do EVERYTHING from playing with Barbies in our parents’ room to 
telling each other secrets.

She would never want to leave me alone.
That all CHANGED when my little siblings were born.
I was NEVER with my older sister.
We would do everything together
and the smile she gave me was like her saying,
“This is my little baby sister”.
the good times.

BereniCe tlatelPa, Grade 12
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How to Solve Kids’ Disputes

All siblings fight, but I have seldom met someone who fought with their older sister the way I did. My mom, 
not wanting to get involved in the petty squabbles of a four- year- old boy and his seven- year- old sister, would 
tell our dad to resolve the situation. Even though he could easily separate us by lifting us up with one arm and 
holding us apart like in a cartoon, having a wrestling coach for a dad results in a more inventive solution. Every 
argument about whose turn it was to choose what show we we’re watching or who got the last Oreo in the 
package would become a “match” and our basement, far out of earshot of our mom, would become the “ring.”

“Three two- minute periods” is all the time we had to settle our dispute and the one who won would be 
right. A border of couch pillows shaped in a circle was the only thing separating us from hitting a brick man-
tle and a thin carpet was the only thing cushioning our fall on a concrete foundation. In retrospect, it wasn’t 
the safest solution, but it worked. The rules and moves my dad tried to teach us went in one ear and out the 
other; all we cared about was our tiny balled up fists connecting and how many punches we could get in in 
six minutes. As long as there was no blood or crying, the “match” didn’t end until the time ran out or one of 
us pinned the other. Even though this occurred many times, my mom never found out about these “matches” 
until she overheard me, my sister, and our dad joking about it around a decade later.

Others may see these “matches” as kind of cruel or just strange that a father would have his kids basically 
fight to solve their problems, but I see it in a different light, because these “matches” have caused me to become 
more of a man of action. Instead of complaining or giving up whenever I encounter a problem, I’ll work to 
fix it and I think that quality of mine is thanks to my dad’s inventive solutions.

Kevin turner, Jr., Grade 12

Dinner Table

Fresh tortillas mom made lay on the table wrapped in the cloth napkin she once sewed. A plate of beans 
laid out in front of me fresh off the stove with some mouth- watering Bistec a La Mexicana. I look around 
and I see my mother, my sister, and my two brothers sitting around the table with me . . . a rare family din-
ner. We all dig in, spoons clinking against the ceramic plates that all have diverse flowers painted on them; 
sunflowers, poppies, or azaleas. Greedy hands reach across the table for tortillas or the tomato- shaped salt 
shaker. Starting with a small summary about how our day has been, small banter is exchanged. Soon, the talk 
turns nostalgic as we start reminiscing about the memories we share from our homeland, Mexico. We talked 
about when we used to climb the guava trees with dirt- stained faces to memories here in the United States, 
where our lives completely changed from what they used to be. I take a look around and I feel at home. I feel 
content. I wish to stay in this moment forever– just us around the dinner table.

danna valdez CamaCho, Grade 12

My Beautiful Afghanistan

I am sitting at the summit of the Hindu Khush mountain
Holding a glass of green Ahmad chai eating shirpara.
I am listening to my grandpa reading love poems from Hafez
And I am moving my body to the old Persian music.

Let me fly over my beautiful Afghanistan
And look at the crystal clear water of Ghargha lake.
Let me look at green eyes and badami chashman of my Afghans
And draw their eyes for the world instead of brown and black.
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Let me swim in Band- e- Amir
And eat the sweet Kandahri pomegranate in color of blood.
Let me talk in sweet Herati accent
And wear the colorful handmade badakhshi dress.

Let me go to the kite tournaments
And run after every flying kite.
Let me hug my grandma again
And sit on the rooftop with her talking about our childhood.

Let me hear my national anthem again
And scream at the top of my lungs in the Baba mountain,
“We do not want to fly like migrant birds again!
Free my nation! Free my beautiful Afghanistan!”

Notes:
Shirpara is a sweet herati candy we eat with tea.
Hafez is a famous Persian poet.
Badami Chaman means eyes in almond shape. Usually the Hazara ethnicity have them.
Kandahri comes from Kandahar which is a province in Afghanistan.
Herati is also comes from Herat which is a province in Afghanistan.
Badakhshi comes from Badakhshan which is also a province in Afghanistan.

zahra waKilzada, Grade 12

This Woman

This woman broke down so many times,
But her vision was always there to lead her in the dark.
When a stranger touched her
She looked him in the eye
And there was no sign of apology.
This woman broke down.
When her boyfriend abused her
And the judge closed the case
Because women are not trustworthy.
This woman broke down.
When her mother was asked, “What happened?”
She touched the livid bruise around her eye
And said, “A small argument!”
This woman broke down.
When society expected her brother
To be masculine and angry all the time,
And respected his words even when they were her ideas.
This woman broke down.
When she was told she was too loud for a lady
When she was told that she was too dumb to know math
When she was told she could not decide for her body
This woman broke down.
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This 18 year- old broke down.
And sobbed in the bathroom countless times.
But this woman stood up strong every time.
She wiped off her tears, spoke out, and fought for women’s rights
In hope that no woman ever experiences what she experienced in her life.

zahra waKilzada, Grade 12

Thank You, Dad

The following is an interview with my father. I asked him questions in an effort to garner more knowledge 
about my dad.

My kids are very important to me. My oldest is Nathan and my youngest is Lucy. Every day they surprise 
me with their talent and hard work; however, I’m proudest that my children have grown up to be good people. 
They’re kind and respectful and conscientious. I taught them to be that way just like my mother taught me to 
be kind to people and compassionate. I remember just hanging out in her bedroom and we’d just sit on her bed. 
Sometimes my sisters were with us, too. We would just enjoy each other. I think those are some of my fondest 
memories. My mom was really silly, too. She was always making jokes and playing with words in funny ways, 
but she once told me something I’ll never forget. She once explained that the compassion you show toward other 
people can be really significant, even if it’s on a very small level. Sometimes the simplest thank you or even asking 
someone how he or she is doing can have a big impact. You may not even ever realize the impact, especially if 
it’s somebody you don’t know. I really think our world doesn’t have enough kindness like that anymore, so I’m 
glad my children show compassion towards others just like my mother taught me. I think I’d be happy if people 
remembered me that way.

After learning the most important person in my dad’s life was his mother, it dawned on me that my 
father is one of the most influential people in my life. He has supported me through all my endeavors, 
whether it be theater, swimming, baseball, choir, or dance. You name it. He’s been there for me. I’m so 
grateful for the support he’s given me and the opportunities he’s allowed me to pursue. I’ve never thanked 
him, though. I have never thanked the man who loves me unconditionally when I feel alone in the uni-
verse . . . the man who tells me “it will be alright” when my world comes crashing down. I haven’t thanked 
that very same man who broke the bank just so I could attend every lesson, camp, audition and rehearsal. 
I always fear my two pitiful words won’t compare to the things he’s done for me. Instead, I want to say 
three words. I love you. I love you not because three is greater than two, but because I truly love you. 
I love you for your endless support. I love you for always telling me it will be all right when everything 
seems far from all right. I even love you for leaving work early just to drive me places I can’t get to myself. 
Of all the things I love you for, I love you most because I call you dad.

nathan yannarell, Grade 12

The Kaleidoscope  
For Rhonda Carper

A kaleidoscope of greetings: hola, heyyy babbbbyyy, Привет, buenas tardes, assalam alaikum, akwaaaba, 
salam, hey y’all, Good Morning, bonjour, kamusta, salud, hello

A kaleidoscope of backgrounds: Appalachia, Mississippi, Bolivia, Egypt, Philly, Russia, North Carolina, 
Louisiana, West Virginia, Kabul, Mexico, Austria, Herat, Ghana, Pennsylvania, Italy, Honduras, El Salvador, 
Philippines, Cote d’ivoire, Virginia, South Korea, Saudi Arabia, Texas
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A kaleidoscope of memories: juice sharing, 
The Things We Keep, Freeing our friend from the 
slammer, the Peter Paul Development Center, a hurt 
hand, a scary driver, read alouds, grammar rants, JA 
and his 5th grade teacher, Zahra and Douaa repre-
senting us and helping with The Kite Runner, singing, 
Kevin swimmin’, the Icons

A kaleidoscope of personalities: Ja’Chelle the 
jokester, Celine the smart, David the elusive, Joseph 
the Golden Retriever, Makayla the truculent bell 
ringer, Dani the talker, Dessi the absent, Jordan the 
prisoner, Sharon the storyteller, Nirian the artist, 
Kevin the athlete, Elvis the singer, Juliette the team 
mom, Berenice the mysterious, Karina the snacker, Danna the plug, Ashley the moral compass, Lexi the photogra-
pher, Lily the angry musician, Zahra the writer, Cassie the classy, Christina the new kid on the block, Lenore the 
Pokemon griever, Alexandrian the tenacious, Joseph G the future English teacher, Adwoa the cultured, Alex the 
silent but thoughtful, Nathan the dramatic, Mrs. Sterne the one with no control, Mrs. Carper the heartbeat

A kaleidoscope of love: amor, carino, amore, sah lang, mohabat, ishaq, hob, odo, Я люблю тебя
A kaleidoscope of families: Brinkley, Honeycutt, Asamoah, Marchegiano, Yannarell, Campos, Mun, Lopez, 

Albea, Agre, Turner, Green, Estrada, Ater, Annibell, Sejas Lamas, Lucas, Wakilzada, Valdez, Marquez, Mitzen, 
Rashed, Monico, Johnson, Barahona, Carreon, Tlatelpa, Austin, Hernandez, Garcia, Sterne, Carper

A kaleidoscope of traditions: baptism, henna, memorable Quinceañeras, enjoying the sweetness of the sugar 
cane, Rap, a Sweet 16, Eid, First Communion, Scary El dia de los Muertos, Nowroz, Baby Jesus and Bread, baked 
mac- n- cheese, Chuseok, Bar Mitzvah, eating pecans right off the tree, Italian Christmas, Afenhiyia Pa kente, garter 
for the future groom, Latin Dance, jumpin’ the broom, Posada, Thanksgiving, Lent, burying the weasel, Dia de los 
Reyes Magos, Easter, the joy of Mardi Gras, Cinco de Mayo, Hanukah, family cookouts, first birthday traditions, 
Ramadan, El Sid Ou, confirmation, 31st Night

. . . uniting into the beauty that embodied The Origin Project, Class of 2019. . .a kaleidoscope of gratitude
Dedicated to Mrs. Rhonda Carper, the heartbeat of The Origin Project Class of SJHS, 2019

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quincea%C3%B1era
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Stonewall invites Woodbridge to celebrate the publication of The Origin Project Book 4
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Captivity

“No, you can’t go outside.” These words, believe it or not, kept part of my beautiful rightfully- deserved 
childhood restricted. You see, when I was younger, my favorite thing was playing outside with my friends. 
The problem with that was I was only allowed to go outside Friday, Saturday and Sunday; while everyone else 
could play outside every day. Isn’t that unfair? Even if you think it isn’t, as a kid I sure did, and my opinion 
overrides yours right now, so haha. Since I believed it was unfair, I decided to fight the oppression.

I did a lot of things. One was that instead of going home right after school (since I walked home), I’d go to 
my friends backyard and leave my backpack there and play outside for a bit. I know, right, wasn’t I a genius? 
“Heh” typical me.

Another thing I did was when they weren’t home, I’d go outside. Pretty much the same concept. The main 
difference is that doing it that way holds more risk. There was a time when I did that, and I was outside 
playing. One of my friends comes running up to me and tells me, “I just saw your dad at the mailbox.” Before 
he even finished his sentence, I had already taken off. I ran like my life depended on it, and it kinda did.

Did I get caught that day? Yes. Do I know how he saw me? I don’t, and I probably never will. The result 
of all of this made me a somewhat introverted person. It also made me get used to being told “no” so it’s not 
completely bad. I guess in a way they were trying not to spoil me or something. I mean currently I’m allowed 
to go outside anytime, but I don’t anymore. I guess in a way those dumb restrictions have made me who I am 
today. I still hate them though.

aKa anJeh, Grade 11

From Honduras to America

A wealthy known young girl from Nagarejo, Honduras, and a poor young boy from Macuelizo, Honduras, 
joined lives and took a journey to live a new life. My mom went to the best schools; they were private. My 
dad worked and barely went to school. He lived with his grandparents; his mother worked for a family. My 
dad came here with a visa when he was sixteen, way before getting married with my mom. He worked day 
and night to save money and went back to Honduras two years later. Once he went back, he owned a house 
and two cars at eighteen years old. My parents met at a young age. My grandma has a store in her house; in 
Honduras it’s called a “pulperia.” My dad would go there to buy things, and that’s how he met my mom. My 
grandma liked him as her boyfriend; she thought he was a good kid. But my grandpa just didn’t like the idea 
of his baby girl getting married. My mom was seventeen and my dad was nineteen when they got married. 
They had a big wedding, with bridesmaids and all. A few months later, they decided they wanted to come 
to America.

My father decided to come here first to change their life for the better. His mother had no input to him 
leaving because she wasn’t financially helpful to him. His grandfather did not want him to come to America, 
so he didn’t inform him and came hidden from him. My dad’s aunt was already here and he hoped she’d sup-
port him, but she didn’t because my father was a sick boy. He had asthma and frequent seizures until he was 
fourteen. He decided to ask his other aunt who was here, and she agreed to help him once he got to the bor-
der. His only support system was his aunt, my mother, and his grandma. His grandma gave him fifty dollars 
and a suitcase. He sold two of his baby cows to get money for his journey. He came here all by himself with no 
help from a “coyote,” someone who you pay to help you on your way to the border. You pay him and he guides 
you all the way through. My dad would sleep on the streets and ask random people for shelter. He would also 
ask random people for money and food to be able to survive. He mentioned he was very scared walking all 
by himself because he didn’t know where he was and he didn’t know anyone around him. He got here in one 
month and two weeks, successfully without getting caught. Once he got here, he got picked up from Phoenix 
to go to California. He paid the driver two hundred and fifteen dollars for the ride. He hid in the trunk 
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of the car the whole ride so that he 
wouldn’t get caught. He stayed at a 
friends house for one week and then 
got on a plane to Washington.

My mother came here at eigh-
teen years old, six months after my 
dad had left. Both her parents didn’t 
want her to go, but it was only right 
for her to go to her husband. My dad 
had been saving money to send to 
my mom so that she could be able to 
pay a coyote for her. She came with 
her cousin and like fifteen other peo-
ple. They traveled in a bus and sometimes walked. They would sleep in the woods all together. She some-
times had to hold her pee, so she wouldn’t have to pee in front of everyone. My mom said she suffered a lot 
through the journey. The coyotes would go out and get food for them. She couldn’t contact anyone. The only 
time she could communicate with her parents or my dad was when she would get caught. It took my mom 
three times to get here. She got caught by immigration three times and each time she stayed in prison for 
one night. She never turned back, even though her parents would tell her to go back. She listened to my dad 
every time; he told her to keep going. My dad would send her more money every time she got caught. The 
third time she got caught was at a hotel in Mexico; immigration walked in and told everyone to put their 
hands up. My mom started laughing when they were coming at them. She laughs when she’s nervous (I do 
too). When they took them, they took pictures of them as punishment, and they were in the newspaper the 
next day. After the third time, she finally made it to the border. She was very scared, but she jumped the 
fence at night and made it to America. Then she went to Phoenix and took a plane to Washington, where 
my dad was waiting for her.

At first they rented a room in Alexandria. Then moved to an apartment in Arlington. My dad worked at 
a bakery. My mother was pregnant with my oldest sister five months after being here. And because of that, 
she started working. She would take the bus to get around. My mom tells us a story about a time she couldn’t 
get on the bus because she was ten cents short and had to walk. My parents were very poor at the time. The 
first few months of being here my mom would say she lived better in Honduras, but she still managed to 
stay here. They had only planned to stay here for about two years to save money to take back to Honduras, 
but they ended up staying much longer; they are still here. After seven years of being here, both my parents 
already had their residency. My mom actually had an appointment to get hers on 9/ 11, but because of the 
whole tragedy she got it the next day. In 2003 my dad started his landscaping company, and his company 
started flourishing seven years later. At first my mom did regret coming here because she suffered and missed 
her family. But they definitely don’t regret coming here now because of how successful they both are.

GG ayala- montoya, Grade 11

Asige

1756. That’s when the earliest known record began. Before then in Asige, Sweden, not only does the paper 
trail disappear, it’s non existent. In Sweden as a whole, however, the earliest known record was was created in 
1615. That’s over one hundred years difference. So why was Asige so behind the times?

Asige has a population of 295 as of 2018. This is in an age when media and transportation advances have 
made the small town (it’s really more of a village) more accessible. Imagine what the population was over two 
hundred years ago. This place was, and still is, isolated.

Woodbridge TOP students share their writings and explore their writing ideas
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Just a tiny dot on a map (if it even shows up), this place is a small, tight knit community. Small, but 
ancient. There not be very many of them, but these people have survived on this small plot of land for thou-
sands of years. Bronze age monuments that have stood the test of time are a testament to this fact. They have 
managed to survive despite the odds, and all the while staying relatively unchanged.

Scania, in which Halland (the province where Asige is located) used to be a part of, had been settled 
before the Viking Age and populated through it. Not much is known about the lives of these early people 
during these times, although some suspect they were organized by tribes led by chieftains. Fortunately, as a 
few hundred years go by, a clearer picture begins to form.

In the year 380 CE, Scania became a kingdom when Alaric claimed the title Rex Scaniae. After a few 
hundred years of self rule, it was conquered and ruled by Denmark. Since then, different rulers played hot 
potato with Scania, being ruled by Denmark on multiple separate occasions, before it finally settled back in 
Danish hands. However, in the Dano- Swedish War, Sweden defeated Denmark. The losing country was 
forced to cede Scania in the mid 1600’s to Sweden, where it has remained to this day.

Scania was allowed to govern themselves after they were promised autonomy in the peace treaty, how-
ever this did not last long. King Charles XI convinced the Diet (Riksdag of the Estates) to define ‘king’ as 
a Christian ruler with absolute power. He used his newfound power to institute Swedish law in the small 
area. Slowly the rest of the Scanians traditional customs and laws were taken away in an effort to unify the 
land with Sweden.

Halland, along with Blekinge, was successfully removed from Scania and integrated into Sweden. 
However, the rest of Scania still retained some independence, only being partially integrated until 1720, 
when it officially became part of the country. From then on, Asige was a Swedish parish.

Though it may not have been always known by the name of Asige, the little parish has survived everything 
from Vikings, to constantly changing leadership, to time itself. It may not seem much, but it’s seen a lot, and 
is a home to some incredible Bronze Age monuments that confirm this. These ancient stones are scattered 
over the small village, forever a permanent record of its past.

One of these monuments has been dubbed Hagbard’s Gallow. It consists of two pairs of large man made 
standing stones about twenty feet apart. Estimated to originate from the Bronze Age, it has been there for 
hundreds of years. On the stones one can find engravings, though they may not have been translated. The 
name, Hagbard’s Gallow, is in connection to the legend of Hagbard and Signy, which tells of two lovers 
who ended up dying. Hagbard by hanging at the gallows, and his lover committing suicide as an act of 
faithfulness.

However, not all the monuments are just pieces of stone. Another of these historic sites is a cemetery 
where there are about forty standing stones and ten burial mounds, one of which is called Hagbard’s Hill. 
The dead from centuries ago were buried here along with some of their belongings. Also named in connection 
with the legend, the mound was likely named for the hill on which the gallows were where Hagbard hanged.

There are several other monuments such as this, all with different stories that tell of Asige’s past. In all 
honesty, not much can be told of these testaments of what once was. Whatever their original purpose may 
have been was lost to time; only educated guesses and theories satisfy the question. However, what informa-
tion that is gleaned from these structures can only help piece together the history of the area.

It’s remarkable that a place as small as this has so much history behind it. The people there who have lived 
there for generations are remarkable as well. They managed to keep their land with no invasion or forceful 
removal. There was no sudden flood of new people with new cultures. All that history that land holds is their 
history. Asige tells their story and no one else’s.

My family, on my mother’s side, descends from these people. My parents and brother have had the oppor-
tunity to visit the small parish, to see their ancestral roots. They were able to see the people and history that 
resides there. For them, Asige filled in a small part of their origin.

aBiGail BanKS, Grade 9
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My Standardized Race

Too much of this,
too little of that.
Check the boxes.
Am I American? Because I was born here?
Of course,
but my bloodline tells a different story;
one I do not know well . . .
My sacred identification. Check.
My roots are spread far. Check.
But I cannot seem to grasp onto one particular identity.
Check?
Maybe, someday,
I will understand why I am not
fit to check the boxes.

tifany Barahona, Grade 12

Mixed Relations

I am mixed. I have tan skin, dark, thin hair, and almond- shaped eyes holding dark brown irises. I have 
always felt more “Asian” than I do white. When living in a small, rural town, I especially felt Asian, as I looked 
so different than everyone else. I used to hate it. I used to hate the jokes towards my slanted eyes, or the 
mocking accents reciting racist slurs. I used to hate being Asian. I cursed every defining feature that exposed 
my Asian ethnicity. I wished I took my mother’s features instead. Rounder eyes, lighter skin, a more bridged 
nose. I was eight years old, staring in the mirror, wishing I could change how I look.

I am mixed. Being mixed is one thing. I was once told I’m not actually Asian, as I’m not “pure.” Being mixed 
with white is another thing. People will tell me I do not face discrimination because I am white. People will 
tell me that I do not know a struggle because I am white. People will tell me that I have white privilege. They 
do not understand that by saying this, they are invalidating my own experiences. I did not just imagine the 
racism I faced growing up, and the racism I still face. Yes, I am white. But I am also Asian. And I look Asian. 
How you look is what matters, like it or not. I was once told I’m “not actually Asian” because I am not fully 
Asian. I have been given fake comments like “oh, that must be so hard!” when describing a difficult situation 
I’ve faced where my ethnicity is denied.

I am mixed. I face discrimination. Not only 
from other races invalidating my own struggle, 
but my own races invalidating my involvement. I 
am not pure enough to be Asian. I am too tainted 
to be white. I belong to neither. However, this 
has opened a new strain of people. Mixed kids. 
Specifically, mixed white kids. They are accepted 
by neither of their races, so they accept each 
other. I have many friends with one white parent, 
and we all share the same experiences. Racism, 
but from our own races. Along with the rest of 
the world.

leah CaPili, Grade 12
Linda Woodward and Nancy Bolmeier Fisher workshop with 
Woodbridge TOP students
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Both Sides

My background is one of my favorite themes to explore because I come from a multi- racial background; 
poetry allows me to do this in a creative way.

for Papa et pour Papi

two figureheads,
the symbols
of families
woven together by their DNA

a contractor,
whose element
is with a tool box in hand

a police captain,
who protects
his beautiful Tunis

fathers,
gentle in their ways,
always watching
with an encouraging eye

grandfathers,
ready to offer a warm hug
or the honest advice
others avoid giving

opposite sides of the world,
but perfect parallels,
the vision of love
and the center of their families

we remember them every day,
their gruff chuckles
and calloused hands
floating in the memories
of those who came from their blood

we inherited
his olive skin,
his angled nose,
their passion

we are the remainders of their legacies,
dissipated across the globe,
yet deeply connected in our hearts,
beating with the love they gave us.
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7 Layers

1. graham cracker crust
the foundation of the dessert,
without which
all else would be lost
this is my grandmother,
the matriarch of the family
and the reason this all began

2. sweetened condensed milk
not the most vivid ingredient,
but the invaluable protector
of all the others
this is my uncle,
a gentle giant
that keeps us humble

3. butter
the ingredient you might
not notice at first glance,
but is an essential
this is my aunt,
the one who takes action
when everyone else is focused on the small things

4. butterscotch chips
where things begin to get sweet,
surprise chunks of gooey butterscotch
add variety to the 7 layer bar
this is me,
the outlier,
with the tan skin and dark features

5. chocolate chips
the staple of all good desserts,
a light drop of chocolate
in the soft center
this is all my cousins,
who are the beacon of the family,
keeping us alive

6. flaked coconut
the striking,
tropical flavor of coconut
melts into the other ingredients
this is my mother,
who is her own entity
but conforms when she must
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7. chopped nuts
this is the garnish,
the crunch atop
the soft treat
this is my grandfather,
always at the front of our memories,
his loss still fresh and stark

My origin is a common thread in a lot of my writing, and I have included two recent poems about my 
origins and both sides of my family.

Salima driSS, Grade 12

Mosaic

I hesitate at the keyboard, stare down at my orange little notebook. It’s blank, besides the one time I used 
it as a journal entry on that field trip. The ladies passed them down in rows, neat little stacks of orange, the 
Origin Project in big Papyrus font, a journal of sorts. It seemed simple enough. “Write about your origins,” the 
presenter drawled to the audience: an auditorium of Appalachian students that had recently begun including 
young writers from outside the area, students from Northern Virginia, like me. But the rest of them had 
Southern roots; they were a tight- knit collective. Simple enough.

That field trip was in November. I’ve been trying to write this piece for months.
I hate nonfiction.
I look down at what I’ve scribbled so far. Poland, Peru. Two countries of origin. Mother, father. People of 

direct lineage. United States. Country of birth. Country of residence. Country of assimilation. But then . . . 
Immigration, suburbs, marriage, interracial, cross- cultural, trilingual, nuclear family, recession, divorce—that’s 
where it ends, for me. I became disillusioned as a young child, my formative years stunted, dissociated from 
my cultures, something . . . malfunctioned along the way. It’s so much more complicated than that, I think. It’s 
not just my origins, I don’t even know what that word entails, it’s my family history, my experiences, my childhood, 
my two lifestyles split into pieces and squeezed together like wet socks in the laundry. I’ll never be able to sort them 
out. Each pair of them is divorced, but the whole is a clumped mass; stuck. That’s funny.

I wake up at my father’s with a certain pair in mind one morning and realize I’ve lost one of them, only to 
rediscover it a week later, tucked away in the drawer at my mother’s. I go back and forth. I become an expert at 
packing up my things in under twenty minutes because it’s his Wednesday and he’s coming to pick us up at three, 
you better hurry. I’m subject to Polish dinners and Babcia’s phone calls Sundays through Wednesdays, and rapid- 
Spanish, Peruvian aunties, rice and beans Wednesdays through Saturdays. These household- specific rituals never 
meet; they rotate. I cling to the memories of birthday parties and first communions and New Year’s Eve, back 
when I didn’t lose socks. You would hear Spanish in several corners and Polish in the hallway, English in the 
kitchen, on the floor . . . they fade like the patterns on my oldest pair of socks. They’re replaced with the sound 
of arguing, something about money, I wake up to stern voices across the hall in the night and press my ear to my 
door to make out what they’re saying. I can never make out what they’re saying. I can’t remember anything else.

“Write about your origin.” My origin. Origins? I’m scattered, I’m little bits of paper torn into shreds and left to float 
in cross- continental waters. I’m a thousand different migrants scrambling to the border, refuge, safety, security, stability, 
someone please—Ellis Island, 1916. My great- great- grandmother arrives in New York from Austria- Hungary, safe 
from the perils of the Great War on her homefront. She wants to build a life, she’s looking at apartments, a husband . . .

She returns home thirteen years later, unmarried, childless, the Great Depression weighing heavy on her 
breast, her bags empty besides falsified passports and a few scarves & rosaries. I don’t remember her name. I 
sit on my mother’s lap as she reads the letter my great- grandmother scrawled out in neat Polish- cursive to us, 
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alphabet inked curly and careful, but I’m seven years old and 
I’m fidgeting with a hand- knit doily I grabbed off the bed-
side table, a souvenir from our last trip to Krakow. Those 
things are all around the house. I fit my finger through one 
and trace the flower- pattern. All those stitches really linked 
together to make that, huh? Must’ve taken generations.

My paternal great- grandfather doesn’t scare me. No, 
it’s something . . . different. He’s not scary, just unfamiliar. 
The adults in the room are all quiet, they’re watching my 
brother and I interact with him, anticipation hangs heavy 
in the air, but for what? It’s just a little unnerving. I try not 
to pay it much mind. I look at my brother, he’s squirming 
in the woman’s arms, she’s much stouter but her face is just as wrinkly, she’s my great- grandmother. He’s three. 
She smiles at me, her skin crinkles up. The roots of her unnaturally raven hair are a soft, snowy white. I’m six. 
I can smell soap and spices on the man who’s holding me, I keep forgetting he’s something like family, and he’s 
so thin I’m afraid he’ll break while I’m in his lap. “Abuelito Miguel is one- hundred years old today,” my father 
tells me. Mi bisabuelo. If he’s so important, why am I just now meeting him? I wish I could’ve known more. 
I wish my mother would stop talking to me in Polish when everyone else is talking Spanish. “Can I let go 
now?” They allow me to slip off the leathery couch and my mother hands me a piece of fruit, a mango. I suck 
on the nectar and watch the big blue Lima sky. She murmurs to me, Slavic accent soft and motherly, about 
the mess I’ve made on the clothes her mother hand- sewed me. The sundress drips with juice. It’s a flowery, 
Eastern- European pattern, like the one on her sheets.

My great- grandfather dies at 102, a legacy left behind in my brown, chubby little hands.
“Where are you from?” 
I don’t answer that if I can help it. I don’t think I’ve actually ever answered that. My automatic response 

since I was old enough to understand what the question implied was, “Well, my mom’s from Poland, and my 
dad’s from Peru.” Where am I from? The two of them, probably.

My mother’s womb is safe and compact. No languages to learn. It’s just me and her. I split off suddenly 
and kick her insides. That flesh, ours, all warm and blood, tissue, skin, cells multiplying, genes copying, I’m 
a person, I squirm, I’m a bundle, finally. I’m all red and pink and ready to take on the world, fists clenched, I 
don’t know about gender or race or origin. I just am. This is where I originate.

Mama is the same in Polish and in Spanish.
I have her european nose and a pointed Caucasian chin, but the apples of my cheeks protrude like the 

natives’ of Cusco, like my father. My delicate eyebrows all fan out and touch in the middle. My skin’s not 
caramel or toffee or golden, but I’m not vanilla bean or shortbread or coffee creamer either. I’m a brown little 
kid barefoot in the summer with cheeks singed from the sun. Our backyard blooms with gardenias behind 
the white fence; suburban, domestic bliss. My two- year- old brother trails behind me with a universally con-
tent squeal, happy in all our languages. He’s tanned too well to be white. My mother’s red and pink all over, 
she applies sun lotion like it’s lifeblood, but he’s a lightly toasted marshmallow. His eyebrows fan out even 
more than mine, like caterpillars on his peachy face, but his don’t touch and mine are darker. He has a wide, 
bulbous nose and hooded eyelids—that’s the recessive Peruvian gene. My eyelids protrude outwards, the 
dominant. Somewhere in their rich history, the Inca- descendants made contact with the Chinese and other 
East Asian settlers. We still put soy sauce in our stir- fry and seafood. My brother gets asked if he’s Japanese.

Tato is the Polish word for father. I never picked up Papá or Papi. But I was three, and my brother copied 
me, and the name stuck. I’m sixteen and I still call him that in the kitchen. We make tamales. “Tato, you for-
got the olives.” He curses in Spanish and I hit him playfully, he changes the salsa song blaring on the speakers, 
and the house swells with the gentle aroma of boiled banana leaves and steamed rice.
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He never learned Polish. My mother knows all three languages, she’s fluently trilingual. She learned 
Spanish with my paternal grandmother when she lived with us for the nine months after I was born. But 
Polish is ranked one of the top most difficult languages in the world to learn, rooted in Slavic, while Spanish 
is a Romance language and one of the easiest to pick up. I don’t blame him. The rest of our family lags behind. 
I know the most immediately after her—I read Polish and Spanish, albeit slowly. I speak in stuttering phrases 
and muttered sentences and incorrect grammar tenses, but I speak. It takes me a bit to write. But I can listen 
to radio dramas, watch TV, and participate in family gossip on either sides perfectly fine. I’m alright, as long 
as I understand my little cousins and drunk uncles’ jokes. My brother can’t speak or understand Polish, except 
in bits and phrases, some words he recognises, food items and household objects. I guess three years makes a 
difference. There’s a certain shy shame behind it, I can sense his embarrassment. The village kids on my Polish 
grandmother’s farm babble to him and I translate.

They hang off my arms and call me Cocia, auntie, and ask me “Why is your skin like that?” I ask, “Like 
what?” And they go “It’s so dark! Are you just tan?” And I respond, “Yes, but I’m like that all year round. I’m 
hispanic, like my dad. And so is Boleslav.” I point to my brother and they marvel at my words. They’ve never 
seen a hispanic person before; the most they’ve seen of anyone who isn’t white are the brown Romani people 
who beg on the streets, the ones they call ‘Gypsies’, and they’ve only seen black maids on TV.

I get called gypsy in the town square by one of the street performers, but it’s meant as a compliment. I smile 
back, coffee eyes gleaming. They call them black, black eyes and black hair, being brown is such an novelty 
in Poland that it’s romanticised. They write songs about brown eyes, they’re so unique, so beautifully dark. 
Czarne oczy, they sing. Jej piękne czarne oczy, śnią się czarne oczy. Her beautiful black eyes, I dream of those black 
eyes. Gypsy queen, Snow White, Pocahontas. I walk into a cafe with my mother. She orders first, rapid Polish 
that the barista reciprocates. When I approach, she says “Hello,” sweetly, attempting her best English. “What 
can I get you today?” She’s thoroughly surprised when I answer back in fluent Polish, accent and all—almost 
flustered. She enters my order and compliments me on how well I speak. “Thank you,” I tell her. “Yeah, she’s 
my mom.” I point to her, my mother, a white woman nonchalantly sipping her coffee.

My European features are praised in the mountains of Peru. The town’s nestled right underneath Machu 
Picchu, swarming with tourists and indigenous peoples alike. “What a nice nose! And good hair, wow, and 
look at how nice your skin is. . .” It’s not too deeply brown like my father’s, they mean. The marketplaces are 
packed with products, alpaca wool dyed brilliant reds and purples. They eye my brother suspiciously as we 
explore like locals, my dad bargaining about price to get discounts. They don’t discount tourists, the white 
men; exploitation of their cultures keeps them alive and fed. My brother gives us away. I pick up a geode for 
sale and caress its rough crystals. Amethyst. This came from the ground, I think. This came right from an old 
murky cave, right from the ground with all the other rocks and dirt, but it’s purple and familiar and has an identity 
of its own. Wonder how that is.

I stand at the peak of Machu Picchu after having climbed hundreds of steps from the bottom of the 
highest ruin, now at the top, wheezing, but we made it. All three of us—my brother, my father, and I, but 
my mother’s asthma gnaws at my own lungs. Our heads graze the clouds and I try to feel my ancestry, like 
our tour guide told us to, feel it in the soil while you stand there at the top of the mountain, listen to the ghosts of 
those ancient people, your thousandth- great grandfathers, grandmothers and aunts and uncles growing corn, toiling 
to build these foundations, birthing generations of your family. Can you hear them?

I got sick behind a trash can on an alpaca farm with the tour guide three hours earlier—altitude sickness, 
he explained. I don’t know what I’m doing here. I don’t feel anything except a dull pain in my stomach from 
the air pressure. How can this really be where I come from when it’s all so foreign to me? “I want to learn 
Quechua,” my father remarks. One of the many surviving native languages of the region; the colonizers 
couldn’t get over the mountains. I want to be able to speak Spanish.

The cathedral is echoey and dark. ‘This place is for worshippers only’, a sign out front declares. ‘No tour-
ism. Please, no cameras or recording devices.’ We sit through Mass in Latin, just like at home in the Virginia 
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suburbs. Every motion of the priest and the clergy is the same. I glimpse at the windows to our left, stained 
glass that I used to marvel at as a kid, glimmering red and green and blue, trimmed with gold. My mother 
clutches a rosary given to her by my paternal grandmother; they bonded in their devout Catholicism while 
she learned Spanish. I keep looking around. All of Europe’s got this look to it, an archaic, yet luxurious 
aesthetic. Gold stolen from civilizations abroad. The humming latin reverberates through the hollowness of 
the place. It sounds like there’s secrets everywhere, a holy place carrying saintlike anxiety. Are you doing okay 
enough to get into heaven? Do you know what that means?

Sometimes I don’t feel like a person. I’m an amalgam of identities, experiences, but they all overwhelm 
and cancel out, like when you mix all those beautiful colors together on your paint palette but end up with 
a muddy brown. It’s so much that I don’t know what to do with it. Somewhere between ten and twelve, I 
withdraw. I don’t want two households, two cultures, two birthday presents, I don’t care. I don’t want these origins, 
I just want to be normal.

I’m less inclined towards nonfiction because it’s revealing. I leave bits of me on the paper for others to 
consume. I feel exposed.

I spent most of my late childhood void of an inner cultural identity. The divorce brought on a sense of dis-
illusionment, a veil of unreality. I didn’t really feel like anything. I tried to fill the void in online communities 
of writers and artists, lost myself in fantastic worlds of fiction and literature to find an escape from the real 
world, even if it was just for a little while before bed.

But I knew I couldn’t avoid things forever, especially not when it began to resurface in the form of panic 
attacks, depressive episodes and overwhelming gender dysphoria.

I discovered my LGBT identity in middle school around that time, after being bullied out of talking so 
passionately about my interests in fantasy fiction. Maybe it was the force of another thing being crammed 
into that emotional file cabinet, things you have to keep to yourself now, that finally forced it to burst. My teen-
age years then catapulted into a different sort of quest for identity, a gender and sexuality label that fit me. 
Thankfully, I’m there now. People tell me they like my name, and that it’s such a cool gender- neutral title, but 
laugh at how it sounds compared to my brother’s. Boleslav, named for the twelfth- century Polish king, and 
Tyler. It is pretty funny.

“I don’t know how to start. At all,” I complain to my friend on the bus ride home from the field trip. I tell 
her about the disconnect, how my cultures tear at me, how I feel like one big brown blob. She tells me, “A 
whole is more than the sum of its parts.” I consider the concept; it’s nice. Like a mosaic of individual pieces, 
all glimmering different colors, but it’s more than just those bits glued together. “Who said that?”

I tune out of the conversation before I can hear the clear answer. Some French philosopher, or was it a 
German psychologist? I guess it doesn’t matter. I look out the window. We’re passing hills and mountains, 
little farms dotting the grassy landscape, the afternoon sun pouring through and spilling onto my hands. I 
look at them in the light, through the glass, and I imagine a faint, colorful glimmer shining back.

tyler eCona, Grade 12

Little Stories in the Bigger Picture

2019
Five months. It took five months for me to decide what I wanted to write about. I stayed up for several 

nights giving myself a new refresher of my entire “origin ” story. I questioned what I’ve done, what I’m doing 
and if my life was even an interesting narrative to read about; but, you see, I have multiple origin stories, each 
one as special and prestigious as the next. II never knew where to start, until now. July 3, 2003, I was born to 
two college kids who fought through their own coming of age chronicle–two student- athletes from a small 
country town that forced them to want to experience the city. They traveled to Woodbridge, Virginia, to live 
with an aunt who opened her doors for them to nudge the fresh start. A traffic light stood at each corner, and 
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land was covered by huge metal blocks called buildings. The city was a new adventure, and the place where 
their journeys would eventually become separate. But that’s a different Origin story . . .

2006
Their faith is tested. Their simple child who ran the playground and smiled for miles was bound to the 

hospital bed to be fed liquid happiness. The tube ran from machinery to her armpit and switched to her 
forearm which would later be lightly stitched to a nice crease. The parents were put through bitter sadness. 
With doctor visitation and medicine on deck, the parents grew closer to God. They asked him to heal there 
daughter and to let her calling come another time. “Most children who experience this don’t make it.” The 
doctor tells them to prepare for the worst. They couldn’t understand if God truly heard them, but that’s a 
different origin story. . . .

2008
Roaring twenties. New graduates turned businessman and woman with dating apps. BLackberries in one 

hand and kindergarten in another. They settled on a private school. Their five year old could learn about the 
lord and get a better education than they were given. Fifteen hundred dollars a month took a big toll on the 
co- parenting bank account. New interests in softball and ballet coupled with Girl Scouts and afterschool care 
was kicking 26- year- old butt. The parents were adapting to arguments. Loud voices and agony- filled hearts 
were abroad. The kindergartener, torn between feelings and tears, became the new coping mechanism. But 
that’s a different origin story. . . .

2011
We transitioned from private to public school. The parents tell me it’s so I can learn new things and meet 

new people. But it’s because we can’t afford it anymore. With an aging mind comes broader thinking. The 
now eight- year- old is wondering when she will ever get a biological playmate. “It won’t happen” becomes the 
scripture that the parents preach. Not quite yet, but that’s a different origin story. . . .

2013
Fifth grade, the year I am honored for finally finishing one of the longest learning periods of my life. 

Through that year my stomach flairs out, and my hips form small mountains that contour little hills before 
they reach my feet. I realized that my locs are not as luscious and flowy as the other sunkissed kids, and I 
treated my blackness like a skin disease that I wanted to hide. I took such beautiful features and made them 
seem like “Freakshow Criteria” . . . but that’s a different origin story . . .

2017
Officially thirteen! In 2017 the parents mended their broken hearts. Eleven years of re- dating, re- evaluating 

and mysterious events slowly bring them closer again. With eleven years of catching up a priority, my sister 
Cambri was conceived. Six pounds of rekindled love and a head full of hair. She was the chosen one! The last 
to share the same blood as me, or so I thought . . . but that’s a different origin story.

2018
Big dreams and big rings. Growing up I always dreamt of the happy big family that lived in the white 

picket fence cliche. More than two children in one home, a housewife and a working father. Picture perfect 
right? For eleven years I thought that was only a dream, until 2018 the parents, Cambri, and I all moved into 
a nice townhouse in a gated community. My smile returned. Running for miles like in 2006, with “cheerful” 
thoughts about HOA fees, Cornelius Gary JR–sorry, let’s make this easier for you–J.R. was conceived. Our 
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family portrait was finally ready for its debut. New home, New blood, and new engagements or maybe I 
forgot that story? Well . . . That’s a different origin story.

2019
Current day. I finally breathe the fresh air I so desperately asked the lord for. Loving my blackness from 

head to toe. Envying my “white picket fence” and accepting the past for what it had in store. As I mature and 
slowly reach adulthood. I finally indulge in the smallest moments and linger in the larger ones. I’ve learned 
that there are stories within the bigger picture and that without these stories, my origin wouldn’t be as sig-
nificant as the next student’s.

Ciniya Gary, Grade 10

A Way to Cope

Blood trickles down the arms of a broken person.
Not a single tear stops as it’s rolling down her cheek making its way to the depths of her breasts.
She looks dead inside hoping for comfort but is yet to find any.
Both her parents are too busy in other lives to realize what is wrong with their little girl.
She sits anxiously watching the blood make its way down to the ground.
Not knowing what to do next, She slowly makes her way to her room and cries herself to sleep.
“Maybe tomorrow will be a whole lot better,” she says.
The next morning she’s up by 6:00 ready for the day to make its course; the bus soon arrives and she’s 

ready for school.
She arrives with a scared look, a scared feeling and A sense of discomfort; you can still see the dried tears 

from last night.
She makes her way to class and is looked at weirdly; people are talking behind her back and seeing her 

differently, seeing her in a way only one will know.
She’s judged by her looks, judged by her personality, judged by any insecurities she herself is trying to fix.
She takes the horrid words to heart, not wanting to cry in front of anyone to seem weak; she holds it in.
After what felt like forever, school ends.
She is filled with joy knowing that finally she can be home where no deceiving looks can overcome her.
Tears rolling down her face, she makes her way to the restroom, looking at the mirror, debating so many 

things.
It was all crashing down on her: the bullying, the teasing, the nasty looks,
Everything. . .
Time goes by and she considers getting help, it took months and almost 5 years for her to recover all this.
Medication after medication, therapist after therapist, she was able to gain all her strength back.
Some days were good, some were bad, but it took time for her to heal.
Now, she’s able to see herself in a different way; she’s happy and calm and now is able to overcome chal-

lenge in life.
At times, things get rough, but she’s able to cope with anything whether it be anxiety or depression.

nanCi Gomez- CaStro, Grade 12

Intertwined

My earliest memory in my life is standing in the driveway, looking at the brand new house my family 
would move into. I was holding my mother’s hand, and we looked at the house before it was finished being 
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built. The sun was setting, which made the wood in the house glow from the orange sky. The air was warm, 
and I remember feeling happy at that moment. I felt complete. I felt comfortable in my skin.

My family moved to Fredricksburg when I was around the age of five. My memories of living in 
Fredericksburg come in short, detailed clips. It’s like skipping through a movie, before getting to the part 
where the story starts picking up. I remember folding up paper airplanes and dropping them off the staircase. 
I remember learning the dance moves from Disney movies with my sisters. I remember running around in the 
backyard with my dog. We’d lie under our trampoline, where the grass was the highest and we got the most 
shade away from the sun. All of my fond memories of living there mix together.

The neighborhood kids I’d play with were all white. I never fully noticed this; it went completely over my 
head as a kid. I’d still chase frogs in backyards and play with the ladybugs that would land on our legs in the 
afternoon sun. I only had one black friend in my neighborhood that I would play with. We would play video 
games and ride our bikes together, along with some of the other kids in the neighborhood. We played volleyball 
and enjoyed being kids. I made friends, and I didn’t think about the color of their skin. I didn’t think about how 
they were different from me. Looking back, it makes me miss being completely unaware of the world around me.

Being both black and white, I didn’t think about how different I was compared to everyone around me. 
For some reason, in my little head, I didn’t notice how my skin was a mixture of colors. I didn’t notice that 
I was the only kid that was a blend of races. I didn’t look at life that way when I was younger, my mom was 
my mom, and my dad was my dad. They were one and the same for me because they were my parents. I was 
completely oblivious, and I stayed this way for a while. It wasn’t until we had to move from Fredericksburg, 
that I realized my perception of things were distorted.

We had moved to the first house my parents could find in Woodbridge. I had started fourth grade late, 
and was known as the new girl. I was being shocked when going to school and seeing people that were so 
many different colors. The concept of diversity was new to me, and I didn’t realize what that meant until I 
left Fredericksburg.

I soon made a couple new friends. Some of them were white, some of them were black, and some in 
between and many other races. It was different for me, to be in a new environment. I felt more relaxed for 
some reason. I was able to fully adjust to a new life in Woodbridge after a couple months, and everything 
was behind me.

Living in Fredericksburg changed my perception of life. I realized that living there made my thought pro-
cess different. As a kid, I would subconsciously put myself under one category: black or white. I would feel 
like I had no choice but to choose one or the other. When I was with my white friends, I would think I was 
just white, and the other way around with my few black friends.

I often thought that I looked more white than black. I wore my hair in big braids, usually in twos or fours, 
but I rarely would wear my hair out curly. I found my curly hair frustrating, since my curls were tighter and 
had more knots. This led me to wearing my hair straight more often in middle school, so I wouldn’t have to 
deal with the knots. Whenever I did wear my hair curly, which I did occasionally during the summer, I found 
myself ‘feeling’ more black. Though my complexion was darker than it is now, I was constantly around people 
that were white, so I would subconsciously associate myself with being white more than being black. I felt 
guilty when I noticed that I did this later on, and it made me realize how much of a difference it makes on 
you personally when you’re around the same type of people.

I’m convinced that I developed this thinking when I wasn’t exposed to diversity. It was also frustrating 
when I was forced to choose between the two when certain school tests asked for it. I would have this internal 
conflict with not being able to choose more than one answer. I would just resort to “other,” but I wanted to 
be able to choose both. I felt as if I was choosing one parent over the other, and I didn’t want that. I wanted 
to represent my parents equally.

Being around diversity in Woodbridge made me feel better with being a mixed child. There were others 
that were mixed like me, and I didn’t feel so alone and so outcasted. It felt more natural to be around other 
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people that were like me. It truly was a cultural shock to me. I found myself being more open, more than I 
already was.

As I lived in Woodbridge longer, I grew more comfortable in the skin I was given. I was able to confidently 
be mixed, without being confused or conflicted with feeling pressured to only identify as one race. I was 
able to truly feel mixed, being with others that are just as intertwined as I was. I wasn’t constricted with my 
actions, and my ways of looking at life weren’t strictly black and white, but mixed. Living in Woodbridge made 
me realize the value and importance of being biracial, and what it really meant. It made me acknowledge that 
being mixed was a part of my origin and that I should cherish it. It helped me understand myself and who I 
was more, and I’m thankful for that. Without moving to Woodbridge, I wouldn’t have realized the depth of 
being biracial and how cherished and appreciated it should be.

Now I sit, watching the sun rise in my driveway before I head to school. It’s early morning, and the 
rest of my family is peacefully sleeping inside our house. The sky is set in an array of pinks and lavenders. 
The clouds in the sky look soft, and I look at them with sleepy eyes. The cold morning air chills my body, 
and my curls are messily set upon my head. My heart feels whole. I feel complete. I feel comfortable in 
my skin.

natalya Green, Grade 12

Road Trip 
Big Stone Gap, July 2018 

For Alexandra

I
A summer traveler in rural mountains,
you navigate a winding path,
your favorite verdant trees
beckoning you toward elusive sunshine,
cocooning you in natural love,
inspiring artistic energy—
photographs through windshield glass,
meandering words honed as poetic lines.

II
I ride along in video, imagining the warmth
of sunshine as treetop leaves retract,
allowing a beam to reach your path.
I read provocative verse, conjure neon brushstrokes
capturing your spirit in black light galleries,
wishing my arms could reach around you,
that protection was still possible if it weren’t for
crumbled safety glass on a rainy Halloween afternoon.

Cathy hailey, enGliSh & Creative writinG teaCher

My Weirdness

“You are so weird,” “Why are you so weird?” “You are one interesting chil’.” Those are just a few of the 
things people say to me when they see me being “weird,” which in their minds, they do not deem as normal. 
You want to know what I say back? “Because I am and I can be.
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I like to lead my life being me and only me, not saying I don’t have my times where I could be a little more 
authentic. I grew up in a family where you to be you. My grandmothers from both my father and mother’s 
side are probably the weirdest women I know. They taught me how to not care about people’s judgments 
because if it makes you happy and you aren’t hurting anybody, what’s the use in being anything but yourself. 
I grew up, dancing, laughing, making funny voices and faces, and joking around. When I was little, my mom 
and dad used to just break out into these dances or just start singing, like crazy people; they still do at times. 
Seeing this as child is one of the reasons I just start randomly dancing during the day. Some people when they 
see me doing this will ask, “What are you doing, like are you okay?” as if something has to be wrong with me 
because I choose not to stand still. I just reply, “I’m good.”

