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I wrote my way out
When the world turned its back on me
I was up against the wall
I had no foundation
No friends and no family to catch my fall
Running on empty, with nothing left in me but doubt
I picked up a pen
And wrote my way out

—Lin-Manuel Miranda

Writing is a valuable, sometimes vital, tool in any walk of life, endeavor, or ca-
reer. Storytelling, in particular, is a talent: a precious gift bequeathed to us by family or 
friends or teachers or mentors.

The Origin Project is an in-school writing program that sprouted from the idea that the stories 
and people of Appalachia are national treasures and our children should celebrate their roots. 
Co-founded by best-selling author and film director Adriana Trigiani and education advocate 
and longtime friend Nancy Bolmeier Fisher, this program seeks to inspire young people to dis-
cover and release their inner voices through the craft of writing about their unique origins and 
has expanded to include and celebrate the diverse heritage within its growing group of students.

Now a five-year-old, The Origin Project has multiplied from 40 students in Big Stone 
Gap to more than 1,300 students in 11 schools. Each academic year, the students are given 
a personal journal and thereafter work on multiple projects or stories in any form of literature 
to their liking that speaks of and to their heritage. Their work is published in a year-end 
anthology, presented to each student and made available in school and public libraries.

The Origin Project is integrated with the Virginia SOL curriculum and steps in to work 
with each student at his or her respective writing skill level in order to conceive, develop, 
hone, and edit their ideas into short stories, poems, plays, interviews, or other works of art. 
The students tell us how they want to express their thoughts and they select their compo-
sition for publication: they choose their genre; they do the hard work.

We synergize the community with the schools to offer heritage-related presentations, 
and incorporate school libraries and museums so that students gain an understanding of the 
rôle of history in the present and develop the skill of research. We import renowned bestsell-
ing authors to meet with the students and speak to them about their personal experiences 
as writers. (David Baldacci, Meg Wolitzer, Margot Lee Shetterly, Mary Hogan, and poet 
Laurie Eustis have met with our students.) The students read aloud their work in public, 
before their peers, parents, teachers, and guest artists, often on stages such as the historic 
Barter Theater or Mountain Empire Community College. At the celebration of the book 
unveiling last year, students and guests were treated to video messages from Governor 
Terry McAuliffe and Ms. Shetterly and to a Skype exchange with Senator Tim Kaine.

It is always a thrilling surprise to read the work of these students, to witness their growth, 
and to observe the budding of their self-esteem. Students who never before thought they 
could create now look at the world in a new way and learn to fly. And, mostly, they come to see 
the world they live in as a place of sustenance and growth and the people who surround them as 
descendants of a rich and productive vein in American history ... which, after all, belongs to them.
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The Four-Mile Marker

Upon reaching the stone pillar,
Last remnant of an iron-sided engine,
I double over, gasping for air.
My shoes are caked in thick black mud,
My legs dusted with scorched coal.

Four miles of winding trails have brought me 
here,

To the precipice of the wood.

The mountainside falls away to a steep ravine 
mere inches away from my feet.

I stand in my precarious position,
Perched on a ledge peering over the babbling 

creek below.

All is silent,
Save the murmuring of the brook, and my ragged gasps.

The woods around me do not stir at my intrusion.
They bow only to an autumn breeze,
Tossing fiery leaves to the trail,
And padding the earth beneath my feet.

Claire arMsTrong, grade 12

The Haunted Tavern

“Let’s get this party started,” I yell as my friends and I clink our root beers together and 
cheer in unison. I’m Grayson. Today is my birthday. My party is being held at The Tavern in 
Abingdon, Virginia. It’s 9:00 PM; a prime party time.

As I sit at in the booth, I look at my friends who are having a good time. They’re laughing 
and being loud. The sight makes my heart happy and also makes me grin. A perfect night with 
my best friends.

After many root beers, I begin to feel sick. So much sugar consumption in one night. Bleh. 
“Hey fellas. I’m gonna head to the bathroom,” I say, holding my stomach as I speak. I get a 
thumbs up from my friend chugging his root beer. I  return the thumbs up and rush to the 
bathroom. I run into the stall and get on my knees and lean over the toilet, preparing for the 
damage about to be done to me.
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As I sit there a bit, waiting, I feel a cold breeze go over my neck. “What the-,” I say, putting 
my palm over the back of neck. The bathroom door didn’t open, nor was the AC on. No reason 
for such a cool breeze. I become scared, making my nausea worse. That triggered my stomach, 
making me heave. As I finish, and I wipe my mouth on my sleeve and stand up, my knees a 
bit shaky.

I turn around and open the stall door hesitantly. I go over to the sink and look in the mirror 
hanging above it. I’m extremely pale. I guess that was my brain playing tricks on me, I think to 
myself. I need to wash my face off. Maybe that’ll make me feel better. I turn the cold water on and 
cup my hands under it. It’s freezing. I lean my head down and splash it on my face. I shake my 
head and look back up at the mirror and wipe my eyes.

My whole body freezes. My eyes widen and my breathing hitches. There’s someone behind 
me. Just over my shoulder. A black mass with a face, grinning at me. I turn around as quickly 
as humanly possible and see no one. My breathing gets heavier. I turn back to the mirror. There 
it is again. This time, its clawed hands are hovering over my neck and its grin is wider. I feel 
the breeze again. I’ve never felt so terrified in my entire life. It feels as if my blood turned cold.

I scream as loud as my vocal cords will let me and run towards the door. My heart is racing 
and I feel dizzy. As I grab the handle to the door, I feel something grab my ankle. I scream again 
and start crying. “LET ME GO,” I yell, trying to get my ankle back. I open the door and lunge 
out. I don’t feel the thing on my ankle anymore.

As tears run down my face and I breathe heavy, I see everyone in The Tavern look at me, and 
then a friend asks, “Grayson, what in the world is wrong?” I just ignore him and slam myself 
into the exit. I run as quickly as I can to my car and get in. My hands are so shaky that I can 
hardly get my keys out of my pocket. I finally manage to get them. I ram them into the ignition 
and turn the car on. I slam on the gas and get out of the area.

My head is swimming with horrifying thoughts as I drive. The grin. The claws. I’m swerving 
all over the place. I’m a mess. I need to get to a gas station so I can park and calm down, I think.

As I finally see a gas station in the distance, my panicky heart manages to calm a bit. I reach 
it and pull in. I park sloppily, but I couldn’t care less at this point. I get out of my car and take 
a deep breath of the fresh air outside. I walk around the parking lot, calming myself. I sit on a 
bench in front of the station’s store and relax for a bit. I’m still scared, but now I can manage 
to drive back home.

I walk back to my car. I grab the handle to open the car. I look up. It’s the thing again. His 
claws digging into the glass, his grin bigger than before. I open my mouth to scream, but noth-
ing comes out. I’m so terrified, I can’t do anything. I’m frozen. I see and hear the thing begin to 
laugh. It’s demonic. It’s like the devil himself is laughing at me.

My mind is filled with fear and panic. I can’t process anything. Everything starts to go black. 
I feel my body collapse.

aBigail aTTaWaY, grade 11
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The Chase

“RUN, TOMMY!!! COME ON! THEY’LL GET US!” Butch cried back to his friend, 
who had tripped over a tree root because of being chased. The pursuers were approaching 
much too quickly for the boys’ comfort. Soon the boys would be caught and probably killed. 
But before going further, perhaps we should back up to the beginning.

It was a muggy, late summer morning, a little before noon, and although the sun beat down 
upon the four boys, they were used to it by now. It was daily life for them. As was wandering 
the forest with its sunlit, translucent, green leaves. They saw animal track imprints running 
across their narrow path in the slightly damp earth. The birds could be heard chirping nearby. 
Overall, it was very serene.

That was until the boys started jumping up to snap the limbs off the trees to make swords. They 
whacked them together, having a four-way war, as they charged through the woods. Each refusing 
to surrender to their enemies, which happened to be each other. And so it continued, until they got 
closer to the destination of their excursion, and they unanimously decided to pause their game until 
later. So, they dropped their sticks and focused more closely on the path that led them forward.

“It should be right around here,” Butch, a ten year-old boy, said as he and three of his friends 
tromped through the profuse, verdant undergrowth of the forest.

“Let’s hurry up! I don’t want to miss anything,” one of the friends, whose name was Tommy, 
said excitedly.
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“Yeah,” the other two boys chimed in as well.
As they walked, Butch suddenly sensed a presence behind them. He turned a little, not 

stopping from walking, to see two Iroquois Indians not far behind them.
They were wearing plain, leather breechcloths and moccasins. The boys realized that the 

soft-bottomed moccasins must have been what kept them from learning of the Indians’ presence 
earlier. And tucked into the sides of their breechclouts were knives, which glinted ominously. The 
men’s hair had been shaved except for a scalplock, or mohawk, on the back of their heads where 
the hair was long with bright red feathers tied into it. War paint was decorating their bare skin 
in designs, like handprints and wavy lines. It was especially frightening because a thick stripe of 
black was drawn halfway across their faces over their eyes. Ear rings were clearly visible, along 
with the many beaded necklaces that hung from their necks. Across both of their backs was 
a quiver filled with arrows that undoubtedly fit into the bows they firmly grasped. They were 
walking behind the boys almost as if the children were invisible, eyes looking right past them.

“Guys?” Butch asked, looking away for a moment at his friends.
“Huh?” Tommy said, turning around to see that there were now six Indians following them.
“What do you think they want?” one of the other two boys asked, looking back to see that 

two more of the natives had appeared in the blink of an eye, now totaling at eight.
“Ya’ think they’re friendly?” the last of the four boys wondered aloud.
Suddenly the Iroquois’ eyes flicked down to them, seeing each insignificant boy in an an-

noyed manner. As if in response to a silent signal, the natives gave chase to the boys, shrieking 
their war cries, hooting and hollering as they pursued them.  Left with no doubt as to the 
Indians’ intentions, the terrified boys took off running, screaming bloody murder, as they were 
terrified out of their wits. They tripped over roots again and again, scratching up their arms 
and faces. The slightly muddy dirt caked itself on each time they tumbled, and sharp rocks, 
sticking up from the ground, made cuts in their clothing as brambles stuck to their pant legs.

Once when Tommy tripped, and took longer to get up, the Indians started to catch up and 
were almost bearing down upon him when Butch ran back to help.

“COME ON, TOMMY!!! THEY’RE GONNA GET US!” Butch cried to his friend, 
grabbing his arm to help him up from stumbling.

The irrationality of their fear started to dissipate as the chase continued. Soon, Butch start-
ed to realize that no arrows had been shot at them. If they were really wanted dead, they would 
be dead and impaled on the forest floor already.

“Guys! GUYS! It’s not real! They’re part of the reenactment!” Butch yelled as his friends kept 
running. Screeching to a stop, they turned on their heels to see that there was no trace of the 
Indians that had been following them. They had vanished like they had appeared, mysteriously.

“Oh no! We’re going to miss something if we don’t hurry!” Tommy suddenly shouted, dash-
ing off toward the sounds of battle that could be heard from a short distance away.

The other boys followed him to the edge of a large field set up for the battle reenactments. The 
spectator area was across from them on the opposite side of the field. It had been the boys’ plan 
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to get a different view of the action, so they had decided to watch from behind instead. Soon, the 
men dressed in costumes for the show came into view. The kids settled themselves in the bushes 
to watch, recognizing the Indians that had been pursuing them earlier among the actors.

This is a story that I wrote based on my father’s actual experience when he was ten years old in 
1973. They were watching the reenactment of the Massacre of Jane McCrea and the other skirmishes 
that lead up to the second battle of Saratoga during the Revolutionary War. This happened outside 
of Fort Edward, New York. The other boys and my dad were convinced that the Indians were real. 
They really did get scraped up, but it was a special experience. It is the very reason that my father 
loves history so much to this day, and is something that he’ll never forget.

sarah BurleTT, grade 10

Baby Brother

This is the story of the day my baby brother was born. To fill you in, my mom decided to 
have a home birth. It was a week after the due date and my mom had finally gone into labor; we 
stayed up most of the night with her. This is the most 
pain I had ever seen my mother in and it was painful 
to watch at moments. I was hoping and praying that 
everything would go as planned, but around 11:00 
that evening, my mom decided she couldn’t manage 
the pain on her own and labor wasn’t progressing the 
way she thought it should. We started to pack bags for 
the hospital. I made sure we had everything we needed 
and we loaded the car and drove to the hospital. Once 
we got there, we had to wait for about 10 minutes, 
which felt like forever, to sign in even though we had 
registered at the hospital beforehand just in case of an 
emergency. We got up to the room and got situated 
with the two midwives, the nurses, my grandmother, 
stepdad and mother; my mom got all the medicine 
she needed to ease the pain and help labor progress. 
The night went on until around 2:00–3:00 AM when my brother’s heart rate dropped and all 
the nurses came rushing in and made sure my mom was in good shape, then started moving 
her around and checked the Pitocin levels. The positioning helped and brought his heart rate 
back to normal. I went back to sleep after this and around 6:00 in the morning, my mom’s 
doctor came in and he decided it was time for birth, but not the way my mom wanted. The 
doctor decided on an emergency c-section, short for cesarean section. It was a quick procedure 
and my baby brother was born at 6:43 am on December 3rd, 2017.

gaVin BagWell, grade 10
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Nanny’s Bible

When my dad turned 50, my nanny gave him her Bible. If you didn’t know its significance, 
you would just see it as an old, black leather book. It sits on Dad’s night stand right next to 
his wedding photo and his book of promises, waiting for someone to open it up to see the love 
and care inside.

I remember when I was little going to church with nanny was the greatest. Since Nanny 
worked at the church, she and I would sit in a special room with all of the faculty and their 
grandkids. We would sit in the middle of the pews tracing hands in her leather Bible, drawing 
rabbits, and dragons, and flowers all over the book of Philippians (it was the pastor’s favorite).

One thing about Nanny was that her Bible was always by her side. It sat in the back seat 
of her car when she picked me up from school, it was in her lap when we would watch the 
six o’clock news, it was sitting on the coffee table while we all hung up Christmas ornaments 
in the living room. Any time she read something that stuck out to her, or she saw a verse that 
she thought would help someone out, she would write a little note next to with our names on 
it. With church notaries, and eulogies, and wedding invitations it flowed with memories and 
stories of all that happened throughout her life. Nanny’s Bible was always by her side and you 
could tell by looking in it. You can see in it dates that Aunt Amy drove back to college, the date 
of when dad got his first speeding ticket, and all of us grandkids’ birthdays and first steps. My 
favorite things to look through are the little sketches she made while watching me over long 
weekends and snow days.

Even through everything that Nanny went through and through all that she had endured, 
you could tell that she never lost sight of what was most important to her. You could always 
tell that through it all she never lost faith and she committed her whole life to God and making 
sure that her family did the same.

I think that one of the reasons that Nanny put so much time and effort into making this 
book so special was because she knew that after she would pass that she wanted our faith to 
still live on. She knew that we all thought of her as the rock in the family, the one that would 
always be here to lift us up when we were down. She wanted us to know prior to her passing 
that we weren’t going to be alone, that there was a reason that she committed so much to 
Christ, and that the God that she had so unwaveringly praised was going to take care of her 
by watching over us after she left. I think that she wanted us to know that God is an incredi-
ble and mighty God, but He is also someone that we should connect with and trust and that 
because of Him she would never really leave us.

This Bible that sits on my Dad’s nightstand is not just something that we all read, but it is 
something that we all cherish, and that is because of Nanny.

“Pray for strength to overcome any problem; remember it might not be instant. God loves 
you and so do I.”

kaiTlYn Bare, grade 10
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Life Lessons

Going to school in Southwest Virginia and growing up in Sullivan County has given me two 
different aspects in life. In SWVA I have been taught many educational lessons, but I have also 
been taught some more social lessons. I remember on the first day of kindergarten, I didn’t know 
anyone so I didn’t have any friends. I was very shy when I was younger, so the teacher forced 
me to get into a group with others and ever since I can engage with others in a conversation. 
Although this region has taught me social lessons, I think where I have grown up has taught me 
more. Over the years of working with my Dad it has taught me that you have to work hard for 
what you want. I remember when I was nine years old I wanted an Xbox 360 really badly. My 
mom was just going to buy it for me but my dad made me help him to earn it and by him mak-
ing me help him,I have learned that the only way to achieve something is by working towards it. 
Also, by living in this region I have learned to stand up for myself. When I was in fourth grade, 
there was a kid who was bullying me during VBS. I would beg and plead for my mom to let 
me stay home, but she wouldn’t. One day she finally had enough. She said, “Lane, he isn’t going 
to quit bothering unless you do something about it.” I finally stood up to my bully, and gained 
self-confidence. Living in both of these areas have taught me some very valuable life lessons.

lane BauMgardner, grade 10

Friday Night Lights

From a bird’s eye view
You will see lights like stars twinkling across the mountains.

But all the stars are on the fields.
Brothers who fight for each other,

who fight under the Friday Night Lights.
Roaring crowds and adoring fans.

Fathers cheer their sons
remembering the days in their place.

Mothers scared, but proud of the work and commitment.
Children watch, dreaming of the day when they will be

under the Friday Night lights.
Coaches yell, coaxing every last drop of energy

from the Friday Night Stars.
The Friday Night Family,
heroes of the community,

pride of parents,
and friends of future stars,

playing as one.
sPenCer BuddingTon, grade 10
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Soho

South Holston Lake is my home. My first boat ride was after I  turned two months old. 
I was six years old when I learned how to swim. Shortly after, I learned how to water ski. I fell 
in love with the water. If I was not skiing, I was swimming or riding the inner tube. My goggles 
would leave red imprints on my forehead and cheeks. My fingers would wrinkle from staying 
in the water for so long. Two years ago, I obtained my open water SCUBA certification. My 
instructor and I descended thirty feet into the water. I saw parts of the lake that many will 
never get to see. I forever am grateful that my parents instilled a love for the water in me, and 
that I was raised on South Holston Lake.

ella CalleBs, grade 10

I Am From

I am from
cutting down the perfect Christmas tree
for the perfect presents.
From school closing at any snow.
From snow days meaning sledding
and snowball fights with friends.
From Mom’s hot soup and hot chocolate
on the coldest days.
I am from
pink and white dogwood flowers.
From calves and foals being born,
from ducklings following their mother
cautiously across the street.
From cool heavy rain
and bright rainbows in the afternoon.
I am from
going to the lake every weekend.
From Fourth of July parties
and patriotic fireworks.
From neighborhood barbecues.
From The Ice Cream Stop after dinner.
From popsicles and sweet tea
to escape the boiling air.
I am from
crunching and raking leaves.
From pies and turkeys and stuffing
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with family and friends.
From driving to the mountains
to see the orange and red leaves.
From carving pumpkins.
From dressing up and handing out candy.
I am from
love and friendship and community.
From family being first.
From neighbors caring for neighbors.
From a special little town down south.

anna CaMPBell, grade 10

Where I’m From

I’m from southwest Virginia with backwoods and rolling hills. Rolls of hay laying in rows 
throughout the fields. In the fall the trees have the most vibrant reds, yellows and oranges, with 
brisk winds blowing the leaves from street to street. During the winter, a cow’s back covered with 
snow while it aimlessly searches for grass. When spring comes, the fields are covered with wildflow-
ers and the trees coming back to life. In the summer, kids running and playing from morning to 
dusk, drinking from garden hoses and wearing shoes as little as possible. That is where I am from.

JaCk CaMPBell, grade 10

I Am

I am an ordinary girl,
in an ordinary town,
doing what any ordinary girl
would do in an ordinary town.
I am family oriented,
church service Sunday morning
to family dinner Wednesday nights.
I am adventurous,
sledding in the winter snow,
to hiking in the summer heat.
I am Peyton Carter,
living a humbly amazing life
in a wonderful small town called
Abingdon Virginia

PeYTon CarTer, grade 10
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I Am From

I am from a place where there are mountains and farms.
I am from a place where I wake up to the crowing of a rooster.

I grew up picking vegetables in the fall.
I grew up bottle feeding calves when their mothers couldn’t .

I was raised to love thy neighbor.
I was raised to have southern hospitality.

I spent nights chasing fireflies.
I spent nights in a car on my way to my grandparents.

ViCToria CoMPTon, grade 10

I Am From

I am from cold, snowless winters.
I am from chapped lips from the cold.
I am from fireside with friends.

I am from birds chirping in the mornings.
I am from wildflowers growing on the Creeper Trail.
I am from honeysuckles making the air smell sweet.

I am from Trail Days in Damascus.
I am from sunny days on the lake.
I am from camping trips with family.

I am from crisp leaves falling from the trees.
I am from carving pumpkins with friends.
I am from the whole town coming to football games.

I am from a town with all four seasons.
I am from love and family.
I am from Abingdon, Virginia.

Madison diCkeY, grade 10

I Am

I am a kind person.
I am hardworking individual.
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I am positive.
I am a good friend.
I am an honest person.
I am a loyal person.
I am from Georgia.
I am an athlete.
I am an animal lover.

alYssa eVans, grade 10

Life in the Mines

I like to think I’m doin’ the world good when I go where the sun sure ain’t shining. ‘Reckon 
the only thing that really picks at me is the worry of not comin’ home and kissing my baby 
girl goodnight. Luckily, working in the mines done put us food on the table for Lord knows 
how long. Some folks just don’t understand how us fellas stay down there ‘round the clock, 
but I  reckon it’s just because we been doing the same ol’ thing since what feels like birth. 
Sometimes work is just all you got on your mind. Once you been down there goin’ on ten 
years, the sound of metal hittin’ coal is all you ever hear. Something ‘bout it’s comforting to 
me. Maybe it’s a feeling of pride. Well, I don’t just think it may be. I know it is. I’m pretty darn 
proud to mine what America runs on.

My wife wasn’t too happy when she knew I was set on my job. She thinks it’s too dangerous 
bein’ under the mountains like that. I don’t quite blame her though, ‘cause my daddy got his 
life taken when his crew struck water. We’re gettin’ better, though. With all this technology, 
we know where not to mine. At first, I wasn’t too sure about being in such a little space. Now 
that I been mining so long, it ain’t scary at all. ‘Lot of us West Virginia boys want to be hard 
workin’, and we sure are. For most of us it’s just in our blood. If your daddy mined coal, then 
so will you. We don’t mind things being set out like that. I’d reckon my pa would be proud to 
see me wipin’ the dust from my brow.

Sometimes it’s hard gettin’ up before the sun does, but it’s all worth the reward. Every day 
it’s the same. My life is a routine, and I like it that way. I get up real early, and I kiss my wife 
goodbye before puttin’ on my uniform and gathering my lunch. After that, I  make my way 
down the road and back to the mine where I plan to spend the rest of my workin’ days. I got 
to say that I  sure ain’t one that likes the ride down there. It’s not a good idea to hold your 
breath on the way down, either. Breathin’ in all that dust suddenly is quite the wake up call. 
Sometimes I wonder what my lungs are lookin’ like. I know that ain’t something to usually 
ponder on, but I know it isn’t the safest thing. Nothin’s hurt me yet, and I thank the Lord God 
above for that.

In my heart, I know this is what the Lord made me for. He made me just right for my job. 
I’m thankful for these mountains, and they’re also the place I call home. My heart lies here in 
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Appalachia, and there’s no denyin’ it. Folks out on the west coast may not understand, but us 
out east know what we were meant to call home. We were put here in these wild and wonderful 
mountains, and we were blessed with the blackened rocks that lie beneath them.

gail Fannin, grade 10

I Am From

I am from a country.
A country that is free.
I am from a state.
A state that is for lovers.
I am from a small town.
A small town that never sleeps.

Cassie FarleY, grade 10

My Home

All of my life has been spent in southern Appalachia, and I am proud to call Appalachia 
my home. Many people do not share the same sentiment for many reasons, but I truly think 
being born in these mountains is a blessing. The land, people, and culture never fail to astound 
me. The mountains are a palace of beauty, and we are its humble subjects. Yet while our an-
cestors may have struggled to make a living here, there is never a day where I doubt that they 
didn’t love the place we call home. The Appalachian Mountains have existed for millions of 
years, and have been home to a diverse population, yet somehow its people have always found 
new beauty in its hills, and many a new song in its wind. Even though many types of people 
came to live here in the beginning, it seems that over the ages we have thrown our differences 
aside and come to live in relative harmony, all complementing each other fairly well. There are 
always adventures to be shared in Appalachia, and even though many may leave or shun the 
mountains, I will always call Appalachia my home.

sara Fleenor, grade 12

Home

Laughter fills the car as my family drives to nowhere on a Sunday evening. We loudly sing 
along with the songs on the radio while the setting sun dances through the open windows onto 
our skin. Our dead phones, the approaching night, and the winding road ahead, has nothing 
on us, or this Envoy’s quarter tank of gas. In the midst of these mountains, miles away from 
our house, we are home.

JYll FosTer, grade 10
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I Am From

I am from small town Abingdon, Virginia.
I am from playing Barbies with my cousins and trips to the Bristol mall.
I am from an old farmhouse with my pig named Cornbread.
I am from beauty pageants and playing 

dress up.
I am from listening to Shania Twain in 

my Nonna’s convertible.
I am from coke floats and going to the 

rec center to swim every weekend.
I am from watching my little sisters and 

arguing with my older brother.
I am from a close family filled with joy, 

love, and good times.
I am from going to church every Sunday 

then going to Pizza Hut right after.
I am from staying up all night with my 

sisters either to play Xbox or play 
with babydolls.

I am from having father-daughter dates 
with my dad and him reading me a book and tucking me in every 
night.

I am from feeling broken every once in a while, but knowing that I can 
always get through it.

I am from peace, love, and happiness.
arin galliher, grade 12

The Southern Sounds

In the hearts of the mountains,
The birds chirp and the leaves blow.

The sun shines its light on darkness of the willow trees.

The rivers and the creeks at the bottom of the valleys,

splashing with the howls of the deer and the fawn,

while they drink the streaming water.

The man sat in the middle of a flower patch,
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While the wind blows the dandelion petals flying in the air,

One slowly landing in his palm where the cycle continues.

Jose garCia, grade 11

Where I Belong

I am not from here. I  moved to Appalachia when I  was eleven years old after living in 
Guatemala. Before that Costa Rica, before that West Virginia, and before that Maryland. Not 
only have I been the new kid a lot but I’ve never really felt like any place is really my home. 
When I first arrived in Appalachia, there was a lot of things I did not understand. I did not 
understand the massive consumption of dip, nor did I see the health benefits of consuming 
massive amounts of Mountain Dew before 10:00 AM. I did not understand the reverence of 
Dale Earnhardt or the fact that watching football on Sunday was just as important as going to 
church. I did not understand the kindness and generosity I received from absolute strangers. 
I did not understand why I was being treated like a family member by friends I had made only 
days before. Southwest Virginia is like nowhere else I’ve ever lived. Because here, I  feel like 
I belong.

MaCk henningsen, grade 12

If

If, for some reason,
You visited big a mountain,
You’d meet my Grandpa.
He’s tough as nails and twice as smart
And he’s full of love.
He may live in the backwoods, but
Nothing holds him back.
Not even his declining health,
Or his loneliness.

Josh hess, grade 12

I Am From

I am from swinging on a tire swing.
I am from the sweet smell of honeysuckles.
I am from splashing in the lake.
I am from sitting in the back of a pickup truck.
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I am from the comfort of my family.
I am from Southwest Virginia.

Cora honaker, grade 10

The Home of My Heart

The sun shines high above my head
The trees cast shadows across the land
No matter where I stand
They can be seen
With their delicate leaves of green
The mountains try to touch the sky
Much like a cloud that’s passing by
From the cloud will come the rain
Gently running down my window pane
Like the fleeting shadows the trees cast
In time the rain will pass
Letting the sun shine bright
At least until the night
Nature lives all around me
The wildlife sings
Like a symphony of life
Crescendos and decrescendos
Flourishing and growing, ever so gently
Much like me
My path, uncertain,
Lies ahead of me
As I walk the long and winding road called life
There is one thing I know for certain
I know my heart will always lie
Here in Appalachia

Jared kluTTZ, grade 12

The Girl That Never Looked Up

She went through life with her head craned down.
She saw the ants and their little hills,
The soft grass easing past her bare toes.
All of this was fine until she finally looked up.



aBingdon high sChool 27

She looked up and saw mountains.
Flourishing trees tower over her.
Birds soaring above her head, liberated.
At dawn she saw a miraculous sunrise,
At dusk, she saw the sun escaping back to its home on the horizon.
Through the darkness, she saw the constellations,
Little dots sparkling in the clear black sky like diamonds.
She wondered why she never looked up before
And was sad because so many never do.

aleX Miller, grade 12

A-P-P-A-L-A-C-H-I-A-N

A place I call home.
Pumpkin pickin’, pumpkin growing and pumpkin pie.
Perfect.
A lot of front porch sittin’.
Lovin’ every day.
“Ain’t” is a word.
County fair fun.
High School football is not to be missed.
In the Appalachian Mountains, what happens stays.
Always worshiping the Lord.
No unfamiliar faces.

MAGGIE MILLER, GRADE 12

Growing Up In a City

I live in a city
On a street
It is crowded with traffic
And feet
There are cars and busses
And grand slams.
I wish there were meadows
And lambs.
There is smoke everywhere
That I go.
I don’t like the noises
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I hear
I wish there were woods

JoBY MilsTead, grade 10

Coconut Pie

Ingredients:
1–2 cups of milk
1 cup of sugar
A full cup of shredded coconut
2 eggs (beaten)
3 tablespoons of flour (all-purpose)
1 tablespoon of butter (preferably melted)
¼ teaspoon of vanilla extract
1 unbaked pastry shell

In a bowl, put the milk, sugar, coconut, eggs, butter, vanilla; stir until combined. It should 
start to get thick. Pour into pie shell. Bake at 350 degrees for about 50 minutes or until light-
ly brown. My Granny Lou on my Dad’s side of the family makes this for the holidays and my 
birthday. She taught my mom how to make it, which is even better. I always look forward to 
going over to my Granny’s house for Coconut Pie. I’ve still yet to master this dessert. The 
last time I tried to make one with my mom, it was burnt and not even done in the middle. 
I can’t wait until I can actually make this dessert and am able to pass it on.

allison MinTon, grade 12

I Am From

I am from fire filled nights assembling fireflies into their Mason jar coffin.
I am from early morning table setting with sunlight peeking through and 

my grandmother’s smile.
I am from mountain exploring and pretend sword fights and princess 

saving.
I am from sweet dances with momma in the kitchen.
I am from cheek kisses, tight hugs and endless love.

aBigail noe, grade 10

Southern Sunset

Don’t discourage the Appalachian skies
Let them ease your pained mind
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The inspiring views are free of debts
Sunset mindsets play like cassettes
Fall easily throughout our consciousness
Without distractions or stress
A Southern Sunset will always survive
Smile, sweet Appalachian skies.

kerringTan Parris, grade 10

Rollins Pond Campground Breakfast

Ingredients - lots of eggs (depends on how many people) pancake mix, bacon, sausage, corn 
beef hash, home fries, and blueberries.

1. First step is to take a kayaking trip across the lake to Blueberry Island and pick 
some blueberries.

2. Next, you need to start working on a fire unless you have a cooktop griddle with 
you.

3. Afterwards, start cooking the bacon. This is necessary to create grease, which can 
be used to cook the other food.

4. Following is to use the grease to cook the home fries and corn beef hash. In addi-
tion to the home fries, they should be cooked with garlic, salt, and pepper.

5. Making the pancake mix - calls for 4 cups of the mix, depending on how many 
people there are, 2 cups of milk, 4 eggs, then stir. Once the mix is prepared fill the 
pan up to the edges to get the biggest pancakes, then add your freshly-picked blue-
berries on the pancakes in the shape of a smile.

6. Lastly are the eggs and sausage. Because the eggs get cold fast you, should cook 
them last. If you are cooking fried and scrambled eggs, cook the fried eggs first be-
cause the scrambled eggs make more of a mess.

7. Once everything is done, make sure to get rid of all trash and scraps safely so there 
are no raccoons or bears at your campsite later.

The preparation of this Rollins breakfast is wonderful, not just because it tastes good, but it 
also brings back my favorite memories. Every year, my family and my Dad’s very large family of 
six siblings and their families go camping together at the best campground ever, Rollins Pond. 
This is hands down my favorite place to go. There are endless possibilities to fill your days 
at Rollins. This can get quite exhausting, which is why breakfast is vital to start your action 
packed day. Every family pitches in and helps make this extraordinary breakfast. Each family 
is assigned to making one dish. When everyone is done cooking we all meet up at one families’ 
campsite for the best breakfast ever. Once all the plates are filled and mouths are contently full, 
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Grandpa will give a devotion and read from the Bible. After the breakfast and devotion, you 
are ready to start your day at Rollins Pond.

John reid, grade 10

This is Home

“Moving is like an adventure.”

That’s what I  was told when I  was nine years old. My family and I  were preparing to 
move from my home in Upstate New York to the unfamiliar mountains and windy roads 
of Southwest Virginia. I grew up in a small town called Spencerport and I knew almost ev-
eryone on my street. My father and his six siblings actually called that same street home too. 
Spencerport was the foundation of my family. My mom was raised in an even smaller town, 
about forty-five miles away from Spencerport, amongst the wide wheat fields and rich apple or-
chards. After my parents met, married, and decided to start a family of their own, Spencerport 
was their top choice to call home. I grew up living only a couple of couple blocks away from my 
grandparents, aunts and uncles, and my best friend. I live 640 miles away now. At nine years 
old, I had to say goodbye to my best friends, family, familiarity, and my home.

“You’ll make lots of new friends.”

Why make new friends when I have so many already back home? They love me for who 
I am and what they have grown to know about me. Moving to a place where I had no roots, 
knew nobody, and everything was foreign to me was about to be the biggest step for my nine-
year-old self. I had to push out comfortability and put myself, vulnerable and alone, into new 
situations in order to meet new people, and hopefully find a new best friend. Apparently my 
“accent” intrigued many people and was often an ice breaker for many conversations. I couldn’t 
speak two words to someone new without getting the same question “You’re not from here, are 
you?” That question quickly became a constant reminder that I wasn’t home. I began to lose my 
self-confidence, afraid that everyone would judge me for being the “new kid.” I was afraid of the 
new and unknown. Turns out, there was nothing I needed to be afraid of. Not everything was 
perfect, and I had many difficulties along the way, but eventually I met some amazing people 
who I am thankful to call my best friends to this very day.

“Look at the mountains!”

This became an everyday phrase I heard from my mom while driving. We would roll down 
our windows and marvel at the rolling mountains surrounding our new house and town. It was 
a drastic change from the flat wheat fields and miles of apple orchards I grew up around. I liked 
this change. The mountains quickly became my favorite place to visit, explore, and spend way 
too much time at. Simple drives to the grocery store or church often turned into spontaneous 
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adventures and hikes, as my family would randomly pull off the road to explore this new place 
we had the privilege to call home.

“New York will always be your home.”

I thought for sure that this phrase would always hold true. I was wrong. New York will 
always have a special place in my heart, however, I have a new home now. The grocery store 
where everyone offers a friendly “hello y’all” and you can’t go ten minutes without running into 
an acquaintance or friend is my home now. The church where boots and jeans are the common 
dress code and worship service is led with a banjo is my home now. The town where rusty 
red bricks line the historic buildings and streets is my home now. The house where I  invite 
my friends to hang out and make memories with is my home now. The mountains that turn 
from golden orange to deep purple as the sun sets is my home now. Southwest Virginia is my 
home now.

Mhari reid, grade 12

Home Away from Home

I might not have been born here but
the soft grass under my feet is so inviting.

I might not have been born here but
the chirping of the birds and the rustle of the leaves

sound like a beautiful symphony I have heard before.
I might not have been born here but

The mountains is where I dwell.
I might not have been born here but

I can’t imagine waking up to anything
but to the view of trees and hills that stretch for miles.

I might not have been born here but
this place feels like home

daniella reYes-arellano, grade 11

The Fall of the King of Ice

He was tiptoeing on stones that were made of gold, and the willow was a whisper behind 
him. His fingers were icicles, extended out into freezing air as he balanced himself, daydreams 
floating before his eyes and murmuring in his ears. He smiled as he caught his reflection in the 
frozen creek: a small boy, face swallowed in a blue hat and a red scarf, cheeks and nose scarlet, 
grey eyes twinkling.
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To him, this was paradise.
He had told Mama about the stones of gold before, and with a smile down at her knitting, 

she had said that gold didn’t exist just like that, on the surface, for everyone to see and take. It 
was hidden, she said, like a secret, deep underground.

Henry’s eyes had sparkled then, and he had asked if that was what Daddy was doing each 
day deep, deep beneath the soil, that left him smelling like dust and dirt and looking like he 
hadn’t slept in years: digging out the gold.

Mama had smiled wider then, rocking in her chair comfortably. She had told him no, that 
there was no gold in Wise County, at least nowhere near enough to make a profit on - Henry 
didn’t ask what the word “profit” meant - and that his Daddy was a coal miner, that he and 
the other miners were the men who kept everything in this pretty little corner of the world 
running, and Lordwillin’ it’d stay that way.

But it was of no importance to Henry, all this “real-life” business, for to him, the creek was 
patterned with gold, reflective and sweet as the honey from Mrs. Lyndon down the road’s bees. 
He was a king, and all of this was his, his kingdom of ice and snow and frozen fingers. He was 
happier than he had ever been.

Or at least that he could remember being. He always seemed to be forgetting things, some-
how; he became lost in his own overwhelmingly entertaining imagination, and thus failed to 
remember or properly process things that were happening all around him, trying to suck out 
his soul with all their boring realness. So many things seemed so unimportant that it didn’t feel 
like a sin at all to excuse them from his mind, but now that he paused to think in the middle 
of his icy-golden kingdom, a funny, fuzzy feeling came over him that told him he had forgotten 
something genuinely important.

A frown came over his features, and he scarcely noticed the chafing of his lips in the cold 
wind as he thought, and thought, and thought. Was it his birthday? No, that day came in July, 
when the trees were green and the sun was hot. It wasn’t Sunday, for Mama would have been 
up already, dressing him in uncomfortably stiff clothing and dragging Baby Joy, Daddy, and 
him to the steeple-lacking, dust-plentiful, comically small Baptist church down near where 
Aunt Mary lived. And it wasn’t Christmas; that day had come over a month ago now, and the 
tree had been strung with popped corn and little candles Mama had made the summer before, 
and Daddy wasn’t working, and Joy wasn’t alive just yet.

So it wasn’t any of those things. What was it, then?
Henry decided to shrug it off and carry on - he had a kingdom to run, after all. He smiled 

again at his reflection, and he heard the willow whistle again close behind him. He spun to see 
it dancing in the biting wind, its boughs keeling over and jumping back up again, shaking stray 
twigs that had been holding on desperately down to the snow-covered earth. He had thought 
that this would be his royal castle, but now … he had to admit he was having second thoughts. 
Watching it bend so subserviently to the Winter wind like that, it made him think that such 
an easily controlled place would be unfit for a king.



aBingdon high sChool 33

Yes, he reasoned, the willow would have to go. Icy water beginning to slide around his 
boots, he turned back around to seek a castle.

Before him lay his kingdom: the creek that ran way, way, way out somewhere and became 
a big river, but here was only about six yards across and a yard or two deep; a forest ahead of 
him on the right, stretching up tall, round mountains and shrinking down over the horizon; 
a valley that waved out in the other direction until another forest overtook it and climbed up 
another mountain. To Henry, it was the best kingdom any royal could ever ask for.

Now, where to put the castle? An important question, indeed, and one that needed much 
thought and careful deliberation - there!

It was a tall, broad, strong maple tree, stripped of leaves, but saved from nakedness by lines 
of snow, lovelily white against the tree’s ashy brown colour. Its branches soared triumphantly 
in the air, grazing the frozen sky, declaring their bravery and their everlasting pride. Henry felt 
a euphoric grin spreading his lips, and he began to advance towards his kingly castle.

He took one step forward onto the ice - the golden stones were only at the edges of the 
creek - and suddenly, he remembered. The tingly, forgetful feeling abandoned him, and a shiver 
of guilt and fear took its place.

He had been standing next to Mama on a stool in the small kitchen of their cabin, helping 
her knead dough, his hands covered in flour. They’d been smiling, laughing, rolling, kneading, 
talking and repeating for a while, when Mama had glanced at the window with a disapproving 
breath and a shake of her head.

“There’s a storm comin’,” she’d muttered, wiping her hands on her faded apron, “I can feel it; 
the cold’s gettin’ deeper. Snow and ice, God help us all.”

“I like snow, Mama,” Henry had commented, more to soothe her than anything else - al-
though he really did prefer cold weather to warm; the hot weather in the summer made him 
feel like a slug, inching around helplessly and shriveling under the sun.

“Sure you do, baby: you’re young,” Mama had said back, “I worry about your daddy out in 
that weather. Comin’ back from that coal camp ain’t gonna be pretty.”

Henry hadn’t known what to say to that. He didn’t really understand Daddy’s job; all he 
knew was that sometimes it was dangerous, and the thought of his beloved father being hurt 
frightened him, so he changed the subject quickly. “I wanna build a snowman.”

That had drawn a smile from his mother, who touched him under his chin. “That was one 
of my favourite parts of bein’ little, too. When Daddy gets home tomorrow night, there should 
be enough snow out there to make one.”

“I can make one tomorrow mornin’,” Henry had said hopefully, pressing his fingers into the 
still slightly sticky dough.

Mama’s eyes had grown almost comically wide, and she had put one hand on her hip. “You 
absolutely cannot. Joy ain’t big enough to go out in that cold yet, and I can’t leave her inside by 
herself.”

“But I can-”
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“No, you can’t go out there on your own!” Mama had shaken her head emphatically, 
her wavy brown hair flying about her. “You might be fine in the snow, long as you had your 
coat’nhat’nmittens, but you’d be too tempted to go out on that creek. Looks solid in the Winter, 
but Lord, it’s a snare that might as well’ve been set by Satan himself. It’d suck you down under 
that ice, and you’d be gone, sure as God is good, the sun is yella, and Calvin Coolidge sits in his 
big ol’ fancy office up in Washington.”

“But Mama-”
“You ain’t goin’ out there by yourself, Henry McCall.” Mama’s tone had been final, and she 

had lifted a finger to point at him. “You hear me?”
“Yes, Mama,” Henry had mumbled, and the lonely cry of a disorientated infant had rung 

through the house.
“I swear I just put her down,” Mama had sighed, “Finish kneadin’ that dough, baby.”
That had been two days ago. Daddy was home now; he had arrived safely, much to Mama’s 

relief, but he was sleeping at the moment. He had been exhausted when he came home the 
previous night, and Henry figured that he would continue to sleep for a few more hours. Mama 
was probably asleep, as well: worrying about Daddy always seemed to make her tired.

He’d forgotten Mama’s instructions. And here he was, in the middle of Satan’s trap, his feet 
on frozen water, his heart pounding. He’d never ignored Mama, nor Daddy; he’d always trusted 
what they had to say. But … they weren’t here. The ice was solid. The castle was close.

And a king needed a castle.
Proudly, smiling, Henry put another foot forward, pressing down to steady himself.
Then he heard a crack. And suddenly, his kingdom vanished around him.
He was falling, and there was nothing he could do to stop it, and at first, he wasn’t afraid. It 

didn’t feel cold, and then it did feel cold, frighteningly cold, deathly cold. His face hit the water 
and, still shocked, he threw his arms up, grabbing for something, anything, to keep him from 
sinking further. Frozen fingers of a right hand caught the edge of the ice, and by some miracle, 
they stayed there, fingers of a left hand fumbling up to meet them.

Henry slowly pulled himself up, his ungloved hands sliding further across the ice until his 
chin rested on the edge, his jaw chattering with cold. Water dripped onto his forehead and nose 
from his hair, and fear began to overwhelm him.

He dug his fingernails into the ice, scraping and clawing to try and free himself, but all 
that did was leave flaking scratch marks on the treacherous surface. His breath began to leave 
him and he sucked it in hurriedly, and as it continued to endeavour to escape, he continued 
the sharp inhalations. After barely half a minute, he was practically sobbing against the ice, 
but he was afraid to properly cry; he knew that the tears would freeze to his cheeks and 
sting. Plus, if he was crying, he would be taking much of his focus off of staying above the 
ever-flowing water.

He closed his eyes, shivering, and tried to calm himself. It seemed impossible; he could feel 
the creek pulling, pulling, pulling at his body, trying to take him under. And then a melody 
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came into his head. His mother’s smiling face appeared in his mind’s eye, and he could feel the 
memory of her singing to him at night. The words must have escaped him some time ago, but 
her voice was clear: high and pretty as the blackbird in the maple tree, and the melody was 
familiar warmth: an old friend in a strange, new place.

Initially, it focused him. He thought of his parents, and his sister, and his cabin behind the 
willow tree, and he needed to stay alive to see these things again. This determination stayed for 
a few minutes and then the melody fell deeper inside his head, ringing with strength, and his 
ears began to buzz. The water was getting warmer. The outside world was beginning to melt 
away; his eyes were fluttering shut, and all he could think, feel, taste, breathe, know was the 
melody. The lullaby. How tired he was …

He realized, vaguely, that like the world and all of its splendour, he, too, was melting away. 
The music was an anchor, tied around his body, luring him down. How warm it would be 
under the ice, under the ground.

He fell asleep.
“Henry! Henry!”
He woke up.
Arms, strong, frightened, desperate arms were tugging him out of the water; he somehow 

felt colder when exposed to the air. Inch by inch, he was lifted up, and he could feel himself 
being carried over several treacherous paces, but even then, on safe ground, he wasn’t set down. 
Instead, he was held tightly to a warm chest, face tucked into a neck beaded with sweat.

“Oh, Henry,” cried Mama, ripping off his soaked hat to run her slender fingers through his 
hair. “Oh, what were you thinkin’? You could’ve …”

Henry did not feel alive enough to talk just yet, so he just rested comfortably in the asylum 
of Mama’s arms and listened miserably as she wept tears of fear and relief. He’d never heard 
Mama cry before. He didn’t even know a woman as strong as Mama could cry.

When he felt he had recovered, the first thing he said was this:
“I’m sorry.”
The second:
“I’m cold.”
The third:
“Don’t tell Daddy.”
Mama, amidst her tears, chuckled a bit at that, though Henry didn’t know why, and he could 

feel her wiping her cheeks. She pushed him back slightly to kiss all over his face - even in this 
state, he scrunched up his nose in disapproval - and then slowly, she set him down on the ground, 
holding onto his shoulders for a moment to make sure he had his balance. Then she let go, and let 
her face change, and put her hands on hips, both of them, a gesture that would scare any creature 
alive.

“Henry McCall!” she shouted. “I can’t believe you! I ought to … you know, I  just ought 
to …”
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But Henry never found out what Mama “ought to,” because she looked him in the eyes, 
and her face changed again. Crystal blue eyes were sympathetic; proud shoulders dropped in 
exhausted resignation; fingers fell to face the earth.

She paused for a long moment, and then she sighed and leaned over to take his head in her 
hands and kiss the top of it. “Don’t you ever scare me like that again.”

“Katherine!” called a voice from behind the willow tree. “Katherine, what happened? The 
baby was screamin’!”

A tall, thin, man appeared, still wearing night clothes. He was clutching an infant wrapped 
in a knit-blanket to his chest to his chest, and Henry could hear her whimpering out of hunger.

“I had to set her down,” said Mama, “Your son about near killed himself on that ice.”
“Henry,” said Daddy as he came closer, his voice concerned and surprised rather than angry, 

“Did you? You came out here by yourself?”
“I’m sorry, Daddy,” mumbled Henry.
“He was fallin’ to sleep in that water.” Mama’s voice held something too far-off for Henry 

to understand, but Daddy seemed to; his face paled rapidly. His eyes glanced from Mama to 
Henry a few times, and then he sighed deeply.

“I  reckon you’ll have learned your lesson, then,” he said, eyes locking onto Henry’s, “Am 
I right?”

“Uh-huh,” said Henry, and he felt Mama’s arm go around his shoulder.
“Why don’t we go inside and get you warm?” She phrased this as a question, but Henry knew 

better than to think that he had a say in the matter. Teeth still chattering, he tread with Mama 
through the soft snow towards their cabin, Daddy and Joy silently following behind them.

The second he got inside, Mama very nearly ripped off his wet clothing whilst trying to get 
him warm, pushing him towards the fire and instructing him to hold his hands close to it so his 
fingers wouldn’t fall off. Joy had somehow fallen asleep in the chaos, and so Daddy was able to 
set her down in her crib and rush over to help, drying Henry’s hair with a blanket that smelled 
of soot. Mama was mumbling all the while, uttering odd combinations of thankful prayers and 
dulled-down curses, her eyes fluttering all around, always searching.

But Henry calmed at seeing and hearing this. This was Mama: muttering, praying, exhaling 
puffs of impatient breath. This was not the woman he had seen out in the snow, confused and 
unsure and terrified. This woman kneeling before him, buttoning up his thickest pajama shirt, 
was calm and certain and just intimidating enough to be endearing. She really was lovely, his 
Mama.

Finally, that pretty young face smiled at him. “Warmer now, ain’t it?”
Henry nodded, allowing her to take him up into her arms - he was small for a five year old 

and still fit well. He could sense his parents talking to one another with eyes and quiet lips, and 
usually this annoyed him, but today, he didn’t mind; he just let his head flop against Mama’s 
shoulder, soothed by her hand on the back of his neck.

“Mama,” he spoke up, “I don’t think I like snow anymore.”
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Mama hummed. “I’d imagine so.”
He fell asleep to the sound of a crackling fire.

aisling ringrose, grade 10

The Mountains

Skies turn various shades of oranges and pinks; the world drifting to sleep
mountains fill with silence; blankets of snow slowly covering the earth
Stars dance in the sky, depicting a warm glow over the small town
Smoke drifts into the wind as fires warm small houses for the coming winter
A child sits in a windowsill, watching snowflakes fall in adoration and 

excitement
Soon dawn approaches, snow sparkling like diamonds in golden sunlight
The small town comes to life with music as a man softly plays his fiddle 

upon his porch
This reminds the town of its heritage in which the people shall never 

forget.
The Appalachian Mountains

Maggie roBerTs, grade 10

Preacher Cookies

Step 1: Put one stick of butter in a bowl.
Step 2: Add ½ cups cocoa
Step 3: Add 2 cups sugar
Step 4: Add a ½ cup of cream
Step 5: Add a tbsp peanut butter
Step 6: Add 2 cups quick oats
Step 7: Mix butter or margarine, cocoa, sugar, milk, and salt together in 

saucepan. Boil for 1 minute.
Step 8: Stir in oatmeal, peanut butter and vanilla. Drop by tablespoons 

onto waxed paper. Allow to cool and harden.

My grandmother made these cookies for my papa, then my mother had a fellowship at 
church. She didn’t have any recipes to make and my grandmother taught my mom how to 
make these cookies. Ever since, Mom made those cookies, I basically grew up eating them on 
special occasions. My mother taught me how to make Preacher Cookies. I will carry the tradi-
tion on for the future and share the recipe with my kids.

sYdneY rodrigueZ, grade 12



38 aBingdon high sChool

Grandma’s Lemon Meringue Pie

1 cup white sugar
2 tablespoons all-purpose flour
3 tablespoons cornstarch
¼ teaspoons salt
1 ½ cups water
2 lemons, juiced and zested
2 tablespoons butter
4 egg yolks, beaten
1 (9 inch) pie crust, baked
4 egg whites
6 tablespoons white sugar

Preheat oven to 350 degrees Fahrenheit (175 degrees Celsius)

To make lemon filling: In a medium saucepan, whisk together 1 cup sugar, flour, cornstarch 
and salt. Stir in water, lemon juice, and lemon zest. Cook over medium high heat, stirring 
frequently, until mixture comes to a boil. Stir in butter. Place egg yolks in a small bowl and 
gradually whisk in ½ cups of sugar mixture. Bring to a boil and continue to cook while stirring 
constantly until thick. Remove from heat. Pour filling into baked pastry shell.

I love this pie because my mom loves to bake. Every day I’d come home and she would be 
making something sweet. She really likes making pies out of everything and the most memo-
rable one I know is the lemon meringue. She even made her own whip topping for it.

MoniQue sMiTh, grade 11

Lynn Hole

The verduous leaves rattle above our heads,
We lie in the quiet river bed.
Brother skips the stones across the still water,
On the large rock we sit, basking in the heat of the sun.
Father throws out the fishing line in hopes of catching tonight’s dinner.
Looking up, you can hear the beating wings of hawk
Flying in between the branches of the trees.
The sun starts to go behind the mountains.
Cars drive on the road beside the swimming hole.
You can barely see the drivers, hidden behind their tinted windows.
We light a small fire that grows into a large flame.
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The sizzling sound of the fish’s flesh fries to the crackling pops of the 
raging fire.

A car radio starts to play, a fiddle is pulled from the trunk of the car.
Mother starts to play along.
We sing a song, bringing my summer night to a close.

PeYTon sPenCer, grade 12

Friday Night Football

Athletics are a major part of growing up in southwest Virginia. Growing up I played soc-
cer, swam, flag football, and most recently wrestling. All my falls and springs growing up were 
spent of the soccer field dribbling around my buddies and missing goals left and right. Once 
I  reached high school, I  decided to give wrestling a try. My winters were spent grinding in 
the wrestling room, with sweat rolling down my forehead while running sprints across the 
crowded room. One of my favorite things about it was riding out to the tournaments with 
the team talking and laughing before our big matches. Even watching others play sports was a 
huge part of my upbringing. My brother and I would never miss a home game for our football 
team, and were always in the student section cheering our classmates on. I believe being part of 
a team is a very special thing, especially in this area, and the bonds you make with your team 
are unbreakable.

eZekiel sTePhens, grade 10

I Am From

I am from my friends and family,
church services on Sunday mornings,
my special stuffed animal and my
favorite polka-dotted dress,
I am from a small town.

I am from warm summer nights
and sunscreen in the air,
cold winters and sweet hot chocolate.
I am from Virginia.

I am from laughs and cries,
sports victories and losses,
and parades and festivals
I am from the south.

eMilY ThoMPson, grade 10
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Where I Come From

Where I come from a place where I can live and be happy.
Where I come from a place where I can have freedom to religion, speech, 

and property.
Where I come from a home that makes me love this place more and more 

every day.
Where I come from a place where I can live and be free.
This is where I come from, the Appalachian Mountains,
a place where everyone can be happy and free.

MadelYnn ThoMPson, grade 11

My Grandfather

Growing up in the south I got used to seeing coal-powered, power plants and so did every-
one else living in this area, including my grandfather. He worked at a coal power plant as a 
supervisor for the Results department, but he was also a skilled electrician and would spend 
his free time working with them. He once told me a story about how he was in the control 
room when the keyboard that controlled the plant went out. It doesn’t sound like that big of 
a thing to me, but it was. Everyone there went into a panic because it was costing the power 
plant millions of dollars every minute it was out. My grandfather didn’t panic; instead he 
stayed calm and collected and grabbed an old calculator and wired it up so that the power 
plant could use it as a keyboard. He single handedly saved the plant several million dollars. 
I have always looked at that story as a reference point to try to live my life by, to try and always 
stay calm and collected.

Jarod TuCker, grade 10

I Am

I am originally from a busy city in North Carolina.
I moved to a small town in Virginia and have lived there for ten years.
The natural scenery, mountains, hills, and rivers, instantly  

captivated me.
Over time I have come to love the calm country roads more than the 

crowded city streets.

I am a nature lover. Going outside makes me feel relaxed.
I love to hike. I remembered a time when my family and I walked on a 

biking trail.
It was a perfect day because the weather was clear.
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There was a slight breeze and the river was roaring.
After a long, hard day we stopped to get ice cream.

I am a helper in my community.
Volunteering makes me feel good when people around me are smiling.
My first time visiting a soup kitchen with my mom was a very nice 

experience.
After that I wanted to give back to others.

I am supported by my friends and family.
We always have fun when we are together.
Shopping, playing games, and watching movies are a few activities that we do.
They motivate me to follow my dreams and never give up.
I am always thankful to have them by my side.

alanis Vang, grade 10

Joy

Yes, I come and go
The mountains never ending

They curve and they roll.

The snow falls so low
Cruisin’ in a white west land

Snowman hear us troll.

Livin’ sweet livin’
Our reckless choices, oh joy

Livin’ sweet livin’

Can’t you hear the joy?
Qadira WaTsTon, grade 12

Appalachian Trails

Birds chirping, leaves rustling, and the sound of a current flowing down a stream. Living in 
the Appalachia gives you chances to experience adventures that you never experienced before. 
When I was four years old, I moved to Southwest Virginia. All I could see were horses, hay, 
cows, sheep, old timey houses and barns, and many more things. I saw how beautiful the view 
was when the sun settled above the mountains and how the light shined on the beautiful 
creeks.
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My favorite thing about the Appalachian Region is that the trails are beautiful. Hiking is 
one of the top things to do with friends and family. You can see many types of animals creeping 
in the woods. In the summer, you could explore caves and even take pictures just to keep for 
memories. There are also historical sites you can visit.

ZenoBia WaTson, grade 12

The Special South

It has music from George Strait
And pecan pie on your plate.
It has deer-filled woods
And big truck hoods.
It has long back roads
And snakes and toads.
It has pickup trucks
And big ole bucks.
It doesn’t like to brag or boast
It just likes apple butter on its toast.
The south doesn’t have a lot to bring
But it is home to many things.
The south is a site to see
Because the south is special to me

graYson Waddle, grade 10

Where I’m From

I am from the long trails;
where the sun shines and the robins sing.
The cool brisk wind touches my face while
the river flows beside me.
There are blankets of mountains,
as far as the eye can see. The trees shake, crackle,
and pop. I am from the fresh air and the gravel streets.
The long and winding path is beneath my feet.
The journey is unknown everyday
because there is an adventure to
be discovered far away.

noah Wheeling, grade 10
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Growing Up

I grew up on rock and roll, Jeep rides through the country, and 
honeysuckle.

I grew up drinking hot apple cider and playing board games when the 
power went out at night.

I grew up watching old 80s movies on an air bed in my living room every 
Friday night.

I grew up eating fried chicken and mashed potatoes and drinking 
homemade sweet tea.

I grew up in a big family with plenty of cousins and aunts and uncles.
I grew up going to the lake every Fourth of July and watching my cousins 

play football on my front yard.
I grew up with an older brother who always supported me and wanted 

to hang out with me and parents who pushed me to be my best, even 
when it was hard.

I grew up surrounded by music and music festivals.
I grew up knowing over half the people I saw in the grocery store.
I grew up in Appalachia and I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

aMBer WolFe, grade 12
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The Box of Memories

The memory box in my living room
The stained oak finish adds to its 

beauty
The sweet smell that wafts in the air –
Filled with many items and pictures
From my grandparents, parents, and 

my own past
Every time I look in here, in this 

magical chest,
I feel there is always a new item 

I have never seen before.
Every item has its own story, which 

makes them dear to me.
This chest has been with me since 

the day I was born.
When I start my family, I wish to 

start my own,
For this box has become far too full 

to make many more entries.
This does not mean its stories are over –

They have just begun.

PaTriCk alCanTara, grade 12

Where I Am From: Love

I am from hair bows, from Tide and Tommy Hilfiger.
I am from the scent of home-cooked meals.

I am from the straws of golden hay, the wishful dandelions.
I am from Sunday dinners and prolonged conversations,

From the indecisive, the hopeful thinkers, and the appreciators.
I am from the respectful and strict.

From “One, two, three” and “Don’t go barefoot!”
I am from Catholics.

I’m from Norton Community and genuine people,
Pork chops and dumplins.

From the metal plate in dad’s knees, the smell of Pine-Sol,
And the forgiveness of my mother.

Angela Cloud, Dual Credit English 12
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I am from the framed photos hanging firmly 
above the stairs,

The pictures stored beneath beds, and the 
scrapbooks stored in the china cabinets.
I am from memories, love, and pain.

I am from growing up strong and 
independent.

laCeY ausTin, grade 12

Where I Am From

I am from potbelly stoves and the crisp, 
burning autumn air.

I am from the flowering poplar tree that bores my initials,
The switches from the maple tree that loved my bare legs.

I am from the long-forgotten birthday cake
And the angry yelling that tears apart families,

From Burley Senior and Burley Third
I am from the love shared by siblings and the secrets kept,

Never to be told.
From Tag You’re It! to It’s Going to be Okay.

I am from silent Christmases,
Looks as cold as the weather,

And small gifts shared between my brother and me.
I am from Norton and Corbin,

Kentucky Fried Chicken and two-percent milk.
From the leaf in my incubator’s hand and the brew in her other.

I am from memories long forgotten in the last drawer of my chest.
From the book my grandmother gave me, broken by age.

I am from the old train station that burned down in Banner,
I am from the broken home at the bottom of the hill on the left.

louVina Ball, grade 12

The Horse Show

It came with the fair
With the cool, summer breeze that blew fresh clean air.
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We’d ride down there in the old green truck
Just to see a couple of ponies kicking in a circle of dust.

It came with the trailers
With the wagons and hay balers.
Dedicated riders from nine to ninety
Always laughing and smiling kindly.

We’d sit for what seemed like days
Watching the horses and hearing the donkeys bay.
Lap after lap, speed after speed
There was only one thing we really wanted to see.

Then, over the microphone, they call it out.
“Riders, horses, the pacing class is out!”
They circled the ring at the speed of light.
Their manes glistening in the moon so bright.

One by one they whizzed past me
With speed matched only by Dale Senior’s 3
They’d kick their feet and cross the line
It was never a mystery as to who won this time.

Conner BarneTTe, grade 12
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My Special Cross

My wooden cross is a comforter. It lays on my old nightstand on top of my Bible. When 
days get rough, I reach for my cross and pray to my Savior in the midst of my stifle. Some days 
can get me down, but my cross always helps me reverse my frown. It was given to me when 
I was 14 by a teacher at a Fellowship of Christian Students meeting and has been at my side 
ever since and has helped me make tough decisions when I am stuck on the fence. Jesus uses 
this cross as a reminder to me of His sacrifice for us and that He is in control.

Ben BroYles, grade 12

My Granny’s Life

I interviewed my great-grandmother, Anita Ingle, at her house in Bear Creek. My granny 
will be 84 in May, and she has been through a lot. She lost a sister and brother, her husband, 
two daughters, and a grandchild. My granny is a God-fearing woman who normally doesn’t 
have a lot to say. That being said, planning for this interview was hard. I didn’t know what 
I could ask without upsetting her. However, when I was interviewing her, she laughed more 
in this interview then she had in the past months. My granny’s life is interesting, and I’m glad 
she allowed me to share.

I had six sisters. Six whatn’t they?
Goldie, Meldie, Ruby, Wandy, and Lizzie.

I had a brother that passed away (a little boy).
A girl that was ten pounds died in Mommy’s blood when having her.

I lost my toes when I was three year old.

My nephew was playing with a little hatchet,
And I kept sticking my foot up and pulling it back.

He said, “If you stick your damn foot up there, I’ll cut it off!”
I stuck my foot up there, and I lost two toes.

Doc Tender, “Biggen,” almost passed out on account of all the blood.
He ended up clampin’ together, and ah, after they healed,
he wanted to cut em apart, and mommy wouldn’t let him.

She had a time outta them toes.
There wasn’t no such things as hospitals when I growed up.

Back then when I was growing up, it was Epsom salt, iodine, and castor oil.

Back then we didn’t have places to go for fun.
I stayed home.

I’d play with dolls and make mud pies.
My mommy was a mid-wife.
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She delivered Bullet on the Knob.
She said, “He came out so fast.”

She said, “He came out like a bullet.”
Momma was the one who gave him that nickname.

When I was older, I met Ira through a couple of friends, Ernest and 
Bernie.

His mommy helped too.
I was married to him till the day he died.

For 83 years I have lived in Wise County.
Born over there down in Indian Creek,

Lived on Guest River for years, and moved down here to Bear Creek in 
’56, and

I’ve been here ever since.
Ira was beside of me every step of the way until he couldn’t be.

One of my mommy’s lessons she always told us was to always be honest
and to trust in the Lord.

Because of that, I am who I am today.

gaBBY Collins, grade 12

The Kitchen

I used to sit on the counter while you 
made your coffee,

Sweet with extra creamer.
Mom said I couldn’t drink any until 

I was older,
But that didn’t stop you from sneaking 

me a sip or two.
I used to stand on my tiptoes to see what 

you were cooking –
Sopa and tacos.

Papaw said I was going to burn myself,
But you just picked me up and let me stir.
I used to climb under the table to try to 

scare you,
Crouching down and trying to stifle my 

giggles.
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Bub said I wasn’t funny,
But you pretended you were amused anyway.

Now I stand at the counter and pour my own coffee,
Dark and bittersweet.

I stand at the stove, cooking while I remember smells of foods we rarely 
make.

Soup beans and cornbread.
I walk past the table as Jay jumps out and I listen to his laugh.

Unique and melodious.

roZalYnd haMM, grade 12

Mamaw’s House

The front porch
A place of storytelling
Songs fill the air
And laughter is a must
Our head will pop up
To see who is driving by
Mamaw is the neighborhood watch
Wednesday evenings
We’ll fix the usual Wednesday night 

supper
And pile around the small kitchen table
Adding chairs when more come through 

the door
We’ll talk and share laughs
It usually ends with someone peeing 

themselves
Which only makes us laugh more.
The guest bedroom
I’ll share the bed with Meme
And we’ll make shadow puppets on the ceiling
Laughing so hard that we can’t breathe
Forever watching that video to remember the way  

I laughed that night
We’ll laugh about it more
For it brings us both so much joy.

kaYlYn harMon, grade 12
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The Tale of the Bunk Bed

I am a bunk bed
And my take will be said.

Every day I was given a yawn
From a small boy named Shawn.

I have been there since Shawn was small
And I have seen him grow tall.

I have traveled with him to many places.
I have seen the boy make many emotional faces.

I have seen him happy.
I have seen him sad.
I know this is sappy,

But I love it when he is glad.
I have seen a man give Shawn “the stare”

That would give anyone a scare.
Shawn and I were together for years

Which is why this tale brings me to tears.
Shawn’s family has given me to another.

Farewell, my dear brother.

shaWn Johnson, grade 12

Lost Among the Leaves and Snow

Seasons change based on equinoxes not weather,
But sometimes fall becomes so cold it seems like winter.

The cold numbs everything it touches so nothing  
can be felt

Darkness arrives sooner and stays for so much longer.
The ground becomes completely covered by leaves,

And then immediately buried beneath snow.
This allows sorrow and pain to be forgotten

Because their constant reminders cannot be seen.
Eventually spring will come and melt away the cold,

But the glistening stones that were put up during  
the fall

Will continuously get lost among the leaves and snow  
every year.

ashlYn Jones, grade 12
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Porch Swing

The warm summer night brings a sweet floral scent on its wings,
The air is sticky with moisture.

They lean in for one last kiss, and the porch lights flick on, then off again.
The old and splintering wood sees faces flush with embarrassment once 

more.

Leaves fall, the swing sees spilled apple cider and dropped pumpkin seeds.
Costumes, candy, and full harvest moons.

It is a place for comfort, for raw and real emotion.

Days, weeks, months, and years pass.
Seasons change,

But the old swings rocks back-and-forth still, holding tight to those who 
need it.

Swinging slowly on that worn wooden porch swing,
One foot on the ground, one tucked under me.

eMilY lee, grade 12

Where I’m From

I am from brownie batter,
From Pine-Sol and Clorox.

I am from swing sets in the backyard,
the garden bursting with vegetables.

I am from smells that make my mouth water,
slowly diminishing as the tarts lose life.

I’m from pinwheels and blue eyes,
from Tony and Lisa;

from the “I told you so” to “Pack my dinner bucket.”
From “Go away” to “Go get your mom.”

I am from early Sunday mornings
and flower dresses with long coats.

I am from Sandy Ridge and Banner,
from macaroni and tomatoes and vanilla Coke.

From the fingers my grandfather lost to the table saw, the arthritis in my 
dad’s knees.

On a shelf, my first Barbie still in the original box,
pictures of my best-friends stuck all over the walls,
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hiding all of our secrets behind stuck-out tongues.
All the baby pictures, hair from my first haircut

secured inside a big book titled “Summer Marie Lee.”
I am from the moments, the seconds in time, everyone hopes to remember 

forever.
suMMer lee, grade 12

A Special Object - Grandfather’s Flag

There it sits, perched above the fireplace,
A reminder of my late grandfather,
A man I would never get to meet.

It watches as we come and go,
Folded neatly in a black triangular-shaped box.

A flag of the country my grandfather fought to defend.
WilliaM lunsFord, grade 12

Where I’m From

I am from the rolling mountains of southwest Virginia, from biscuits and 
gravy with strawberry jelly and tea as sweet as the sun’s last smile.

I am from the starch-white house with a wrap-around porch where my 
family watches as the seasons come and go.

I am from the dogwood and pawpaw trees, the sassafras and flourishing 
hens and chicks.

I am from a family who practices patriotism, patience, and politeness, 
from McCowans and Caldwells.

I am from the hardworking and honest, the humble and kind.
From “Mind your manners” and “Because I said so.”
I am from the book of God, a lamp that lights the path.
I am from the Old Dominion where coal miners flourish, from cornbread 

and fried green tomatoes.
From the steel blue eyes of my papaw, the sweet, floral perfume of my 

mamaw, and the now-graying fur of my beloved dog.
I am from the smell of a wood fire burning, the feeling of seeing your first 

big buck, the sight of the sun setting over the mountains, and the feel 
of the wind blowing against your face on a chilly November night.

I am from good ole’ southwest Virginia.
graCe MCCoWan, grade 12
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The Garden

The garden is my special place. My happy place. I go there when I’m lonely and sad, happy 
and thankful. I take my current read and sit there for hours in the sweet sunshine; the smell of 
honeysuckle and roses fill my nostrils. I can hear the water of the small stream flowing over the 
rocks, making tiny waterfalls that sparkle in the summer sunlight. Birds chirp happily, while 
the honey bees buzz, taking nectar from flower to flower. I feel relaxed and content. I can sit 
out here for hours and drink lemonade and snack on cookies, going from book to book, listen-
ing to the sounds of God’s beautiful creation.

The garden is my secret place. It’s magical. The way the soft breeze ruffles my hair and 
the water glitters like jewels. I wouldn’t be surprised if I were to see a unicorn, perhaps a 
fairy. It would fit right in with how picturesque my garden is. Summer nights are just as 
grand as the daytime. I take pillows and blankets and cuddle up to watch the starry night 
sky. I  ponder and think about the universe and what it may hold. The Christmas lights 
that my dad put up for me several years ago still give me just enough illumination to see 
where I’m at.

My garden. The garden where I’ll take my first love. The garden where every flower and 
every white lace garden chair know my secrets. The garden where I’ve cried for characters in 
books for hours. The garden where I’ve danced barefoot in the soft grass and swung happily 
from the old swing with vines growing up the side.
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The garden who is more like a guardian. Showing me love each year with new flowers 
blooming. Roses, lilies, sunflowers, and honeysuckle. Although I may be going through hard 
changes in life, I know that my flowers will always bloom back after a harsh winter, leaving, but 
yet always to return. The garden is where I grow, just like my sweet flowers.

raChel MCCoWan, grade 12

God and Family

God and family are two very important things in my life.
They both love me for who I am even when I make mistakes.

They help me get through heartaches.
They stand beside me

Not in front or behind me.
They are my friends

Who will be with me until the end.
They teach me,

Not try to defeat me.
lindseY Meade, grade 12

My God

My God is a great god!
Have you heard that he parted the sea with a rod?
My God lives in a place high above the rafters.
My God spares people from disasters.
My God loves you just as you are.
He goes with us, near and far.
My God wipes my tears away in times of despair.
My God hears all of his children’s prayers.
He forgives us for all that we have done,
And he gives the love of his only son.
He says that if we are forgiven, we will see his face at those pearly gates.
Heaven is a place where our loved ones embrace and angels await.
We have to hold faith tight,
And believe everything is going to be alright.
Away from him do not run,
For his will has to be done.
He says this too shall pass.
My God’s face I will see at last.

Melissa Meade, grade 12
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Lessons My Mama Taught Me

Ever since I was a child, Mama always said “Act your age,”
but I didn’t understand because compared to my friends, I was behaving 

just the same.
I was taught to count my blessings
because not everyone’s as lucky as I,

and to always be determined
for you never know what the future holds.

That elegance is a sign of true beauty
and forever is a really long time.

I was taught everyone has to eventually grow up
no matter how much Peter Pan didn’t want to.
I was told to hush in church and during prayer.

I learned your imagination can take you
out of this holler, over the mountains, and out of here.

To jump high and aim for the moon
because even if you miss, you’ll land among the stars –

I learned the hard way to always kiss goodbye
because you don’t know if you’ll ever see them again.

That sometimes it’s easier to laugh through the hard times to prevent the 
tears.

She always told me
“Baby, you gotta make yourself happy; you can’t count on someone else 

for that.”
I was told to never say never because nothing’s impossible

as long as you’re optimistic and believe the glass is always half full.
They taught young and naive little me

to always be pretty – that’s what the boys really want.
To always question everything you didn’t understand.

I wanted to know each of God’s reasonings —
She told me to be righteous and stand up for what’s right

but to stop being a smart alec if I didn’t want a belt across my behind.
I always got told not to talk with my mouth full
because nobody likes the joke about “sea food.”

I later learned I may not always understand other points of view,
but it was okay because there’s always two sides to every story.

I should value the time well spent
because that’s something you can never get back.
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That I should walk in someone else’s shoes before I form an opinion;
To be kind except when someone else comes after me first.

To yearn to know more because you can never gain too much knowledge
And most importantly, I was taught to be zany

because it’s better to be funny rather than boring

aleXandria Mullins, grade 12

First Date

A Two-Voice Poem

We went to different schools.
 We didn’t know each other.
Coeburn High School
 Clintwood High School
When we were going on our first date my brother hit on her
 I’ll never forget it. His brother, your Uncle Chris, tried to get my number.
I was pumping gas and I heard him alright
 He was talking awfully loud
I came around the car and he saw me. Big ol grin on his face.
 I thought they were gonna fight.
He knew he messed with his big brother’s girl and he didn’t know what to 

say. Just grinin.
 I rolled up the window, kept my mouth shut
I opened up her door and told her to get out and that she had to meet 

someone.
 When I got out of the car I was just, well, confused. I didn’t know who 

it was.
Yeah, she thought he was a stranger.
 After I met him and figured out who it was we all had a big laugh out of it.
We laughed. But I was still a little mad.
 Your dad was still red in the face when we left.
I told her I was sorry, hoping she still liked me.
 I did.

Chloe ring, grade 12

Grow

I have grown like a vine through the trees.
Wrapping my mind around concepts with no less grasp,
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 only more growth like the tendrils of the ever-growing plant around 
limbs.

I am growing as I hope others around me are as well.
Small foliage growing around enormous trees
 that I aspire to be.
Vines unintentionally killing.
An example of me hitting every nerve of the teachers that teach me (I’m 

sorry).
But between the vine and me,
 the ultimate goal is to grow.

haleY nelson, grade 12

Ride the Rockies

William Bobbit Salyers, B.O.B.B.I.T.
There was a doctor in St. Paul by the last name Bobbit

That’s where that came from, okay?
I was born 1943, September 21st.

I lived in Booty where I remember carrying water
From the Booty Spring

As a child we played baseball
We would shoot marvels

That’s where you had to get the little glass balls out of the circle
That’s a game you should try one day

I knew what I wanted to be when I was growing up
I got what I wanted, work for the railroad

Ride trains
37 years, started at 16 hours a day

Then to 12 hours, then 8
I made 93 cent starting out

The last, when I quit, it was 34 dollars an hour
I met her when, let’s see, I was 18.

Guy hired me to load corn down in Nickelsville
She was there to help me load the truck

You could say it was a cornfield romance, okay?
We sat and talked that next Friday.

Daddy wouldn’t let her go anywhere
They were very strict
Met her October, ’61
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Got married July 6th of ’63.
I believe she was the one who asked me

There was only ever one thing I wish I got to do
Only thing I life I ever wanted to do and didn’t

Oh, yes.
I wanted to ride the railroad through the Rockies.

That would be something
But when you start out at 93 cent

And move to 34 dollars
That’s how the world has changed

JaYMe salYers, grade 12

The Sidewalk

There, on the slate sidewalk by my grandparents’ back porch,
Is the feeding ground of many a hungry bird.

My favorite past-time there is to look through the screened window of 
the kitchen.

With their beaks full, a conclave of cardinals sing muffled songs,
As bands of blue jays quarrel on the concrete to chase off their crimson 

counterparts.
House finches dangle upside down from a thistle sock, pecking away at 

the pores.
From the gurgling cowbirds to the tiny chickadees,

It’s such a pleasure to watch the creatures fly from tree to tree.
They hop around on the ground and flutter their wings,

Birdwatching is my favorite thing to do, watching from the window 
screen.

suZanne sCheerer, grade 12

From Three Homes

I am from three homes,
One here, one there, one miles away.
From two sets of parents,
One split and one forgetful.