My weirdness is what keeps me laughing twenty- four seven, it’s what keeps me from falling into that hole 
of what others want for me to be. It’s what keeps me happy. It’s what my family and close friends love the 
most about me. It’s what I love the most about me.

zyieSha harGro, Grade 11

Natural Curiosity

When I think of the word origin, my brain immediately goes to where my family is from. My mom’s 
mother’s side is from Italy and her dad’s, directly from the small island, St. Lucia. My dad’s Ancestry.com 
spit tube results have yet to come in. If I let my mind wander over other meanings of the word origin I think 
about my childhood, the way I grew up and what I have learned. I haven’t practiced any traditions of where 
my family is from, other than eating a lot of pasta. The way that I have lived my childhood has shaped me as 
a person. Being a Florida native included a lot of running around the neighborhood barefoot, in shorts and 
tank tops all year round. We took long drives to new beaches because the local beach became a second home.

I spent my child to pre- teen years in the woods searching for the perfect spot for a treehouse, making blue-
prints, but it was never built. Spending any hours that I was inside, with my nose in a book and eyes burning 
from the lack of blinking from being completely invested in the movie I was creating in my head. I spent a lot 
of my childhood outside, in the woods, riding my bike, and discovering new places. I worry for my younger 
brother who isn’t going to experience what it’s like to grow up outside in nature. Rather he sits on the floor, a 
few inches from the huge TV screen, playing games on the Xbox for hours, with “friends” that live eight states 
away. I’ve come to accept it and try to understand that that is what this next generation holds. I’m sure there 
will be many benefits that come with this new generation of kids but also many faults.

They will never understand the curiosity that runs through your veins when you find a new place in the 
woods that you have never seen before. Hearing the birds having conversations with each other and imag-
ining what they could possibly be saying to each other. Watching the squirrels chase each other in circles up 
large pine trees and wondering what they are fighting over or if they are just play- fighting like puppies. The 
sunlight beaming through the trees at just the right angle, lighting up a spot of the ground that is covered in 
densely packed pine needles. Just staring up at the trees wondering how long it took for them to grow and 
what they looked like in their beginning stages of life. Wondering how these stationary, upright logs could 
possibly be alive and feeling sorrow for any trauma they have been through in their past. In school I learned 
that trees give us oxygen and we give them carbon dioxide. I would thank the trees for helping me live and 
tell them “you’re welcome” for giving them what they need to flower.

My childhood consists of a lot of imagining. I would make up stories based on the places I was. When I 
found shells in the dirt in the middle of the woods I would imagine the world around me but under water. 
I saw the ground as the seafloor and the birds and squirrels as fish. Swimming around and the shells scat-
tered around the floor. I got these imaginative visions most likely from the books that I read all the time, 
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influencing the way that I saw the world. I enjoyed overthinking any situation I was in. I’d watch the cars pass 
by and catch a glimpse of the people in them. I would imagine their lives and where they were going that day. 
Even as a child I understood how different everyone’s lives are. Now as a young adult, I still think about how 
everyone’s stories are different. Everyone knows different things and have learned different lessons through-
out their life. Nature has taught me how beautiful our lives are and how lucky we are to be visitors on this 
planet. My origin story is nature, just like every human being, but you just have to find the greater meaning.

haley hudSon, Grade 12

That Which We Call a Rose

My grammy calls me Léah
Her voice a gentle lilt
We sit next to each other as the service begins
I hear her muttering the prayers next to me
She’s self- conscious of her Hebrew
She wasn’t taught the way I was
At oneg, I find her a chair so she can rest
Her formerly nimble dancer’s body isn’t as strong as she likes to pretend it is
Raising seven kids will take its toll

My grandma calls me Leah
Her voice a deep drawl
We sit next to each other in her small trailer
She is settled in her special armchair, the one reserved for her
I sit on the couch next to her, watching my cousin Olivia’s kids show
We will be like this for the entirety of the trip
There’s not much to do in Battle Creek, Michigan
The sun drifts down in the sky, exposing darkness spotted with lightning bugs

My grammy calls me Léah
We sit next to each other at the dinner table
She brings a newspaper about something Jewish
I never read them
She tries to keep the conversation flowing by asking me questions
My mother checks the chicken in the oven
The familiar scent of herbs and spices wafts towards us
I’m hungry but I don’t grab a snack
I’ve always wondered she felt about my weight
We don’t talk about things like that

My grandma calls me Leah
We snack on chips side by side
Still sitting in the trailer
There’s less worry about what we eat here
We watch a Lifetime movie
She asks me a couple questions, but we mostly sit in silence
I don’t wear makeup during my stay with her
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There’s no pretense for femininity here
I play with Olivia outside when rifle blasts fill the air
I stop while Olivia continues to hit the ball
I’ve never experienced hunting season before

My grammy calls me Léah
When I decided to go by my Hebrew name
My parents stumbled over the change for a year
She never hesitated
I was always Léah to her

My grandma calls me Leah
When I decided to go by my Hebrew name
My parents stumbled over the change for a year
She never noticed
I was always Leah to her

leah iCan, Grade 12

My Name

Hi, my name is William Carl Iverson. My first and middle name have great meaning and come from 
my two grandfathers. William comes from my grandpa on my mom’s side, and means something along the 
lines of “strong- willed warrior” (thanks, Wikipedia). Carl comes from my grandfather on my dad’s side and 
quite simply means “strong man.” My last name, however, is an entirely different story. Not only is its origin 
an entertaining story in and of itself, but it took a couple of weird steps to make its way into my own name.

Oh, and some liberties were taken with this story as I don’t exactly remember all of the details. I have a 
short attention span, sue me.

I’d like you to imagine a lone immigrant from Norway. Or, eh, Denmark. Maybe the Netherlands. Maybe 
a combination–look, the point is that he was from one of those and had very strong Nordic roots. As a result, 
he only went by one name, which I’m too restricted by a deadline to care to remember. Oh, and he was a 
horse thief, which got him kicked out of his home country, forcing him to migrate to America some time in 
the late 19th/ early 20th century.

He lived a fairly average life for a poor immigrant worker in America at the time. Had a sub- par factory 
job, bound by a restrictive and soul- crushing work schedule, lived in a sad, beat up neighborhood, probably 
had at least slight hints of a drinking problem–honestly, half of the people reading this could probably relate. 
But, luckily for him, he managed to land a small apartment all to himself! Probably wasn’t the most func-
tional or aesthetically pleasing place in the world, but it was all his, and he earned it!

Slight problem, though: other human beings exist. Cruel, spiteful, evil human beings–the kind who 
only ever wish suffering upon their neighbors. Their crime? They stole his mail; that’s what they did! 
Honestly it’s a pretty ironic problem for someone who used to steal horses, but by god was it still a cruel 
one to face!

Grief stricken by the loss of his precious mail–whatever might have been in it–he filed a report to the 
police. They asked for his name. He gave them his name. They asked for his last name. He didn’t have a 
last name. They told him that because he doesn’t have another name, they can’t actually prove that it was 
his mail.

And so he went to the post office! Why? To get his name changed, because apparently that’s where you 
did that back then! He started talking to the clerk at the post office, who filled out the form for him. The 
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clerk asked him what he wanted his last name to be, something that he probably hadn’t thought about until 
that very moment. He eventually managed to come up with “Ivarson,” since, you know, he’s the son of Ivar.

The clerk barely understood him through his accent, however, and ended up writing down “Iverson” 
instead. The clerk handed it back to him for confirmation, and he noticed the misspelling.

william iverSon, Grade 12

Tale of a Momma’s Boy

In my seventeen years of life, I have learned one thing about myself more than anything else; I am a mom-
ma’s boy. While some may find that sad, I find it wonderful. I take great pride in the fact that I have such a 
wonderful relationship with my even more wonderful mother. I take solace for the mutual dependence we 
share for one another. I feel that I have greatly benefited from our relationship, so I am going to narrate the 
specific parts of my life where being a momma’s boy truly meant something.

When I was three years old, I had my first truly sentient memory. At the time, I was leaning forward on 
the railing of a slide platform, contemplating existence, something I never stopped doing. One of my first 
thoughts regarded my mother. My formerly stone- cold expression turned to a warm smile at the thought of 
her. At how she would react to my sloppily crafted painting. Upon her return from a grueling day at work, 
the look of exhaustion in her eyes became one of joy as she gazed at my painting. With her beauteous smile, 
my rather boring day, only half of it being memorable, became a great day.

When I was eight, one of the older boys (by two years) in my neighborhood punched my seven- year- old niece 
in the stomach. Upon hearing this, my mother confronted the boy and demanded where he lived. He cockily 
grinned as he answered with snark. He then uttered something rudely about how my mother would not go to his 
house. She then looked him dead in the eyes and asked, “Wanna bet?” My mother then marched on to the boy’s 
house, catching the attention of my friends, niece, twenty- year- old brother and his friend. As my mother trudged 
on, my brother and his friend following along. The boy nervously muttered as he too followed my mother. She 
calmly knocked on the door, and a rather small, petite woman came out. My mother said, “I don’t know how you 
do things where you’re from, but in America, little boys don’t punch even littler girls in the stomach.”

About an hour later, the boy came back out. My niece was playing inside, and my mother was resting. 
Gathering up all the courage I could muster, I audaciously challenged the boy to a fight on a hill (I was two 
years younger, so I needed the advantage in altitude), not only for what he did to my niece, but for how dis-
respectful he was toward to my mother. We met five minutes later at the top of the hill, he looked down at 
me callously as I glared up at him. He drew the first blow as I landed on my back. As he prepared to stomp 
me ferociously, I kicked at his ankle, causing him to slip and roll down the hill. It was over; the momma’s boy 
triumphed over the bully. I could not have felt more proud of myself at that moment.

When I was ten years old, my grandmother passed away from burn wounds. Her death left my family 
devastated, my mother in particular. As my tears subsided, I knew I had to be there for her. I had to rise 
above the hardest adversity I had faced yet in a timely manner. From that moment on, I would have to be 
man by being a momma’s boy.

When I was fifteen, my mother and brother had a verbal altercation. When he came to me, he uttered a 
foul, crude, rude word regarding her in front of his wife, sons, and nephew. Almost immediately, I told him 
to shut up. He responded by telling me no to say that to him; how hypocritical. Two years later and he has 
not apologized for what e said that night, so I doubled my affection toward my mother. (Keep in mind, he 
was never the loving one, so I doubled my affection once before. That’s, like, a lot of love)

A month later, my ex- stepfather assaulted my mother, tearing the muscle in her shoulder. Two years 
later and the pain still lingers. As you read this, I still despise him for what he did. Not only for causing her 
permanent pain, but from breaking her heart. She was depressed for over six months. Even after rising from 
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her bedridden state, her sadness lingered. I felt like there was nothing I could do. Being a momma’s boy felt 
seemingly pointless.

When I was sixteen, my mother had her first and only heart attack. When I first heard those dreaded 
words, my heart sank deeper than the aforementioned trench. My first thought was, “Was this it? Was this 
the day I would lose her; the most important person in my life?” As my thoughts became shrouded in what 
would happen if I lost her, my throat tightened and the floodgates that were my tear ducts poured open. 
When I went to see her in the hospital, my heart skipped a beat as I saw her awe- inspiring smile. She apol-
ogized deeply for making me worried as I lightly hugged her, not wanting to hurt her. A year later and she 
has cut back on all of her dangerous vices. Still though, that day reminded me that I will have to one day say 
goodbye to my mother.

These experiences based upon the relationship I have with my mother have shaped me into the person I 
am now. Without her treasured guidance, I would not be half the things she says I am. Because of my time 
spent with her, I will not have regrets when her time comes; that in itself is an incredible feeling. To feel sat-
isfaction after a lifetime of loving someone. Many may call me pathetic for being a momma’s boy, but I know 
that title will bring me a life of happiness. Plus, my mom told me it’s a good thing to be a momma’s boy, so 
it’s basically in stone.

ChanCellor JohnSon, Grade 10

Being Black in America

For most of you, your biggest worry walking to your local 7- Eleven is having enough coins to buy that big 
bag of Starbursts. For me it’s not getting shot. It’s excessively smiling and laughing to seem less threatening. 
Or letting that white boy cut me in line to not start any problems. It’s not putting my hands in my pockets, 
no matter how high they have the AC blasting so no one will think I’m stealing. It’s “yes ma’am,” “no ma’am” to 
establish I’m not one of “those black kids.” It’s doing things to accommodate for the skin I was born in. Being 
black in America is one of the most dangerous lives you can live. You live a different life. You have to; any 
misstep at any given time could mean your life. And retaliation can be fatal. You have to find a way to not be 
“that scary black person” everyone already thinks you are. You don’t even know you’re doing it until you think 
about it. You don’t consciously make the decision to act differently; you just do it. It’s survival. I wanted to 
spin the narrative: too tell you what it’s like growing up black in America. These are real truths, real struggles, 
real problems I face and every other Black individual faces on the daily. Sincerely, the truth.

Racism comes in many forms. It’s not like in the old days where we’re being forced to use a different 
fountain or being a target of the KKK, but the racism is still here: more commonly now in the form of 
prejudice. You know, like when you’re walking down the street with your hoodie on and a car is following 
you because you look “suspicious.” Or like that man tailing you in Walmart because “I think she’s gonna put 
something in her pocket.”Or maybe “it’s that woman calling the police on you for legally barbecuing with your 
family. Or that one neighbor who feels the need to make you uncomfortable. And you can’t even do anything 
about it–retaliation can be fatal, so you just have to deal with it. Now listening to this you may not be able 
to relate–you may even feel a little taken aback, appalled, surprised. But that’s a day in the life. People are 
always going to look at you differently just because your skin isn’t like theirs. Just imagine. Every. Single. Day. 
As a black person, I am always aware of who’s around me. I’ll take note of that lady with the confederate 
flag on her hat; it would probably be in my best interest to not walk over there. I’ll take note of that woman 
clutching her purse in fear of a fourteen- year- old girl. Oh sorry, a black fourteen year- old girl. It’s not right. 
It’s not fair. But it’s the way it is.

Statistically, black youth are five times more likely to be detained than white youth. Same crimes, dif-
ferent times. The reason that is, is because they already had their first strike; being black. Whatever petty, 
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minor crime they committed after was only extra incentive which is why we don’t play around with the law. 
Colored kids will be punished to the fullest extent–and then some. White kids are going to get away with 
it. We won’t. Step out of line once–one toe out of place–we’ll be shipped into whatever detention center 
not already filled to the brim with troubled colored kids. You guys live a life of freedom because the world 
favors you. For you, you can be young and dumb and make mistakes. We can’t. And it’s not anyone’s fault. 
You all can’t control how the world perceives you: as innocents. But we will always be seen as guilty. Our 
color is our crime; our guilt is evident, like a flashing sign written in our dark skin and kinky hair. Before 
we even do anything, we’re at fault. Before I even commit a crime, I’m a criminal. I don’t have to provoke 
anyone because they’re already provoked. Every day I draw breath, someone is going to hate me for it. Walk 
too slow, that’s suspicious. Move too fast, you’re threatening. Tell me, how do I have a fair chance at anything 
when I’ve already been written off?

Someone could argue, “Black kids are more problematic, more rowdy”; someone could argue we are the 
problem. But I would beg to differ. When I was young, too young to even understand the concept of racism, 
I was the victim of racial hatred. It was my first time, but it would not be my last. I remember swimming in 
my Godmother’s neighborhood pool. As my sister and I splashed around in the kiddy section, a girl our age 
approached. Being no older than five, I did not recognize she was a little white girl and I was black; to me 
she was someone who wanted to join our game of mermaids. Before we even had the chance to slay our first 
shark, her mother was roughly yanking her out of the pool. We called to her, we hadn’t yet finished our quest. 
Her mother looked down at us with disgust searing in her eyes, and if looks could kill, we’d be six feet under. 
She hauled our new friend away to their chair. My sister and I looked on wondering why she snatched her 
daughter out of the pool so abruptly. As we watched, the mom spoke quickly and aggressively to her daugh-
ter, who looked truly confused as to why she was getting reprimanded. I caught a couple of the words the 
woman spewed: “they’re dirty,” “we don’t play with those kind of girls,” something she was calling us “black” 
and some kind of a foreign word, n something? Understandably, we were confused. I mean, I did pee in the 
pool after an especially alarming round of sharks and mermaids. Maybe she saw me? I didn’t have much time 
to ponder it before my mom was giving her a much- deserved scolding. My mom made her way over to us, 
all the while telling the woman off. We left the pool. My mom, who spent the whole morning packing snacks 
and juice boxes for our pool day, hurriedly led us out to the car. We drove home in silence–well silence from 
my mom–but Amber and I wanted to know what warranted our sudden departure from the pool. And who 
was that woman and why was my mom so upset with her? Did mom know her? Or maybe they were playing 
some game? Clearly now I know, but at the time I couldn’t put together what she meant or what those words 
she used were? Why should any child that young have to go through that? What possible explanation could 
that woman–or anybody–have for exposing us to that kind of hate? What could two innocent children have 
ever ever done to deserve her hatred? Nothing.

It’s clear we have a race problem in America. It’s been apparent for centuries, though we as Americans fail 
to address it. For whatever reason, it’s 2019 and racism is still alive in the hearts of our own neighbors, poi-
soning the minds of generation after generation. We have a faceless, nameless foe living amongst us, festering 
in our neighborhoods, creeping through our schools, crawling into our work place, ripping it’s way through 
our country, our home. I see it in the hushed whispers and blue- eyed stares that follow me down the street, 
I see it in the way that white woman moves her bag away from me when I sit beside her, the alarm in her 
face or the surprise in that man’s when I speak coherently and intelligently. I see it. And every day we allow 
this infestation to grow, we all will suffer for it. We have to stop. Stop the hate, stop the prejudice, stop the 
senseless killing. One of these days, we as a nation are going to have to start making better choices. We as a 
nation need to rid ourselves of hatred–nonsensical hatred–might I add. We have to stop. End the violence. 
Break the cycle.

ava KemP, Grade 9
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Where I Come From

I come from a place that holds pride in its name.
A place where your neighbors are like family.
A place where we’ve been through war.
We walk on top of hidden gold and diamonds.
A place where we cry blood, sweat, and tears struggling trying to make it.
A place where we have to walk MILES to get clean water, and to get to school.
A place where a child could be easily abandoned, left with no mother, father, any type of care, nor 
supervision.
Where I’m from, people go days without eating, drinking, or sleeping.
But where I’m from, we know to NEVER give up.
We push through and fight.
Where I come from, we hold our heads up high and hold our flag with great pride.
Green
White
And
Blue
Sierra Leone is Where I Come From.

mariKa Koroma, Grade 12

Lights in the Night

I turn seven in a few days, a big number for most. It’s where things really start happening in your life and 
adults start to take you seriously. Or at least that’s what I think.

I sit in the Lake Jackson house, positioned next to the big wall of windows that stretches along half of 
the log cabin- esque home. The ice covered water outside bends around the big hill dotted with homes and 
docks, but halts at the towering cement dam, the frozen water failing to trickle down its edge. I ignore this 
view and instead stare at another.

My grandmother’s Christmas tree is a beautiful mess. It’s almost ugly and seemingly haphazardous in its 
construction, but it’s still charming and entrancing in its own unique way. Pine needles litter the hardwood 
floor, and the branches droop with the weight of bizarre yet homely ornaments. From one branch hangs a 
glitter- coated pinecone, while from another hangs a box of animal crackers. There’s even a piece of soap stolen 
from a Walt Disney World hotel tied with a piece of twine somewhere amongst the chaos. It’s a hodge podge. 
But that’s okay. So is our family.

I am the middle Marovelli, one of three. First came cousin Rachel. Rachel is hispanic, and the daughter of 
our close family friend, Diane. But that doesn’t really matter, she’s more of a Marovelli then any of us. Rachel 
is old enough to drive, which is an impressive feat to my seven year old brain. Then of course is me, the son 
of the youngest Marovelli and the only grandson. I was then followed by my cousin, Olivia. Olivia is only a 
year younger than me, and my Aunt and Uncle adopted her from China soon after I was born. I know she’s 
a rising talent in her ballet troupe, and much more coordinated and flexible then I am.

I hear the soft padding of slippers across the floor, and turn to see my Grammie enter from the kitchen. 
She has a sweater wrapped around her body, and her head of bright, white curls seems to explode as she 
moves. In tow are her two ever- present hounds, Daisy and Peepers. Peepers is thin with a layer of course 
brown fur and a sharp snout, while Daisy is covered in a mass of blonde, almost white fur that contradicts 
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with her pinkish button nose. Despite Daisy having long outgrown Peepers since they were puppies, Peepers 
still commands the duo, trotting ahead of her.

“Here,” she says, holding out a small box wrapped in bright red paper. “I forgot to give you this on Christmas.”
I tear into it, pushing past the wrapping. The box is black with a purple logo and golden lettering, but it’s 

in cursive, which I can’t read yet. Inside is a small glass object covered in copious amounts of glitter. It’s in 
the shape of a dog with a big lolling tongue sticking out, and shines in the light of the window. A wire hangs 
from its head.

“It’s an ornament,” she says. “I’m giving one to you and your cousins each Christmas from now on.”
“Thank you,” I whisper, as I run my fingers along its textured surface.
“Get your coat on,” she says, turning towards the doorway. “We’re gonna go run some errands.”
She helps me zip up my puffy winter coat, and tucks a big knit cap around my ears. She wiggles open the 

iron gate and makes sure the dogs don’t get out as she closes it behind us.
As I run up the gravel hill and speed past her well- tended garden, I turn back to ask, “Where are we going?”
She moves slowly up, careful of her footing. In between steps she answers, “First we’re going to the fabric 

store, and then we’ll stop to get you art supplies.”
“Me?” I ask excitedly.
“Yes, you,” she replies. “For the art class we got you.”
Grammie is cheap with everything but her grandchildren, and I suddenly remember my birthday present, 

art classes at the old candy factory downtown. I smile widely and clamber into the backseat of her car.
Later that day I return with a big green box of crayons and fingerpaint.

. . .
I turn eleven in a few days, a big number for most. It means I’ll be going to middle school soon, and I’m 

going to get to meet a whole bunch of new people. But I’m trying to push that from my mind. I don’t want 
to leave my friends just yet.

Even though I don’t turn eleven for another few days, we’re celebrating now, the Christmas tree still up 
in the corner of the house. There aren’t that many of us, but it’s all family. Olivia is curled up in one of the 
armchairs, while my uncle and my dad drink cheap Italian beer at the dining room table. My mom and my 
aunt are preparing something in the kitchen, while other family members are spread out around the house.

Grammie is in bed this year, and I wish she could get up. I really do. But it’s okay, I guess, they put her in 
the living room so she could have more space and be with everyone. Peepers lays his head across her blanket- 
covered legs, while Daisy curls up beneath her shoulder.

We’ve already had our Christmas this year, so I got my annual ornament from her. This year it was a 
glittery octopus.

As I consider where the octopus might fit on the tree, the lights suddenly dim, and my aunt and my mom 
enter from the kitchen. It’s my cake ablaze with candles. Illuminated in the center is my favorite comic char-
acter, TinTin, with his little blonde swoop of hair and button eyes. Next to him is his dog, Snowy, with a big 
cartoonish bone in his mouth. I’m amazed at the craftsmanship that’s been put into it, but it’s to be expected 
in my family. My aunt places her amazing artistic skill into everything. She sets it down on a small table in 
front of my grandmother, who smiles as she watches me blow the candles out.

After adequate amounts of cake, and TinTin and Snowy’s faces had been thoroughly ravaged we move on 
to presents, which is of course what I most look forward to.

I get plenty of things, like a new pen and new books. Even a strange knot- tying kit is gifted to me by my 
uncle for no clear reason. My aunt hands me a huge book of art by Herge, the creator of TinTin, and I marvel 
over its dense pages. I desperately want to be able to draw like this.

Finally, I’m given one last big box. From Grammie, it reads. I meet her eyes, and she smiles, motioning for 
me to open it. I tug away at the paper, and find a stark white and purple box. It’s a slanted blank object, with 
a black chord spouting out from it’s top.
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“Plug it in,” she says.
I scramble around until I find an empty socket to force the plug into. The face of the object explodes with 

a brilliant light when I do, and I nearly drop it in surprise.
“It’s a light box,” she explains. “It’s for you to use with your art. You can trace and finish your work with it.”
Before I can even muster up a thank you, I start to draw on it.

. . .
My mom hands me the phone. Grammie’s voice is slow and laborious on the other end.
“Hi Grammie,” I say, unsure of what to do as I stand outside my house.
My mom and I are on our way to the bookstore.
She can’t speak anymore. She’s too far gone. But as I talk, her breathing slows.
“Tell her how much of a great Grammie she was,” I hear my aunt say.
I refuse to say was. She doesn’t deserve was.
“You’re the best Grammie in the entire world,” I choke through sobs.
We’re in the bookstore when we get the next call.
I’ll miss you Grammie.

. . .
I turn eighteen in a few days, a big number for most. It means I’ll be leaving for college soon, and saying 

goodbye to all my friends. But I’m trying not to think about that now, I don’t want to leave them just yet. 
Before even then, I’ll be taking a trip to Belgium, where I’ll get to see a mural by Herge in person. I’m excited 
even though I haven’t read TinTin in years.

All around me are lights. I’m surrounded by thousands upon thousands of beautiful, multi- colored bulbs 
wrapped around a plethora of different types of objects. A few yards away there’s a bright dinosaur display 
with a moving T- Rex, while right next to it is a recreation of the capital. Even further down there’s a huge 
phoenix shooting out from a blindingly bright structure. It’s Christmas lights on steroids, and explodes into 
the night sky.

Olivia walks next to me, staring at a huge panda lit up in the distance. She was Sugar Plum in her Troupe’s 
Nutcracker production this year, her dancing prowess ever- increasing. My aunt inspects one of the small 
animatronic dinosaurs, and pulls her scarf around her neck. Meanwhile a few yards away, Rachel desperately 
tries to explain to my mother how to use portrait mode, as she and Diane pose by the phoenix display.

Suddenly something small darts past me, and sprints through the swampy ground, little footprints stick-
ing in the mud as it goes. A ponytailed head swings around and giggles at me mischievously.

“Get back here, Miss Lila!” I call out and chase after the kid.
I am still the middle Marovelli, but I am now one of four. Lila is the newest, only three years old, being 

Rachel’s daughter. She can be shy when she wants to be, but undoubtedly has the biggest presence.
I grab her and shake her around, and she laughs wildly as I do so. I grab her mitten- encased hand and 

walk her back over to the rest of the family.
“Ready to go get food?” my mom asks.
We walk out of the lights festival, and back to our cars. Luckily the food place is only a few minutes away. 

We enter into the quiet, semi- formal restaurant, and obnoxiously impose ourselves in peak Marovelli fashion. 
We pile presents high around the table, a makeshift Christmas our servers have to maneuver around. We 
haven’t had a chance to celebrate with Lila yet, and we want to give her our presents.

First is a small envelope. Inside is a small drawing of Lila done by yours truly, having done my best to 
capture her impish grin and goofy nature. Alongside it is money for her to sign up for art classes.

Next are things like triceratops toys and dress up clothes. She gets a stack of picture books, and a little 
R2- D2 doll she won’t take her eyes off of.

Finally, as we pay off our checks and clean up our food, my aunt produces a small box wrapped in bright red 
paper. Inside is another little black box with a purple logo and gold lettering that’s still in cursive. It’s an ornament.
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The tag on the box reads, From Grammie.
anthony marovelli, Grade 12

Grandma Kay

her white gardening gloves fit
perfectly loose

she always walked with grace
but that is probably just her age talking

my childlike hands
remind me of her own

always carrying a rosary in one palm
and a cup of tea in the other

the smell of fancy perfume and antiques
are embedded in the off white pearls
that she never took off

they long to be on my wrist
but instead lay
in a wooden jewelry box
waiting for the right occasion

sitting next to it is a box
filled with poofy pink dresses
that she once thought I absolutely adored

so appreciation was the only sign I gave
because I never wanted to disappoint

and now
her white gardening gloves
that never once touched soil
still planted something,

love.
aBiGail meyer, Grade 12

I’m Not Deaf

For the longest time, I’d never consider myself deaf. ‘It’s not that I’m deaf,’ I’d explain, ‘but that I just can’t 
hear right.’ I was afraid of being deaf, even though that’s what I am and what I will always be. I was afraid of 
the negative connotations that being deaf had—that if I’m deaf, I’ll be too dependent on others, too annoying 
for people to be around, and just a hassle overall. I jumped at the opportunity to call myself something else, 
like ‘hearing impaired’ or ‘hard of hearing,’ which took even longer to explain than the former.

Growing up, I lived in a somewhat traditional Puerto Rican family. I’m the eldest of three siblings, which 
means I serve as the exemplary child (admittedly, a very poor one). We share the same culture, we share the 
same nose, but I’m the only one in my family who is deaf. At first glance, it doesn’t seem like that much of a 
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difference; my hearing isn’t completely gone and I speak clearly enough. I can act just like everyone else—and 
that’s where my problems began.

Because I can still hear, my family is usually under the impression that my hearing is perfectly fine. They’d 
complain whenever I wanted to put subtitles on and would nag whenever I ask them to repeat themselves. 
I’m given expectations that I’m unable to achieve because I’m put on the same level as a person with your 
average hearing. It made me feel like my hearing wasn’t actually as bad as it is; that I was grasping at straws 
for attention. I had accommodations that I needed that I never got until much later in my life because I so 
happened to have thought, ‘how bad can it be?’

Oftentimes, however, my parents blame themselves for my hearing loss. You see, I wasn’t born deaf; rather, 
as a baby, I had a really bad ear infection that wasn’t treated properly. And thus, I became deaf! For the first 
four years of my life, I wasn’t able to speak properly. Everything around me was just ‘daddy’—but that’s just 
the story I was told. No matter what happened, my parents didn’t take anything away from me, and I wish 
they understood that. Being deaf didn’t destroy me as a person. Instead of trying to make me feel like a hear-
ing person, I wish they saw being deaf as just a part of me.

elizaBeth nazario, Grade 11

My Purpose

She has never had a home; she’s only had houses or places she was just staying. She never belonged any-
where, just passed along from one place to the next. She’s never felt the sense of belonging, and she envied those 
kids she saw onTV who had the best friend who lived two houses down, the friends who have known each 
other since preschool. They already have their weddings planned out to match each other’s schedules. She was 
born into a military family so she moved around a lot. Staying only in one place for a few years then uprooting 
and moving along to the next place made it hard to make friends, so after a while, she just stopped trying.

She has four sisters who don’t get along with her and parents who made their favorites, and in her case, 
least favorite, very clear. Throughout elementary and middle school careers, she was lost in every aspect of 
her life–her home life would sometimes be manageable, and other times made her want to run away forever 
and hide with Alice and the Cheshire cat. In school she was above average but was bullied for grades so she 
threw a few tests and stopped turning in her homework. After- school clubs, when she went, didn’t have any 
stereotypical personality to them; she had robotics Mondays, art club Tuesdays, newspaper Wednesdays, sci-
ence club Thursdays, and sports Fridays. She didn’t think she had a passion or a purpose and she was coming 
to terms with her ending up like her mom, an unhappy wife and disappointed mother with only a high school 
diploma. She didn’t have anything against being a wife and mother, but it didn’t feel like her.

Then the chapter of high school. She was a transfer student because she’d gotten in on a specialty program. 
She thought it’d be another miserable four years, if she even lasted that long, because she only knew three 
people none of whom were in any of her classes. She was in for a rude awakening sophomore year when she 
found her purpose here after leisurely wandering into a robotics interest meeting. The next thing she knew 
she was trying out and being fought over by the captains. The following year she joined Project Lead The 
Way, a four- year engineering class which introduces students to the main categories of engineering, and she 
just fell in love. Since then she has fast- tracked all my engineering courses, taken a few extra ones that weren’t 
required, become one of the captains, helped start TSA, another STEM- based club, which she is now the 
president of. To her delight, she found out late junior year that she had a knack for and desperately wanted to 
be a cybersecurity engineer. She’s finally found my purpose after years of wandering and I think she’s found 
her place where she can be happy.

emily nolan, Grade 12
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Of Crossed Daggers

Artifacts of places and times long lost hang, shrine like, in my room. Swords and knives recovered from 
the fields or war, metallic edges that have seen spilled blood and limp bodies, ranks delicately poised for bat-
tle. These remind me of who I am, and what I stand for, in an oblique way, for a few reasons.

Firstly, my lineage barely exists. My paternal great grandfather, Tage, is a Scandinavian man who I’ve never 
met or seen, and he brought jewelry with him when he immigrated to America. This is what I know of him. 
Maternally, everything is erased by death and disease. I’ve never met my maternal grandparents, aunts, or 
uncles, and my mother suffered a stroke when I was a child, erasing her memory of who she was as well, so I 
never got any maternal culture or lineage. So I incarnate the patriarchal Ring dynasty, generations of soldiers 
and nomads, loyal to a fault, yet stubborn and disobeying the way a traitor would.

My origin doesn’t stem from culture and recipes, it comes from the blade and barrel of war; physical 
history that shows me who my blood used to be, and who I will become.UNITED STATES PROPERTY. 
M1911A. U.S ARMY. No.1980557.DEC 19, 1905. FEB14 1911. AUG 9, 1913. These are the engravings on 
my grandfather’s service pistol that was given to me when I was a small child. I keep this artifact much like 
my mother’s ancient secrets: behind locked heavy doors and hidden in a dark corner, somewhere where I can’t 
quite reach it. Jack was my grandfather, stationed in Alaska, deployed above Berlin, 1940- 1942. I have his 
maps with coffee stains and pencil scrawls on my desk and on my walls, and a liberated Nazi service dagger on 
my wall. Both the pistol and dagger he took away from the United States military against orders, preserving 
them as history in pristine condition. This reminds me to chart my own courses, and inspired me to write for 
the origin project, since my history died as he did, without warning, without being able to catalogue the past. 
I must take what I can salvage in the present and move forwards, somewhere, as the next generations have.

My uncle’s artifacts are unlabeled, origins based off of oral stories that may or may not be embellished in 
a few ways. Italian stiletto knife, circa 1949. Congolese machete, circa 1980. Spear tip from the Euphrates 
river, circa 1400. None of these artifacts are from my Uncle’s deployment in Vietnam, since he still holds onto 
all of those, but he’s given several of his finds from world tours to my full brother, Kaden, and I. He, like my 
ancestors far enough back to be nameless, traveled across the world and never stayed in one place. This is why 
I live in a cultureless realm. No family dishes, traditions, holidays, significant gatherings, nothing. I use the 
Stiletto knife he gave to me every day, since it’s the sharpest most practical artifact I’ve been given, I use it to 
open boxes and obnoxious college letters. Every heirloom that I’ve been given has come through my uncle, 
which makes me grateful for his role, essentially, as a historian; he gives me my history. My present and my 
future, has been given to me from my half brother.

I have three of those, half brothers. Two from my mother, one from my dad, and an aforementioned full 
brother. My paternal half brother, Jason, was deployed in Iraq for operation Desert Storm. Most days during 
the winter, I wear his boot camp jacket, which is admittedly too big for my slender body. This mirrors reality, 
however. All of my brothers and uncle live in Virginia, except Jason, who moved to Colorado, unknowingly 
following the footsteps of our forefathers, being nomads. I don’t fill Jason’s shoes, more rather, his mantle, 
because I am not a soldier. I’m not cut out to be one. My mind is hardwired into nomadism, however, I’ve 
known this for years. I can feel it in my blood, my culture makes me anxious when I sit still in class and drive 
under the speed limit, I’m possessed to move somewhere new constantly. From my grandfather, deployed 
to Alaska, having my dad and uncle, redeploying to the Philippines, to California and Arizona, Texas, then 
Virginia, my father having Jason, Kaden, and me. Jason moving to Colorado, and my uncle back to the 
Philippines for his retirement, it it innate for me to go somewhere else, and that is my origin: nowhere. The 
space between here and there where people build their lives, we move as temporary fixtures and take artifacts 
with us from the time and place, building a map of where we’ve been rather than where we’re from. I grew up 
agnostic and in a generally hedonistic household, we all survive for ourselves and gain for self improvement. 
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We are tied nowhere, so I am attached to everything at once, I call nothing my own, but pull from every 
influence around me. I am an amalgam of the places my ancestors have been, and where I am now.

I embrace my destiny, and I will become a nomad, as my father has. He spent a good amount of his adult 
life on government contracts moving all over the American east, installing coax cable and teaching computer 
systems on army bases. He was never in service, but heavily tied to them, as am I. The anticipation of the day I 
am set free into the American West, as Jason was, gives me motivation to get out of where I am and complete 
college. My Uncle’s artifacts show me that I leave behind who I am, and become who I want to be by attaining 
what I want by any means. My grandfather gives me the gift of movement, and I know now, that it is mine, 
and it was given to me to continue our only tradition: Unstoppable motion forwards, wherever that may be.

deClan rinG, Grade 12
Dear Lebanon,

Peace and serenity
What more is there to see
Other than what we are

And what we will be?

7.7 billion people
In the world

But there is only one you
And there is only one me.

I come from a land
Far from here

A land that lives
Beyond memorable stories

A land filled with war
Yet, pure in the heart

Of my long- lived ancestors
A place like no other.

My Jiddi’s father,
A man I only know

Through pictures of the past
That never fade away,

Boarding a ship
He and his wife

Arrived to Ellis Island
Hello, America.

You are my home,
But to the land

I’ve never been to,
Lebanon,

You are my heart.

My best friend
Meeting her last year

Beautiful, curly- haired Maria Eid
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Taught me more about you.

She moved away from you
Three years ago

Leaving you behind
Because you are no longer safe.

Coming to America
She found me

And I found her.

America,
You are where I live
But I find my home
As I become closer

With her.

Ironic is it not?
That the world works
In mysterious ways.

I come from a line
Of Lebanese ancestors

With even more descendents
Hoping to meet someday

Yet never knowing or seeing them.
Feelings of worry

Wrap around my waist
Loss of hope in my heritage

Prevails.

And just when I feel
Myself slipping away

From a place so genuine,

The universe pulls me back
With a friend

From my origin
Is it not ironic?

Peace and serenity
I know what I am

But soon, I hope I will find out
Who I will be

With you,
Lebanon.

JeSSiCa SeBenaler, Grade 11
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Nana

Huddled around the fireplace
Shoulder to shoulder, waiting. . .
Waiting for the walls of the single room house to hum,
To simmer with the heat of the flames
Licking up and over the coals.
Six pairs of potato- sack- covered shoulders
Yearning for their next meal:
A dish of boiled cabbage, the rancid smell
Mingling with the asbestos in the walls.
A pregnant mother, hunched over her needlework,
Patching the soles of six pairs of shoes.
A father, covered head to miner’s hat in black soot,
Wanting to give his family a better life,
All the while knowing
He doesn’t have two pennies to rub together.

The oldest dead.
Whooping cough, they said.
Baby born.
Six shoulders still mourn.

Supper is served in the evening with pop. . .
Pop was cheap.
Carbonated liquid burning holes through little teeth,
Still chomping at the bit for new soled sneakers. . .
But sneakers weren’t cheap.
Growing everyday, one boy and five girls,
Learning to hide their shame from the other school children,
Who couldn’t bother to remember their names.
The six would go home and practice playground rhymes
Around the fireplace at night,
Breathing in the carbon monoxide.

All grown up.
The six leave the nest.
No college plans.
Save that for the rest.

No longer in a one room house,
The six go their separate ways,
Forever remembering their past,
The warm nights by the fire.
Momma and Pappa are long gone now;
They only have each other left.
Scattered throughout the mountain state,
They indulge in their adulthood,
Gaining spouses, children, riches of their own.
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They serve their own suppers, with diet pop. . .
An acquired taste.
They think they’ve escaped their childhood;
They have electric fireplaces now.

Little did they know,
You can’t escape the coal
That fire eats from the inside out,
Leaving traces of white, no doubt.

Phantom flames lick through their limbs,
Slowly eating from within.
Jumping from sibling to sibling,
Seeing red and attacking again and again.
Growing every day, moving through new terrain.
No man could ever contain.
The marker of death, the six meet their end.
Six became five, then quickly four.
The fire careening towards the third.
Eventually only two were left, a fight to the death,
The youngest prevailed, leaving her brother to burn.
A fighter till her last breath,
Seventy seven years and nothing left.

A cold grave, headstone black.
Little did they know,
You can’t escape the coal
That fire eats from the inside out,
Leaving traces of white, no doubt.

Peyton Shreve, Grade 12

Karachi and California

I was on vacation in California when we found out my grandfather had passed away. The contrast between 
the excitement I felt and the grief that quickly followed it continues to impact me months later in a way which 
I struggle to explain, but I am beginning to understand.

We flew out to Orange County for a huge event hosted by a company my dad works with. As an importer 
of South Asian foods, my father has made many connections around the world, connections which have pre-
sented unique opportunities. This particular event was a day of meetings and workshops, followed by a huge 
dinner, all hosted by the American branch of an Indian rice company. Instead of packing shorts and bathing 
suits for our West Coast adventure, we packed formal Pakistani garb for night and jeans for daytime outings; 
we were off to have a halal adventure as a family. My mother’s best friend from her college days now lives in 
San Francisco, and my dad took this opportunity to book tickets to see their family as well, his business trip 
now a rare family vacation and we couldn’t be more excited.

We were supposed to fly a discount airline to Los Angeles, but we were greeted with the news that this 
flight had been cancelled after our mad dash to the airport. My parents were visibly annoyed, my dad remark-
ing after everything that perhaps it was a sign we never should have gone at all. After several phone calls and 
a brief period of panic, we booked a new flight.



324 woodBridGe Senior hiGh SChool

The flight itself, was mind- numbingly boring. Perhaps I have been spoiled by the Emirates flights to 
Pakistan via a layover in Dubai, with their doting staff and wide movie selection, but this five- hour flight 
stretched out endlessly compared to the fourteen- hour flights I am used to, characterized only by the memory 
of salty pretzels and Diet Coke. Actually arriving made it all worth it, however; I was in complete awe as soon 
as we exited the airport.

The sun was golden, and the weather nothing like the harsh heat I had braced myself for. It was pretty hot, 
but in a mostly comforting way, with the breeze taking me back to Karachi beaches. Throughout the entire 
trip, my sister and I kept remarking, “It feels so much like Pakistan,” and it was true; despite still being in the 
United States, I was reminded more of my childhood trips to Karachi than of our own East Coast origins. 
We arrived at our hotel after a lengthy drive, but the view of palm trees lining the highway alone was enough 
to make it an enjoyable new experience. The hotel was adjacent to Disneyland and overflowing with tourists. 
As stupid as it felt, the corporate realities of where we were staying and the marketing we were surrounded 
by were shrouded by a childlike perception of magic. It was baby’s first trip to Disney, at sixteen years old, 
but a milestone nonetheless. We were greeted warmly by my father’s colleagues and his families, my siblings 
and I the only teenagers among business people and their small children, and my family the only Pakistanis 
among a majority of Indians. But none of that seemed to matter, as we were all now in the same Californian 
hotel, living out the same American dream through the sale of long grain basmati rice. We were well aware 
that this was a unique predicament to be in but found comfort and even humor in that fact.

We arrived in the evening, the rest of the day quickly passing by until we were in bed. The next day was to 
be full of business meetings and seminars for my parents, and closed by an awards ceremony. The day itself 
went by quickly, my siblings and I sitting in on meetings at our father’s urges to become educated on the 
family business. I became bored out of my mind, but this became alleviated by simply reminding myself of 
my location. Perhaps this is odd, but when I travel, I enjoy picturing myself on the globe, and understanding 
my location in correspondence to the cities I view as my home bases, D.C. and Karachi.

The awards ceremony was a banquet, not a stiff professional affair like I had feared. It was just outside 
of the hotel by the large pool. My brothers and father wore suits, while my mother, sister and I wore our 
Pakistani attire. I wore a golden- yellow, loose tunic and made my little brother take pictures of me under the 
warmth of the setting sun–photos of me smiling which got posted on social media where they stay up as a 
reminder of that night.

We snacked on Indian appetizers–samosas and miniature kabobs–as the comedian droned on about 
Asian- specific experiences (he was Indian and Japanese). I remember an incident in which he made a political 
joke, saying with a smile, “I’m sure no one here supports our current president!” A table of young, Indian- 
American salespeople all laughed heartily and pointed out one of their friends, a smartly dressed South 
Asian man with a clean shaven face, as a supporter of the president. “And proud!” he exclaimed in response. 
I laughed uncomfortably and waited for dinner.

The food was also Indian, with a spicy fragrance that stuck to my clothes after I took them off. I piled my 
plate high with my favorite foods, and socialized with all my friends at the function–meaning my siblings. We 
got dessert afterwards, pistachio kulfi on a stick, and decided to walk around the front of the hotel instead of 
remaining with our parents. My sister and I sat on a bench, looking up at the palm trees together, remarking 
once again just how much we were reminded of childhood visits to Pakistan. Sitting in the warm breeze with 
my siblings, a frozen dessert melting down our hands felt natural and nostalgic.

My dad ended up receiving the highest possible award for his sale of basmati rice on the East Coast. He 
knew he’d get it, but showed a sense of pride nonetheless. It was getting late at this point, but my dad, still in 
a good mood, suggested an impromptu trip to downtown Los Angeles. We had just received free tickets to 
Disneyland for the entire next day in conjunction with my dad’s award, meaning this may have been our only 
opportunity to see L.A, so we set out to the city (after changing out of our ethnic clothing of course). We 
drove in a rented car down congested highways and reached the city after close to forty minutes.
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My parents, tired from a long day and unable 
to find parking, stayed behind after letting my sib-
lings and I out of the car along the Hollywood 
Walk of Fame. Rather than visit specific iconic 
destinations, we simply walked around aimlessly 
and took in everything. As it neared 11 P.M, the 
walkways and shops were crowded, with people 
dressed for the club, or like typical tourists. There 
were stylish tourists of all races and backgrounds, 
walking by each other in rowdy groups unaware 
of one another. We stepped into shops, specifi-
cally places my mom would have hated: a tattoo 
parlour with hijabi tourists browsing the wall of 
band tees, a smoke shop with a tapestry of Hindu gods. Normally I’d feel out of place in these environments, 
but the fast pace and diversity of the people surrounding me motivated me to stand with confidence. My sister 
told me in the car she had felt a bit uncomfortable, but I truly felt nothing but a sense of belonging in the chaos.

The ride back to the hotel was peaceful, and I reflected on the fullness of the day. It was one of those rare 
occasions in which a single day is so full it feels like several–I could hardly remember the happenings of the 
morning. And, I still had Disneyland to look forward to the next day. We returned to our hotel room and 
with care I selected an outfit: ripped jeans and an oversized yellow tee shirt. I showered before bed, part of 
my typical routine. The warm water relaxed me after a fulfilling day. I was putting my pajamas on when I 
heard a knock. It was my brother. “Come upstairs right now.” We walked to the elevator together, “It’s Abaji”, 
he said. My body crumbled under my feet.

I sat in my parent’s room in a complete daze. My dad cried and frantically looked at flights. I had never 
seen him this way. I got up and tried to help them pack as my mom made phone calls, telling people what had 
happened in formal Urdu. My grandfather had been sick for only a few months, and my parents had been 
to Pakistan and seen him only weeks before our trip. He was diagnosed with dementia, and had an inability 
to recognize many people, or even realize what was going on. My mom said it was almost endearing, as he 
asked to do things he had just done moments before–eat or use the bathroom. He still prayed, or at least did 
the motions and tried to feed himself but forgot what he was doing midway through. My extended family in 
Pakistan prepared for years of this condition, buying a new hospital- style bed and other equipment that hadn’t 
yet been opened. I was pained when I realized he would never know who I was again, never have the ability 
to show the selfless concern he’d once had for everyone. But I didn’t accept that it was truly lost–even my dad 
clung to hope that he’d return to himself, that the doctors in public Pakistani hospitals had to be mistaken.

None of this mattered anymore. In the scramble to get home, my sister and I went up to our room to 
change and pack, but we got locked out, as my brother had the key. We stood opposite each other in the 
hallway and slid down the walls, until we were sitting across from each other, our legs extended. We talked 
and cried and laughed. The amusing prospect of a stanger seeing two girls acting like this in a hotel hallway 
eased the pain in my chest a bit. After we entered our room, I put on the yellow shirt that was still out from 
before, but a different pair of pants without any holes.

I slept through most of the flight home. It didn’t feel right to listen to music or even read. I could hardly 
get what happened though my head. We had a layover in Denver, and I didn’t bother picturing where I was 
on the map like I usually do. By the time we got home it was early afternoon, and it felt like so much time 
had been lost. We were greeted by extended family who beat us to our own house, bringing food and comfort. 
My uncle booked my dad a flight to Pakistan as he continued to show his emotions in ways I had never seen 
before. A weird, selfish part of myself was still upset about the trip I had been looking forward to. But months 
later, when I carefully told this to my mom and sister, they said they both understood.
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I was disappointed at my lost happiness, and guilty because of it. I felt bad for having been joyful just 
before tragedy. I was losing a connection to my background, to my familial and ethnic origins and kept 
imagining a future where they all faded away. But my grandfather’s life was so incredibly much more than its 
impact on myself and I felt enveloped in guilty selfishness once again for pitying my own loss.

This day was truly the longest of my life, characterized by so many individual parts and experiences. My 
perception of my trip, and of everything I experienced. was unmistakably connected to my origins, ethnic and 
familial. My family is central to my identity, and if nothing else, I’ve learned to truly value the ways the people 
around me have enriched my life. I know that I am lucky, fortunate to have so many opportunities and be 
surrounded by such amazing people, and all of these blessings and losses are a result of my complex origins.

aSra ShuaiB, Grade 12

The Hair on My Arms

It was spring, the time of warmth and allergies. I was a seventh grader in a middle school behind my house. 
Like any other person I wanted to wear short sleeve shirts to feel the spring’s warmth. I didn’t think much of it. I 
just wanted to avoid a nose bleed. I was sitting at my desk with my arms on the table, trying to work on a science 
worksheet. My crush happened to walk by and he looked at me, but not in the most flattering way. I realized he 
was intensely analyzing and looking at my arms. I was confused as to why he was making such a scrunched up 
face. Now I never really thought of my arms as that eye capturing, but they were kind of nice looking. He opened 
his mouth and proceeded to ask, “Does your mom not let you shave your arms?” and although I was kind of 
hurt, I responded back with, “ No, it’s just that I don’t want to shave them.” That’s the best excuse I had because 
I’ve have never questioned the amount of hair on my arms. Well he continued on by saying, “Well maybe you 
should because they’re really hairy.” I played it off and laughed, but I was hurt.

I knew middle school boys were rude, but I assumed they had some sense of control over what they say. My 
immediate reaction was to put on my jacket to cover my arms. It surprised me that I felt ashamed, just because of 
one foolish comment. The emotions emerging through me were mixed between sadness, embarrassment, and rage.

I got home and I was infuriated with my mom. She didn’t shave her arms and made me think that it was fine 
for a girl to have hairy arms. According to middle school boys it wasn’t, and i listened to them. My brain was as 
undeveloped as theirs, so of course I’d listen. I began to tell her about the embarrassment I went through and 
she responded with, “ That kid is ignorant and knows nothing. The hair on your arms look nice, just like mine, 
and don’t shave them because the hair grows back thicker.” What she said went in through one ear and out the 
other. Her opinion did not matter to me because I was too blinded by my crush’s opinion, that I let his comment 
get to me. I didn’t have the courage to shave them completely so I grabbed an eyebrow shaver and shaved a tiny 
section. It made me uncomfortable to see a bare section of my arm, it looked so strange. Instead of completely 
shaving, I resorted to constantly hiding my arms under jackets and long sleeve shirts even though the weather 
was warm. I tried no to be self- conscious, but it was kind of hard fighting the fact that I was a very hairy girl.

There was something that made me a bit more comfortable with myself. All the women in my family 
had arm hair and never shaved it. To them it was normal to have a lot of hair on their arms. In the Mexican 
culture it was normal for women not to shave their arms. With my family I felt comfortable flaunting my 
arms and wearing clothes that exposed them. On the other hand, when it came to people at my school or in 
public places, my whole attitude would change. I’d plan the things I would wear to specifically cover my arms. 
It wasn’t one of the best decisions I made, but I just didn’t want to deal with the comments.

Hairy arms bothered me until one day I decided to get over myself. I always look up to my mom, and she 
continues to be my role model. Her hairy arms never bothered her, so why should mine? I am Mexican and 
it’s common for girls to be hairier than other girls. It’s a big part of me and will remain that way. I’m comfort-
able with myself and that’s all that matters.

nereida SoSa antunez, Grade 10
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Days of Blue

Day 1
Today she seemed fine. She went out with a friend to an ice cream place, talked, laughed, even smiled I 

suppose. She made it back home three minutes before curfew. She’s good about getting back home early. She 
knows that every minute she isn’t home worries her mom. Those melodramatic novelas really take a toll on 
Mom’s view of the real world although she always tells Mom how the world isn’t overflowing with crime; 
there’s good in everything. Nonetheless she made it home safely, went to her room, got ready for bed, and 
told her mom and me goodnight.

I thought nothing of it, just her regular night routine. She’s a good kid: responsible, smart, thoughtful, 
everything I hoped for her to be. I went into her room to check that the lights were off and noticed used 
tissues around her bed. I figured she must be getting sick.

Day 2
I tiptoed into her room this morning before I left to work, hoping that my construction boots wouldn’t 

make any noise so I could unplug the charger from her laptop. Over charging those things is bad so i’ve heard, 
stumps the battery life. She was sound asleep. She seemed peaceful. I succeeded in not waking her up. I would 
see her later that afternoon once she got back from school.

She came back from school. I heard the slight screech of her car’s brakes as she parked in the driveway. She 
came in and did not say a word to me or her mother. She just smiled, but she’s like that; quiet. Sometimes I 
can’t help but feel she’s this way because of her mom and me. Maybe we really hadn’t given her the space she 
always claimed she needed, but this also could be a phase like those that most teenagers face when growing 
up. I saw this on some American T.V. drama, has to have some credibility.

She went to her room and only came out once during the rest of the day to eat dinner. She told us she had 
loads of work to get done, as always. She’s hard working. She makes me proud.

I stepped into her room just before bedtime to set a cup of manzanilla tea that her mom made her on 
her desk. Her mom is really persistent about drinking tea–believes they help to reduce the stress in people’s 
muscles. I’m not entirely sure if that’s true, yet I still do as she says. I walked into her room; she had fallen 
asleep on her floor, a realm of what looked like notes and school work around her. I noticed a violet colored 
journal propped open near the corner of her head. I squinted to read what looked like a single line written 
on the page. I guess that it would have been helped if I’d worn my glasses, but i don’t like them; they make 
me look old. So I got closer. The line read “it hurts.” I closed the journal, placed a blanket over her and turned 
off the lights. What could be hurting her? A boy, possibly ? She’s never talked to me about any boy–she tells 
me everything. Or maybe she really is sick. I hope it isn’t some grave illness. God please protect her. Thank 
you for another day of life, amen.

Day 3
I didn’t go to work today since it was raining for most of the day. The work sites would be too slip-

pery and muddy to work on, so I stayed home and spent half of my day looking through books of auto 
part coupons. I was looking to fix that break situation she has going on with that car. The other half of 
the day was spent anxiously waiting for her to come home, keeping in mind the line i had read. I was 
worried. I hadn’t spoken to her mom about it yet because it might blow the situation out of proportion. 
It’s for the best.

She arrived a little later that usual, told us it was because of “rain traffic.” She quietly went off to her room, 
as usual. I waited a few minutes for her to get settled and then went into her room. I asked her what hurt and 
naively if she had caught a cold or something. All she did was stare at me in awe. Her breathing was steady 
and her eyes grew glassy. Then finally she blinked and told me she had failed a math test but surely she could 
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make up for it, she was just a little upset that was all. I believed her. I guessed that was enough of a reason 
for her to be hurting. I hugged her and told her not to stress out too much. Everything would work out. Her 
eyes grew glassy again, this time they were shaky, almost as if their crystal like surface were ready to shatter. 
She told me how much she loves me and how she wishes she could help us in some way. She’s overheard my 
talks with her mom. Work wasn’t going so well, but it’s always been this way. I told her I loved her too and 
that she had no reason worry.

I left her room now thinking she’d be fine. She simply worries too much. I’m relieved.
God, thank you for bringing her into my life, protect her from all the malice, amen.

Day 4
I was packing my lunch for work this morning, some leftovers from yesterday, when I heard a gasp then 

followed by a sob. I thought it must be her mother. She always wakes up in the midst of some nightmare. The 
nightmares about losing the house and being sent back to a country that has nothing left to give. I’ve gotten 
used to talking her back to sleep. So I walked past our bedroom but the crying seemed to be coming from 
another room. I walked to the room and cracked the door open enough to peer in. She was sitting up on her 
bed in the darkness of the room. She looked over at me and told me she didnt want to go to school today. I 
told her it was just a nightmare assuming she was sleep talking. She shook her head violently as she said “I’m 
just not enough” and laid back in bed, still crying. I figured she’d fall back to sleep soon enough. Everything was 
okay. I left for work and came back. She left for school and came back. She came back asking if she could get 
a job. Her reasoning being she needed a little bit of money to pay for college applications. I told her that there 
was no need, that I could pay for any cost dealing with school. I’ve been working a few jobs on the weekend; 
the money from these would surely be enough. She smiled and said that she was aware but insisted that this 
job would benefit everyone. She has a way of convincing me, she seems to have every move so well thought out.

Now lying here in bed, I can’t help but think that she’s cracking under pressure. She’d be getting a job. 
Now I felt that this was all because of me.

God, what do I do? I ask you for your help. Help surviving amen.

Day 5
She spent the entire day writing in her journal on the couch today. She really likes it. When she was 

younger she’d tell me that she wanted to become an author when she grew up–write books about mysteries 
like the ones in those magic tree house book that she’d devour in one sitting. That dream died down once she 
realized author’s couldn’t make money as fast as lawyers and doctors could. She still made time for writing, 
though, along with some weirdly named math classes that had equations with letters in them. Who woulda 
thought that were possible. Anyway, I really wish I were able to understand what she writes about. Maybe I’d 
understand her better if I could, like what’s going on in her head recently. But it’s okay because she seemed 
happy today. I haven’t seen her this expressive in a while. Eventually I’d understand.

Day 6
It’s a weekend and she didn’t go out with a friend today. Nor did she go to that party her best friend invited 

her to the last weekend. I assume they must’ve gotten into an argument of sorts. That’s normal among girls 
her age. Anyway she was in her room for most of the day, so I cracked open her door for a quick second to 
check that she were all right. She was sitting on her bed staring out the window as if she were off in a daze. 
Her eyes were reddened. I went along with my fatherly instincts and opened the door completely. She didn’t 
bother looking at me. She stared intensely through the window. I asked her if she’d been crying. She nodded 
still not turning her head. A few seconds passed. She turned her head to face me and told me that she was 
sorry. The pain in her tone and facial expression was perfuse. I was confused as to what she had said, but 
the sight of her in pain was overbearing; rather than questioning her, I held her in my arms as she cried. In 
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a muffled whisper, she said, “for being weak enough.” I still didn’t know what she was referring to. She is the 
strongest person i know. She takes after her mother in her determined ways and ability to overcome, yet they 
both seem to be heavily in doubt. Im worrying again. I’ll try to discuss this with them in the morning.

Day 7
I told myself everything would sort itself out and whatever happened was for a reason. Everything lay in the 

hands of god. Yet today I learned how oblivious I am and that I’ve been looking for god in all the wrong places.
She’s gone. I’m at fault.
She left for school this morning and told her mom and me that she was staying after school for a club. Her 

mom told her to text us when she’d be coming home. It was six and she still hadn’t texted. The hours passed 
by tediously. When nine arrived, her mom panicked and began dialing phone numbers trying to contact those 
who might have seen her. There were no recollections. But I had faith. That’s all I thought I needed.

yareli SoSa antunez, Grade 12

A Tale of Five Dogs

I’ve lived in the same house my whole life: a moderate family home with four bedrooms, the smallest being 
the guest room, though I think my room loses smallest by barely an inch. The house is nothing grand and its 
size doesn’t really allow room for anyone beside the family living in it, let alone multiple large pets. However, 
despite our living conditions, my family has always found a way to smuggle in two or more dogs.

Now dogs have always been in my life and as strange as it is to make my origin project about them, to me 
it seems the most fitting topic I could discuss. They’ve guided me and supported me without even trying and 
although I’m sure everyone has these kinds of connections with their pets, I still feel like the bond is stronger 
in my case. It could be the knowing comfort that dogs don’t judge you–they just care about food, love, and 
play time; it could be the fact that I’ve had so many dogs, that I’ve never really lived without at least one in my 
life. Dogs have always been my family, and my interactions with them have come to shape me into who I am 
currently; I’m sure their influence and my family’s influence will shape me into who I am ten years from now.

Coco (thirteen years old)
As a large chocolate lab weighing in at least ten pounds above average, Coco lived a lot longer than I 

expected, but then again she always was surprising. We got her before I was born, and she lived with us until 
I was roughly twelve years old. She was a moderately sized dog for a moderately sized house, or at least she 
was moderately sized once my parents moved out of their townhome shortly after I was born.

Coco had a lot of heart and even more stomach– you’d either find her head in my dad’s lap or in the trash. 
We tried everything to get her head out of the latter, even buying a lockable can, but she was still somehow 
able to get the moldy leftovers that coated the sides of the bin. It wasn’t until later that my parents found out 
chocolate labs were commonly known for shoving their heads in the garbage. Other than that, she was a very 
good dog–a complete sweetheart that was gifted to us as a newborn by a friend who intended her to be for 
my then three- year-  old brother’s birthday gift.

She was never really his dog, though; her heart was completely owned by my dad, who loved her almost as 
much. I never really got to know her because of how engrossed she was with my father. Honestly, he and the trash 
can were the only two that could really hold her attention. Still I was able to learn a few things from that old soul 
and she was my first dog, despite me not being her favorite. She helped me become more outgoing and carefree, 
and I was saddened when she passed away. Old age and arthritis, a very fitting death for such an old spirit, and she 
accepted her time with that same smiling face and long, lolling tongue. My dad was crushed that night; he could 
barely touch the tasteless KFC. That was one of the first times I saw my dad cry and he really tried not to because 
he thought we’d be more hurt than him, but really there was no one as close to Coco as he was.
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I think that was the biggest lesson Coco taught me, on that evening of her death. She indirectly taught 
me the importance of staying strong for others. As a dog, she just wanted to see everyone happy and even 
after going through fight upon fight with our other dog, she still smiled with her tongue hanging out. It was 
the evening of her death when I finally saw this common act that she would be pulled by a human. I finally 
understood its importance and how her almost unknowingly selfless act helped me support my family. Coco 
was the base of the house known as my personality and it took her death for me to realize that.

Patsy (thirteen years old)
I don’t know where to begin with Patsy. She was my dog, not my brother’s, not my mom’s, not even my 

dad’s. My dog. Though she did like to try and make me regret that sentiment.
Before we adopted Patsy at that monthly dog adoption day PetSmart always holds, she lived in an abusive 

household for her first year. From what I’ve been told, the owner would beat his wife and Patsy would try to 
interfere in order to protect her. This would lead to Patsy being left outside for days on end, despite whatever 
weather conditions. That first year was her hell and it shaped her to become the dog that lived with us for 
her remaining ten or so years.

She was a mutt but with the primary looks of a yellow labrador, the perfect contrast to Coco. We had 
gotten her because Coco was feeling incredibly lonely and depressed and it was recommended that we adopt 
another dog to combat that depression. If only we knew what kind of dog we would be adopting.

Patsy’s past owners had affected her behavior and personality and despite the ten loving years we gave 
her, that one year she spent with them had traumatized her until last day. She would attack Coco quite a bit 
for the smallest of things, like food or attention. It wasn’t soft fighting either. She really would’ve been one 
hell of a dog fighter or a police dog. Honestly, the floor saw more blood from their brawls than it did from 
fallen food. Nevertheless, I loved that dog with all of my heart and it’s probably because she never hurt me.

She had really big, sad eyes and she was my best friend. I remember one time I was on my knees just crying 
really hard. I can’t remember why, but she sat next to me and like a scene pulled straight from Marley and 
Me, she placed her head on my shoulder and allowed me to hug her for a good few minutes. It was a small 
action but I could never really shake it. It still comforts after all these years. That hug was the biggest sign she 
would never hurt me. My dog would never hurt me.

When Coco died, Patsy got worse. Her attacks got more violent and after one particular fight, she put one 
of our other dogs in a cone. Her mental stability declined with her age and my dad was at his wits end with 
her. I think he slightly blamed her for Coco’s death though she had nothing to do with it. Towards Patsy’s 
end, I was the only person in her corner. I thought she was a cursed angel, as cliche as it sounds, I didn’t want 
to face the truth about my dog. My sweet dog.

It was a week before the first day of eighth grade. I don’t how it started and I don’t know who started it 
but I remember watching my mother throw her hand into the fray, an act that’s been repeated on multiple 
occasions, and I remember watching as she yelped and for once the blood on the floor was not that of a dog’s. 
We wrapped my mother’s hand in an old towel and my brother drove her to Patient First. My dad and I 
waited anxiously at home though I felt the most anxiety, My dad decided yelling at the dogs would help him 
cope with the fact one of them had actually bitten her. At the time we didn’t even know who bit my mother, 
though truly everyone knew and I was the only who tried to put the blame on someone else.

My heart was aching because I knew Patsy would never hurt one of us; she didn’t have the ability too. 
She was a good girl. A good dog. The best dog. She was my dog and she wouldn’t hurt me or anyone else. I 
knew she wouldn’t.

It was two days before the first day of eighth grade. I was at home, watching HGTV as my parents dis-
cussed how they could try and redecorate the house to resemble the perfect homes on the TV. I felt happy, 
overjoyed even, despite the fact I’d be returning to my last year of middle school in a few days. It felt like a 
good day. I wanted to share it with my family, so I stood, kissed my mother and father on the head, and then 
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went around in order to kiss the heads of the dogs that littered the living room. Patsy was my first stop as she 
was closest and she was strewn about the living room carpet with hazy eyes as she drifted in and out of sleep. 
I leaned down and softly caressed her head, and I felt her calmly react to the action. Feeling emboldened, I 
got down on my knees and placed a light kiss on her head, but I guess that was too much.

I had just heard the snarl and suddenly there were teeth lodged in my cheek with a few trying to make 
their way through my nose. The funny thing is, I didn’t feel a thing. No pain, no anger, no sense of betrayal, 
just numbness. A numbness that swallowed my face, specifically my cheek, and a numbness that swallowed 
my joy. My face was bleeding yet all I could think about was her. I knew she wouldn’t hurt me. This wasn’t 
Patsy. This wasn’t my dog but an imposter placed there to trick me, to harm me.

Yet that was my dog. At least that’s what I had to say to animal control when they showed up at the 
doctor’s office. I had tried to play it off as a cat scratch even though they know my mom was in here a week 
earlier with claims of a dog bite. The doctor even pointed out that the mark was too deep to be a cat yet they 
still played along in order not to upset me.

It was the first day of 8th grade. I went in with a swollen face and a heavy heart as I held Patsy in my 
thoughts the whole time. It was hard not to think about her considering every five minutes people would ask 
about what happened, but my mind still drifted to her sleeping at home. Did she feel remorse? Did she mean 
to lash out? Is she still my dog?

My day went on and I slowly started to cheer up. I got home with a big smile on my face as I rushed 
through the empty house yelling for my dog. There was no sign of her. However, the back door stood wide 
open so I rushed out to be greeted my mother and brother who wore solemn faces. I ignored it and cheerfully 
discussed my day. I was only about two minutes in when I asked the question they were dreading.

“Mom, where’s Patsy?”
Silence. My mother’s mouth was moving, but that’s all I heard. Silence.  .  . and then screaming. I heard 

screams and wails for the first time. I felt my heart shatter for the first time. I finally understood what my dad 
felt when Coco died, yet I didn’t try to hide my pain. At least he got to say goodbye.

It’s been two years and I still choke up at the thought of my dog and that day. She was my best friend. 
She was one of the few things that helped me get through the day. She was everything to me. Patsy helped 
me accept myself and slowly come out of my shell. Her death, on the other hand, forced me back into that 
shell and I’m still working my way out. If Coco was the foundation of the house of my personality, then Patsy 
was the walls that built the house. She was my protection from the outside world and for the longest time, 
she was my home. I learned about death the hard way, and although she taught me so much more, it was her 
death that shaped me. I only hope it’s not her death that drives me.

Teddy (ten years old)
Shiba inus, an iconic dog breed. Teddy was always the opposite of the stereotype that surrounded this 

breed. Most shiba’s were friendly and cozy dogs that would do the cutest performances while Teddy is a 
grumpy old man who is more cat than dog. He hates being picked up and if you do lift him, then his legs 
and arms will go stiff and his claws will dig into whatever clothing you have. I lost a few good shirts to him.

My connection to Teddy is slim and almost nothing. He’s too distant to build a relationship with, and he’s 
too grumpy for anyone to love on constantly. Of course the exception is my father, but even he had trouble 
cuddling the dog unless it was bedtime. Teddy has always been elusive and he still is today–even more so, 
after we got the large puppy that drives him mad almost 24/ 7. I think Teddy was just aggravated that he 
couldn’t keep up with the puppy’s spry young behaviour.

Teddy has always been the outsider in our family. Not as affectionate as the others, not as happy as the 
others yet it didn’t seem to bother him. He truly didn’t care about what anyone thought about him. He was 
just living the best of his shiba life, and that’s what he taught. He taught me to live my best and to not stress 
on what people thought of me. He knew what people said didn’t matter and through observing this small 
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dog, I was able to gain not only a self- esteem boost but also a new perspective on life itself. Teddy is like the 
windows on the house of my personality, a way to see past the walls that surround me and even though he 
still gets annoyed by me, I can tell he still loves our family.

Waffles (nine years old)
Waffles has always been the smallest in the family and has truly been the smallest dog I’ve ever had. Of 

course, jack russells aren’t really known for their hulking size so her small stature was just genetics. However, 
her large belly that wobbles when she walks is almost the same size as a bowling ball. She isn’t really fat 
though, it’s mostly left over weight from her pregnancy.

We didn’t have Waffles during her multiple pregnancies, she was a breeding dog before even being consid-
ered for a cage at the classic PetSmart adoption day. Her body hasn’t been able to heal perfectly, but she still 
tries her best to move through day. Her day- to- day life is usually the same routine of sleep, bark, and cuddle. 
Waffles is definitely the most affectionate dog I’ve ever had or even come across. She just loves attention. I 
guess she didn’t get a lot of that before adoption.

Waffles was kind of a replacement for Coco. My dad needed another dog in his life, and despite the fact 
we still had two others at the time, he needed one that would love him as much as Coco loved him. Waffles 
was that replacement, and she was one of the best additions to the house. Her attention, like Coco’s, was 
dictated by my father, and my father was only allowed to pay attention to her. She was an attention hog with 
emphasis on the hog part because she snorts just like one.

This little pup has so much love to give to my family and to my life, and her love seems to be the driving 
force to her life. She loves unconditionally like any normal dog and she cuddles like a small stuffed toy. A 
little white dog truly holds more love in her heart than some people I know and that’s what she taught. She 
taught me to love without condition and to love with all my heart. Waffles is the door to the house of my 
personality because she taught how to open up. She taught me how to open my heart. Although she was for 
my dad, she helped me more than I’ve ever helped her and I’m eternally grateful for this small dog. A small 
dog that created and inspired my love for people and animals.

Kota (one year and three months old)
There isn’t much to say about Kota considering the fact we’ve only had him a year. As a large goldendoo-

dle who has been raised strictly by lap dogs, he’s become convinced that he can comfortably sit on my lap 
without engrossing the entirety of my legs. He also has more energy than the electricity pumping through 
the telephone wires across the street. He loves jumping up and onto his back paws, and I believe he’s about 
five foot two inches when he stretches to his full height. He really has nothing to offer besides his size and 
his smile. The largest smile I’ve ever seen on a dog always sits kindly on his face. That smile has gotten me 
through difficult nights–nights that I considered saying goodbye to his smile.

Kota and his smile still have so much to learn and so much to teach. He’s just starting his life and he’ll be 
living the entirety of it with us. I’ve yet to learn a lesson from him, but I know there are plenty in plan for our 
future. He will be my teacher and I, his. He is my future. I don’t know what he’ll add to the house of my per-
sonality. I don’t know where my life will take him. We still have so much to do and so much to see. Knowing 
is only half the battle right now, but Kota is my current origin. My current personality. My current future.

As cliche as it sounds, dogs have been my guardian angels. They’ve guided, protected, and educated me 
through my years of growing up. They’ve shaped me in ways I still have yet to comprehend, and although 
they’re just pets, to me they’re so much more. Dogs are my origin. Dogs are the guiding light that will lead 
me to my final destination in life. Dogs are the house of my personality and Coco, Patsy, Teddy, Waffles, and 
Kota are or will be the items that make up this home.

adriana vaSquez, Grade 10



woodBridGe Senior hiGh SChool 333

Just Black

The day after Christmas, I sat down in front of my family’s desktop and opened up Sallie Mae’s scholarship 
search engine. I had decided to dedicate the last few days of my winter break searching for ways to fund my 
secondary education. With hopes of pursuing a career in mathematics, I figured there would be plenty of money 
available for someone such as myself heading into a field where both of my minorities are underrepresented. 
The process of building my profile began as effortless and comfortable; I am a: high school senior, Resident of: 
Virginia, Gender: Female, Age: 18, Citizenship: U.S Citizen, Ethnicity: Black—except, ‘Black’ was not an option.

This immediately puzzled me. Affirmative Action, policies favoring groups known to have suffered from 
discrimination, has been in place since the 1960s, surely there are scholarships intended for Black people. I 
spent the next 10 minutes scrolling through the provided list of ethnicities and nationalities, tracing my finger 
meticulously down the monitor; 10 options for Asians, 23 options for Caucasians, 5 options for Indigenous 
populations and Islanders, 4 options for Hispanics and Latinos. My only option was ‘African- American’. Not 
even ‘African- American or Black’, just ‘African- American’.

I struggled to press down on my mouse. Am I African- American? I do not know where I am from. My 
parents do not have records of any semblance of a family tree. My grandparents certainly are not aware of 
their roots. What right do I have to identify with a continent whose only claim to me is my complexion? Am 
I not just Black? I decided to ignore the unsettling feeling in my stomach and select ‘African- American’ in 
favor of missing out on opportunities for college funding, but the experience left a sinking pit in my stomach 
that has resurfaced frequently since then.

Now that I am a legal adult and fill out my own paperwork, I stumble into this challenge often. Every 
formal documentation wants to know “which category best describes” my race. Though their inquiries are 
seemingly innocent, college applications, DMV registrations, and census surveys all induce a momentary 
internal crisis. If a person asked my race, I would simply respond ‘Black’– my mother is black, my father is 
black, therefore so am I. But on many official forms, my only option is to identify as African- American. On 
some gracious occasions, I am offered ‘Black/ African- American’ (‘Black or African- American’ if I am lucky) 
with the two terms offered as one synonymous option, their cultural uniqueness dumped into a melting pot 
and fused into one nondescript category. I am rarely given the opportunity to appropriately represent myself. 
Sometimes this incites confusion, sometimes sadness, sometimes uneasiness, but most often irritation. It is 
utterly essential to correctly define a people whose history is centered around the loss of their identity.

I firmly believe that the categories Black and African- American are not interchangeable. An African- 
American is an individual with direct descendants from the continent of Africa. They may not have a purely 
African bloodline, but they know what customs to participate in, what traditions to carry on, what holidays to 
celebrate. To be Black is to have been disjointed from your ancestry for so long that your great- grandparents 
do not even know what nation they descended from. To be Black is to latch onto those around you and form 
your own values and habits with others who suffer from the same loss of identity. It is indeed its own culture, 
one forged out of shared experiences, shared physiques, and shared loneliness.

‘African- American’ is not the only nationality of its kind. Any time any immigrant is nationalized as a 
U.S Citizen, they earn the right to add ‘American’ to their previous identity (think of terms such as ‘Chinese- 
American’). The second half of this compound nationality is indicative of an individual who values their 
unique heritage but is proud to be a member of a new community. It is a symbol of achievement, signifying 
a person who has successfully made their way into a new society. Hundreds of thousands of immigrants 
from many nations choose to earn American citizenship, but those from any of the numerous countries in 
Africa have the exclusive obligation to identify as simply African- American. They do not have the option of 
distinction between the many ethnicities enclosed within the continent of Africa. A Nigerian who worked 
hard to earn the fare to the states and has recently earned their citizenship is African- American. So are 
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third generation Cameroonians whose parents and children were all born, raised, and college educated in 
the United States. And yet, someone living in the projects with an unknown distant ancestor from Ghana 
and an unidentifiable number of other races mixed into their bloodline, resulting from generations of slave 
rape, must also be African- American. African immigrants must ignore their individuality and submit under 
one large umbrella. They do not have the option of paying homage to their heritage; they must simply be 
African- American.

Although the clumping of all Africans is an injustice in and of itself, it is an even larger disservice to equate 
African- Americans to Black people. My emphasis on the distinction between the two is not made in hopes 
of augmenting cultural barriers, nor is it a claim of superiority–neither one is lesser than the other–rather 
it is an acknowledgment of the fact that being African- American submits you to unique trials just as being 
Black has its own tribulations. Being Black requires that the color of your skin be the source of your identity. 
It means your heritage was stolen from you when your ancestors were kidnapped from their homes and sold 
into slavery. It means your great- great grandfather had his culture beaten out of his memory. It means your 
great grandmothers struggled to grasp for any sense of who they were, who they were supposed to be, and 
who they would become. It means that at some point in the long history of their lineage, their identity was 
brutally and unapologetically stomped into the dust of the very earth that they were forced to work on.

I am black. As obvious as it sounds, there have been many times in my life when I have felt like I had little 
to no right to even try to identify with black culture. I grew up in an upper middle class suburban neigh-
borhood surrounded by people of other races, I didn’t feel like I could relate to other black children. Then 
again, it’s impossible to form any concrete assessments when you are constantly beleaguered by an arsenal of 
contradictions. How am I supposed to feel about myself in a country that can’t decide how it feels about me? 
I can’t tell whether or not my life matters, whether my talents are appreciated or exploited, or whether my 
body is exotic or unshapely. This very struggle is the reason I can be so confident in my race now. I know I 
am black, not because of my elusive family tree or even because or my complexion, I know because I feel the 
full force of my displacement every day that I live in everything that I do. The beauty of my race stems from 
the acceptance of our disjunction. It lies in our resilience, our persistence, and our strength. We thrive, even 
when we aren’t wanted.

CandaCe todd, Grade 12

Go Ahead

After Maya Angelou

Go ahead and poke fun at me
Sneer at my pudgy lips

Laugh at my broad nose
Revolt at my miry skin
But at least let me sing

Go ahead and pet me like an animal
Poke my stiff, upright bush
Yank my rebounding coils

Stroke my exotic fur
But at least let me sing

Go ahead and brainwash my sisters
Bleach their flesh off
Burn their hair up



woodBridGe Senior hiGh SChool 335

Relax their brains out
Go on and condemn my children

Rob them of opportunity
Taunt them with prospect

Feed them their niche
Go and kill my brothers

Beat my cousins down in the alleys
Throw my uncles in crowded cells

Refuse my father his duty of provider
But at least let me sing

Go ahead and tell me what I know
Call me who I truly I am

Enlighten me on all that I can amount to
Cripple me into believing you

But At least let me sing.

Take that rusted blade from my throat
I am well aware of my displacement

Let me feign ignorance of my circumstance
Let me close my eyes and sing.

CandaCe todd, Grade 12

The Real Black Me

My hair haunted me in middle school.
The nappy texture filled me with disgust. 
Society taught me it wasn’t good enough. 
I combed and combed and tried different styles.
None of it helped. 
Instead I should have tried to love myself. 
Woe is me, I’d cry myself to sleep, constantly feeling ugly—
That’s what I would hear around me—
Ugly for being naturally me,
Ugly for being who I am. 
I grew tired of the European beauty standards.
I grew tired of the hate. 
I forced myself to love me and didn’t know what I’d create—
Self love so strong it nullified the hate. 
Attracted those who saw my inner and outer beauty—
Those who loved me, the real me, 
The real black me.

darChan turner- daviS

The Hardship of Living

I had a pretty rough childhood. I didn’t realize exactly how it made me feel until I was older, only because 
as a young kid, I obviously didn’t understand. I was always a very energetic and happy child and I would 
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brighten any room I walked into. That was as a kid, though, when my mind was still in a playful, immature, 
carefree state and the only thing that mattered to me was what color crayon to use for my triangular shaped 
dress on my stick figure drawing. Around my fifth grade year, I began noticing hurtful comments, rude 
looks, snarky attitudes, and unsettling gestures from other kids. My father was put in prison when I was in 
the fourth grade, and my family was crumbling in my hands. At the time, I didn’t know how to feel. I was 
bombarded with feelings and thoughts that I didn’t understand and wouldn’t understand until a year later. 
My family was poor, my dad was in prison and everyone knew that. Looking back, I was always bullied in 
elementary school, but I didn’t really care because I didn’t comprehend it happening, and I never truly knew 
what having “fake friends” was like.

As I got older, and my life started really falling apart, everything started to make sense. I learned how to 
self- loathe only because I believed everyone around me already had some sort of negative opinion about me. 
I thought I was a problem, a mistake, a liability, a pest. It only got worse in middle school. I was played by 
boys because they knew I was vulnerable; girls, on the other hand, were disgusted by me. I only had two real 
friends through it all: my best friends, Nisi and Myles. Two losers, just like me. They made things easier to 
get through my sixth grade year. In the beginning, though, I developed the bad habit of self harm. I would 
mentally abuse my self- conscious and physically abuse my body. I told my best friends in hopes they could get 
me to stop, but it became an addiction, and I was out of control. I wasn’t addicted to the pain, or the blood, 
or the fact that it’s fun to pick at scabs, but to me, self- harm was a circuit to feeling okay again, or at least, a 
way of numbing the emotional pain with physical, so that I didn’t feel anything at all. I felt as if no feelings 
were better than too many. I finally understood how I felt, why I felt it, and in a way, found how to not feel 
it anymore. It wasn’t an easy battle, having to wear long sleeves everyday, hiding my hurt behind a mask, 
and putting on a show enabling people to see how I actually felt. Somewhere along my sixth grade year, my 
secret got out and other kids started making fun of me. They labeled me as “that emo witch.” It seems like 
people don’t know their facts–“emo” is a genre of music, not a descriptive word that discriminates normal 
from abnormal and I just so happened to be fairly nice to people, never once was I a “witch.” I knew what it 
was like to have someone be rude to you, call you names, make fun of you, and just straight up hurt you for 
no reason. I didn’t believe anyone should have to feel that way, but I somehow convinced myself I deserved it.

The bullying didn’t only happen at school; once my dad was released from prison, I would come home and 
be greeted by degrading comments and slaps upside the head every now and then. My father made me forget 
what it was like to have a dad. He was never home, he called my siblings and I worthless, he made fat “jokes” 
here and there, and the worst of it all he broke our family. He morphed himself into a ghost that haunted the 
depths of my mind. When he was around, the air felt heavy and cold. He only ever did something when it 
benefited him. Our “family” was like taxidermy to him. He would hunt us down, kill us, stuff us, and present 
us as he pleased. If I’m being honest, I thought my dad was my hero until he returned from prison. I was 
always too young and naive to see all the hardships and the struggle my father put my family through. When 
I did, however, it was too late. My mind had already been tainted and corrupted, so he didn’t help much.

Shortly after my father’s release, the only man in my life who ever treated me like I mattered had passed 
away. My grandfather was my rock for as long as I can remember. He was diagnosed with Stage IV spinal 
cancer. Since it was in his bones, there was nothing they could do to remove it and he was doomed to lose 
the fight against cancer. He was strong though, physically and mentally. The doctors said two months, and 
he fought through six. The day before his passing, I made breakfast for the two of us. He was on a lot of 
medication which caused him to drift in and out of consciousness. I brought him a plate of rainbow colored 
pancakes that morning and I will never forget his last words to me.

“Good Morning, Papa, I made you some pancakes!”
“Hi Baby. . .”
And that was it.



woodBridGe Senior hiGh SChool 337

Throughout middle school up until my freshman year, I was a walking devastation. I didn’t want to 
be alive anymore. My arm and my thighs were always raw with cuts. Freshman year was the worst of it 
though. I was already an outcast, and the friends that I thought I had hated me, but didn’t even know it 
yet. They had sworn to themselves they wouldn’t say anything, but the secret had gotten out. On top of 
that, I had a boyfriend who almost raped me, but luckily he was interrupted at the perfect time. Those 
people play the part in my life that explains my trust and abandonment issues. For example, I became 
the laughing stock of the year when I broke my ankle jumping down the stairs. The one person I truly 
believed was my only friend, the one person who was first to make fun of me. We got into an argument 
because I questioned her loyalty to me; naturally, she didn’t like that very much and retaliated. I was 
alone again after that, and I felt bad for interrogating her and eventually apologized, even though I had 
done nothing wrong, I still took the blame. I always did. We made up–or so I thought. It turned out 
that she was still going behind my back and was deliberately stabbing it repeatedly. She found out that I 
knew about it all and confronted me. Demandingly, she won over all my friends and turned them against 
me. Betrayal wasn’t unfamiliar to me, but this time it had an outstanding effect. I started hating myself 
more than anyone else did although I gained the skill of identifying real from fake. So, in a way, this was 
a good loss.

Sophomore year was a fresh start. My mom had packed us up and we moved to Virginia. It was my 
father’s birthday the day we left. His gift from us was a heavy argument and an empty house. Sounds cruel, 
but we literally got evicted because of him and had nowhere else to go. Virginia was a place where I could 
become someone new, where no one knew my past, where no one called me “emo,” where I could change 
everything about who I am and no one would ever know. Unfortunately, that was easier said than done. It 
took me awhile to make friends: I was alone for the first two months of school until some seniors that I was 
in theatre with took me under their wing. Yeah, I had friends, I was doing well in school, I had a roof over 
my head and food on the table, but I still didn’t feel like myself. I wasn’t happy.

At that point in my life I felt like I was missing some part of me–as if there were a hole in my heart 
that I wanted so desperately to fill. Key word: “wanted.” I didn’t need it to be filled, so, I became boy 
obsessed and chased after any guy who was relatively attractive in some way, shape, or form. Of course, 
this didn’t go well; I had my heart broken directly and even indirectly. Trying to force someone to love me 
was a bad idea, and I didn’t fully realize why until the end of summer 2016. Looking back now, I actu-
ally learned a lot after everything I’ve been through, and one of those things was, if I don’t love myself, 
I will never truly be happy and I will never be able to love someone else without loving me first. This 
idea sparked something in me. I told myself that I would take time off of boys, drama, tears, and hurt to 
focus on me. I did that for the remainder of the summer and became, surprisingly, happy with myself, so 
I took an oath for myself:

“Junior year is going to be my year. I only have to worry about me, myself, and I.”
Funny enough, that was the moment I fell in love. Ever since then, life has been stable. I have gone over a 

year without self- harming and even though there have been many ups and downs, I was able to pick myself 
up and keep going. Now, I have been running full speed towards the rest of my life and fighting each battle 
with everything I’ve got and never giving up.

I am comfortable with who I am and I have accepted that my past is only the hands that are molding me 
into the animated clay statue that I am today. People try their hardest to bring me down or ruin my happi-
ness, but I’ve evolved into something strong and powerful. Even on my darkest days I try to find the slightest 
bit of light to hold onto. My life wasn’t perfect then; it wasn’t the worst either. I’m glad I finally found the 
courage to stick around because life is a beautiful and an amazing gift. I have learned and grew from my past. 
I used to want my life to be over, but now I never want it to end.

The following poems helped me get through it all:
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Blood vs. Water

They always told me
“Blood is thicker than water,

Family should and will always come first.”
But when I am drowning

It’s not water that fills my lungs
It’s blood.

A Ton of Bricks

You’re always gone,
you’re never here,
but when you are you build a tier.
The bricks you stack
upon my back
weigh a ton
and soon I’ll crack.
As you build
the higher they go
the more they weigh
the less you show.
You’re always gone
it’s been too long
for you to see
the damage
I bleed.
You can’t erase
the pain in place
of the love
that should’ve been,
but never was.

At Sunset

Looking out into the unknown
seeing the world at its peak of beauty

the smell of sunblock and salt water fills the air
at this time the sand is cool to the touch

the wind blows slightly creating a bit of a chill
the sky turns into a swirl of creamy pinks and purples

with a hint of orange and a dash of yellow.
Peacefully, the sun lays upon the water

the world sighs in relaxation
another illuminating day is put to rest

until next time.
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The City

I have always dreamed of the city
Bright lights and shiny people
Tall buildings and car horns
Everything I wanted to be.

Some maybe say
It’s too crowded and loud

Like my mind
Others might say

It’s beautiful and bright
Like my soul

And few will say
It’s pure but damaged.

Like my heart.

Fall Time

Red, orange, yellow, brown
The colors of fall that go around

Chilly weather and pumpkin carving
Things that make fall so charming
Spooky lights and midnight frights

Fall elements of amazing sights
Costume parties and candy galore

Fall time is never a bore
Red, orange, yellow, brown

The colors of fall are starting now

A Time Someone Went Too Far
Sitting in his room
on his bed
his hands start wondering
My mind begins pondering
He starts undressing me
I’m scared, I can’t breathe
I voice how I’m feeling
but his body keeps proceeding
His mouth tastes like poison
my body lies frozen
I pray for it to end
I don’t want this moment to extend
as he goes in for the kill
my stomach feels ill
I said I was scared
but he never cared
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there’s a sudden knock on the door
He jumps to the floor
and leaves the room
his bed now feels like a tomb
cold and closed.
It’s over.
I almost fell through the crack
I could’ve lost that part of me
I would never get back.

Happy Hour

Party time some may call it
Relax time as my mother always said

An hour in which we would celebrate, simply, being happy.
My happy hour however

is every hour
any place
any time
as long as

I’m with you.

I used to only write sad and dark poems, but as life goes on I have learned to find beauty in everything 
and chose to pick the poems that best describe me as a writer.

aShleiGh veGa, Grade 12

Glimpses of Mom

The Woman in White
I hadn’t seen my mother in three years when she showed up for my middle school formal. I couldn’t believe 

that she was there but not in a good way like I had when I was younger. Now the odd way she walked in and out 
of my life wasn’t welcomed. I suddenly had to deal with a wide range of emotions minutes before I was supposed 
to be dancing and acting a fool with my peers. I couldn’t wrap my head around it, and there was barely time to 
do so. I shared awkward hugs with the mother that seemed to remember me when it was convenient and the 
brother that hadn’t meant to forget me. God it was a somber moment. I hugged Seron, my younger brother, to 
me and thought about how years ago a moment like this had been able to make me so happy. Now our lives 
seemed so separate that I didn’t know how we could ever come together without it being awkward. I thought 
about how the last time she’d shown up I had been so happy it had been so easy.

Everyone wore white at my elementary school graduation, I can’t remember why we did but I just know it 
was something everyone had to do. I didn’t pick out a cute dress like the rest of the girls in my class. I’d had such 
a hard time finding something to wear, it seemed like nothing was fitting right. I felt too big for the cute dresses 
in the stores thinking about how my Poppi was always saying my stomach was too big. When I stood in the 
dressing room glancing at the dresses I’d tried on, I thought maybe he was right. At the end of the day I’d picked 
out a white top and a long flowy white skirt to wear at my graduation. I remember at first feeling awkward. I 
wasn’t use to wearing anything other than pants, but soon enough I felt comfortable and maybe even pretty.

My dad wasn’t a super- involved parent when it came to school activities; he didn’t volunteer like all the 
other parents did at school. It was rare for him to do anything other than pick me up from school and 
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occasionally drop me off when grandparents 
couldn’t do it for him. Graduation was some-
thing he wouldn’t miss though; he was so proud 
that day. I’d thought that it would just be my 
dad, my grandmother who I called Gmom, and 
myself. After the ceremony started, though, my 
dad started hinting at some big surprise he had 
for me. It was then he told me my mom was 
coming to my graduation. I had felt so happy 
in that moment and then a little nervous when 
I went off to find her. I took my phone out of 
my pocket, scrolled through the contacts and 
hit the one that said “Mom.” Most of my class-
mates didn’t have phones, but my dad bought 
me one to prove something about my mom to me. I didn’t quite understand what he meant then, but sadly it 
wouldn’t be too long before I did. The phone rang for a couple seconds.

“Hi, Mom?” I said
“Hi, poo” she replied
Our phone calls always started like this because my mom could never keep a phone for long. I always had 

to double check that it was her and not someone else. There were times I’d call one number after the other 
trying to reach her; sometimes I would and sometimes I wouldn’t. I searched for her face outside in front of 
the school. I couldn’t seem to find it, so we started describing our surroundings to each other. I saw the trees 
she saw, the crosswalk and the parking lot, but I couldn’t see her. Then she started to describe the woman in 
a white dress;, my mom said that she was a tall woman in a long white dress that had a phone pressed against 
her ear. I looked around, but I couldn’t find her.

“It looks like she’s searching for someone poo. . .”
I stopped looking around because I realized that long skirt I wore could easily be mistaken for a dress. I 

looked dead ahead and finally saw her; we both laughed into the phone. We’d been practically right in front 
of each other the whole time. That close but we couldn’t even recognize each other. It had been funny then, 
but now it gives me pause.

Does that mean after all these years, now my mom won’t know my face?

Origin
My origin had never been something on my mind; people asked and I answered. It was a simple trivial 

question that held no consequence to me. I moved around so often as a child that I had never really gotten a 
sense of having roots. At first, I felt like my origin was lost to me, but the more I thought about it the more 
it became clear that I had many origins. I had a genesis, a dawn, so many different beginnings that made me 
who I am and will make me who I have yet to become. Some of my beginnings are painful some came and 
others started and went by without me noticing.

Even now writing about my origins I am doing something my dad hates, I’m dwelling on my past. I 
remember a time when everything then was simple, I had a mom I loved fiercely, and my dad was mostly 
forgotten. My mom was always “Mommy” but my dad was never “Daddy” and only occasionally jokingly did 
I ever call him “father.”

My mom was my best friend, we moved so often sometimes she was my only friend. I had trouble making 
friends even after I settled down with my dad. The night she tried to kill herself changed my life forever, but 
in the way some may expect, in attempting to take her own life, she saved my life. When I lived with my mom, 
I had a horrible lisp, I had trouble keeping up in school, and had a tough time reading.
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After I began to live with my dad, most of my problems went away. He pushed me to do better in school and 
bought me all sorts of books to read. Gradually, I started to improve in school and form a relationship with my 
dad. It was hard; his affection was harder to understand than my mother’s. There were no more long hugs or 
lying against each other while watching TV together. Unlike when I lived with my mother, my dad’s room was 
a forbidden place, it’s door usually closed. I slept by myself every night in my own bed for the first since I could 
remember; it felt incredibly lonely. Sometimes I’d sleep on the floor because sleeping in a bed felt so weird to me; a 
lot of times I slept better like that. I felt lonely despite having the family around, so I started reading books. When 
I moved in with my dad, there were so many rules that I had never had with my mom but what I read was never 
restricted. I read when I was sad, lonely, bored, or happy; slowly but surely it was one of my favorite things to do.

My mom made so many mistakes. She’d call and then disappear; I felt like I missed out on all the moments 
that a daughter has with her mother. I wondered why she wouldn’t try, she walked in and out of my life when 
it suited her, and I was left to pick up the pieces of the mess of my heart she would make.

Not too long after I started attending a private school in downtown Baltimore, my mom moved into the 
area so I could visit. No one really talked about what my mom did and where she went. The room where 
we all slept (my mom, half- brother, step- brother, and I) at my mom’s townhouse in downtown Baltimore 
was cramped, dirty, and housed all sorts of creepy crawlies. I didn’t care at the time; after months without 
a mother’ I just wanted to see her, so every other weekend my dad would take me there. I don’t remember 
how long she lived there’ but it wasn’t long. Even though she still held a large part of my heart, I was already 
starting to change. I no longer called her Mommy and every time she called me “poo” I felt a slight irritation 
and embarrassment that hadn’t been there before.

My stepdad never scared me, but we were never close. He was this person I couldn’t completely ever get 
comfortable with. I never called him anything but Mr. Deron, and maybe for a similar reason I never got 
comfortable calling my brother by his name. His name is Saron a mashup of my name’s and Deron’s. I could 
only every call him my mom’s pet name for him, “Doo doo.” My mom moved away without a word; she said 
they couldn’t afford to pay rent anymore.

By the time I was in middle school I had internally decided I no longer needed my mother. When she 
called, I didn’t always answer. When she went months without calling, I’d rarely remember to call her back. 
It began to feel like it was something I was supposed to do, not something I enjoyed. I’d have fun talking to 
her sometimes, but our conversations somehow felt fake. I realized she knew nothing about my life. We were 
strangers to each other trying to fit our lives together, but it didn’t work. I kept thinking back to the words 
my mom repeated to me over the years. She always told me “no promises.” I was never to expect her visit 
plans to pan out because she never made any promises. I’d foolishly promised my younger brother so many 
things that I couldn’t possibly make sure. I couldn’t keep him safe over state lines, there was no way to mend 
the broken home I knew he lived in.

Genesis: Red Lights, Blood, and Chocolates
It was a couple days after Valentine’s day I’d gotten caught for sneakily eating my candy from school. 

Mommy took the candy away and made me sleep in the living room by myself. We had one bed and one TV 
in our house and both were in mommy’s room, so there was nothing to do out in the living room. I’d glanced 
at the books that my father had sent me, they were so boring and I hadn’t even opened one yet. It wasn’t long 
before Mommy opened her bedroom door and slipped out to use the bathroom.

Trying to ease my boredom, I listened hard to the sounds of running from the shower. The door opened, 
and Mommy called for me. I untangled myself from the couch and took the few steps to the bathroom. I look 
at Mommy and she’s bleeding. She’s bleeding, and I’ve never seen mommy bleed. She starts to speak, but I 
can’t focus on what she’s saying. She goes back in the room, and when she comes out, suddenly she thrusts 
the phone into my tiny hand.

“Here, talk to your dad. You’re going to stay with him awhile, poo.”
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“Okay, Mommy”
I start to speak to my dad. Suddenly tears are rushing down cheeks, and my throat feels like it’s closing. I 

wheeze, trying to breathe and listen to my dad on the phone. Why? Why is Mommy sending me away? Why 
is Mommy bleeding? Then I see the lights: red lights and the sounds of sirens that get louder and louder. A 
woman walks through the open door to our house. Mommy looks at me telling me that Noel, my godsister, will 
be here soon and then she’s gone. I started to hear crying so I walked into the bedroom, barely looking at my 
stepfather who’d just made his way into the living room. My eyes settled on the crib where my little brother lay. 
I reached into the crib and pulled him close rocking back and forth and singing the silly songs that I’d made up 
for him. Most were lullabies that I had forgotten, so I sang my own lyrics to the melody, but that was enough

I held onto my brother for dear life, making promises at the time I didn’t know that I couldn’t fulfill. The 
sun set without me noticing, and it wasn’t long after that my cousin as well as godsister, Noel, arrived with 
her then boyfriend, I said one final goodbye to my baby brother and then I left.

Sa’raye wynder- BurS, Grade 10

Strawberry Frosting

I remember
Being scared
Not in a good way
I had no idea what was going on
I could feel my heart racing
I felt like I was going to throw up
I couldn’t move
I couldn’t breathe
I couldn’t speak
Why was this happening?

I didn’t think anything of it when he followed me upstairs
I just wanted to get more food
I grabbed a cupcake and smiled when we made eye contact
I was just being polite
He was a friend
He is a friend
Right?

Heading back down to join in the comradery
He was suddenly there
I could feel him behind me
He was too close
But the stairwell was empty
No one else was hungry for seconds?

He grabbed my arm
Causing me to stop one step below him
Maybe I had forgotten something upstairs
And he was bringing it to me
But my phone was downstairs with my jacket
And I didn’t bring anything up with me except my plate
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Then everything was in slow motion
And I couldn’t breathe
Or speak
Or move
And I was being pushed into the wall behind me 
While he shoved his face into mine
He handled my body like he was angry
And I just stood there
Questions racing through my brain
I was angry at myself more than I was angry with him
It was him
He was the nice guy that everyone loved
Always giving out friendly hugs
He knew everyone’s names
And he was always in such a good mood
His positivity was contagious
This was so out of character for him

Then one word emerged in my mind
“No”
He stopped
“You don’t like it?”
“No”
He laughed
He didn’t believe me
“No”
I whispered and ran
Before anything else could happen

No one noticed the tears
No one noticed the shock
I sat down
And ate my cupcake
Scared of sudden movements
Or speaking
Or breathing My head was spinning
So I pushed everything down
With strawberry frosting

Julie zyliCh, Grade 12
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Sounds of Big Stone Gap

Birds Chirping
Dogs Barking

Squirrels Climbing
Kids Screaming
People Cheering

Bands Playing
Bears Roaring

Streams Babbling
Wind Blowing
Snakes Rattling

Raccoons Chittering
Turkeys Gobbling

All the sounds that I hear in the mountains of Big Stone Gap
Kamron aBney, Grade 5

My Family

Last Summer my family went to a blue lake to go fishing. It is close by my house in Appalachia, Virginia. 
My dad took us, but my mom stayed home because she says she is “allergic” to the outdoors. It took me about 
an hour to catch 3 fish, but we threw them back in.