I’m from forced Sunday mornings,
Unwilling to change.
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From freedom of mind,
Untouched by prying eyes and hands.

I’m from southern slang,
“Y’all come back” and “Tan your hide!”
From a voice that doesn’t fit,
“You all come back” and peaceful  

solutions.

I’m from early mornings in the woods,
Dragging 150 pounds by the horns.
From memories of the hunt,
Tears of joy from my dad’s eyes.

I’m from long road trips,
I-Spy and guess the song (and singer).
From sunburns and sticky skin,
Seawater that makes me feel alive.

I’m from sadness and pain,
Wet pillows and stained sleeves.
From fear and hiding,
Forcing smiles and laughter.

I’m from sad songs and breakdowns,
From hopelessness and isolation.
From a struggle to survive,
White, tan, and blue pills.

I’m from nights alone
Until……
I’m from the virtual world,
A second family.

I’m from one home,
18 hours away.
Not 4 walls,
But a heartbeat and two arms.

I’m from the love of another,
Who keeps me alive.
From a man who is as strong as an ox,
But gentle as a lamb.
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I’m from Love,
From Hope,
From Trust,
From LOVE!

kaleigh sTill, grade 12

My Grandparents’ House

While my memory map may be of grandparents’ house, there is another house in my life 
that holds a lot of value. That house would be my great grandparents’ house in Tennessee. 
While they no longer live in that house as they have both passed away, I still have many fond 
memories of that place. The main thing I  remember would have to be their poodle, Little 
Bear. He was the sweetest dog I have ever met. I’ll also never forget those long golf cart rides 
that my great grandfather would take me and Nick on. He could drive us around all day but 
it would only feel like 5 minutes. It’s like the saying “Time flies by when you’re having fun.” 
The last thing I remember about that place was Christmas time. We would venture to their 
house and have such a good time. I do not get to see that side of the family a whole lot which 
made those times even better. That house will always have a place in my heart with so many 
memories.

ColYn sTurgill, grade 12

All the Special Things

The object I’ll never touch
The things lost with time and venomous words spoken from two tongues
The pictures of myself I can’t bring my mind to remember
The bike I first learned to ride
All the things that could’ve been, should’ve been, with me now
The things that I could touch and maybe, just maybe, strike a memory 

that
 would of maybe led to a smile or a tear
Anything would of been done to save these objects ... may be one less 

word
 spoken, a little less struggle and a lot more money, or a kind worker 

who
 would give us time
Even an auction cancelled that day
Just a little more of something to bring my special objects back to me

Marshara ThoMPson, grade 12
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Mission Complete

Growing up with my dad was nothing short of an adventure. In fact, it seemed as if our days spent 
together were never-ending. As soon as my mom left for the day, my dad, sister, and I came up with 
a plan for that day. Sometimes it was gathering up all the couch cushions, pillows, and comforters to 
use them as padding for the stairs. Then we would get a laundry basket and slide all the way down 
the steps. Sometimes we played a special game called Pirates. We would bury our whole bodies under 
blankets and act as if pirates were in the room and we were hiding in our secret hideout.

My personal favorite was family vacations. I  vividly remember a time at Disney World 
when my dad came up with a mission for him, my sister, and me to go on. These “missions” 
usually consisted of going in places that read “Do Not Enter” or “Employees Only” zones. This 
“mission” arose while waiting in a very long line to eat.

My dad is a very impatient man, so he got mine and my sister’s attention and prodded us 
to go on a mission. We went up a set of stamps that were off-limits and roped off, along with 
a sign that said “Do Not Enter.” We were trying to be as nonchalant as possible and doing our 
very best not to be noticed while sneaking up the steps; all the while, my mom was giving us 
looks of disapproval. My dad walked up the steps with his back against the wall making my 
sister and I believe as if we were actual Navy SEALs on a real-life mission.

We finally reached the top of the steps to come face-to-face with the door. With much an-
ticipation, we opened to the door and there we stood on a stage with a curtain in front of us. 
With no time to react, the curtain started to open. That day, we made our first and probably 
only-ever debut on stage for a Disney production. Once we realized what was happening, the 
Navy SEALs in us broke back out and we were off the stage, out the door, and down the steps 
in less than a minute. Once we reached the bottom of the stairs, Mom was waiting, shaking 
her head, as Dad said, “Mission Complete.”

hannah WYriCk, grade 12 
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Katie Jessee, Visual Arts

As I  look over my over my classroom at the beginning of each New Year, I  try to visu-
alize what I  can teach them that will give them a secure feeling that they are, or can be an 
accomplished artist in my class. I try to introduce art projects that go above and beyond the 
norm such as coffee, woodworking, masking tape art, etc.…. Some of the art that my 2017–18 
students have entered exhibit this unique style. With constant encouragement each student 
can and will complete works of art that they are proud 
of and want to show off. Several times during the year, 
I  am approached by organizations having contests or 
exhibits that showcases my student art. Examples are 
the Big Stone Gap Celtic Festival of which several piec-
es are shown. Also the Clinch River Festival in St. Paul 
VA, where students exhibit artwork in the St.  Paul 
Railroad Museum during the festival. Throughout 
the year many of the students win contests through 
recognition, monetary, or scholarships. I believe in giv-
ing each student the opportunity to be able to express 
themselves through art, whether it is drawing, painting, 
pottery, or any other medium. I never fail to give praises 
and encouragement to all my students.

Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Bluebird, Watercolor Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Dragonfly, Watercolor
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Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Little White Church, Watercolor

Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Oh Deer, Watercolor Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Bunny On Parade, Watercolor
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Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Sweet Spring, Watercolor

Ariele Childress, Grade 12, You Got Mail, Watercolor
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Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Deer Season, Stipple

Ariele Childress, Grade 12, Celtic Art
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Night Dreaming

Medium: Mono-Chromatic (Violet/White/Black Tempera)

I spent time with my best friend during the summer and on her property they had this 
majestic tree. We often would go out and sit under it and view the beautiful moon.

Ciera Collins, grade 11

The Bluegrass Prodigy

Medium: Mono-Chromatic (Blue/White/Black 
Tempera)

I decided to paint this because I have had a 
strong connection with music since the day I was 
born. I found the love of my life when I picked 
up a guitar. This guitar represents the beautiful 
music of the Southwest Virginia Mountains. 
I  have been blessed by the Lord above to live 
in such and amazing place, singing, and playing 
my music everywhere. Though not many people 
know about our traditions, we still strive to keep 
it alive. Music is the heart of these mountains.

hunTer dearrY, grade 11
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Moonlight on Over the Knob

Medium: Tempera/Mono-Chromatic

I love trees and in these mountains of Virginia we are blessed. Being on High Knob you feel 
like you are on top of the world and to be there on a full moon night is the best.

kaYlee Johnson, grade 11      

Joshua Levy, Grade 11, Crown Me Celtic
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Rachel McCowen, Grade 12, Harvest Time JaylenMullins, Grade 10, On the Rooftop, Acrylic

David Sargent, Grade 10, Friendship, Photography David Sargent, Grade 10, The Lights Are On, 
Photography
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David Sargent, Grade 10, Sparks, Photography

Suzanne Scheerer, Autumn Harvest, Ebony Pencil Sketch



72 easTside high sChool

Suzanne Scheerer, Color Cascade, Acrylic

Suzanne Scheerer, Spring Morning, Cross Hatching/Gel Pens 
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Suzanne Scheerer, Cardinal Direction, Acrylic Suzanne Scheerer, The Trees That Have Eyes, Pencil

Suzanne Scheerer, Awe Caw, Pencil
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Suzanne Scheerer, Celtic Art

Marisa Smith, Grade 9, Coffee Painting
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Gentle Goodnight

Medium: Coffee Painting

I oftentimes take hiking trips to the very top of a mountain behind my home in Pound, VA 
just to experience the beauty of star gazing. The reason I go out of my way is merely for the 
clarity of the night; it is pitch black night there and unbelievably beautiful.

Julien sTurgill, grade 12
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Midnight on the Water

Medium: Tempera/Mono-Chromatic

I’ve spent many days at the lake in Pound, VA and it seeing the rising moon is something to 
behold. I thought painting this would be a good way to capture the visual image.

dYlan sTouT, grade 10

  
Haley Tankersley, Grade 12, Celtic Art
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Broken & Poured Out

Medium: Pencil Drawing

The name of my art pieces is “Broken & Poured Out.” I was inspired by a song that my 
sister Victoria had written with some of the people that she goes to church with. When she 
first sent me the link of the song I had a picture in my head for a drawing. The only issue was, 
I was having trouble getting it from my brain to the paper. It took about 30 scrap drawings to 
finally get it where I wanted it. But, the reason that I drew it was because the song kept telling 
me that people feel used up, but they want to give, they want to be seen, and heard. After trying 
over and over again they eventually fall apart and break.

aMelia WrighT, grade 11
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Flatwoods is a Special Place

Flatwoods Elementary School is a very special place to me. It’s a huge part of my past, 
present and future. My grandparents and parents attended school at Flatwoods and were very 
proud to have done so. I attended Flatwoods from elementary school through completion of 
high school. I continued to carry that same pride which I passed on to my two sons as they 
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attended Flatwoods. The 2017–2018 school year brought on the fifth generation of my family 
to attend Flatwoods Elementary School as my granddaughter began her education here.

It is easy to see why Flatwoods is so special to me, but what about the students who do not 
have the same connection to the school and community as me? The Origin Project has helped 
to bridge that gap. It has all students form a connection to this school whether they are from 
the Flatwoods area or not. Students are learning the heritage of this school and the community 
through personal interviews of community members. I feel the pride in Flatwoods Elementary 
School will be ever present.

greTTa Carroll, grade 4 english TeaCher

TOP Second Grade Pilot

This year we were fortunate to have the first group of second graders to pilot The Origin 
Project. In order to build some excitement in these students and give them a better under-
standing of The Origin Project, they attended a presentation about games from the past. In 
order to build interest, a powerpoint presentation was used which contained pictures of adults 
and children from the past playing various games. Several items were displayed and used for 
demonstration of how some of the games were played. Some of the games were not famil-
iar to the students such as the hoop trundle, blind man’s bluff, and drop the handkerchief 
while others were easily recognized because they are still played today. These include jump 
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rope, marbles, and hopscotch. Students learned that children often times did not have access 
to fancy items, as mentioned in “Traditional Music in the Classroom: The Crooked Road 
Virginia’s Heritage Music Trail” so they would use common items to create what they needed. 
For instance, old rags could be tied together to make a jump rope or a stick might be used to 
draw a hopscotch board in the dirt. These second graders learned how children in those days 
relied more on their imagination. To further build on this, items such as tobacco sticks and 
grass string (baling twine) were shown to the students. They brainstormed ideas on how chil-
dren might have used those items when playing.

This discussion had them wanting to learn more, so each second grader interviewed a fam-
ily member or neighbor to find out what type of games they played when they were children. 
Students also found out how the game was played and then they wrote about the interview in 
their journals. What a foundation this has provided these students as they continue to write 
and participate in The Origin Project.

sheila shuler, Co-TeaCher
FlaTWoods eleMenTarY sChool  

A Memory from my Granny’s Past

I interviewed Kathy Dean. She is my granny. She was born in 1952. Granny’s favorite memory 
is walking to her grandmother’s house and swinging on her porch.

huXleY aldridge, grade 2
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Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Windolla Skidmore, my grandmother. 
My grandmother was born in the year 1947. Grandmother told me about the game hopscotch 
that she played as a child. My grandmother told me that she played this game with her sister. 
This is how she explained the game to me. This is what she said to do. First you throw a rock 
in the square. You look at the number and you jump on the numbers by jumping on one foot. 
Hopscotch sounds like a fun game.

Bellah BaCh, grade 2

My Thanksgiving Day

On Thanksgiving Day, I was at my Aunt Leslie’s. I ate turkey, mashed potatoes, corn, green 
beans and homemade mac and cheese. My family was with me. My favorite part was playing 
tag with my cousins.

aVerY BaTes, grade 2

Tag, You’re It!

My great grandmother is Bobbie Winters. She was born in 1942 and I  interviewed her. 
A game that my grandma liked to play when she was a child was Tag. She played Tag with her 
sisters. Everyone playing the game had to run from the person who is it. The person who was 
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it had to chase everyone and Tag them to be it next. The game continued until everyone was 
tired of playing.

aiden BroWn, grade 2

Mother May I

I interviewed my Papaw David Barber about his favorite games as a child. He was born 
in 1969 and a game my papaw liked to play was Mother May I. He played with his brothers 
and twin sisters. All the players start by standing in a straight line. One person gets to be 
“Mother.” “Mother” calls out a player’s name and tells them to take steps forward. The players 
have to ask “Mother may I” before they take the steps. If they don’t say, “Mother may I” they 
have to go back to the start line. My papaw loved to play Mother May I.

haYden Burke, grade 2

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Eddie Cantor, my papaw. My papaw was 
born in the year 1955. He told me about the game marbles that he played as a child. My papaw, 
told me that he played this game with brothers and sisters. This is how he explained the game 
to me. He drew a circle and put so many marbles inside the circle. Then four or five players 
would take turns using shooter marble to try and get the little ones outside of the circle. They 
would also use roller marbles which is the largest marbles to try and know more marbles out. 
Whoever ended up with the most marbles won. Playing marbles sounds really fun.

luke CanTor, grade 2

A Game from the Past

I interviewed Kaye Stables, my mamaw. She was born in 1957. She played Jack Rocks with 
her sisters. You bounce a ball and you have to catch the ball with the Jack Rocks.

CaleB CaVin, grade 2

My Story

My mother, Jamie Yeary Cavins, told me stories of her childhood. One of the stories she 
would tell me was about playing games with her family.

She would say, “My mom, and sister, and I used to sit in a circle in the floor and play Trivial 
Pursuit at night. My mom and I  followed the actual rules for the game. The most fun part 
however, was that my sister was too young to understand most of the game. So, we had to 
make up rules and hints for her as we played. It was always hilarious, and is one of my best 
childhood memories.”

JonaThan CaVins, grade 2
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Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Joe Childers, my papaw. My papaw was 
born in the year 1943. Papaw told me about the game marbles. My papaw said draw a circle 
and whoever the most out got to keep the marbles. Whoever go the most marbles won the 
game. Playing marbles sounds really fun.

deVon Childers, grade 2

A Game from the Past

I interviewed Brenda Cope. She is my great grandmother. She was born in 1946. She played 
the game Red Rover. She played with her brothers, her sisters, and her neighborhood friends.

There were two lines of kids facing each other, standing apart, and interlocking wrists with 
the person beside them. One team hollers, “Red Rover, Red Rover, we dare Brenda over!” If 
the person dared over doesn’t break through, then they are on your team. But, if they break 
through, they go back to their own team. The team with the most players at the end of the 
game wins.

addison Clark, grade 2

A Memory from my Pop’s Past

Pop, my grandfather, was born in 1942. He didn’t get to go vacation as a child. His favorite 
childhood memory was spending time on his Uncle Witcher’s farm. Even though he spent his 
time working, it was fun.

J.T. Clark, grade 2

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Rosemary Lewis, my grandmother. My 
grandmother was born in the year 1954. My grandmother told me about the game red rover 
that she played as a child. My grandmother told me that she played this game with siblings 
and cousins. This is how she explained the game to me. First you pick two teams. They stand 
in a line across from each other. They take turns calling kids from the other team who tries to 
break through the other line. Playing red rover sounds really scary.

kaiTlYn ClasBY, grade 2

COWBOYS AND INDIANS

I interviewed my papaw, Charlie. He was born in 1958. He played cowboys and indians 
when he was young. He played with friends and family. To play the game, he split into two 
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groups. The cowboys would take fake guns and chase the indians. The indians would use fake 
spears and chase the cowboys. They would tie each other up with old rope and wait to be 
rescued. When the indians died, cowboys put them behind a bush and then the indians would 
come back to life in a few days.

ZaCk CoPe, grade TWo

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Linda Cowden, my nanny. My nanny was 
born in 1942. She told me about the game checkers that she played as a child. My nanny, told 
me that she played this game with her Dad. This is how she explained the game to me. Dad 

and I went and sat in her house and she said to me you move the checkers and try to jump the 
other teams. Try to take all of the other teams checkers. Playing checkers sounds really fun.

leah CoWden, grade 2

Kick the Milk Jug

My teacher, Polly Snodgrass, was born in 1945. I interviewed her and asked what games 
she liked to play when she was a child. A game my teacher liked to play was Kick the Milk 
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Jug. She says they did not have games like we have today. My teacher only had what they 
made up to play. She played Kick the Milk Jug with her sisters, brothers, neighbors, and 
cousins.

Chloe CrusenBerrY, grade 2

September 11, 2001

Last night mom told me about 09–11–2001. She told me that my sister had a birthday. My 
mom was sad. September 11th was important day in my mom’s life.

BraYden daVis, grade 2

RED ROVER

I interviewed my grandmother, Louise Eldridge. She was born in 1941. She played Red 
Rover when she was young. She played Red Rover with neighbors and friends at school. The 
game was played with four to six kids holding hands on two sides. Somebody calls out Red 
Rover, Red Rover let Aaron come over. He runs and tries to break through two people’s arms. 
If he breaks through he chooses a child to take back to his side. If he cannot break the line, 
Aaron stays on the side he did not break. Both sides take turns.

aaron eldridge, grade TWo

My Thanksgiving Day

I went to Virginia. I ate turkey and macaro-
ni and cheese. My aunt, uncle, and brother were 
there. My favorite part was playing football.

BraYden elY, grade 2

A Memory from my Mom’s Past

My mom, Sharon Fortner, was born in 
1979. One of her favorite childhood memo-
ries was when she was in 2nd grade. The whole 
school participated in the play called The 
Nutcracker. The girls wore tutus and danced 
in front of the entire school. My mom over-
came her fear of getting in front of a crowd 
of people.

aVa ForTner, grade 2
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A Memory from my Dad’s Past

My dad, Johnny Fortner, was born in 1978. One of his favorite child memories was with 
his papaw. His paaw was his best friend. They loved to hunt together and have long talks. It is 
special because my dad was very close to his papaw and loved him very much.

Mia ForTner, grade 2

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I  interviewed Anita Rutledge, my grandmother. My 
grandmother was born in the year 1954. She told me about the game Jackrocks. She, her sister 
and cousins played together. She explained the game to me by saying throw the jacks out and 
start with one ones and keep going. Playing Jackrocks sounds really fun.

Joshua gale, grade 2

A Game from the Past

I interviewed Nancy Brock, my Grana. She was born in 1949. She played the game Hide 
and Seek. She played with her brothers and sisters. They played the game by one person count-
ing and the rest hide. The person that counts finds the people that hide.

graCie grigsBY, grade 2

Mrs. Long

I interviewed my librarian, Mrs. Gigi Long. She was born in 1964. She played wiffle ball 
when she was young. She played with her neighbors, which were six boys. The game was like 
baseball. It was a plastic bat and a plastic baseball with holes in it.

Cali higgs, grade TWo

My Interview With Nana

I interviewed my grandmother, Sandy Hines. She was born in 1947. She played kick the can 
when she was young. My nana played with her brothers, sisters and friends. She played kick 
the can by one person would kid the can and the other players would go hide.

lila hines, grade TWo

Jump Rope

I interviewed my nana Pam Hines. She was born in 1953. A  game that my nana liked 
to play when she was a child was Jump Rope. She played with Maria, Jan, and Mary. They 
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played on the sidewalk at school. Two people threw and one person jumped the rope as it 
came around.

MiChael hines, grade 2

Rolly Holly

I interviewed my Paw, Gary Graham. He was born in 1942. A game that my paw liked to play 
when he was a child was Marbles. He played Marbles with anybody in his elementary school that 
had marbles. To play the game there are three or more players with each putting the same number of 
marbles in the ring. The one who shoots the most marbles out of the ring wins. Another marble game 
they played was Rolly Holly. A small hole was dug in the ground. Each player gets a turn to shoot 
into the hole. If you get all the way around the hole without shooting out you win all the marbles.

Ben hiXson, grade 2

Papaw McCloud

My grandparents, Joseph and Judy McCloud, are the best. They always give their time and 
love to their children and grandchildren!

My Papaw McCloud used to drive my mom and me to all my therapy appointments when 
I was very young. After my appointments, papaw would always take us out to eat. He never com-
plained about our needing his help and he always gave generously. He is always fun to be around!

My Mamaw McCloud is the sweetest mamaw ever! She keeps her grandbabies a lot to help 
out her children with childcare. She kept me and my sister before for four days while my mom 
went to Boston for a much needed vacation. She gives so much of herself taking care of her 
family. She’s very kind and super thoughtful! I love my grandparents!

Bella-ann horner, grade 2

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Irene Jerrell, my mammy. My mammy 
was born in the year 1936. She told me about the game tag that she played as a child. My 
mammy told me that she played this game with her sister. She explained the game to me like 
this, when you get a group of friends together and you’re the “H” person you chase another 
person until you catch them. When you catch them you say “tag your it”. They they become the 
“H” person. Playing tag sounds really fun.

kaMeron Jerrell, grade 2

My Mamaw Caught June Bugs

I interviewed my mamaw, Loretta Williams. She was born in 1943. She liked to catch 
Junebugs when she was young. My mamaw played with her sisters. One of her favorite things 
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to do was to catch Junebugs. When she caught them she would tie a string on one of its legs 
and let it go. Then she would hold a string and it would fly around flapping the string in the air.

shelBY Johnson, grade 2

Hopscotch and Jump Rope

I interviewed my great grandmother, Evelyn Harless. She was born in 1932. She played 
hopscotch and jump rope when she was young. She played these games with her siblings and 
other school children. To play hopscotch, she used chalk to draw the game grid. She threw 
a rock in to the grid that was drawn by the chalk. She then jump through the grid without 
touching the lines of the squares.If the lines were touched, that player was out of the game. 
Whoever went the longest without touching the lines was the winner. To play jump rope, she 
used a grapevine. Friends would swing the rope while people in the middle jumped.

allie Jones, grade 2

A Memory from my Mom’s Past

Jacqueline, my mother, loved playing in the snow and sleigh riding She would ride her sister’s 
sleigh down the hill very fast. It was so much fun. She loved making memories she will never forget.

kaYla Jones, grade 2

A Memory from my Mom’s Past

My mother, Ashley King, was born in 1986. Her favorite thing from when she was a child 
was playing sports. She played for Black Mountain School Elementary. Also, she was on the 
“Running Track” team. She did both of this sports in Harlan, Kentucky.

karen king, grade 2

Interview With Papaw

I interviewed my papaw, James. He was born in 1942. When he was young he liked to swim 
in the creek. My papaw played with his brothers. When he went to the creek he took the toys 
that they made to play with in the water.

oFFie king, grade 2

Playing House

I interviewed my great-grandmother, Deloris Wolford. She was born in 1945. She played 
house when she was young. My great-grandmother played with her 17 brothers and sisters. 
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They lived beside a cinder block plant. They used the cinderblocks to build dollhouses and 
furniture.

k-shea lane, grade 2

September 11, 2001

Last night mommy told me about 09–11–01. She told me she was at her locker. She was 
sad. September 11, 2001 was an important day in my mom’s life.

anessa laWson, grade 2

The Olden Days

I interviewed Curtis Collins. He is my grandfather. He was born in 1948. He played Kick 
the Can with his neighborhood kids in Maryland and with the church youth group. All of the 
players gather around the can. The seeker kicks the can and as soon as they go to get it to put 
it back, everyone hides. If the seeker finds another player, they have to yell who they found 
and where. They then run to kick the can and hide. If someone kicks the can while the seeker 
is seeking, the seeker has to go back to fix the can. The game starts over. That is how you play 
Kick the Can.

Jaden laWson, grade 2

A Memory from my Mom’s Past

My Mom’s favorite memory is when she went to the beach with her family as a child. She 
had a blast playing charades, having water balloon fights, and playing board games with ev-
eryone. The most fun was renting golf carts on Bald Head Island. Mom will never forget this 
special trip.

JosslYn lindsaY, grade 2

Hide-and-Seek

I interviewed my papaw for this project. His name is Jimmy Miles. He was born in 1948. 
A game that my papaw liked to play when he was a child was Hide-and-Seek. He played Hide-
and-Seek with his friends that lived nearby and with his siblings. They started playing near 
dusk. Their hiding places were behind trees, cars, rocks, in ditches, on banks, or anywhere big 
enough to get behind. My papaw and his friends would play for hours. They had to continue to 
look until everyone was found. The last person found was the winner. My papaw loved playing 
Hide-and-Seek with his friends.

JakoB MaBe, grade 2
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Easter Story

My mother, Vanessa Figueroa, told me stories of her childhood. One of the stories she 
would tell me was about Easter. She would say, “As a child Easter was a special time. It was a 
great feeling to celebrate it with all the family, even distant relatives. Easter was always a fun 
time in Florida. Weather was always great, warm and sunny. We would enjoy each other’s com-
pany and catch up with relatives I would not often see. The egg hunt was always a fun time, all 
the kids would challenge each other to find the golden egg with money. But the best time was 
when the water balloon, water guns, and water holes fight would go on. Even the grownups 
would challenge each other. Then we would get the special eggs made with flour and confetti 
and chase each other to crack them over each other’s head. Growing up in Florida was the 
best time of my life. My mom would finish her stories by telling me that she loves me always.

a.J. MaCedo, grade 2

Mumbley Peg

My papaw, Robert Anderson, was born in 1949. I interviewed him and a game that he liked 
to play when he was a child was Mumbley Peg. He played this game with David Fluff, Ronnie 
Gibson, and Jim Gibson. To play Mumbley Peg they would throw a knife and try to get it to 
stick in the ground. After that, you stretch and touch your toes to the knife. Whoever stretches 
the farthest wins.

kenadee MCelYea, grade 2

Bob Jacks and Marbles

My Papaw is Tim Brown and he was born in 1958. I interviewed him and two games my 
papaw liked as a child were Bob Jacks and Marbles. He played with kids, neighbors, and class-
mates. To play the game Bob Jacks you scatter jacks on the ground or floor. Then you bounce 
a ball. While the ball is in the air, you pick up jacks with one hand, and grab the ball before it 
bounces twice. The rounds are called “onesies” where you pick up one jack, “twosies” where you 
pick up two jacks, “threesies” where you pick up three jacks, and so on. The person that picks 
up the most jacks in one hand before the ball bounces twice, wins the game.

PaYTon MiddleTon, grade 2

Baseball

I interviewed my mom, Sheena Ann Davis. She was born in 1982. She played baseball 
when she was young. My mom played baseball with her friends. She played baseball by hitting 
the ball with a bat and running around bases.

laTisha MilaM, grade 2
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A Memory from my Grandmother’s Past

My grandmother would get can and kick it to her sisters. She also played red rover with her 
family. She loved to play with her brothers and sisters.

drake Miles, grade 2

Red Rover

I interviewed my teacher about the games she played when she was a child. Her name is 
Betty Smith and she was born in 1948. A game she remembers is Red Rover. She played with 
students at Ewing Elementary School in Virginia. To play the game two lines are started with 
kids holding hands and facing each other. A leader calls someone from the opposite side to run 
and try to break the other sides line by saying, “Red Rover, Red Rover, we dare (friend’s name) 
to come over.” If they break the line they take that person back to their line. If they don’t break 
the line they stay and join that line. When the time is up the line with the most players wins. 
Red Rover was Mrs. Betty’s favorite game.

BraXTon MisTer, grade 2

A Game from the Past

I interviewed Robert Earl Moore, my papaw. He was born in 1950, November 8. He played 
hunting with his brothers. You grab your shotgun and go out early in the morning, set up a 
good spot and wait on an animal. He liked squirrel hunting the best.

ashleY Moore, grade 2

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Charley Moore, my papaw. My papaw 
was born in the year 1941. My papaw told me about the game Roll the Wheel that he played 
as a child. My papaw told me he played this game with his brothers. This is how he explained 
the game to me. He said to first a piece of wire and bend the toe into a curve. Then get a metal 
wheel or something and roll the wheel around. Roll the Wheel sounds really fun.

rYan Moore, grade 2

A Memory from my Mom’s Past

I interviewed my mom, Stacy Munsey. Her favorite childhood memory was spending the 
night with her Granny. It was special to my Mom because they would do fun things together. 
I enjoy spending the night with my Gammy too.

linColn MunseY, grade 2
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Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Nancy Rhoten, my church friend. My 
church friend was born in the year 1947. She told me about the barrel roll that she played as 
a child. My church friend told me that she played this game with her cousins. This how she 
explained the game to me. She told me they would take an old empty barrel and try to roll it 
across the field. Of course she was the youngest and was not very good at it. It is still one of 
her favorite memories. She said it was easier if they took off their shoes and socks off, she could 
ride or roll it farther that way. Playing the barrel roll sounds really fun.

addison nash, grade 2

My Thanksgiving Day

On Thanksgiving Day I went to my Nany’s. Aunt Michelle, Aunt Barbara and Matthew 
were there. We all ate turkey and chocolate chip cake. The best part was playing iPads.

hagan neFF, grade 2

My Mamaw Played Jack Rocks

I interviewed my nanaw, Cindy Neff. She was born in 1957. She played jack rocks when 
she was young. My nanaw played with her sister Melinda. She played jack rocks by bouncing 
balls and picking up the jacks.

JaCoB neFF, grade 2
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You’re It!

My grandmother, Beverly Sargent was born in 1956. I  asked her about what games she 
liked to play. She said she liked Tag when she was young. She would play with her sisters, 
brothers, and cousins. They all would choose one to be it. They would close their eyes and 
count to 10. Everyone else would run. Then the one that was it would chase everyone until 
they caught someone. Then that person was it. Then they would do it all over again until they 
all was too tired to play anymore.

eThan Parks, grade 2

Hopscotch

I interviewed my great-grandmother, Ida Davidson. She was born in 1932. She played hop-
scotch when she was young. My great-grandmother played with her 14 brothers and sisters. 
She played hopscotch by making their game board drawing in the dirt, as there were not side-
walks at that time. They used sticks to draw the boxes and numbers. Using small rocks, they 
would toss the rock into a box. Whatever number that was written in the box, they could only 
jump that number of times to reach that specific box.

haYgen Parks, grade 2

September 11, 2001

Last night mom told me about September 11. She said she felt sad. 09–11 is a day my mom 
will never forget.

JoslYnn PenningTon, grade 2

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Franklin Terry, my granddad. My grand-
dad was born in 1942. He told me about the game baseball that he played as a child. My 
granddad played this game with his brothers. This is how he explained the game to me. One of 
his brothers would throw the ball to him and his brother. He would always make his brothers 
pitch because he only liked to bat. Playing baseball sounds really fun.

JaCoB Pilon, grade 2

September 11, 2001

One night Mommy told me about 09–11–01. She told me she was at work when she found 
out what had happened. My Mommy felt angry. September 11th, 2001 was an important day 
in my Mommy’s life.

ausTin reed, grade 2
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A Game from the Past

I interviewed my step papaw, Curtis Collins. He was born in 1929. The game he played was 
kick the can. He played the game with his friends.

The game was played by all players gather around the can. The seeker kicks the can, as soon 
as they get to it to put it back, everyone hides. If the seeker finds another player, they have to 
yell who and where. Then they run to kick the can and hide. If someone kicks the can while the 
seeker is seeking, the seeker has to quit looking and fix the can. That is how you play.

dalTon ridings, grade 2

A Game from the Past

I interviewed Paul Crusenberry, my papaw. He was born in 1952. He played Horseshoes. 
He played with Pauline, Alice, Willie, and Paul. The way you play the game is to throw horse-
shoes toward the stakes for points. Whoever got the most points throws the horseshoe to the 
stakes. Whoever got the most points wins.

kailYn roBBins, grade 2

A Game from the Past

I interviewed my Mamaw Diana. She was born in 1951. She played Marbles with her 
brothers and sisters. Mamaw drew a circle in the dirt, then they put all the marbles in the 
middle. Then they took a big marble and they flipped it in the little marbles. The marbles they 
knocked out of the circle, they got to keep.

naThan roBBins, grade 2

Basketball

I interviewed my teacher Carlos Wolfe and his was born in 1956. A game my teacher liked 
to play when he was a child was basketball. He played basketball a lot with his friends. The 
game was often played outside on the playground at school or at home. Most of the time they 
only played one-on-one or a game called CAT. Mr. Wolfe and his friends had lots of fun play-
ing basketball together when they were young.

kendra roBerTs, grade 2

Papaw Played Battleship

I interviewed my papaw, Richard. He was born in 1959. He played Battleship when he was 
young. My papaw played with his sisters. He played Battleship by placing his ships on the 
board and calling shots to try and sink your opponent’s ships.

kYlee rorrer, grade 2
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Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October, I interviewed Pat Sarver, my great grandmother. My great 
grandmother was born in the year 1936. Great grandmother told me about the game Hop-
Scotch that she played as a child. This is what my great grandmother said for me to do. Using 
a piece of chalk, draw squares on a sidewalk. Then number the squares from 1–10. Next each 
kid takes turns jumping on the boxes in order to see who can make it to the end. If you can 
make it through with no mistakes, you win! Playing Hop-Scotch sounds really fun.

MarleY sCoTT, grade 2

Tell Me About a Game From the Past

During the month of October 2017, I interviewed Don Stafford, my papaw. My papaw was 
born in the year 1950. Papaw told me about the game rock ball that he played as a child. My 
papaw, told that he played this game Darrell Musick. This is how he explained the game to me. 
This what he told me. First they went out in the driveway then they got a rock and broomstick, 
and hit the rock. Playing rock ball sounds really fun.

aVa sTaFFord, grade 2

Hide and Go Seek

I interviewed my grandmother Cheryl Witt. She was born in 1962. A game that my grandma 
liked to play when she was a child was Hide and Go Seek. She played with the kids that lived on 
her road. They would go to a tree, hide their eyes, and count to 20. All the other kids would hide 
while they were counting. Then the person counting would try to go find them. If they found one 
they would touch or catch them and that person was the one counting the next turn.

nia sTone, grade 2

Hide and Seek

I interviewed my great-grandma, Wanda. She was born in 1937. She played hide and seek. 
She played when she was young. My great-grandma played with her friends and her sister. She 
played hide and seek by everybody hides and one person finds them. There were lots of places 
to hide in the mining camp because all of the houses were close together. It took a long time 
to find people.

BrYCen TaYlor, grade 2

My Mamaw Played Jacks

I interviewed my mamaw Carolyn. She was born in 1948. She played jacks when when she 
was young. My mamaw played with cousins, Dale and Alberta. She played jacks by putting 
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some jacks in her hand and throwing them on the ground. Then she bounced a ball to see how 
many jacks she could pick up before the ball bounced two times.

WilloW TaYlor, grade 2

Marbles

I interviewed my papaw, Billie Woods. He was born in 1949. He played marbles. When 
he was young. My papaw played with his siblings. He played marbles by drawing a circle and 
putting some marbles in the circle.

What you had left you would flick at the other marbles and whoever had the most marbles 
won.

JaCe Woods, grade 2

My Teacher

My teacher Betty Smith was born in 1948 and I interviewed her. A game that my teacher 
liked to play when she was a child was Hide and Seek. She played with students at school, 
brothers and sisters, and friends. To play the game one person that is “it” has to find the hidden 
people. The first person found becomes “it” for the next time. Mrs. Betty and her friends loved 
playing Hide and Seek.

deZiraY WoliVer, grade 2

A Memory from my Mom’s Past

My Mom’s favorite childhood memory is the times she spent in Alabama with her family. 
At her grandparents, Aunt Ann and Uncle Don’s house, Mama would run up and down the 
dirt path between the two houses getting spoiled with love. They showed her how to care for 
others. They gave her lots of love. These memories are special to her.

MollY WYnn, grade 2

Our Christmas Field Trip

We went on a special Christmas Field Trip to the Lee Theater to see the movie, The Grinch. 
We watched the funny movie. We got to eat popcorn and drink a SODA. After the movie we 
ate pizza and Santa stopped by for a visit. We each sat on Santa’s lap and got a gift. We had 
such a great trip to the Lee Theater.

Jake Mahon, grade 2
kaTelYnn TaYlor, grade 4
hannah seaBolT, grade 5
reBekah horner, grade 5

luCas CooPer, grade 5
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Class Field Trip

In October, our class went on a field trip. We took a hay ride. We got lost in a corn maze. 
We picked pumpkins. We played in a teepee. We slid down the hill on a slide. We saw animals. 
We had a good time.

ashleY sMiTh, grade 2
haleY haWkes - grade 2

luke sMiTh - grade 5

My Papaw’s Scare

My papaw and his brother had a scare in Wise County, Virginia on July 4, 1947. They liked 
playing outside on bikes and they played hide and seek, tag and more games. My papaw and 
his brother were riding their bikes down a hill, when all of a sudden his front tire went into a 
small hole and flipped him off his bike! His brother laughed so hard at him! I thought it was 
funny because he flipped his bike. He cried because he flipped his bike and it hurt him.

BraXTon anderkin, grade 4

Red Rover

In my interview about games from the past, I  interviewed my grandmother Carol Seal 
about games she played when she was little. She loved to play red rover.

She and her cousins and brothers would line up and hold hands and say, “Red rover, red 
rover, I dare you over.” Her mom, my great-grandmother, taught her how to play it and some-
times her mom would play too. It was special to her because her mom said games brought 
people together and spread love and joy. I have never played red rover, but I would like to.

FaiTh arneY, grade 5

My Grandma, Patricia Wiltheiss

I heard one of the best stories about my grandma, Patricia Wiltheiss, when we were off 
of school this year for a snow day. My grandma was born on May 8, 1952. The story she 
told me starts in Port Norris, New Jersey. It had snowed so bad that the power went out 
for days.

When she was about four they had a bad blizzard in her town. All the neighbors came over 
for coffee and heat. They knew my grandma had an old wood burning, pot-bellied stove. She 
said everyone came together to get warm. They ate together and shared blankets.

My grandma told me lots of other stories about the storms she remembers. She has lived 
through hurricanes and tropical storms, but I liked this story the best. My grandma got to get 
together with all her neighbors and they helped each other out. I like how they all shared food 
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and slept over as friends. She said she was scared that day when the power went out, but that 
it was still fun to be with all her neighbors and friends.

WesTon Ball, grade 4

Dad’s Childhood Memories

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my dad Dennis Carl Barber. He 
was born in 1978, and his favorite childhood memory was going hunting with his father and 
fishing with his mom and dad.

This memory was special to my dad because he liked being together with his mom and dad 
very much. It is special  to me because I  like him telling me stories to see what he has done 
when he was a kid.

adaM BarBer, grade 5

The Flood in 1977

I have a good story about my papaw, Jim Delph. It happened in 1945. It took place in 
Thompson Settlement. He was with his wife.