My sister, who is a year younger than me, caught nothing because she tripped over my foot, then she fell 
into the lake. My dad didn’t really fish, he was just trying to teach us by helping with hooking the worm, 
casting, and things like that.

We go fishing every 2 weeks in the summer. It is an important part of my summer because I get to spend 
quiet time with my dad. We talk about things like video games.

I hope we can do it again next summer.
aydin adamS, Grade 5

My Family History

I have a great family with an interesting history. I have many grandparents that have worked in the coal 
mines and been in the military. My family on my mom’s side were Cherokee Indians. I come from a family 
of caretakers and hard workers.

Several members of my family worked in the coal mines. My great grandfather had a big piece of rock fall 
between his feet. His feet were injured for life. My other grandfather was injured by a coal scoop. A scoop 
tears a coal wall down. One of the workers didn’t see him and hit him with the scoop. They thought he would 
have to have his leg amputated but he only had mild injuries.

My Nanny’s dad was in the Korean War, his name was Robert Smith. My grandfather‘s dad was in the 
Navy during World War II. He was a coal miner and was drafted into the Navy to go to war. My great uncle 
took care of Governor Holton’s mother. He would mow her lawn and take care of her property. My grand-
mother was a school nurse, she was very good. She went back to school to become a guidance counselor and 
principal. She is the principal of Coeburn Primary. She loves taking care of kids. I have an uncle that is a 
scientist that works in a lab making medicine to help make people better.
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I hope to be an astronaut, a detective, a golf pro, or an Elvis impersonator. If I can’t help people, I want 
to make them laugh.

talan adamS, Grade 5

My First Time Racing

The first time I went racing was a sunny day, and my dad and grandpa loaded the Go- Cart in the truck. 
After the cart was loaded on the truck we set off for a track in Kentucky. When we got there we unloaded 
everything and looked around. My cart had blue fenders and the number 51 in yellow on the sides. It used 
to belong to a kid who won the race the year before and is now NASCAR driver. I went to see other carts, 
and I found my friend Gabe. Gabe told me we would be racing each other and I was happy because it was 
my first time ever racing.

Finally, it was time for practice race. I started my engine and started to pull out. I was ready to go and we 
all went out at once. I went slow at first and then it got interesting because there was a crash ahead of me and 
the inside lanes were blocked. I couldn’t stop in time, so I went up the bank.

I had three wheels off the ground and I drifted back in the lane. Then, there was another crash ahead in 
the same spot. One kid went over the barrier and the gap was even smaller, but I made it through and the 
practice was over. After that, I went to look at carts again.

Finally, it was time to race Gabe. It started out well because I was in the lead, but then I heard a strange 
noise. My clutch had broken and I couldn’t stop the cart in the turns. I spun out five times and Gabe spun 
out too. I had to stop, but I couldn’t because the brakes weren’t strong enough, then the engine died and the 
race was over. I had some fun and a lot of mud on me!

ean BaKer, Grade 5

My Great Grandfather

My name is Jackson Creed Baker. I am named after my great grandfather Creed Tate. He was born and 
raised in Big Stone Gap. He joined the Navy when he was 16 years old. He lied to the recruiter about his 
age. He was a Pearl Harbor survivor. He was a Chief Gunner Mate at that time. There were a lot of ships 
at Pearl Harbor. On the morning of December 7, 1941, he had gone onshore. When he was returning to 
his ship, he saw planes coming in. The ships on both sides of his sank. He ran back onto his ship to man 
his crew in the gunner’s room. They shot 16 inch diameter guns. As they were shooting, repairmen were 
repairing the ship because it was sinking. They fought for a long time and drove back the enemy. It was 
very scary. This is the event that caused America to join World War 2. A lot of men died that day. I think 
he was very brave and is a hero. He served in the Navy for 22 and a half years. He retired and came home 
to Big Stone Gap until he passed away in 2005. I never met him but I’ve heard a lot of stories about him. 
He was also an avid hunter and fisherman, and a true gentleman who treated everyone the same. I wish I 
could have met him.

JaCKSon BaKer, Grade 5

I Am Kaylee

I am kind and helpful.
I wonder how many people are in the world.
I hear music on my computer at home.
I see the ocean when I close my eyes.
I want everyone to be happy.
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I am kind and helpful.
I pretend to work at a pizza shop and eat all I want.
I feel happy everyday.
I sometimes worry about my family.
I cry when my pets die.

I am kind and helpful.
I understand how people feel.
I say I love you to my parents everyday.
I dream of happy people everywhere.
I try to help people.
I am Kaylee.

Kaylee Ballard, Grade 5

A Coal Mining Family

Our coal mining heritage started in 1934- 1935 with my great- great grandfather, Rueben Ford. My great- 
grandmother, Marlene, told stories of how hard it was growing up in a small coal- mining town. There were 
times when she was growing up that her father, my great- great grandfather, Rueben, would get up and go to 
work before dawn, walking miles during the winter in the cold and snow, and walking during the summer 
in extreme heat, carrying his metal coal mining lunch bucket that my great- great grandmother, Pauline, 
would always pack for him with foods from the garden that they grew. He would wear his hard- hat with 
the light on the front so that he could see when he went into the mines, where it was cold and dark. My 
great- grandmother Marlene used to tell about how she remembered him coming home late of the evening, 
exhausted, with black coal dust on his worn out face, all just to make a living for his family and the ones he 
loved. She told of how she remembered her dad going out and loading coal into a small bucket to carry into 
their old, wooden house to put into the coal stove that kept them all warm. My great- grandmother Marlene 
told me that money was hard to come by because mining in the 1930s did not pay what was needed to keep 
up a family of eight children. She told me even during the school year that my Great- great- grandfather 
Rueben ordered the girls in the family only one skirt, one blouse, and a pair of shoes. She said they would 
all share clothes. The brothers got one pair of jeans each, one shirt, and a pair of shoes that were all ordered 
from the Spiegel catalog. Times were hard, but they always made it through.

My great- great grandfather Rueben passed away in September of 1981 from black lung due to his time 
in the coal mines, but the coal mining tradition didn’t stop with him. My great- grandmother Marlene, and 
her brothers, Tom and Roger Ford were also involved in the coal industry. Her brothers worked in the 
mines while my great- grandmother ran forklifts and ordered parts that were used in the mines. She was 
raising four kids in 1973, making only $3.25 an hour. People were amazed that she was a woman doing 
a “man’s” job. Mamaw Marlene worked for Westmoreland Coal Company for over twenty years, until 
they closed their doors. She then worked for Teco Coal Company in Kentucky for thirteen years, and 
finally retired in June of 2013. Two months after her retirement, in August of 2013, she was diagnosed 
with cancer. Three years ago, she passed away in November, 2016. She loved working in the coal mining 
industry and everything about it. It ran through her blood! She took pride in her coal- dust- covered face 
and wearing her hard- hat and steel- toed boots. I’m thankful to have heard her stories and am proud of 
how tough she was!

riley BarBer, Grade 5
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Hannah

I am Hannah Brooke Barker and I am ten years young. I was born on May 22, 2008. My mom’s name is 
Brandi Mashel Barker and my dad’s name is Jeffrey Allen Barker. My dad passed away July 2, 2016. That day 
I felt like a piece of my heart was missing. Today I live with my mamaw and papaw. They are Debra Lynn 
and Kevin Lee Burke. My life everyday is different which makes it fun!

hannah B. BarKer, Grade 5

My Great- Grandfather

My Papaw Barton, Paul Barton, was 
born in 1924. He joined the Army in 1943 
as Private First Class. He served in World 
War 2 for two years, nine months, and six 
days. He was in the 82nd Division and was 
first stationed in Fort Bragg, NC. The bat-
tle he fought in was against the Japanese 
forces in the Philippines. He luckily sur-
vived the war and after it he lived all of his 
life in Imoden, Virginia. He worked in the 
coal mines and after he retired he spent the 
rest of his life doing what he loved best. He 
loved making wooden toys, planes, and cars. 
Most of the ones he made he gave to his 
grandchildren and great grandchildren. He 
gave me a model of a plane made out of wood. It was a model of a Japanese plane the Mitsubishi A6M Zero 
with the words “X man” on it. He also gave me some wooden cars that were modeled after old Nascar cars. 
Later in 2018 he passed away. He was a good, kind man and was one of the best parts of my life.

xavier Barton, Grade 5

My Summer Vacation

I went camping at Pound Lake and my aunt’s. I enjoyed playing with my cousins. We went to Natural 
Tunnel swimming and I jumped off the diving board. We stayed up all night playing Fortnite. My dad taught 
me how to use a chainsaw. We went to Pigeon Forge and bought boots for me to wear when I work with 
my dad. We also went to Dollywood and rode all the rides. At my aunt’s we went skeet shooting and target 
shooting. I loved being with my cousins, my dad, and playing fortnite.

 ChriS BateS, Grade 5

Cherokee Lake Adventures

My family and I have been going to Cherokee lake for a long time. I love it because there are so many fun 
things to do and we get to spend so much time with family. My mamaw and papaw moved their camper just 
up from ours, so our whole family gets to be together. We even take our dog, Hooch, because he enjoys the 
water as much as the rest of my family. My mamaw and papaw have a golf cart. They let Austin and me take 

Xavier Barton
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turns driving it around the campground and down to the lake. There is a trail that goes through the woods to 
the water. My favorite thing to do there is the jungle boat. It has trampolines and rope swings over the water, 
so you can bounce or splash into the water, then swim. My mom enjoys swimming too. She always swims 
out to the buoy from the beach area. My brother and I also fish a lot while we are there. I caught my biggest 
catfish there this summer. It was huge! When we get tired of fishing, I will usually ride my kayak. When I 
first got it, I thought it was easy to learn how to ride. My dad had a little bit of a harder time. He flipped it 
a few times, but finally got the hang of it. When we get tired of the water, my brother, his friends, and I go 
play basketball at the campground basketball court. I love going to the lake with my family! There is always 
something fun to do and we have a good time together.

loGan BateS, Grade 5

My Great Grandpa Belcher

There are many special people in my family I could tell you about. The one I have heard many stories 
about, was the one that served our country, my great grandpa, Lester Belcher. He grew up in a coal camp, but 
decided to go the navy. He lied about his age and he said he was eighteen, but he was only seventeen.

Great grandpa Belcher choose this to support not only our country but his family. Great grandpa Belcher 
was a diesel mechanic on a submarine while he was in the navy. It must have been hard staying away from his 
family, he knew what he had to do. Our country needed him, but he must have been sad especially at Christmas.

He served our country until after World War 2. Although I had never met my Great Grandpa Belcher, I 
feel like I do because of all the stories I’ve heard.

noah BelCher, Grade 5

Three Special People In My Life

Hi there, my name is Maddi Bishop. I am going to tell you about three special people in my life. The first 
person I am going to talk about is my 5th grade math teacher. Her name is Mrs. Bolling. Although Mrs. 
Bolling has four children she will always be my best friend. We have a great bond and she is so easy to talk to. 
She listens to me even if it is not a good story. I can tell her my secrets and she will keep them. That is why 
I trust her. She gives me a ride from home, to school and back home. I thank her for everything she does for 
me. She is my true friend and a real blessing to me.

Now I am going to talk about my cousin Patton Bishop. My cousin Patton is going to College and I am 
going to miss him so much. He and I have a great relationship. I told him that I would put him in my story 
because I love him.

The next person I am going to talk about is my Mamaw. My Mamaw is one of the nicest people I know 
and she is so kind to me. She is a babysitter and she lets me help with the babies. My Mamaw donates to 
Goodwill. She inspires me to be a giving person when I grown up. When I am with my dad she cooks for me, 
my brother and dad. I love her so much and thank her for everything she does for my family.

Now time for my parents. I know that they are not one of the special people in my story. However, they 
do so much for me. I just wanted to say, I love them so much and I thank them for everything they have done 
for me –and my brother.

madiSon BiShoP, Grade 5

I Am From

I am from PS 4, Fortnite, BO 4, tacos and a farm
I like NBA, Madden 19 Basketball and Football



union middle SChool 351

I am from soldiers, a good cooking family and a family that has a big farm with horses, sheep, cows, and 
chickens

 landon BlanKen, Grade 5

A Miracle for Blevins

I was in the fourth grade and school was almost out for the summer. On April 28th, 2018 our lives would 
change forever. My biological mom, Victoria, decided to go for an ATV ride in the mountains at Maples Gap. 
She was with my Dad and my Dad’s friend, Jeff. When they were driving, the ATV that Victoria was driving 
broke down and she smashed into a tree. After she hit the tree, the ATV rolled on top of her. By the time my 
Dad got to her, she was unconscious.

Around 2:00 in the afternoon, my Mom got a call from Jeff. He said that Victoria was seriously injured 
from an ATV accident. The Sheriff ’s Department was there within minutes of receiving the 911 call. 
Meanwhile, my Dad was holding Victoria’s head in his arms to keep her airway open. This was the only way 
that she was able to breathe. When the Sheriff reached Victoria, she was still unconscious so he had to put 
smelling salts in her nose to keep her awake. There were two ambulances and two fire trucks there to help, as 
well as, a helicopter. Later, we found out that she had stopped breathing three times before the rescue workers 
were able to get her off of the mountain.

When we arrived at the Valley Fire Department in Crackers Neck, they were bringing Victoria off of the 
mountain. I saw that Victoria was strapped down on the gurney and covered in blood. There was so much 
blood that I couldn’t see her face. She was unrecognizable. They loaded her into the helicopter and my Mom, 
my two sisters, my great- grandparents and I watched as the helicopter took off and flew away with her.

My Mom, my sisters, my biological- Dad Johnny, and I drove to Holston Valley Hospital in Kingsport, 
TN where they had taken Victoria. When we arrived at the hospital, the doctors gave us an update on how 
bad she was. She had bleeding on her bain, a fractured skull, and she was in a coma. My Mom was able to 
talk the nurses into allowing my sisters and I to see her. That would be the only time we got to see her for 
two months because of age restrictions in the ICU; you had to be 12 years old or older.

When I got into the room, I wasn’t able to see her face because she still had blood all over it. She was in 
a neck brace. She looked so horrible that I could not help but cry. My Dad took my sisters and me to the 
waiting room. While we were there, we threw pennies in the pond and did a lot of praying.

About 2 ½ months later, she got discharged from the hospital and had to go to the nursing home. While 
she was there, she had to learn how to walk and speak again. Once she got out of the nursing home, she stayed 
with us for about three months because she was not able to be alone. After some time, she started to heal and 
was making progress. She also started to remember what happened to her on that day.

Victoria told me that while she was unconscious, that she was in Heaven laying on the ground. She seen 
the rest of our family that had passed on years before. She also saw Jesus. She said that Jesus seemed to stand 
as tall as two people. Jesus told her that she was going to be alright. She also seen a little boy with blond hair 
and blue eyes that change colors just like mine. The little boy spoke to her and said “Hi Mommy!” The little 
boy was my brother Noah Hunter.

I thank Jesus every day and night for what HE did for my family. Victoria continues to make improve-
ments with her health every day. The doctors say that she is a walking miracle. We thank everyone for all 
their thoughts and prayers during this trying time in our family. Thank you dear Lord for answering all of 
our prayers.

lily BlevinS, Grade 5
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The Trip

Our class took a trip to Bullitt Park,
the Splash Pad was my favorite part.

I was sad because my best friend wasn’t there,
but it was fun playing in the water instead of being at school.
We had lunch at Food City, and then we came back to school.

I can’t wait until the next trip.
Kaylie BlevinS, Grade 5

Miciah
My name is Miciah
I live in Big Stone Gap, Virginia
Christmas is my favorite holiday
I like to play basketball.
Alicia is my mother’s name
Hard challenges are what I like.

miCiah BoGGS, Grade 5

Heartache and Memories

Life has not been easy for my family lately. First, one of my aunts broke her ankle in three places. My 
mom and I had been trying to help her with all of her daily activities, when we got more sad news. My aunt, 
DeeDee Rogers, recently passed away from melanoma. It is one of the fastest acting cancers and makes peo-
ple really sick. She had been fighting to stay alive for three years and was only 38 years old when she died. 
Before she got sick, she would visit us and take me outside to play. We would eat Reese Cups and Snickers 
together and color in coloring books. I will always miss her, but I am so glad she is not hurting anymore. I 
loved her with all my heart and will always remember our happy times.

madiSon Bond, Grade 5

Christmas Traditions

Before I was born, my family would celebrate Christmas at my dad’s great- grandmother’s house. Sadly, 
she passed away the year I was born. My family had to start a new tradition and they decided to rent a cabin 
in Gatlinburg. The new tradition started.

They wanted to be together, and not be sad, so they decided to do lots of fun things together to celebrate 
Christmas. They planned to make their time not about presents, but about spending time together while 
making memories.

Every year, we bought a real Christmas tree and decorated it with some of my Dad’s great grandmother’s 
ornaments. We would fix popcorn and string it on fishing line and hang it on the tree. We also did the same 
thing with dried cranberries and put them on the tree too. We also made lots of homemade Christmas orna-
ments to put on the tree. We take the homemade ornaments home with us when we leave.

There are usually lots of steps in the cabin, and my cousins and I like to run up and down them. We always 
play hide and go seek, and have a pool table and arcade to play with while there.

We have good food to eat while we are together. All of the grown- ups cook a very big breakfast. We also 
have lots of homemade candy and desserts that each family brings with them. The adults also cook a big 
Christmas dinner. It is nice having so many family members eating together, talking, and laughing.
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My favorite part is building gingerbread houses with all of my cousins. They always look nice and is one 
of our fun Christmas traditions. We usually eat the candy while we put the houses together.

Before we leave to go home, each family will take pictures by the fireplace or in front of the Christmas 
tree. My mom and dad make special homemade picture frames to keep the pictures together. It is a nice way 
to remember our time together.

We did this for several years, but sadly we stopped. It is some of my best Christmas memories. I really 
hope we can start doing this old tradition again. Some of the best Christmas memories don’t have anything 
to do with presents, they come from spending time with your family.

Ben Bowman, Grade 5

The Haunted Forest

It was a Saturday evening and I was getting ready to go to the Haunted Forest with Sarah, Lexi, Sean, and 
her parents. They were coming to pick me up from my house. I was ready to go with my phone and money. I 
was paying since it was my idea, so they came and picked me up. Sarah and Lexi were all excited.

On our way there, I looked up what it would be like this year, because they change it every single year 
to something different. It had a farm that was haunted with chainsaws, and a scarecrow with blood on its 
face. I, for one, had never been to the haunted forest so I got a pretty good idea of what it was gonna be like.

So we are there, at Mountain Empire Community College, where the Haunted Forest is, and as soon as 
we get out of the car, there is a freaking werewolf that stands at least 6’’0 feet tall with glowing yellow eyes 
and is staring at us! Lexi screamed, then, Sarah screamed.

We waited a good half an hour before we finally entered the trail. It was kind of sketchy because it led you 
in between the woods and we had to enter this house that contained voodoo dolls and there was a “chosen” 
one. The chosen one had to lead the group and be the very first person to enter all the houses and stuff.

And, of course, the house before the end had Jason in it. Sarah screamed, Lexi screamed, and I screamed. 
We all 3 darted out the house and waited for the others. The next house was weird. There was this chief that 
offered us “guts” (really it was gummies with red dripping candy liquid stuff ). We ran out of there and we got 
a ticket to go to the slaughter house where there was chainsaws and a pig called “Bubba” - we ran out of the 
slaughter house as fast as possible.

At the end of the slaughter house there was this steep trail and we had to be careful going down it because 
there was a bunch of potholes. So we walked down the trail and went to get hot chocolate before we left. 
After we left the haunted forest, we went to Mcdonalds than I went home. But I’m never going back to the 
haunted forest ever again and that is something I will never forget.

ryleiGh Bowman, Grade 5

The Story Of My Life

I was born at Holston Valley Hospital in Tennessee. I was the first kid my mom had, but my brother was 
born 2 minutes after me. I went to live in Big Stone Gap and I lived in two little houses when I was little. 
Then, I moved to a bigger house with more rooms. I like it much better. I can have more stuff in my bedroom, 
and I have more land to hunt deers and squirrels. I love to go fishing to.

One day, I went fishing and I slung the fishing pole back and hooked my dad in the head. He got so so 
mad at me he when it happened. He finally got it out of his head and now, every time we go, he wears a hat 
so if I do it again it will hook the hat not his head.

I go hunting as much as I can. I love to go because it is so fun to kill deer and squirrels. The gun I use is 
a 20 gauge shotgun, and sometimes I use a spring bb gun with iron sites. I love deer soup and deer jerky. I 
also like squirrel meat with barbecue.
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One time, my brother, Nick and I went hunting and we were shooting squirrels. The squirrels were in 
their nest so we shot the nest and they ran out. My brother is better than me with a scope on his gun, but I 
am better with iron sites on mine. We killed a lot of squirrels that day.

nathaniel Boyd, Grade 5

The Time I Went To Severe Air

One night, my dad told me and my brother that we were going to Pigeon Forge.
We were happy and I asked him if we could go to Sevier Air. So we left the house at 9:00 a.m. and then 

stopped at a restroom at 9:20 a.m. That was the only one we stopped at, and we made it there at 10:59 a.m.
We went to Sevier Air after we ate and it was awesome - I did flips and stuff. They had several trampolines, 

Ninja Park, Dodgeball Arena, and a foam pit. The basketball trampoline was my favorite. It was so much fun 
we went back and did it again.

The hotel we stayed in was Best Western. They had popcorn and cookies at 6:00 at night at the pool. And 
then, It had breakfast in the morning.

We went to the outlets and the flea market. I got some under armor shirts and some other stuff. I went 
to a place that sells Army and N.R.A shirts.

The next day, we played mini putt putt golf. The funnest thing was when I rolled the ball and my dad did 
not get it and it rolled in the creek and I had to get it. Thankfully, it was not deep. I love Pigeon Forge and I 
go there almost every weekend.

niCK Boyd, Grade 5

What I Like to Do

Video Games are my favorite thing to do, but I also like to go outside. When I play video games, I play 
online with my papa, my uncle Dustin, and friends from school like Sebastian. When I play outside, I play 
tag, hide and seek, freeze tag, and football with Gavyn and Brycen.

Video Games educate you because it actually has stuff from the Army. It has robots called A.S.D that 
were used in the Sahara Desert. There are also missions in it that actually happened. My favorite games are 
Black Ops 3.

Outside, I have a backyard fort. Once, we tried to play tag on the inside, but I actually cut my leg open 
so that didn’t work. Sometimes we go to Gavyn’s house and he has a forest in his backyard. Inside the forest, 
there is a tree that we swing on. Just a few nights ago, lightning hit the tree and it fell. When it warms up, we 
can climb and play on it now.

I loved living here. I was born here and so was my dad but my mom was born in Kentucky. Someday, I will 
go to college and probably move somewhere else, but I will always remember growing up in the Appalachian 
region.

JameS Brady, Grade 5

I Am

I am Aiden Bright
I wonder where the next update is going to be

I hear someone’s footsteps
I see my legendary scar

I want the win
I am Aiden Bright
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I pretend I’m good
I feel my controller

I touch my controller
I worry that I will lose

I cry “I win, I win”
I am Aiden Bright

I understand I’ll probably lose
I say I’m gonna win

I dream I win
I try to win

I hope I’m gonna win
I am Aiden Bright

aiden BriGht, Grade 5

Where I Am From

I am from Knoxville, Tennessee. I was raised in the mountains.
I am from a place that loves basketball and am always active and doing sports.
I am from going to church, praising and worshiping him.
I am from a loving caring family.
I am from washing dishes and doing the laundry, and I enjoy it.
I am from wearing leggings and shorts and wearing heels and boots.

emma BroyleS, Grade 5

Mamaw

My Mamaw cooks great fried chicken.
And she is great at drawing; especially flowers!
Mirror, by Kid Rock, is one of her favorite songs
An actress, is how I would describe her
Westerns are her favorite theme for decorating and movies.

landon Brummit, Grade 5

Traditions

Each year during the month of December, we have a calendar of things to do until Christmas day. Some of 
them are fun, and some are things we do for others. Some of my favorite activities are having snowball fights, 
and when we pay for someone else’s food. Each Christmas we alternate between expensive trips and getting 
presents. On our last trip, we went to Mexico on a cruise ship. Some other trips we went on were: Hawaii, 
New York, New Jersey, and Delaware. These were some of my favorite family traditions.

dylan BruGGer, Grade 5

Great Great Great Grandfather

My mom told me the story of my great great great grandfather. He lived on a big farming plantation. He 
was a slave on the farm. And his owner’s name was Mr. Thomas.
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Mr. Thomas valued the work that my grandfather did so much that he gave him his own farm and his last 
name. To this day my family still does not know his born name.

The farm had horses, pigs, and sheep. My grandfather married another slave on the farm and had a family. 
The family still lives on the farm today. I went to a family reunion with my mom and my dad to meet all of 
the descendants. And I am glad I’m one of them!

emily Bryant, Grade 5

The Toy Box

My brother and I had this big box, filled with a lot of toys. Everyday, after school we would ask our mom 
if we could dump it out. She would let us, only if we agreed to clean it up when we were finished. We cleared 
the floor in my room or my brothers to dump out the toy box. We would play for hours, after hours. When 
we were finally done playing my brother would say,” let’s clean it up!”. I would say,”NO!” and would go to my 
room and lock myself in. My brother would always tell on me but I would ignore them.

Finally, my mom would say, “Fine, I will clean it up!”. So, my brother and I would play while she would 
clean up our mess. Sometimes she would make us clean up, but, we would always leave some on the floor.

One day, we dumped out the toy box and played for a few hours, then we went outside to play. Our mom 
had to clean it up. Mom almost, always cleaned up our messes. Especially “The Toy Box” messes.

olivia CamPBell, Grade 5

I Am From

I am from Tennessee and Virginia, from Caruso and Maggards
I am from the big green house in Big Stone Gap

I am from the trail of the lonesome pine,
I am from guitar pickin and music making people

I am from Carolyn, Darren, and Dallas
I am from the hard work and determination

I am from Lordy, Lordy and 10- 4 good buddy
I am from Johnny Cash’s “God’s Gonna Cut ame Down”

I’m from little Italy and pizza and cheese sticks
From Mommy and Poppy

 alex CaruSo, Grade 5

Family Vacation

This year, I got to go to Pigeon Forge with my family the week before Christmas. The Christmas lights 
there were beautiful! We stayed at a hotel called Baymont. It had an indoor pool and was very nice. We spent 
one of the days at Dollywood. There were lots of rides to choose from. My favorites were the roller coasters! 
I got to ride the Tennessee Tornado, Lightning Rod, Wild Eagle, and others. The food was really good too! 
I ate hot dogs, pizza and lots of other snacks. After that, we rode go- carts and went to the aquarium. We 
saw all kinds of different fish and sea creatures. We got to touch jellyfish, clam fish, and stingrays! Lastly, we 
took family pictures to remind us of the great time we had. Next year, I can’t wait to go to Splash Country 
on our next family vacation!

maelyn ChadwiCK, Grade 5
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My Dad

My dad is very important to me. He is a hard worker for the railroad and me the value of hard work and 
appreciating things we have. He taught me how to hunt and fish. We usually go hunting on my great uncle’s 
land for deer. We like getting and sharing meat with our family. My dad taught me how to roll it flour and 
fry it. We love the tenderloin, jerky and sausage. The Amish butcher in Knoxville, is where we take our deer 
meat for processing. They do a great job.

My dad and I usually go fishing in the summer on Big Cherry Lake. We will catch anything right off the 
shore, but bluegill or bass is usually what we get. This is one of the places where we had good father/ son talks.

When grow up, I don’t know what I want to do yet, but I do know that I want to have sons so I can teach 
them all the great things my dad taught me.

Brayden Chandler, Grade 5

My Mom and Dad and Their Lives

My mom always makes straight A’s in school despite the many challenges throughout her childhood. 
My mom grades meant everything to her, she was always studying and trying to always do the best she can. 
Because of her hard work she was always getting first and second honor roll. She was always in spelling bees. 
She would strive to reach perfect attendance. My mom always took pride in life and tried to make her mom 
proud.

She teaches my sister and I the same values about school and family. I hope to try and do my best in school 
like my mom. My mom inspires me to work hard and do my best. When my mom was in High School, she 
was a cheerleader and she would always do the other cheerleader’s hair before the game. My mom loves to 
read, she told me she always read and she always loved to draw in school when she had free time. She would 
draw doodles like cartoons and her name in different ways.

My dad was also good in school. He had good grades and he played sports. One time in High school, my 
dad got a metal cleat stuck in his fingernail and the coach just duct taped it! My grammy got mad at the coach 
because he didn’t really do anything about it to be honest. My dad was the preppy kind of guy. He was really 
good at drawing and he’s teaching me how to draw. There’s a magazine page on his wall and he had to draw 
the other half of the the girl on the magazine page. It was perfect!

My dad and I go shoot our guns. He let me shoot a hunting rifle because he was checking out the gun 
and it was loud. I have a little rifle myself. My dad and I love to play video games. He plays this boring game 
called, Tom Clancy’s Ghost Recon, and in my opinion, all you do is steal cars and do missions. I think it’s 
boring. I like to play Fortnite. My dad tries to compete with me at both of the games.

My mom and dad are very special people. They teach me lots of things and we really have fun together.
trinity Chandler, Grade 5

My Guinea Pig

My Mamaw told me she would buy me a guinea pig if I was good at school, made good grades, and was 
good at home. I had to behave the entire time I was at Powell Valley Primary. I had to be good for a very 
long time. It was hard sometimes, but I worked very hard to be good. I only got one D when I was in fourth 
grade. When people would talk to me, I would try not to talk back. Sometimes the teacher would think that 
I was talking and I would not be.
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On the last day of fourth grade, I got home from school and the guinea pig was sitting in a cage on the 
table. I was happy that I earned it. I cried happy tears. I named it Moo Moo, because it was black and white 
like a cow. I told Mamaw thank you very much and gave her a big hug.

I take Moo Moo out of his cage to play and brush his fur. I take good care of him. He likes to climb on 
the couch. Mamaw made a rope leash for him and I can take him for walks outside. I am going to take good 
care of him because I had to work hard for him. If I am good during my years at middle school, she is going 
to buy me a bearded dragon.

hunter ChriStian, Grade 5

My Life

My name is Gabriella Michaela Clem. I was born January 25, 2008 I have three sisters their names are 
Ally, Katherine, and Lily.

Ally is 13 years old, Katherine is 7 years old, Lily is 5 years old. I am 10 soon to be 11 years old. I am in 
5th grade. My home room is Mrs. Ramsey, Mrs. Dillman is my science and social studies, Mrs. Bolling is my 
math teacher, and Mrs Ramsey is my reading teacher.

Math is my favorite subject. My mom and dad are great. My favorite games are Minecraft and Roblox. I 
have lots of friends. My favorite holiday is Halloween. I have a cat named Angus he is 3 years old in human 
years; cat years we don’t know.

I play sports. I love to play basketball and soccer. I love to play dodgeball, but I get out in a couple of 
minutes.

GaBriella Clem, Grade 5

Summer Camp Fun

Every summer, I go to Camp Bethel in Wise, VA. It is a Christian camp that teaches kids how to do 
lots of outdoor activities while learning about God. They have a day camp and a week- long overnight 
camp. I always go to the overnight camp because I like staying in the cabin with my friends and camp 
counselors. The cabins have bunk beds, but I always bring my sleeping bag and pillow from home. At 
first, I was bummed that there was a “no cell phone” rule, but after a day, I got used to it. It was kind of 
fun making shadow puppets with flashlights and drawing with my friends at night instead of being on 
my phone. My favorite part about camp was getting to swim in the lake every day and going canoeing. I 
also liked making bracelets at craft time. I heard the camp has recently closed and I won’t be able to go 
this year. That news makes me sad because it has always been the part of summer that I look forward 
to the most.

BrooKlyn ClarKSton, Grade 5

Overcoming Polio

When my Paps was five years old, he was diagnosed with polio. He had to spend three months in a hospi-
tal in Roanoke, Virginia, and most of the time he spent alone. His family could not afford to live in Roanoke 
or travel there. He has trouble walking and most of the time he uses a walking stick. Some people had to use 
an Iron Lung to help them breath, but thankfully, it is only in his leg.

My Paps does not let it define him. In fact, he worked until he retired and he drove a stick- shift car that 
required him to use his leg until just a few years ago. The reason he has this polio is because his mother’s 
religion did not think that you should have vaccines. It is because of this that I believe you always need to 
have vaccines.
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Paps went to college at East Tennessee State University. He worked very hard and became a Special Needs 
teacher. Most of the students he had to deal with, changed his life and gave him a new perspective. Paps retired 
in 2006, when my brother was born, so he could help take care of him. He was happy when I came along too.

My Paps is not afraid to tell people what he thinks and speak his mind. He loves to shoot pool and take 
care of his Patterdale Terrier, Rastus. We do wood- carvings and wood- burning, play arcade games, and make 
homemade bread dough.

Although my Paps has Polio, he still does everything we can do. He is very courageous and he always 
believes in me. If you want to know anything about vaccinations, just ask my Paps. I am sure he will tell you 
exactly what he thinks.

araBella Clendenon, Grade 5

I Am

I am happy for my mom and dad
I wonder about most people these days

I am a sassy girl
I pretend my name is not Cheyenne

I feel like I don’t belong
I worry about my brother

I cry when my mom is leaving
I am a sassy girl

I understand my mom left
I say that unicorns are real

I dream of moving to Hollywood
I try to have good grades
I hope I move to Florida

I am a sassy girl
 Cheyenne Cole, Grade 5

My Favorite Tradition

The smell of crisp leaves
Vibrant colors of the mountains

Candy apples being made
Pumpkins transforming into jack- o- lanterns

Vision of various costumes
The enjoyment of dressing up as your favorite character

The sound of laughter while trick- or- treating with your best friends
Being greeted with a friendly face while getting handfuls of candy

The aroma of Nana’s famous hotdogs fill the air
This is my favorite tradition

halli CollinS, Grade 5

Christmas 2018

My favorite Christmas was this past Christmas. This Christmas I didn’t have the best night of sleep, but 
in the morning I went into my living room to find presents under my family’s Christmas tree. I got everything 
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on my list. My list was a Lego heavy assault walker, Lego heavy scout walker, Lego Millenium Falcon, alien 
isolation, Star Wars Battlefront 2, Mcfarlane FNAF backstage, and new clothes. I loved my presents and I 
play with them every day.

 Jon david CollinS, Grade 5

My Papaw

It’s been almost one year since my Papaw Lee died. I still miss him and ask my mom for stories about him, 
so I wanted to write about him.

He was actually my great- grandfather, but I called him Papaw. He was loud and funny and always trying 
to sneak me candy and sweets even if mom said no. She said he did the same thing when she was little and 
he would take her to the store to get candy and tell her she could hide it under her bed. He always had candy 
hidden around the house.

Papaw’s full name was Jessie Lee Smith and he was born in 1936. He had several sisters and a younger 
brother, their mom died of a heart problem when he was only nine years old. His dad was always gone work-
ing so the kids were on their own. Sometimes they even had to beg for food. Mom says that’s why they all 
grew up to be such kind people and such good cooks! They knew how important it was to be nice, and how 
nice it was to have good food and fully bellies.

Papaw was a contractor, and could build just about anything. Even though he never had a lot of traditional 
school he was very good at math. One of the things people liked most about his work was how good of a 
painter he was. He could paint entire houses very fast without spilling any or making a mess. He loved to 
paint, and so does my mom and my mamaw. They say they got it from him.

He liked to tell jokes, and loved going to church. He took good care of his family and loved to sing silly 
songs, and sit on the porch and watch the birds. Even after he had his stroke, watching the birds was one of 
his favorite things to do.

He was very strong and knew a lot about just about everything. I’m glad he was part of my family and 
that I got to know him. Even though we all miss him, it makes us happy to talk about him and tell stories of 
all the good things we remember.

I’m very lucky to have a family that loves each other so much and that has learned so much from my 
Papaw Lee.

alafair dalton, Grade 5

A Day at the Lake

One day, I was with my neighbors, we went to the lake. There were five of us including myself. Their 
names are Kim, Evan, Aerial, and Michael. We were about 5 minutes away from the camper when we saw a 
deer. It was a baby deer! The baby deer had a broken leg. We were trying to help it, but it was too afraid. It 
was kicking frantically. The deer finally got up on its legs and ran off.

GraCie daviS, Grade 5

My Origin Project

I always loved thinking about where I came from. For my last birthday, I got Ancestry DNA and learned 
that I am made up from ancestors from Germany, England, France, and even the Mediterranean area. But all 
of that couldn’t be more important that where I came from most recently, my family here in the Appalachian 
Mountains. This Thanksgiving I interviewed my grandma Patsy and I will tell you what she told me.
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The first story she told me was about where she grew 
up. She lived in a small house with a farm in the moun-
tains of Southwest Virginia near the Council area in 
Buchanan County. She lived in a really small house with 
several brothers, sisters, and her two parents, Barry and 
Maggie Owens. They grew enough vegetables to get by 
and enough livestock to can and cure for the upcoming 
winter. They really didn’t have extra to sell for money. She 
also picked vegetables like corn and potatoes my favor-
ite! Sometimes she skipped school just to pick them. One 
time she and her siblings picked so many veggies you 
wouldn’t believe it!

The second memory she shared is that she walked a 
long way to school. She had to do this because the bus 
didn’t come her way. She went to a small one- room school 
with several grades and lots of students and only one 
teacher to teach them all. She had one teacher that loved 
baseball. At recess she and other students loved to play 
baseball, and they forced their teacher to play as well. And 
let me tell you that teacher absolutely loved baseball and 
the students would not go back inside until time to go 
home because he loved it so much. Also, she was pretty shy and had few friends and was very nice and never 
got a whipping from her teacher.

The last story she shared was about the harsh winters when she grew up. During one winter she was 
skating at school in her normal shoes when she skated a hole in them! To hide this from her parents, who 
would probably get very mad, she changed out of her wet socks into a dry pair before she got home every 
day. But about a week later her parents found out. She got a whipping from her parents. The worst thing was 
she had to pick her own whip.

Learning more about my grandma made me feel closer to her. It also allowed me to learn a lot about her 
and where I came from. I am really glad I did this project.

Well, that’s my grandma’s story about her growing up. I hoped you liked it.
eaSton deel, Grade 5

Devil’s Bathtub

This past summer my family and I went on a hike to Devil’s Bathtub. It was a long hike through the 
woods. During the walk we saw a deer and a turtle. We got hot during the long hike and we couldn’t wait 
to reach the bathtub. When we finally arrived at our destination I jumped into the bathtub and it was very 
cold and deep. I slid down a naturally built rock slide. I swam two hours and then it was time to get out and 
start the hike back and on our way back down the mountain we saw about a hundred beautiful butterflies. 
It was an amazing adventure.

 KinSley dorton, Grade 5

My Dog, Marabell

On November 31st, 2014, I went up to the strip job with my papaw to pick up some gun shells for recy-
cling. This a place where people can go and practice shooting in the woods.

Easton Deel
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My papaw said to me, “Hey Taylah, look, there is a dog behind you”! I looked and I was in shock because 
the dog was just a baby. She looked like she was about one and a half. The dog came up to me shaking because 
she was cold. I let her sniff my hand, and she was friendly.

She let me hold her and I thought she looked really hungry, but my pappaw did not have dog food in the 
truck. We did have water, so we gave her water and brought her home.

As soon as we got to the house, I wanted to take care of her. We fed her and gave her a bath and she still 
lives with me.

taylah eadS, Grade 5

I AM

I am a friend, brother, son
I wonder if heaven is real

I hear cars
I see a bear

I pretend I am in the NFL
I feel like I am a NFL superstar

I touch a helmet
I worry a tornado will happen soon

I am a friend, brother, son
I worry when my dog gets hurt

I am a friend, brother, son
I understand I ain’t the best

I say Trump is awesome
I dream I will go to the NFL

I try to work hard
I hope school ends soon

I am a friend, brother, son.
hunter elliott, Grade 5

I Am

I am an inquisitive person who loves basketball
I wonder about the future
I hear the breeze of wind

I see the mountains
I want world peace

I am an inquisitive person who loves basketball
I pretend that I’m on a beach

I feel relaxed
I touch the ocean water

I worry that I will get bitten by a shark
I am an inquisitive person who loves basketball

I understand everything is not easy
I say people should be treated equally

I dream about making a difference in the world
I try hard at everything I do
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I hope I live a long and healthy life
I am an inquisitive person who loves basketball

SeBaStian ely, Grade 5

Meant To Be

This is the story of how God played a hand in how my parents met. God knew what my Mom would 
need long before I was born.

My dad’s name is Glenn Fore. He was born and raised in Lee County, Alabama in 1980. His father taught 
him at a young age the art of construction. He graduated high school in 2000 and joined the US Marine 
Corp shortly after. He served our country for 5 years.

My mom’s maiden name is Jessica Hoke and she was born in Big Stone Gap, VA in 1981. She was raised 
in Lee County, Virginia. Her father worked in a nearby coal mine as a Diesel Mechanic. Like my dad, she 
graduated high school in 2000. During school and after graduation, my mom was employed with several 
different companies.

Little did they know, God had plans for the both of them. My Dad was stationed at a military base in 
Camp LeJeune, NC. My mom and a friend went there to visit some of their friends stationed there in 2003. 
That is when my Mom and Dad met. They married a year later in 2004 and I was born in 2008.

My Mom started having kidney problems a few years after I was born. There is where God shows up. In 
2017, my Mom was put on dialysis because of kidney failure. She was added to the transplant list and she 
would have to stay on there until a donor came along. In 2018, my Dad was tested and found out that he 
was a perfect match. He gave his kidney to my mom in November of 2018. God put them together all those 
years ago because they were meant to be.

 Kaitlyn fore, Grade 5

My Dad

For my Origin Project, I want to write about my dad, Greg Gibson. He used to be in the Army. He works 
for my papaw Randy as a welder. They own their own business in Appalachia, called Clark Welding.

When my dad is not at work, we like to go for hikes. Sometimes we go to Roaring Branch, High Knob 
or the Devil’s BathTub. Most of the time we just go in the woods behind our house to walk our dog named 
Luna. She is a German Shepherd.

Another thing I do with my dad is go fishing. There are a lot of rivers and ponds to fish at in Appalachia. 
Sometimes my mom and sisters go with us. That’s when it’s the most fun!

Brylan GiBSon, Grade 5

A Long Way From Home

We packed up and left for Orlando, FL. We were going to go to Disney, Seaworld, and Aquatica. It was a 
long trip, we stopped two times. The first was to sleep and eat at a motel. The motel did not have a elevator. 
My mom and I had to pull six suitcases up three flights of stairs. That motel did have good breakfast, but 
there was no microwave.

 After we left, my sister caught up to us. We stopped for gas and we followed her. Soon after that we 
reached Atlanta, GA. I didn’t mention this, but this was my first trip out of the surrounding states of Virginia. 
Once we arrived at Orlando, we saw three limousines drive by us with two black SUVs behind it. My sister 
Bella and I said, “It’s the president!”. We went to our resort and checked in. After getting settled, we went 
shopping at a mall not too far from the hotel.
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The first full day we went to Aquatica. It’s SeaWorld just no animals or roller coasters. It’s just lazy rivers, 
wave pools, and waterslides.

The day after that we went to SeaWorld and saw orcas, dolphins, and sharks. We also saw turtles and 
manatees. I went on three rides. My mom and I got stuck with Branson, my nephew. We couldn’t go on big 
rides, and I’m deathly scared of heights anyway.

The next day we went to Disney World. I didn’t like it as much as people say. I only liked a few things like 
the Monsters Inc. play/ ride/ thing. The Buzz Lightyear shooting game/ ride it was very, very fun. I also liked 
the Pirates Of The Caribbean ride it was a little spooky. It had fake skeletons or were they, “DUN DUN 
DUN!” SPOOOOOOOOKY!

The final day of the trip was pretty fun. We went to Clearwater beach. The water wasn’t clear, it was a 
scam. After that we walked around. We went to Ron Jon Surf Shop. We bought some shirts and a fidget 
spinner that glows in the dark. After that we went to eat at Hooters. That night we played some mini golf at 
the resort, and some frolf (frisbee golf ).

We swam everyday at the resort. It had 2 pools with different slides. The resort had activities for everyone 
all day, everyday.

It took us 14 hours and 17 minutes to get there but it took 13 hours and 34 minutes to get back. I AM 
CONFUSED AMERICA, EXPLAIN!!!!!

 Gavin Colt GiBSon, Grade 5

My Coal Heritage

Decades ago coal brought my family to Big Stone Gap, Virginia. Our family history started in Black 
Mountain, Ky. My great great grandfather, Matt Bunch, worked there in the coal mines. The mines had 
no union or support for the workers. He decided to take his family to Montana. There, he started working 
in a mines that had an established union. Being a preacher and good with speaking engagements, he was 
appointed to the United Mine Workers Association as an international board member, a spokesman for the 
miners. He was then sent to Harlan, Ky. He helped fight to organize unions to represent the coal miners. 
The time he spent in Harlan was to be known as Bloody Harlan. Matt Bunch was known for a pistol in one 
pocket and a Bible in the other.

My great grandfather, Carl Bunch, worked at the U.S. Steal coal mines in Danville, Il. Like his father, he 
was also appointed as a representative for the union. He was sent to Harlan to work with his father. After 
living in Harlan, Ky., he moved to West Virginia to work as the secretary treasurer for the union. There my 
grandfather, Don Bunch was born. Carl eventually moved his family to Big Stone Gap, Va., where he worked 
for 28 years for the U.M.W.A., helping miners with their healthcare and pensions.

My mother, Kristi Bunch, met my father, Tony Gibson many years later. Each night when my dad got off 
work from the coal mines, he would stop at a little store where my mother worked. My dad worked for 19 
years as an electrician and mechanic inside the mines. The coal mines have had a strong history in my family 
history.

JameS anthony GiBSon, Grade 5

Family Christmas Traditions

I asked my mother what her Christmas traditions were when she was a little girl. She said as a little girl 
growing up at Christmas time, my granny, my pawpaw, my uncle, my great grandpa, and her would always 
load up the car and drive down to Jonesville, VA to stay with my great uncle, great aunt, and lots of cousins. 
It was always late at night when they got there and everyone would sit around and talk about what they had 
done through the months that had passed, while the kids played and wore themselves out.
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The next morning, everyone would wake up early to the smell of my great aunt cooking breakfast. It 
was always the same and would give my mom a feeling of joy and love because of being with loved ones. 
Then, after breakfast, all the kids would start putting up and decorating the Christmas tree and hanging 
the stockings. Next, they would eat lunch and play around until it was time to walk down under the hill to 
Cumberland Bowl Park to look at “Christmas in Lights.” On Christmas Eve night, they would sit around the 
living room telling Christmas stories, singing songs, and all the kids would get to open one present before 
Santa came the next morning. My mom thought that was the best part of all!

On Christmas morning, they would wake up to all kinds of presents! My mom said she can still hear the 
laughter and feel the joy and love when she thinks back on this time with her family. They would celebrate for 
three or four days! She said she wishes our traditions could be spent like that now, but times have changed 
and we have our own traditions that we are doing now. We still do some of the same things, but are missing 
a few memorable people. Hearing my mom talk about her childhood makes me realize that family memories 
can be made anywhere anytime.

alySSa Gilliam, Grade 5

My Dad

My dad, Gary Gilliam, is a lawyer. He has had to put many people in jail, and has solved many cases. He 
has prosecuted brutal murder cases, but he has also done some heroic things. He was a medic in the Vietnam 
War, which makes him really old, but him being old means he is very wise. You can ask him anything about 
law, math, or any subject really, and 99% of the time he will tell you the correct answer. When he isn’t being 
a genius, he is sittin’ on the couch yelling at reporters that are talking about politics. The thing I think he is 
best at is caring for our family. I have two brothers and four sisters, and he is always making sure we have 
what we need. He goes out in the cold at night and gets wood to put on the fire to keep us warm, and helps 
us with all the work we have to do. I hope to be just like my dad when I grow up.

donovan Gilliam, Grade 5

My Mom, the Bully

It all started when my mom, Jennifer, was in high school and her sister was getting bullied by another 
kid at school. My mom decided to take action and give the bully a taste of her own medicine. When she did, 
she got in trouble and was suspended from school. When my grandma found out about what my mom had 
done, she decided she would talk to my mom about it. She told her that she was also bullied in school and 
how it had hurt her feelings, but instead of retaliating, she decided she would show kindness to the bully. She 
was shocked to see that the bully started being nice to her! My grandma told my mom that instead of being 
mean, she should try to be nice. She told her that something bad could be happening to the bully at home that 
was causing her to be mean to my sister, so my mom went back to school the next week and was nice to the 
bully. The bully admitted that she was being mean to my sister because she didn’t have any friends. My mom 
learned that retaliating wasn’t the answer. She decided that the best way to handle a bully was to just be nice. 
If that didn’t work, my mom decided that she would just walk away and tell someone what was happening, 
but she learned that bullying in return was never the answer.

ChriStina Greer, Grade 5

Memories in the Garden

My pappy is Gary Stanley. He is the best Pappy ever! I love helping him in the garden!Not only does he 
teach me how to plant and grow everything, he also tells me stories about “the old days” while we’re planting.
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One day, he was telling me about how he moved away from Wise County when he was a kid with my 
great- grandparents, Evelyne and Hershel Stanley. He said that they had moved because they wanted their 
kids to have a better life growing up and didn’t want them to have to work in the coal mines. He said it was 
kind of like when my family moved away from northern Virginia to get away from the busy city living, sort 
of like history repeating itself.

As the day went on, we began planting some apple and pear trees, along with some grape vines. Pappy 
began telling me how cheap things were back in the 1950s compared to now. His family used to shop at a 
store called Shorts Supermarket. Canned goods were only ten cents a can and hamburger meat was only 29 
cents a pound! He remembered gas being only 18 cents a gallon! Everything is so much more expensive now!