There was a flood in the spring of 1977. It had snowed before and then it rained. It melted 
the snow because it was spring. So the rivers rose. The water was so high that cars, tables, and 
other people’s belongings floated down the river.

I was happy that he survived. My papaw was sad about the flood, but he was happy that he 
had food and water. I think it would have been scary. I saw pictures and it looked scary.

niCk BarBer, grade 4

A Game of Hide and Seek

I interviewed my mom, Kristin Bates about her favorite childhood memory. As a child, her 
brother, sister, cousins, family friends and her always enjoyed playing kick the can. On one 
particular evening something happened that she would never forget.

It was dusky dark and my mom remembers her dad had to work late and had just got home. 
He had to go up on the roof to repair something. My mom said she remembers it like it was 
yesterday. My mom and all the kids were running and playing an intense game. They would 
hide and try to sneak to find the others.

During the game, the kids were hiding in the closet and my mom was going to pop around 
the corner and scream, “I found you!” When out of nowhere, she felt a big gush of wind hit her 
face and these big, black claw-like fingers in front of her face. My mom said her and the other 
kids were scared to death! They all took off running and screaming to her parents, but little 
did they know that her parents met us laughing hysterically.
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To their surprise, that big, dark figure who scared them was my mom’s dad! His face was 
still black from the coal mines and he had put on Freddy Krugger hands from her brother’s 
Halloween costume. My mom said she will never forget that night!

aliVia BaTes, grade 5

Harley’s Childhood Memory

I interviewed my friend Harley Wayne Weaver. He was born in 1972. He will never forget 
his childhood memories.

He had a neighbor who had a duck that would chase cars with his dogs because, we guess, 
he thought he was a dog. He would dig for a worm to go fishing with and every time he would 
find one the duck would come and eat his worm before he can ever pick it up.

One day, he was digging for ginseng when he was jabbing an old tree branch with an as-
seny stick, these babies fell on the ground. They were baby flying squirrels and then he put 
them back in the tree, but the mom put them in a different tree. The reason that it is special is 
wildlife has always been a part of his life. One day he and his dad was driving down the road 
and a state ranger stopped traffic to help a mole get across the road.

kYlie BarneTTe, grade 5

One Hot Summer

One hot summer day when my papaw, Floyd R. Bledsoe was a teenager, he and some of his 
friends decided to ride their bicycles down to the swimming hole. The swimming hole was in 
Jonesville, Virginia. It happened in the 1950’s.

Papaw and his friends had been swimming an hour or more and they were getting ready to 
head back home. He forgot that one of his bike’s tires would go flat. It was then he discovered 
that his bicycle had a flat with no way to fix it. He had to push it all the way home which was 
a mile or more away with lots of hills.

I felt bad for him because he had to push the bike a mile or more all the way home. My 
papaw felt silly because he forgot that his bike got flats easily and it did it all the time. I also 
think that he was too caught up in having fun at the swimming hole. That’s why he forgot 
about his bike!

Johnna Bledsoe, grade 4

Happy Birthday Jesus

Every year for Christmas my family and I always fix a cake for Jesus to celebrate his birth-
day. When everybody gets done eating some of the cake I will always leave a piece for Jesus. 
Then, we go to the Lights in the Park to look at the lights and drink hot cocoa.
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The only reason to celebrate Christmas is to celebrate Jesus’s birthday,  giving, and to be 
thankful. We like to celebrate this because he was nailed to the cross for our sins, so we want 
to give him something back for doing that for all of us.

Colin BosTiC, grade 5

My Mom’s Childhood Memories

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed my mom Holly Woodard. As 
a child, her family lived in a small house in Jonesville. It was the same neighborhood as her 
grandmother, aunt, and many other children close in age.

Every day was spent outside, playing kickball, sledding, and riding bikes. Her favorite was 
climbing what they called Clay Mountain. To an adult, this was only a small clay mud hill 
mostly all sticky mud, but a few little twigs that stuck out just enough to pull themselves to 
the top! They really thought that if a twig broke, they would probably not see another day.

Just being a child thinking that they were pushing lives to the limit, without a worry in the 
world, with orange mud caked on the bottom of their shoes and their clothes ruined, was some 
of the greatest memories she could recall.

CaYden BroCk, grade 5

A Long Time Ago

My papaw, Eddie Cantor told me a sad story about when he was in school. He was born in 
1955 at Lakemore Elementary School in Ohio. He was six years old. His mom, dad, teacher, 
principal and classmates were in the story too!

When he was six years old his dad and mom moved the family to Ohio. He started the first 
grade at Lakemore Elementary. His new classmates would laugh and make fun of the way he 
talked. So he would run away from school as soon as his dad and mom dropped him off. He 
would beat them back home by taking a short cut thru the woods. On one particular day his 
dad and mom brought him back to the office and he got spanked with a paddle.

I thought the story was funny but he didn’t like getting paddled. I’m glad the principal 
doesn’t do that now. I bet my papaw is too! I wouldn’t like to be alive back then.

Mollie CanTor, grade 4

Great Uncle Doug’s Story

My Uncle Doug was a great man. He was my mama’s brother. My mama told me a great 
story about him that was very funny. He had a crush on his distant cousin. He was a tobacco 
farmer. My papa was a great friends with him until he passed away

One day my great Uncle Doug was 8 or 9, he was running to the house to get a bath. He 
tripped over a log and he fell in the creek. My Papa went and got him out of the creek because 
of water snakes. He was really embarrassed. He went in and took a bath.
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This was a special childhood memory because Mama thought it was hilarious. When she 
told me the story I thought it was very comical too. As I interviewed her I felt like Doug was 
still alive.

JaMes rYan CarMonY, grade 4

My Mamaw, When She Was Young

My mamaw Lucy Carter told me the best story about when she was 10 years old. It all 
happened on a small sheep farm back in 1968. This took place near the house I live in now.

My mamaw and her sister took turns spending the night with Mrs. Noe. She raised sheep. 
She had kids, but they were grown up. She was old at that time. The sheep were having babies. 
My mamaw had to take the lambs inside of the barn. Mrs. Noe carried a flashlight to see in 
the dark.

I live on the hill where Mrs. Noe lived. The only thing standing is the chimney. I can see it 
from my house. I loved this story.

John CarTer, grade 4

My Christmas Traditions

Christmas is a very special holiday in my family. It’s a time for all of our friends and family 
to gather and celebrate Christmas. My family has certain special traditions that we do on 
Christmas Eve, and they are very important to us.

First, we all watch TV and wait for Christmas dinner to cook. We always put on something 
you could just listen to in the background so the people who are cooking can also enjoy the 
TV without watching. We enjoy watching Christmas specials of our favorite shows, and when 
all of the TV specials are done and then when everything is cooked, we all eat and laugh at 
jokes that we all tell.

Most of the jokes are inside jokes that most people wouldn’t get, except for us. Once my 
mom gave my grandma a huge box with a picture of a squirrel attached to it. When my mamaw 
opened it, there was another box with another picture of a squirrel. Repeat 4 times and there 
was a box you could fit in the palm of your hand. When she opened that one, there was a 
stuffed squirrel that my mom had crocheted for her!

JaMes CaVins, grade 5

My Mamaw, Kaye Stables

My mamaw, Kaye Stables, told me a really funny story. My mamaw was born in 1957. She 
was 12 when the story took place at the barn when she was growing up.

My mamaw went with her dad to feed the cows. Her dad and brothers had been making 
reins for the horses. They failed to put up all the leather. Her dad told her to go up in the hay 
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loft and throw down hay for the cows. My mamaw started to go up the ladder and thought she 
saw a piece of leather on the step, but it was a snake! The snake jumped back on her shoulder! 
My mamaw threw it off and did not go back for 3 months.

My mamaw said she was scared, because there was a snake on her back. I was surprised she 
did not get a bite. I think the story was funny! I want to hear more soon.

saManTha CaVin, grade 4

Joe Childers’ Memory

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my dad Joe Childers. This is his 
favorite childhood memory. My dad went down to his Uncle Carlo Fee’s house. They played in 
the creek and helped his uncle on the chicken and tobacco farm.

His favorite memory in school was graduation day 1994. He is a Go, Blue Kentucky Wildcats 
fan. My dad loves hanging out and having a good time. I liked interviewing my dad. It was very 
special to me because he would play games with me and basketball.

JaCoB Childers, grade 5

My Grandmother’s Story

My grandmother, Rosemary Lewis, told me one of the scariest experiences that happened 
to her. She was a little girl, but she can still remember it. She was born in 1954 and she was 
10 years old. It happened at a large, wooded park in Virginia.

Rosemary went to this park on a field trip, and they were separated into two groups. Their 
group got lost from the other group! She was scared and kinda hungry. They walked for hours 
in the woods. They were all getting very hungry. At around 4:00 PM they found their way 
back, but all the food was gone and they had to leave.

I felt like I wanted to know more details, like what the other kids feel and were the teachers 
looking for them, etc. My grandma felt scared and hungry. But she mostly felt lost and scared.

ashlee ClasBY, grade 4

Favorite Childhood Memory

My family Christmas tradition is when we wake up and watch a movie. After we do that, 
I yell at my mom and I ask if we can make some cupcake and cookies! Finally, we open the 
cool presents under the tree.

It is important to me because we get together and I have fun with my family and we sit 
together and eat cupcakes and cookies. Then when we get done we play a game of cards. Every 
time I play cards my dad always wins, but next Christmas I will finally beat him and that will 
be the coolest thing ever!

kennedY ColeMan, grade 5
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Favorite Fishing Memory

My mom’s name is Jessica Collins and I interviewed her about her favorite childhood mem-
ory. She was born in 1985.

My mom’s favorite childhood memory is fishing. When she was a girl she used to go fishing 
with her papaw. He would take her to the river any time she wanted to go.

One day, her mom told her she wasn’t allowed to leave the house until a book report was 
finished. My mom hid in her room and called her papaw to come get her knowing he would 
come and take her fishing. Even though she loved reading she just wanted to go fishing. So when 
he came, she escaped and ran to jump in the truck and they went to the river. Her dad saw her 
in the truck and thought nothing of it because he didn’t know about the report. When mom got 
home she got grounded, but it was well worth it because she caught more fish than papaw!

This memory is special because it was a memory of something my mother loved doing with 
her papaw, and he passed away a few years ago. This story was funny to hear, but it was sad 
since my mom’s papaw passed away.

aliVia Collins, grade 5

Grandpa’s Intense Story

My grandpa, Ken Coomer, told me this intense story. This story is about him, his sister Sally, and 
his brother Tom. They were walking home from visiting some neighbors and some scary, intense 
moments happened while they were walking home.

They were visiting their neighbors on a dark 
night. They had to walk home on a dirt road which 
was a mile from their house. They kept hearing 
noises and thought something or someone was fol-
lowing them. It was so dark they couldn’t see. The 
noise scared them and they started walking faster. 
There was a fence line and a field near the dirt road. 
Still the noise seemed to get louder and louder. They 
were really scared, at the time it sounded like foot-
steps were following them. The faster they walked, 
the louder the noise got. Much to their surprise they 
discovered that it was only a horse that had been 
walking along the fence line and following them!

I felt like this was a good story. I’m glad that my 
grandpa told me this story. I like intense stories and 
that’s what kind of story this is. My grandpa was 
happy, he likes telling stories of him growing up. I loved this story.

BrYCen CooMer, grade 4
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Christmas Memories

Every year me, my mom, and my brother, on the day of Christmas break, head towards 
Dayton, Tennessee to my cousin’s house. When we get there we spend 10–20 minutes un-
loading presents and clothes from the car. We all play around then go to bed. When we wake 
up the next morning, my mom cooks a big breakfast. She cooks bacon, sausage, eggs, pancakes, 
fresh tea, and a fresh pot of coffee.

The true meaning of Christmas is to not forget that Jesus was born on Christmas night. Mary and 
Joseph were so glad to be the parents of baby Jesus. Now Jesus is living a long, happy life in Heaven.

Ben CoPe, grade 5

Pat’s Scary Story

My friend, Pat Middleton, told me a scary story about when she was a little girl. She moved 
from Chattanooga, Tennessee to Cleveland, Ohio. When she got settled, her mom took her 
to the circus.

On the way to the circus a man came running down the hill screaming, “Get out of the road! 
An elephant is loose!” Then the elephant ran right by her as her mom caught up to her. They 
caught up to the elephant and caught it before the elephant trampled the circus. After that they 
got cotton candy and watched the circus.

She was scared, but she was fine when the elephant stopped. I felt scared when I heard the 
story, but I knew she was going to be fine. I liked this story.

hannah CoWan, grade 4

The Big Fish Memory

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mom, Sabrina Cowden. My 
mom lived in Georgia and was camping near a really big river with family and friends. Her 
favorite childhood memory was spent in these Georgia camping trips.

They ran trout lines on the bank where they were camping and on an island close to them. 
They spent all night baiting and checking the lines, but they could not catch anything. But 
every time they checked the lines all the bait was gone! Then it came morning and they were 
mad because they could not catch anything.

They were packing up and getting ready to leave when this man yelled for help on the other side 
of the river. They asked what was wrong and the man said, “Can you help me get this fish across the 
river?” He held up the fish and it was as long as him! So they went and helped him with the fish.

I think this memory is cool because my mom said that fish was really big and I haven’t heard 
about a fish that big. That isn’t just a fishing tail! This memory is important to her, because she 
likes to fish and has never seen a fish that big.

seTh CoWden, grade 5
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When My Mamaw Went Missing

My mamaw, Susie Parks told me a story from when she was six. Her mom was in the story. 
This story took place at the health department in Jonesville.

Her mom took her to the health department to get her shots, so she could go to school. 
When her mom wasn’t looking, she ran back home to her house. She didn’t live in town so it 
wasn’t far from the health department. Her mom found her and took her back to get the shots.

I thought it was a funny story, but my mamaw didn’t because she was so scared. I think her 
mom was scared because her daughter went missing. Now that my mamaw looks back at the 
story she laughs about it!

Claira CoX, grade 4

An Old Game of Horseshoes

Horseshoes are a really fun game
Opponents that you go against

Ring around the stake
Stakes driven into the ground

Exciting
Stretching your arms

Having fun
Outside in a field

Entertaining
Stay at a certain place

In my interview about games from the past, I interviewed my papaw Ken Crabtree because 
I love him. I thought he would have an old, old game from the past, since he is 74 or 75 years 
old. Wow! He is older than I thought! He is my grandfather or my dad’s dad.

My papaw played Pitch Horseshoes and he played with his cousins in a pretty big space, but 
they didn’t measure. First, you divide into two teams. Then, you have two metal horseshoes and a 
big metal stake drove in the ground. You throw the horseshoe and try to get it around the stake, 
or close to it. Yes, they used metal horseshoes because, they didn’t have plastic horseshoes back 
then. The person that either got the horseshoe closest to it wins. I like horseshoes, but I wouldn’t 
play it every day. I have played it with metal horseshoes and plastic horseshoes, and it is very fun!

grier CraBTree, grade 5

Softball

Swinging bats in the air
Out of the field
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Fun gameplay
Timeouts
Balls in the air
A lot of dirt
Lying down during breaks
Lots of yelling

As a project for reading class, we had to interview our family about games they played when 
they were little. So I  interviewed my mamaw, Sue Crabtree. She was born in 1945. The reason 
I interviewed my mamaw is because I thought she could tell me about interesting games she played 
back when she was younger. Also, I want to know more about her in order to have a lasting memory.

A game she played was basically an older version of softball. She played it just with boys be-
cause all the other girls didn’t want to play softball. The only time they got to play was on Sundays.

This how they played their version of softball. First, they divided into two teams. They didn’t 
have balls, bats, or gloves. For a ball, they used a rock with string around it and a sock rolled 
into a ball over it. They used a stick as a bat. Their bases were made out of flat rocks. They 
played softball in an open field next to a cemetery, where my mom and dad used to live, but the 
house wasn’t there at that time. The game sounds fun so I would like to try it out sometime. I 
enjoyed learning about older games.

rYleY CraBTree, grade 5

The Turkey Chase to the Back Door

My grandma, Elizabeth Ketron told me a story. It was funny! She was born in 1955. She 
was 12 years old when the story took place. She lived in St. Charles over at Sand Lick.

She said she had chores which was getting water from the spring. She got the water loaded 
and was coming back with it. Her daddy had a turkey and it would chase them. The turkey would 
chase her to the back door! It made her mad and she said that turkey would be dinner one day.

I think it was a funny story. I have 3 turkeys at home. They do not chase me because they 
are pinned up.

TreY CreTors, grade 4

Christmas With My Family

Every year I go to my dad’s for Christmas. We wake up and then we wait for our cousins 
to get to my mamaw’s house. When they get there everybody eats. After we eat, which takes a 
while, we open presents. I usually get some pretty cool stuff, like knives, new insulated pants, 
and a few other things. When I get done there, I go to my mom’s.

Every year me, my brother, my mamaw, my papaw, and my mom go to church. First, we talk 
about the meaning of Christmas and how baby Jesus is born and all that. Then we go outside 
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and sing Silent Night. After that, we go home and eat. Last we open presents and see what 
we get!

konner earlY, grade 5

My Grandma’s Worm Story

My grandmother is Wilma Martin. She told me a story about when she was two years old. 
Her brother was one year old. They were sitting outside playing in the dirt on a beautiful sunny 
day with her cousin.

When her cousin Mary Ann come up with her parents, she ran over to where Ikey 
and Darlene was playing and she sat down. Anyhow, Ikey always puts worms in his overall 
pockets! He got up and walked over to Mary Ann who was two years old and took a worm 
out of his pocket and dangled it over her head! She started crying and screaming! Poor little 
Ikey didn’t understand what was wrong. Their mother came over and made him put the worm 
down and explained that his cousin was scared. All the adults thought it was so funny they 
almost died because it so funny!

suBrina eldridge, grade 4

Hogs Getting Killed For Meat

My friend Johnny Muncy told me a funny story about his childhood. He was born in 1955. 
When Johnny and his mom, dad, and brother killed hogs in a barn lot in Jonesville, they killed 
up to five or six hogs a day. What he liked about it was he got to lay out of school! They ate 
fresh meat that day after they killed the hogs. My friend was happy that they had meat from a 
hog. He said it was delicious! I think that was a great story.

TraVis eldridge, grade 4

My Mamaw’s Favorite Childhood Memory

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed Victoria Parsons, my mamaw. 
One of the memories of my mamaw’s childhood was her pet pig Hamlet. When my mamaw 
was a young girl, around eight years old, she remembers being so excited and sometimes em-
barrassed when she would get off the school bus each day. She knew she was going to be 
greeted at the end of their long driveway by her pet pig Hamlet.

Hamlet would run when he heard the school bus coming in the distance. He would squeal, 
grunt, and jump into my mamaw’s arms. My mamaw taught Hamlet tricks and they were the 
best of friends.

Mamaw says that was the smartest pig you’d ever meet. Hamlet stayed by her side everywhere 
she went said mamaw. She had a big attitude though. She thought she was the boss most of the time.
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Hamlet was spoiled, my mamaw said. She would hand feed that pig and put her on a leash. 
The two were inseparable. My great grandpa always would tell mamaw that he’s not a pet, but 
he saw how much she loved Hamlet so he never could kill that pig.

This is one of my mamaw’s memories as a child that she looks back on and still smiles and 
laughs about it today. To those who have had a beloved pet from childhood, it is a memory you 
will never forget. To have it by your side, either in your lap or racing quickly to greet you when 
you come home, these are great memories. We will always remember of our pets. Hamlet was 
very special to my mamaw and I love her to tell the story of Hamlet the pig.

CadenCe elY, grade 5

A Story That I Loved

My grandpaw, Rodney Epperly, told me a story I loved. When he was young he used to go 
to his grandparent’s house on a one hundred acre farm. The rest of the family would come too. 
Grandpaw had a life to remember! They would do lots of fun activities.

They would have a feast. My grandpaw loved watermelon when he was eight. They would 
keep the watermelon cold by putting it in a spring. He even made his own toys and tools be-
cause they didn’t have what we have today. They made boats out of Styrofoam from graves and 
then had a race! They made fishing poles out of cane sticks and strings.

He felt like he was in heaven. I would love to have that feeling! I would love to see this. This 
was adventurous! I think this is the best stuff to hear!

TaYlor ePPerlY, grade 4

My Family Traditions

Hello, my name is Sadie and I have a family tradition every Christmas Eve. We give candy 
to sick people who can have it. If they can’t have it, we say Merry Christmas and when are done, 
we go home and go to bed.

We use to go and visit my papa because he was sick and we would do the same thing, except 
we would eat dinner with them at Thanksgiving. We are done at 9:00 or 9:45, but we like 
seeing them when they smile. We smile last, but not least. We go with Aunt Darlene, Jase, Bry, 
Braxton, Camdon, Ottis, and Jason and then we go watch a movie.

Then we go home and watch Family Feud. Then I take a shower, go to my room to put on my 
pj’s, go downstairs and say goodnight, go to my room, watch TV, and fall asleep every Christmas Eve!

sadie eVans, grade 5

Being Chased by a Turkey Gobbler

My great grandmother, Opal Wilder, told me the funniest story about her getting chased 
by a turkey gobbler in Wallens Creek.
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When my great grandmother was 6 years old, she had to walk two miles to school. She 
walked 1/2 mile to her teacher’s house. First, she had to walk over a long bridge, then past a 
barn where her teacher’s gobbler turkey would chase her every day. It made her cry!

The name of her school was Tip Top and was located in Wallens Creek. Her teacher’s name 
was Hazel Parkey. It only had one room for grades 1–7 and it had one big stove. It did not have 
electricity, water, or bathrooms. They went to school even in bad weather.

If I was my great grandmother I will be crying like crazy. I will be so scared. I will be run-
ning as fast as I can to get away from that turkey gobbler!

My great grandmother was more scared then me. Every day she had to get chased by a big 
turkey gobbler. I am lucky that I do not get chased by a big turkey gobbler.

Megan Fleenor, grade 4

The Crazy June Bug

My Nana, Teresa Franklin, told me a story that took place in an old farm house on Chestnut 
Ridge in Lee County, Virginia. She liked telling me this story. She was ten years old when it happened.

My Nana and her brothers, Dwight and Bill, were playing outside. Dwight and Bill got 
a string and tied it to a June bug. Then they attached the other end to Teresa. The June bug 
started to fly around her and wrapped her up. It scared her.

To my Nana, it was frightening, but to her brothers it was very funny. I tried to do this to 
my sister but it didn’t work because when I put the string on her, she tore it off and ran away!

JusTin Franklin, grade 4

A Trip to the Beach

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mom, Amanda Franklin. My 
mom had a lovely childhood. Her favorite childhood memory was when she went to the beach 
for the first time and she got to see her sisters. Her sisters got excited when my mom got off 
the plane! They wrote a card for my mom. My mom had lots of fun!

After my mom got off the plane, she went to the beach. She got to put her feet in the sand 
and her head in the water. My nana did not get in the water because she was scared of the 
water and the sharks. But my papaw pushed my nana in the water when she was not looking! 
Everybody was smiling and trying not to laugh at her!

My mom loved seeing the sharks! She just loves sharks. She got to do what she loved with 
her sister, and she was able to skip school for two weeks! Also, she got to see a shark aquarium! 
So, when my mom had to leave, her sisters cried. They love my mom and my uncle. Then my 
mom got sad, and when I interviewed my mom she said that we are going to the beach this 
summer!! I loved that story. My mom is pretty awesome! I love my mom!

Mia Franklin, grade 5
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The Summer of 1952

The best story I have ever heard took place in summer of 1952 when my grandma, Helen 
Hobbs, was 5 years old. Her granny had a large spring house. It had a large spring that flowed 
through it.

One evening her granny took her to the spring house. Her granny always carried a gun 
because of snakes and other animals. Suddenly she told my grandma not to move a hair. She 
told her that there was a large panther on the rock behind her. She raised the gun and shot it 
in the head!

My grandma told me that after that she thought her grandma could do anything. Truly 
I thought it was crazy. It was amazing how she did that.

laila FriTTs, grade 4

Mom’s Childhood Memories on the Farm

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed my mom Christie Grace. She 
was born on September  25, 1981. One of her favorite memories was feeding the cows and 
horses with her dad. She grew up on a large farm, so it took them most of the morning or 
evening feeding the animals.

She told me a story about walking next to her dad’s tractor with feed, and a cow charged at 
her, so she quickly climbed on the tractor to get away from the cow. She told me another story 
about having to climb over a barbed wire fence while falling and cutting her arms and legs to 
get away from a bull charging at her.

The reason this memory made it special to her is that her dad was in an accident when she 
was small, so they weren’t able to do a lot of things like heavy work on a farm anymore. That 
made her memories of their time together special.

oWen graCe, grade 5

My Grandfather Was in the Corn Bin

My grandfather Barlow Newman was born and raised in Jonesville, Virginia. Growing up, 
he loved playing with his friend. One of his favorite games was hide and seek. There used to 
be a park where the courthouse is today, and that’s where they played.

One Sunday afternoon when he was 12, my grandfather was playing hide and seek with 
his friends at the park. He decided to go next door to the Lee County Co-op and hide. They 
hid in one of the large corn bins. He climbed up and jumped in the bin and covered himself 
with corn!

After about an hour, he peeked out and couldn’t see any of his friends. He decided to try 
to go find them, but he realized he couldn’t get out of the bin because wasn’t tall enough. He 
tried to jump, but couldn’t reach the steps. He tried yelling for help, but nobody answered. He 
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start getting scared because he had no way out and thought he would be stuck there until the 
next morning.

Finally, a man was driving by and saw him jumping and yelling in the bin. He stopped his 
car and came over to help. He ask him what he was doing and my grandfather told him that 
he jumped in the bin and that he couldn’t get out. He said he was scared and needed help. 
The man went and got the manager of the Co-op. They got a rope and threw it down to my 
grandfather to help pull him out of the bin. My grandfather was thankful for help and decided 
he would never jump in the corn bin again!

graCie garreTT, grade 4

My Dad and Papaw, a Perfect Match

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed my dad, Robert Graham. His 
favorite memories were hauling cattle with Papaw Bob, his papaw, and my great-papaw. Here 
are a few stories he told me.

One time they were hauling this old bull. Now this bull was mean, real mean, papaw 
had to keep speeding up and slamming the brakes to keep the bull in the truck. The meth-
od worked until they got in a long line at the cattle market. Then the bull went over the 
top of the truck. So my dad, papaw, and a few other fellas worked him up in the market 
and sold him.

There was this old cow they said nobody could haul that wouldn’t go in the truck. So, they 
called papaw and dad and asked them to come help them load the cow. Turns out this cow was 
crazy, real crazy! As they worked the cow through the barn it kicked the gate down on Papaw 
Bob! Then the bull fell on the gate! With papaw under the gate, they loaded the cow and got 
the gate of Papaw Bob. Of course papaw survived.

Morgan grahaM, grade 5

Great Papa Rabbit’s Hamster Story

I heard the funniest story about Great Papa Rabbit. His name is Earnest Ely and he was 
my great-great-great-grampa. My mamaw told about how he got a hamster and how he kept 
it in his house in Stone Creek.

Papa Rabbit said on his 8th birthday he asked for a pet, but he wanted to pick it 
out. His dad said he could as long as he would take care of it. His mom took him and 
he picked out a hamster. That night he fed it, but he didn’t close the door all the way 
and it got out!

The next morning Papa Rabbit went down to breakfast and his dad was ready to leave for 
work. His dad would keep his key and wallet in a basket on the kitchen table. At the same time 
Papa Rabbit said, “Dad, oh yeah! I got a ... ” his dad yelled, “Rat!” When his dad pulled his hand 
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out of the key basket, the hamster was latched onto his finger, and his dad was running around 
slinging his hand yelling, “Get it off!”

I was really excited for knowing something about my great-great-great papa. He was really 
cracked up because he never had seen his dad so scared. I wish I could have met him. It’s ex-
citing because I might be able to learn more about him.

ZaCk gregorY, grade 4

Louise Smith, a Friend of the Family

Louise Smith is a friend of my family. She told me a story about when she was 
12 years old.

It all happened in her 5th grade class room at Elk Knob School. She said that her teacher 
gave her class a six sentence speech that they had to finish by the next day. They had to read it 
in front of the whole class. When her teacher called her up she felt so nervous that when she 
as reading she kept messing up. She said when she got it back, she went home and she kept 
writing it. Then she started to rehearse in the mirror. The next day the teacher called Louise 
up to read. She said when she was so nervous that her face got hot, but when she went up to 
read she did perfect.

Louise said she walked back to her desk after reading, then she tripped over a backpack. 
Louise said all she could was laugh, then she said after that she was never nervous giving 
speeches in front of her class again.

Louise felt embarrassed at first because she felt nervous reading her speech, so that day she 
went home and practiced and practiced that morning. She read her speech and she did great! 
I felt bad for her at first because she kept messing up and then I thought it was the funniest 
thing that I heard in my whole entire life. I wish I could hear some more about it.

karleY gregorY, grade 4

First Horse Memory

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mother Beverly Grout. Her 
favorite childhood memory was getting her first horse. From going to look at the horse to 
riding him for the first time and bringing him home.

Her daddy said that she would have to get up every morning to feed him before school. 
My papaw Ray, who did not like animals, would be holding the bucket feeding the horse. 
She loved to race her brother on the horse while he was on the four wheeler. She loves horses 
to this day.

The memory is special to her because it was a dream that came true. I  enjoyed hearing 
about this story because I heard about the past.

Finn grouT, grade 5
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Hunting Story

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my dad Jason Lee Collins. His 
favorite childhood memory was hunting with his daddy.

He said they would always wake up an hour before daylight. After daylight, he said they 
would dress up in there hunting clothes and get their ammo and guns. He said his dad would 
always drink a cup of coffee before they left. They would walk about 30 to 40 minutes to where 
they were going and would wait for deer to show up. He said the reason this is his favorite 
childhood memory is that his dad is no longer here.

The reason this is important to me is that his dad’s not here anymore and because I never 
got to meet my grandfather. I’d love to go hunting someday, I wonder if my dad would take me 
to go hunting sometime. I love him and I wish I’d got to meet his dad.

gregorY hall, grade 5

Sneaky Grandparent Story

Mrs.  Carroll’s  grandparents were Max and Beulah Graham. They were married in 
Jonesville, Virginia in the Flatwoods community. Max and Beulah Graham were married on 
November 9th in 1935. When they got married they were very sneaky. When they married it 
was secret. Then they went back to their own homes and did not say a word for two weeks! 
This story was told over and over again through the years. They stayed married 60 years until 
Max’s death in 1995. Beulah lived a few more years until she died in 2006.

hiraM head, grade 4

Mountain Acrostic

Many mountains are beautiful
Outstanding heart-shaped rocks
Unbelievable blue sky
Neighbors might like fresh pie
The water sparkles when the sun shines on it
A beautiful river or stream
I’m able to play outside and go camping
Neighborhood is beautiful
Soar through the sky

JaYden head, grade 4

Bob Hayne’s Possum Hunting Tale

My friend, Bob Haynes, told me a funny story about when he was a little kid. He was 
12 years old in 1962.
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Bob found a possum when he, his dad, and his brother went possum hunting. He scared it, 
then caught it and wrapped the possum up in an old blanket that he found in his dad’s truck. 
He brought it to his house and then brought it to church with him.

Bob put the possum in somebody else’s truck at the church. The girl that owned the truck 
found something rolled up in her truck. She drove to her husband and ask, “Did you put 
something rolled up in my truck?” Her husband said, “No.” And then she went to her truck 
and found the possum unwrapped and the possum started hissing at her. She opened the door 
and that possum went out of the truck!

Bob thought it was funny because the girl did not knew what it was. I thought it was mean 
because she had to drive from church back to her house with a possum!

CheYene helBerT, grade 4

Christmas Traditions

My family’s Christmas traditions are that we go and visit grandparents on Christmas day. 
After we visit everyone we will go to my Aunt Kitten’s house, we will visit, eat, and open pres-
ents. After we hang out awhile we will say our goodbyes and go home. I like our Christmas 
traditions because Christmas is a good time to give and visit family members.

ColBY helBerT, grade 5

Flea Soup

In my interview  about childhood memories, I  interviewed my Aunt Konni Anderson. 
One of her favorite memories was when she was about ten years old and she went with her 
friend Tiffany, to her grandmother’s house. This was the first time she met her grandma, and 
she wanted to go to a flea market. She had never been to a flea market and Tiffany’s grandma 
said she was going there to buy fleas to make flea soup for dinner! They believed her and wor-
ried they would have to eat flea soup for dinner. Once they got to the flea market they realized 
she was just kidding.

This was a special memory because it was a funny memory. My aunt couldn’t believe that 
she was gullible enough to believe there was actually flea soup!

konner hiBBs, grade 5

The Bike

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed Dana. Dana is my dad, and he 
was born in 1957. Dana is almost 60 years old now.

One day Dana went to sleep on a Sears catalog while looking at a bike. The next day when 
Dana came back from school, his brother Glen bought him the bike. You may ask why the bike 
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was so special. It was special to him because his family was poor and he never thought he would 
have a bike.

Here are some more facts about this day. Dana’s mom broke her leg and he had to peel 
potatoes. Dana has six siblings. He loved his bike and rode down the steep hill. I think dad 
loved this bike because it was his first one.

eMMa hoBBs, grade 5

Mom’s Favorite Memories

Brandy Honeycutt was born in 1984, and she is my mom. My mom’s favorite childhood 
memory was when all of the neighborhood kids would get to go out and play hide and seek 
when it was dark. I would not want to play because it was outside and dark, but I guess that 
is what they did.

Another memory is when she got to go to the carnival in the summer. It was on her birth-
day. I  like the carnival, but I have never really been to one, but I think it would be fun. The 
reason those are her favorite childhood memories is that she got to spend time with her family.

JosePh honeYCuTT, grade 5

Going Fishing

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed my cousin Billy  Coffey.  He 
was born in 1998. Once he was fishing for bass when a school of carp swam passed his lure. 
He hooked and reeled the carp in. It was the biggest fish he ever caught!

This memory is special to my  cousin Billy because he had never caught a fish as big as 
that. It was interesting to hear this story because it amazed me. After hearing his story, I went 
and I caught four fish in a row.

koda honeYCuTT, grade 5

Fishing With My Dad

In my interview, I interviewed my dad Freddy Honeycutt. His favorite childhood memory 
is going fishing with his dad. They would usually go on a Friday night then spend the whole 
weekend there. They would bring burgers and hotdogs, spend time together and just have fun 
fishing.

This is special to me because my family and I sometimes go on the lake. We carry on the 
tradition by bringing food and every now and then we eat. Then we fish. We rarely catch any-
thing, but we have fun. That’s all that matters.

WesleY honeYCuTT, grade 5
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Mamaw’s Baseball Story

Mamaw and her friends went to the baseball field and played baseball. Mamaw teamed up 
with three of her friends and the other four of her friends teamed up against them. Mamaw 
was batter, she aimed at the ball and she hit it. It went flying! HOME RUN!

Mamaw made her first home run, but this happened. She got hit in the head with the ball. 
She got an ice pack and had to sit out for a while. The bump was as big as a goose egg! When 
she felt better, she got back in the game, and she was pitcher. After strike 3, she and her friends 
won the game!

My mamaw felt great when she won and made a home run.  It was fun being with her 
friends so then she said, “Let’s play another game tomorrow.” Her friends said, “Okay!”

I felt awesome for my mamaw when she made a home run. I want to visit her on Friday and 
play baseball with her outside. Maybe she will tell another story about baseball!

JosePh horner, grade 4

Jumping Over Fire

My grandfather, Terry Woodard told me one of the funniest stories ever. He was at home 
near the smoke house in Manassas, Virginia. He was born in 1945, but the story happened in 
1953 when he was 8 years old. My grandfather tells some of the funniest stories ever!

My grandfather was with his brothers, Jerry and Ken. They decided that they would build 
a fire. Well, they thought it would be fun if they played Indians by jumping over the fire and 
going around the fire. They all had been doing it for a while, so they weren’t worried that 
anything would happen. Well, my grandfather jumped over the fire for the 3rd or 4th time 
and his pants caught on fire! He had on corduroy jeans and when the fire got on his jeans, 
they stuck to his legs and his brothers rolled him on the ground over and over again. Finally, 
they got the fire off his pants. His mom made him come inside and she put medicine on his 
burned legs.

My grandfather was really scared when it happened, but now he thinks it’s funny. I think it 
was a really funny story. I would have been really scared. I would never jump over the fire like 
my grandfather did.

Bailie hughes, grade 4

Scary Story

My great aunt, Carolyn Russell was 4 when the story she told me took place in the summer 
of 1954.  My great  grandmother and grandfather, Rhonda and Wiley Carroll were working 
in the tobacco patch. Carolyn and Cathy were playing.

A figure caught their attention from a distance away. They noticed he was dressed very 
odd. He seemed to be wearing boots that come all the way up passed his knees and his thighs.
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Carolyn and Cathy had never seen anyone dressed like this before. They were scared. They 
took off running and screaming to Rhonda and Wiley, telling them they saw the boogey man. 
Rhonda and Wiley started to laugh and laugh. The person turned out to be Tom Poteet wear-
ing thigh high wading boots. He had been fishing at the creek nearby. Rhonda and Wiley told 
Tom what the girls had said and he started to laugh, too! I don’t think it was a good story, but 
she was scared!

ChrisToPher hurd, grade 4

Chicken Surprise

When Mrs.  Long  was a child her great  grandmother had some baby chicks. Her great 
grandmother called her Gigi.  She would play with the chicks and her great grandmother 
would worry that she would step on them or crush them.

When Gigi was about 7 years old, her great grandmother gave her a chick to raise. Months 
later, she saw it was a grown, but she thought it was a boy so she took it back to her great 
grandmother. The next time Gigi came back to see the chick, she could not find it! She asked 
her mom and great grandmother about it, but they didn’t answer. Her great grandmother 
looked at her mom.

Gigi figured out that her great grandmother cooked the chick and ate it, so it must have been 
a hen! After her great grandmother ate the hen, she got her mom to admit that it was eaten.

shaWn Johnson, grade 5

My Mom’s Favorite Childhood Memories

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mom Mitzi Jones. My mom said 
one of her favorite childhood memories was playing in the creek at her Aunt Rose’s house with her 
cousins. She said they had an amazing time just being together and their imaginations went wild!

Sometimes they would spend the afternoon looking for and catching crawdads. Other 
times they would make boats out of whatever materials they could find and race against each 
other down the creek. On especially hot days she said they would use rocks to dam up some 
of the water so they had a place to get wet and cool off.