He talked about a one- room schoolhouse in Wise that he and both of his parents attended when they 
were children. It was called Baker School and it still stands on Birchfield Road in Wise today. He also told 
me that they all had the same teacher. His name was Bascom McCoy. I can’t even imagine going to a school 
that only had one room and having the same teacher year after year! I will have to ask Pappy about where they 
ate lunch and what kinds of games they played the next time I visit. Things in the old days seem so different 
than what they are today. I love spending my time helping Pappy in the garden and listening to what life was 
like when he was a kid.

viCtoria GroSe, Grade 5

Guerrant’s Goodies

My family owns and operates a homemade bread and candy business. I would like to tell you how it all got 
started. When three of my brothers were very small, my mom needed to make extra money for our family. She 
used to work in an automobile factory and just was not sure what job she could do next. My mom and her chil-
dren decided to get together with their grandmother’s recipes and start to bake and sell at local festivals. They 
started out by making homemade breads, fudge, and fried pies. The first festival they did together was called 
Duffield Days. It was a success! Throughout the years, my mom decided to continue doing the festivals but incor-
porated my brothers and me to help sell her items. Our business name is called Guerrant Goodies. She has been 
in business now for fifteen years. Her speciality breads are pumpkin, applesauce, and banana nut. Each and every 
recipe my mother uses has been from my great- grandmother and my grandmother. My brothers and I are the 
official taste- testers. My personal favorite is my mother’s brownies. For years, she has sold them at the little league 
stand. Someday she is going to open her own business so that we can continue the tradition that she started.

JoShua Guerrant, Grade 5

My Grandpa

Hi! My name is Noah and my grandpa died four years ago. In 1934 James Paul Hale was born and his 
wife Magaline was born in 1935. James was in the Korean War and the funny thing is he would not eat rice 
or shrimp. He saw Koreans take poop and throw it into the swamp where they grew the rice. He died in the 
same place I was born. He is in a better place now. I miss him very much! I am named for my grandpa and 
I learned a lot from him.

noah hale, Grade 5

My Trip to Disney World

One day in August 2011, my mom decided to take the family to Disney. So they all said “yes” except my 
Aunt and her daughter. We packed our clothes and things and hit the road! But Disneyworld is so far from 
Big Stone Gap. We drove in the car for 14 hours!
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When we finally got to the ticket place, we bought them and then went to check into our motel to unpack. 
Since we arrived in Florida so early in the morning, we got to eat breakfast at Mickey’s Place. I got the Mickey 
ear shaped waffles. They were delicious! Afterwards, we went to have some fun: roller coasters, rides, water-
parks, pool, and funny shows!

Later, we ate dinner at a fancy restaurant where the waiters carry plates on their arms. It was so quiet. 
I think fancy people don’t talk in restaurants. When it was night time, we went to the Haunted Mansion. 
There was a roller coaster inside. It was so scary that we went back to the motel.

I had to share a bed with my sisters and that was not good, they move too much! After eating cereal for 
breakfast in our room, we went back and saw the Disney Parade. It had all the princesses and characters. I 
loved it!

That night we headed home. We all had the best time! That was the first trip, and we went back 2 more 
times!

madiSon hall, Grade 5

I Finally Became A Big Sister

I finally became a big sister on September 8th, 2010. I could not wait! I was so excited! I had been the 
baby of the family for the past two years and now I was going to be a big sister. At two years old, I was use 
to getting all of the attention, but all of that would soon change with the arrival of my baby sister. When she 
came home, all I wanted to do was hold her and feed her.

As she got older, we played with each other all the time. Being a big sister was not that bad at all. Even though 
we are older, we still do things together. We play on the computer together, jump on the trampoline together, 
and we talk for hours. Although we have arguments and disagree often, overall we still love each other.

SoPhie hamm, Grade 5

My School Years

When I was 5, I started kindergarten. Even though it was my first year in school, I was not afraid. I was 
happy, and without saying goodbye, I left my mom and ran to class. My mom cried, but my step dad didn’t 
and he got it all on video. I was happy to be going to school. I wanted to make friends with kids my age, but 
my mom didn’t want me to go to school because I was her first and only baby at the time. I remember being 
happy playing with friends and sleeping or taking naps and I still love school ice cream.

During primary school, I met two great friends, Kaitlyn and Rylie. Kaitlyn moved that year and it was 
really hard. I didn’t get to see her for two years. Then I met Sara, who is still my good friend, and we were 
in 4th grade together. I loved gym class in primary school because we didn’t have to run 6 laps every day.

Now, I am in the middle school and I have met a lot more new friends and surprisingly, I thought I would 
be picked on, but it has been better than I thought it would be. I like that every Wednesday and Friday we 
play Dodgeball, but I skip with Sara and we play Ping Pong instead.

lexiS holder, Grade 5

My Brother

My name is Montana. I am 11 years old and I live in Big Stone Gap with my family. My brother’s name 
is Dacotah. He is almost 5 years old. He has some disabilities that make his life a little different from mine. 
Sometimes my brother and I fight because he can not tell me what he wants to do because he has speech prob-
lems. When Dacotah was much younger, he started talking to the animals before he started talking to us. Mrs. 
Goodman has been helping him since he was 3. He calls a banana a ba- lemon, but he is still my best friend.
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About a year ago we drove to Tennessee to pick up a dog. Dacotah’s dog’s name is Loki. Loki’s mom’s name 
is Midnight and his dad’s name is Tucker. We saw some of his brothers and sisters. They were brown, white, 
and black. Loki was born on my papaw’s birthday!

Loki is the black lab that my mom is training to be a service dog for my brother. Dacotah does not do 
well with going to my sporting events and my parents are always having to chase him, as he darts everywhere. 
Once Loki is trained, Dacotah will be attached to Loki’s vest so he can not run away. I already notice when 
we go shopping that Dacotah does not scream or dart away. Loki is given a “down” command and this keeps 
Dacotah from running off. It has made a big difference.

Dacotah talks my head off and yells for the dog a lot. We may be loud but I know that we are loved to the 
moon and back by our parents. That is very important to me.

montana hood, Grade 5

Sweet Summertime

My favorite family memories are the summers spent with my cousins, Skylar and Ally, and my aunt, 
Stephanie. We have so much fun together! Last summer, we went to Natural Tunnel State Park. We got 
to ride the chair lift and spent the day at the pool. The waterslide was my favorite part, but I also liked 
playing Marco Polo in the pool with my cousins. After we finished swimming, we drove to Golden Corral 
in Kingsport and ate dinner. They have the best meatloaf and the chocolate fountain was yummy! When we 
got home, we played basketball in the driveway until dark. We went inside and played hide and seek until 
bedtime. Summer days with my cousins are the best!

Kiley huff, Grade 5

Blessed

Through the years, I have been blessed to be surrounded by family during some scary times in my life. 
My mom, dad, and grandparents have always supported and loved me and helped me thru hard times. On 
December 22, 2009, when I was almost two years old, I got a bad pneumonia and was put in the hospital. It 
was a hard time for me, and the hardest part was having to spend the night in the hospital over Christmas. I 
was in the hospital for a week and had really good nurses taking care of me. There was a big snow that came, 
and one nurse was with me the whole time. My mom and dad thanked everyone, and on December 29, I got 
to come home.

A few years later, I started third grade and the year started off bad. I had to have my tonsils taken out. 
I had to spend the night in the hospital, and I was very scared. My mom and dad stayed with me, and the 
nurses were very nice. I got to come home the next day and stayed out of school for a week. My teachers 
helped me make up all my work and were very nice. Two weeks later, I started having pain in my stomach 
and had to go to the emergency room. The doctors did lots of test and x- rays. They sent me to Johnson City 
Children’s Hospital because I had an infection in my stomach called e- coli. They don’t know how I got it, but 
they gave me medicines and iv fluids and I got better. I had to stay out of school another week this time. I 
finally got to go back to school and for a while, things were back to normal.

The next year, in March of 2016, I had some pain in my chest one day and had to go see my doctor. 
He sent me to the heart doctor who ran more tests and said that I had a problem with my heart call Wolff 
Parkinson White Syndrome (WPW). My mom and dad took me to Vanderbilt Hospital to have surgery to 
fix my heart. The doctors and nurses were really nice, and even though I was scared, my mom and dad and 
God was with me. When I woke up, my mom and dad were at my bed, and they told me that the doctor said 
he could not find anything wrong with my heart. We were all so happy and we thanked God for healing me. 
Once again, I had to be out of school for another week to heal, and my third grade year was over just like that.
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Since that hard year, I have been blessed and got to enjoy my fourth grade year and now my fifth grade 
year. As you can see, I have been through a lot in my life. I want to thank my parents, family, and friends 
for all the love and support they give me and show me each day. Now, I am good as new. God made me 
whole again. Being blessed by God has encouraged me to be a blessing to others by helping people in 
need. I have learned a lot from my experiences. Some things I do with my family to serve others is to help 
fill shoeboxes for Operation Christmas Child, help give away food to people that are not as fortunate as 
me and my family are, helping my family serve free meals at our church at Thanksgiving, and by giving 
joy to all the people around me. I am thankful for my family and the things they have taught me about 
helping other.

taylor huGheS, Grade 5

Living in Big Stone Gap

My family lived other places before moving to Big Stone Gap. My 4th great grandfather was an Indian 
from Kentucky. His daughter married my 3rd great grandfather. His last name was Flanary and he was 
from Ireland. He was a settler and built homesteads in Missouri, Kentucky, and Tennessee and liked to 
play the fiddle and dance. His son my 2nd great grandfather was a coal miner and made watches. His son 
was my great grandfather Edward Flanary who was the first one to live here in Big Stone Gap. He and 
my great grandmother Ruth had five children and moved here when my grandmother was six years old. 
They lived next door to a large dairy farm in Crackers Neck. My grandmother Jacquie and her brothers 
and sisters spent time fishing in the creek, building tree houses in the woods, exploring caves for Indian 
pieces, and sleigh riding for fun. They found lots of arrow heads when the garden was plowed each year. 
All the children helped in the barn with the milking of the cows, putting up hay, planting gardens, and 
canning food.

My mom and dad both grew up in Big Stone Gap. My dad is an auto tech and works at Freedom Chevrolet 
in Big Stone Gap. My mom likes living in Big Stone because she loves to explore the mountains. We have 
been to High Knob hiking. I like to go to Little Stony Falls and play in the cold water and hike. But you have 
to watch for broken glass in the water. We also like to go to Natural Tunnel and ride the chairlift and hike. 
We also like to go fishing at Big Cherry Lake but the last time my dad’s nephew brought his dog who jumped 
in the water and scared all the fish away. My family likes to have bonfires at night. I also like to go shoot at 
targets in the summer. We like to ride go karts.

This summer a big bear ran out in front of me when i was outside playing ball in the front yard. It was 
a big black bear and he just walked down the road during the day. We also had racoons and possums. The 
kittens did not like the baby red fox because he would eat their cat food. You never know what you will see 
in Big Stone Gap. It is always an adventure.

 noah inGle, Grade 5

The Best Birthday Ever

One of my most favorite memories is of my tenth birthday. Our family friend, Donnie Seymore, planned 
a special day for just me and my brother, Hunter. First, he took us to my favorite restaurant, Golden Corral. 
I had steak, ham, cotton candy, and ice cream. It was so good! Next, we went to Just Jump. We played tram-
poline dodgeball and our team won! Even the refs joined in! After that, we went to Bass Pro Shop and we got 
to bowl. It was a close game, but my brother won. We left and went back to Donnie’s house for a sleepover. 
He made my favorite chocolate birthday cake and we watched Ghosts of Mars, Chernobyl, and a scary movie 
called Life. It was the best birthday ever! I am very thankful to have Donnie as a family friend.

Jayden iSon, Grade 5
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Big Sis, Little Sis

One of the best days of my life was when my little sister, Sydney, was born. I remember arriving at the 
hospital, and I saw my Aunt Jackie and my cousin, Madison. My mom and dad went into the room with the 
hospital bed, and I went with Aunt Jackie and Madison to a room that was filled with toys.

While Sydney was being born, I stayed in the room and played. I had so much fun! They had a rocking 
toy that I rode. It was Tigger, from Winnie The Pooh. I played with that the most. A little while later, my dad 
came in the room where I was and said we could come back. We all went into the room where my mom was, 
and there was my new little sister. She was so tiny and adorable! I was an official big sister. I was so happy! 
I sat down on this little couch- bed thing, and I got to hold her. I kissed her and loved on her, then my dad 
picked her up and everyone took turns holding her.

After everyone left, I wanted to stay at the hospital with my mom and little sister. A nurse offered to get 
my dad and me a mattress off of another hospital bed. She brought the mattress in the room where my mom 
was with Sydney. I slept on the mattress with my dad, and stayed at the hospital for two days. And to this 
day, I still love her to death, even though she is a little booger.

aBiGail JaCKSon, Grade 5

My Beach Trip

I went on vacation to the beach, it was so much fun. We left Big Stone Gap and drove there for more than 
5 hours, and when we arrived we went on the beach at night and got in the water. We caught two baby crabs. 
My dad took me into the deep part, and I got pushed over by a huge wave that took me under water. The 
salt water went in my mouth, and it did not taste good. Then it went in my eyes, and my nose. It burned so 
badly that I went in the pool and stayed there for a while. After that, my dad, took me back to the room to 
get changed because we were going to eat.

We went out to eat at Freddy’s. I ate the wings, they were so good. My Dad, Papaw, Missy, and Barb all 
laughed at me because I had sauce on my face. Then we went back on the beach and found lots of seashells. 
We went in the ocean and my dad caught a fish with a bucket. After that, I saw a homeless bird, so I got the 
fish and feed the bird. The bird was so nice that I made it a home and gave it some water.

The next day, we ordered pizza and of course I got more wings because I love wings. When we got in the 
hot tub, I was sitting there and realized my bracelet was gone. I told my dad and he said, “The last place you 
were at was the Lazy River and you had it on there.” I went to the Lazy River and saw it in the bottom and 
I jumped in and got it back.

That afternoon, we went up to the room and watched a movie called Sharknado. It was so funny that we 
were laughing very much. My dad said that I must have been tired because I slept like I was in heaven. The 
next day, we packed our stuff and headed home. A couple days after we were home, I remembered that I left 
my slippers in South Carolina. I was so sad, but I got over it. My Papaw said next year we get to go again and 
I know it will be so much fun. Who knows, my slippers might still be there?

Serenity JefferSon, Grade 5

I Am

I am awesome and smart
I wonder what California looks like

I hear birds
I see fish

I want puppies and kittens
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I am awesome and smart
I pretend to be funny

I feel happy
I touch the air

I worry about my animals and all of my family
I cry over my dead animals and family

I am awesome and smart
I understand about life

I say mythical creatures are real
I dream about falling off a cliff

I try to make good grades
I hope to live a long time
I am awesome and smart

 aBBie JohnSon, Grade 5

The Time I Almost Met Santa

It was the night before Christmas and I was so excited to rip open my presents. My brothers and sister 
were also excited about Christmas. I was putting milk, cookies, and then one of my lego- builds I made, on a 
plate “If he gives presents I will too!” I said getting ready for bed. I walked to my bedroom, climbed the ladder 
to my bed, and fell asleep.

I woke up to a noise in the living room, got out of my bed, and looked out my bedroom door. I didn’t 
see anybody or anything. It was all black and I still heard a noise. “Santa,” I said, “I forgot it was Christmas”. I 
wanted to see him but, I was scared of the dark so, I thought for a second. “I’ll do it!” I said. I tried to forget 
it was the dark, but I couldn’t. I didn’t care so I quietly ran to the living room and no one was there “Great.”

It was the next morning “It is Christmas!” I said running to the living room. My brothers, my sister, and 
I opened our presents. I got a lot of presents, but only remember one. It was a football-  my first football. 
Anyway, we opened all of our presents and the last thing I did was tell my parents what had happened. They 
were surprised, but a nervous way. Anyway, that was the time I almost met Santa.

Jeremy (J.J.) KamPlain. Grade 5

Family Vacation

Last summer, I went on vacation with my whole family. There were ten people that went. I was excited 
that my MiMi and Papaw got to go with us. We went to Gatlinburg. We stayed in a cabin for a week. The 
best part was doing rides, eating, and spending time together.

We spent one day at Dollywood. My mom took me through a maze and I got a wand. I rode lots of roller 
coasters there. I didn’t like the ride that would go straight up and down. My favorite ride was the water slide, 
it was a big deep slide that went into a pool, it was great. We also rode bumper cars, I liked bumping into 
people. The more people you bump into, the more points you get. My dad won me a teddy bear because he 
won the bumper car race.

We went out to eat the whole time we stayed. We would go to big fancy restaurants. I loved eating at the 
Chinese and Italian restaurants. We would go to eat the breakfast buffet at Waffle House, I would barely eat 
because I just wanted to ride the rides.

I really liked spending time together because we would play board games and watch movies. It was a lot 
of fun. I would love to go again with all of my family.

(CaSSie) lauren Kelly, Grade 5
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Thanksgiving

Thanksgiving is a fun time of year. This year we decided to celebrate on the 21st and the 22nd. We went 
to our cousin’s house.

First, we visited our first cousin; who lives in Bristol. When we got there we played video games, then we 
had a nerf war. After we enjoyed our family dinner, we were on our way.

The next day we went to our other cousin’s house. They have a big house.
First thing I did was run up the stairs to play games with my cousins. We started by playing Minecraft.
The second thing we did was play bean- bag- toss and smash pumpkins.
Then we went inside to eat another family dinner. After we ate, we went back outside and we played 

basketball. My brother and I won.
Spending time with my cousins is always fun, so I’m glad we decided to have two Thanksgiving celebrations!

malaKai Kennedy, Grade 5

Sausage Balls

Ingredients
• 1 pound of Hot Sausage
• 1 Box of Red Lobster Cheddar Bay Biscuit Mix
• 1 Cup of Shredded Cheddar Cheese
• 1 8 oz. Block of Cream Cheese

Instructions
1. Preheat oven to 350 degrees
2. Mix all ingredients together in a mixing bowl
3. Roll mixture into 1” balls
4. Bake for 25 minutes

I chose this recipe because it is my favorite thing my Mom makes. We always have some of them in our 
house. I don’t like cheese, so she had to trick me to even try them. All of my favorite memories of them come 
from being around my family and friends.

zoie KinG, Grade 5

My Family’s Summer

My family and I go to Gatlinburg every summer and sometimes in a different month. It is very fun, I love 
having fun there. It’s my favorite place to go and I play with my mom and granny and my brother and sister. 
I love to swim there and ride go carts because I can drive them by myself. I could drive them by myself for 2 
years now. I can’t wait to go back there! Also, I like to go to the arcade. It is very very fun and I hit the jackpot 
5 times the last time I was there!

We eat at Steak n Shake. I love that place in Bristol. We go to a candy shop that sells caramel apples, and 
very good candy and suckers. We go to a Just Jump place. It’s cool, I like it and my brother and sister go too. 
We go a lot more places, but I really can’t think of them, but they are very cool. I like to swim in the hot tub 
and they have an indoor swimming pool and an outdoor swimming pool. We stay at Willowbrook lodge. I 
love it ! It is pretty cool.

Jarred KinSler, Grade 5
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My Papaw’s Story

My grandfather is Richard Bryan Hazlewood, JR. He is one of the most important people to me and to all 
of his family and friends. Most people call him Dickie but I call him papaw. His family originated in Texas. 
His dad, Richard Forrest Hazlewood, was in the Army and started writing letters to his mom, Virginia 
Stidham who was from Keokee, Virginia. When his dad got out of the Army they married and settled in 
Keokee.

My papaw was the 7th of 9 children and they were all raised in Keokee. He was born on June 3, 1960 
in Appalachia, VA on Wise Street at the Appalachia Hospital, delivered by Dr. Porter. In 1977 the family 
moved to Exeter, VA. He graduated the following year from Appalachia High School.

My papaw became a painter and a carpenter after high school. In 1980 my mom was born. In 1992 he 
married my Nan and they live on Spruce St in Appalachia with my aunt Sydney and their cat Smokey.

My papaw’s best memories when he was a child all involved his dad. They were very close and did most 
everything together. His dad was the coach of his little league baseball team and the Cub Master for his cub 
scout troop. They did everything together including thumbing for a ride out of Keokee before my papaw got 
a car. Once on their way back from walking they were with my uncle Joe crossing some railroad tracks, Joe 
and his dad crossed a moving train and my papaw didn’t have enough time and had to wait on the other side 
of the tracks until the train passed by. When he got a car his dad would sneak and buy his gas so they could 
keep going places together, his brother’s and sister’s didn’t find out about this until years later when they 
found receipts in an old box.

Another memory from his childhood of course involved his dad but also includes his sister Mary Ann. His 
dad would always save a lunch cake for whoever got to him first when he came home from work. He would 
always race Mary Ann down the hill to make sure he got there first, sometimes he would grab her ponytail and 
push her to the ground if she was ahead of him. He said they can look back now and laugh at this.

My papaw makes sure we all know how much he loves us and how important his family is to him.
 laCi lanCaSter, Grade 5

Talton Hall

My name is Maddy Laney and I’m writing about my Dad’s Great, Great, Great, Great Grandfather Talton 
Hall. Most people know him by “Bad Talt Hall.” He was written about by John Fox Jr. in his books. Talt was 
an outlaw in his day of time. Some say Talt killed 100 men, but was famous for killing Police Chief Hylton 
of Norton, Virginia. Talt was conviction he was hung inside a specially built covered gallows in Big Stone 
Gap in 1892.

They also say that Talt’s case, he dropped feet- first into eternity at the end of a stout rope at the Wise 
County Courthouse on September 2, 1892. He was the 1st person to be legally “hanged by the neck until 
dead” in Wise County. Also some say his body was buried back in a cemetery in Letcher County Kentucky. 
So much has been passed down about Talt’s life and where he is buried. Really no one knows. Talt has been 
written about by many people around Wise County and the history of Wise County.

 maddy laney, Grade 5

My First Deer

To most eleven year old boys, going hunting for the first time is some of the most exciting times of their 
lives. Its seems like forever before that day arrives. The anticipation is very hard to endure. Finally, that day 
came for me when my grandfather took me this past fall.
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The weather was perfect, it wasn’t too windy and the temperature was just right for animals to be mov-
ing around and feeding. We walked up the small hill until we reached the area that he had chosen for me. I 
learned a lot that day. I learned to be patient and to make sure that I had a good visual on the animal as to 
not just injure it. I was just enjoying being outdoors with the crisp feel of the autumn air, and the golden and 
red leaves flying around us when I felt a tug on my arm. I suddenly looked up. My heart started racing like 
I had been running, and at times I felt I couldn’t breath. I had been waiting and I was ready for this. Then it 
happened! I got my first deer!

My grandfather taught me what to do next in order to preserve the meat. I am so thankful to that noble 
animal that gave its life for me and my family to sustain ours.

Since that unforgettable day in November for this eleven year old boy, we have been enjoying the many ways 
of preparing delicious venison. I can only dream now and wait until the next season of deer hunting arrives.

aiden lane, Grade 5

Alabama Football

It was the fall of 2013 when I was five years old and my papaw, uncle, dad, brother and I went to Kroger 
field in Lexington, Kentucky at the University of Kentucky to watch Alabama vs Kentucky game in football. 
During the drive there I got to play my favorite game called Super Meat boy with my brother, Ethan. I got 
to sit with my papaw and Uncle Chris and talk to them. We finally arrived at the football game where we got 
pizza, ice cream, pop, and popcorn. The fans were loud and the game was exciting. In the end of the game 
Alabama beat Kentucky 48 to 7. We are Alabama fans and I will never forget this great adventure with my 
dad and brother. Roll tide!

 luKe lane, Grade 5

My Nanny

My Nanny’s name was Connie Gardner Lawson. She had three brothers and one sister. When she was 
little, my Nanny really loved to draw, but back then they didn’t have the money to buy extra paper, so her dad 
would take the paper that she had drawn on and erase it for her to have paper. My Nanny loved Hershey 
candy bars and her dad would often bring her one in his dinner bucket for a special treat. When my Nanny 
was eighteen she married my papaw, Jessee Lawson, and had three kids; Scott (my dad), Alan, and Dave. My 
dad, Alan, is the middle kid. My Nanny had six grandchildren. I am the youngest.

When I was five, we took a trip to Florida. My Nanny and I shared a room together. We went to Disney 
World, the beach, and we flew in a plane for the first time. We had a blast! A few years ago, my Nanny had 
breast cancer and passed away on her birthday, March 7, 2015. Since she’s been gone, it’s been really hard 
without her. I really miss her. We had so many great times together and I loved her so much!

KhariS lawSon, Grade 5

My Fun Day

Sunday was amazing! My friend and I went to Norton. It is the next town over from Big Stone Gap. We 
ate at Little Mexico, and we went shopping at Walmart. When we go to Little Mexico I always get cheese 
dip for my chips. It was fun. But my friend, Lexi, had to go home. I was a little sad to see her go home, but 
we know we had fun.

Finally we got home and watched The Walking Dead and my dog, Snowball, is so spoiled that she has to 
sleep with me or my brother, Sean Lawson. We always have to take turns.

Sarah lawSon, Grade 5
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Chicken- Tender

My name is Emma and I raise chickens. Like my family before me, I am a chicken- tender. In 1937 my great 
uncle Cart Rogers would walk down from his mountain home in Scott County Virginia and trade his eggs 
and chickens to the local general store for supplies his family needed like flour and sugar. Times have changed 
since then. I raise chickens as a hobby, but they also provide eggs to my family and friends.

Taking care of chickens includes many things. They must be given food and fresh water every day, some-
times more than once. You also have to give them attention so they stay friendly and are not mean especially 
the roosters. Chickens can have health problems and diseases like any other animal. When they are sick you 
must give them special medicine and treatments.

At least once a year chickens lose their feathers. This is called molting. It can leave them with a few bald 
spots, or they may lose most of the feathers on their body. New feathers grow back like sharp points and are 
called pin feathers. It is very painful for chickens to be held during molting.

Hens also go broody which means they want to raise babies by sitting on eggs to hatch them. Broody 
hens are mean and they will attack if you try to move them or their eggs. A chick will hatch after 21 days of 
being station.

Even though having chickens is work and extra responsibility. I enjoy them very much. I hope I can keep 
learning about them and raise beautiful, healthy birds.

emma leSter, Grade 5

Christmas Traditions

On Christmas Eve, I visit my mamaw and spend time with her, Mammy, and my baby sister, Kira. My 
pappy passed away when I was seven months old. My mamaw is sad this time of year because she misses him. 
We all sit around and talk and play and Mamaw gives us gifts. I get to open Mamaw’s gifts early every year.

Christmas Eve night, Mommy, Jayden, Hiram, Kira, me, and my step- dad, Jamie, all sit down and open 
one present. The first present is always pajamas and a movie. We pop popcorn and watch a movie, bake 
cookies and make hot cocoa. After we watch movies, we set a plate of cookies out for Santa and his hot cocoa 
and then we all go to bed.

I am always the first one up and see the tree all lit up and full of gifts for everyone wrapped in all different 
kinds of wrapping paper. We all put on our shoes and jackets and go to our other Mamaw and Papaw’s house 
and have breakfast and then open presents there. All the family joins together there to open presents and 
the grown- ups have a Chinese Christmas. I like to watch them steal presents from each other. It is funny. 
When everyone is finished, we all clean up the mess and everyone goes home to open gifts. Mommy has us 
open one at a time. She goes in order, oldest to youngest. Mommy says there are too many of us to go crazy. 
I think she says that because she is the oldest! We all open presents and our stockings. After we all clean up, 
we get to play with all of out presents.

Later, everyone meets at our house on Christmas. All the men in the family get the karaoke equipment set 
up and we all get together and sing. My little sister dances the entire time. She loves music! We then gather 
around and have Christmas dinner and play for hours. Before everyone goes home, we always go outside and 
have a snowball fight, this is, if there’s any snow. If there is not, we play another game. We all dare daddy to 
jump in the freezing cold green pool. We always win and he has to jump in the green pool.

Late that evening, my mommy takes me to my daddy to spend Christmas night with him and his family. 
We also have Christmas dinner there as well. Mommy drives me over an hour to get there to drop me off 
so I can spend time with my daddy and his family. All the family comes over and we open presents there.

Christmas is my favorite time of year because it is spent with all of my family.
hunter lewiS, Grade 5
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Vacation

I love to go to new places. I like to go with my cousins, Emily, Easton and Hunter. I have a new baby sister 
and she gets to go with us too. Sometimes my grandparents will take us on fun trips. I also go with my aunt 
and uncle and my parents.

My aunt Stephanie and uncle Corey took me to Disney World, it was fun because I had never been. I went 
to Panama beach in Florida this year with my grandparents. We could only stay two days because of a hurri-
cane. We spent the rest of the trip in Pigeon Forge. I went to Dollywood about 2 weeks ago with my parents.

I love going on trips because it is fun to spend time with my family. I hope to go to Disney World again 
with my mom and dad so my baby sister can go for her first Disney trip.

Kylie maGGard, Grade 5

My Mom and Dad

My mom was born in Norton, Virginia in 1987. She grew up on a farm called Nealy Ridge with goats, 
pigs, horses, cows chickens, turkeys, dogs, barn cats, and a bunny. She had two brothers and one sister. My 
mom met my dad in high school. After they got married, they had me, Hannah. I’m 11 years old and live 
in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. Afterwards, she had my brother, Hunter; who is 8, and sister, Hailey; who is 6. 
My mother is a great mom. She stays home to take care of us. She does everything for us: cook, takes care 
of the house, takes us fun places; like amusement parks and camping, helps with our homework, and watch 
movies together.

My dad works on a drilling rig and goes to work for a week, then is at home for a week. He says he likes it. 
Sometimes, when he is home we go places, such as, the movies, or fishing in a lake in Appalachia. We like to 
go hiking in the mountains together. We also go shopping in Norton for clothes and food. A few years ago, we 
went to the drive- in movies in Appalachia. It was really fun because we went in our pajamas and ate snacks.

My mom and dad are fun and I feel happy when I am with them.
hannah mCCowen, Grade 5

My Dog, Chase

On my seventh birthday, I got a dog. I named him Chase because he liked to chase things. His favorite 
games were Hide and Seek and Tag. He was kind of weird because he always had one ear up and one ear 
down.

It was winter now, and I’m eight years old. I went to Sebastian’s house to sled down the hill and play in the 
snow. While I was at Sebastian’s house, my dad drove home. When he drove over the train tracks, his tires 
got stuck in the snow and were spinning.

Chase thought I was in the car and got excited, so he ran toward the car and slid on some ice and then 
under the tire. Chase was laying in the driveway and was hurt really bad. My dad tried to help him, but he 
realized he couldn’t help him. My dad grabbed his gun, and put him out of his misery.

When I got home, my dad said, ”Notice anything gone?” and I looked around and said “No.” It took a few 
seconds and then I remembered and asked him where Chase was. He said that he died. I didn’t believe him 
at first, then my mom said it was true. I was heartbroken, and I still am.

Ever since Chase died, I’ve realized that we still have a connection. He sends me cloud pictures, at least 
that’s what I call them. He sends me cloud pictures of his life in heaven and memories of me and him playing. 
Only I can see those clouds.

Last month, on the fourteenth of October, my eleven year old dog died. I don’t have siblings, so she was 
like my sister. So it was a really sad, and I wasn’t even there to say goodbye. Her name was Shawnee. Shawnee 



union middle SChool 377

and Chase used to play together, so I hope that now that they are both in heaven, they can see eachother 
again. I miss them.

lexy meade, Grade 5

I Am

I am a sassy girl
I wonder if I’ll ever see a cloud up close

I hear coyotes
I see little faces in the clouds

I want vanilla ice cream
I am sassy girl

I pretend to have a home of my own
I feel like I want to touch a cloud

I touch the clouds
I worry about dying

I would cry if I lost my dog
I am a sassy girl

I understand science
I say I believe in ghost

I dream bad nightmares
I try to do cheers

I hope to be a cheerleader
I am a sassy girl

 Keyonna miller, Grade 5

The Worst Halloweens Ever!!!!!!

I have some really good memories of Halloween with my family in Big Stone Gap. We usually trick- or- 
treat downtown by the park. My first Halloween costume was a blue ninja from Power Rangers Super Ninja 
Steel. My mom got it to surprise me. I got so much candy that year my bag almost broke! Then we had a 
Halloween party the same day. We went to bed at 3 am the next morning.

Every year, my parents like to pull a prank on my sister and me. One year, I saw my mom under the car 
and when she moved I screamed out loud! It was Halloween so I thought it was scary when she moved, but 
she laughed out loud. I was so creeped out that I had nightmares for weeks! Another prank was when my 
dad cut a nail in half and used fake vampire blood to trick us into thinking he got a nail stuck in his hand. 
Another time, my dad walked around the house in a spooky black phantom costume. My mom asked us to 
help cook, and when we walked into the living room, there he was! It creeped us out!

I think that I will not continue that Halloween tradition, because it was too scary for me, and I don’t want 
to scare my future kids!

BlaKe moore, Grade 5

The Day I Went to Dollywood

On Dec. 29, 2018, I went to Dollywood. First, I had to wait in line to get my Picture I.D. Next, my family 
and I walked down a path to look at Christmas lights. The first ride I rode was a rollercoaster. The roller-
coaster wasn’t scary for me, but it was for my uncle! When it took our picture on the 100ft drop, he looked 
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terrified and I was laughing. After we rode the roller coaster, we ate. Then we rode the Cinderella train. After 
that we rode a spinning, swing ride. Again, my uncle was terrified and I was having a great time! When we 
got off of that ride, it was time to go home. We had a lot of fun that day! Since Dollywood is pretty close to 
Big Stone Gap, I’m sure we will visit here again!

taBatha leado Cheyanne moore, Grade 5

Football in Big Stone Gap

Every year, kids from Big Stone Gap and Appalachia play Peanut Football at Bullet Park. There are four 
teams, the Packers, Chargers, Dolphins, and Chiefs. Kids look forward to playing peanut football because all 
the games happen on the same field that the high school team plays on. This is a tradition that has been in 
our community for many decades.

The draft is held on the practice field at Union High School. I tried out when I was in third grade and I 
got drafted to the Chiefs. I was so excited to go to the field house and pick up my black game pants and white 
practice pants, but the best part is putting on football pads for the first time!

I practiced really hard and it was finally game day! We played the Chargers. Two of my best friends play 
for the Chargers team and it was fun to meet them on the field. Sadly, my team lost by a touchdown. I decided 
to practice harder and get better so that we wouldn’t lose to them in our next meeting. It worked! My team 
went to the championship, but ended up losing to the Packers. We got beat 14- 12. It was a really close game! 
Next year, I am going to practice and work harder so that my team will win the championship!

Keyan moreloCK, Grade 5

My Family History

My name is Ben Mullins. I was born in Bristol, VA. I have always lived in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. I like 
it here it’s safe here we have beautiful mountains here good weather and I have a lot of good friends.

My family starts with my great grandfather and great grandmother, Fred and Chloe Mullins. They had 
nine kids, four boys and five girls. They were all from Dickenson County. My grandmothers name is Barbra 
Adkins. She is from Clinch County. She lived there until seven years ago. That’s when she moved in with us.

My mom is from Davenport, VA. Her name is Jill. She grew up in Tazewell, VA. Her dad is Dean Oquin. 
He lives in Wise, VA. My mom has a brother named Steven.

My dad was born in Bristol, Tennessee. His name is Rick Mullins. He is a pretty important guy here in 
BSG! My dad is a very generous person. He donates to the school a lot. He watches a lot of football. He helps 
my brother and I. We like playing minecraft all together. I have one brother, no sisters. My brothers name is 
Nate, he was born in Norton, VA. We all like to go hiking in the mountains together.

I like our school and teachers and its a real good town to live in.
 Ben mullinS, Grade 5

I Am

I am smart and funny
I wonder about the bottom of the sea

I hear the wind
I see mountains

I want to be a bird
I am smart and funny

I pretend to fly
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I feel softness
I touch a turtle

I worry about dogs
I cry when I die in fortnite

I am smart and funny
I understand about life

I say God
I dream scary things

I try on my school work
I hope to be the best fortnite gamer

I am smart and funny
 Jordan mullinS, Grade 5

My Family Christmas Traditions

Our Christmas traditions begin on December 1st. We get the Christmas tree and decorations out of our 
building and decorate the house. My mom puts lights outside and fixes our Olaf blow- up. Then, that night, 
after we go to bed, our elves on the shelf, Holly and Frosty, come and sit on our mantle and bring us a note. 
They hide every night after that until the day after Christmas, which is when they return to the North Pole.

We celebrate Christmas Eve with my mom’s family by going to our church and having a big dinner. Later 
that evening, we go up to my Mamaw and Papaw McKinney’s house and eat again, then we open presents. 
When we get home, my parents let each of us open our stockings. There are usually little toys and things we 
can use, like toothbrushes and makeup, inside.

On Christmas morning, we wait until everyone wakes up, then my three siblings and I begin to open up 
our presents. We get so excited and anxious with each gift we open. We all end up playing with each others’ 
toys and have so much fun! Mom and Dad clean up the mess and help us put together toys, or get them out 
of the boxes. After that, we head to my Mamaw Carie’s house. I get to see my other cousins and have dinner 
with them, then we open more presents.

By the time all of the celebrating is over, our car is packed full of presents and left- over food. We are 
usually all worn out, but it’s the good kind of worn out, the kind you don’t mind because of all the fun that 
came with it. I love being able to spend so much time with all of my cousins and family during the holidays. 
I am thankful to have a big family that loves and cares for me. I look forward to our Christmas traditions all 
year long.

mariSSa mullinS, Grade 5

Granny

I was born Oct. 1, 2007 in Holston Valley hospital in Tennessee. I am the first out of five children. It was 
cool at first, however, one day all of that changed. That’s a story for another day.

The first time I went hunting I was four years old. I had a 44 mag pistol. I shot a tree and I was done but 
I still had fun. My granny told me a story about her grandpa Frank. One night he went to the outhouse, he 
heard something while in there. He looked and what he saw was crazy. A BIGFOOT! She said, he ran in 
the house with his pants down.

My great great grandpa was in WW2. He passed away due to being shot in the leg. He got a infection 
from the wound. My granny has told me story after story about her life. I’m sure there will be many more 
to come.

SeBaStian mullinS, Grade 5
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My Christmas Tradition

My family spends a lot of time together during Christmas. On the day before Christmas, our mom and 
dad let my brothers, sister, and me open one present. My family also fixes a big dinner. My favorite thing 
Mom makes is oreo pie. My favorite thing Dad makes is ham. He deep fries it and it is delicious! I also love 
my mamaw’s banana pudding!

After we eat, we go outside to play. If there is snow on the ground, we have snowball fights, build snow-
men, make snow angels, and go sledding on my mamaw’s hill. One of my favorite Christmas memories was 
when my dad went down my mamaw’s hill on a stand- up board and fell over the basketball goal. We were 
laughing so hard! Thankfully, he was okay! Then, I went down another hill and got stuck in the fence. It took 
both of my parents to get me out of the fence! I cried, but I wasn’t badly hurt. After we played outside, we 
drank hot chocolate together. I feel that Christmas is special and love our family traditions.

Chloe nida, Grade 5

My Abuelos

I am from Mexico. My Grandfather died before I was born. I always wanted to meet him. He died at 
the hospital. I think he was kind. I don’t know. My mom had a broken leg, so she could not go see him. 
My mom dreamed about him. She saw him in her dream, and he had a tube in his neck. Later, she told my 
grandmother, Abuelita, and it was true. My Abuelita is still living in Mexico. She is very kind to people. In 
the summer, I go visit my Abuelita in Mexico. It takes three days in a car. At night, we sleep in a hotel. I have 
also been to Florida to visit my aunt who lives there.

On my Dad’s side, both my grandparents, Abuelos, are still alive. They are nice too. They live close by, in 
Johnson City. They also have a house in Norton, and we go there for a big family Christmas party.

anahi reyeS onate, Grade 5

I Am

I am Julie Orange
I am amazing and kind
I hear the wind
I see snow that comforts me
I am Julie Orange
I pretend to have kids
I feel happy
I touch my cat, it is so fluffy
I cry because my cat Jack got run over
I try to work hard in school
I am Julie Orange
I dream of peace and love
I hope that I get a good job
I worry that my aunt is going to die
I want to get married
I am Julie Orange

 Julie oranGe, Grade 5
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My Papaw’s Dog

Over the years my papaw had a dog. His name was Buddy. The dog was nice all of the time, however, he 
would not allow me to pet him. Out of the blue, one day the dog allowed me to pet him. From that day on, 
Buddy always allowed me to pet him. Buddy passed away a few years later. It was sad for us both. Buddy is 
buried in a flower bed in my backyard.

riley oranGe, Grade 5

My Thanksgiving Tradition

Every Thanksgiving we go to my grandparents’ houses. We go to Appalachia and Strawberry Patch in Big 
Stone Gap. A few days before Thanksgiving, we eat with Mamaw Janet. Mamaw cooks most of the food, 
sometimes my papaw will help cook. Her food is yummy and delicious. I love her potato salad and deviled 
eggs. We eat with family and friends there. We eat and play outside together.

On Thanksgiving Day, we go to Mamaw Tammy’s. Sometimes some of my cousins will come to eat with 
us. My mamaw is a good cook. I love her mashed potatoes and green beans. We stay there most of the day. I 
love playing with my cousins when we are there.

I love Thanksgiving because it is fun going to my grandparent’s. It is not about the food, but hanging out 
with your family members.

BryCen oSBorne, Grade 5

The Most Wonderful Time of the Year

Winter is my favorite time of year with my family. I love the big snows we sometimes get! When it snows, 
my mom, dad, sister, uncle and I go sledding at my grandma’s house. She has a huge hill that we ride our 
sleds down. We have to walk back up the hill to go again. It’s tiring, but so fun! We also build snowmen and 
have snowball fights.

Another reason I like winter is because of Christmas. On Christmas Eve, my family gets together and we 
eat turkey and dressing with all the trimmings and have cookies for dessert. I love helping bake the cookies 
with my grandma. I also help her bake gingerbread men that we get to eat after dinner. After everyone fin-
ishes eating, we open presents. My cousins and I play with all of our new toys together, then we all go home. 
There are so many fun things about winter!

ethan owenS, Grade 5

Colors of Big Stone Gap

White balls of fluff falling from the sky.
Red foxes play in the snowy field.

Green trees sway in the wind.
Red mountains cover the Gap in the fall.

Blue and Orange Bears take the field to play ball.
Blue beautiful rivers cover the forest biome in the summer.

Black skies in the night, listen to the owls call.
Silver stars twinkle on clear nights.

dylan Palmer, Grade 5
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The Heritage of a Coal King

My great- great- great uncle, Charles Bondurant, helped build the coal industry in St. Charles, Virginia. 
He earned his title as one of the early coal kings by opening the first coal mine in St. Charles. The town is 
actually named after him and his office assistant; with his first name being Charles, and his office assistant’s 
last name being St. John. Charles Bondurant also helped to establish the railroad lines in Southwest Virginia 
for transportation needs. Family stories retold for generations reflected that Charles believed in hard work 
and education. When he was nine, he started working in a brickyard for forty cents a day. Then, he worked at 
a grocery store and got paid $3.00 a week. He gained a reputation for honesty and hard work. The story goes 
that Charles often said, “It’s more important to teach a man how to work and earn his keep rather than give 
freely.” My family still believes this is true today. Charles was very active in politics and bettering the commu-
nity to help everyone. He even received an invitation to and attended Franklin D. Roosevelt’s Inauguration. 
Even though I never had an opportunity to meet my great- great- great uncle Charles Bondurant, I am very 
proud to be his relative.

Savana ParSonS, Grade 5

My Papaw

My Papaw was born on Halloween, October 31, 1963. He has eleven siblings and all of them are awesome. 
Papaw and his siblings Juanita, Freddy, Wayne, Kevin, Thelma, Joyce, Linda, Jc, Billy, Ronnie and Danny 
were always creative and playing. Some of the good thing in his life are that they would swing on vines, shoot 
dynamite, throw stuff at car windows, and play football, etc.

His Maw, Mamaw Reta, had antique bears that I am supposed to be getting soon. I have some of them, 
but not all of them. Sadly, she passed away before I was born, and I never got to meet her.

Papaw’s dad wasn’t very nice. He was malicious to him, mamaw Reta, and papaws siblings. I don’t like the 
stories where they would leave and hide from him. Papaw told me everytime Billy would say, “Do you think 
he’s coming tonight? He would. Their dad was abusive and drank a lot. I am thankful my dad is not like that.

One story papaw told me was that his brother Billy fell in the outhouse, Papaw said, “What happened?”. 
Billy yelled, “You dummy, I fell in the outhouse!” My Papaw thought that was funny and a good memory.

Sometimes, Papaw and his siblings would play Hoopy Hide (Hide and Seek). I like the name Hoopy 
Hide better.

Every year now, they have a reunion that kids and grandkids come to. I want so badly to keep it going 
for years and years. My papaws family is awesome and make me feel free and active. I will continue to hear 
stories and admire all of them.

Kami PenninGton, Grade 5

My Sweet Little Brother

I love my little brother so much. Sometimes he can be a bit mean but I still love him. We play together 
every day. He is just the best at playing pretend. We also love to play minecraft together. He isn’t the best at it 
but he tries his best. I was so excited for him to be born. I loved him so much. I was little and learning where 
my own eyes were so I liked to ask, “where are his eyes”. I wanted to play with him all the time.

A few years later when my brother was 4 he started to play with me more. Now that we are a little older 
we play with our plushies. We have so much fun! My favorite is Freddy Fazbear. My brothers favorite is 
Golden Freddy. We don’t actually have that plushie so we use a golden bear plush. I am so grateful I have my 
brother and love him so much.

JaCelyn PeterSon, Grade 5
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My Adoption

I have lived with my parents for four years. I love them with all of my heart. They care for me because 
provide me with a home, good food, and a big bedroom. My parents buy me pretty clothes.

They have not always been my parents. I was in foster care with them when I was six. I got moved to 
another home and I felt very sad, I cried because I didn’t want to go with the new people. I lived there for 
two days and then I went back to them and I was so excited and happy, I jumped up and down. I have been 
there ever since.

One day when I came home from school, I found out that I was officially adopted. I was very, very happy. 
Now I know I will never have to leave again. That was the best day of my life.

aBBy PhilliPS, Grade 5

Thanksgiving

Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday. We have very good cooks in our family. We had ham, turkey, stuffing, 
mash potatoes, and pumpkin pie. I made homemade brownies with frosting. It was the best but the pumpkin 
pie was my favorite. I really loved the turkey too! It was the best thanksgiving ever!

alySSa PhilliPS, Grade 5

The Terrible Halloween

Halloween is not really a big holiday for my family, but we do celebrate because everyone else does. 
Costumes are important and we go to Halloween Express in Kingsport, TN to find our costumes. My first 
halloween, I had a Barney costume. Every year for the first 4 years, I wore the same Barney costume, and every 
year I fell in a ditch. The funny thing about this is, it was the same ditch. I started watching Barney when I 
was really little and I liked him very much. The following year, I wore a Bumblebee costume and did not fall 
in the ditch or any other ditch. Needless to say, I never wore the Barney Costume again.

We trick- or- treat in Big Stone Gap. We start in the middle of town and go through the park. After that, 
we usually go behind the hospital and that is where we get most of our candy. My favorite place go would be 
my Papaw’s house because he buys all kinds of candy and just gives it all to me.

The best part of Halloween is that you get to act the part of someone you really like and you can pretend 
to be them in real- life. This year, I dressed up like a Sumo- Wrestler and it was the best costume I have ever 
had. People thought it was funny, and my parents laughed the whole entire time.

eli PleaSant, Grade 5

My Life

I was born in Maryland, and I lived there for ten years. We lived in a big city, and I didn’t like living there. 
There were no kids that lived near me. It was very crowded, and had no trees. My old school was crowded, 
and was like a maze. The teachers did not get to know the students there.

I moved to Appalachia, Virginia when I was in fourth grade. My mom wanted to move to smaller area. 
There are many things that I like about living here. I love having the trees and mountains around me. They 
always change colors. The only thing I don’t like about them is that some companies want to cut them down. 
My new school is a lot of fun. My teachers know me better, they help me a lot more than my old school.

I hope I never have to move away. I really like the area. It is a pretty place to live, and a lot of things to do. 
My mom made a good decision when we moved to Appalachia.

dylan Poore, Grade 5
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Family Christmas Traditions

I love Christmas! I get to spend time with my family. We decorate, make crafts, and eat a lot of food. 
My favorite food is my Mamaw’s homemade peanut butter roll. Some other fun things we do are go see the 
Christmas trees at the museum in town and go see the Christmas lights in the park at Jonesville.

Family is a very important part of our Christmas tradition. My dad remembers always going to his 
Mamaw’s house on Christmas Eve. He said they always ate a big dinner before opening presents. My mom 
has similar memories. She also went to her Grandmom’s house on Christmas Eve. They would always eat 
dinner before opening presents.

We have carried on the tradition of going to my Grandmom’s house on Christmas Eve. We start our 
day by going to our church and taking Communion. Then, our evening begins by eating dinner as a family. 
After dinner, my sister and I go separate all the presents. We open the presents starting with the youngest 
person first. After all the gifts are opened, we stay and play with them. Then, we go home so that we will be 
in bed before Santa comes. On Christmas morning, we open our gifts and then mom and dad cook our tra-
ditional breakfast. We always have homemade hot cocoa and breakfast casserole. I am glad that my families’ 
Christmas traditions have been passed on to me.

maKenna raSniCK, Grade 5

My Favorite Holiday Memory 

My name is Adam. My favorite holiday is Christmas. When it was Christmas, my mom would always 
make a big, nice Christmas dinner. My mom and dad always let us open a few presents before Christmas Day. 
One time, I got a really cool drone from my aunt.

When it is Christmas, my mom makes the big sweet ham, peach cobbler, green beans, mash potatoes, 
corn, and some other stuff. After, we open all the presents. We eat the food and then my sister and I go out-
side and play with our friends.

adam redman, Grade 5

Virginia’s Best Big Stone Gap

Baum Hollow
Italy Bottom

Maples Gap

Southern Section
CadeT

COuntry Boy Hill
Cracker’s Neck

VallEy

East Stone Gap
Artesian Well Hollow

Strawberry Patch

All GRAND places to live in Big Stone Gap
luCy Cantor- redman, Grade 5
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My Uncle

Matthew Markland was my great, great, great uncle. He was born in 1690 in Wiggin, Lancaster, England 
and died in Prince George’s County on June 18, 1744. He married Margaret Morley Jones, widow of David 
Jones, on October 22, 1722 in Anne Arundel County. Margaret was the daughter of Griffin and Elizabeth 
Morley. Margaret died about April 4, 1751 in Frederick County. Her sons were Thomas and Michael Jones 
as well as their son, Matthew Markland. In 1735, Matthew lived on the Maryland side of the Potomac River 
across from the Hunting Creek Plantation which was owned by Augustine Washington. The property is 
now known as Mount Vernon. Matthew and Augustine were friends as both served as vestrymen in their 
respective Episcopal Churches. Matthew often held small George Washington on his knees and taught him 
songs and stories.

 anGel riChardSon, Grade 5

Animals

Animals in the night, what’s that I see? Is that a bear?
Night time in my town, should I run or backup slowly?
I am scared and I hope that bear is gone.
My brother is here too! “Sis, let’s go to the clubhouse,” whispers Hunter. Shh, I hear it.
Ah! It is the bear, run!
Let’s get in the house! Run as fast as you can!
Safe! Inside our house, so watch out for the bears!

Payton ruSSell, Grade 5

Edsil Huff

My great- grandpa is Edsil Huff. He was born March 13, 1927 in Virginia. Edsil lived in Lee County, Va. 
in Olinger. He worked as a farmer his whole life, and he also worked as a coal miner. At home, he really liked 
to saw lumber. Twenty years after he was born, he met Mary Walden and soon after, they married. He and 
Mary had five kids; James, my papaw, Robert, Harold, Eugene, and Wendell. He worked for Westmoreland 
Coal Company for 40 years. Later, he retired from Westmoreland and continued his work on the farm. He 
always asked my mamaw to bring me over to see him. When I was only one year old, he passed away from 
cancer on February 6, 2009.

I miss my grandpa, and I know one day I will get to see him again. He was a hard worker, and he loved 
seeing his family. I hope to have a horse farm and work just as hard as he did when I grow up.

Kaylee rutherford, Grade 5

My Papaw

My Papaw lives with me. His name is Joseph Church, we have the same first name. I am happy that we 
live together. I help him by watching what he eats, he is diabetic. He is allowed to eat candy once a week. 
He tries to sneak candy, so I make him show me what is in his hands. He tells me some good stories. All of 
his stories are true. He tells stories about when he grew up and about our family. He told me a story about 
hitting someone when they were playing. He said that he learned the difference between hit and run and hit 
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and stand. He said to always hit and run, and make sure they are not faster than you. I love to hear his funny 
stories. I am so glad that I get to live with my Papaw, he is like my best friend.

JoSePh ryan, Grade 5

St. Charles Elementary

Saint Charles has a very special place in my heart. I went to St. Charles elementary school for six years. I 
miss my teachers so much! Especially Mrs. Dye, Mrs. Martin and Mrs. Mitchell. Mrs. Dye was a great teacher. 
She made us laugh a lot. I remember the stories we used to tell. My favorites . . . well, actually I don’t have one 
because there all my favorites. Something that always makes me laugh is, the first day we walked in her class 
she said, “Imagine you have nine fingers and you chop off six of them”. We all just stared at her so confused!

Mrs. Martin was such a funny teacher. She always made us laugh! My favorite memories are, sitting at the 
table talking, telling stories and laughing. She made us so happy. She helped us become so smart when Mrs. 
Dye was gone for a few months.

Mrs. Mitchell was such a good teacher. I will say one thing, she taught us so many things. She was good 
at every one of them. She started teaching our gym class the first day she did became my favorite day for me. 
We had so much fun! When Mrs. Mitchell had bus duty we would talk the other’s ear off. I sure do miss 
those days.

Most all of my family went to St. Charles. My papaw, mamaw, dad, Aunt Amy, Aunt Lee, Aunt Linda, 
Aunt Gail, Uncle Jay, Uncle Aaron, my brother Johnny, my cousins Mason, Morgan, Matty Polier and Gavin. 
My papaw played football and basketball there when it was a high school. My dad played basketball there too. 
Out of six years I have so many great memories. I miss getting to do Christmas plays, having a gift exchange, 
getting everyone to sign our yearbooks, picking out gifts for teachers, celebrating holidays, field day, earth day, 
basketball games, helping other students, helping the teachers, reading to the class, the talent show, school 
dances, laughing with the teachers, having fun in lunch, celebrating Christmas, watching movies, playing 
games on the computers, sitting on the steps with Mrs. Gibson and Mrs. Mitchell, reading to the lower 
grades, reading Dr. Seuss books on Dr. Seuss day, playing outside, and playing in gym. Something I don’t 
miss is the last day at St. Charles. It was a really was sad day when I had to leave. But I hope all my friends 
are doing good in middle school and all the Teachers are teaching well.

Kyndal Satterfield, Grade 5

Georgia Football

Last year my family and I went to a Georgia football game. My dad is from Georgia, and it has been 
his favorite team all his life. It was about a 7 hour drive, but well worth it the trip! We watched them play 
Mississippi State and Georgia won. The score was 35- 13 and we played well. I like watching Georgia because 
they are my favorite team too.

Before the game, I got to meet a bunch of my favorite players. A few of them were Sony Michel and Nick 
Chubb who are both running- backs that now play in the NFL. They were in the bookstore meeting people 
and signing autographs.

After the game, I went back to the bookstore and bought some things because it was my birthday. Some 
things I bought were a hat, football, and a jersey. I thought it would be cool to have one of my favorite players 
jersey. After the game I also got some people to sign some stuff.

That next day, we got up and left our hotel and ate at Zaxbys. Then we went home and made it back safely.
In conclusion, it was a good trip and we all had fun.

eli SChloBohm, Grade 5
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I Am From

I am from Thailand, and Virginia, from the Shulars and the Roses
I am from the brick house in East Stone Gap

I am from the apple tree, the peach tree
I am from football and black hair, from David and Amanda

I am from war soldiers and farmers
From Xbox and Rainbow Six

I am from a religious mother that prays for me
I’m from Norton, dumplings, and rice
From the M&M’s, the Cola, and Pizza

I am Ethan
ethan Shular, Grade 5

The Great Blizzard of 1993

One of the stories that I love to hear my family talk about is the “Great Blizzard of 1993.” My mom was 
about to turn nine years old and my grandparents were planning her birthday party. On March 12th, the day 
before her birthday, they decided to cancel the party because the weather radar showed a huge snow storm 
approaching. Instead of a party, my grandparents took her out to celebrate and she was able to choose her 
own present. My mom decided on getting a fish tank with a fish. They went home and put the tank together, 
put the fish in, and went to bed.

The next morning, on March 13th, my mom woke up to find her fish dead. Determined to make my mom’s 
birthday a good one, her dad decided to go out and get some more fish for her. When he stepped outside, 
there was 16 inches of snow on the ground, but that did not prevent him from going to get another fish. 
While he was gone, the National Guard called to find out if their family needed anything. My grandmother 
let them know that they were okay, but also told them about my grandfather being gone to Walmart. The 
National Guard was shocked, stating that no one else had come out of their houses.

When they were finished talking to the National Guard, they looked out the window to see my grandfa-
ther trying to come up the hill they lived on. His car was sliding badly, so the family got on their knees and 
began praying as hard as they could. When they were done praying, they looked outside and my grandfather 
was safely in the driveway. To this day, it is still remembered as “The Great Blizzard of 1993” by some, but to 
my mom, it will always be remembered as one of her most crazy, exciting, and scary birthdays of all.

alexiS raeann ShuPe, Grade 5

My Great- Grandfather

My great- grandfather, Warren Harding Cole, was born in Mountain City, Tennessee. He had 8 siblings. 
At 19 years old he went to World War II and was stationed in Korea. He stayed there for three years. While 
he was there, he had a baby girl and adopted a boy. The girl’s name was Nicole and the boy’s name was Jarod. 
When he got back from war, he married my great- grandmother, Betty, and had 7 more children. His second- 
youngest child was Danny, who died at one- week- old. The night before he died, he pointed to a picture of 
an angel and smiled. His children multiplied over the years and gave him 13 grandchildren. He lived across 
the street from my mom. She and her siblings would sneak across the street to see him. One time he went to 
to Tweetsie with them and rode all the rides because they were scared to do it themselves. He was amazing 
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and they all loved him. He died in 1999 of double pneumonia. I never got to meet him, but I enjoy hearing 
the stories my mom tells me about him.

ethan Smith, Grade 5

My Grandparents and Great- Grandparents

My grandfather, Jim Clark, grew up in Lee County, V.A., and owns a sawmill. We call him Pappy. He was 
on the Grand Ole Opry twice, and sings with the Good Shepherd Quartet. Every year he goes to Sunset 
Beach to king fish.

One day, while we were at Sunset, my dad and I decided to go and fish with my Pappy at the pier. When we 
got in, we were greeted by my Pappy and he let us use a small pole. We spent an hour fishing, but we didn’t catch 

anything. I eventually got bored and just started looking 
around. And just then, something happened. Something 
triggered one of the main poles! Pappy ran over and 
grabbed it! It was a long and hard fight, and it took about 
15 minutes. Once we had the fish and saw what we had 
hooked, we were shocked. We looked over the peer and 
on the line was a seven foot long, Scalloped Hammerhead 
Shark!!! We couldn’t bring it up on the pier for three rea-
sons: 1. It would be WAY too heavy. 2. It would likely bite 
someone. 3. If it was a tagged shark, we would be arrested 
because bringing up tagged fish is illegal.

We ended up cutting the line, and my dad and I went 
back to the beach house. Pappy came back and we got in 
the car and drove out to eat. Along the way, my Pappy 
told me something. He said, “Landon, there is a seven 
foot hammerhead out there with a sore mouth.”

My Nana, Renia Clark, was born in North Carolina 
and she met Pappy when she moved to Virginia. She 
started as a teacher, then was a principal at an elemen-
tary school, then as a principal at Lee High School. She 
has a sewing room upstairs that she calls her “happy 
place.” One of my favorite memories with Nana is the 

time she came with us to Boston. That day, we were walking to Harvard University. When we opened 
the doors, there were two fossils already on display! On one side there were the preserved remains of a 
Dire Wolf, and on the other side was the skeleton of a Saber Tooth Cat (Smilodon)! And no, it’s not a 
saber tooth tiger! As we looked around, I found something amazing. It was a nearly complete skeleton of 
a Utahraptor! Now, stories like this always have to have a grand finally, so let me tell you that we got to 
take a selfie with a fifty foot long Tylosaur skeleton!!! That day was one of the best times I’ve ever had.

My Great- Grandmother, Rheta Russell Humphrey, was born in Lee County in 1936. We call her Granny. 
Her dad was in the Navy during WWII and she ended up graduating high school. This is what school was 
like for my Granny. So, to start things off, the teachers were strict. VERY strict. If they caught you talking, 
even a whisper, the teacher would take you out into the hall and paddle you. You can imagine that the stu-
dents were pretty scared of the teachers. Now, my Granny had some friends in school, and they played a game 
where one person would throw a ball and another person would run around and try and catch it without 
being tagged. Remember, this is when they only had one room schools, and there was no principal, so that’s 
why you got paddled. Life was a lot harder than it is today.

Landon Spain
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My Grandma Spain, Linda Septak Spain, was born in Kansas. Her grandparents immigrated to the U.S. 
from Italy. She once took a school trip to Italy and she studied in Paris for one summer. At my Grandma’s 
school, they had only three rooms, and only three classes. One of the teachers was the principal and his name 
was Mr. Writer. As with Granny’s school, the teachers were strict, and if you got in trouble, you went to see 
Mr. Writer and he yelled at you.

My Grandpa, Herb Spain, was born in North Carolina. At his school, they only had one room, but it 
was divided into sections. There were four grades, first through fourth. He said when they didn’t have any 
chewing gum, they would take hot tar and chew that, instead!

Even though my Grandma lived in the middle of tornado alley, her house was never hit by a tor-
nado. My Grandpa Spain, on the other hand, was hit and it did lots of damage. My Grammy (my great- 
grandmother) was also hit, but she was so lucky. It destroyed all three houses beside hers but it died out 
once it got to hers.

Grandma Spain also told me that my great- great grandmother went on strike when she worked in the 
textile factory. She hid her face from reporters so they couldn’t take her picture.

These were some stories of my grandparents and great- grandparents. I really enjoy learning about their 
lives. And I have learned so much about the “old days”.

landon SPain, Grade 5

When My Grandmother Met the Criminals

When my Nay- Nay was a young girl, her grandmother took her and her siblings to pick pawpaws, which 
are nuts, in the orchard behind their house in Lee County. When they came back, they found two men in 
their cellar. They would keep canned food in the cellar, I think they wanted to eat their food. The men tried 
to leave the cellar, but the kids blocked them from leaving. My Nay- Nay’s grandmother called the police while 
they had the men trapped in the cellar. The police came and arrested the men. The police told them that they 
were two escaped criminals that they had been looking for. They were scared.

Cloe SPearS, Grade 5

Unlucky Catch

When I was in primary school, I went on a fishing trip with my brother, my mom, and her friend. We 
went to a pond somewhere in Wise. I cast my line and immediately felt a tug! I was so excited! I thought 
I had caught a fish, but then I heard my brother yell, “Something is poking me!” My mom told me to drop 
my pole and I realized I had caught my brother! My mom got the fishing hook out of his back and we left. 
I haven’t been fishing since.

Cameron StaCy, Grade 5

My Family Traditions

Every Christmas, my family draws names to buy gifts. They put names in a bowl and everyone gets to pick 
two or three names. No one knows who picks their name.

The day before Christmas Eve, we go to my Mamaw’s house for dinner. When we finish dinner, we pass 
the gifts out. We don’t know who has our name until we see it on the tag.

I hope we can keep doing this tradition. I think it is fun finding out who picks my name every year, I like 
the suspense as much as the gift that I am receiving. I like spending time with my family and continuing 
traditions at Christmas.

GaBe Stanley, Grade 5
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My Mountain Home

Big Stone Gap has the prettiest mountains. I love walking in the woods. There are mountains all around 
my house. My brother and I like to find trees to climb. We see different kinds of birds and squirrels. I like 
to hunt in the woods.

The mountains look different each season. My favorite is winter because it is pretty when it is covered with 
snow. In the spring and summer, the trees give good shade on hot days.

I would not want to live somewhere without mountains. I like to look at the mountains and play in the 
woods.

eliJah StaPleton, Grade 5

My Backstory

Hi! I’m Caitlynn and this is my story. My childhood was normal until the day I got separated from my 
mom. The way it happened is that my mom was asleep and I was at my friends house down the road. All of 
the sudden, I was told that someone was there for me. My great aunt and uncle were there to get me. They 
told me that I was going to stay with them for a few days, but they lied! So, the longer I stayed the more I 
would ask to go home, but as days turned into weeks, and weeks turned into months, I got more and more 
frustrated.

As a nine year old, I didn’t know what was going on. I was very confused. My mom was gone from me for 
a year and a half, but I’m proud to say that I now live with her! Also, I never knew my dad, but I met him on 
my birthday. I know this sounds private and sensitive but, I want other kids that are going through this are 
not alone. And also, there is hope. Things will get better. Things are better for me now. I get to see my dad, 
and I am with my mom now. We don’t always understand things as children, but there are reasons that adults 
do things that are hard for us. But, remember to have faith that all will work out.

Caitlynn Stewart, Grade 5

My Great- Grandfather

My papaw’s papa was in World War II. I don’t know his real name, but my papaw called him Paulp. My 
papaw has told me stories about him since I was five years old so I know he must have really liked him.

He liked to go hunting and fishing and watch tv. While he was in the war, he was on one of those ships 
that had the guns that were really big. He shot those big guns and my papaw has one of the shells from those 
guns. My papaw said he would shoot the guns and eat at the same time so they could fight.

Then he came back home and lived. He died in his sleeps a few weeks after I was born. I wish I could have 
met him. I am thankful for him every single day.

Kamieron StiverS, Grade 5

My Famous Mamaw

My mamaw is LuAnn Summers. She was born in Pennsylvania, but moved to Big Stone Gap when she 
was approximately 27 years old. My dad was three years old when she and my papaw moved to Big Stone 
Gap. I have lived with my mamaw since I was three years old. She has such a kind heart and is fun to be 
around, and she takes really good care of me.

She has told lots of stories over the years, but my favorite one was about the time Liz Taylor, a famous 
actress from the past, came to Big Stone Gap. My mamaw remembered that Liz got choked on a chicken leg 
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bone while she was in town. My mamaw recalls driving by the restaurant that Liz Taylor was eating at, and 
saw some ambulances. She didn’t know who the ambulance was for until later. Liz Taylor’s accident was the 
talk of the town!

36 years later, Adriana Trigiani made a movie titled Big Stone Gap. My mamaw was one of Liz Taylor’s 
look- alikes. She had to wear a bunch of different fancy clothes. I thought she was a very good actress. There 
were about six or seven other look- alikes in the movie. One day I want to be just like her.

KayleiGh SummerS, Grade 5

My Trip to the Zoo

Two years ago I went on a trip to the zoo in Knoxville, TN. It is about a 3 hour drive from Appalachia, 
Virginia, where I live. My mamaw, papaw, brother, and my two sister all went on this trip. That night, 
we stayed in a hotel really close to the zoo. There were so many people there we had to wait an hour 
to get in.

While we were there we saw owls, snakes, monkeys, elephants, a giraffe, lions, and some other ani-
mals I don’t remember the names of. The zoo was big and we walked a lot. We ate in a restaurant there 
to rest. While we were there, we got to play with goats, pet horses, and see all kinds of animals from 
everywhere.

The hotel was fun. There was a big waterpark and they had free breakfast. Before we left we bought my 
older cousin a knife and ate on the way home. This trip was a lot of fun for my whole family.

lanCe SutPhin, Grade 5

My Sister Sydney

Sportsmanship
Youth inspiring
Dedicated
Never gives up
Effort 100%
Yes! She’s my sister!

My sister Sydney Mckinney 
has always been my biggest role 
model. She has taught me to 
never give up even when things 
get hard. She always gives 100% 
effort in school and sports. I 
hope to be like her one day.

GraCie Swinney, Grade 5

Tinkerbell

My cat is named Tinkerbell 
and she is the only house cat I 
have ever had. I have had her 
for four years and I got from my Gracie Swinney
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mamaw. She sleeps everywhere in the house. She used to be playful then she got fixed, and now she is very 
lazy. Tinkerbell is brown, grey, and black. She is my favorite cat and the best pet anyone could ever have.

 Gavin taylor, Grade 5

My Wise County Ancestry

My great- grandpa Taylor was from Texas. He and his wife met during his service in the military. They 
moved to Exeter during the coal mining boom and he started his own trucking business. My great- grandma 
owned a general store in the coal camp they lived in.

My great- great grandpa and great- great grandma Campbell were both from Stoney Creek in Elizabethton, 
Tennessee. They grew up on farms during the Depression. They married and decided to move to Rhoda, 
Virginia so my great- great grandpa Hughie and Campbell could work in the coal mines and provide a good 
life for his family. The coal mines brought my family to Wise County, Virginia over 75 years ago. Several 
generations later, the coal industry is still providing jobs for our family.

maddox weSley taylor, Grade 5

I Am

I am a country boy
I wonder how many people are alike

I hear crickets at night
I see kids running around
I want to go to New York

I am a country boy
I pretend to be someone else

I like quads and dirt bikes
I can handle mud

I worry about school shootings
I cry if someone dies in my family

I am a country boy
I understand school

I say life is good
I dream about life
I try to do good

I hope to go to college
I am a country boy

 JoSh teaSley, Grade 5

My Family Vacation

Last year my dad let us choose between either going to the beach or Dollywood and we chose Dollywood. 
After school let out for the summer break we went. On our way there it was scary because it was raining so 
hard and we almost got in an accident. Thank goodness we didn’t. We finally got to our hotel that night and 
the hotel had an inside pool and we got to swim. The next morning we woke up early ate breakfast and we rode 
the trolley to Dollywood. That was fun too. We arrived at Dollywood the first thing we did was rode a wet ride 
that was called Daredevil Falls. My hat fell off and my dad caught it and we got wet and it was really exciting. 
My favorite ride was the Wild Eagle. Everytime we got to the top my mom would close her eyes because the 
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drop was so high, but not to me, I thought it was so much fun. We stayed for two days and left on a Sunday. I 
was so bummed because we had to leave. My mom and dad took us back a couple times that summer.

Braylen thaCKer, Grade 5

My Eleventh Birthday

Birthdays are always a special time at my house. My favorite birthday memory is when I turned eleven 
years old. I had a party at my Ninna’s house. Instead of cake, we had ice cream sundaes, my favorite! I got two 
games for my PS4, Battlefield 5 and Spiderman, a telescope, and an Iphone 6. My friend, Tony, came and we 
watched YouTube and hung out. We played tag and watched TV, then we took him home. On the way home, 
we got to listen to music on my new phone. It was a great day!

avery thomaS, Grade 5

A Trip To The Devil’s Bathtub

On summer break my Mom, sisters, grandparents, uncle, and cousin went to The Devil’s Bathtub. My mom 
had heard about the place from one of her friends. It is a natural pool made from a waterfall in the middle of 
the woods in Scott County, Virginia. We had to park and hike two miles to get to it. The trip took longer than 
expected. It wasn’t a regular hike. We had to jump over fallen trees and cross a stream eight times to get there. All 
the rocks were slimy in the stream, so we slipped very easily. We all managed to get hurt. For example, I busted 
my finger on a rock looking for my sisters because they ran off all alone and I fell trying to keep up with them. My 
grandparents were struggling so we had to help them the whole way. We found walking sticks to help them too. 
Finally we got to the bathtub and it was FREEZING! We couldn’t see the bottom of it because it was so deep.

My dad showed up and surprised us! We were so happy because he had to work that day and we didn’t 
think he could go! After my Dad got there, we all jumped in the Devil’s Bathtub together and I heard a lot 
of screams because it was so cold. We were all freezing, tired, and hungry at this point, and then we realized 
we had to hike ALL THE WAY BACK OUT! We were all wet and uncomfortable, but it didn’t feel like it 
took an eternity when we walked back. It only felt like five minutes. Looking back on it, The Devil’s Bathtub 
wasn’t all that bad! It was beautiful and we even found a turtle and some lizards. We just need to be a little 
more careful not to get hurt next time. I would love to go back someday!

leah tuCKer, Grade 5

My First Anime Drawing and More

My first anime drawing was on a Sunday. I was bored. I broke out my notebook and started drawing. 
I drew a skeleton in anime. Not just any skeleton but one from a video game, named Gaster Tale. In my 
opinion, it’s not that bad of a game. I think it’s really fun. I get to meet and talk to monsters. There is also a 
ghost named Chara! The skeleton is named Gaster Sans, but in the game,= it’s G- sans. It’s just shorter, like a 
nickname. While playing the game you fall from the hole in Mount E.b.bet! When you fall into gray flowers 
you meet a living, talking flower named Flowey. Flowey the flower, he is annoying but you will get used to it. 
Then you meet a goat named Torial. This is not a normal goat, she has fire powers and she lives in the ruins!! 
I try to beat Torial, however, it depends what path I am on. Would you rather fight or spare them? I would 
fight! I’m funny that way. When you exit the ruins, you walk near a town named Snowdin. When you see a 
skeleton named G- sans. he will tell puns. So back to my drawing!! So I got out my pen and drew for an hour. 
Finally, I was done! The perfect, the amazing, the great PAPUYRUS!!!!! Lol I am so happy to get Papuyrus 
in this story because well, why not? He is cool *cricket*! Well I think so and I’m right!!

aBiGail valdez, Grade 5
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The Candy Man

My great- papaw enjoys hunting, fishing, woodworking, attending church, and visiting family. One of his favor-
ite hobbies has become making and delivering candy. Many people in our community call him “The Candy Man” 
because he makes a lot of homemade treats to give to others. For example; rice crispy treats, no- bake cookies, 
mounds, smoothies and peanut butter balls are some of his specialties. My favorite Christmas tradition is to make 
peanut butter balls with my great- papaw and family. Last year, we misread the recipe and put three times the 
amount of butter and had to go to the store to buy more powdered sugar to fix it. When we finished we had over 
100 peanut butter balls to give as Christmas treats. I am already looking forward to this Christmas for our candy 
making session with my great- papaw. If you and your family would like to start this tradition, use the recipe below.

Peanut Butter Balls

12 oz. semi- sweet chocolate chips
2 cups peanut butter
1 stick of butter (melted)
3 Tsp. vanilla
2 bags of powdered sugar
½ stick paraffin wax

Mix together peanut butter, butter, vanilla and powdered sugar. Roll into balls, place on a tray and chill. 
Melt wax and chocolate chips using a double boiler. Dip peanut butter balls, one at a time into chocolate. 
Place on a buttered platter and cool again.

Sydnee varner, Grade 5

Deer Hunting with Dad

One of my favorite memories is when my dad took me deer hunting. We dressed in camouflage so we 
would blend in with the woods and the deer wouldn’t see us. We found the perfect tree to hide underneath 
and we sat very still. Pretty soon, we heard the leaves rustle. I got very excited! I thought it was a deer, but it 
ended up being a squirrel. After about an hour, we still hadn’t seen a deer and we decided to give up and go 
home. Even though we didn’t see a deer, I loved spending time with my dad.

Jerri waGner, Grade 5

 Memories

Collecting seashells at the beach
The waves wash sand on my feet

Riding waves, fun was had by each
Sitting in the sand was a nice seat

Hanging in the wilderness was a treat
With my best friend we had a good time

Relaxing in the heat
Not a doubt in mind

Disney World was fun while it lasted
Theme parks, Mickey Mouse, and the princess’ castle

All those surprises blasted
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A lot of fun, but a lot of hassle
All those memories were fun

I wish I could go back to those days in the sun
BrooKlyn walKer, Grade 5

I Am

I am an epic gamer a TFUE
I wonder about McDonalds

I hear Cringe
I see dogs

I want a gun of my own
I am awesome a fortnite man yes

I pretend IDK
I feel paper

I touch a clock at night
I worry about glasses

I cry about where I am going in life
I am fun twitch streamer

I understand why I have a small brain
I say Minecraft is good

I dream about no school
I try to get money yes

I hope we all die when we are 200
I am a good boy

Colin wardell, Grade 5

The Adoption

I was born in Big Stone Gap, Virginia on October 21, 2007. I lived with with my mom and dad and 
older brother, Tyson. My parents did not take care of my brother and me very well, so we were taken away 
and put in foster care. I was two and my brother was three the first time we went to a foster home. We were 
moved to many different foster homes and some were nice but some were not good places to live. After we 
got older when we moved homes we had to change schools too. Once we went back home with our mom 
but that did not last very long because our mom was still doing drugs and other bad stuff. One day DSS 
came to my school and took my brother and me again and put us back in foster care. We were in the first 
and second grade, and we moved to Wise, and then to another home in Pound. Then one day a family that 
we have been in foster care with when we were little went to court and asked for custody to take us out of 
foster care. We had to go to DSS and have visits with them and then go back to court for the judge to give 
them custody of me and my brother. Finally, on January 13, 2015 we left foster care to go live with Momma 
Vicky and Momma Jen. After we lived there for over a year, they asked us if we wanted to be adopted and 
never have to move again. My brother and I told them we wanted to be adopted and change our name to be 
one big family. It took a long time but we finally went to court to be adopted and our biological mom didn’t 
even come to court to fight for us. The judge talked to my brother and me one morning in the courtroom 
and we were adopted on March 11, 2017. Now I have a new family with three brothers and two moms that 
love me very much.

Payton welCh, Grade 5
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My Family

I live in Crackers Neck. The Wells were one of the first families to live in this part of Big Stone Gap. When 
my family first moved here, it was nothing but mountains. We have a cabin up on the mountain behind our 
house, this is where my great grandparents, my papaw Doyle ( Junior), and his sisters grew up. Everything 
they had they built on their own, grew, or traded for. My Papaw had many chores to do every day before and 
after school. I can’t imagine having to do that much work. He had to make axes, chop trees to get wood so he 
can make a fire to be able to cook and for the warming of the house. My great grandmother Naomi sheared 
wool from sheep and my great grandfather Doyle hunted animals for leather, fur, and meat. My Mamaw 
Naomi took these items and made items to sell and trade to be able to provide for the family. They did not 
have electricity or running water. They carried water from the stream near the land. To be able to bathe the 
water was brought in, heated, and then everyone shared the same water in the tub. I cannot imagine having 
to share water with my whole family! My great grandfather worked in the mines. He would walk down the 
mountain and go to Skeen’s Store to catch a ride to work in Stonega. He worked all week to try and provide 
for the family. He would buy the flour, salt, sugar and any other necessities, and that often put his paycheck 
in the negative. He always did whatever necessary to take care of his family. They canned, gardened, raised 
chickens and cows for meat, eggs, and milk. Anytime they traveled off the mountain it was by horse and 
sleigh. How neat is that? I love to listen to my Papaw talk about how they lived back then. He takes a lot 
of pride in it. He worked early in the morning before school, and then after school just to keep their house, 
gardens, and family going. I can’t imagine if I had to do all of that stuff before and after school. My parents 
don’t ask that much of me. I do not think I would be that good at doing that much work. It was definitely 
different back then. I didn’t realize how good I have it. A lot of the work ethic has been passed down from 
my great grandparents to my Papaw and then to my dad. They always try to make sure that I know how good 
it feels to earn something. I have to admit that it is a good feeling to earn what you get and not just be given 
something and not work for it. I have always liked to go up on the mountain with my Dad. It’s very peaceful 
up there. He has taught me many things about the woods, hunting, trees, and just enjoying nature. Man, it 
was hard back then but the crazy thing is, the cabin that my great grandparents and Papaw grew up in is still 
standing. It is up behind our hunting cabin. It’s not in the best shape of course, but I take pride when i see it, 
knowing what we came from. It also brings a big smile and you see a twinkle in his eye whenever my Papaw 
reminds me that i have it easy, and “We kids” as he says it, “don’t know what hard work is.” I just tell him that 
it’s time to get back to Fortnite.

 tuCKer wellS, Grade 5

Shadow

Shadow was my Mamaw and Papaw’s dog. He was a good dog. After all, he loved to play, and when I was 
little I shared a dum dum sucker with him. In fact, I would lick it then I would let him lick it. I know this 
sounds gross, but I was little. But then he died. I think he died because he was just old. My brother cried a 
lot and I was sad but I don’t think I cried. I loved him so much. After he passed away we buried him in their 
yard. Then they got a new dog named Sadie. She is so cute, but I miss Shadow a lot.

madiSon white, Grade 5

My Great Grandpa

The oldest living relative that I knew was my great grandfather, James Williams. He lived a very interesting 
life and lived to be 94 years old. I was named for him. He was born in 1917 in Christiansburg, Virginia. His 
family were mostly farmers but his dad also owned a truck to haul coal and gravel for people in the area. 
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When he graduated high school, he was the first of his family to attend college. He took civil engineering at 
Virginia Tech.

After he finished college, the war was beginning to get serious in Europe. He decided to work for the U.S. 
Government in the Civil Service as an Engineer. In 1942 he went to Washington DC where they assigned 
him to Trinidad, British West Indies, as a resident engineer.

After a short time at Port of Spain, Trinidad, he was moved to Nanaus, Brazil where he packed for his 
trip up the Amazon River. He and several men traveled by plane up the Amazon and then to the Rio Negro 
river. They landed the plane on the water and found a spot to unpack all their supplies. From there they found 
a village and hired men to help them survey and cut out a place for a military base and airstrip. They would 
live near the river for several months. They would take a bath in the river which has alligators and piranha 
living in it. A tribe of headhunters lived on the other side of the river from them but they had no trouble from 
them. My great grandfather would grow a big red beard since there was not reason to shave in the jungle. He 
definitely looked funny to the natives.

He left Brazil and returned to the United States in late 1943. He spent a few months at home with his 
mother and father. He then joined the U.S. Army. He went to bootcamp at Ft. Leonard Wood in MIssouri. 
After Boot Camp he went to Geiger Field in Spokane, Washington. He became part of the 1891st Engineer 
Aviation Battalion which would be assigned to the 14th Division known as the Flying Tigers.

They traveled by boat from southern California in September of 1944. They stopped in the Fiji Islands, 
Melbourne, Australia and landed in Bombay, India almost a month later. They were lucky that they didn’t 
have any troubles with the Japanese as they crossed the Pacific. They went from the boat and boarded a train 
which took them to Assam, India. Their assignment was to build airstrips in Burma which was located over 
the Himalayan Mountains.

My great grandfather and his buddies loaded their equipment on to airplanes. Bulldozers, trucks, jeeps, 
and anything else they needed were flown over “The Hump.” This took many days and many trips. They then 
made their way across the countryside on small roads and watching for the Japanese Army. They would build 
several airstrips in Burma and slowly work their way toward China.

Grandpa Williams’s last assignment was an airstrip in China. He was there when the Japanese officers 
landed and surrendered to the Allies. The war was over and his unit continued on across China to Kunming. 
He then made his last trip across the Pacific on the merchant marine ship. They were in such a hurry to leave 
that they left port with very little provisions other than beans. It was a long trip home.

 My Great Grandfather left the army when he returned home and went to work for the Virginia Highway 
Department. He continued to work as an engineer with his largest project being the Interstate 81 project but 
he would also work on the roads in Wise county on highways 23 and 58. He retired and spent his remaining 
years raising cattle and farming.

 JameS whitt, Grade 5

Winter in Big Stone Gap, Virginia

I see snow everywhere,
It falls slowly from the sky to the ground.

It covers everything, cars, houses, trees, and me.

I hear kids playing,
Building snowmen and making snow angels.

I also hear nothing,
The animals are away trying to stay

Warm for the winter.
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I smell the smoke from the chimneys,
And soup cooking on the stove,

They will warm my bones on a cold winter day.

I feel cold from the winter air.
I wear more clothes to stay warm,
Coats, jackets, gloves, snow shoes,

And long pants.

I taste wet snow flakes on my tongue,
Hot chocolate makes my tummy happy.

Peppermint candy canes taste like Christmas.

Winter in Big Stone Gap is awesome.
Cameron wilder, Grade 5

Men in My Life

I was born Dec. 7, 2007 at Holston Valley Hospital in Tennessee. I was the first child born to my mom 
and dad. My moms name is Lisa Owsley and my dad’s name is Wes Williams. I was the second grandchild 
of my maternal grandparents and the first grandchild of my paternal grandparents. After I was born, the 
hospital staff put me in a stocking a put a red hat on my head. When I came home from hospital, my mom 
would sing ‘’Silent Night’’.

Now my parents are divorced. They were married until I was 2 years old. My dad lives in Tennessee, and 
I get to see him about every six months. I spend time with my step- dad, Josh. We have a good relationship.

I started shooting guns when I was 4 years old. My first gun was a 22 caliber Smith and Wesson. My dad 
gave it to me, and taught me how to shoot and defend myself. He taught me how to hunt and skin. Sometimes, 
we would eat what I hunted. My dad and I keep the coyote population down in the mountains here.

I spend a lot of time with my grandfather, or Papaw, Roger. We work on fixing houses and trucks together. 
He teaches me mechanics and how to fix lots of things. My favorite thing to do with Papaw, is to go down 
to this little stream by an abandoned bathouse to do some fishing. We will catch a few crawdads sometimes 
too. We made up this joke: One day we went fishing for crappies, and we had a crappy day! I love spending time 
with my Papaw.

GauGe williamS, Grade 5

My Family’s Holiday Traditions and Memories

Thanksgiving
My Dad, Ryan’s, favorite holiday is Thanksgiving. He always enjoys spending the week hunting with 

his dad Saturday through Thursday morning. They hunt on Huff Rock with several close friends. Early 
Thursday morning they come home and get cleaned up for Thanksgiving dinner. The whole family eats at 
2:00pm. Dad’s favorite dish is Papaw Winky’s baked oysters. He said he will never forget the good times 
spent with family and in the outdoors.

Christmas
My Papaw, Rob Moore, remembers my Great- Grandmother would always make homemade ornaments 

for my mom, Elizabeth. She would make ornaments from paddleball Santa Clauses to crochet angels to 
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carousel horses. She even made a Christmas tree with only Noah’s Ark ornaments. Every Christmas Eve, my 
brother, Everett, sister, Loren, Mom, Dad, and I, along with my cousin Berkley’s family attend the candlelight 
Christmas service at First Baptist Church in Big Stone Gap. It ends with everyone circling the church and 
singing Silent Night and blowing out their lit candle. After, we go to Mamaw Judy’s house and eat salmon 
and watch National Lampoon’s Christmas Vacation.

New Year’s
My Mamaw Judy has a New Year’s Day traditional dinner every year. She cooks fried cabbage, black eyed 

peas, and hog jowl. The tradition is to eat some of everything and each represents good luck for the coming 
year. Cabbage stands for money, black- eyed peas represent happiness, and hog jowl is for good health. It has 
been in her family for at least four generations. She remembers enjoying the meal with her mom and her 
grandmother growing up. I really look forward to my family’s traditions during the Holidays and continuing 
to share them for years to come.

Katelynn witt, Grade 5

The Memories

Hi, my name is Yasmin Woods and I am a 5th grader at Union Middle School, the Bears, and here are 
my memories:

• When I was little, I used to do gymnastics which means that I did flips, backbends, cartwheels, 
handstands and other things like that. I can still do most of the things but not all of them. Now 
that I’m older, I’m able to do more than just gymnastics. I can hang with my friends and do what-
ever I want.

• My mom had her first cooking contest in the 6th grade and I had mine when I was in the 4th 
grade.

• When I was 9, I did ballet and hip hop. My mom teaches yoga and zumba and it is really fun to 
dance and relax.

• One time I ordered a happy meal and my dad was with me. They swapped our sandwiches and 
my dad was so mad but he ate my burger and I ate his, and we still had a great time.

• One time I snuck out of the house and my mom had a flip out on me! Plus I almost got ran over 
by a big red truck. That was all to go play basketball with my friends.

• Not too long ago, I went to l.A. and got lost in the water park. As soon as my mom found me, I 
was eating a snow cone in the middle of the park. That was funny and cool without my parents.

yaSmin woodS, Grade 5
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According to award- winning author Barbara Kingsolver, one of the primary functions of fiction is not 
only to raise awareness, but also to foster hope. For Kingsolver, entertainment is important, but so is the 
message. On December 6th, Kingsolver gave a free lecture at The Martha Washington Inn to celebrate the 
release of her newest novel Unsheltered, a novel which pulses with the hopelessness of our current divisive 
culture and with the hope of redemption and restoration. Kingsolver’s novel is a thermometer of the current 
times. She understands how literature reflects society.

In her lecture, Kingsolver noted the importance of literature in encouraging people to consider their val-
ues and their behaviors. “Home” is a term she often considers in her literature, highlighting the importance of 
the Appalachian landscape in her own works. Kingsolver is a native of Kentucky and settled in Glade Springs 
after she married a professor from Emory and Henry. Kingsolver mentioned that the ideas we associate with 
home can often lead us to create barriers and establish prejudices, but if we develop our sense of empathy, we 
can live harmoniously in society. Literature helps us to develop that empathy, and it enriches our lives with 
far greater hope and purpose.

Several Origin Project students attended the event and had their copies of Kingsolver novels signed by the 
author. The students found the lecture exciting and have devoured their copies of her work.

CryStal hurd, enGliSh teaCher
virGinia hiGh SChool

Things About Me

I am Brandy Davis,
I live in Bristol City,
I am adopted by Betty Davis and Norman Davis,
I have five sisters, and I also have five brothers,
I am a teen country girl,
I go to Virginia High School,
I love dogs, cats, turtles, horses, foxes, and lots more,
I miss all my friends at Eastside High, and all the other schools I’ve been to over the years,
I am a huge blonde, and I love everyone I meet,
I love my teacher Mrs./ Dr. Hurd,
I will graduate in 2021; I’m in the 10th grade; best high school year yet,
I am a girly girl, yet a tom- boy at the same time
I will always be the country girl like I was raised to be, when I get into a song I sing it in a 

country voice,
I was in choir at Virginia Middle, and I will continue my love for singing in Virginia High 

School,
I love the country artist Luke Bryan, Kane Brown, Miranda Lambert, and lots more,
I love to write about anything that I can get into writing about interesting,
I have the favorite sports: Volleyball, Baseball, Boxing, and Running; I enjoy doing all these 

sports, if I didn’t have these sports, I don’t know what I would be doing,
I have lots of hobbies like: writing songs, cleaning the house (on my own), cooking and 

listening to country music, and watching movies with my family,
I enjoy school, but like most people, I don’t like to be there all day doing work; yet we must 

because that helps us for the real world,
I enjoy books, but I love books that are my kind of book,
I hope that this “Origin Project,” goes on for years.

Brandy daviS, Grade 10
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Enclosed

What an enclosed space
The room is tighter than my throat
Is my heart running a race?
Images flipping through the screen
Why are they all negative?
All I want to do is scream
As I sit there and shove my hands into my ears
What is that sound
Why is it so loud?
Is it going around
This seat is so small
My legs are too long
Why can’t the seat just be tall?
That smell it burns my nose
Makes my head spin
Wait no, that isn’t no nose
This is pain
Nothing else but burden
I have nothing left to gain
This knowledge of fear
Is something my heart can feel
I will remember every single tear
As I shut my eyes
The room goes dark
I will always remember the lies

CryStal fiSher, Grade 10

I Am From

I am from TV
From couch and bed
I am from the normal
Feel
I am from the grass
The tree
Whose long- gone limbs I remember
As if they were my own.

I’m from thanksgiving and anger
From Norleen and Jessica
I’m from anger and sadness
And from confusion

I’m from don’t and stop
And Tech switch
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I’m from Christmas
I’m from Illinois and American
Steak and pizza
From my grandpa not being able to join the army
He had heart problems
Family pictures
In my heart

a.J. mileS, Grade 10 

Appalachia

Appalachia.
Vast and long ancient mountains.
I call this my home.

triStan mullinS, Grade 10

My Mother

My family has been going through a rough time since September 11. On that day, I received a phone call 
from my mother, after my volleyball practice, and she said “Bre, I had a doctor appointment today, and I was 
told I had stage three invasive breast cancer.” In the moment, I didn’t have a clue what to do. I felt my heart 
shatter, I broke into tears, and I was clueless on what the next chapters in our lives were going to be. I feel 
worse each day because there is nothing I can do to help her progress or get better. Therefore I attend every 
chemotherapy appointment I can, and we have a lot of “mother- daughter time.” Without my mother I don’t 
know where I’d be or what my lifestyle would be like now!

Breanna owenS, Grade 10

The Hope or Despair

I was sitting in class, listening to the teacher, wondering about my future. College or work; I kept wondering 
that thought until the bell rang. “1st period is over,” the teacher says, “time for 2nd period!” Of course, me being 
me, I go to my next class.

During my daily math, the sharp thought came back to haunt you; like your brain wants to talk. “College 
or work,” It says, “It’s like that game, except you don’t know which is hope or which is despair!” It sends chills 
down to my spine as I thought of that more.

It’s not bad as you think; you just need to think about it more. When I got back home from school, the thoughts 
are still there like they’re your friends except they’re just mere thoughts that kept asking, “college or work?”

It kept bugging me all night; until one college I saw on the internet. Full Sail University; a dream college 
for those who want to be them. Since I always wanted to become a game developer at a young age, I decided 
which is hope and which is despair.

The answer; both was neither was hope, nor was it despair. They’re just the thoughts of worrying. Alas, I 
decided my future; the future of being happy.

GaBrielle PhiPPS, Grade 10
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Of Grandma’s Garden

R

She blooms with the rose
Patch
And her hair coils with the barbed wire
Stems.
Weeds climb esophagus, they crawl off her
Tongue,
Collecting golden drops of sun.

Appalachia, oh how she cries for you.

She exhales fog that fills autumn’s
Dawn
And her blood tumbles with the
Cricks.
Skin chills with a morning
Frost,
The Blue Ridge coats her lips.

Appalachia, oh how she cried for you.

O

He is
The hot July
Sun,
His face
Shines with the
Stars.

(Too much.)

His eyes,
Two glossy chestnuts:
Mirrors.
Lemon moonshine
In an orchard:
Memories.

(Not enough.)

His saliva
Is liquid fire.
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Complete?
An empty
And skin- stretched
Canvas.

(Too much.)
(Not enough.)

S

Little boy blue
Filled the canyon
In her soul.
A little boy new,
Cheeks soft as cotton,
A marigold.

Little baby,
Surrounded by
A forgotten,
Tempestuous sea
Of wildflowers;
Tiny daisy
Blooming nigh.
(On rotten,
Broken hyperboles,
Death cowers.)

Little boy lovely,
Mama’s tender kiss
Hushes your cries.
Her little boy, fussy,
A hidden, sinister abyss
In cage here lies.

Mama, too, cries
And downs pills
With cheap liquor.
But the white lies
Herself she tells
Will kill her quicker.

E

He was only eighteen,
Or somewhere in between
A boy and a man.
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Peter Pan
And his lost boys
Aged fast.
“Fear’s past!”
They ran
With dangerous toys
Aimed with command from a boss- man’s tongue;
Cold air heaved from tar- coated lungs.

Cigarettes dangled
From brothers’ lips
As they told tales
Of simpler days, tangled
With musty smoke that nips
At his nostrils.

That day, he took his first drawl—
He coughed.

With his comrades,
He pushed forward and watched
As those around him fell.

The boundary was set in blood.
A victory, indeed.

***

“Be nice, he’s not all there.”
I must have been five,
Or maybe even six.
“If he’s not there, then where?”

When he spat in the floor,
There was a certain twinkle,
A mischievous gleam in his eyes
When someone cleaned it up.

“Sorry, Honey, did you just mop?”

Was he crazy?

Or was it,
Perhaps,
An odd reclamation of the youth
Stolen long ago. . .

To Neverland we go.
aBiGail SluSS, Grade 12
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Emotions

First, there was darkness,
into a void of emptiness that had sucked me in,
and that was when the suffering began.

I was screaming, crying, and begging for help,
Then there were tears, depression, blood, and guilt,
but there was so much pain behind my eyes.

So much pain, with so many fake smiles,
all happiness drained from my life,
my heart throbbing with each breath.

There was a feeling a void, endless, dark, and cold,
feelings were demolished, tattered, and torn,
I need that fire to warm my heart,
and that is all I desire.

After time had passed by with suffering and guilt,
I could only reassure myself to pick up the broken pieces of a wilted heart,
and tattered soul.

After months of constant sorrow,
my pain had finally ended,
my heart had begun healing,
filling with the fire I genuinely desired,
now that happiness is in my life once more,
now I can finally say,
“I am okay.” again.

emma Snead, Grade 10

Where I’m From

I am from the folded laundry in the closet,
From food and Clorox.
I am from the garden.
( herby, glistening,
It shines like the sun.)
I am from a fern,
The furniture

That was worn in I remember
Because the leather was dingy.
I am from grilling out and being tall,
From Taylors and the cooks.
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I’m from happiness and respectfulness,
From mind your p’s and q’s and money doesn’t grow on trees.
I’m from a Baptist family
And believe God died for our sins.
I’m from households and parks,
Lemonade and the dinner table.
From right after World War II and
Raised on a dairy farm.

There was a box that was stored in the attic full of
Pictures and souvenirs,
A treasure trove of special memories
The pictures and souvenirs remind me to be happy

I am from the Midwest in the early 1700s
Bonding with friends while hunting
They’re more like brothers than just friends.

adam taylor, Grade 12



Students Tenisha Poore and Gavin Eans with Adriana Trigiani

Alexia Ellis, Grade 12

Tenisha Poore, Grade 10

Gavin Eans, Grade 10

VHS Students with Adriana at Barter Theatre Launch Madayasia Watkins (Grade 9) with Barbara Kingsolver



VHS Students with Barbara Kingsolver
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Amelia Wright, Eastside High School
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The Origin Project Logo Art

This year we asked all our art teachers and students to create their own renditions of the The Origin 
Project logo lovingly created as an oil painting by Elizabeth Berry when TOP was born. We are delighted 
and inspired by all the thought and talent that went into the creations we proudly include in this section.

Art Project Reflection

To begin the art project with the Flatwoods Elementary fourth graders, we took a close look at the logo 
for the Origin Project and discussed how it made us feel. After some group conversation, they established 
that the logo, while beautiful to look at, didn’t feel relevant. We spent a lot of time figuring out what would 
make them feel more connected to that artwork. The rich conversations between classmates about where they 
come from was beautiful.

They eventually decided it needed to be a place they knew personally, with themselves looking out on 
the scene. We jumped right into exploring a brand new medium: chalk pastels. They finished with brightly 
stained fingers, wrists, elbows, and even faces, but we laughed and learned even more about our classmates 
through art.

alySSa meade, art teaCher
flatwoodS elementary SChool













Nirian Lucas, Grade 12, Stonewall Jackson High School



Yasmin Aguilar, Grade 12, Photograph, Stonewall Jackson High School

Sydney Shepherd, Grade 12, Painting, Stonewall Jackson High School

Sarah Duval, Art Teacher, Painting edited digitally
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I am blessed to be the librarian and music 
teacher at St. Paul Elementary School in 
St. Paul, Virginia. During classroom music, 
our 2nd grade students completed a unit 
on Appalachian music, which included a 
discussion of its origin, instrumentation as-
sociated with this style, and themes related 
to song lyrics. Many students shared stories 
about growing up watching and listening to 
family members play Appalachian music in 
various venues. We also listened to perfor-
mances through the use of YouTube and 
with the CD from the book “Traditional 
Music in the Classroom: A Teacher’s 
Guide” produced by The Crooked Road 
and compiled by Jonathan Romeo.

Recorded music is enriching to enjoy, 
but there is nothing that can replace the 
experience of live performance. To end our 
study, we were very excited to have the spe-
cial musical guest Tyler Hughes come visit 
our school to perform for our 2nd grade 
students. He played and sang many songs. 
In between the music,Tyler discussed the 
history of Appalachian music, the stories 
behind songs, and even involved our stu-
dents in performing as a group. His pre-
cise playing of the banjo looked absolutely 
effortless and his interaction with our stu-
dents brought many toe taps and smiles.

Thanks to the collaboration with our teachers, Ms. Almarode and Ms. Harmon, our 2nd grade classes 
completed their regular writing assignment, but with Appalachian music as their theme. I’m very pleased 
with the writings shared for The Origin Project as well as the exposure and expansion of knowledge our 2nd 
graders have gained about music from our region.

Melissa Galliher, librarian and music teacher

The Crooked Road’s Traditional Music in the Classroom – A Teachers Guide

When I received a request for a copy of The Crooked Road’s Traditional Music in the Classroom  – A 
Teachers Guide, little did I know that this would lead to a major collaboration with an organization that, 
through imagination and commitment, is changing the lives of youth in our region and beyond. The Origin 
Project (TOP) is now using this publication in each one of their 17 programs, serving over 1,500 students!