It sounds like a lot of fun because it is. I have got to do most of those same things myself! 
Everyone should play in a creek at least once if they never have.

hannah Jones, grade 5

Secret Marriage

Mrs. Carroll told me a story about her grandparents, Max and Beulah Graham. They lived 
in Jonesville and they got married in November 1935.
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Max and Beulah Graham were married November 9, 1935 and when they got married they 
did not tell anyone about it for two weeks. They stayed married for 60 years and Max died in 
1995. Beulah passed away in 2006.

Beulah felt very sneaky and proud that they tricked everyone. I thought it was funny that 
they tricked everyone and no one knew that they were married for two weeks.

MaTTheW JoYner, grade 4

Look Alike Dog

My friend Ray Lucas was born in 1932. When he was 85, he had a funny story. He was 
watching TV in is house in 2017. He went to the window and he saw a dog in is yard.

Ray had a dog he could never touch and one morning a dog showed up on his porch as 
friendly as can be. After petting him for a little while and talking to his wife, he realized it was 
not his dog. He realized it was a stray dog that looked just like their dog, Lady.

I felt like the story was  funny and silly. Ray felt silly and embarrassed. I  think his wife 
laughed at him and so did I.

JaCe keene, grade 4

Childhood Memories

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed my dad Phillip King. He was 
born in 1984. He was about 8 years old. He and a bunch of friends got together and started to 
have a BB war. In the mist of this, they ended up shooting out his mom’s 2van window. Also 
one of my friends ended up with a BB in his bottom and it is still there to this day forward. 
He learned a valuable lesson and the lesson was not to shoot BB’s at anyone because there are 
always consequences. By the way glass ain’t cheap for a Chevy Astro. This is a special memory, 
because there’s not a day he can’t look back on and have a good laugh!

daMian king, grade 5

George Lane’s Coon Hunting Story

My great papaw is George Lane, Sr. When he was 16 years old, he went to Copper Ridge, 
Big Ridge, and Cross Creek River to coon hunt.

He went coon hunting by himself after dark. It was raining as he walked about 2 miles 
up hill through rough terrain. His dog ran a coon up a tree, so then he shined a light and 
shot it!

He got lost walking home. He couldn’t find his way, so he wandered around until he finally 
found his way home at 2:00 in morning.
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He felt happy that he got the coon, but tired of walking. I loved this story. I loved talking 
to him and I would like to hear another story!

ZaCharY lane, grade 4

Childhood Memory

Rita’s favorite childhood memory is in the summer her family would go camping. For ages 
they would play in the water, stay up late, and make Smores and tell stories of when her mom 
and dad was a child. They love to fish to see who could get the biggest fish! Why it was so 
special is because they were all together with no phone or people to bother them.

deVon langleY, grade 5

Grandpa’s Friend Chuck

My grandpa Artie Rice liked hunting with his friend Chuck Osborn. They worked at a 
restaurant in 1972. Chuck died on 8–15–17. My grandpa and Chuck were best friends. The way 
that my grandpa described it was that anybody should be able to understand how my grandpa 
misses Chuck. They went down to the lake and skipped rocks. They played video games, and 
they stayed outside in the rain. My opinion is that Chuck and my grandpa were best friends.

MalaChi langleY, grade 5

My Papaw’s Funny Minnow Story

My papaw, Robert Lee Anderson, told me a funny story about when he was a boy. It took 
place a long time ago. My papaw was born in 1900’s. He was 11 years old when the story took 
place at his home in Pennington Gap, Virginia.

When my papaw got home from school each afternoon, he had to do a chore. The chore 
was to go to the spring and get spring water. My papaw’s home didn’t have water inside back 
then. The spring was a little walk away from his home. The spring house was a building that 
was cold, so they kept milk, butter, and perishables chilly. They locked up the building so no 
animals could get in their food.

One evening after my papaw got back from the spring, he got a cup of water and was about 
to drink a minnow! He was in his room that afternoon and then he heard a scream come from 
his mom’s room. He heard her screaming, “Bob, what did you do?” His mom screamed because 
she found a minnow in her cup too!

My papaw was so tired because he had to go get four more plastic jugs of fresh water, be-
cause his mom said he had to. I thought this story was great! It was a really funny story! I’ll 
keep it in my head all the time! It was awesome hearing this story! I wish there was even more!

riYa leWis, grade 4
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Jonnie Ann and the Bear

My grandmother Jonnie Ann Combs who was born in 1947 and she told me the scari-
est, but funniest story ever. She told me a story about her and her sister. The story took place 
in Kentucky on a railroad track.

It was in Kentucky in 1957, when my grandmother and her sister Rebecca were walking on 
a railroad track, each with a gallon of milk in their hand, when my grandmother had to pull 
up her socks. She was wearing a pair of socks that the elastic was weak.

About half way home, Rebecca spotted a bear foraging in a wooded area. She immediately told 
my grandmother to run. She was trying to keep up, but her socks kept falling down! Rebecca came 
back to pull her along. They finally came in sight of home and their neighbor heard their com-
motion and came to their rescue. The bear never left the woods to chase them. Her sisters yelling 
at her to run was an annoyance to the bear in its hunt for grubs in the log it was digging under!

I felt excited, but scared and worried for both of them because there was a bear, but it did 
not chase them. My grandmother felt scared, tired, and very irritated!

PiPer linTon, grade 4

The Banana Cream Pie Story

My grandma Caroline Litton told me a funny story. It happened in 1960 up at Wise Mountain. 
One day her mom made banana cream pies. When they were done, she sat them on the table.

Grandma’s brother Billy saw the pies and got an idea. He dared Paula to throw a pie at Jan 
or Debbie. Paula threw the pie at Jan. It made a big mess! All the sisters said it was Billy’s fault, 
but all the children got punished and they had to clean the outhouse.

When Caroline told me the story, I laughed! When she was telling the story, she was gig-
gling! We all laughed at the end, and we had a great time.

randY liTTon, grade 4

The Barbwire Fence Story

I heard the greatest story from my grandmother Donna Carroll. She was with her husband 
and two daughters when it took place. It took place in a farm house where she lived.

My grandmother was at work when they called to tell her that her daughter was cut. She 
had been swinging and hit her leg on a barbwire fence. She had to go home and take her to the 
hospital. When she got there, she had to get pastiches, then they got to go home. She had to 
have the stitches in for ten days. She didn’t swing around barbwire fences again.

I felt sad, scared, and sorry for her. She felt very sad, scared, and sorry that her daughter 
hurt her leg on the barbwire fences.

JaYMe liVesaY, grade 4
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My Dad and his Bow and Arrow

I interviewed my dad about his favorite childhood memories. My dad’s name is Anthony 
Wayne Livesay. He was born in 1976 and his favorite memory was about shooting his bow 
and arrow.

My dad, Anthony got his first bow on a Friday night when he was about my age. On the 
next day, dad said there was a deer in his yard. He shot it the next day and he was terrible! He 
said that he could have done better with his eyes closed! He saw some other guys shoot their 
bows in a building. It was winter time, so he didn’t want to practice outside.

The other guys helped him and my dad eventually got better and better. He entered in 
some competitions and started to win, a lot. He got better and entered in adult competi-
tions. Sometimes when he would win he would get some money! He also got some sponsors. 
He won state and national competitions. He even competed against world champions!

My dad told me a funny story, at least it was funny to me. He said he and one of his friends 
were competing for world champions. They were tied and it was my dad’s turn to shoot. He 
sighted in his bow. He lined it up with the bullseye and shot the end of another arrow! It 
bounced off the end of the arrow and they didn’t win. He said, “I wished I would have won, 
but I had a lot of fun.” He also said it was awesome competing for world champions at age 14.

I love my dad. Even if he’s a crazy or tired and grumpy, which sometimes he is. Even if he 
wasn’t great at archery, I’ll always love him.

Marissa liVesaY, grade 5

An Airplane Ride to Remember

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mom Jenny Marcum. She was 
born in 1972. Her favorite childhood memory happened between the ages of seven to twelve.

Every year, she got to ride an airplane from Texas to Ohio. Every summer she went up to 
her grandma’s house. She thought that was really fun and loved going there. Her grandparents 
took her everywhere.

It is so special to her because she loved to go see her grandma and to ride the plane. Why 
I interviewed my mom is because it sounds so fun and great! I would really like to go and ride 
an airplane.

hannah MarCuM, grade 5

My Mom’s Childhood Memories

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my stepmom, Jessica Marcum. 
She was born in 1985, and was from the Flatwoods area. She has many good childhood mem-
ories, but here is her favorite one.
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When Jess was ten years old she got her own horse, and his name was Sunny. She and 
her mom Debbie would ride their horses many different places. One day Jess was riding 
Sunny at her grandparent’s house. Then Sunny suddenly stopped and Jess went zooming 
over his head! While she was lying on the ground staring up at him, Sunny was looking 
down at her like “What are you doing on the ground?” Jess couldn’t help but laugh when 
she was getting back up  on him. This is just one of many memories of Sunny that she 
cherishes.

It is my stepmom’s favorite childhood memory because it is something that she would do 
with her mom, and she loved horses.

JaCoB MarCuM, grade 5

My Grandmother’s Story

My grandmother, Teresa Bray told me an interesting story about when she was 13. She was 
born in 1958 and this story took place at her home in Kentucky.

One day for supper all we had was a big pot of potatoes. Her mommy told her that she 
would have to wait for supper because that was all they had. She slipped and got some 
out anyway and sneaked out on the back porch to eat them. One of her little brothers had 
left a rock in the floor. She heard here mommy coming and she went to run off the porch 
when “Thump!” Her mommy pitched the rock out and accidentally hit me in the top of 
the head.

She said, “That’s what you get for not listening!” My mammaw felt sad and ashamed. I was 
worried about when the rock hit her. But she turned out okay.

TaYlor MCknighT, grade 4

My Interview About My Dad

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my dad Wayne Miles. He was 
born in 1977, and grew up in St. Charles. He got a job as an electrician and moved to Jonesville, 
Virginia.

He liked it best when his daddy would take him fishing because he worked a lot, and he 
didn’t have a lot of time because he would get home late. He had to work a lot for the family 
to raise money for bills, food, and drinks. He also raised money to try to pay off their house. 
My dad still liked it just being with his dad.

My dad’s childhood memory was special to him because his dad had to work a lot to pro-
vide for his family and sacrificed his time for money for bills. My papaw also had a really hard 
job so that’s why he didn’t get to spend a lot of time.

dalTon Miles, grade 5
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Dumplings the Dog at the Airport

My nanny, Pat Ely, told me a story about when her mom when she lived in Texas. My nanny 
was only 15 when this happened at the Tri-City Airport. It involved my nanny’s mother and 
a dog.

My nanny’s mother would come home for summer visits. It was time to go back home and 
they loaded the car. When she was loading the car it started to rain. They had a dog named 
Dumplings and he was scared of storms. They went on to the airport. They heard some noises. 
They checked the car and everything was all right. When they got to the airport out jumped 
Dumplings the dog!

I felt happy because while my nanny was telling it, she was laughing. My nanny felt very 
silly and happy, because my nanny and her mom did not know what the noise was and it was 
my nanny’s dog. I thought it was a very funny story.

oliVia MiTChell, grade 4

The Big Long Snake Story

My nana and her family lived on Ely’s Creek. Her family lived across the creek from her 
grandparents, Nobe and Edith Middleton. My nana had to carry water from a spring or her 
grandparent’s house. If the creek was low, they would jump rocks and take the short cut. If not 
they would have to take the long way around the road.

When my nana was about ten years old, she and her sisters went to get water on the trail 
beside the garden. While on the way, they were talking and laughing and all the sudden she 
walked across a big long snake! It scared her so bad she ran back across the snake, all the way 
back to her grandparent’s house. They laughed at her!

Then when my nana and her sisters got home, they heard someone hollering down by the 
creek. They went to see who it was. Well, it was her grandpapa with the snake hanging over a 
stick! She was scared! Then he threw it across the creek to her. She screamed and ran as fast 
as she could the long way down the road back to her grandparent’s house.

adriane Moore, grade 4

My Granddad’s Story

My granddad, Bobby Moore, was born in the early 1900’s, and he told me about how he 
got his dimple. This story happened on the lower end of Jonesville in an old 2 story farm 
house.

My granddad, Bobby Moore, and his brother, Jimmy Moore, were playing as all young 
children do. They didn’t know what danger was while playing in the old farm house! That hay 
was kept for feeding stock cattle.
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One day while playing in the farm house, there was a hole where part of the floor was gone 
leading down to the 1st floor. While running and jumping in the hay, my granddad’s brother 
gave him a push and he fell through the hole down to the 1st floor! His face landed on a nail 
sticking up. When he got up, he felt blood running down his face. He ran home to his parents 
and found out that he chipped a bone on his cheek below his eye.

Now he has a manmade dimple on his right cheek! He has people asking him, “How in this 
world did you get that dimple?”

When my granddad, Bobby Moore, got his dimple, he was scared and he didn’t know what 
happened. I’m so glad he didn’t hurt himself more than he did. I love my granddad.

Charisa Moore, grade 4

My Christmas Tradition

My family Christmas tradition is when we wake up and watch a movie. After we do that, 
I yell at my mom and I ask if we can make some cupcake and cookies! Finally, we open the 
cool presents under the tree.

It is important to me because we get together and I have fun with my family and we sit 
together and eat cupcakes and cookies. Then when we get done we play a game of cards. Every 
time I play cards my dad always wins, but next Christmas I will finally beat him and that will 
be the coolest thing ever!

kaiTlYn Moore, grade 5

My Mom Remembers the Space Shuttle Columbia

I interviewed my mother Tracy Lee Morell. My mom’s favorite childhood memory is from 
April 12, 1981. She went with her mother and her sisters to the beach to watch the launch 
of space shuttle Columbia. The Columbia was launched by two solid rocket boosters and an 
external tank. She says it was fun to watch it go into orbit.

This childhood memory is special to her because the Columbia was the first reusable 
manned spacecraft to travel into space.

Jaden Morell, grade 5

My Grandmother’s Story

My grandmother, Moreen Grable, told me the best story. She was born in 1937. She was 
9 years old when the story took place in Southwest Virginia on a farm.

Mamaw grew up on a farm near where her grandmother lived. She had lots of farm 
animals. She had a baby calf, and when it was old enough it had a baby calf. She would 
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sell it and get 40 dollars, and with that money she bought clothes and school supplies. She 
would get out on the farm every day and collect her grandmother’s chicken eggs. She said 
it was her favorite thing to do. She liked to help her grandmother out. Knowing that she 
liked taking care of the farm animals makes me interested in having chickens and other 
animals.

It was snowing really bad and her mom told her to wear her boots, but she didn’t. The snow 
was very deep and her legs were cold so her teacher took a newspaper and a string and tied it 
around her legs. This kept her legs warm.

My grandmother was happy her teacher helped her. I thought it was cool. I like that her 
teacher took a newspaper and a string and tied it around her legs. I am glad I get to be in The 
Origin Project and get to interview my grandmother.

gloCklYn Morris, grade 4

Special Memories From My Family

I interviewed two special people in my life and I  learned a lot about them both. These 
interviews led to lots of stories, fun memories, and lots of laughing. I chose these people be-
cause they mean a lot to me and I am really close to them both. These interviews made me ask 
questions that I never thought I would ask, and now I am glad I did.

In one of my interviews about childhood memories, I interviewed my dad, Roy Mullins. He 
was born in 1975, and really likes basketball. I asked him what his favorite childhood memory 
was, and he told me that it was when he was in grade school and was on the basketball team. 
His team was called the Cawood Hornets. The basketball court was outside and they played 
in any weather as long as it wasn’t thunder, lightning, or snow, so they played even if it was 
raining!

The reason this game was special was because he scored his first goal in this game. He even 
scored two goals in this game! I knew my dad played basketball in school, but I never had asked 
him about when he scored his first goal or his team name, so I learned a lot. I definitely want 
to learn more about my dad’s teams and games because it sounds really different than it is now 
and also really interesting.

I also interviewed my grandmother Betty Stewart. I  asked her about a game she played 
when she was little.  She was born in 1961, and she told me that she used to play London 
Bridge. She said that she played the game with her brothers and sisters because there wasn’t 
many neighborhood kids.

When you played the game two people held hands and one of the other players tried to run 
and break through their arms. Then if they didn’t break through, the person would be captured 
and would be out! This sounded like a fun game to play back then and even maybe even now.

Madison Mullins, grade 5
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Riding the Tractor in the Snow

In my interview with Ms.  Shuler about  childhood memories, Ms.  Shuler  was born in 
1965. Her favorite memory was when she was 4 and she had to get to her grandparents’ house 
but it was too snowy. Her parent’s truck got stuck and then Ms. Shuler’s dad got a tractor. They 
sat on a wooden platform that you put on a tractor and got to the grandparents.

TYler MunCY, grade 5

Nanaw’s Lake Story

My Nanaw Cindy Neff, told me a story about when she was 11 years old. The story took 
place on Norris Lake. Her sisters and parents were with her. Her parents owned a house boat 
and they went to the lake every weekend. Her family fished, swam, and learned to water ski. 
There was no power. The fish they caught, they ate off of a grill. A lantern was used for a light 
and they played checkers for fun.

I want to hear more stories about Nanaw when she was little. She felt good to tell me that 
story and that made me happy too! I might tell my kids this story.

CollYn neFF, grade 4

Black Snake

Mr.  Giles is the school nurse at Flatwoods Elementary.  He told me a surprising story. 
It happened when Mr. Giles was 12 years old in 1973. It happened on a Boy Scout trail in 
Rogersville, Tennessee.

Mr. Giles and his friend were walking on a trail. A black snake was on the trail. Mr. Giles start-
ed to poke it and then another black snake came from the weeds and bit his friend on the back of 
the pant leg. He yelled out! Mr. Giles and his friend went one way and the snake went the other.

Mr. Giles was worried at first. He realized his friend was not hurt. They both laughed about 
it later. This story surprised me!

BreCken niMeTY, grade 4

When Papaw Was Young

My papaw is Chester Langley, Sr. When he was young, he lived in Gaithersburg, Maryland. 
He told me a story that happened when he was 6 years old.

He was out in the yard playing. His father was outside chopping wood. Then his father 
went in the house. My papaw decided to get the ax and hit a can of red spray paint. The paint 
covered him from head to toe. When his mother saw him she thought he was badly hurt. She 
thought the red paint was blood. Then she touched him and realized it was paint and he was 
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in trouble. He had to be scrubbed until he was red to get it off. Then he got a spanking for 
playing with the ax.

I enjoyed listening to the story that my papaw told me. It was a funny story to hear because 
he was scared he would get in trouble.

ChloeY Parks, grade 4

Mamaw Ida’s Funny Story

My mamaw Ida told me the funniest story about when she was a girl! She was born in 1932. 
That was a long time ago. The story took place in her front yard. She was with her brothers 
and sisters.

First, they went to the front yard where the swing set and slide were. Mamaw Ida found a 
pair of fake glasses in the yard. Then they all went running to the house. Mamaw Ida ran into 
the clothesline where they hung up the clothes and her shoes went flying backwards!

She said she felt very silly when she did it. I said mamaw, “Can you please tell me another 
story?” She said, “It’s getting late. I need to get in the bed.” I  said, “Ok, but will you tell me 
another story tomorrow?” She said, “Yes.” Then I said, “Ok, good night love you.”

JaYCee Parks, grade 4

My Aunt’s Life Threatening Story

My aunt, Brenda Stewart, told me a life threatening story. This story took place when she 
was 24 in 1977 and happened on her way home from Appalachia.

It was about 2:00 pm and my great aunt got a call from her mom telling her that the river 
was flooding and the water was in the road. Her mom also told her if she was going to make 
it home she better leave work right away.

By the time she had driven from Big Stone Gap, the highway leading into Appalachia had 
begun to erode. She barely made it past the water! The water had risen halfway up the tires 
on her car! The road leading to her house was then only wide enough for 1 car to pass. It was 
a very scary time for everyone and was a tragic memory for many people.

My great aunt and I were very scared. My great aunt was terrified. I was scared while she 
was telling me the story. My great aunt thought she would die. This was a very scary story.

kYlah Parsons, grade 4

Max and Beulah’s Little Secret

A few years ago Max and Beulah Graham lived in Jonesville, Virginia. Then a few years 
later they got married, but they decided to keep their marriage a secret and did not tell one 
person for two weeks!
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Max and Beulah got married on November 9, 1935. The beginning of their marriage was 
very weird, as I  said, because they didn’t tell anybody about them getting married for two 
weeks. They didn’t wear their rings and did not live together either.

The Grahams were married for 60 long years. Then after that Max passed away in 1995. 
Then 11 years later Beulah passed away in 2006.

Max and Beulah Graham felt very sneaky about keeping their marriage a secret and not 
living together for those two weeks. I thought it was kinda funny that they kept that secret for 
that long and didn’t tell anyone about it.

Chase PearCe, grade 4

Glenda Pennington

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mommy, Glenda Pennington. 
My mom was born in 1958.

Mommy has many favorite childhood memories. She used to have weekend fishing and 
camping trips with her parents, brothers, and sisters. Her favorite memory was the time spent 
with Grandpa Shirks because he taught her how to fish and ride a horse. She enjoyed the time 
she spent playing softball with her brothers, sisters, and cousins.

Mom’s most special memory was the time she had with her grandmother Edith Middleton. 
She was the one who taught her about God and how to cook. She had many friends. She just 
loved spending time with all the kids that lived around her, playing games with her friends, 
and hanging out with them.

These memories are special to her because each memory taught her the type  of person 
she wants to be when she grew up. I was so happy to find out more about my mom’s favorite 
memories of her mom and it made me happy because I learned so much about her.

Megan PenningTon, grade 5

Mom’s Memories

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mother, Leslie Perkins. She 
was born in 1986 in Virginia, and she is thirty-two years old. Her parents are Dena Trent and 
John Trent. She has one brother named Alen Trent.

My mother’s favorite childhood memory while growing up is going on walks with her father 
out in the field. They would race, play, and watch the cows out in the field. Now sometimes 
I go out into the field and walk with granddad, her dad. She says that she misses doing that 
stuff sometimes.

Mom’s favorite school memory was when she was in 5th grade and when she met my dad. 
She says that she loves him with her whole heart. I don’t get this at all not yet, at least.
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I enjoyed listening to my mom tell about all of her memories. This is my heritage. I hope to 
listen to the rest of the stories about our heritage.

MiCah Perkins, grade 5

My Mom’s Favorite Childhood Memory

I interviewed my mom Ashley Roberts about her childhood memories. When she was 16, 
she went to Disney World with John I Burton High School band and they performed inside 
the park.

Once they were done they got to spend the rest of the day in the park riding all of the roller 
coasters. This childhood memory is special to her because she got to experience Disney World 
with close friends and have lots of fun. She did not even have to go to school for a whole week! 
I think if I was to go to Disney World and ride all of the roller coasters, it would be really fun, 
especially when you don’t have to go to school for a whole week!

kaYlee roBerTs, grade 5

Hide and Seek

In my interview about games from the past, I  interviewed my grandma. She is my great 
grandma. She was born in 1951. The game grandma played was hide and seek. She played 
it outside  with her friend  Susan. In this game one would hide and the other one would 
seek. When grandma found Susan, she would say, I see you, can come out now.

dakoTa rogers, grade 5

Rubber Neck Chickens

My papaw, E.C. Noe told me the funniest story. He was born in 1984. His story took place 
in Oconita, Virginia when he was 7 years old. In the story, he worked in a field. My two papaws 
E.C. and Bernard Noe were both in the story together.

One spring day E.C. and his brother went to work in a corn field. They worked all day 
hoeing corn for 25 cents an hour. Instead they got paid in rubber neck chickens that they took 
home and then raised as chickens. Papaw can tell the funniest stories. That’s why I wanted to 
interview him.

When I interviewed my papaw, I felt silly inside. I started to laugh when he told me 
his story. Papaw felt hot upset and hungry for money. He has a lot of funny stories and 
he will make you laugh. E.C. Noe is my number 2 papaw that is why I wanted to inter-
view him.

WesleY sCoTT, grade 4
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My Nina and the Maple Sap

My nina’s name is Carol Ann Land. She has a lot of stories and this is my favorite. This story 
took place when she was eight. She was in the woods full of maple trees in Avoca, Michigan.

My nina use to work on a sap farm with her uncle. One day when she was collecting sap 
from the trees, her foot slipped on the wagon. She pulled the whole big milk can on top of her! 
She was covered head to toe in maple sap in a big snow pile. Her uncle had to finish the job 
so she walked to the cabin. She took a very long bath and 3 showers. My nina loved collecting 
sap and especially with her uncle.

I love my nina’s story. She’s a great storyteller. She was really mad when the sap hit her. 
My nina looks back to that day and she laughs her brains out. She said she always had fun 
collecting sap with her uncle.

MadilYnn seidel, grade 4

Grandpa and the Snake

I  heard the funniest story ever. My grandpa, Tommy Selph, told me this with my dad. 
When my grandpa was twenty two, it happened in Tampa, Florida in the woods.

It was two o’clock AM in the morning, when my dad got out of his tent and walked to the 
camp fire. He saw a black snake and yelled really loud, waved his hands in the air, and woke up 
my grandpa. My grandpa got out of the tent and said, “What?”

“Snake!” my dad said.
“Where?” Grandpa asked.
“There.” said my dad.
Grandpa told him it was just a garden snake, after all. They all went back to the tent and 

went to bed.
I was really happy he told me this story. It was super funny to me. I wish I was there. My 

grandpa was happy for me to ask for him to tell me a story. I hope I can hear more stories.
hagan selPh, grade 4

Stay Inside

My grandma Joyce Morris told me this funny story of when she was a kid. It was in the summer 
of 1959. It happened in Hancock County, Tennessee. The story was with her brothers and sisters.

Her parents told her to stay inside with her brothers and sisters. But they did not listen. They 
went outside anyway. Her brother was up to bat when he swung the bat and hit a home run. He 
tossed the bat and it hit her in the head! When their parents got home she thought she would 
not get in trouble, but when she got healed up she got her punishment. She has a scar to prove it.

I bet she was happy until she got hurt. She said that scar was deep.
Chandler JaCe skaggs, grade 4
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Coalee and Harold

My great uncle, Harold Jerrell, was born in 1940’s. My mammal told me about him when 
he had a horse that they raised on a farm in the Chest Ridge area of Lee County, Virginia.

His uncle Joe had a horse that they raised from a colt named Coalee. Harold and the kids 
loved to play with her. One very long hot day, Harold and his dad and sister were out plowing 
the corn fields with Coalee. Harold and the kids we riding on the horse to take it back to the 
barn. The horse saw the pond and ran into it! She was trying to back them off of her. They 
yelled for help and Uncle Joe came and helped.

Harold felt mad and scared. I felt, I was going to laugh so hard because it was so funny!
Julian isaaC sMiTh, grade 4

The Black Panther

Drucella Hensley was the 7th of 12 children in the Hensley family. She was 8 years old at 
the time of this story. When her family had moved from Hensley Settlement, they moved to 
Mills Hollow. This story happened at Mills Hollow in Claiborne County, Tennessee next to 
the Powell River.

Drucella and her brothers and sisters took turns riding their mule, Kate, up in the hollow 
to bring their cows home to be milked each evening. Their dog, Mojo, always went with them. 
One day they were bringing the cows in and had reached the old sawmill, when Mojo began to 
bark and growl. They then heard a loud scream and saw a large black animal with short ears. 
Mojo chased it down a hill and they were so scared, they ran home.

Later that week, Drucella and her brothers and sister were playing music outside after dark 
and heard the scream again. At first, the scream was across the river, but in just a few minutes it 
was close by. Everyone was so scared, they raced inside the house to tell their parents what they 
had heard. A few days later they were playing music outside. They heard a scream again and ran 
inside.

I was curious at first, but I really loved the story. It must have been scary hearing the pan-
ther scream. I would like to hear this story or one like it again.

JaCoB snodgrass, grade 4

My Family Traditions

My family Christmas traditions are when somebody in my family will help cook dinner 
with my grandma, while us kids play outside. When it’s time for dinner we all will come in-
side and everybody gets what they want to eat like ham, mash potatoes, butter rolls, and green 
beans. and my mom and l will say a prayer. Every Christmas Eve I get to open one gift and then 
the rest we wake up the next day. Those are my family traditions.

aliCia sPires, grade 5
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A Different Kind of Story

My papaw Don Stafford, told me a different kind of story. It took place when he was a small 
boy. His classmates are in the story. My papaw was eight years old when the story took place. 
It took place at Flatwoods School.

First, kids would make fun of him because he was the Preacher Ray Stafford’s boy. They 
said all he does is sit around and read the Bible. They said all he does is go to church. Next, 
the smallest boy at school would be friends with the biggest boy at school and bullied him. 
A group of kids would come beat him up like he was their punching bag! Last, when these 
bullies saw it didn’t bother him, they stopped.

My papaw was very embarrassed when the story took place. I  laughed at him because 
I thought he was like George McFly in the movie Back to the Future. I  liked that my papaw 
told me this story.

eliJah sTaFFord, grade 4

My Papaw’s Story

My papaw, Jimmy Miles, told me a story. It took place at his house in St. Charles Virginia. 
He was 13 years old when it happened. He’ll tell you some good stories while sitting on his 
front porch.

It was Friday morning and his sister Shirley asked him and his brother, Jerry Miles, to ride 
to Ohio with her. Well, mom wouldn’t let them. So, they said they were going on to school, 
but they didn’t go to school they went to their friend, James Oliver’s house. They played hooky.
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Well, a little while later mom felt bad for not letting them go, so she called the school to 
say that she was going to let them go, so no messing around after school. But, the principal 
told her that they didn’t come to school today. They still thought they could get away with it. 
School let out at 3:05, so they left at 5 til 3! When they got home they got in big trouble but 
they still got to go.

I love being in the Origin Project and getting a chance to interview my papaw. While he was 
telling me that story, he said that he was glad I chose him to interview because he said he has 
some good stories to tell me. I also thought that this story was really funny.

MileY sTaPleTon, grade 4

An Awesome Go Cart

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mom Angelia Fee. My mom 
was born in the year of 1982. My mom’s favorite childhood memory is when she got her go-cart.

The go-cart was red and black. She said that it drove very smoothly and it went very fast. 
Her mom and dad bought it for her on her birthday. Her brother Joey Fee took her on a ride, 
but they went through the fence and flipped and landed in the garden!

The reason it was special to her it was the birthday present from her mom and dad, and 
they have passed away. It was special to me because her mom and dad passed away before I was 
born and I didn’t get to see them.

suMMer sTaPleTon, grade 5

My Dad’s Memories of a Lifetime

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed my daddy Josh Gale. He was 
born in 1986.

His favorite childhood memory is riding with his Grandpa in his tow truck to pick up cars. 
His favorite school memory is going on a field trip to Six Flags Magic Mountain in California. His 
favorite sports memory is winning a football championship in middle school. He won a presidential 
award in P.E. class. Getting the award made him proud of himself because he worked so hard to get 
the award.

This is special to me because my dad is special to me, so I wanted to interview him so it 
could be published in The Origin Project. He is special to me because he is my dad that is why 
I interviewed him.

eMilY sTeWarT, grade 5

Max and Beulah’s Sneaky Secret

Mrs. Carroll’s grandparents, Max and Beulah Graham, were married in Jonesville, Virginia. 
They lived in the Flatwoods community. They proved they could be very sneaky!
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Max and Beulah kept a BIG secret from their family! After getting married, they went 
back home and pretended that they were not married. Nobody knew for 2 weeks! They stayed 
married for 60 years until Max’s death in 1995. Beulah’s death was in 2006.

Max and Beulah felt very sneaky. I thought that this story was interesting. I wondered how 
they kept that secret. I want to know more.

JaCoB suTPhin, grade 4

My Teacher’s Grandparents

I heard a great story about my teacher’s grandparents. It took place on November 9, 1935. 
She told me a story that I  will never forget. It was in Jonesville, Virginia in the Flatwoods 
Community. Max and Beulah felt sneaky because when they were in school they got married 
but never told anyone for two weeks. They tricked everyone!

JosePh suTPhin, grade 4

Ronnie Toney’s Story

I heard the greatest story about my pawpaw. His name is Ronnie Toney. This story took 
place in West Virginia on his back porch. He was 10 years old in 1952 and that is the date it 
happened. His brother and sister are also in his story.

They through slimy mud balls at his sister and then she rolled down the stairs and down the 
hill and then in the shiny river. One hour later our neighbors found her. She had one hundred 
rips in her dress. And they had to say sorry.

He felt happy and glad to have fun in 1952. It was amazing to learn this about him. I laughed 
too much. I want to hear another story from his past. I can’t wait until he tells me another story.

ToneY TaWni, grade 4

Going to the Flea Market With My Dad

My favorite childhood memory is going to the Flea market with my Dad. It was fun. I loved to 
walk around with my dad. We always liked to go look at traps and guns for as long as we could.

I liked to look at the little rabbits and the guy would let me hold the red one. It was my 
favorite one out of all of them and my dad would say, “ That’s your twin” and I would laugh. 
After we were done we would go to the cattle market and see my uncle Kenny selling cows, 
and I would get to pet them too. They were soft and fluffy.

The cows were huge and funny cause they would put their tongue up their nose and they 
would head butt each other. Me and my uncle would bet on which cow would win. This is my 
favorite childhood memory.

CassidY ThoMas, grade 5
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Papal Jack’s Old Car

My papal, Jack Spivey, lived in Fleenortown. When he was my age, he explored all over the 
place. He told me a story about playing in a barn with his friend.

The two boys played and explored in a really old barn on their farm. They found some old 
steel wheels in the barn. They got an idea to build a car. They pushed each other around on it. 
Then they decided to ride the car down a big hill. That’s when things went bad!

Papal and his friend flew down that hill like a rocket! That’s when they hit a big tree stump 
then they flew into a big creek. The car broke all to pieces.

Papal was happy that he and his friend built a car. Nobody got hurt, but they sure were sad 
about the car. He was sad that it broke. I thought that the story was funny. It made me want 
to hear more stories.

MaTTheW ThoMas, grade 4

Cowboys and Indians

In my interview about games from the past, I interviewed my Papaw Sonny. When he was 
little he would play Cowboys and Indians. He would play with real BB guns and sometimes 
with slingshots. Sometimes they would get carried away and shoot each other with the BB 
guns and slingshot!

He played with his neighbors David and Roger. One time my Papaw shot Roger’s tooth 
out with a BB gun and he got in trouble. When they played, they would hide in the woods and 
barns. In my opinion, I would rather play that than what we have today!

aiden TrouTMan, grade 5

Opossum Story

I heard a great story about my nana, Kathy Helton. She was born in 1960, but the story 
took place when she was 14 years old. She felt really scared when she was in woods in the year 
1974. She was with Len Knight and Ralph Spence.

They went opossum hunting every Friday with dogs. They went up in the mountain behind 
their house. Whenever it was almost dark, they would let the dogs go and tree a opossum. 
Then they would pick opossums up by their tales and put them in sacks. They would walk 
back down the mountain, all the way back to their house and put wires on the opossum tales! 
They would hang them on the tree upside down and let the dogs bark at them, but when they 
got tired they would just shoot the opossums.

I just couldn’t wait to hear that story, because it was exciting for me to hear, but it was scary 
for my nana.

Cade TrouTMan, grade 4
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My Mammaw’s Story

Lori Littrel is my mammaw. She lived in Indiana when she was growing up. She told me a 
story. She was 14 or 15 when the story happened.

My mammaw was sitting on a bench crying and her best friend Lori came sat down be-
side her and ask her what was wrong. She told Lori that my 1st boyfriend was leaving to go 
home. My mammaw lived in a foster home when she was a child. Lori told my mammaw that 
everything was going to be fine and if she ever needed anything she would be there.

Mammaw and Lori stayed friends forever. They are still friends to this day. This happened 
in 1966. She is a mammaw now. She loves her family. She is a mother of three. She is married 
to Matthew Littrell. She is loving grandmother.

neVaeh WashaM, grade 4

The Broken Window

My great uncle Jerry Short and his brother told me a funny story. Jerry was about 13 years 
old. The story took place in Flatwoods across the road from Bowen Furniture store.

As Jerry and Charles were walking home, Jerry said he picked up a walnut and told his 
brother he was going to throw it and break the window in the house. He asked his brother 
if he broke the window, would he also throw one and see if he could break another. Jerry 
said that Charles told him he would until he real-
ly broke the window and then Charles would not 
throw the walnut.

Jerry said his brother’s dad met Jerry with a belt, 
but Charles didn’t get whipped because he would 
not throw the walnut. Jerry said he never thought 
he would be able to break the window from where 
he was standing at the house. He couldn’t believe it 
really went through the window of the house.

When Jerry first told me the story, I felt excited. 
Jerry felt sad because he didn’t mean to break the 
window.

Brandon WesT, grade 4
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Mrs. Osborne Goes to the Fair

Mrs. Ada Osborne works at Flatwoods Elementary. She told me a scary story about going to 
the fair at Leeman Field in Pennington Gap, Virginia. She was 16 years old when it happened.

Mrs. Osborne and her sister were at the fair. There was a show where a woman was eat-
ing snakes. They had to pay a quarter to watch the show. They got scared because she threw 
something up to the crowd. She and her sister went back down the stairs and started crying. 
One of her friends came and tapped on her shoulder. They were going to go back in, but she 
didn’t have another quarter.

Mrs. Osborne felt scared. I felt a little scared when she told me the story, but I liked this 
story. I think Mrs. Osborne is a nice person.

Markus WheeT, grade 4

My Grandfather’s Favorite Childhood Memory

In my interview about childhood memories, I  interviewed my grandfather, Roger Dunn. 
His favorite childhood memory was he and his family going on trips to Tennessee.

Grandfather would pull over on the side of the road and sit at a picnic table. His mother would 
feed them all sandwiches, then all of the kids would play games like tag and hide-and-seek. Then, 
they would start driving again. Usually one of the kids would sleep in the back window because 
they didn’t have enough seats. Next, they would play another game that was called license plates.

How you play was you would have to name where each license plate you saw was from. 
Then, you would keep track and whoever had the most plates from each state would win.

This childhood memory was special to them because he got to be with his family, have fun, 
and would make memories. They were very fortunate to be together.

graCie Willis, grade 5

Rocks in the Water

Virgia Willis is my aunt, but we call her aunt sis. Ralph Willis is my uncle. Ralph and Virgia 
are married. They told me a story that happened on May 30, 1937. They lived down by the 
creek near Jonesville.

Ralph was coming home one night from his friend’s house. It was after a big rain and he had 
to cross a bridge over the creek to get home. Aunt Sis was outside saying, “Ralph come on.” He 
threw a rock into the water and scared Aunt Sis. She thought he fell in the water and she said, 
“Ralph come on or mom is going to whip you!”