7th Graders from St. Paul Elementary
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A few months later I was invited to at-
tend a TOP Program site visit at Flatwoods 
Elementary School in rural Lee County with 
executive director Nancy Bolmeier Fisher 
and star volunteer Linda Woodward. It was 
here that I realized the depth of what our 
collaboration meant. I heard students read 
their writings inspired by one of the lesson 
plans in the Teacher’s Guide. Their work re-
inforced my belief–based on the work that 
I already do with young musicians–that our 
region is blessed with a wealth of talented 
youth.

As the students read descriptive, com-
pelling, sometimes heart- wrenching, and 
colorful stories about their families, 
homes, and their lives, I understood 
that they were learning how to ex-
press their thoughts and feelings 
through writing–a skill that will 
serve them throughout their lives. 
The Origin Project provides a unique 
opportunity for students to create 
meaningful work inspired by their 
own experiences. Engaging in this 
process is not only validating and 
empowering for all the young people 
involved, but also helps them to de-
velop the wonderfully life affirming 
qualities of insight, awareness, and 
accomplishment. Congratulations to 
these students, who, thanks to TOP, 
are contributing to our region’s long 
tradition of creativity and artistic 
excellence.

JonAthAn roMeo, the 
crooked roAd

I’ve spent the last decade travel-
ing around the United States and the 
world sharing banjo tunes and stories 
from Southwest Virginia. Together 
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they weave a tale of diverse people who over hundreds of years mixed and meshed their culture together to 
create the unique cultural aspects so closely associated with the Appalachian Mountains today. Like most, the 
only reflection of our culture I saw as a child was in mass media as it twisted and promoted stereotypes. It 
wasn’t until much later in life that I realized these mischaracterizations were shaping the way the world saw 
people from Appalachia. I made a promise that I’d work to make sure generations growing up here would 
know that we were more than news snippets of poverty or reality television clips of moonshiners. We are a 
hardworking, loyal, loving, and accepting people and our culture and our stories, individual and collectively, 
are important. I’ve been blessed to play on stages in San Francisco and New York City, but stepping into 
the region’s classrooms continues to be my favorite memories. There is nothing quite like hearing a child tell 
stories about their grandparents playing guitar in church and seeing them realize that even those small details 
make up an incredibly important story that we are telling every day. I’m grateful for the opportunity to work 
with The Origin Project. Thank you for giving the next generation a platform to tell our story.

tyler hughes, MusiciAn

This music is mysterious. I like this music because the instrument makes it sound cool. Tyler plays pretty 
good.

Jaden Barton, Grade 2

I was happy that Tyler Hughes came to sing at my school. He made me sing too. He is a good singer. I 
loved his music.

Aleeah Blackwell, Grade 2

Appalachian music is lovely! Tyler was good and it made me want to sing and dance! The music was funny. 
The music was super awesome.

Kayden Boardwine, Grade 2

Appalachian music is new to me. Then Tyler Hughes came to my school and showed us the banjo. Tyler 
played us a couple of songs. I would like to play the guitar when I grow up.

Conner Boone, Grade 2

I like Appalachian music. It was new to me. Tyler Hughes came to our class. He taught us about 
Appalachian music. He sang songs and played the banjo. I really enjoyed the music.

Callie Burke, Grade 2

Appalachian music is great. The music made me want to dance! I liked the banjo so much! I liked his voice. 
The music is amazing and it made me happy.

Amelia Burkett, Grade 2

Appalachian music makes me feel happy! The music made me want to tap my feet! I like the banjo! It 
made me happy!

Nick Campbell, Grade 2

Listening to Appalachian music makes me feel happy. It made me want to dance. It is the best music. 
Appalachian music reminds me of my cousin.

Landen Davis, Grade 2

Appalachian music is new to me. Tyler Hughes is a good banjo player. It makes me tap my foot. I want to 
learn to play the banjo because it looks like fun. I love listening to the songs.

Brady Evans, Grade 2
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Tyler Hughes came to our school. He played the banjo and sang songs. I want to learn how to play the 
banjo.

Zeke Funk, Grade 2

Tyler Hughes came to our school. He sang songs and taught us about Appalachian music. I liked Tyler’s 
music.

Lilly Grizzle, Grade 2

I love Appalachian music. Tyler Hughes came to our school. He played music to us. He taught us about 
Appalachian music. Tyler plays good music.

Andrew Gross, Grade 2

Appalachian music is sad and happy. The banjo sounds happy. I loved this music!
Allex Hall, Grade 2

Appalachian music is good. Tyler Hughes came to my school to play Appalachian music. I play the guitar 
in my room so my mom does not see me. I hope to play music one day.

Brody Hamilton, Grade 2

Appalachian music is happy and sad. I first liked it because my papaw plays the banjo. It is very catchy. 
Tyler can play the banjo very good.

Camille Hammons, Grade 2

Tyler Hughes came to my school. He played the banjo. He sung several songs. I want to learn to play the 
banjo too because it looks fun! The music is new to me, but I really like it.

Kendra Holfield, Grade 2

My mom, my dad, my grandparents, and my uncle play instruments and sing. I want to learn to play the 
guitar and piano. I sing at school and church. I like learning music with my family.

Aubrey Johnson, Grade 2

Appalachian music reminds me of my Papaw Dan. He played the banjo just like Tyler Hughes.
Olivia Johnson, Grade 2

My family enjoys playing Appalachian and country music. I am learning to play the guitar. My family has 
played the guitar for many years. My dad plays the bass and the mandolin. My grandma can sing. My uncle 
plays the drums. I really enjoy learning about music from my family.

Sophia Johnson, Grade 2

I like Appalachian music. It makes me want to dance. My family doesn’t play instruments, but I like lis-
tening to Appalachian music. Tyler Hughes came to my school. Tyler Hughes sang songs about Appalachian 
music. I like learning about Appalachian music.

Logan Lawson, Grade 2

I like to listen to the music. Tyler Hughes played the banjo. We sang songs together. It was fun.
Jaden Leach, Grade 2

Listening to Appalachian music makes me feel joyful! It made me want to dance! It made me want to move 
all around and sing along! It was the best music that I have ever heard!

Aspen McKinney, Grade 2
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Appalachian music is a sound that makes me happy! The words were sad. I want to listen to more of it 
from now on.

Bryson Mullins, Grade 2

Appalachian music is amazing because it makes me want to dance and sing! I liked how the banjo looked. 
This music sounds so nice.

Parker Mullins, Grade 2

Tyler’s music made me want to dance and sing. I loved his music so much! Appalachian music is new to 
me. I remember that my papaw played the banjo.

Gunner Phillips, Grade 2

Appalachian music makes me happy. I love the banjo. He makes good music. The music makes me feel joy.
Callie Rhymer, Grade 2

Appalachian music is new to me. I like singing Appalachian music while my grandpa played the banjo. I 
got to see Tyler Hughes play the banjo and I sung with him.

Ella Riner, Grade 2

I enjoy listening to Appalachian music because of my great papaw Johnny and my papaw Johnny. Both of 
them plays the banjo. Now great papaw Johnny is in heaven.

Johnny Riner, Grade 2

Tyler Hughes came to school and taught us about Appalachian music. I like listening to Appalachian 
music.

Carson Rose, Grade 2

Appalachian music was very new to me. Tyler Hughes sung songs to my class and talked about Appalachian 
music. My brother is learning to play the guitar. I would like to learn to play Appalachian music.

Tate Ruff, Grade 2

I really love Appalachian music. It made me want to tap my feet. It made me want to dance. I just love 
this music by Tyler so much!

Taylor Seay, Grade 2

Appalachian music is good. I really liked Appalachian music. I love the banjo. I like the strings on the 
banjo. This kind of music makes me happy.

Tashawn Skeens, Grade 2

Appalachian music is good. I really like the banjo! It made me tap my feet. Appalachian music makes me 
smile.

Josephine Stutzman, Grade 2

I really liked Appalachian music. The words make me feel good. It made my feet go up and down. It was 
so fun to listen to Tyler. This kind of music makes good songs.

Brooklyn Vance, Grade 2

Appalachian music is new to me. I also loved Tyler Hughes’ music. He is a good player. His music made 
me tap my feet.

Aiden Ward, Grade 2
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Appalachian music is different to me and my mom. We don’t listen to it. I like different music. Tyler was 
good at singing.

Cailey Williams, Grade 2

Listening to this music makes me feel good. The banjo was amazing. The songs made my foot move up 
and down. It was great!

Zane Wilson, Grade 2

Flatwoods and St. Charles Music Class

There are so many directions one can go in the topic of music, and I knew that I had a limited amount 
of time. As general music teacher for Lee County, I only see students once every other week, so I opted to 
include TOP writing activities as lesson enrichment for selected music classes. Second grade students at St. 
Charles Elementary and third grade students at Flatwoods had the opportunity to both perform and write 
about music through The Origin Project.

In October, the students had the opportunity to learn additional lyrics for the well- known children’s 
song, “Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star.” They also had the opportunity to play the tune of the song on the bells. 
During the lesson, they learned that the lyrics are about 212 years old, while the tune is over 240 years old. 
The children were then asked to consider that their parents, grandparents, great- grandparents, and so forth 
had likely learned the tune and song that they themselves were learning in the present day. The students were 
asked to choose their favorite verse of the song and to draw a picture showing what the lyrics meant to them.

In December, the students were asked to think about winter words and holiday words. They were then 
able to choose what to write about, and they were asked to write their own song to the tune of “Twinkle, 
Twinkle, Little Star” or another tune of their choice, if preferred.

In January, I introduced the students to the echo- song, “Down by the Bay.” The song is quite repetitive 
except for the verse, which is sung in question form. After singing five verses of the song, I talked with the 
students about what each verse had in common, so that they could then work on writing their own verses. 
Students learned that each verse was a silly question, featured pairs of rhyming words, and also featured an 
animal. I guided students through the activity, and then encouraged to make up their own verse or verses 
within the guidelines.

The students have enjoyed writing and reflecting about what they have learned, and I plan to continue to 
use the writing journals with them through the end of the current school- year. Music is a wonderful medium 
through which students can express themselves and connect to the past, and I am so appreciative of TOP 
resources that have enabled my students to reflect on and write about the music in our lessons.

AndreA russell hines
lee county generAl Music teAcher

Did you ever see a cat wearing a hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cat under a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a snake eating a cake down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat trying to float down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox eating a box down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cat sitting on a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a bat licking a mat down by the bay?
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Did you ever see a cat kissing a bat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a mat eating a cat down by the bay?

huxley Aldridge, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat hugging a bat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a bat kissing a rat down by the bay?

BellAh BAch, grAde 3

Today we are learning how to play “Twinkle- Twinkle.” The song is 212 years old. Twinkle, twinkle how I 
wonder what you are. My favorite verse is number 2, “When the blazing sun is gone.”

Avery BAtes, grAde 3

Did you ever see a fat cat before down by the bay?
grAcie BlAnken, grAde 2

Did you ever see a shark eating bark down by the bay?
hAyden Burke, grAde 3

Did you ever see a snake take a shower down by the bay?
Did you ever see a dog jog down by the bay?

BreAnnA Burton, grAde 2

Did you ever see a snake eating a cake down by the bay?
ericA Burton, grAde 2

Christmas
Snowman, snowman melting in the yard
It looks like a man.

Did you ever see a goat kissing a coat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a hippo eating a libbo down by the bay?

luke cAntor, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat that was flat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox sitting on a box down by the bay?

devon childers, grAde 3

Did you ever see a goat riding a boat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a duck playing in a truck down by the bay?

Addison clArk, grAde 3

Did you ever see a rat that was under a hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cow kissing a girl down by the bay?

J.t. clArk, grAde 3

[Referring to Twinkle, Twinkle.]
[The tune to the song existed in about] 1778. [It is more than] 240 years old. My favorite verse is 4, “In 

the dark blue sky you keep . . .”
ZAck cope, grAde 3
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Christmas time is so much fun.
Ugly sweaters, presents, Santa, shopping, reindeer, and Rudolph.

Did you ever see a goat playing with a remote down by the bay?
leAh cowden, grAde 3

Did you ever see a fat bat under a hat down by the bay?
chloe crusenBerry, grAde 3

[After writing the note names for Twinkle, Twinkle, and playing it on the bells.]
[The words to the song] are 212 years old. The tune is 240+ years old. My favorite verse is 4. “In the dark 

blue sky you keep . . .”
AAron eldridge, grAde 3

My favorite verse [of Twinkle, Twinkle] is 2, “When the blazing sun is gone . . .”
AvA Fortner, grAde 3

Did you ever see a goat riding a remote down by the bay?
Did you ever see a llama riding pajamas down by the bay?

MiA Fortner, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat sitting on a mat down by the bay?
JoshuA gAle, grAde 3

I celebrate Christmas in winter.
I throw snowballs.
I like Jesus and Mary and Joseph.
I like to pray to Jesus.
Jesus was born in Bethlehem.
I love Santa.
I love Rudolph.
I make an igloo.
Mary had Jesus.

Did you ever see a cat running with a rat down by the bay?
kAylee greer, grAde 2

Did you ever see a cat under a rat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a pig and a wig down by the bay?

lilA hines, grAde 3

Did you ever see a bat riding on a cat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a squirrel kissing on a girl down by the bay?

MichAel hines, grAde 3

Did you ever see a very, very fat cat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a donkey going he- honk, he- honk, he- honk down by the bay?

Ben hixson, grAde 3

My favorite verse [of Twinkle, Twinkle] is 2, “When the blazing sun is gone.”
BrAyden hudson, grAde 3
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[Referring to Twinkle, Twinkle.]
My favorite verse is 4. “In the dark blue sky you keep . . .”

Did you ever see a rat on a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat kissing a float down by the bay?

kAMeron Jerrell, grAde 3

[Referring to Twinkle, Twinkle.]
The tune is [more than] 240 years old. My favorite verse is 2, “When the blazing sun is gone . . .”

shelBy Johnson, grAde 3

Did you ever see a pig kissing a woman’s wig down by the bay?
Did you ever see a bat who kissed a rat down by the bay?

Allie Jones, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat with a flat hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat in a boat down by the bay?

kAylA Jones, grAde 3

Did you ever see a bat very, very flat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a horse play [on a] golf course down by the bay?

kAren king, grAde 3

[After writing down the music notes for Twinkle Twinkle Little Star and playing on the bells.]
I love music. Today it was fun. The song is 212 years old.

Did you ever see a fox with a box down by the bay?
oFFie king, grAde 3

Did you ever see a pig wearing a wig down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cat hugging a rat down by the bay?

kAylA- sheA lAne, grAde 3

Did you ever see a goat driving a boat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fat cat beating a bat down by the bay?

JAden lAwson, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat with a hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a mole on a pole down by the bay?
Did you ever see a bear doing a prayer down by the bay?

chAse leichtenBerg, grAde 2

Did you ever see a mat hugging a cat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a dog licking a log down by the bay?

Josslyn lindsAy, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat with a rat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox in socks down by the bay?

JAkoB MABe, grAde 3

Little angels in the sky
Friends celebrating
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Snowflakes in the sky
Presents under the tree
Santa is here with his reindeer in the sky,
And the Christmas Star.

Did you ever see a fat cat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a dog kissing a log down by the bay?

JAnell MAness, grAde 2

Did you ever see a rat with a bat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a pig with a wig down by the bay?

lAtishA MilAM, grAde 3

Let’s gather around the Christmas tree and sing our Christmas song
Our C- H- R- I- S- T- M- A- S song
And if you don’t think we can sing faster then you’re wrong
But it will help if you just sing along, Ho, ho, ho,
C- H- R- I- S- T- M- A- S song
Santa Song C- H- R- I- S- T- M- A- S, Rudolph,
It will help, it will help if you just sing along, Ho, ho, ho

Did you ever see a goat kissing a tote down by the bay?
Did you ever see a hippo eating a bippo down by the bay?

drAke Miles, grAde 3

[Referring to Twinkle, Twinkle.]
The song is 212 years old. [My favorite verse is,]
“In the dark blue sky you keep,
Often through my curtains peek.
For you never shut your eyes,
Til’ the sun is in the sky.
Twinkle twinkle,
[Little star,
How I wonder what you are.]

BrAxton Mister, grAde 3

Christmas time is so much fun.
It is all about Jesus and God, Mary, Joseph had a baby, Jesus.

Did you ever see a goat on a boat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a moat on a tote down by the bay?
Did you ever see a moose on a goose down by the bay?

Ashley Moore, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat under a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a dog kissing a frog down by the bay?

ryAn Moore, grAde 3

Christmas time is so much fun,
Laughing, playing,
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Everyone is happy and
Snowballs fighting and food

Did you ever see a dog kiss a hog down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cat that fat down by the bay?

isABellA MorgAn, grAde 2

Did you ever see a fat rat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox in a box down by the bay?

lincoln Munsey, grAde 3

My first Christmas was when I was 2. I had so much fun. My brother and I had my first snowball fight. 
We made a snowman. We tried to catch snowflakes on our tongues.

Did you ever see a goat with a remote down by the bay?
Addison nAsh, grAde 3

Did you ever see a rat under a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat in a float down by the bay?
Did you ever see a lizard in a blizzard down by the bay?

evAn neFF, grAde 3

Did you ever see a flat cat at the bay?
Have you ever seen a snake with a blue beak down by the bay?
Have you ever seen a fox holding boxes without topses down by the bay?

hAgAn neFF, grAde 3

Did you ever see a goat that wrote a fairy tale down by the bay?
JAcoB neFF, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat fixing a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a rat kissing a bat down by the bay?

isABellA oAks, grAde 2

Did you ever see a cat with a baseball bat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a pig with a wig down by the bay?
Did you ever see a shark at the park down by the bay?

hAygen pArks, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat that fat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a dog eating a cog down by the bay?

Joseph pArsons, grAde 2

Christmas time is all about Jesus.
Mary had Jesus.

Did you ever see a goat wear a boat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a llama riding [its] momma?

Joslyn pennington, grAde 3

Let’s get around the Christmas tree and sing our Christmas Tree Song
Do, Do, Dun, Bumb
Let’s open up our presents and have a lot of fun
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And if you don’t think that we can do it just join us and it will [be fun]
Here, if you just sing with us C- H- R- I- S- T- m- a- s-  t- r- e- e song. And then we will ride on Rudolph the 

Red Nosed Seahorse, oh yeah.

Did you ever see a goat using a remote down by the bay?
Did you ever see a hippo eating some Grippo’s down by the bay?

JAcoB pilon, grAde 3

Did you ever see the fat cat wearing a hat down by the bay?
lAndon price, grAde 2

Once upon a time Santa and his elves were making presents on Christmas Eve. Santa said, “Oh, it’s 
Christmas.” He said, “I need to travel to give presents out. I remembered about that. It’s Christmas play at 
5:00 a.m. and I am finished.” The End

Did you ever see a rat pat on a back down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat fly with a remote down by the bay?

Austin reed, grAde 3

Snowflake, snowflakes
Falling from the sky on my reindeer, reindeer
Reindeer fly.
Snowman came to life,
Santa and an elf and giving me coal

Did you ever see a goat wearing a big fat coat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a lizard trying to be a wizard down by the bay?

dAlton ridings, grAde 3

Did you ever see a cat with a bat chasing a rat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a mouse in a house down by the bay?

kAilyn roBBins, grAde 3

Did you ever see a deer drinking root- beer down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cat under a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat kissing a boat down by the bay?

kylee rorrer, grAde 3

Did you ever see a bat wearing a hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a funny bunny down by the bay?

MArley scott, grAde 3

Did you ever see a goat using a remote down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fat cat wearing a hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a rat in a hat down by the bay?

MichAel pAyton scott, grAde 3

Twinkle Twinkle Little Star. My favorite verse is 2, “When the blazing sun is gone . . .”

Did you ever see a fox wearing spotted socks down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cat wearing a hat down by the bay?

AvA stAFFord, grAde 3
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Did you ever see a cat kissing a rat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a cat hugging a mat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox eating a box down by the bay?

BreAnnA sykes, grAde 3

Twinkle Twinkle Winter Star,
Wisemen followed you from afar.
Christmas star is so bright,
Like it shining in the dark.

Did you ever see the cat that was so fat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fat bat down by the bay?

willow tAckett, grAde 2

Did you ever see a cat with a bat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat in a boat down by the bay?

Brycen tAylor, grAde 3

Did you ever see a deer drinking root- beer down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox wear socks down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox under a box down by the bay?
Did you ever see a pig wear a wig down by the bay?
Did you ever see a goat on a boat down by the bay?

willow tAylor, grAde 3

Did you ever see a snake rake down by the bay?
ZAchAry tAylor, grAde 2

Did you ever see a cat wearing a hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a dog sitting on a log down by the bay?

BlAke tritt, grAde 2

Did you ever see a cat under a hat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a fox wearing socks down by the bay?
Did you ever see a flat bat down by the bay?
Did you ever see a pig trying to dig down by the bay?
Did you ever see a shark eating bark down by the bay?

JAce woods, grAde 3

Did you ever see a goat buying a coat down by the bay?
Molly wynn, grAde 3

Christmas time is on my mind.
Ready to get in my ugly Christmas sweaters.
I keep wrapping gifts.
How many more days till Christmas Day?
Where can I get some gingerbread?
When I got some stockings I put them under the fireplace.
What is the point about the presents?
But what I really want is my ugly Christmas sweaters.



Art & Music 435

But what I think about Christmas is Jesus and Friends and Family.

Did you ever see a goat holding a tote down by the bay?
Did you ever see a panda traveling to Canada?

eMelinA ZAMorA, grAde 3

Stonewall Jackson Art Class

Washington, D.C. has a major 
part of my family history in it. My 
great grandmother immigrated here 
from Colombia. In 1976, when my 
grandmother was eighteen years old, 
she joined my great grandmother in 
Washington. My dad was born three 
years later. 

yAsMin AguilAr, grAde 12. 
digitAl photogrAphy.

When my mom was 14 years old, she came to Virginia from 
California. She built her life in Reston, Virginia. This picture is one of 
the high school she attended, which is where she made the friends we 
consider family today.

yAsMin AguilAr, grAde 12. digitAl photogrAphy.

My origin resides in this image of my grandfather’s brother. Growing 
up, I was taught the importance of family, spending a majority of sum-
mers shuffling between my cousins’ houses. Every year on Labor Day 
weekend, we host a family reunion that involves camping, cooking and 
the joy of being with family. This image was taken at 7:00 a.m. on the 
second day of our reunion. It captures the emotion of pure joy. At this 
moment, all the cares of the world vanish, except one.

JAyshA wAshington,  
grAde 12. digitAl photogrAphy.
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This art piece and who is painted in it are both important parts of my childhood. As a little girl, I was very 
into art. I always looked up to my sister, Madison, when it came to creating pieces of art because she is very 
good at it. I’m continuing my passion for art and plan on continuing it in my future. Pictured here is American 
actor, John Wayne. I remember watching Westerns starring John Wayne with my dad. My dad grew up with 
these movies as well. Art has a way of telling a story and I wanted to create something that represents my 
origin and has meaning associated with it.

sydney shepherd, grAde 12. pAinting.

This photograph was taken at my great grandparents’ house in Loudoun County, Virginia. Every sum-
mer my cousins and I go to see them. I love this house; it feels like home. The backyard is beyond any 
little kid’s dreams. It has a huge terrace, a pool that has a deep end, and a backyard field that extends for 
what looks like forever. We’ve always brought the whole family’s dogs so we can drain their energy outside 
before the long ride home. This house has been my favorite place for so many years simply because of how 
happy my family is when we’re there, together. This family tradition will last as long as we do!

AlyssA duvAll, grAde 12. digitAl photogrAphy.

Nicholas Ayoub, Grade 12. Painting.
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Ever since I was little these pots have been in my family. They are authentic Mexican clay pots that are 
just decorations, but to me they hold special childhood memories. When I was little, I had a toy kitchen 
and it was my favorite thing ever. The pots were the special china of the kitchen. My sister and I would 
always pretend to have tea and coffee in the pots. It’s one of the only things that we have from Mexico, so 
it means a lot to me. They have gone through a lot. Some are broken, and some have the paint chipping 
off, but they hold special meaning to me. When I think of them I think of a simpler time.

eliZABeth MorAn, grAde 12. digitAl photogrAphy.

Madysson Sanchez, Grade 12. Photograph.

My piece shows my origin by allowing the people to see both of my family’s countries in one piece. Half 
of my family is from the Dominican Republic on my dad’s side and the other half is from Guatemala on 
my mom’s side. Both the countries’ traditions and cultures have been passed down to my brothers and me. 
We always show our pride in both of our countries.

eMely sAncheZ, grAde 12. pAinting on cArdBoArd.



Alexis Ater, Grade 12. Digital Photography. Adwoa Asamoah, Grade 12. Digital Photography.



Dreamer : Acrylic by Alyson Teasle

Sunny Daze: Relief Cut by Alyson Teasley 

Colored Up: Acrylic by Ciera Collins Dazy: Torn Paper by Ciera Collins Foxy: Torn Paper by Dakota Turner

Rosey Sunset: Tempera by Alyson Teasley Sitting: Relief Cut by Candace Backherms

Still Life: Watercolor by Alyson Teasley



Snowed In: Tempera by Dakota Turner

Rainbow: Acrylic by Dallas Mead

Sunny Faces: Multi-media by Dara Stanley

Pick of the Crop: Acrylic by Dara Stanley

Bubblegum Explosion: Prisma Markers  
by Joshua Levy

Snowed In: Tempera by Dakota Turner



Hanging by a Thread: Watercolor by Joshua Levy

Kesha: Prisma Markers by  
Joshua Levy

"Why Are You So Bipolar?" by Makenzie Golladay



Dog

Pick a Tune

Ocean Sunset Snowman



Sunny Face Autum Leaf

Great Pumpkin

White Raven



Great Harvest

Frosty Winter
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The Work of a Writer

Over the years, I have encouraged students to increase the audience for their writing by submitting their 
work for possible publication in Eddas, our literary/ art magazine. Eventually, submission to Eddas became 
a requirement with the goal of teaching students to do the work of a writer. I also encourage them to send 

to contests and publications out-
side of Woodbridge Senior High 
School (WSHS). Sometimes 
these contests involve recitation 
and performance.

Poetry Out Loud

My WSHS students have 
been involved with Poetry Out 
Loud (POL) for nine or ten 
years. Performing other people’s 
poetry has given them confi-
dence to perform their own, 
and that is demonstrated every 
month at the coffee houses 
sponsored by Eddas.

This year, WSHS was invit-
ed to participate in the national 
research for POL, and because we 
needed a minimum of 360 par-

ticipants, I was able to convince even more teachers to participate. We 
held our classroom competitions in November and our school finals in 
December. Our three top scoring students were all participants in The 
Origin Project (TOP): Leah Ican, Winner; Tyler Econa, Runner Up; 
Candace Todd, Second Runner Up.

TOP student, Asra Shuaib, also competed in the school finals, and 
the following TOP students participated at the classroom level: Darchan 
Turner- Davis, Ashley Vega, Marika Koroma, Abigail Banks, GG Ayala- 
Montoya, Ava Kemp.

Because of the interest of additional teachers this year, I am hoping 
POL continues at WSHS after I retire.

cAthy hAiley, english & creAtive writing teAcher
woodBridge senior high school

Ode to My Hair

You saucy minx
You exude courage
You radiate strength and power
You throw caution to the wind

Woodbridge Senior High School's POL Finals with Four Competitors from The Origin 
Project

Candace Todd performs her poem, 
"Ode to My Hair," at Delta Sigma 
Theta's Red Carpet Showcase
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Leaving yourself exposed to the elements
You dance in the breeze unapologetically
Your hypnotic waist shuffles with my every movement
Your voluptuous curves shroud my face
Like a mother’s bosom as she hugs her child
There is a bounce in your stride
A free spirited skip in every step that you take
Your grin overflows the expanse of your visage
Wider than the open embrace of your arms
Ready and willing to hug the world
You are proud of yourself
Joyful, dancing, smiling, and proud
Everyone stares when you walk by
You steal the attention wherever you go
You are the elephant in the room
Your state of being is disruptive, selfish, large, and unruly
Your presence makes them uncomfortable
Your confidence is confusing
Your impudence is offensive
Your happiness is undeserved
Your love is unrequited
You look foolish
Don’t you know that they’re whispering about you?
Don’t you understand that they find your behavior unacceptable?
No, you don’t
Unfortunately, I do
I understand it all
I take all the heat, hate, and slander
I absorb the shock of every attack, every grenade, every ambush
I take it all because I love you
It may not seem true, but for every time that I’ve yelled at you, cursed at you, disowned 

you, and beaten you into submission
I promise that I love you ten ten times more
I love your capricious shape and unpredictable length
I love your width, your comforting largeness
I love your history
Your promises to transcend on to my children as my ancestors’ hair did to me
I love everything that you’ve taught me—or at least have tried to
I apologize for the grievances I commit against you
I’m young and don’t understand your infinite value
Forgive me of my perpetual tresspasses
I know not what I do and I know less what I say
Just know that I love you
Honestly, truly
I love you

cAndAce todd, grAde 12
second runner- up, poetry out loud
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Student Reflection on POL

I have gone on to POL regionals 
two years in a row now. The first year 
that I won, I was completely ecstatic. 
It was one of the first times I was rec-
ognized for my performance abilities. 
Losing at the regional level was okay 
because I knew that I had the next year. 
Winning this year I was ecstatic, but 
also nervous. I wanted to move onto 
states for my creative writing teacher 
who is retiring this year. Unfortunately 
I didn’t advance, but I’ve realized that 
it’s okay. My teacher just wanted me to 

try my hardest and enjoy the experience.
leAh icAn, grAde 12

First runner- up,  
poetry out loud

Scholastic Writing Awards (www.artandwriting.org)

Tyler Econa, Anthony Marovelli, Yarelli Sosa, and Asra Shuaib will all be honored at the Washington 
Metro Area Awards Ceremony for their Gold and Silver Keys and Honorable Mentions in the Scholastic 
Writing Awards. Tyler’s Gold Key Writing will go on to national competition, and one of these writings 
earned an American Voices nomination.

Student Reflection on Scholastic Writing Awards

I’ve been heavily involved with writing for four years now, ever since I entered the writing program at my 
school. Now, this isn’t to say I didn’t write before then. Quite the opposite in fact. I would constantly write 
and create, but it feels like once I entered high school, I started to take it much more seriously and do it much 
more often. A part of taking writing more seriously, is entering my work into more contests and publications.

At first, things like this made me very nervous. The thought that strangers would be looking at my work 
was very strange to me, and hard to grasp. However, the more comfortable I got in myself and in my work, 
the easier it became. I’m never really proud of my writing, as it always feel like I’m improving. But contests 
have taught me to become content, and know that even though my work will never be perfect, I can still share 
it and present it to other people.

My piece, “Hand in Hand,” was the biggest teacher of this to me. A little page and a half story I wrote 
ended up winning a ton of accolades including second place in the Virginia High School League’s Creative 
Writing Contest and Best Story published in a literary/ art magazine from the American Scholastic Press 
Association. “Hand in Hand,” was also included in my portfolio that led to my being selected as a finalist 
in the National Council for Teachers of English Achievement Awards in Writing. Even though I had issues 
with the writing and how I worded certain things, it still did well. Hopefully this will push me to keep enter-
ing into contests even after I leave high school.

Anthony MArovelli, grAde 12

Cathy Hailey and Leah Ican after Leah competed in the Region 4b Finals  
for POL

http://www.artandwriting.org
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The Center for the Arts’ Off the Wall Poetry Contest

Many WSHS students entered this local poetry contest, which required that they include the phrase 
“a poet’s mind” within the structure of a poem. Our students won two of three places and two Honorable 
Mentions. The first, second and third place students also won cash prizes.

Student Reflection on Off the Wall

Getting an honorable mention with the Off the Wall contest was an 
exciting experience. Seeing my poetry being showcased somewhere felt 
unreal. It was the first time I’d ever gotten any kind of recognition for my 
writing, so it was nice to get that. I felt like I had achieved at something. I 
feel proud that I got recognized, and it encouraged me to put my writing 
out more.

nAtAlyA green, grAde 12

Eddas Literary/ Art Magazine

Many TOP students are on the staff of the Eddas magazine, and some 
will likely be published this year.

Stonewall Jackson High School

Last year in November, I tried out for All- National Choir which I 
had done in eighth grade, but this was a more competitive choir to get 
into because I went up against people from all over the country at the 
high school and collegiate level. I waited about a month for the results 
and I found out that I had one of the best scores in the country and 
made the choir like I did in middle school. This is the highest- level choir 
there is for high school and it is such an honor to be a part of this; I 
worked really hard to get to this point and I know my hard work has 
paid off.

Joseph AnniBell, grAde 12

I danced in Washington, D.C. on the 4th of July with my dancing 
group, Alma Boliviana. Our group dances in a lot of festivals, but our 
biggest one is July 4th because we enjoy how we see new faces and are 
filled with happiness when we see them clapping for us along with the 
music. Every time before we dance, we feel the energy of the crowd 
and are automatically pumped with adrenaline. We still dance in fes-
tivals today, and every day, we are motivated to keep dancing for our 
viewers.

cAssAndrA estrAdA, grAde 12

Kevin Turner, Jr. is the 2019 195- pound Cedar Run District Champion 
and Northern Region Champion Wrestler and following in his father’s 
footsteps. In addition to his athletic accomplishments, Kevin is in the 
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National Honor Society and has been recog-
nized as a Youth Salute member.

kevin turner, Jr.

Since the age of 5, I’ve had a strong pas-
sion to perform; more specifically singing 
and acting. I sing in the car, the shower, the 
halls, pretty much anywhere. That fondness 
for singing over the years has given me the 
opportunity to be selected for choirs at the 
county, state and national level. When I’m 
not singing, I’ve had the opportunity to take 

part in television shows, PSAs and numerous plays throughout the years starring in roles such as Captain 
Hook in Peter Pan and the Beast in Beauty and the Beast. In January 2019, I was accepted into the musical 
theatre program at James Madison University, giving me the opportunity to continue doing what I love while 
expanding my knowledge on the topic. As time goes on, my adoration for performing will only grow.

nAthAn yAnnArell, grAde 12

The Crooked Road’s Youth Music Festival at Heartwood

In addition to outstanding musical performances by traditional music programs and bands, The Crooked 
Road’s 2018 Youth Music Festival featured student authors from The Origin Project reading their original work. 
This was a fitting expression of the culture of our region and added a new and well- received element to the fes-
tival, which took place on Saturday, May 12th at Heartwood in Abingdon.

Youth Music Festival
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The Crooked Road’s 2019 (8th Annual) Youth Music Festival will take place on Saturday, May 11th and will 
once again feature readers from The Origin Project. The partnership between these two organizations is both 
unique and natural, much like words and music blending together in the form of song.

JonAthAn roMeo, the crooked roAd

Dominion Energy ArtStars Award Winner Press Release

In late January, The Origin Project of Big Stone Gap was 
honored with a Dominion Energy ArtStars Award. The 
Origin Project is a non- profit that helps K- 12 students find 
their voices and tell the rich stories of their Appalachian 
upbringing through writing, creative expression and expo-
sure to the arts.

Landon Spain of Big Stone Gap is one of those students 
who participates in The Origin Project. He interviewed his 
grandparents and great- grandmother for his Origin Project 
essay. He wrote about his memory of shark- fishing with his 
Pappy and traveling to Harvard University with his Nana.

Landon’s great- grandmother told him about what school 
was like in the 1940’s. While interviewing his grandparents 
from Richmond, Va., Landon learned that his third 
greats- grandmother Bess, an immigrant from what was 
then Czechoslavakia, marched with what the NY Times 
called the “Amazon Army” of women in 1921, whose 
husbands were coal miners in Pittsburg, Kansas. Armed 
with red peppers, she helped to barricade the entrance to 
the mines from strikebreakers.

Landon says, “I absolutely loved interviewing and 
learning new things about my grandparents. It was a bit 
stressful during the writing and revising, but worth it to 
see my family’s stories in print!”
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The Origin Project was one of five non- profit organizations across Virginia to be recognized as 2019 
Dominion Energy ArtStars for inspiring people of all ages in creative endeavors. Each organization received 
a Shining Star award and a $10,000 grant to use towards their winning arts or cultural education program.

For more information about The Origin Project or to get in touch with Landon Spain, please contact 
Nancy Bolmeier Fisher, executive director of The Origin Project, at (415) 601- 2409.

Landon Spain Grandparent Interview
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We are deeply grateful to 
Richard Rose and his staff at 
Barter Theatre for the inspira-
tion and support they continue 
to provide to The Origin Project. 
We look forward to more excit-
ing collaborative endeavors in 
the years to come.

Barter Theatre and The 
Young Playwrights Festival 
are proud to partner with The 
Origin Project. It’s a privilege 
to help young people create art 
from a place of authenticity 
inside themselves. We’ve en-
joyed hosting TOP kickoffs and 
events; there is nothing quite 

like seeing Adriana in action with students. Their excitement is palpable, and the work they create as a result 
is wonderful to hear and see.

kAty Brown, BArter theAtre
AssociAte Artistic director

Artistic director oF the BArter plAyers

As always, it was good to see you folks and watch you change the lives of 
these young people. Thank you! Adriana Trigiani and the Origin Project 
ask young Appalachian people to be profound. To look at their lives, to 
discover for themselves who they are, to dig deep for the thing that roots 
them, to make decisions now that will determine their future, and to write 
about it. These kids are taught the sacredness of words, the limitless depth 
of language. As I watched this event unfold before me, as I watched these 
young people be inspired and transformed before my eyes, I couldn’t help 
but be envious. Where was the Origin Project when I was 13?

cAtherine Bush, BArter theAtre 
plAywright- in- residence

Barter Theatre’s Project REAL

Barter Theatre’s Project REAL has been working with Morrison School for 6 years, and this year we got 
the privilege to assist Morrison’s high school students with their writing for The Origin Project. Through 
theatre tools, students got the opportunity to reflect on qualities their families possess while also at the same 
time finding commonalities amongst their peers families. From this, students then reflected on a trait they 
received from one of their family members and wrote a monologue. With a partner, they each sculpted the 
other person into an image that represented that trait to present to their peers while reading their mono-
logues. The Origin Project and Barter’s Project REAL compliment each other well as both programs seek to 
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aid in the students’ reflection of their own lives 
and learning from it. Thank you for letting us 
be a part of this great initiative.

MegAn (Atkinson) hAMilton,  
BArter theAtre

director oF educAtion
Founder And director oF  

proJect reAl

The Origin Project

Abingdon, Virginia, is surrounded by blue 
capped mountain majesties, flowing rivers, fa-
mous trails, such as Creeper and Appalachian. 
The tranquil landscape transforms Southwest Virginia into an enticing wilderness infused with the theatrical 
pride of the United States.

In 1933, The Barter Theatre was erected from one man’s idea to have patrons pay with produce. “With veg-
etables you cannot sell, you can buy a good laugh.” This was the theatre’s motto during the Great Depression 
and is reiterated with a swelling of pride and nostalgia. At least one performance a year celebrates this unique 
heritage by accepting donations for an area food bank at the price of admission. People really take to the “ham 
for hamlet” philosophy here and show up to partake in this time- honored tradition.

Around 160,000 people attend performances at Barter Theatre yearly. From a town hall, to a fire hall, 
to a pound, to a Methodist church; Barter Theatre has seen many faces and has been the center of life in 
Abingdon for many generations.

WSHS creative writing and journalism students had the privilege of attending this renowned theatre in 
order to partake in The Origin Project. This writing project was started by Adriana Trigiani, an American 
author, who grew up in Southwestern Virginia and whose past has helped her achieve the success she has 
today. Adriana met with many schools under the Barter Theatre’s roof and delved into the reason for The 
Origin Project.

Everyone has a story and a past that defines them, whether that’s where their ancestors originated from or 
where their parents grew up; everyone has an “origin” which defines them. Mrs. Trigiani wanted to emphasize 
that no matter who you are, or where you come from, you have a story that needs to be told.

This school year, WSHS invites all students to participate in sharing their past and discovering how their 
origin has made them into the person they are today.

peyton shreve, grAde 12
woodBridge senior high school
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A New Partnership with The Origin Project and the Birthplace of Country Music 
Museum: Using Exhibits as a Learning Tool

After attending an Origin Project book release at the Barter Theatre, I was so impressed and wanted 
to figure out how the Birthplace of Country Music could get involved 
with this great organization. This year we partnered with The Origin 
Project for the first time, and it was an honor for us to work with Linda, 
Nancy, and the participating teachers and students. We are thankful for 
the opportunity and look forward to being part of this great work for 
many years to come.

leah ross, executive Director
Birthplace of country Music

At first glance, you wouldn’t expect to find an exhibit about civil rights 
at a museum about country music. However, the Birthplace of Country 
Music Museum, which tells the story and celebrates the legacy of the 
1927 Bristol Sessions, also shares temporary traveling exhibits in our 
Special Exhibits Gallery, and while these are primarily focused on music 
and the museum’s content, we also bring in interesting exhibits that can 
act as educational resources to our community.

For All the World to See: Visual Culture and the Struggle for Civil Rights, 
which was made possible by NEH on the Road and toured by Mid- 
America Arts Alliance, examined the role that visual culture played in 
shaping and transforming the struggle for racial equality in America from 
the late 1940s to the mid- 1970s. This exhibit gave the museum ample 
opportunities to connect with students and the public in an engaging way, 
and one of these opportunities was working, for the first time, with The 
Origin Project to host students from Lee High School at the museum. 
During their visit, they explored the permanent exhibits and then had 
a special tour of For All the World to See, which gave us the chance to 
discuss the power of visual imagery and think more deeply about how 
images impact the way people view the world, both in the past and today. 
The tour was followed by a powerful writing activity led and facilitated 
by Langley Shazor (The Casual Word). The students focused on writing 
poems or prose inspired by an image or story from the exhibit, tapping 
into the emotions and reactions they felt as they learned about this dif-
ficult history, the ways that visual representation influenced perceptions 
about race, and how images were used to motivate activism and change. 
Using the typewriters made the students think about their writing in a 
very different way as they picked their words out on the old keys in a 
careful and thoughtful manner. And the impact of the exhibit on them 
was obvious from their resulting pieces – some of just a few words, others 
with many more, but all that held power, compassion, and new under-
standing and that found resonance and connection between the past and 
the present.

 photo of Emmett Till

 generations of those who experienced 
Civil Rights in East Tennessee
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It was a wonderful program, and experiencing this exhibit through the eyes and the voices of the Lee 
High School students was also gratifying and inspiring to us. We were glad to be able to share this experience 
with them, and we are looking forward to working with The Origin Project to connect more students to our 
museum, the music heritage of this region, and future special exhibits.

rené roDgers, heaD curator
Birthplace of country Music MuseuM

A Day for All the World to See

December 5, 2019
I started my afternoon getting set up for a work-

shop, the same as any other event. I had brought in 
about 15 typewriters to the conference room of The 
Birthplace of Country Music Museum. I was very 
excited to facilitating a poetry workshop centered 
around a special exhibit; For all the World to See. This 
exhibit highlighted the use of imagery and media to 
perpetuate racism, as well as how African Americans 
used those same tools to bring awareness to the atroc-
ities being committed against them. Today would be 
my first time going through the exhibit, along with the students coming 
from Lee County, Virginia, as part of the Origin Project. The idea was 
that the students would go through the exhibit, discover images or arti-
facts that really spoke to them, and would move over to the conference 
room to use typewriters to create poetry or simply type their thoughts.

After the introduction given by Rene Rodgers, Curating Director of the 
museum, the students (and me) were able to venture through the exhibit. 
There was so much to see that one could have easily spent hours reading 
all the material, watching videos, and interacting with certain displays. I 
found myself equally fascinated by the reactions and conversations from 
the students. This was an eye- opening experience for them. Lee County is 
an isolated area in Southwest Virginia. Rural, impoverished, and predom-
inantly Caucasian, many negative ideals and philosophies about race still 
existed. These students had never been exposed to the civil rights move-
ment in the way it was presented in the museum. The emotions expressed 
from facial expressions, as well as from some of the comments I overheard 
gave me a myriad of reactions: I was saddened and angry that they had 
no idea many of these events had happened or had never heard of many 
of the people mentioned. I was simultaneously encouraged by the change 
in attitude and the offense many of them took to that level of treatment 
to other humans. I also learned more about myself and others that day.

The culmination of this experience was in the poetry workshop. As the 
students filed into the room, the interests and curiosity rose to an almost 
tangible level. Students were clamoring to lay claim to certain machines 
and eager to start writing. After a brief lesson in the operation of type-
writers, I turned them loose to explore their creativity. The poetry written 
by these students was powerful, profound, emotional, empowering, and 

Emmett Till's mother after seeing his 
mutilated body
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thought provoking. It was abundantly clear that the exhibit truly resonated with them as they shared their 
pieces with all in attendance. At this moment, I was given immense hope for the future of our country and 
our world.

I am deeply grateful to The Birthplace of Country Music Museum, The Origin Project, Lee County High 
School, and all those who were instrumental in bringing this exhibit to Bristol, Virginia. I am equally grate-
ful to have been asked to partner with these organizations in assisting to create a memorable experience for 
young people and adults. I know that I have been forever changed by the words of our youth. I wish them 
well in all future endeavors, creative, philanthropic, and otherwise. Keep up the good words!

langley shazor of the casual WorD, llc

Civil Rights in Appalachia

Our students recently took a trip to the Bristol 
Country Music Museum in Bristol, TN/ VA as a sup-
plement to our investigations into our family histo-
ries for the Origin Project. What we discovered was 
a treasure trove of lore and artifacts of our region’s 
rich musical heritage. However, importantly, we also 
discovered our rarely talked about history with civil 
rights in the Appalachian region.

In a special exhibit for the museum, we found 
loaned personal possessions of families in Appalachia 
who bore witness to the discrimination of the civil 
rights era. What was shocking to many of us was 
the amount of history of this era we had never heard 

before, nor that was ever covered in schools. From this display of origins of another nature, my students 
wrote honest and biting poetry on antique typewriters left out for the accompanying writing workshop. 
Featured here are reactions to what we saw and heard from fresh voices now awakened and dedicated to 
progress and change.

alexanDer long, english teacher

Lee High School

As my students typed poems, collected their thoughts and tried putting 
into words the images of race relations with which they had been exposed, 
I, too, became reflective. My hope for them, as they come face to face with 
the bitter truths of our society’s past, is a better future. I imagine a future 
whose fruit is one of love rather than hate and one of unification rather than 
division. Yet, when I see their similar faces and acknowledge our area’s lack 
of racial diversity, I can’t help but wonder what truths they’ve been able to 
glean on their own, what relationships with peers of other cultures they’ve 
been able to form. And I remember the enormity of my role as a teacher. I 
remember that I am responsible for introducing them to various cultures 
through the beautiful means of literature. Through speeches of Martin 
Luther King, Jr. and poetry of Gwendolyn Brooks, through autobiographies 
of Maya Angelou and essays from Frederick Douglass, my students can 
learn of African- American culture– of struggles for freedom and equality. 
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They can develop empathy with others and a general sense of the collective nature of human beings. They can 
learn, as did Scout Finch, that “[y]ou never really understand a person until you consider things from his point 
of view … until you climb in his skin and walk around in it.” And until diversity comes to southwest Virginia, I 
will, instead, take my students to diversity through the written word. 

sinDy fielDs, english teacher
lee high school

Skin

We are all made the same so why does my skin color make me different from you?
Why should the color of my skin tell me what I can and cannot do?
I am unique and should be loved the same as you.
We all bleed, but with this attitude, we cannot succeed.

JasMine BreWer, graDe 11

Be Thankful

It’s crazy how people would lie about something that never happened.
Where is the respect?
Children being blamed for nothing they said,
Having to pay the consequences for innocence.
Be thankful for who you are today.
Appreciate the things that you have.

I was inspired by the exhibit feature on Emmett Till. To understand 
that a young boy would cruelly face the evils of a racist world all because 
he was another color brought tears to my eyes. But, how many times 
does this still happen today? It may not just be because of color or race, 
but because of something else. When will we stop and think about our 
actions and how they impact the children of tomorrow?

Baylee cox, graDe 11

Cruel World

It’s a cruel world
Where is the sympathy?
Why is there no consequences?
People only think about themselves
Imagine peace
Can you imagine peace?
Why can’t we imagine peace?
Because it’s a cruel world

This poem is inspired by the Emmett Till exhibit pieces. As I looked 
at the pictures of 14- year- old Emmett Till, I wondered what could go 
through someone’s mind to do something so tragic. I thought about how 
even today people are still badly abused. People choose to argue instead of 
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being peaceful. This world will never truly know peace because people argue and people sin. It is an imperfect 
world after all.

Bethany Davis, graDe 11

Behind the Camera

He is a man.
He is of color.
His name is known by many.
His name is known by none.
He is a hero to a nation.
He fought against the separation.
His weapon was a camera.
He showed the good and evil.
His song was the chants of peace.
He was no longer seen as just a man of color,
But a man of heart.
This world of ours thanks you,
Gordon Parks.

aDrian estraDa, graDe 11

I Am A Woman

I am a woman
I am a woman in a man’s world
A man’s world where women are no greater than  
 squirrels
A man’s world where women take care
And men don’t care
Women are powerful but that’s never told
A man’s equality is what’s sold

Our inspiration for this poem was the “I Am A Man” protest poster. It 
inspired us because they were fighting for equality yet they did not include 
women. This is still an issue in today’s society. Where women are not looked 
at as equal to men. Yet women are usually the ones who wake up early to 
provide breakfast for their family before work. Then they come home, clean, 
cook, and get their children taken care of. In men’s eyes that’s just their job, 
so women aren’t appreciated like they should be. That’s what inspired us.

Mikenzie Mooneyhan & yazMin Muse, graDe 11

All Out of Spite

Using cameras to fight
Different perspectives take flight
It shouldn’t matter if it’s black or white.
Many lives were taken
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Many men were mistaken
Innocent minds were awakened
All individuals deserve rights
We shouldn’t have to fight
It’s sad it was all out of spite

Viewing the exhibit at the Bristol Country Music Museum, I took inspiration from all the photographs, 
especially the first, front, centerpiece of the exhibit, which showed a black man behind a camera. Photos, like 
his, were the evidence we have for the cruelty and injustice many faced during the horrible times surrounding 
the Civil Rights movement. It’s from these photos that we can learn from our mistakes, and hopefully mature 
towards a better tomorrow.

hannah reasor, graDe 11

Discrimination at Lee High School

Discrimination at Lee High,
Directed towards Sam and Bryce.
Starting fights by calling names,
Are Chris, Seth, and Andrew to blame?
Similar to Emmett Till,
Not as savage but still not chill.
Are the children the ones to blame
Or is it the parents being lame?
The differences are in the resistance.
Emmett was beaten and brutalized.
Bryce and Sam went for the eyes.
The fights started even though they kept their distance.

We were told to pick a picture as inspiration to come up with a poem about discrimination, civil rights, or 
something similar that would also hit home and was personal to us. The only sort of personal experience I have 
had with racism and discrimination was watching it happen to Bryce and Sam and other African Americans 
at Lee High, so I decided to write about that. Then, I picked a picture that related to that idea for my poem, 
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and the Emmett Till photo was the closest match to the 
idea. When writing my poem, I involved dark humor 
because it is a way that I cope with difficult situations 
and topics. I involved the fights that happened at Lee 
High as they are big events that happened due to rac-
ism. Due to trying to rhyme and the dark humor used, I 
do feel that my point did not come across like I wanted 
it to. I wanted it to portray a viewpoint against fighting 
and against racism, but I felt like the viewpoint would 
not have come across like that to the people at the 
museum unless they knew personally those involved.

curtis l. reece, graDe 11

Excellence in Sports

Civil Rights was very rough for African Americans
In sports, today Jackie Robinson is known
For what he done as the first black ball player
Then he was known for his talents on the field,
He changed the outlook for African
Americans in professional sports.

In my poem, I wanted to do free- verse because it is irregular and unique, like the African Americans in 
sports during the Civil Rights movement. I am talking about how rough it was for African Americans during 
this time. As well as how Jackie Robinson was known then as a good ball player and for his talents despite no 
one really liking him. But now, he is known for what he did in history. He really changed the whole outlook 
on how blacks are looked at in professional sports.

kolBy reeD, graDe 11

America’s Game

America’s game
Involves many walks
Who all go by different names
And many different talks
In the sixties it wasn’t this way
Blacks could not play with whites
And their games were on different days
The whites stole the fields on Fridays with delight
It wasn’t until desegregation
When integration swept across the nation.

My poem was inspired by a photo of a black football player from the sixties that spoke of the ways that 
black football teams could only play each other and not the other white schools in their area. Now we could 
never imagine such a thing happening, but this speaks to the lengths society would go to make sure segrega-
tion was seen in all ways.

Dalton rivers, graDe 11
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Gordon Parks

A camera is often just a tool,
but for me it was a weapon.
This man used it for his people
as a form of defense from segregation.
A true hero for all coloured people.
He has even impacted the world today,
his involuntary work has changed the world forever.
Gordon Parks and an everyday camera played a role.
Just like every single person in our community.

Gordon Parks’ contribution to our outlook on segregation during the Civil Rights Movement was all due 
to his love for photography. His photo- journalistic stories leave a lot to be interpreted. Like it is said, “a photo 
is worth a thousand words.” He showed the shocking truth the news tried to cover- up or gloss over. We have 
a lot to thank Mr. Parks for today.

shea snoDgrass, graDe 11

Faith

Fighting for something you believe in takes bravery.
In general . . . believing in anything takes tremendous faith.
Somehow, if one finds the thing they are most
certainly faithful in . . . life and its purpose
Suddenly makes sense.
What is faith?
It has come to my understanding that faith is more
than saying I believe. Faith is saying I am certain.
Faith and courage walk down the road of life hand- in- hand.
One must turn their “I think” into “I am beyond certain”
without a shadow of a doubt.
Out of all things I could choose
to be, I’d chose to be faithful

Darrien yeary, graDe 11
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For more than 400 years, immigrants have shaped the character of Virginia in ways that sometimes 
have been overstated and other times overlooked or actively denied. These New Virginians are community 
builders, founding and supporting schools, churches, and cultural and civic institutions that enhance their 
own communities while contributing to the “common wealth” of the state. They believe in giving back. As we 
reexamine the histories of Virginia’s peoples, and create new histories, the contributions of all people become 
clearer. Including diverse stories creates a richer history—one that is fascinating, fraught with anxiety, and 
full of surprises. “They” are us.

sanDra treaDWay, liBrarian/ state archivist, liBrary of virginia
aMy BriDge, executive Director, liBrary of virginia founDation

Stonewall Jackson High School

My experience with the origin project field trip was insightful. I felt inspired by the artifacts the Library of 
Virginia held. The artifacts each told a unique story of immigration and described in depth its origin. I was 
drawn in by the complexity of each artifact’s and person’s origin. This impacted the way in which I viewed 
items that my parents had brought along with them when migrating and the story that they hold in store. The 
New Virginians exhibit contained immigration stories that I was able to deeply relate to as a first generation 
American. I have witnessed my parents face some of the same struggles when immigrating to the U.S. I felt 
motivated to record the immigration stories of my relatives after listening to the stories of other Virginian 
immigrants. Overall the origin project field trip to the Library of Virginia allowed me to cherish my unique 
Mexican origin and the immigration story that my parents share.

yareli sosa, graDe 12

When we went into the library, I was amazed by how many random artifacts they had there. It was cool 
to see all the things people chose to bring here. It also raised the question, what would I bring? I couldn’t 
really give a detailed list as there aren’t many material items I place a lot of value on. They also had countless 
interview videos with a map showing where each interviewee was from. I found the map the most interesting. 
I enjoyed seeing how far every person was from, yet their stories all came together so perfectly. Overall, the 
library gave me a chance to reflect on myself and what’s important to me.

leah capili, graDe 12
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At first, the library seemed like a place where I would never find answers. I had just spent the first part of 
the trip viewing learning about immigrants and their cultures, only to question my own roots, and my own 
culture. The answer didn’t come to me with the pamphlet they gave me– listing extraordinary individuals 
who came to my country through extreme and unfortunate circumstances. The answer didn’t come from the 
cultural artifacts and personal treasures which I gazed upon in the floor below. Instead, the answer came to 
me when Declan Ring stood up to discuss his own struggles with lacking culture and having unclear family 
history. The answer wasn’t through the things I saw, but the people I spoke with and listened to. There in the 
library, I realized that culture isn’t physical, it’s personal.

WilliaM iverson, graDe 12

The visit we took to the Library of Virginia was eye opening and educational. I compared the expe-
riences of those whose stories were displayed, both modern and past, 
to my own family’s story of ending up here. I appreciated the focus on 
Virginia, as that was more relatable to me than the stories that are about 
arriving to America with which I have been presented in the past. The 
New Virginians exhibit was inspirational in how accomplished those 
interviewed were in the face of adversity and put into perspective the 
privileges I have as someone who was born here. It struck a chord with 
me personally as my parents are immigrants and had to go through a lot 
to establish the life we now live.

asra shuaiB, graDe 12

Visiting the Library of Virginia presented several viewpoints to me 
that were previously unknown, mainly concerning immigration. I’m 
white, and a lot of my history has been erased by 
death, disease, and stubbornness, so my own ancestral 
immigration is not something I’ve ever known. This 
made me think deeper about one of the assertions 
from my origin project piece, questioning whether my 
lack of origin is freeing or trapping. I still haven’t come 
to a decision yet; however, it’s made me reconsider 
who I am and what my goals are in terms of finding 
individual worth.

Declan ring, graDe 12

With the origin project came eye opening trips to help guide me into 
my personal writing. On the trip to the Library of Virginia, we were given 
the question, “If you were migrating to a different country, what would 
you bring?” I replied with “a blank notebook, a family portrait, and a sim-
ple pencil.” They express an easy recovery from a grand rearrangement. 
With my notebook, I would write down all of my past golden memories 
and with my family portrait help commemorate my ambiguous past.

ciniya gary, graDe 10

The Origin project field trip made me reflect a lot on my personal fam-
ily life. Going to the Library of Virginia and seeing other people’s stories 
made me think about what I know about my family. It was interesting to 
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see all the different places that people come from and what they have gone through. It made me reflect on 
what my family has gone through, and it made me wonder more about my origin. I don’t know very much 
about my origin, and I want to learn more about it.

I enjoyed the field trip to the Library of Virginia. My favorite part of the trip was discovering the Virginia 
slave schedule from the 1850s. I found my last name in the book and there were about ten people with the 
same last name who lived in Suffolk, Virginia. It interested me because my family on my dad’s side lived in 
the Norfolk Tidewater area. My teacher drew the conclusion that these slaves from the 1850s could possibly 
be my ancestors.

Dani Brinkley, graDe 12

This year of English has been the best year so far. All other English classes I have taken aren’t even close to 
being my favorite. This year was the best because it gave me the chance to learn about something I probably 
would have never researched without this class. I got to learn about my family. My parents don’t know much 
about our origins or ancestors, so I had to step out of my comfort zone and reach out to people and family I 
never speak to. I learned that I am mostly Russian from my mom’s half- sister, despite being told I’m mostly 
Irish from my mom and dad. The half- sister gave me a photocopy of the immigration records my great great 
grandparents were given when they came to America. I also did something I thought I would never do in a 
class like this one, which is make friends. I have always seen myself as an outcast and a loner, but this class 
has given me the confidence to talk to other people and become friends with them. Even though I’m probably 
never going to see ninety percent of these people ever again, I want to cherish the time I spend with them. 
They are my second family and Mrs. Sterne is my second mom. If I could, I would never leave the class.

Joseph green, graDe 12

As I look back at the field trip, I wonder about the slave schedules and think, “What if my family was 
listed in the slave schedule?” I wish my last name was not as common so I could easily find my ancestors. I 
really enjoyed the bus ride home, because I have never been on a charter bus before and it was really fancy. I 
would definitely return to the Library of Virginia.

Ja’chelle Johnson, graDe 12

My experience at the Library of Virginia was like walking through Stonewall Jackson High School. 
Walking through the exhibits was like talking to a fellow student at SJ. It was exciting to connect with what 
they were saying about their experiences because I know many people in my life who have been through the 
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same. Coming from a diverse school has already taught me of many different cultures. I wasn’t as shocked as 
maybe some of the other students regarding the immigrants in Virginia and their hard work ethic. My father 
came to the United States over twenty years ago and made a name for himself. He started his own company 
and it is still thriving. I have witnessed first- hand the hardship and motivation someone has who comes to 
the United States to make a better life. I’m glad we went down to Richmond to see how others appreciate 
immigrants in Virginia.

Dessiree lopez, graDe 12

Glass Murals

Visiting the Library of Virginia was like getting another history lesson in a social studies class. It felt like a 
history textbook you were trying to read to highlight the important details for a project that is due soon. This 
is only because it felt like my class lived the statistics, as we come from a community of diverse native tongues 
and ethnicities. We live it every day as we speak our pleasantries to one another. In a way, as we passed the 
alluring antiques derived from cultures other than our own, I felt as if I was viewing a glass mural, something 
that was enticing with its vivacious colors and well- 
formed designs. I felt that most of us could emotion-
ally connect to the video narratives we listened to, as 
it was like reading and watching our own experiences. 
Nevertheless, I found the experience to be euphoric 
as I was inspired by the many donated pieces we had 
seen and the stories that were told.

nirian lucas, graDe 12

Library of Virginia

For The Origin Project class trip, we went to the Library of 
Virginia. The trip was a nice easy- going time outside of class 
to observe Virginia from a different perspective as well. At the 
Library of Virginia, the tour guides gave great descriptions 
of the pieces that were displayed. They seemed to know an 
immense amount about each exhibit they described, although 
the statistics on immigrants in Virginia was not exactly sur-
prising to me.

At Stonewall Jackson High School, a lot of students, includ-
ing myself, are immigrants. I didn’t seem to find myself as fasci-
nated as the tour guide when she presented the statistics about 
immigrants in Virginia. I suppose this might be due 
to the different location, and they don’t come across as 
many immigrants as we do. I have never been to such 
a big library before, and it was fascinating to see how 
many books there were. I thought the interviews from 
the immigrants in Virginia was unique, and how they 
incorporated it into the Library of Virginia. Overall, it 
was a fun experience to learn more about the different 
backgrounds and cultures that are in Virginia.

christina Mun, graDe 12
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The New Virginians Exhibit

As a proud Virginia native, I’m embarrassed to say I had never known about The Library of Virginia and 
the information it houses. The New Virginians exhibit was especially noteworthy to me because as the tour 
guides took us through the exhibit and spoke of refugees and highlighted the origins of some of the inter-
viewed immigrants, I looked around the room at my class, the living, breathing microcosm of immigration 
today: great great (etc.) grandchildren of immigrants like me whose ancestors came over in the 1600’s looking 
for opportunity that America could provide; immigrants like my refugee student who left her home land with 
only some legal documents and a little money; and children of immigrants who brought them along or sent 
for them later but who all simply wanted a better life that America could provide. All these students sharing 
the common story of people searching for safety and security.

Then, meandering with a few students to another room, we found a volume entitled Slave Schedules: 
Virginia. My student, an African American, opened the book and I watched as her finger traced the names of 
eight or nine souls who shared her last name, in the area where her father was born. We wondered together 
if these were the names of her ancestors, not immigrants, but forced to come to America, leaving little or 
nothing in the way of written history, but whose hopes and dreams look upon the page through Dani’s eyes. 

I needed to revise my original thinking as I so often do. Maybe the commonality is that we share a com-
munity now, we have united into a common culture and it is we who are the continuation of the hopes and 
dreams of our ancestors. We are The United States of America.

lori sterne, english teacher, stoneWall Jackson high school

Library of Virginia

When we hear the word library, we often think of books, but only a few of us might think of a place like 
the Library of Virginia. The Library of Virginia was not like a typical library. It reminded me to be proud of 
who I am and where I came from. As a refugee, I knew how many problems we face to get to USA, how many 

problems we face to settle here, 
and to live here. The Library 
of Virginia’s staff talked to us 
about most of the challenges 
my family and I faced without 
knowing that I am a refugee. 
They educated so many stu-
dents who were afraid of asking 
questions about these issues. 

Besides that, they did not only tell the sad part of the story, but they 
showed us videos and talked about how successful and impactful people 
these immigrants and refugees become when they find their way. I will 
always remember this place and I will never forget how proud it made me.

zahra WakilzaDa, graDe 12

Woodbridge Senior High School

Dear Library of Virginia,
To the land of the immigrants down the line of a thousand gener-

ations, I sit here writing to you. I am grateful for seeing the history of 
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immigrants in Virginia. Knowing how diverse we are is pointless, unless Virginians are willing to put aside 
cultural differences and learn about each other. Therefore, I am grateful that I got to see the past and the 
current lives of others that are different but hold a common internal bond. As I sit here seeing the past lives 
of immigrants and all of their divergent possessions, I realize I am not just from America, but from a land of 
the diverse– a crucial aspect to unity.

sincerely,
Jessica seBenaler, graDe 11

Woodbridge Senior High School

Field Trip Itinerary
Library of Virginia
Lunch
Institute of Contemporary Art, VCU
Da Vinci Center, VCU
Virginia Museum of Fine Arts
Snack
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Before and After

Some students have quite a gift for writing. The words come so easily and seem to just flow onto the 
paper. The process seems almost effortless for them. Other students, however, struggle to find the words to 
express what they want to say. Countless times I have heard students say, “I know what I want to say, but I 
just don’t know how to say it.” These students have wonderful stories to tell, but their motivation inspired by 
an interesting topic is quickly destroyed when they pick up their pencil, look at the paper in front of them, 
and suddenly realize the words are gone.

Strategies are implemented with hopes of helping these students overcome this obstacle, and there are 
some success stories. Success, in this case, is measured by the quality of the student’s writing, not the quantity 
written. When students realize they have written a short piece well, it only grows from there.

sheilA shuler, teAcher
jonesville Middle school

Before 
February 2018

My dad is the person I admire. My dad works hard. He works a lot. He tries hard to make time for me. 
Dad is a good shot with many kinds of guns. People say we look alike.

Brecken niMety, grAde 4

After 
November 2018

Soldier
On the battlefield
Loyal to your fellow man
Dedicated to your country
In our time of need you were there
Even if you fall you are still a hero
Realized what you did for our country

My favorite quality about myself is I try to be helpful. I do random stuff 
around the house. I mow, do dishes, take out trash, weed eat, feed the ani-
mals, take stuff out to the building, and dump out the water bucket. I try to 
help my family as much as I can.

Brecken niMety, grAde 5

Why It Matters 
Eastside High School

It Matters
It matters to me because these stories that spill from page after page 

will live forever but the storyteller will not. As I sat down to begin what I 
thought was an ordinary assignment, just merely “busy work,” I was com-
pletely blindsided by the weight of the words that I begin to write. Stories of 
hard times and good times. Sweet words only to be heard in the mountains 
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of Southwest Virginia. Recollections of days gone by. Thoughts on the simpler times and the longing to be 
back there. Memories of loved ones who have passed and the thoughts of recipes that once filled our stom-
achs, and more importantly, our hearts.

What I thought had little to no significance turned out to be the most humbling and inspiring thing I 
have ever done. And what I didn’t know beforehand was that where I am from, both physical location and 
the loved ones that have gotten me to the place I am today, matter so much more than I ever dreamed. One 
day when my kids ask me to tell them a story, I will proudly tell them one that sprang from the Appalachian 
Mountains straight from the mouths of the branches of our beautiful family tree that they never got the 
chance to meet.

The words filling these pages matter because it doesn’t matter where I go in life, I know I will have the 
comfort of home typed in black ink. And maybe to you the words I write won’t mean a thing, but I think 
that’s the point of it all. I write not from my mind, but rather my heart and that is why it matters. Because 
stories live forever; people do not.

kAtelynn elliott, grAde 12

In doing this, I discovered that roots aren’t where you or your family are from. It’s the force that holds a 
family together. The stories told by the parents and grandparents to the new generation.

The new growths in the family tree need the old roots to keep it grounded. Searching through each 
generation of my family I found new things about myself and those I love. I found that I take after my great- 
grandfather in my height and the fact that at random times I’ll whistle while I do certain things. On my dad’s 
side I found that I have the same temper and looks as them.

I learned that my interests usually will match to another family member or that some birthdays are shared 
through all generations. I take a lot from my uncles too; from my mom’s brother, a love of aquariums and fish, 
and from my dad’s, with a more laid back attitude compared to the regular Fields family temper of “leave in 
the next five seconds or you will be hurt.”

This is not just an English assignment; it’s a door.
A door in to the past – into the best times of my family. It brought up fond memories of people long gone. 

It helped me get closer to my family. It always seems like these things will just be a cut and dry, copy and 
paste assignment no one’s really being any different. However, no one has the same family even if they look 
like they would. We all have these key differences that define us as who we are, and this project has shown 
me who I am and who my family is. It’s important to learn about the past and just to sit and connect with my 
elders and finally learn how to make my grandmother’s calzone bread.

ethAn A. fields, grAde 12

This is our heritage. This is where we came from and how we grew up. We say buggy instead of 
cart, y’all instead of you all, lighten’ bugs instead of fireflies, and fixin’ to instead of getting ready to. 
Others may (and do) look down upon us, but we can’t let that hold us back from living our truth. We 
are often called stupid, dumb, and ignorant, but we’re quite the opposite -  it’s all about perspective. 
There are ignorant people all across the country, so why are we singled out? When interviewing my 
great- aunt, she said, “I’m proud of my heritage. It was a good time when I was growing up.” I completely 
agree with her -  I had an amazing childhood because of the family that raised me and the friends I met 
along the way. I feel so blessed to have grown up here. Southwestern Virginia has shown me things I 
couldn’t dream of seeing anywhere else. People always talk about how they want to leave because they 
have nothing here. That’s not true -  they have everything here, whether they like it or not. I am moving 
away to college soon, and although I am excited to start the next chapter of my life, I am sad to move 
away from my life here. I owe everything to Southwestern Virginia, because it molded me into who I am 
today, and it will always have a special place in my heart. We are a part of a special and important piece 
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of history. We are the people who are responsible for keeping these  memories – our memories – alive 
for our future generations.

eMMA fleMing, grAde 12

Before I started my assignments for the Origin Project I never really acknowledged how my family got to 
where it is. I have never really thought about where my family comes from and what my grandparents’ lives 
were like when they were my age. After asking questions and learning just how different times were back 
then, I realized that I had never been asking enough questions. Today, many people my age do not see the 
point in learning about the past. Many of them ask why does it even matter?

Why does it matter? Asking about the past and learning where the roots of our life were first planted is 
the most important thing we can do. The elders in our lives have stories to tell and we as the next generation 
have a responsibility to take their wisdom and turn it into lessons for the kids in our lives. Learning about 
our families and what makes us us is why asking questions matters. After I learned so much about my family 
I realized that I need to ask questions. If I ask questions, the stories that are my grandparents’ and great 
grandparents’ lives never die. We must truly understand where are roots were planted so that our trees of 
life can grow.

kiArrA giBson, grAde 12

I have always been close to my grandparents on my mother’s side, but I didn’t know a lot about their child-
hood. I knew a few things like they grew up without a lot of money, but I never understood what it was actu-
ally like to grow up in the time period that they did. The sad thing is that it wasn’t that long ago and I have 
more now at 17 than they had when they were 20. Asking your family questions you aren’t really sure about 
it so important. In April of 2018, my granny on my father’s side passed away and I never really asked that 
many questions about her life or her childhood and as a result I know almost nothing about her. I don’t know 
her maiden name, where she went to school, what it was like growing up, or hardly any of her recipes besides 
what she had written down in cookbooks found after her passing. I don’t even know what year she was born 
in because she didn’t want us to know how old she was. She was so reserved and closed off and didn’t like 
to share stories about her childhood or past with us (my brother, sister, and me), so we just stopped asking.

After that, we made sure to start asking questions about our other grandparents. Since then I can tell you 
almost anything about them. I can tell you what house they grew up in, how many brothers and sisters they 
each have, what school they both attended, how much money they both had growing up, the story about their 
wedding day, plenty of recipes, how much my papa’s first car was and how he got it home, and the story about 
how my nana told her friend Evy the first day she ever saw him working in a store near her house that she 
called dibs on him because one day she was ”gonna marry him.” Asking questions matters because nothing is 
permanent, no one lives forever, and after someone is gone you’ll never get the answers to the questions you 
had. Time is precious and so are the stories they will share with you about their past. I’d give anything to be 
able to ask my granny one more question.

AMAndA greeAr, grAde 12

Years from now we aren’t going to remember those sleepovers where we played “truth or 
dare” and laughed until we cried

We won’t remember all the siblings gathered in the kitchen, making a mess while trying to 
help mom cook Thanksgiving dinner

We won’t remember family movie nights where we talk the whole time even though we 
swore we would pay attention this time

We won’t be able to recall the heart to heart talks we had late at night in Mimi’s living room 
because she gave the best advice
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We won’t remember family picnics with the cousins you see twice a year
We won’t remember who ate ALL the cookies or which team won the annual family 

volleyball game
We won’t be able to recall those feelings as easily years from now
However, we can look through old photo albums while piled up on the couch
We can watch and rewatch the home videos we begged dad not to record at the time, but 

are now so glad he didn’t listen
We can belly laugh all night about embarrassing stories that only we remember when our 

now grown siblings come in to visit
These pictures and stories and videos . . .
These memories MATTER because they are able to bring back feeling we forgot we had 

and in doing so, they bring us close together.
Even those with the best memories out there are unable to feel the same way they did in 

the moment
But, bring back those who you shared the moments with and flip through the old pictures 

that were taken, printed, and developed right there with that old Polaroid that Papaw 
loved

Just talking to your siblings, friends, and parents that were there for it all can fill in the 
pieces that you had lost

Always look forward to the future, but sometimes, when things are tough, it is comforting 
to fall into the nostalgia of childhood memories and happier times.

It is so important not to forget the good days and memories you made together, because 
without all of those nights, even those you don’t remember . . .

Those memories are your childhood and without them you would be somebody completely 
different than who you see today.

kAtelyn hAll, grAde 12

Growing up in Southwest Virginia, I hear many of my peers talking about how they can’t wait to leave this 
area because there is nothing to do and nothing to be proud of. In my opinion there is nothing wrong with 
wanting to go off and experience new things. However, I do think there is something wrong with not being 
proud of where one is from, especially in this area.

From a young age, it was put into my head that preserving family history is something that must be 
done. When I interviewed my grandfather, Clinton Johnson, I asked why he decided to stay in this area 
instead of moving away. His only response was, “These are my roots.” To me, the way he responded said it 
all. Being proud and knowing where one comes from is important because it’s our roots. Our roots make 
us who we are. It determines the way we grow up, the activities we do, the food we eat, and the accents we 
speak. Preserving our family history matters because the ones who came before us deserve to be known. 
They deserve to have their stories of dedicated work and sacrifice told because without it, we could be 
completely different people.

All in all, heritage matters because the ones before us matter. Stories matter. Traditions matter. And most 
of all, family matters. Just because our little area on the map does not get noticed does not mean that there 
is not rich family history in our deep Appalachian mountains. Family members and people we all know want 
their stories to be told, all we have to do is dig deep and try to find it. After all, sometimes family is the only 
consistent thing in our lives and I believe that it is important to learn their stories and thank them for all the 
sacrifices they made for our family.

elizA johnson, grAde 12
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The Origin Project has made me look back and think about my childhood. It has been a very thoughtful 
time as I look back and remember memories I made as a child. I look back and think about all the good times 
that I have made with my family, but also the sad stories that influence and have a major impact on my life. 
I felt as if I was reliving my childhood, which I would do anything to go back and relive. I had an amazing 
childhood and I am blessed with a great family.

I got closer with my Pappaw as I interviewed him and shared some special moments. I remembered all 
the great times I had with him growing up and that I continue to have as my life goes on. The stories that I 
listened to gave me a different perspective on life and I realized how blessed I truly am. I have a great family 
that I would not trade for the world. I shared many laughs with my parents as they argued how stories went 
while I asked them questions about their young relationship. They have strongly impacted my life and are 
the best parents a kid could ask for.

I was able to focus on myself in some of these poems by thinking what means the most to me and what 
impacted my life the most. I was also able to look through old pictures and remember all the good times that 
happened. I worked on rhyming in poems that helped my vocabulary and made the poems better by making 
it more fun to me. In the end, the Origin Project is a great idea. It matters to me because I looked back at all 
the great times in my young life and was able to see all the people that have impacted my life. It was amazing 
to go back and relive all the memories that I will forever cherish as I leave my young childhood life and go 
off to my college/ adult life.

john roBert kilgore, grAde 12

Reflection is a word commonly used when referring to a mirror or a glass surface. Standing in front of a 
mirror, we appreciate our own presence or pick apart our flaws, and sometimes both at the same time. We 
notice certain physical traits about ourselves that we believe define who we are. We are all guilty of describing 
ourselves as simply short or tall, skinny or fat, blonde hair or red hair. However, we are more than adjectives! 
The mirror cannot reflect the sound of one’s laugh or loyalty to a friend. We are our past, our future, and the 
journey to each.

It is crucial to look back at our past and ask questions to understand who we are today. Most questions 
cannot be answered by glancing in the mirror, but by daring to travel back to our childhood. Why did we 
sleep with that specific stuffed animal? Why did a certain room seem to have an atmosphere of sadness while 
another emitted joy? In order to move forward, we must first look back. Our past is a part of each of us, and 
impacts the way that we approach situations today. The mirror cannot reflect our past; for this is a different 
type of reflection that we each must practice: self reflection.

Through rediscovering my past and daring to open dusty photo books full of both joyful and tearful 
memories, I believe I now understand the purpose of The Origin Project. My origin is my nanny’s devotion 
to music, my sister’s playful smirk, and the two brick houses that have welcomed me at all times. My origin 
is my “Once upon a time . . . ,” and after all, what is a story without a beginning?

kAiley kyle, grAde 12

People often feel the need to chase down their heritage, to find out where they came from. It is as if there 
is a missing piece in ourselves if we don’t know where we came from. The Origin Project helps fulfill this 
need for all its authors and readers. Tales from Southwest Virginians bleed through the ink on the pages of 
The Origin Project journals. Each story, poem, narrative, song, and/ or picture tells a specific story about the 
heritage of an individual in this area. This area connects us all, and it is highly possible that a native will find 
many similarities of their own lives with the text of The Origin Project. It is important to find this unity in 
any area, so that a group of similar- minded people can make decisions to form a better world for our poster-
ity. Also, there is no better way to communicate impactfully on a large scale than literature. In completing this 
portfolio, I have revisited fond memories and examined the good and bad in my life. It has been an almost 
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therapeutic process. I find that many others will experience this also in reading and writing entries of The 
Origin Project. The Origin Project is not just a book or a collection of lofty poetry. It is our Appalachian 
heritage. Our origin. The Origin Project matters for various reasons but I believe the most important ones 
are identity, unity, and therapy. We should be proud of our heritage, we come from a remarkable place.

elizABeth MAnn, grAde 12

After graduating high school, some students are so excited to leave this area and go somewhere other than 
these mountains of Southwest Virginia. Our area is very misunderstood as a whole. Our beautiful mountains 
we call home are viewed as hillbilly towns, and outsiders see us as a group of people who are unsuccessful. 
That stereotype is very far away from the truth. Southwest Virginia is a culturally rich area with elders who 
can tell you anything you need to know about the past. We have coal miners who put their lives in danger to 
support their families. We have local businesses that survive every day with our support. Our area celebrates 
achievements far and wide. We celebrate sports, the musical arts, the dramatic arts, and many other forms 
of art. We have stars in basketball, drama, football, band, track, and about any other sport you can name.

We live in a small area where everybody knows everybody and when you meet an older person they ask 
who your parents and grandparents are. Having people like this around make life less like living around 
strangers. We should cherish the people. They are our roots. This area has grown significantly from when 
they were growing up here. We will continue to develop through the years, but we must talk with our ances-
tors and write things down so we will remember when they are gone.

My aunt told me one of her biggest regrets in life is not writing things down. She explained that people 
you meet have stories to tell and you can listen, but if you don’t write it down, these people will have no legacy 
to pass down for generations. When grandma starts talking about what it was like, don’t just listen. Record 
what she has to say because someday that will be the only thing you have left to hear her voice. Hearing the 
accents in our ancestors’ voices and how they say certain words displays their heritages. It is important to talk 
to your elders before they pass. If you don’t ask them about how different their lives were, your children and 
grandchildren may never get to remember what life was like when they were growing up.

MAdilyn PoWers, grAde 12

While doing this project I heard stories I have never heard before, learned about people I never got the 
chance to meet, and discovered a piece of my family’s history I would have never known if it was not for the 
Origin Project. I get so caught up in my day to day life I often do not think to stop and ask about my family’s 
past. Recently my family lost our great- grandma; she was 100. I never got the chance to sit down and ask her 
about her childhood, or hear the stories of my grandma when she was a child. Missing out on learning about 
my great- grandma’s life made me realize why it really matters. It is now too late to talk to my grandma, but I 
still have other living relatives. Knowing that people do not live forever, and that when they die their stories 
die with them makes you realize how important it is to know where your family came from, and to hear 
those stories because those stories make you who you are. Interviewing my grandparents and hearing about 
everything from their early life to how they met, having my mom, and then my mom having me really made 
me smile. Hearing those precious stories made me stop and think about how if I had never asked I would 
have never known any of those things.

selenA Michelle PoWers, grAde 12

This project matters because it helps individuals find and learn about their heritage. During this project, 
it helps younger generations learn about what it was like when their family members were their age, how 
times have changed, and more about their relatives. To me, it matters because it helped me gain a new per-
spective on my mother’s childhood and my own as well. Everyone has a place they have grown up or call 
home, which is why it is important to know about the background or history of their hometown. I think that 
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everyone should know where their family may come from and their origin. For many young adults, they are 
getting ready to move away to college and start a big journey of their life. Whether that be medical school 
or becoming an electrician, everyone must remember their roots. It is important to me to remember where I 
have grown up and the people that have made an impact on my life. A place is just a place to one, whereas to 
another, a place could mean where their heart is. To me, my heart is not in one place, but in multiple; from 
the smiles that my mother gives every evening after school or where I lost my best friend, but a big piece of 
my heart will always remain in a small town -  home.

nAtAlie rhodes, grAde 12

Show me

Show me where you’re from.
You say it is not much, yet you think the world of it.
You say it’s a broken town, yet you always go back.
You want it to grow and develop.
There is nowhere for it to grow to though.
You want to show the world where you came from.
This little town of Coeburn.
You live right in the middle.
You hear the football games from your porch,
the live music downtown as well as the special preaching.

You say you can’t sleep without  
  the blast of the train,
The rattle of the tracks.
The zinging, zinging, zinging as  
  the packs of ATV riders  
  zoom for the mountain,
You being one of them.
This place you talk about,  
  Frosty Bossie.
You say it has lights like no  
  other.
You hear the fluorescent tubes  
  buzz as you walk towards it,

Asking for your favorite milkshake, Twix.
Only asking for it a few times a year.
Your favorite memory is walking through the bridges,
Looking for the trees glowing with Christmas lights.
You say that they do not stay on all year except when someone messes up.
You beg to drive through town to look and see what has changed.
You are never disappointed by the changes.
The rocker and
The love sign that your mother designed.
You say you go and sit in the rocker just for fun,
So you can listen to the fountain.
The water splash all around.
You say you cannot get too close unless you want to be wet.
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Beautifully frozen in the winter it sits there.
You say you miss school,
Everything about it.
You said you were a teacher’s kid,
Which doesn’t sound good.
You say you spent your days running the halls.
The middle and high school you say were your domain.
You said you never wanted to leave,
Yet you did.
You always return to this little town.
Let me show you where I am from.

AMeliA Wright, grAde 12

Before and After: Why It Matters 
Stonewall Jackson High School

When I first came into The Origin Project class, I was worried I was not going to be able to share my story 
in the certain way I wanted to, but it happened to be an amazing journey where I was able to share my story 
in a way that suited who I am. This class was a combination of people who originated from different parts of 
the world ranging from El Salvador, the Ivory Coast, Afghanistan, and many more countries around the globe 
that made this class feel that much more special. The Origin Project has allowed me to become more creative 
and imaginative in my writing than I ever thought I could, and I now enjoy writing little entries in my Origin 
Project journal about my day or how I am feeling. We had written many different types of writings, such as 
writing a transcript for an interview, a college essay, the Stonewall Tale Poem, and many more that were all 
very fun to write. Over the course of The Origin Project experience, I found my story to share among others. 
It was a wonderful experience. Without this class, I would never have been able to express myself like I did 
without the guidance of my teacher and the icons of The Origin Project.

josePh AnniBell, grAde 12

The New Experience

The Origin Project has been a whole new experience for me and I’ve enjoyed every second of the journey. 
I came from many years of International Baccalaureate English where the focus was solely on literature and 
dissecting every minute detail down to how the weather was a symbol for Gatsby’s emotions and life journey. 
The routine of reading, annotating, analyzing, and presenting were beneficial skills to have, but it was all done 
in a dull manner that made me lose my adoration for writing and literature. The Origin Project has granted me 
back my creativity and has freshened up my outlook on people and life. The class was entertaining and gave us 
so much freedom to get to know ourselves and our origins, which most can say have been neglected for a long 
time. As a person who loves writing, I am so glad I have been able to do research on my family and hear about 
others and their families because it provides inspiration for my future writing and reality to the situations I may 
write about in time. Everyone has a different story; there are no duplicates of life on this earth. Humans hurt 
differently, humans think differently, and humans find successes in themselves differently, but I am relieved we 
can all still come together and melt all those colors together to make a beautiful abstract painting.

Ashley Agre, grAde 12

In the spring of 2018, Mrs. Sterne came into my English class to tell us about an exciting new class that 
was coming to Stonewall Jackson last year. This new class was partnered with The Origin Project. The class 
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allowed students to explore their heritage and family history and write about what they have learned. It 
sounded amazing for me. It sounded like something I wanted to be a part of, but I don’t think I knew exactly 
what I was getting myself into. I just thought I was going to be a regular English 12 class, but with extra 
writing and that we were going to be writing for a book sounded amazing. I was happy to join this class just 
so I could be in a book, but I honestly didn’t think that this book would actually change my life. Honestly, it 
changed my perspective of my heritage and my history.

At this point in my life, I thought I knew most of my family‘s history and that all I needed to do for this 
class was just use everything I already knew. I honestly thought this class was going to be an easy “A”; it was 
just going to be like every other year, except I was going to be in a book.

This year has been more than I could have ever imagined. I learned about my family history. I got to inter-
view my mom to learn more about her side of the family and the people I thought I knew a lot about and 
realized that they were amazing people that I didn’t know much about. I learned more about my heritage and 
why I should be proud of where I am from and who I am. And, we got to have these three amazing women 
who acted as our mentors: Mrs. Sterne, Mrs. Duval and Mrs. Carper. As a bonus, I got to meet the icons of 
The Origin Project. I’m really thankful for these ladies that allowed us to explore cultures, write about it and 
help teach people about things they don’t know about the world. Sometimes we get so consumed in our own 
world in our own life or did we forget that there’s a whole world filled with beautiful, beautiful, beautiful 
rich histories and cultures? Not only did I get to learn about my history, I got to hear about some of my 
classmates’ families’ stories. This project helped me appreciate diversity in our world’s cultures. It made me 
see how much I love learning about people’s culture and not only my own.

Through it all, I found my passion, which is writing and culture. This project taught me more than I 
honestly thought I would ever learn from writing a book about my culture. I honestly can’t wait to see the 
final product and learn more about the world we live in and the cultures that are in it. I’m so proud to be a 
part of The Origin Project.

AdWoA AsAMoAh, grAde 12

The Origin Project has helped me open up in my writing. It has taught me how to look deeper and bring 
out emotion. Rather than just telling my stories, I learned how to show them. The most important thing I 
learned from The Origin Project wasn’t how to improve my writing, but learning the stories of my classmates. 
I always knew how diverse Stonewall was, but hearing the personal stories opened up my eyes and allowed 
me to understand what everyone has gone through so far in their lives. It also brought me to ask more ques-
tions about my family’s history and I learned a lot of things I never knew. The interviews we did helped bring 
me closer to my grandpa, which I am very thankful for. Overall, the experience I have had because of The 
Origin Project has been amazing.

lexi Ater, grAde 12

The Origin Project class has provided me with an amazing opportunity to be a part of something big. I’ve 
had such a great time being able to express myself through my writings and tell my story. I feel as if this class 
has helped many students including myself learn more about themselves and their families. I really enjoyed 
reading my classmates’ stories and connecting with them on a different level. It has truly been an honor to be 
a part of such an amazing class.

dAni Brinkley, grAde 12

I signed up for The Origin Project at the end of my junior year and was very much excited to hear the 
stories of many students that walk the same halls I do at Stonewall Jackson High. At the beginning of my 
senior year, I was able to meet and speak with many of my fellow classmates to hear not only their stories, 
but their thoughts. It was such an honor to be sitting in that classroom and be able to tell people who I was 
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and be proud to tell everyone where my family originated from. Mrs. Sterne taught the whole class a lot of 
life- changing information; I felt so honored I didn’t even realize I was being very ostentatious to my parents 
about being in her class. I was able to meet authors and advocates and even share some writing with them! 
Never would I think that I would have an opportunity to actually speak to authors to get their opinion on 
my writings. It encouraged and motivated me to want to keep writing. It has been such an amazing experience 
so far being a part of The Origin Project and I can’t wait to share my experience in this class with others.

cAssAndrA estrAdA, grAde 12

Initially, all I knew about The Origin Project was that I would get a piece of my writing into a book. I 
thought we would follow the same curriculum as any other English class and that we would occasionally go 
on field trips. Since it’s been half way into the school year, I’ve learned that it’s way more than just writing 
into a book. The Origin Project teaches you to explore and to learn more about your background. I’ve taken 
so much interest into my culture, history, and family. TOP opens your eyes to other people’s stories. After all, 
it does make you into who you are. I’ve become more aware of how some people came to be, and why they 
do what they do. I love learning about it.

celine honeycutt, grAde 12

This year, The Origin Project has allowed me to tell my story. Although there’s a lot of writing involved, 
I had the opportunity to share stories that have made me who I am. I also enjoyed that we got to go on dif-
ferent field trips and see new places like the Virginia Capitol. I have many memories from that class such as 
the sharing of the juice in front of the principal, but more importantly, I will never forget the influence that 
Ms. Sterne has had on me.

jA’chelle johnson, grAde 12

Looking Through A Rose- Tinted Glass

For most of my life, I have only seen the happy endings of my family’s stories and never once had I peered 
into the looking glass of truth. Only seeing the tint of the glass, I failed to notice the blacks and the blues, 
the ups and the downs, and our highs and our lows. With this class, I was given my own taste of realism 
and saw the world in different hues. I saw my father’s colors and his own cracks to his story and how much 
he paid the price for the decisions he made for his next of kin. I discovered the places my mother had been 
and saw a glimpse of our picture memories I failed to notice in the beginning. I learned to be open about my 
mental scars of my own progress to self- discovery. I watched as my class became a safe space to not only be 
told narratives, but a class to tell our own adventures of where it all began. Realization dawns, when you open 
your eyes and see the world for what it is rather than what it isn’t. When I look on the world now, I see it for 
its collection of stories still yet to be unveiled in their own picturesque glory.

niriAn lucAs, grAde 12

When I first started The Origin Project, I was very apprehensive about it all. I thought that I would not 
have much to write about, since the culture in my family has depleted over the years. I was nervous because 
many other kids in the project with me are very cultured and have intriguing backgrounds. Then, the first day 
came and the nervousness disappeared. Even though I didn’t know much about the other kids, it still felt like 
we were a big family. The fact that everyone shared their stories made us all close and more respectful of one 
another. This whole year has helped me discover and appreciate other people and their cultures and their life 
stories. The Origin Project showed me that even though I don’t have much of a cultured background, I still 
have thousands of things I can write about and still feel accepted.

juliette MArchegiAno, grAde 12
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Taking this class and being in The Origin Project really opened my eyes on my background, immigration, 
and all different cultures in the United States. All the projects and essays we did in class gave the students 
and me the chance to really discover ourselves and hear stories about other people. Reading in class other 
students’ writings made me think that all people have different stories to tell. When I started to ask my par-
ents about themselves growing up, their stories were interesting. Going on the field trips and hearing poetry 
from other kids made an impact on me. This class made me think more about other students’ writings. I came 
into this class thinking it was just writing stories we knew off the top of our heads about our family, but we 
had to dig deeper. I loved how we had to have an interview with a relative and hear stories about cultures 
and traditions.

kArinA MArquez, grAde 12

Initially, I didn’t think much of The Origin Project. I generally don’t opt for writing poetry or writing 
creatively, so by being given this opportunity, I was really able to expand my horizons. By dedicating small 
15 to 20- minute increments of writing in each class, I was able to challenge my creative writing abilities. 
Within the first Origin Project field trip, I learned so much more about other students in other parts of 
Virginia—my mind had fully expanded. My entire life I knew nothing but northern Virginia, so it almost 
seemed as if everything below didn’t exist. Following that trip, my memories of hearing my other classmates’ 
stories became more vivid. With time, everyone had shared even a little of their family’s history and we all 
began to feel more interconnected. Now, as the Origin Project book is about to be published, I can fully say 
that I have so much more respect for the students in my class than I did at the beginning of the school year.

ligiA Monico- BorjA, grAde 12

Although I didn’t get the full year experience of being part of The Origin Project, I can converse about 
what my experience has been like so far. When I first came to class, Mrs. Sterne allowed me to introduce 
my name to the class with more depth. This was a rare moment as nobody actually talks about the origin of 
their name. I was surprised by how many people were actually interested in my response. By just asking this 
question, I kind of got the jist of what the class might involve, such as my background, culture and language.

The people in the class itself and Mrs. Sterne made it livelier. It was nice to be in a class where everyone 
is engaged and actively participating all together. While working on the assignments from class, I got the 
opportunity to learn more about my family who I haven’t seen in eight years. It sparked my curiosity about 
my families in South Korea, and I asked my parents questions to find out more about them.

I enjoyed reading when I was little, but as years passed, I grew distant from books. I would only read when 
it was given as an assignment in school. In the class, I was able to pick a non- fiction book of my choice to 
read. The book I chose was A Child Called ‘It’ by Dave Pelzer. When Mrs. Sterne gave short summaries of 
each book she had, A Child Called It caught my attention amidst of others. I finished the book and it was a 
good awakening, as I plan to become a teacher in the future. The book taught me how horrendous some of 
the child abuse cases can be and filled me in on the manipulative plays that the mom did to make other people 
believe everything was okay. By reading this book, I hope that spotting a child in trouble will be easier. So far, 
my experience in the class has been a great way to get to know myself and grow as a person.

christinA Mun, grAde 12

At the beginning of the school year, I did not expect to get much out of the class other than having fun 
writing about what I don’t typically talk about: my culture and family background. It became a brand new 
way for me to freely express myself. The conversations we had as a class about each other were so easy to 
have;it felt as if we were all already friends.

With each shared story, I began feeling more and more comfortable with everyone in class. Being a shy 
person, I usually keep to myself, but with this class it was different. For the first time, I felt comfortable 
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sharing stories with the entire class. It helped me to open up and I saw that it was easier for me to talk to 
others without feeling so shy. Ever since we first wrote about “The Thing I Keep”, I slowly started to feel more 
proud of my culture. I was never ashamed of it or had any negative thoughts toward it; I simply started to feel 
a sense of pride. That was something I never thought I was missing. Now that I have it, my culture somehow 
seems a million times more beautiful than it did before.

shAron sejAs lAMAs, grAde 12

The day I walked into this class, I thought to myself, “I cannot wait until I start writing essays.” I thought that 
it was going to be a regular English class, but it turns out it was not. A lot of great things have happened in this 
class. From appreciating my name and all the people I have met to sharing about my culture, I love the diversity 
of this class. It’s a kaleidoscope of cultures. I have learned how to appreciate my culture more this year because 
of this class. Before this class, I would say, “I am Mexican.” Now I say, “I am Mexican and I am proud.” I love the 
diversity of this class; there are so many people of different “colors” who come from immigrants.

Berenice tlAtelPA, grAde 12

Taking The Origin Project class has opened my eyes to the uniqueness that everyone possesses. Before I 
took the class, I always had an idea of my family’s past, but I never put too much research into it. This class 
made me go back and talk to my older relatives and ask them about the history of our family and it made me 
more interested in our history. I do know, however, that I cannot go back too far because of the vagueness of 
slave records, but I know more now than I did before I participated in the Origin Project. I also have a greater 
appreciation for everyone else’s story. Everyone has a special and unique story that should be appreciated as 
that is what shapes the person they are today. Without the Origin Project, I don’t think my appreciation for 
other people’s stories would be this high.

kevin turner, grAde 12

Before I started going to Stonewall Jackson High School, stories to me were cool. Just cool, maybe awe-
some, but nothing more. I had always enjoyed hearing people’s stories and sharing mine with them, but 
Stonewall changed my perspective on stories. At Stonewall, stories oftentimes are heroic, inspiring, heart-
warming, and sometimes very moving. They involve hardship in students’ lives and success they find through 
hard work. Stonewall is a giant story book, but not many people read it or even take the time to look at it. 
Many discuss our book, calling it ghetto, dirty or shady. Many judge our book solely on our cover, but that’s 
where The Origin Project comes in. They saw Stonewall for their stories and gave the students a platform to 
present our tales to the world, so people can see past our cover and see us for us. Through sharing our stories, 
I also think our class became closer knowing more about each other. It made us more unified. Even though 
we all come from different cultures, locations and languages, we all have cool stories to tell.

nAthAn yAnnerell, grAde 12

The Origin Project Journey

Reflecting upon “The Origin Project” journey, I feel that I should include flowery diatribes, meticulous 
metaphors, precise modifiers and fawning accolades, but the words that leap from the keyboard to the screen 
spring from bursting memory bubbles, small moments, which, when bound together, have created a song that 
is music to my soul.

On the first day of school, when we memorized each others’ names, their pronunciations and understood 
to never again say, “Whatever’s ok” when someone says it wrong; tears during the poignant story about the 
doll; a student who never speaks to me and in December, I am gifted with “Bye, Madre” on her way out the 
door; the male Mariah
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and singing.
A MEMORY BUBBLE POPS
Growing into a family that is unafraid to share feelings and stories; embracing our differences and growing 

because of them; a sweet angel being thrown under the bus for talking when really, it was always the lovable, 
wriggly golden retriever I’ve known for four years next to her

and singing.
ANOTHER BUBBLE POPS
Speed revising; a heartbreak when a schedule was changed, but then welcoming a new member of the 

family when the same thing happened; waiting for a student to feel better and come back to school before 
we read her favorite part

and singing.
ANOTHER POP
Giggling; a memory of a grandfather’s cane; “You Should have Seen it in Color”; dancing; the tragedy of 

addiction; a water- filled Philippine home; an old white lady trying to rap; a student asking to talk to me on 
day one- and starting over; a teacher evaluation going horribly wrong

and singing.
POP
Pride in our SJ speakers in Richmond; the ICONS; a BIG. PINK. DRESS; a hallway visit on day one 

with a green- eyed boy who made this class even more energetic, eventually getting “slapped out tha slammer”; 
poor matchmaking; quiet praying, a bus trip to Richmond; Christmas Carols; a new haircut and a new 
attitude

and singing.
POP
Sneeze- induced laughter; difficulty with the retainer; poetry and a mother fleeing her beloved country; 

Happy Birthday; Mrs. Carper; meeting my Origin Project Soul Mate; coming out; gallon juice- drinking; 
“Unwritten”; FINALLY getting to discuss The Kite Runner; Colgan trash- talking; interviewing, recording

and singing.
Encouraging; teasing; crying; reading; cacophonous talking (but in a good way); writing; illustrating; 

“Don’t let me see your name in the news for anything other than good”; so loquacious, this teacher has lost 
all control of her classroom, Stonewall Tales, grammar rants

and more singing.
POP
Voices originating worlds apart: California, Washington DC, El Salvador, Maryland, Mexico, Louisiana, 

Honduras, New York, Bolivia, Virginia, Saudi Arabia, North Carolina, Egypt, Kansas, Honduras, 
Pennsylvania, The Philippines, Maryland, Ghana, Texas, Afghanistan and The Ivory Coast, uniting to create 
the harmony that was this year. These voices and the memories they created became the soundtrack for the 
Class of 2019 Origin Project class.

It will be June before I know it and the final memory bubbles, the notes that formed the melody, carrying 
the memories of this chorus, will rise into the air, seeking another audience to be blessed by their dynamics 
and distinctive chords; their staccato, legato and glissando.

As my eyes strain to see them, and as my ears strive to hear, their sounds decrescendo and the memory 
bubbles converge into a cloud of maroon and gold words, prose and poetry, before dispersing and ascending 
toward the next chapter in their story.

They have faded away and I sing the final words to the song:
“Because I knew you, I have been changed for good” – Wicked

Lori Sterne, engLiSh teacher
StonewaLL JackSon high SchooL
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