I felt scared at first because I thought he fell in the water. Aunt Sis was terrified because she 
was there too. I thought it was funny at the end.

MaTTheW Willis, grade 4
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Playing on the Rocks

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mom Debbie Woliver. She 
was born in 1971. My mom has a sister named Lisa and a brother named Jody. My mom’s 
favorite childhood memory is playing on rocks in the field.

When my mom was young, her mother (my grandmother) would go out and work in the field. 
She took her kids with her instead of finding a babysitter. She would mark off a spot for her kids 
to play in the field and the spot always had a big flat rock in it. The kids would play school, house, 
and store on the big flat rock for hours. My mom loved to play on the big rock. Playing on the rock 
is a special memory for my mom because she was free to use her imagination and play anything she 
wanted to with her siblings. I think if I was my mom, I would play just like she did on that rock.

Mikah WoliVer, grade 5

Mom’s Memories

I interviewed my mom Christy Woodard who was born in 1982. Her favorite childhood 
memory was when she was a kid and her family would go to Dollywood every weekend.

They would leave on Friday to go to a motel with a swimming pool. On Friday night she 
and her brother would always go swimming. On Saturday they would leave to go to Dollywood 
when they got there, they got to get something to eat and go shopping. Then finally they would 
ride the rides! Then they would go home, watch TV for a little bit, then go off to sleep. It was 
very important to her because it was spending some time together.

Jordan Woodard, grade 5

A Father and His Daughter

In my interview about Childhood memories, I  interviewed my mom Emily Woods. She 
was born on October 8th, 1977. One of her favorite childhood memories was working on the 
farm with her dad.

She would help get the dairy cows each day and milk them. She also got to bottle feed 
calves!! They would work in tobacco almost year around. She also got to spend a lot of time 
with her dad when he worked on tractors and farm equipment. She loved to learn how and 
why things worked the way they did, but more than anything she enjoyed the time she got to 
spend with her dad.

This memory was special to her because it was time she got to spend with her dad. She also 
told me there is nothing in this world like a good relationship between a father and his little 
girl. I look up to my papaw just like my mom does.

kalli Woods, grade 5
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My Mom’s Favorite Childhood Memory

I interviewed my mom. My relationship with her is she is mother. My mom was born in 
1977. Her favorite childhood memory was going to Pennsylvania to go visit some family. They 
stayed for several days visiting Gettysburg, going to the fair, and the beach. She explored the 
Amish communities. She said it was really great to see family because they only saw each other 
once a year. It was the farthest she have traveled in her young life.

This memory was special to my mom. Her family did not take vacations due the need to 
take care of their family dairy farm that required daily milking of the cattle.

eMMa WrighT, grade 5

Childhood Camping Memories

In my interview about childhood memories, I interviewed my mom, Jennifer Ziehler. Her 
favorite childhood memory  was when she use to go camping with her cousins. There were 
many times they would go on weekends.

There was one time they went at the spur of the moment with no tent. They slept on the 
ground on blankets. She said it was really hot. It was lightning from the heat. They had a 
really fun time. They got to go swim and fish when they went camping. It was the best time 
ever!

This childhood memory was special to my mom because she got to spend time with her 
family and had a lot of fun. They also learned a lot of new things about the outdoors. Fishing 
was so much fun.

lYnZie Ziehler, grade 5
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I Love Christmas in Virginia

I love Christmas in Virginia
Snow on the ground

Plenty of hot chocolate
Making snow angels

Making snowmen all around

I love Christmas in Virginia
Santa comes to town

Reindeer in the village
Christmas trees all around

I love Christmas in Virginia
Warm boots on my feet

Fuzzy jackets
Cozy mittens

Snow all around
Baileigh aBel, grade 5

I Come From the Land

I come from the land where mountains roam.
I come from the land where people talk 

country talk.
I come from the land where life can be 

hard.
I come from the land where good times 

are born.
I come from the land where people are 

good.
I come from the land where small towns 

are big towns.
I come from the land where deer equal 

trophies.
I come from the land where everything 

is special.
I come from the land that is sometimes misjudged.
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I come from the land of small things.
I come from the land of southwest Virginia.

laYla Ball, grade 5

I’m A Hometown Girl

Abingdon is pleasant and calm.
Green mountains and grassy valleys all 

around.
Bright color leaves dance in the wind,

As they fall on to the ground.

The bright sun smiles,
Down on the small town
People ride in their cars,

As the streets go up and down.

Melanie BedWell, grade 5

Winter

Winter in Abingdon
Is like hot cocoa on a cold day

The snow falls like people dancing to the softest song

Winter in Abingdon
The snow is as white as the fluffy clouds in the sky

It’s as cold as a frozen lake

Winter in Abingdon
The bushes are covered in snow like icing on a cake

Winter in Abingdon is my favorite part of all 365 days of the year
MaCkenZie BlaCkWell, grade 5

My Dog Roscoe

He is brown like pretzels
He is fluffy and long

His feet look like Grinch feet
On a scale from a 1–10 on the cute scale
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He is definitely a 10
He barks and howls like a wolf

He grunts like he is old
His yawns sound like a baby tiger’s roar

He whines when he is scared but
Nothing is really there

He is soft like a pillow
He is fluffy like bunny’s fur

His tongue when he licks me is cold and 
wet

His paws are also soft and rough

He makes me feel happy
When I am sad he cheers me up
When he’s excited, I’m excited

He makes me feel glad I have a dog like him

That’s my dog, Roscoe
kierra hale, grade 5

The Broken Down Barn

The broken down barn sits in a field
faded gray and lonely
no longer a shield

The broken down barn has two rooms
one marked with number
where shadows may loom

The broken down barn without wooden 
doors

cold, damp, and dusty
and has mud floors

The broken down barn will fade away
wildlife gone,
but in my mind will stay

CassidY heaTh, grade 4
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The Sock Story

Looking down at my mismatched 
socks,

People say I look like ox with my 
socks.

Looking down at my mismatched 
socks,

My sister says I need to put my socks 
in a box.

Never put your socks in a box.

Looking down at my mismatched 
socks,

My friends like my socks that looks 
like rocks.

For my birthday I asked for 
mismatched socks that have 

rocks on them.

Looking down at my mismatched socks,
I got money to go to the mismatched socks rocks store.

I bought a lot of mismatch rock socks.

hannah lee, grade 4

The Beach

The beach is fun,
I like to play in the sun,

I like to see the seagulls soar,
As I play along the seashore

I enjoy building a sandcastle,
But sometimes it is a hassle,
The sand is sometimes hot,

So my pink towel hits the spot

As I watch the surfers ride a wave,
I think, oh how brave,

The ocean breeze gives me peace,
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Even though I am covered in suntan grease

We end our day with a sandwich to eat,
Followed by a sweet treat,

Now it is time to pack up our gear,
Leaving the beach brings a tear

hannah loCkharT, grade 4

The Creeper Trail

The creeper trail is so much fun,
And I like to ride in the sun

The bells go ring,
And I hear them ding

The ring or the bike whizzes past,
And the bike goes fast

The song of the bird in the tree,
Is as sweet as can be

Flowers dancing in the trees,
Sometimes makes me sneeze

I hear the dogs with their tongues 
hanging out,

As they run out and about

I love the trail,
It’s so much fun!

And I like to play in the sun.

kaTie MCConnell, grade 5

Life

 pain is participation
love is commitment
hate is insecurities
 kindness is hope
wisdom is belief
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I’ve shown pain,
I’ve felt love,
I’ve had hate,
I’ve been given kindness,
and I’ve realized wisdom
Life is meant to be lived

gaBBY odoM, grade 5

My Mom’s Amazing Hands

My mom has magic hands that can paint, clean, and cook.
They can also turn the pages of a book.
My mom’s magic hands can give hugs, build snowmen, and carry trays.
She can also wrap presents for Christmas and birthdays.
My mom’s magic hands can put up a tent, roast marshmallows and start 

campfires.
And sign her name Heidi Lynn Songer

gaVin songer, grade 5
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In My Town

In my town
The sun shines down
All the meadows are green
The hills roll like waves in a sea
Fields of flowers in bloom fill me with glee
Actors at the Barter preform a scene

In my town
Scones at the farmers’ market are the best around
Kids eat cotton candy at the county fair
People pedal hard on their bikes
While others take long walks or hikes
Frost is on the ground, a chill is in the air

In my town
The beauty goes around
All the mountains have snow
The wild wispy breeze
Shakes colorful leaves off the trees
This is the home I know

eMerson Turner, grade 4
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Alex Long, English 9 and 11

Shrimp Scampi With Sauce

1 pound jumbo shrimp, shelled and deveined
Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper
2 tablespoons unsalted butter
2 teaspoons minced garlic
1/4 cup dry white vermouth
1/4 teaspoon grated lemon zest plus 1 tablespoon freshly squeezed lemon 

juice
2 teaspoons finely chopped flat-leaf parsley leaves

Directions:

Put the shrimp on a large disposable pie pan or paper plate and pat them completely dry 
with a paper towel. Arrange the shrimp so they lay flat and are evenly spaced.

Heat a large skillet over medium heat. Season the shrimp with salt and pepper. Add the 
butter to the skillet. When the foaming subsides, raise the heat to high and invert the plate of 
shrimp over the skillet so the shrimp fall into the pan all at once. Cook the shrimp, without 
moving them, for 1 minute. Add the garlic and cook for 1 minute. Turn the shrimp over and 
cook for 2 minutes more. Transfer the shrimp to a bowl.
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Return the skillet to the heat and pour in the vermouth and lemon juice. Boil the liquid 
until slightly thickened, about 30 seconds. Scrape up any browned bits from the bottom of the 
pan with a wooden spoon. Stir the lemon zest and parsley into the sauce. Pour the sauce over 
the shrimp, season with salt and pepper to taste and toss to combine. Divide the shrimp among 
plates or arrange on a platter and serve.

annaBella alsuP, grade 11

The Gown

My mother told me a story about a ghost encounter she had when she was about ten years 
old. She lived in a two story house with her three siblings and their parents. This house was 
around one hundred years old and was located on the border of Virginia and North Carolina.

The previous owners of this house had left some of their belongings behind. There was one 
room upstairs in the house that was used for storage. This room was pad locked.

After about a month of living in the house, they began to hear strange noises while they slept 
at night. These noises sounded like footsteps moving up the stairs. None of the kids would sleep 
upstairs after hearing this. Their parents told them that it was an old house and it would be 
normal for it to make noises. These noises began to continue throughout the day as well.

There were occasions where the family would be in the living room together but hear some-
one walking up the stairs. The faucet in the bathroom would be turned on as if someone had 
left it running. You could also hear doors creek open. Once a door was slammed while no one 
was in that part of the house.

One summer, the family had company from another state come to visit. The kids decided to 
sleep upstairs while the parents slept downstairs. About an hour after the kids had settled down 
for bed, they began to hear the footsteps coming up the stairs. No one moved. Then, a figure on an 
old lady wearing a nightgown crossed in front of the bedroom door. Once she was out of sight, one 
of the kids ran after to see where she went. The figure moved right through the pad locked door.

The next morning, the family decided to open the locked door. The room was filled with 
boxes and had a dresser, bed, and night stand. The bed had been turned back and laying across 
the bottom was the nightgown the old lady had been wearing.

Chelsie alsuP, grade 9

Supernatural Encounter: A Ghost Story

Many people throughout history have experienced some type of supernatural event. It may 
have happened while they were at home, wandering through the woods, or when the person was 
sleeping. The majority of people don’t believe in these events but almost all of them haven’t been 
in one either. They don’t realize that someone in their family has probably experienced some type 
of ghost in their history. A numerous amount of families has had a supernatural event happen.
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My family has had an event happen in our history. It happened a long time ago when my 
great-great grandmother and her family moved into what they thought was an ordinary house. 
They didn’t know that the person who lived there long before them had been drastically killed 
when she was young and was rumored to have haunted the neighborhood ever since. Everything 
was going well for her family in the first few weeks until she encountered a ghost while she was 
home alone. She was just cleaning around the house when she suddenly noticed the sound of 
footsteps but nothing was there. The footsteps continued followed by the whisper of her name 
and heavy breathing near her. The ghostly figure eventually appeared just sitting in a rocking 
chair still saying her name in a whisper. It went away after a few minutes and later she told her 
husband what had happened and he didn’t believe her. The ghost never bothered her after that 
point. As you can see, the ghost of the young woman only wanted to deal with her the one time.

Many people question these supernatural encounters every day. They wonder if the people 
were hallucinating, had a nightmare, or were just crazy. These kinds of events happen all the 
time so not everyone is crazy. Maybe these things actually happen but the only way to find out 
is to experience a ghost for ourselves. That’s something people would like to see in person one 
day but others it’s one of the last things they’d want to happen during their lifetime.

niCk arneY, grade 11

Dad’s Greek Life

Ceremonies are a big part of everyone’s life. My dad had a story about a ceremony and I thought 
it was pretty interesting. This interview is about him pledging to a fraternity. I started off by asking 
him if he knew any ceremony stories. “Do you have any interesting ceremony stories?” he replied 
with, “Yeah, I do it’s about me pledging a fraternity in college, its name was Lambda.”

“Over at UVA Wise….gosh that was like 15 years ago, I remember … it involved a week 
long set of events, such as athletic events, like feats of strength, the ability to overcome adver-
sity, hosting a party, taking part in Greek intramural sports for a week ... Oh and of course 
you had to give a speech, the athleticism, you had to play for them against other fraternities 
for a week, and doing these events increased your chances for getting in the fraternity, so han-
dling adversity, the way they tested that, the fraternity brothers would take you to a secluded 
location and they would drop you off with the other people pledging, and you’d have to work 
together and try and get back to campus, there was also something called a knowledge bowl, 
which involved pretty much like your taking on other people in trivia, and at the end of the 
week you’d host with your fellow pledgers and host a party for all the brothers in the fraternity 
and the part that we done was a toga. Yep, we did a toga party. Of course, the final thing you 
had to do was explain to the brother why you are good fit for the fraternity, and depending on 
how you performed the entire week they determine who they would let in and let go. They’d 
tell everyone that night, and that if you didn’t get into a fraternity, then you had to wait a full 
year to try again.”
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I asked him how a fraternity is formed. He replied, “You have to submit what’s called a 
charter, it has to be approved by a council who is over all the fraternities and sororities at the 
college, and what happens is this council is composed of these fraternity and sorority people 
who were high up in these groups you have to come up with a leader, a president of your fra-
ternity, and that’s the person who will speak for your fraternity. You also have to, like I said, you 
have to get involved, with not only the community but also the college, and if it gets approved, 
you have officially made yourself a fraternity, only thing is to keep your charter, you have to 
follow the bylaws of the council.” he concluded. I enjoyed this story and the extra information 
I asked with it. I hope to make my own fraternity one day, and see how it goes. If I don’t end 
up making one, then I will most certainly join one.”

TYson BaileY, grade 9

The Lonely Call of The Young Draftee

I interviewed my grandfather, Fred Cox, about a spooky tale involving his time in the army.
“It was mid-summer of 1965, 100 men between the ages of 18 to 21 were transported to 

Roanoke V.A to be examined for the army. At this time the war in Vietnam was in desperate 
need of some recruits, which is well known today by the “draft.” The army didn’t reject many 
men, as long as you had circular blood flow it meant “welcome to the army.”

It wasn’t long until I left everything and everyone I’d ever known to go fight for my country. 
It was pure chaos at first, going to be trained and going from place to place. As soon as my 
introductory experience was over, I traveled with my trusty platoon to Vietnam to our base 
which would be our new home. There were many insecurities for everyone, having a bunch of 
irresponsible young men experiencing life for the first time. As we were constantly living in fear 
I started seeing things or so I thought around my buddy Jack.

For the whole two years I  spent in the army and until the night of our very last battle 
I saw this woman weep around my dear buddy Jack. She wept and wept until I thought I was 
losing my mind. I was horribly frightened; things just never were the same after those years. 
I went to sleep every night like everyone else in our cots worrisome of the days that lie ahead, 
but I always woke up to that same woman crying over my buddy Jack. I didn’t know why she 
was there and why she was crying, and I sure would’ve never dared to have walked up to that 
mysterious woman. It got worse every night. Day by day the less sleep I got, and the less sleep 
I got it was harder to survive. One night she had cried so hard she didn’t only wake me but 
my other buddy Bill. Also, on that one night I was able to make out who this woman was. 
She seemed as if she looked like a Vietnamese woman, long dark hair, dark brown eyes, and 
as if she looked she lived near a village close to our base. That next morning Bill and I weren’t 
apart of the crowd, we stayed with each other and spoke of the experience the night before. 
We decided to find out who this woman was, only one man in our platoon besides Jack knew 
who this mysterious crying woman was. She was Jack’s long lost lover that he had met on his 
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way overseas. We never knew her name just that her and Jack had a previous relationship the 
year before. The sleepless nights got worse and worse Bill and myself just looked at each other 
and our minds were clear of anything and everything, all we did was watch her cry. She cried 
and cried and Jack was absent minded of what went on the nights before. This woman was 
relentless, she never stopped. She’d leave but then she’d come back.

The last few nights I ever saw Jack and Bill alive, Bill and I did our usual listening but that 
woman cried so hard the next morning the teardrops were visible on the old, cracked army 
floors. It was the early morning hours of September 20th, 1967 which was one of the last battles 
my platoon ever saw, but didn’t know at the time. They came and woke us up, told half to do our 
duties it was real this time so my half went and the half that consisted of Jack and Bill were sent 
surprisingly to the front lines due to the fact we had lost so many men. They went I wished them 
luck and sadly that was the last time I saw both of them alive. They said they weren’t out there 
long and when they found them they were already too far gone. The only thing I regret and I’m 
sure Bill would’ve too is that we never found out the real story about Jack’s mysterious weeping 
woman, only the rumor is all that’s left. Now, that I’m the only one living to tell the tale, I believe 
she came there every night for those two years to warn Jack of his death. Even though it seems 
to weird for this woman to have been alive, so she would’ve have to have been a ghost warning 
him of the death while hiding her excitement of being with her true love again.”

oliVia Baker, grade 9

The Riddle & Bocock Family vs. The Wehrmacht & The Japanese

My family history includes many men fighting in many wars throughout history but in 
when World War II broke out they left to fight again. My great grandfather Samuel fought at 
pearl harbor and was one of the first on Okinawa and experienced the hurendes banzai sol-
diers which killed themselves rather than surrender. My other great grandfather Patrick was 
sent to Europe to help invade France alongside his nephew James, but before D-day his James 
was shot down during a bombing raid over Germany. He parachuted out, landed in a potato 
field, and was took prisoner by a German farmer with a pitchfork. Patrick however did not 
participate in the D-day invasion but instead the retaking of Dunkirk, or the Siege of Dunkirk, 
him and his allies were hunting down a tank when a German sniper with a scooped Kar-98 
fired a bullet into his shoulder, he survived the injury and was sent back home. Later before 
the Battle of the Bulge my great, great Uncle Clyde was sent to locate an armored rail train in 
central France, his sergeant ordered him to go scout out an old train tunnel for enemy soldiers 
and any trace of a active track. After he made mid-way into the tunnel the ground began to 
shake and a loud ear bursting whistle blew through the tunnel and he seen the large armored 
train racing towards him at 40 mph he tried to run but it caught up with him and struck him 
directly to the back and catching him pushing him along with it his legs caught the track below 
him and were tore off, the Germans stopped the train at the end of the tunnel to prevent tanks 
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or soldiers from using the tunnel. Clyde still stuck on the front of the train was still barely alive 
and his sergeant had him taken to a medical tent where he later passed away from blood loss.

ausTin BoCoCk, grade 11

My Mom’s Pumpkin Roll

To make my mom’s roll you will the following ingredients:

• 1/4 cup powdered sugar (to sprinkle on towel)
• 3/4 cup all-purpose flour
• 1/2 teaspoon baking powder
• 1/2 teaspoon baking soda
• 1/2 teaspoon ground cinnamon
• 1/2 teaspoon ground cloves
• 1/4 teaspoon salt
• 3 large eggs
• 1 cup granulated sugar
• 2/3 cup of pumpkin
• 1 cup walnuts, chopped (optional)
• Filling
• 1 pkg. (8 oz.) cream cheese, at room temperature
• 1 cup powdered sugar, sifted
• 6 tablespoons butter or margarine, softened
• 1 teaspoon vanilla extract
• Powdered sugar (optional for decoration)

First what you will need to do is preheat the oven to 375° F. Grease 15 × 10-inch jelly-roll pan; line 
with wax paper. Grease and flour paper. Sprinkle a thin, cotton kitchen towel with powdered sugar.

Second you will need to combine flour, baking powder, baking soda, cinnamon, cloves and 
salt in small bowl. Beat eggs and granulated sugar in large mixer bowl until thick. Beat in 
pumpkin. Stir in flour mixture. Spread evenly into prepared pan. Sprinkle with nuts.

Third you will need to bake for 13 to 15 minutes or until top of cake springs back when 
touched. (If using a dark-colored pan, begin checking for doneness at 11 minutes.) Immediately 
loosen and turn cake onto prepared towel. Carefully peel off paper. Roll up cake and towel to-
gether, starting with narrow end. Cool on wire rack.

For the filling you will need to beat cream cheese, 1 cup powdered sugar, butter and vanilla 
extract in small mixer bowl until smooth. Carefully unroll cake. Spread cream cheese mixture 
over cake. Reroll cake. Wrap in plastic wrap and refrigerate at least one hour. Sprinkle with 
powdered sugar before serving, if desired.
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After you do all this and you start to roll up the pumpkin roll be sure to sprinkle powdered 
sugar onto the towel so the roll does not stick to the towel.

TaTe BoWles, grade 11

Marching Band

Marching band is a huge part of my life. I have always loved music, and it has always been 
an inspiration to me. The marching season always starts about mid-summer, and it goes into 
November. This involves many hours of hard work and dedication, which is our own choice. 
Marching band is a major part of my life, and I would do all year round if I could. I started 
marching band in the ninth grade but I  started concert band in the sixth grade. I am now a 
junior and I have had many years of experience in music, and I have loved every second of it. 
In the three years have been in marching band my band has been shrinking, but we have been 
improving every year. My first year in marching band we performed a James Bond show, we did 
not do that good that year. At the end that year our band director left, and we got our current di-
rector. With our new director we performed the “A Journey to a Higher Somewhere”, this show 
featured the song from Coldplay. We played the songs “Clocks,” “Lost,” and “Viva la Vida,” this 
was the first year in four years that our band had started to come back to greatness. We are still 
trying to build up our band program. This year we performed the “Sum of The Parts”, this year’s 
show had the song, iMove, layers, and yellow/green. These songs are not the everyday songs that 
you always hear. This show was the first year that we performed a show like this, and this year 
was pretty good. We placed near the top at all of our competitions, except at Bands of America. 
Although we did not place in the top there, we still enjoyed the experience of it. Then at our 
state marching assessment, we achieved a superior rating, with start superiors all throughout all 
of the captions that they judged. This was the first step to becoming a Virginia honor band for 
the second year in a row. The second step to becoming an honor band is to achieve a superior 
rating at concert assessment. Overall this was a successful marching season, I have had many 
great memories in marching band, and I still have one more wonderful year of marching band.

TaYlor BoWles, grade 11

Creamsicle Fudge

I interviewed my mother about how to make her homemade creamsicle fudge. The follow-
ing includes the ingredients and instructions on how to make this delicious dessert.

Ingredients

3 cups of sugar
¾ cup of butter
⅔ of heavy cream
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7 ounces of marshmallow cream
11 ounces of white chocolate chips
3 teaspoons of orange
10 drops of orange food coloring (more if you want it a darker shade)

Instructions

1. Grease a 9 × 13 inch glass pan.
2. In a saucepan over medium heat combine the sugar, butter, and heavy cream. Heat 

to the softball stage which is about 235 degrees F, stirring constantly.
3. Remove from heat and stir in the marshmallow cream and white chips. Stir until 

the white chips are well blended and melted.
4. Reserve 1 cup of the mixture and set aside in another bowl.
5. Add orange extract and food coloring to the remaining mixture left in the saucepan. 

Stir well and pour into the greased 9 × 13 inch pan.
6. Then pour or drizzle the reserved white mixture that you set aside over the orange 

fudge. With a knife swirl it into the fudge back and forth.
7. Refrigerate until set, about 2 hours. Then cut into squares and serve.
8. This can be stored in the fridge in an airtight container for a few weeks.

kaiTlYn BroWn, grade 9
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Model Mom

My mother is a woman I  really look up to. She is the one who has helped shape me to 
become the person that I am. When going over potential “origins,” I remembered when mom 
told me that she used to be a model! So, I interviewed my mom on how she became a model 
and if she liked being one or not and why she stopped doing it.

“I  became a model around 1990, and my mom and dad put me in the model search in 
Kingsport, Tennessee. I was picked out of so many individuals and I started doing modeling 
classes. The first year I  learned makeup, eating habits, and how to walk the runway. We did 
a lot of fashion shows from several department stores in the local area. Then, in 1992, after 
I graduated high school, I had a modeling opportunity in Atlanta, Georgia where I officially 
started my modeling career. I did numerous photo shoots for face and hair and then I signed 
some modeling contracts for Macy’s clothing department store. Then, I had an opportunity 
to be in a commercial for Dove! I  did television announcements for different channels like 
WCYB for communication purposes. Then, I moved to Orlando, Florida. I went to an inter-
view for Elite Modeling Agency and I modeled for them for a little while. That is where I got to 
understand all aspects of the modeling industry, from modeling contracts to traveling agencies. 
That is where I prepared and submitted photos to agencies and scouts representing 150 class 
modeling agencies. I also modeled on project runway.

“The reason I quit was, I was informed that I would have to lose an unreasonable amount 
of weight and I was already really skinny and couldn’t lose any more weight. Even though I en-
joyed it very much, I had to give it up. There was no way I was able to lose any more weight 
and to be healthy. I felt like they basically wanted someone that I could not be.”

I am proud of my mom who stayed true to herself and was willing to walk away from a great 
opportunity as to not lose her identity and self-worth.

graCie CalTon, grade 9

The Incubus

I think it all started when I was eighteen. I had messed with a Ouija board and despite 
what everyone told me, I provoked the spirits. I did not believe that it was real and at the time 
I wasn’t scared of anything. Not too long later I had my first encounter with him. It was in 
Hickory, North Carolina, in a hotel room. The door of the hotel room was solid steel and it 
probably weighed about two hundred pounds. It would take a sledge hammer to even make 
the slightest indent in the door. On the outside of the door it was absolutely flawless, but on 
the inside there wasn’t a spot on the door that wasn’t dented. It looked as if someone had been 
trying to get out for years. That night I was lying in bed with my eyes closed when I felt a nudge 
on the other side of the mattress. I instantly knew something wasn’t right. It’s like I knew what-
ever it was wasn’t human and I was terrified. The second nudge was a little harder; almost like 
it was trying to get my attention. I finally opened my eyes and as soon as I did I felt something 
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moved under the covers beside me. I looked over my shoulder and I could see it moving from 
my feet up. It moved so swiftly; almost like a snake. When it popped out from under the covers, 
I could finally see it. It was a mist hovering right in my face. The mist was the prettiest shade 
of blue I had ever seen. It was mesmerizing. The mist was only a few inches away from my face 
when the face of a male flashed in the middle of it all. I could see all of his features. I jumped 
up out of bed and got ready to fight when all of the sudden the mist disappeared.

The next time I saw him was about a month later when he tried to kill me. I had just got 
home from work and it was about one in the morning. I went to my room and got into bed 
without turning the lights on. I  had been laying there for about five minutes with my eyes 
closed when for some reason I decided to open my eyes. As soon as my eyes opened the covers 
flew over my head and I heard a male voice start chanting in what I think was some kind of 
demonic language. I started to feel a great pressure on my entire body. The male voice start-
ed getting angrier and started chanting louder. The angrier and louder he got, the worse the 
pressure got. It got to the point where I could no longer move my body; I was suctioned to the 
bed. It was getting harder to breath; he was suffocating me. I was dying. I finally got enough 
strength to get my arm up and get the covers off of my face. That is when I saw him. It was that 
same bright blue mist hovering above me. I closed my eyes and turned to the wall and started 
praying to God out loud. The third time I said God’s name, it all stopped. I jumped up and 
turned the lights on and he was gone.

I’ve told many people about him but no one believed me. They called me crazy. I eventually 
stopped telling people and just let them find out on their own. Many people who are close to 
me have seen him. Jasmine Campbell, Ivy Lundy, and Madison Combs have all seen him. I say, 
“him,” because he eventually stopped showing up as a mist and started showing up as a tall 
pitch black figure. Atheists would call him a, “shadow man,” because they don’t want to refer to 
him as a demon because, “demon,” is what is used in the Bible. He is an Incubus. The Incubus 
and the Succubus are twin demons that are even mentioned in the Bible. They are a couple 
of the oldest demons ever that were kicked out of heaven alongside Lucifer. What they do is 
they destroy God’s plans. Apparently God had great plans for my family because the Incubus 
destroyed my family. The Incubus is male while the Succubus is female. Many people who 
know about these demons won’t believe my story because it is said that the Succubus is the 
one that goes after males while the Incubus goes after females. However, the Incubus used 
me to get to a female, and that female just happened to be my wife. If you want to know how 
he did it and how he destroyed my family, then you’ll have to do your own research because 
I can’t tell you that.

The last time I saw him was in 2014. I had gotten back together with my ex-wife. The same 
women he had used me to get to. My family was back together and that did not please him 
at all. He was angry and he was determined to break us up again. It started the very first day 
we had moved into our new house. I was in my youngest daughter’s, Alayah’s, room when he 
decided to pay me a visit. I was on the floor hooking up Alayah’s television when I saw pitch 
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black feet emerge from the doorway. My eyes trailed up his pitch black figure until I reached 
his face. I couldn’t really see his facial features, but what told me it was him was his curly hair. 
Every time he had shown himself to me in his shadow form, I had seen the same curly hair. 
As I was staring at him I saw his features move into what I believe was a smile. Almost as if 
he was telling me he’s back. And in a blink of an eye he was gone. While we were at the house 
unexplained things happened every night, but when he realized those thing wasn’t affecting us 
he kicked it up a notch. My ex-wife had a child that was named Ivy Lundy and one night she 
came to me and told me that there was a man staying in her room. She said he looked scary 
and that he had been staying with her every night. I went and checked her room but there was 
no one there.

The next night my oldest daughter, Madison, experienced something that would scare her 
so badly she never slept in that house again. Madison’s room was right next to Ivy’s and both 
of their rooms lead into the living room. Madison always kept her door open at night so she 
could see into the living room and the kitchen. That night she was lying in bed when she heard 
the door in the kitchen shut and then footsteps coming towards her. She said she saw a head 
pop out of the doorway to the kitchen and look at her. She didn’t see his face; all she could see 
was a black head with curly hair. She said he waved at her slowly and then backed away. As 
soon as she could no longer see him, she saw an object fly off the wall, past her doorway, and 
she heard it hit the other wall. She said it sounded like glass shattering. Keep in mind that we 
had just moved in so we didn’t have anything hanging on the walls. She got up and exited her 
room and looked in the direction of where she heard the glass shatter, but there was nothing 
there. There was no glass, no object, nothing. She then went to the kitchen door to find that 
it was locked. Her sister was asleep and I had been watching a movie and I had not left the 
room once. There is no explanation for what she saw. A day later my ex-wife called it off and 
our family was broken once again.

I have not seen him since then but every time I talk about him something weird and un-
explainable always happens. I’m hoping now that I’ve told my story nothing happens, but he’s 
unpredictable. I will forever feel the effects of what he did to me and I will forever wonder what 
could have been. I will forever wonder what amazing plans God had set for me and my family.

Madison CoMBs, grade 9

My Grandmother’s Gravy

My grandmother always made her famous Southern sausage gravy and here’s the secret recipe.

What You’ll Need

• 8 ounces breakfast sausage (hot, sage, or country)
• 2 tablespoons shortening or lard
• 3 tablespoons flour
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• 1 1/2 to 1 3/4 cups milk
• Salt and pepper, to taste
• Dash of cayenne pepper, optional

1. Cook breakfast sausage in a medium skillet over medium-low heat, stirring and 
breaking up with a spatula. With a slotted spoon, remove the browned crumbled 
sausage to a paper towel-lined plate. Add 2 tablespoons shortening, vegetable oil,  
or lard to the drippings in the skillet. Add flour, stirring until blended and bubbling.

2. Gradually add 1 1/2 cups milk; continue stirring and cooking until thickened and 
bubbly.

3. Add the crumbled sausage. If too thick, add a little more milk.
4. Taste and add salt and pepper. Stir in a dash of cayenne pepper, if desired.
5. Serve over hot split and buttered biscuits. Serve sliced tomatoes or fresh fruit with 

these, or serve as part of a bigger breakfast.

kaiTlYn CoX, grade 11

Miracles from Heaven

In March, my sister and her husband found out she was pregnant with her second child. 
We were all so excited to have the pitter patter of little feet running around the house again 
because my nephew was five years old.

Everything was going according to plan, but at twelve weeks we went to the doctor for her 
routine check-up. However, the day went horribly wrong. They could not find a heartbeat. 

Almost two hours later, we found out my sister had 
miscarried her baby.

Our whole family was devastated. But my sister 
was not only devastated, she was heartbroken. The 
day after finding out she had miscarried, she had 
to go back to the hospital so they could remove the 
baby. My sister went into a deep depression. We 
found out after, because they did a genetic test to 
find out why my sister miscarried, the baby she was 
going to have would have been born with Turner 
Syndrome. This is a rare condition that only affects 
baby girls. This is when one of the X chromosomes 
is missing or partially missing. The baby is usually 
born with a heart defect, liver problems, growth 
stunt, and its life expectancy is cut short.
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My mom said God had made the right choice to take the baby back home, so she would 
not have to suffer here on earth. As long as she was in heaven with our loving Father, we could 
live with what life had dealt us.

About six weeks after she had miscarried, she started feeling really sick. So she called her 
doctor’s office and her doctor said he wanted to see her again. He was afraid part of the baby 
she had miscarried might still be inside of her, which was what could be making her sick.

The following week, she went to the doctor and we all received the shocking news that my 
sister was three weeks pregnant. The doctor scheduled an ultrasound for the following week 
to see how far along she actually was. At the ultrasound, it showed she was four weeks along. 
The doctor’s office made her a follow up appointment for four weeks.

At her eight-week appointment, the ultrasound technician told my sister she heard a healthy 
heartbeat. But then she paused, and said “Baby number two also has a healthy heartbeat!” My 
sister and my mom were in total shock! At her four-week appointment, there had only been 
one heartbeat, but now they were being told there was two. TWINS!!!!

The doctor had no explanation for how only one heartbeat had been heard at four weeks, 
but he believed it was a miracle! My mom believes God was giving us the baby that we had lost 
back to us. Life is not always perfect, but at that moment when my mom told me the news, it 
felt pretty perfect!

On January 5, 2018, my beautiful nieces were born. Emorie Grace was born first, and 14 
minutes later, Enslie Marie entered the world. Although, they were born four weeks early, they 
were pretty healthy.

Brooke daVis, grade 9

A Coal Miner’s Prayer to God

Lord I pray to you, protect me and my brothers’ souls,
For as we all know, we risk our lives to dig this blasted coal,

As we work to earn my living for my family,
So my sons and wife don’t have to work in factories,

And as time goes on and the times get harder,
We must risk more, but must dig deeper and farther,

You and me know everything about these mines way to well,
Mining in the black gold in the pit that’s filled like hell,

And as the day ends, in this dark and dank hole we stand,
With coal dust covering my face and hands,

So lord please give us your grace,
That way we all can go home and see our families faces.

derek daVis, grade 11
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Coal

Deep in the coal mines
Is where I trace my bloodline
Working all day
To earn enough pay
Blood, sweat, and tears
Is something my Papaw didn’t fear
Crawling on his knees
That job wasn’t a breeze
Coal pitch black
Integrity is something he didn’t lack
He’s everything I dream to be
Hard work is the key
Train full of coal
Earning money is the goal
Crawling out of the mine
Is when he sees the light shine
There’s no turning back
When he’s walking down the track
At the end of the day
He gets on his knees and prays
Thank God for coal miners.

asia dean, grade 11

Muddy Mishaps

It was a beautiful, sunny day in the fall of the year, and my grandparents decided it was the 
perfect day for a boat ride. My paw needed to take the boat out to work the motor and such. 
They unloaded the boat, which was a simple task as they’d done it many times. They rode 
up, down, and around the lake and its cool waters. They saw some cranes on a bank nearby 
and decided to watch the graceful, white birds. They meant to turn the boat off and drop the 
anchor, but being caught up in the beauty and action of these birds, forgot the anchor. As 
they observed the birds the boat had drifted over towards the middle of the lake. Immediately 
realizing this and knowing a bigger boat could barrel through those waters any minute, they 
pulled it out of the way. Seeing as they had ridden for quite a while they decided on stopping 
and pulling the boat up to another bank to get out and stretch their tired legs.

The bank was rocky and muddy, but had a good, clear spot for walking. As my paw drove the 
boat, my nana went up to the front of the boat to guide it in so it didn’t hit the rocks hard. The 
boat was up to the bank and my nana was going to step onto the shore. The platform she had 



168 lee high sChool

to step on were some moist, mossy rocks and she had to be very careful. She creeped the first 
foot off of the boat on to the rocks and she began to creep the second foot off. However, as she 
did this her first foot slipped off the moss-covered rock and she plummeted into the water and 
mud. After a quick check to see if she was okay they concluded two things, she broke her glasses 
and she was covered in mud. After this, they brought the boat back to the dock and loaded it up, 
which was easy due to experience. They wanted some supper, but my nana absolutely refused to 
go into a restaurant. My paw accepted it though, got them a Domino’s pizza, and they ate it in the 
truck. They had had a good day filled with fun and humor, but needless to say he hasn’t taken her 
back to the lake since. Though he did say he just might have built up the courage to try it again.

Chloe dean, grade 9

Bread Truck Murder

Mamaw Margaret’s father, Hagan Roop, was murdered March 12, 1952, in his own bread 
truck. On the day of his murder, he was 40 years old and making his last route of delivery. He 
delivered bread for Hecht’s Sunbeam and on his work days, he drove from Appalachia to Ewing 
He was making his way through the east end of Jonesville, and because of the kind of man he 
was, picked up a hitchhiker. He pulled over to a restaurant, the young man he picked up, went 
in and came back out with two of his friends. They started threatening him with a knife and 
attempted to rob him. The three men forced him to start driving and they ended up leading him 
to the DMV. Trying to prevent the robbery, Hagan pulled out a gun from the glove box but had 
it taken away, leaving him with no protection. Hagan was shot by the men three times, stabbed 
numerous times, and had his throat cut. Later that evening, the killers returned to that same 
restaurant, with stolen money to spend and noticeably drunk. Someone at the restaurant noticed 
the blood on the men’s clothing and contacted the police. The police found the young man and his 
name was Bill Long. Local and state police got involved, and his friends were questioned. Finally, 
Bill Long was arrested but a lynch mob showed up and because of their arrival, he was trans-
ferred to a different prison. After the trial, Bill was found guilty of murder and highway robbery. 
He was sentenced to 99 years in prison and life but only ended up spending 10 years in prison. 
Unfortunately, there was not enough evidence to keep his friends in prison as well. Hagan Roop’s 
murder story was published in the Detective Magazine as the most brutal murder to happen in 
Southwest Virginia. To this day, people to come to Margaret’s work to ask questions.

graCie doTson, grade 9

Weird Sounds at Night

I interviewed my great-aunt Barbara Skidmore to find out if she recalled any ghost stories 
from our family’s history. She remembered a story her mom told her multiple times about her 
great-grandparents.
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Barbara explained to me that years ago people rented houses to live in. They were small and 
had about two rooms. “They were what I’d call shacks now,” Barbara declared.

My great-great-great grandparents had just gotten married and went to rent a house. The 
family that had been living there before told them they would not be able to stay in the house 
because of the loud noises at night. The wife of the family had died shortly before they decided 
to move out.

My ancestors, Paulser and Lucinda DeBusk, decided to stay at that house despite the claims 
of it being “hainted”.

After they moved into their new home, the DeBusk family started to notice some things. 
Every night they blew out their oil lamps and latched their doors. Soon, the doors would open 
and the lamps would come on while the family were in bed. They would get out of bed and 
relatch the doors, but the doors would still open and reclose. The lamps would still light up with-
out having oil or being lit. The pots and pans in the kitchen would rattle and fall randomly during 
the night. The covers on the bed would slide into the floor without movement from the family.

Paulser and Lucinda told their close friends about these sounds. Their friends did not 
believe them, so they brought their children and stayed the night. By midnight, they had fled 
that house, promising they would not be back.

Paulser and Lucinda DeBusk had to move out of the house. They settled in Corbin, 
Kentucky and had eight children.

aBigail edWards, grade 9

Cabbage Stew

This stew is my favorite food my family makes. We usually eat it for special occasions.

Step 1. Get ten pounds of beef and a couple of large onions and chop them fine.
Step 2. Then get some peppers and a head of cabbage and chop them up in chunks.
Step 3. Then you have to brown the beef with the onions
Step 4. Now you have to drain the grease then rinse it in hot water it has to happen
Step 5. After you do all of that you gotta put it back on the stove and add garlic, thyme, Italian 
seasonings, bay leaf and at least half a jar of some grape jelly.
Step 6. You need to add some tomatoes or tomato juice
Step 7. Now add black beans and let it cook for an hour

CaMeron elY, grade 9

Granny’s Banana Pudding

Ingredients:

1 cup sugar
½ cup all-purpose flour
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3 ½ cups milk
8 egg yolks
1 tbsp butter
1 ½ tsp vanilla extract
1 box vanilla wafers
6 bananas

Directions:

1. Preheat oven to 350 F
2. Whisk together the sugar, flour, and salt. Mix in ½ cup of milk and egg yolks. Bring 

the rest of the milk to a simmer on medium heat. Whisk 1 cup of teh hot milk into 
the egg mixture. Whisk the egg mixture into the remaining hot milk. Bring to a boil 
stirring constantly. Cook until thick, for 3 minutes. Remove from heat. Add butter 
and vanilla, stir until butter is melted.

3. Put vanilla wafers in the bottom of your pan. Top with banana slices. Pour the pud-
ding overtop the bananas.

4. Whipped cream is optional.
Zane eisenMenger, grade 9

Oldman Titanic

For this project I decided to ask my maternal grandfather for a story. We went through 
several stories and finally decided on one that was not so controversial. This is the story about 
him and his friend Doc when they almost drowned in a fishing tournament on Chickamauga 
lake about 16 or 17 years ago.

Let me just set the scene for you, it is about 6 or 7 in the morning, fifteen old men in their 
boat’s with as much determination in their eye as a kid trying to get permission to stay at a 
friend’s house when all of a sudden, BANG! They were off to the races, people putting the 
pedal to the metal to get to the fishing spot that they can hardly remember. My grandfather 
and his friends had planned on going to a spot with a few islands that had spots between them 
that you could pull your boat through to get to the other side.

Once they got there they started fishing and they drove around the island dodging the rocks 
in between the islands. Once they fished the islands to the extent that they were satisfied, they 
got ready to make another run down the lake when they noticed geese in the way. They started 
towards the geese assuming that once the boat got close, the geese would move out of the way. 
The geese moved out of the way just in time for them to expose the rocks that were under 
them. The boat that my grandfather and his friend were in, hit the rocks at about fifty-five 
miles per hour and it sent the boat flying about thirty feet up in the air. After landing back in 
the water, my grandfather checked the boat and noticed that it miraculously was not sinking 
so they continued fishing and ended up winning the tournament.
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After the tournament they noticed that the bottom of the boat was ripped up pretty bad so 
they sent it to get repaired. They repaired it by replacing the damaged fiberglass on the bottom 
of the boat and only the damaged fiberglass. Once they got the boat back it worked for a little 
while until my grandfather and his friend Doc had another tournament at Chickamauga. It 
was late in the tournament when this happened and they had gotten to a rock wall and planned 
to fish all along it, then all of a sudden, the front of the boat leaped about five feet in the air and 
almost threw my grandfather and his friend out of the boat. The boat then crashed back into 
the water and rested, now at this point most people would have thought maybe I should check 
that but not my grandfather. He and Doc continued to fish. A little while later, my grandfather 
noticed the bilge pumps going as fast as they could go and then he said, “Now Doc come up 
here while I go back there and find out what’s happening with all this water.” My grandfather 
checked the battery compartment in the back of the boat and noticed there was about a foot 
of water slowly but surely rising.

After learning this, he calmly turned and told Doc, “If we don’t make it back to a ramp soon, 
we are going to sink.” Luckily for them, there was a ramp a little less than a mile away but they 
didn’t know how to get back without sinking the boat. They ended up trolling back as fast as 
they could without flipping the boat and if you want to know how it feels to boat that slow 
while sinking it’s like casually walking to hospital a mile away while bleeding out. They ended 
up reaching the dock while the water was still at knee level but they just had to ram the boat 
into the ramp.

Now that the boat was saved from sinking and them from drowning there was one other 
problem. This was not the dock they took off from that dock was about ten miles down the 
lake. As they were trying to find a solution, one of their friends saw them and offered to take 
them back.

So after all that, they were able to lift the boat up and realized that all the replaced fiber-
glass had been ripped off and had caused the boat to fly into the air. They did not finish the 
tournament that day but they did end up with wet pants a story to tell.

luke esTes, grade 9

Geneva Carter

My special person is my mamaw, Geneva Carter. She has always shown me love and gener-
osity. My grandmother has always been one person I can always count on being there for me. 
My whole life I have always known her to work as hard as a man out in the fields and in her 
house. She takes pride in all that she does. She has shown me that if you want things in life 
you have to work for them. Mamaw Carter’s childhood was filled with many hardships, but 
many lifelong memorable memories.

Mamaw Carter’s first school was Dry Branch School located in Dryden, Virginia. This 
school consisted of only two classrooms and a coal stove that furnished the heat. Her mem-
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ories were great. Many friends that she made there are still her friends today. She remembers 
being able to skip class to go outside to clean out Mrs. Hines car. She enjoyed walking to school 
with her brothers and sisters. It was a quiet and pleasant way to start and end the day.

Mamaw Carter attended Pennington High School in Pennington Gap. Her favorite sub-
jects were history and biology. She loved learning about the past events and conducting science 
experiments. She remembered dissecting a frog in biology. Her least favorite subject was math. 
She didn’t understand the purpose of having to learn algebraic equations. Her favorite teacher 
was Mrs. Server who taught English. She was very kind and tried to help her students in every 
way. Her least favorite teacher was Myrtle Langley. Mrs. Langley often picked on her and her 
boyfriend, Moran. Mrs. Langley acted as if she thought she had cheated on assignments and 
homework. High school was a fun time in her life. She enjoyed changing classes and studying 
in the library. It was in high school when she thought she would like to become a nurse. She 
liked the idea of helping others while they were feeling so bad. Unfortunately, she never com-
pleted her high school education because her father passed away suddenly and left her mom 
to do all the farm work.

Mamaw Carter takes family very seriously now and long ago. Some fond childhood mem-
ories include her and her sisters getting to walk to their friends’ houses at any time during the 
evening to visit with them and not have to worry about crimes and strangers like kids do today. 
My grandmother loved going to the movies on the weekends and going fishing with friends.

Mamaw Carter’s favorite holiday was Christmas. Christmas time was a special family holi-
day for all the Johnson children. The family was very poor but her mother and father tried their 
best to make Christmas an unforgettable time. She remembers how good the house smelled 
from her mother making sweet, delicious candy. The nine children only received new clothes 
at Christmas. Her parents bought these clothes after their tobacco sold. The only memorable 
decoration that stands out in her mind was a cedar tree decorated with popcorn garland that 
her brothers and sisters helped make. Her older sisters that had gotten married and moved out 
would often send the children still left at home, special gifts in the mail. The children would dart 
out to the mailbox every day in the month of December to see if their gift had been delivered.

In conclusion, Mamaw Carter’s life has been filled with many memories both good and bad. 
She was blessed with having married her high school sweetheart, having a close sister, Louise, 
that helped solve problems and a loving mother and father that showed her that hard work 
must be done in order to have life’s finer things. As long as you have your family, you can say 
that you are blessed!

dYlan Fannon, grade 9

Suspicion on the River

When I was sixteen years old I experienced a tragic event on the Powell River. The Powell 
River’s strong current almost took the lives of myself and others. This event would later begin 
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a stronger bond with my younger brother. Also, it left me with a fear of water until this day. 
My brother and I walking out of the river that day was an unbelievable story that we would 
never forget.

It was the summer of 1987. My cousins were visiting from Richmond for The Fourth of 
July. Each summer my younger brother, Jamie, and I  looked forward to our cousins visiting. 
Kevin and Brian were city boys that rarely had the opportunity to be outdoors exploring the 
open terrain of our farm. On the morning of July 3rd, 1987 all the boys wanted to walk down 
to the river that ran by our property to go fishing. Their father Donnie followed the four of us 
down to the river. Kevin and Brian suddenly changed their minds about going fishing, instead 
they wanted to wade the river. This change of events was the beginning of my unbelievable 
story that I lived to tell.

Jamie and I were the first boys to enter the shallow water. We both had rather large twigs 
that helped us feel the way for our future steps. Kevin and Brian were right behind us. Donnie 
was sitting on the grassy bank when suddenly Jamie and I went from waist-deep, to depths 
over our heads. Neither of us were good swimmers. The only thing we were able to do was 
tread water. Jamie was only twelve years old at the time. He panicked and grabbed onto my arm 
only pulling me down further. I thought this was the end for me and my brother.

In the meantime, Donnie had been frantically looking for an object to pull us to safety. 
While fighting the rivers strong current, I  felt something hit my hand. I  grabbed tightly to 
the sturdy branch that Donnie had thrown to me. He quickly pulled us both out of the water. 
Then, he grabbed his two sons out of the shallow water. Once Donnie had all four of us safely 
sitting on the river bank, he broke down and cried, his tears were of joy and relief.

In conclusion, we were all grateful that we were alive and well. The fireworks that were set 
off the following night that year were not only a symbol of independence, but a celebration of 
life. After that horrible day, I felt as if I was given a second chance at life. I realized that you 
don’t have to be old to die. I now try to live each day as if it was my last.

TYler Fannon, grade 9

The Beautifully Sad Wedding

It was March 28, 1992. On this particular day two people were to be wed. My mother and 
father, Randy and Laura. This would be their happiest and the saddest moments in their life. 
It was cool day in March. It was going to be a small wedding. The only people that were going 
was close friends, family of the bride, and just a few family members of the groom. They just 
weren’t ready for a certain sad unforeseen event that would happen this day.

My mother’s dad, Grandpa John, wasn’t a well man. He had been ill for a while now. 
Grandpa John had brain and lung cancer. He was only fifty-five years old. Mom and Dad had 
been living with Nanny and Grandpa John, but this morning it was only Nanny and Mom 
at the house with Grandpa John. Dad went to get somethings for the reception. Everything 
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was going swimmingly and everyone was getting ready for the wedding. When all of a sudden 
Grandpa John wasn’t doing so well. It was so bad that they had to call the Rescue Squad. As 
soon as they got to the house they rushed him to the hospital. He didn’t make it to the hospital 
before he passed.

Mom was going to call off the wedding, but Nanny convinced her not to by saying “that 
is not what your dad would want. It would make him happy if you went through with it on 
the day you want it on.” They went on with the wedding after all. Since Grandpa John passed 
he couldn’t walk her down the aisle, so her brother, my uncle John, stepped up and gave her 
away to my dad. If only Grandpa John would’ve been alive. He could’ve seen his little girl get 
married. It was beautifully sad wedding to all.

Cassie Flinders, grade 11

Apple Butter

My grandma has been making homemade apple butter for as long as I can remember. As 
a kid, I use to sit at the kitchen table, and watch her throw it together. She always used to say 
that she got the recipe from her mother, and she wanted me to know it as well. The recipe is ac-
tually really simple, and easy to remember. You start off with putting sliced, peeled apples into a 
slow cooker, then you add ½ a cup of granulated sugar. Once you add the granulated sugar, you 
can add the same amount of brown sugar into the mix, then you add 1 ½ tablespoons ground 
cinnamon. The last two steps are adding ¼ teaspoon of salt, and 1 tablespoon of vanilla to the 
slow cooker. After those steps are all completed, you can place the lid onto the slow cooker and 
let it set for about 10 hours, stirring the mix every couple hours or so. When the 10 hours are 
up, take the apple butter and start putting it into mason jars until it is all gone. And there you 
have it, a simple way to make apple butter.

Miranda giBson, grade 11

Perfect Harmony

To show my love of playing my violin, I decided to write a poem in enjambment like what 
we learned in Mr. Long’s English class:

When I pick up my violin, every bitter thought is quickly erased from my mind.
It’s like anything and everything negative going on in my life has just vanished.
People probably find it a bit odd that a person’s attitude can change completely just by holding 
a silly ‘ole instrument, but to me, it’s captivating.
It’s a wonderful feeling when the neck of my violin fits so perfectly in between my thumb and 
index finger.
The way my shoulder rest hugs my shoulder like it’s an old friend that hasn’t been seen in quite 
some time.
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My bow in my right hand.
Barely tapping my bow on anything and automatically getting rosen on absolutely everything.
Noticing the individual horse hairs that make up my bow.
Looking at my violin and realizing what effort and passion and hard work it took to hand-craft 
such a beautiful creation.
Seeing the perfectly symmetrical f ’s on either side of my violin.
Building so much callus on the tips of my fingers.
Having to be committed and dedicated and having to absolutely love what I can do with it.
Playing any and every genre of music and making it sound so, so alluring.
Whether it be hymns, fiddle, classical,
It’s all so quintessential.
Constantly learning new techniques and even writing my own pieces.
Nothing compares to having the ability to make such perfect harmony with just the fluttering 
of my fingers and the swipe of my bow on my strings.

alYssa goodMan, grade 11

My Mother’s Education

School. Seven hours a day, five days a week, no one wants to go but unfortunately, it’s a state law. 
This paper is a conversation between my mom and I, Nicole Gordon, about her school years. From 
elementary school all the way to high school. She went to Dryden Elementary for elementary school 
of course. For middle school, she went to Pennington Middle, which at the time had fifth grade along 
with sixth, seventh, and eighth. For high school, she went to none other than good ole’ Lee High.

The conversation began with myself asking her to tell me about her school years, all the way 
from elementary school up to high school. She answered with a, “sure, what would you like 
to know about?” I then began to ask about her elementary years. She told me that she went 
to Dryden Elementary in Dryden Virginia. Then I asked her questions like, “What was your 
favorite subject? Who was your favorite teacher?” She said that English would have to be her 
favorite subject and her favorite teacher was Gaile Rasnic.

Next she talked to me about middle school. As I have stated before, she went to Pennington 
Middle School in Pennington Gap Virginia. When I asked her how her experience was with 
the school, she said, “I hated it. Everything was so messed up and everyone was always getting 
in trouble and being mean.” Then I asked her who her favorite teacher was. She said, “Debra 
Banks was my favorite teacher, she taught Home Economics. ‘

Then we moved on to high school. She went to Lee High in Jonesville Virginia. I asked her 
who her favorite teacher was and she told me, “Carol Mullins, she taught literature and English 
honors.” Next, I asked once again how her experience was. She responded with, “It was great, all 
my classes were good. I kept my focus on my work and I graduated early, but overall it was alright.”

TYler gorden, grade 9
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The Runaway Dog

One night on the way home from church I asked my dad, Shane Grace, if he had a story 
about a pet he has had. He told me,” well one time my dog Rigby ran away when I took him 
out to use the bathroom.” I answered,” oh my, can you tell me about what happened when he 
ran away?” He then said, “well my dog Rigby would always run away when if he was outside 
and you took your eye off him for one second, but this time when he ran away it backfired on 
him. So I  let him out, and i guess I must had gotten distracted or something because when 
I was looking for him he was nowhere to be found. I figured he just ran to the neighbor’s house 
like always. I went inside and told your mom about what had happened. We went outside and 
started to look for him and call his name hoping he would eventually come back. After a little 
while of looking we realized we would probably need to run up the road and look for him, 
because that’s how we usually found him. So I went and got my keys and started to head up 
the road to look for him. I went up and down the road trying to find him when I finally saw 
him in the neighbor’s house field. But this time he was in trouble, because to horses inside the 
field had surrounded him and wouldn’t let him go. I got out of the car and stood there thinking 
about how I could get him. I yelled at him to come to me, but when he started to the horses 
stopped him and acted like they were gonna hurt him if he tried to get away. I didn’t know 
what I could do, because he could not get out on his own and I definitely couldn’t go in there 
and get him myself without the horses attacking me. So I  just stood there for a little while 
when, thankfully the neighbors must had noticed what the horses were doing, and they came 
out there and got Rigby for me. Ever since then he hasn’t gone back to the horse field.” “I can’t 
blame him for not going back,” I said.

logan graCe, grade 9

Religious to Redeemed

When given the opportunity to write for The Origin Project, I struggled with what to 
write about. I  looked up the definition of the word “origin” and it said “the point or place 
where something begins,” so I decided to write about the point and place that my Christian 
life began. I’ll start out by telling you that I’ve been in church my whole life, I sung in the 
choirs at my church, and even participated in church related function. But that’s not where 
my Christian life began, you see my Christian life didn’t begin when I had religion because 
none of that matters, it began when I  got redemption. It all started in October of 2013 
while we were having revival at my church. The LORD began to convict my heart and show 
me that I was lost and in need of salvation. I tried to brush it off and pretend like everything 
is fine, but little did anyone know the war that was being fought in my heart. I battled day in 
and day out through the whole week thinking “Do I get saved?” “Am I already saved?” until 
Thursday morning of October 24, 2013. I stood at the front door of my house, waiting for 
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everyone else to get ready to leave for school. I stood there thinking to myself, “Well, I’m 
not out in the world committing super bad sins, so I must not need to get saved.” Then all 
of a sudden all the religion, all the works, all the fighting went away and The LORD clearly 
told me that I was lost and on my way to hell and I needed to get saved. My heart dropped, 
I immediately went into panic mode, and went and told my dad that I needed to be saved. 
My dad read to me some scriptures from the Bible, but if I’m gonna be honest with you 
I don’t remember what my dad said because the whole time I was knelt down the only thing 
I thought was “Hurry up because I’ve got to get saved!” When my dad was finished reading 
some scriptures he told me to pray, but before I could start to pray The LORD made me 
realize that I needed to ask HIM to forgive me of my sins. I began to pray and ask The 
LORD to forgive me of my sins and save my soul from hell, and that is exactly what HE 
did! And that is the origin or the point and place that my Christian life truly began. It was 
truly the greatest day of my life.

graCe hall, grade 11

Our Family Farm

Farming is a huge part of the culture we live in. Southwest Virginia has thrived on farm-
ing for generations, but the number of farmers is decreasing, especially tobacco farmers. My 
great grandfather, who is also my namesake, Tyler Burke, was a tobacco farmer in Stickleyville, 
Virginia. He has passed this trade off to his son and grandson. They continue to persevere in 
the dwindling industry to make an honest living for their wives and families.

When he was a young teenager, Tyler Burke began working as a simple farm hand. He 
worked under many farmers in the Stickleyville area. He worked for as little as a dollar an 
hour starting out. As he grew older, he would prove himself to be a dependable, hardworking 
man. His bosses began to leave the planting, harvesting, cutting, and grading to him. He was 
in charge of the other workers. He began saving his money and soon he would have a farm 
of his own to support his family of four. He purchased livestock, but based his life primarily 
on tobacco farming. He began by selling his crops at the former Shelburne Warehouse in 
Pennington Gap and finished with RJ Reynolds. He saved for his family, and has now his son 
owns and farms the land he once did. He did not stop then. Until last year, at the age of 82, 
he was still farming almost daily.

My great grandfather is the hardest working man I have ever known. Although we have dif-
ferent interests, I plan to make him proud. He has taught me to be honest, humble, caring, and 
diligent in whatever I set my mind to. I proudly wear his name. I may not be a tobacco farmer, 
but I plan to set my future sights with his goals in mind, such as taking care of those I love 
and never stopping until I have reached my career goals to do so. I am a proud great-grandson 
of a tobacco farmer.

TYler haMMonds, grade 11
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A Recipe for Delight

Many families have a tradition of passing down notable events in one’s lifetime, or memora-
bilia that tell a story, or any other object that can bridge the generational gap through the ages. 
Such in the case of my family, many prolific chefs were in my family, as evidenced by the many 
ancient cookbooks in my kitchen cabinets. One of the oldest recorded recipes I found was for 
a chow-chow relish, dating back to the days of my Great-Great-Grandmother. The card that 
which it was written on has seen so much use, that the paper is turning a very light yellow, as 
does with old paper, and is frail to the touch with its creased corners and torn folds. Follows is 
the recipe for “Chow-Chow,” a recipe much familiar to my family:

Chow-Chow
1 gal. Cabbage
½ green tomatoes
1 qt. chopped onions
1 qt. sweet pepper
1 qt. Cucumbers
3 or 4 hot peppers
1 tablespoon cloves
1 tablespoon ginger
1 tablespoon cinnamon
2 tablespoons salt
2 tablespoon mustard seed
2 lb. sugar
2 pt. vinegar

Chop all vegetables. Mix well. Boil 15 min.
As can be assumed from the above, my family is quite a fan of sweet foods. Likewise, 

they also possess many recipes for chocolates and other sweets, but no other recipe holds 
quite the record as the recipe for chow-chow. It is so well beloved, that it is more than 
likely to be preserved for future generations, maybe even some hundred years down the 
road from now.

ZaCh haMMonds, grade 11

The Midwife

My great - great Grandmother, Laura Buchanan Hensley, lived with her husband and seven 
children in Calvin Coal Mining Camp; located in Keokee, Virginia. Laura’s career as a mid-
wife ranged from (1920–1950). She became a midwife through mailing work back and forth 
to Western Kentucky University, completing her Midwifery course. Soon after, Laura began 
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working with Doctor Rivers. She called him, “Ole Doc Rivers.” Laura accompanied him in 
people’s homes; back in the day nobody went to the hospital to deliver babies. While watching 
Laura in the homes, Dr. Rivers was very impressed with her skills and intelligence. He believed 
in her natural ability; he trusted her skill and knowledge. Laura then began going to many 
homes delivering babies by herself. Mothers trusted her and felt confident about her delivering 
their baby. One night, she got word from “Ole Doc Rivers” to go deliver for him, mean while he 
was busy with another baby. Turns out Laura got a special case. Laura had to deliver a breech 
baby! “Breech” meaning the baby was right side up with its bottom wanting to come out first, 
when in a normal case the baby is coming head first. She then sent one of the Mother’s family 
members to find Dr. Rivers. A breech birth was not in her training. She received word that the 
Doctor could not come, and instructions to reach in and flip the baby. Laura said “I was scared, 
but I just reached right in there and got hold of its little buttocks and turned it.” She then said 
“The baby was born just fine.” The baby had come out naturally and soon after Dr.  Rivers 
showed, once done with his case; Doctor Rivers said, she did an amazing job. Laura had a long 
career as a midwife and loved every bit of it.

shYra hensleY, grade 11

Cookies and Cream Pie

1. Crush 24 cookies finely; mix with butter. Press onto bottom and up side of 9-inch 
pie plate.

2. Chop remaining cookies. Beat pudding mixes and milk in large bowl with whisk 2 
min. Stir in COOL WHIP and chopped cookies; spoon into crust.

3. Refrigerate 4 hours or until set.

This recipe can be found online but me and my family have used this recipe for years to 
bring joy to our family get-togethers. The family get-togethers usually have a few desserts but 
everyone goes crazy for our pie. It usually only lasts a few minutes after everyone eats their main 
course. Our family recipe has brought joy to everyone’s taste buds and the fun part is that no 
one else knows the recipe is online and we are the only people in the family who know how to 
make it.

This recipe is very easy to do and everyone will love it. All you have to do is have the money 
to buy the ingredients for the pie the rest is simple just follow instructions and you will be for-
ever remembered at your family gatherings or anywhere where you can take this pie. Another 
great point about this pie is that you don’t have to bake it. All you have to do is make the pie 
and put it in the fridge. Our family has sold these pies before and requested by so many people 
that we eventually had to stop making them for a while except on holidays because people 
would come to our house every day and ask for them.

leTCher JaCkson, grade 11
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Whiskey

I was talking with my father about animals when he mentioned his father’s favorite horse. 
He told me the following story:

“We had a neighbor about a half a mile from here we lived. He bought an old horse at an 
auction. When we got him he put a saddle on him walked him around, got on him was fixing to 
ride him. So he got up in the saddle. He kindly nudged him with his heel to make him go for-
ward. So the horse started bucking and throwed Odel off. It had seemed that Odel had went 
a 100 foot in the air. Odel said he landed on his shoulder. He also said my shoulder and my 
arms hurt me so bad when that he called out his son to help him, to get the horse and unsaddle 
him.’ A few days later my dad was talking to Odel about the horse and what had happened. My 
dad asked him if he wanted to sell the horse. Odel agreed and said ‘sure I’ll take what I gave for 
him.’ So he said ok and went up to look at the horse. He instantly fell in love with the horse. 
So dad bought him and brought him home. Worked with him the more he worked with him 
the more worked with the very smart and very intelligent horse. They keep him 15 years and 
dad had said “he was the best horse he had ever had and he had 100s of horse in his lifetime.”

Morgan Jessee, grade 9

Guess Who is NOT Coming to Dinner

This is a true story my Nana, Sally Owens, shared with our family that has been passed 
down from generation to generation. The story takes place in fall during the late 1800s in the 
Bonnie Blue community. The story goes: My Nana’s great, great grandmother was married to 
what was considered a domineering ladies’ man. She was the silent, obedient wife, which was 
typical of the time. Despite her knowledge of her husband’s adulterous ways, he had never 
brought it into the household. This was true until one day, her husband returned home in a 
horse drawn buggy alongside his mistress.

My Nana’s great, great grandfather brought the women inside and ordered his wife to pre-
pare her a plate of food. She obeyed and served her husband’s mistress, but warned her to 
never come back. Less than a week later, my Nana’s great, great grandmother was out chop-
ping wood while the children played in the yard. Once again her husband arrived in a horse 
drawn buggy with his mistress. Leaning her axe against the fence she told the kids to go inside. 
Turning to the horse drawn buggy, she told them to be on their way and to not step off of the 
buggy. Dismissing her, he ordered the mistress out. Once more, my Nana’s great, great grand-
mother warned her, telling her not to step foot in her yard. As she sees the women step into her 
yard, she grabs her axe and strikes the women between the eyes, splitting her skull.

Stepping over the lifeless body, she proceeds into the house. Grabbing her handbag, she 
tells her stunned husband to stay with the kids, that she is going to turn herself in. Once in 
the presence of the high sheriff, she explains that only after several warnings did she kill the 
women. After hearing her story, the judge said “She had it coming, but don’t do that again. 
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Now you go on home and take care of them kids.” Let’s just say after this event, her husband 
never strayed again.

gaBBY Johnson, grade 11

Stressful

One story I never thought to ask about was a story of a ceremony. The one person I knew 
that could tell me such a tale was my grandmother. She had all the stories from my family and 
its past. I sat down with her and asked her to share with me for a moment. She was more than 
happy to relay the story of my mother’s wedding.

When I asked my Nana to share a ceremony story, she immediately replied with joy on how 
much she wanted to tell me about the day my mom got married. My first question was the 
attendance. She shared that it was kept small. “Your mom only invited immediate family really. 
It was me, your Aunt Dora, Jennifer, your Uncle Chris, Grandpa, and me. Just the people she 
had always been close to in the family. Daryl invited the same kind of people. Cheryl, Terri, 
Dwayne, and Shelby. She had Mallory with her.” I expressed how small that seemed for them. 
She agreed with my opinion. She told me that she found it sweet that they only wanted it to 
the ones that “really mattered.”

Of course, there were a few children there. Shelby had a baby, Mallory. Dwayne had a 
young daughter, Ali. Jennifer had a young son, Corey. Cheryl also had a son named Alan. 
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Naturally, I asked if anyone had acted up or misbehaved during the ceremony, because chil-
dren almost always get restless. To my surprise, my Nana answered, “The only person acting 
up was your mother. She was upset because the weather had not been what she expected. 
She was panicking because she thought all her flowers were going to get messed up after all 
her hard work. I  felt so bad for her. Love her heart. But the kids were angels through the 
whole thing. Would never have known they were even there.” I was shocked. It was unchar-
acteristic of them to behave so well for so long. I know this made my other much happier, 
however. I also know that she must have been in a complete state of panic over the weather 
though. It was an outside ceremony, as I was told, so it was not a great situation, or so she 
believed.

Next, I had to ask about the food, arguably the best part of all gatherings. Nana told me 
all about the catering. “Your mother had Georgia Bob’s cater for her. It is her absolute favorite 
barbeque place. I could not get enough of that stuff either! I’m sure I went back for two plates. 
That was the best food I’ve ever had. I loved it and so did everybody else. And it made her re-
ally happy, which was most important to us.” I know my mom was ecstatic to have her favorite 
restaurant in Georgia cater her wedding. She still talks about it.

One thing I  had yet to ask or be told was the location of the wedding. I  was met with 
the response of, “It was the most beautiful little piece of property on a pecan orchard. It was 
Dwayne’s house.” My now Uncle Dwayne lives directly behind a beautiful pecan orchard in 
southern Georgia. It looks like a scene out of a movie, or a picture of what heaven might look 
like. It was the perfect spot for a wedding. The best pictures were taken, and it was not too hot 
due to the shade the large trees provided. It could not have been any better. Rain in the early 
morning had made it the best temperature. Conditions were set nicely. My mother had stressed 
over the weather that day for nothing.

My grandmother does not leave her house often, so this seven-hour drive to a brand new 
place with brand new family was amazing for her. She told me all about how happy she was 
to meet my new family and introduce herself to everyone. She knew she had more people to 
spoil with her cooking. But of course I knew emotions would be flying during the ceremony. 
She told me, “Oh yes. I cried almost the whole time. A few other people too. It was emotional. 
Very heartwarming for us.” My family tends to cry over every happy thing that comes our way. 
The wedding would be no exception.

I asked her if she had seen anyone from the wedding since then, but she had not since they 
were in another state. She had only seen my mother and Daryl. I knew she had a good time, 
so I gave her one last opportunity to tell me about it. “I had such a blast. I met my new grand-
babies, met my new family. I love adding to our little happy group. It was definitely something 
I’ll remember for a very long time.” I know there was no better way for that story to be told. 
They all get so passionate when they talk about it. I am sure it will be remembered as one of 
the best ceremonies my family has attended.

CodY lane, grade 9
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This Day and Time

This world has changed in so many different ways, from how people talk to each other, 
to how people use to never depend on anyone except themselves and now it seems like they 
depend on everybody but themselves. All of these changes have affected everyone in some way, 
it also affects regions people live. My papaw has lived in the Appalachian region for over sixty 
decades, he has explained to me that this region has changed in many ways some that has 
helped this region but also some that has hurt this region.

The farming industry has pretty much vanished in the Appalachian region, when my papaw 
was a child everyone had a family farm you would go down the road and you would see a farm 
at every house. People would produce their own food and if they didn’t have it their neighbor 
would most likely have it and they would trade. People didn’t go to the store every time they 
needed something they would figure out something else. Most family would only go to the 
store once a month, now families go at least once a week. My papaw said, “Most people use to 
produce their own food instead of going to Walmart.” He also talked about how there was no 
fast food restaurants around here of course you had the mom and pops shops which was the 
dinners. The fast food chains started to become a thing in Lee County when my papaw was 
around twenty, that’s also when the dinners was closing because they could not compete with 
the food chains.

People did not have cell phones and computers or home phones the only way they could 
call someone is they would have to go somewhere that had a payphone and for ten cents they 
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could call anyone in the county and talk for as long as you want. Most people didn’t even use 
a payphone they would just go to that person’s house to talk to them. People would die now, 
if they do not have a phone close to them they feel like they have no life because that is all 
they do they probably do not even know to keep a conversation with someone. Back in the day 
teens would be working if they wad girls they would be helping their mother do the laundry 
or cooking a meal and if you were a guy you would be doing outside work.

This world has changed in many ways. People use to be more independent than they are 
now, they are always needing help with something and if they can’t figure it out then they just 
give up back then they wouldn’t of did that. This world will keep changing in the years to come 
in a few years the only farms that will be around are the companies that grow the food for 
everyone, the electronics will keep being updated to be smarter than a human, and there will 
be more fast food chains taking over.

eMilY ledFord, grade 11

My Grandmother’s Peanut Butter Balls

I vividly remember walking into my late great-grandmother’s house and being greeted 
with the warm smell of her cooking. When one of us would have a birthday, she would have 
us choose our favorite dessert and she would make an entire batch of whatever you choose 
just for you to bring home. On my birthday, I  always choose her peanut butter balls. She 
almost never wrote recipes, and often cooked off of memory, so when she died 5 years ago, 
many of her recipes were lost. Two years after she died, her children decided to sell her house. 
While cleaning the house out and getting it ready to sell, my grandmother found a shoebox in 
the attic that contained about 30 “lost recipes” one of which was my favorite desserts, peanut 
butter balls.

How To Make Peanut Butter Balls

To make peanut butter balls you will need:
• 1 box of Betty Crocker Butter Recipe yellow cake mix
• 3 tablespoons of softened butter
• 3/4 cups of creamy peanut butter, (plus additional 1/4 cup)
• 3/4 cup of milk
• 1/4 cup of sour cream
• 3 large eggs
• 1/2–3/4 cup Betty Crocker whipped white frosting and 22 ounces of melted pure 

dark chocolate

First thing you need to do is preheat the oven to 350. Next spray your 9 × 13-inch pan. 
Combine cake mix, butter, 3/4 cup of peanut butter in a mixing bowl. Beat this mixture on 
low speed with electric mixer until combined. Add milk, sour cream, and eggs, beat on low
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speed for 2 minutes. Pour batter into cake pan. Bake for 29–34 minutes until toothpick 
inserted in the center comes out clean. Let cool in pan completely. Crumble cake and add the 
remaining 1/4 cup of frosting. Blend with hands until completely combined. Pinch off pieces 
of dough and roll into balls. (Optional) Roll the balls in melted chocolate until covered.

ashlYn lee, grade 11

Brandy

I interviewed my dad for my pet final. He had a dog named Brandy, which was a Rhodesian 
Ridgeback. My dad told me everything about that dog. In his words, Brandy was like a friend 
he never had. They did everything together, truly. He told me that after school, he’d come home 
to Brandy and they’d go to the farm to play fetch or go to the river and swim. Dad could not 
express the love he had for Brandy, like I said, he was a friend he never had.

Furthermore, I asked dad how he found Brandy because not many can find breeds like 
him. Apparently, they were in Orlando, Florida at a gas station and dad overheard this woman 
complain about a dog they had who wasn’t obeying what they’ve taught them and that it was 
very disruptive so dad interrupted her and asked what breed it was and told them he’d pay 
them for it. After that, the lady gave him her number and shortly after that he got a call by 
a man saying to come pick up the dog because it just ate their curtains and he had Brandy 
ever since.

hannah long, grade 9

The Ghost of Stonewall Jackson

When I was younger, my family used to tell me ghost stories. I always thought they were 
supposed to be mysterious, but most of the time my family just tried to scare the fire out of 
you. Wherever you go out to see horror movies, most of the time they are scary, and not really 
peculiar. Out of my whole family in my opinion I think I had the best ghost story.

There was a young boy that moved to Pennsylvania and moved into 13th street. Jimmy (the 
young boy) was happy because everything was going right at school. He made new friends and 
it just so happened that tonight was Halloween. Little Jimmy woke up that morning by hearing 
a clicking noise. He went back to sleep because he thought it was a tree branch screeching, but 
oh was he wrong. Some unknown monster brushed upon his bedside. He started screaming as 
if something took his soul away! Just as soon as he looked over his shoulder it was a strange 
shaped figure. The ghost then made these horrible screeching noises and woke the whole fam-
ily up because they thought it was Jimmy. He then told his parents that he saw a ghost and 
his parents laughed and said “There’s no such thing as paranormal activity Jimmy.” Jimmy was 
haunted the whole night, so he didn’t sleep any. That morning he went to the kitchen and his 
parents wasn’t in there. He looked downstairs and his parents wasn’t down there. Then he 
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looked outside and saw the vehicles were still in the driveway. He went into his parent’s room 
and saw them dead as a doorknob. The ghost had sucked the souls out of his parents. He then 
thought he saw Stonewall Jackson. For the tale of Stonewall Jackson is if you move from the 
south to the north you awake his ghost. The only way to break this ghost is to catch him in a 
silver mirror. Jimmy then waited on Stonewall in his room. The ghost then rapidly came after 
Jimmy and he shielded himself from Jackson with the silver mirror and he was then captured. 
His parents then got their soul back. For the curse of the ghost of Stonewall Jackson was no 
more a harm to any living soul.

aBigail MiddleTon, grade 11

Origins

Growing up as a kid I gained many stories that I could to tell. With all my gained experi-
ences and stories to tell there are some that stand out more to me than others. Stories that will 
stay with me forever as they had a bigger impact on me.

When I was around four to five years, old my papaw was still alive. He sadly passed when 
I was very young. Therefore, I missed out on many other crazy adventures we could have had 
together. Although, there are some experiences that I had with him that I will never forget 
even at such a young age.

When I  was around four years old my papaw took me to a place without really telling 
anyone where we were going. This was very important to me, because it was a memory and a 
moment that only we know about for a certain period of time. He took me down to a water 
cave when I was four years old. This cave is located at the Cedar Hill Golf Course. A place that 
is also very close to my heart. When we went to the cave It was just me and him as we went 
deeper and deeper into the cave until we reached this point where we reached the big body of 
water. We stayed there for a while and this is where I learned to skip rocks.

Unfortunately, this is one of the few memories I have of him due to him dying when I was 
at a very young age. I do not think people understand how much I cherish all my memories of 
him. No one truly realized what I would give just to spend at least one more day with him so 
I could just talk to him about anything and everything.

ZaCk Moore, grade 11

How to make Cheddar Bay Biscuits

First you’ll need two cups Bisquick, ⅔ cup milk, one half cup milk, one-half cup cheese 
shredded, 6 tablespoons of butter, one half teaspoon garlic powder, and one-fourths teaspoon 
old bay seasoning. To begin cooking you will heat oven to 450. Combine Bisquick with four 
tablespoons of butter using a large fork. Add milk and cheese. Mix all together and spoon 
onto ungreased cookie sheet. Bare for eight to ten minutes. In a small saucepan combine two 
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tablespoons butter, garlic powder, and old bay seasoning. Heat until butter is melted, spoon 
the butter mixture over hot biscuits. You’re all done!

TaYlor Morgan, grade 11

Booger Hollow

Down in the hills of Tazewell, Tennessee, aspires a legend alive as you or me. Folklore has 
that the southern “Booger” will confront you aggressively if called by name in the midst of 
the darkened pines on a specific backroad. Although this “Booger” takes a supposed physical 
and not spiritual form, like a ghost, it is assumed to achieve immortality. Many locals believe 
this eerie figure to be “Mothman” or a sasquatch. However, my mom, Carmen, growing up in 
the myth, thinks the creature is neither of the two but a lone species stating, “Oh sure, I was 
skeptical at first, who wouldn’t be, but after three very special encounters with that thing, I’m 
a very strong believer.”

My mother went through the process of how the beast’s tale was proclaimed by a seven-
teenth century townsman saying unto the entire town how a great monster hurled a whole oak 
tree in his general direction. “You see, when I was about twelve or thirteen, my mama decided 
to take e and my three brothers and papa to that stupid holler,” illustrated my mom. She then 
mentioned how the silence and nervousness set a supernatural scene. “When we got there,” 
she continued, “my mama, KK, calmly rolled down her windah’, yelled ‘Bugah’, Bugah’, Bugah’ ‘, 
ya know, with a Louisiana accent. We set there in silence listening to the simultaneous hard 
breathing. Suddenly, CRACK, and boy tell ya i could hear it grunting and making other noises 
and I could tell he was comin’ closer. Poor daddy gave a small laugh, locked the doors, and said,’ 
don’t scream, don’t leave the car, and try not to ever make eye contact.’ After about another 
thirty seconds of no talking, i spotted the savage for the first time in my life. He took five easy 
steps and crossed the clearing, but I sure got my look at him. He was at least eight-foot-tall, 
wooly, and piercing eyes. It definitely got my curiosity up.” And after the first of three stories, 
my interest, too, was dramatically increased.

As expected, my mother was curious of my sudden interest in booger hollow. My excuse 
was just spending time with her: i was not allowing all the fame of being in an essay go to her 
head. So she continued on, “The second encounter started the same as the first all the way to 
calling out the freak’s name. This time, the devil immediately revealed himself, basically sprint-
ing to reach us. And you bet he did. Bending down with his knees, not his back, he picked up 
the nose of the 1976 Camaro above the ground and dropped it. My parents were somehow 
LAUGHING unexplainably while the four of us kids were screaming close to death in the 
back. We releveled and it was all over. He was gone. I  thought I  was done forever visiting 
booger holler.” I then realized how she emphasized the word “thought” in her last sentence.

I was extremely anxious to hear my mother’s final story knowing it would be the alpha of the 
three. She looked me eye to eye, said,” sit down for this one,” and stared at the floor for a while 
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and started to speak. “My mama once again did the summoning by yellin’ wild and clear and 
we waited longer than ever. I, being young, took a nap only to be woken up by all my brothers 
screaming and I could hear that heart-stopping growl out my window. I turned to be staring 
straight into those two, glowing eyes. I had broken my daddy’s third rule and it made the booger 
really, really mad. He crawled up the side of the car and started poundin’ in the top of the trunk. 
So that popped our back two tires leaving us stranded with the giant on his home field. He 
stopped, inhaled and exhaled heavy for what felt like hours. Finally, the creature trudged back to 
the heart of the forest. We slept the night off, waiting to find assistance in the daylight. The next 
mornin’, the only evidence was the footprints and fist imprints on the boot. The Devil and Hell 
is as real as heaven; and that thing is straight from the depths of Satan, Alden, don’t go chasing 
after it. It never ends well.” She finished and the warning sunk deep in my mind.

Of course, I headed straight to the Cedar Fork backroad that night with a couple of friends 
in my mustang: proud and feeling great, knowing nothing was likely to happen. Upon my 
arrival, I mustarded up my greatest Louisiana accent and yelled, “Bugah’, Bugah’, Bugah’.” The 
silence was hair-raising and I could hear the faint sound of a heartbeat to my right. A low, de-
monic growl came from nowhere but everywhere. Up rose a shadowed creature at the nose of 
my hood. The only thing visible was the height, his outline, and those two golden eyes. My foot 
immediately slammed the clutch, pulled a reverse drift, and shifted gears the complete way out 
of the hollow. Never will I forget that chilling December night. And never will I or my friends 
dare to return to Booger Hollow.

alden MunCY, grade 9

Family Origins

Both of my grandparents were raised on a farm and grew up being accustomed to hard 
work. They worked hard, and did many different jobs because it was their way of making a 
living. They first started off living at my great grandparents’ house, but soon moved into a six 
room house of their own. This was their home on their 130-acre farm. The farm is still where 
my grandmother and my family both live, but it wasn’t always perfect. In the beginning, it was 
covered in weeds and had to be cleared out through hard work and determination. This deter-
mination to start out and prosper would prove to be exactly what they needed.

Soon their previous house would not be enough. With three kids, their family was growing 
and becoming harder to support. In 1967, they began building the house my grandmother 
lives in now. With their new farm just beginning, it was time to get to work. One of their first 
sources of income was raising chickens. They would take the eggs and sell them to a hatchery. 
They had to collect the eggs every couple of hours, and then clean them with sandpaper and 
weigh them before they could be sold.

They also started out small milking cows. At first, they all had to be milked by hand. Later, 
they got an automatic milker, which made the job a little bit easier. Another improvement was 
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the use of a commercial cooler. Before using it, they had to put the milk buckets in a cooler. 
Afterwards, the milk company could pump the milk out easier and more efficiently. Another 
hardship that was faced was ice storms. During these storms, they would have to strap pieces 
of wood with nails in it to their feet so they could put their cows up.

The production of hay and tobacco was also a very important source of income of my 
grandparents. Both of these crops were sold for a profit. They were also both very labor inten-
sive processes. They had a tractor, but they used two horses to put up hay. Later, when the hay 
had to be fed to the cows and other livestock, they used pitchforks to gather it up and spread it 
across the fields. The production of hay was very vital to their survival, because it was the food 
source for their livestock during the winter.

Produce was an extremely vital source of income as well. Many fruit trees were located 
around the farm and produced a shocking amount of fruit. They both used to peddle peaches 
door to door in Saint Charles and Appalachia. They also peddled the strawberries produced 
from their three acres of fields in Harlan, Kentucky. The fruits of their labor were sometimes 
unbelievable. My grandmother remembered one year when the fields were full of people help-
ing to harvest sweet, red peppers. When it was all over, the fields had produced ten tons of 
peppers which they sold in Limestone, Tennessee.

Even with all of the various ways they were bringing in money, it was not enough. After the 
family expanded to three children, they were just not making enough to sustain themselves. My 
grandparents decided it was time to look at jobs other than farming. My grandma would go on 
to get a job while my grandpa continued to work on the farm. First, my grandmother had to learn 
how to drive before she could work. After that was out of the way, she took a job at a sewing factory. 
This job was not for her and she quit after nine months to become a head start teacher. She worked 
at this job for forty years until she retired. Today she still works with children as a teacher’s aide.

kiM MunCY, grade 11

Stonega Ghost

I decided to interview my Aunt Judy, because when I was a little girl, she would tell me 
this story every night and she would tell me that the Stonega ghost was going to eat my toes 
if I didn’t keep them covered when I slept. It used to scare me, so I would make sure my feet 
were completely covered!

“When I was a young girl and lived in Stonega, there was a ghost story, that was supposedly 
true. There is a big curve as you enter Stonega and a mother and baby were killed there in a car 
wreck. The legend goes, after midnight, when a car goes around the curve, the women, dressed 
all in white, gets on the car. She rides on the car all the way to the bridge, which is about one 
mile from the curve. The whole time she is crying, “Where is my baby!” If you are ever in 
Stonega after midnight, do not be afraid if you see her on your car.”

sarah nelMs, grade 9
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How To Make Apple Butter

My grandfather, Jack, loves to make apple butter. He enjoys making it because he loves 
being able to eat it. The ingredients required are very simple: two and a half bushels of apples, 
24 pounds of sugar, two teaspoons of cinnamon, and five drops of red food coloring. Making 
the apple butter is a very long process. It could take 4–5 hours depending on how hot the fire 
is. To make apple butter, you will need a copper kettle. First, peel all of the apples and slice 
them. Then, put oil in the pot before the water and apples to ensure they won’t stick. As the 
apples cook, constantly stir them so they won’t stick or burn. Keep adding water to them as 
they cook. After the apples have cooked for 4–5 hours, take them off the fire. After they’ve 
been taken off the fire, add cinnamon and food coloring to give it flavor. After the apple butter 
has cooled, put it in mason jars and seal it up. Now, you are ready to enjoy your apple butter!

JaCkie niCkodaM, grade 9

Grandma Lillie

My mom once told me about my great great grandmother, Lillie.
“My great grandmother Lillie lived a very crazy life. She was born in 1909. She was an al-

coholic at very young age and always lived in Kentucky, in the woods. She had bright red hair 
that drug the floor and never had electricity or running water. She always kept her food and 
milk cold by keeping it in the river by her house. She didn’t own the land she lived on because it 
was on a coal mine’s property and her job way to guard and keep it protected. When we would 
go to her house she would shoot at us as we drove up her driveway until she could she who we 
were. She met my grandfather at a market that hey referred to as “Trade.” She moved in with 
him and his first wife the same day. His first wife lived with them until she passed away due 
to her being very ill. She and my grandfather had a baby together who passed away when he 
was only eight months old. My grandfather couldn’t get him to stop crying and slammed him 
against the wall, which killed him. Lillie was so angry that she tried to shoot him the heart and 
missed by only a few inches. He was put in a nursing home until he passed away. It was told 
that he also killed her second husband by hitting him the back of the head with an iron skillet. 
On top of all that she also had steel she made moonshine in that the cops knew about but was 
too afraid of her to do anything about it. She also shot a bear that was on her back porch one 
night and skinned it in her house that same night. She was put in a nursing home a passed 
away ten years later, March 21, 2001.”

lindseY PenningTon, grade 11

ORIGINS

When I was young my mother told me stories of our heritage. She told me of how our 
great, great, great grandparents came from Ireland many years ago. She told me about my 
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great grandmother who arrived her with her husband and two children many years ago. They 
arrived during the industrial revolution and worked many years as farmers until they opened a 
small shop the name was lost to time but mom described it as their home they would wake up 
and work the day away until one fateful day they had to move far west do to natural disasters. 
Which is why we live here now in the small place of lee county. They opened a shop and made 
pastries and meals and restarted their life. Later they moved to St. Charles which is where me 
and my family today currently reside. After they died my great uncle took over their shops and 
they were a big hit in the small town of St. Charles. Over time and technology advances the 
shops he owned eventually turned into a few small arcades and that’s how him and my grand-
mother made their fortune in the 1970s we still have a few of the old machines like the original 
pacman or the original pong. Many years later they had a child my nana and over the years my 
nana met my papaw and they had my mother and eventually me, and that’s how things came 
to be from then to today.

gage PiTTMan, grade 11

A Day to Remember … If You Want to I Guess

I asked my mom if there was ever an event that was memorable in her experience. She 
recalled a wedding she went to, that wasn’t exactly as exciting as she thought it’d be.

“When I was about your age,” my mom began, “I attended my aunt’s wedding. It was some-
time in late April, and it was a cloudy day, not too hot or too cold though. When we got 
there, I honestly wished I would have stayed home. The venue was packed! Most of the people 
I didn’t even know, which made me more nervous. My mom, my siblings and I got out of the 
car and made our way inside. The place was huge! Everything was decorated in white and 
accented with lavender and the air smelled of various dinner foods and cake batter. We got in 
our seats and waited until a wave of silence fell over the crowd of anxiously waiting people. 
The groom made his way up to the front where he stood with the bridesmaids and his closest 
friends. The well-known and original wedding song, “Here Comes the Bride” played as every-
one’s eyes turned to the back of the room to watch my aunt walk down the aisle. She and her 
new husband said their vows and everyone cheered, and some cried with joy. They said their, 
“I do’s” and kissed and everyone clapped. Then it was time for the part that I anticipated the 
most, food. They served many meats like roast beef, chicken, and pork. There were drinks 
such as sparkling water, juices, and of course some types of alcoholic beverages for the adults. 
Everyone ate and laughed and watched as my aunt and her husband danced to their favorite 
song. The evening soon came to an end as the smaller children started to get sleepy, therefore 
becoming extremely grumpy. We all said our goodbyes and got back in the car and went home. 
I was so glad to finally get some sleep. Overall, it was a pretty good day, and I have never really 
seen the many new faces I saw that day a second time.”

gaBBY raMireZ, grade 9
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The Missing Ring

I interviewed Lawrence Tankersley about his experience as best man during my father, Bill 
Sage and stepmother, Laura Sage’s wedding. His response turned out to be quite a humorous 
explanation.

On November 1, 2014, Bill and Laura Sage tied the knot. However, it was a miracle that 
they did.

Many people consider wedding days to be perfect, flawless, or even immaculate. Nonetheless, 
this wedding started out as the exact opposite. It was about five minutes until the wedding cer-
emony began. All guests were seated in the church, the wedding party was waiting for their 
cue outside of the church doors, and the bride was waiting in the car a distance away from the 
groom and groomsmen. As Bill and I were talking, I pulled out the ring to make sure I still had 
it and confidently held it up to the groom to assure him that it was all in control. At the same 
time, Laura’s sister-in-law, Jolene, walked in between us. Her hair caught the ring, and it flew 
into the air. As if it were in slow motion moving through the air, I frantically tried to catch the 
ring flying through the air. Finally, it landed … in between concrete steps. I went into a panic, 
as did every other bystander. I was clueless as to what to do. At last, someone suggested we use 
another ring for the ceremony. The wedding coordinator ran into the church to find someone 
who hopefully wore the same size ring. She grabbed Bill’s cousin Kelli, and asked to borrow 
her wedding band for the service, assuring her it would be given back after the ceremony. While 
she was obtaining another ring, Bill happened to remember a crowbar that was sitting in the 
back of his truck. He quickly ran to grab it, thinking that we could use it to pry the step up, 
and retrieve the original ring. The steps had to weigh in between 600 and 700 pounds. Despite 
the circumstances, we managed to pry them apart, and grab the ring, only seconds before the 
ceremony began. Everyone, particularly me, was extremely relieved. The ceremony turned out 
to be worth every bit of hard work we put into retrieving the ring. Thankfully, Laura was 
clueless as to what had happened until after the ceremony. She said she could only see rushed 
movements and panicking faces from the car she was in, but it never crossed her mind what 
could have happened. I could not have retrieved the ring without the help of the wedding party, 
and especially Bill. The wedding went perfect from that point forward. I am very thankful that 
everything pulled into place just in time.

graCie sage, grade 9

The Black Wedding Ceremony

Long ago, in the town of Vadida, Sadi Marshall was waiting for the night to pass so she 
could wed her beloved, Thomas Jameson. They had planned their wedding perfectly, every 
little thing was as it should, except the bride was suffering from thoughts that seemed to not 
be her own. They were explicit in horrifying detail about what she should do to her future 
husband, the thoughts told her to take her cleaver and pay a visit before the wedding. She tried 
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as hard as she could to ignore the voice that was playing in her head, but alas, she could not. 
What happened that night was horrid, the people believed that Sadi suffered from a psychotic 
disorder that caused her to murder her fiancé, drag his body to the chapel, and marry his cold, 
lifeless body.

Rachel Cartier was new to Vadida, her family had moved so her father could be a cattle 
rancher and her mother a seamstress. It did not take her long to capture the eyes of the local 
men, envy of the women, and repulsed stares of the elders. Rachel looked forward to being 
courted by a lucky handsome gentleman, for she had dreamed of a Fall wedding. That had been 
a dream of hers since her childhood, although she was not aware that she should be wary of 
her dream. Although, it was already too late, the ghost of Sadi Marshall had already embedded 
itself inside of Rachel and awaited the proposal of a man.

Sadi’s ghost worked hard to woo the baker in town and when she had him where she 
wanted him she had already planned out how she was going to “dispose” of Enrique, the baker. 
She used Rachel’s body to carry out the gathering of the supplies and preparation of the old, 
abandoned chapel from which Sadi had previously murdered her fiancé. As the months carried 
on, Sadi gave Rachel the ability to witness what she was doing to her body. Rachel was horri-
fied at what the spirit was going to force her to do. Unfortunately, there was nothing she could 
do to stop Sadi, she was but a watcher, a witness to what was running through the mind of 
a woman who was driven mad for whatever reason. Rachel was terrified, not only for herself, 
but Enrique as well.

Summer was coming to an end, as well as Rachel’s last bit of sanity. Sadi had long since 
disappeared, but Rachel felt as if she had to proceed with the horrendous deed destined for 
her hands. Rachel was starting to make her family worry, they were the only ones who had 
cared to notice, they had tried to talk to her but she would dodge every question with precise 
and simple remarks like, “I need to tend to chores,” or, “I must pick something up from town,” 
it was odd of Rachel. Enrique had not yet noticed a change in Rachel and proposed to her. 
Of course, as planned, she had said yes. Unaware of the fate that awaited him, they insisted to 
carry on with a fall wedding.

The wedding night was approaching quickly for the couple, feeling of excitement was shared, 
but for different reasons. They were set to be married on October the twentieth, everything 
was already planned and all that was left was to wait three days for the chapel to be decorated. 
Rachel had made the strangest request; she had wanted everything to be black. When ques-
tioned about her decision, she would just say it looked nice. Though everyone thought it was 
odd it was otherwise disregarded.

It was finally the night before the wedding and Sadi had returned to Rachel’s body. Like last 
time, Sadi had grabbed a cleaver and hid it in the bodice of her white wedding gown. She had 
earlier asked Enrique to meet her at the chapel in his suit for a “practice” walk down the aisle.

She approached him as he was gazing at the intricate art work, he had no idea she had even 
entered the church. She took this opportunity to strike, as she did he fell to the floor in a heap. 
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She dragged his body to the altar and stood over top of him and read her vows after reading 
his for him. After she mumbled an, “I do,” she used the cleaver to take her own life. The whole 
incident was, from then on, called “The Black Wedding Ceremony.”

eliZaBeTh sanders, grade 9

Vanilla Cake Recipe

2 tablespoons of unsalted butter
3 cups of all purpose flour
1 tablespoon baking powder
1/2 teaspoon salt
1 1/4 cups sugar
4 large eggs, at room temperature
1 tablespoon vanilla extra
1 1/4 cups whole milk

Directions
(Preheat the oven to 350 degrees F. Butter two 9-inch-round cake pans and line the bot-

toms with parchment paper; butter the parchment and dust the pans with flour, tapping out 
the excess.

Whisk 3 cups flour, the baking powder and salt in a bowl until combined. Beat 2 sticks 
butter and the sugar in a large bowl with a mixer on medium-high speed until light and fluffy, 
about 3 minutes. Beat in the eggs, add in the vanilla. Beat in the flour mixture in 3 batches, 
alternating with the milk, beginning and ending with flour, until just smooth.

Divide the batter between the prepared pans. Bake until the cakes are lightly golden on top 
and a toothpick inserted into the middle comes out clean, 30 to 35 minutes. Transfer to racks 
and let cool 10 minutes, then run a knife around the edge of the pans and turn the cakes out 
onto the racks to cool completely. Remove the parchment. Trim the tops of the cakes with a 
long serrated knife to make them level, if desired.

haileY saYlor, grade 11

What Music Means to Me

Throughout my life as a student, music education has played an important role in my men-
tal development. As a student in middle school, I was extremely uninterested in that particular 
field of study, and was opposed to taking the class as a whole. I began my enrollment in a music 
course for the purpose of avoiding an extra math class, along with the persuasion of a friend 
of mine at the time. As I progressed through the class, I began to take a liking to the concepts 
and methodology of music. This was a small choice that had major repercussions, and all of 
which were in the best way possible.
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By the time I reached high school, I was deciding as to whether or not I should drop the 
course for experience in other areas. After a significant amount of thought, I decided against it 
and continued my musical education, although I still had some doubts. Once again, I was not 
disappointed in my choice, and band had roped me into a plethora of great experiences and the 
majority of my friends. Overall, music has been a critical point in my education, and I wouldn’t 
change the seemingly inconsequential decision that I made because of all of the good that it 
has brought to me through many friends and countless memories.

Chris shorT, grade 11

Buddy

The house that I live in, and the property it is on, has been in my family for many years. It 
is known throughout my family that an unfortunate logging accident occurred just outside of 
the fence that now surrounds the house. A man was on a ladder, and tragically fell to his death. 
Since then, the man still roams the property and comes into the house. He is a nice man, and 
wouldn’t hurt a fly. I spoke with my great grandfather, who helped build the house, and he said 
“ ... old buddy is still out there, don’t know if you’ll ever see him, but he is there.” No other 
family member would comment. The previous owner, my paternal grandfather, passed away 
when I was a small child. However, “buddy”, as my great grandfather says, can still be heard. 
As a bump in the night or a whisper in the wind remember, it’s just buddy.

sarah shuler, grade 11

Sunday Meal

Every Sunday, my family and I always go to my grandparents’ house to eat after church. 
We have been doing this ever since I can remember. But, do to us going every Sunday, it has 
become a tradition in my family.

Sometimes, if the food isn’t done by the time we get there, my sister and I will help my 
mamaw make the rest of it. Which is happening more and more often now because unfortu-
nately, she is going through the early stages of Alzheimer’s disease. So more and more we have 
to learn her recipes because she is forgetting how to make a few things.

Unfortunately, we feel that soon, we will have to take over making Sunday dinner com-
pletely. It’s not that we don’t want to do it, but it just won’t be the same not having our mamaw 
make the food. But it will be nice to know that she will have passed that tradition down to us.

sYdni sMiTh, grade 11

A Surprise Gift on Christmas

My story is more like a tradition, rather than a ceremony. It happens every year about the time 
of Thanksgiving. We get together at my grammy’s house, my cousin and I, and draw names out 
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of a hat. It’s always my papaw’s hat that we just take right off his head; he doesn’t mind. My 
cousin, grammy, and papaw sit around a table and someone writes up the names. We throw 
the names in papaw’s hat and draw one out. Whoever’s name you get is who you have to buy a 
gift for at Christmas. As simple as it seems, sometimes it can be complicated. We always make 
sure we don’t have our own names. If we do, we just redraw and hope we don’t get the same 
choices. This has been happening ever since I can remember. My grammy, Mary, was the one 
to come up with it. She thought it would be something to carry on through the years. I abso-
lutely love doing it and wouldn’t trade it for the world. I would recommend it to every family, 
especially if you have a big family. My grandparents live in Tennessee, so we have Christmas a 
little early just in case I get snowed in and can’t come. So, about a week before Christmas we 
get together and open our surprises. It’s not about how much they spend on you, it’s about the 
love that goes into them. Sadly, this year may be a little different; I no longer have a hat in this 
tradition. My papaw passed away in July, but this tradition will still go on. More members will 
add in as time goes on.

Chelsea sPeCk, grade 11

Best Friends

I asked my father to tell me a pet story and this is his story.
“Once upon a time, I  had a very loyal pet named Brownie. He was a very likeable and 

enthusiastic dog. He abruptly passed away while choking on a cow bone. After grieving for 
several weeks, I needed to fill the void inside. I knew it would be hard ‘cause he was the best 
dog that had ever lived.

I set out on a journey of a lifetime to find a new companion. My goal was to find a dog by the 
breed of English Golden Retriever. So I needed to find somewhere to look. I began searching 
in newspapers, statewide shelters, and online sources within a 250-mile radius. I started this 
journey on the first day of fall of 2000. The day finally came that I found my new best friend.

I went to pick my new companion up from a wealthy family in Pikeville, Kentucky. After he 
was weaned, I began to train him daily. He was very obedient and well trained. He won several 
competitions around Kentucky. And his name was Flash.

Flash Became a neighborhood favorite and was great with children. He became a Hero 
when he saved my neighbors son from drowning. Even through his life was cut short he was 
always my favorite pet.”

MiCah sTeWarT, grade 9

Life’s a Journey

The journey is a well-awaited one
Far from over, there’s more to come
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Travel light, through day and night
Life’s a journey

Joyous times, magnificent crimes
Lose yourself, get lost, get help

Make the most of yourself
Life’s a journey

You’ll mess up, tears will fall
Years will fly by, your reflection  

will change
You’ll be unrecognizable

Life’s a journey

Your mind will slowly fade
Memory, a thing of the past

Ludicrous ways, will be in your path
Life’s a journey

You’ll learn to live, slowly but sure
Changes will put you in a new place

The future awaits
Life’s a journey

Your journey is coming to an end
Days get shorter, nights longer

Mysterious thoughts have took over
Life’s a journey

You’ll shout ,you’ll cry
The days will fly by
The end is coming

Life’s a journey

The journey is ending, like a night’s sleep
Before its known, you’ll leave home

To be cared for
Life’s a journey

You took your first steps at a young age
You learned the necessary things

Your mind is fresh, memory well-kept
But, life’s a journey
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Make the most of the journey
For your life is too short to waste

Love yourself enough to be yourself
Because life’s a journey

Tori TraVis, grade 11

CHA Awards Ceremony

This is my “ceremony story.” For this story I just kind of based it on something that had hap-
pened to me a few years back. I chose to write about it because it had a special meaning to me 
and it fit the topic really well. I wrote this about myself on September 15th, 2017 around 2:00.

On January 24th of 2015, I attended our annual end of the year CHA awards ceremo-
ny. The club provided us with ham, rolls, and drinks. Everyone that attended was asked to 
bring a side dish or a dessert. I baked some brownies and took them with me. It was hosted 
at the Community Center beside of Lee Theater in Pennington Gap, Virginia. People from 
Tennessee and other states that were “Cumberland Horse Association” members were sup-
posed to attend it. The barrel racers that came were often given different prizes than the 
ropers though. They were very creative with the barrel racing prizes, while ropers only got 
breast collars and saddles. All of the parents that came to it had to bring their kids, so it was 
a little wild in there. There were many kids running around everywhere playing tag, wrestling, 
and playing hide and seek. Although it got a little crazy in there, that was okay. The ceremony 
was not just for prizes. It was for everyone there to have a good time and enjoy the company 
of each other. I  remember people being scared to come and scared to leave because it was 
starting to snow outside. Which was why there was not quite as many people there as usual. 
Although most of them took the chance and came, because the prizes were always so cool and 
everybody was so excited to see what they had won. I will not ever regret going because it was 
the first prize I had ever won barrel racing. It made me feel like everything I had worked for 
was actually paying off. I won a jacket that says “CHA 2015 Reserve Champion,” and I still 
wear it to this day. Everyone that was there, including me, was wearing a t-shirt, jeans, and 
boots. I even ended up putting my new jacket, that I had just won, on. It was not my first 
event like this that I had attended, but it was the first that I had actually won something at. 
Everyone was so proud of me. My friend, Megan Mullins, also won a jacket. We took our 
picture together and everything. I cherish that day and winning the same prize as her. She is 
no longer with us and it meant the world to me that I was a winner with her. I see the same 
people that were there every weekend at barrel races and ropings. I’m very close to all of them. 
I look at all of them as a second family. Although, we don’t mention the event very often be-
cause it was two years ago and we have the same ceremony every year. It was just very special 
to me and I will never forget it.

aleXis Turner, grade 9
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My Father’s Story

My father’s name is Leonard Freeman Vandergriff. He was born in June 12, 1956 in West 
Virginia. He was the youngest of 5 kids. His family moved to Lee county when he was 2 years 
old. My father was the type of man that it seemed like he did everything growing up. Because 
while he was growing up he did boxing, football, lifeguard, and he was even in the military 
for short period of time. My father helped to get the Pennington Gap Rescue Squad. He was 
a surgical nurse for 35 years until he had to retire. My father was married before he married 
my mother. They got married in August of 1990. Then five years later my brother was born. 
Then five years after that I was born. My father was around as much as a surgical nurse father 
could be. When I woke up he wasn’t there because he left out at 4:30 every morning and when 
i would get home he would either be asleep or still working with either the rescue squad or at 
the hospital. When I was about 8 years old my father started getting very sick. He was so sick 
that he was in and out of hospitals and rehab centers until he came home when I 14 years old. 
My father had diabetes and that cause him to have a lot of health issues such as COPD, fluid 
retention, congestive heart failure and a bunch of other issues. After a couple years of going to 
a hospital or rehab center every day, he finally got to come home. He was home for two years 
before he passed away. Even though he was home he was still very sick. He was in and out of 
the hospital even though he was at home. He was bedridden so he could not do anything for 
himself so my mom, my brother and I took care of him for the last two years of his life. My 
father then passed away on July 30th, 2017 because his heart was too weak.

kelsie VandergriFF, grade 11

Germany

When most people ask their parents where they’re born, they get the basic answers: around 
here, a town close by, or just simply another state within the United States. For this interview 
I asked my dad where he was born and his answer wasn’t so basic. He said that he was born 
in Frankfurt am Main, Germany in 1963. I’ll admit I knew my dad wasn’t from around here 
but I didn’t expect his unusual answer. He said that Frankfurt was known then and still now 
as “The Business and Finance Capital of Germany.” He said it has a lot of museums and a rich 
history. One museum he mentioned was the Goethe House Museum, formerly the house of 
the famed writer Johann Wolfgang von Goethe.

Since Frankfurt is located on a river it has beautiful scenery. My dad said that Germany 
is known for its’ gigantic, history rich castles. He said the closest castle he knows of near 
Frankfurt is Marksburg Castle in the town of Braubach. Then I  asked my dad why he left 
Germany to live in the United States and he said his mom married his dad, a U.S soldier, 
I then asked how they ended up in Lee County if most immigrants came to New York City 
first. He told me he hadn’t a clue and in honestly he never even knew his mom’s real age be-
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cause it had been told she lied about her age. He said he still has an uncle living in a town near 
Frankfurt and unknowing how many cousins still live there today

Finally, I asked my dad if he had ever thought of visiting his birthplace in Germany and he 
said that he had thought of going one day back, probably after he retires. He said he would like 
to visit Germany in general because of all the gorgeous places to see while you’re in Germany. 
My dad then laughed and said but I might need to find my uncle’s phone number and call him 
to warn him his favorite long lost nephew is coming for a visit one day!

sarah Vaughan, grade 9

Figure in the Night

It felt like every other night, but in the winter of 1985, that all changed. I was twelve at the 
time and my mom and I were going to sleep. I do not know why, but I woke up. I looked over 
to my left and there it was, a little girl, around the age of five or six. She had on a long dress 
with a white apron over it and black hair put into two braids. One thing was missing from her, 
she didn´t have a face, only blackness. I was as frightened as I could be and had no idea what 
it was. It was just standing next to my bed, looking at my mom. I turned to face my mom, and 
when I turned to look at where it was standing, it was gone. I couldn´t determine if it was a 
kind and friendly ghost, but it did not look scary. I got a hunch from the fact that it was staring 
at my mom it was her daughter, Amanda, that passed during birth. Then, when morning came 
I  told my mom and dad what had happened, but my dad just told me that it was a dream. 
Then, about fifteen years later I saw what appeared to be the same ghost at the doorway after 
I was getting home from work. From then on I started to believe in spirits.

eThan WeBB, grade 9

My Mamaw, Charles Manson’s Medic

Charles Manson, a mass murdering cult leader, could have possibly been the most terrifying 
name you could hear. He destroyed many lives including some of the Hollywood stars. My 
grandmother a small town girl from Sneedville, Tennessee never knew she would grow up to 
be this horrifying man’s nurse. She went to work for the state of California as a nurse/peace 
officer at the state prison in Corcoran, California. This particular prison housed five-thousand 
inmates ranging from levels 1–4. Manson of course was kept in a level four which contained 
the highest amount of security. Everyday her responsibilities were to give him his daily psy-
chotropic medication. She one by one gave him each pill he needed and watched him swallow 
them, followed by making him open his mouth to see if he had disposed of the pills the correct 
way. He was a frequent patient to the psychiatrist and as far as she knows he never had to go to 
the hospital while on her duties. The following story is a real life incident that my grandmother 
actually accounted with Manson. This story came from her in her own words.
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“I was a new nurse to state of California, and I never would have imagined after 15 years of 
hospital work that I would end up encountering with criminals daily. My first year was spent 
on level one then my second year progressed to level 4 which handled the toughest felons in 
the state of California such as Charles Manson. My first week in level 4 was an experience 
I will never forget. In fact, I still have nightmares from time to time regarding this event. I was 
completing my assignments and daily rounds that just so happened to be taking the medical 
cart to Manson’s cell. After arriving in his building side by side with correctional officers that 
later opened the medical port for me, I entered the building. We made our way through the 
hallways where I was harassed, catcalled, and screamed at by every inmate housed in his build-
ing. I absolutely hated going to work it got to the point where I cried every day and questioned 
God what I was still doing there. Charles Manson was the most despicable man I ever knew. 
Just being in his presence made me uncomfortable. I could feel his eyes piercing through my 
clothing. I put up with this horrible harassment for at least 2 weeks until I could not take it 
anymore. I decided I was either going to quit or let him know that I was tired of dealing with 
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his ways. I scraped up the last bit of courage I could get and made my way down the dreaded 
hallway to give Manson a piece of my mind. With the sternest voice I could baffle out I said If 
you have some reason why you’re staring at me I can get you escorted to the medical clinic to 
get your eyes checked otherwise you better knock the hell off. Every inmate fell to the ground 
with perpetual laughter saying and chanting about how I had told him off. From that point on 
I was never harassed again in fact the next day Manson said, “How are you today South?” He 
was respectful, talkative, and joking. I will never forget that day.”

alYssa Werner, grade 9

The Fortunes of the Dead

I had a great- great grandmother back in the 1800’s. People from long distances would 
come to her house just to have their fortunes told. These people would drink coffee, and at the 
bottom of the cup is how the fortunes were told.

One day, two men had come by her house one afternoon and asked if they could stay over-
night. You see, at this time, people weren’t really afraid of others or what they were capable of. 
This being said, she let them stay.

The morning after, she had made them a nice breakfast before they went on their way. After 
they had left, she looked into the coffee cup that the men had drank out of. She was shocked 
at what she had seen.

A couple of weeks later, word was going around that two serial killers who were on the 
loose were captured and they were to be hanged. Later to find out, the men who stayed at her 
house were the killers.

Not long after the men were hanged, one night one my grandmother was lying down to sleep, 
she said something felt to be choking her. When she opened her eyes, she thought she was staring 
into the eyes of evil. She screamed and told the spirit to never return again. After that day, she never 
was able to tell another fortune. Was it the men who were hanged? Did she see the fate of these 
two men, and that is what came back to haunt her? The true answer to this all remains a mystery.

eMilY Wilder, grade 11

Nursing Home Ghost

My mother told me a story that happened about 16 years ago. My mom and her friend had 
a patient; she had dementia. She was a quiet lady who did not bother anyone.

One night this lady was laying in her bed and randomly started seeing kids in her room, no 
kids she had known, so she started yelling at the workers ¨Get these little kids out my room¨. 
This happened several more times that night, every time it happened, she would get louder.

After it happened so many times they went to check on her because she was screaming at the 
top of her lungs. Disturbing other patients, she yelled, ¨These kids spilled water everywhere¨. 
My mom and her friend; confused, look at each other, then started looking for water on the floor.
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When the woman finally told them where they spilled the water, the patient told them to 
look at the drawer. So they do what the patient told them and looked at the drawer. It was open 
and the pitcher of water that was sitting on top of it was spilled in the drawer. The scary part 
about this story is the patient has not been able to walk for four years.

They thought she was hallucinating, like usual. Little did they know, this exact same thing 
has happened to a bunch of patients and shortly after they experienced it they would die.

The kid’s incident happened so often, someone my mom works with, was being stupid, and 
got a ghost app that vibrates when there was a ghost. He went where the ghosts were supposed 
to be in the nursing home. Of course it started vibrating, so he turned out the lights and took a 
picture in the mirror. There was a face in the mirror, it was not his face … it was a little kids face.

aaron WilliaMs, grade 9

Competitiveness

Games in my family are taken very seriously. If you’re playing at all, then you’re playing to 
win. It is in our blood to want to win, and we’re prepared to fight for the title of champion. We 
cheat, we lie, we manipulate, but mostly were fighting to win.

My grandfather, Don “Coach” Williams, was known to deceive his own children in the name 
of winning, but it’s okay because they manipulated him too. We throw ourselves into winning.

The game of Monopoly is a game you don’t want to witness the Williams playing. The game 
could go on for days, because no one is willing to lose. My grandfather, Papaw Coach, once has 
a firecracker explode on him during a game.

The only moral we have is that you cheat to win and you can’t win without cheating. My 
papaw’s father once hid seven hundred dollars in his sock during a game of Monopoly.

When my father and mother were dating, he went over and played Monopoly with my 
mother’s parents. What my dad didn’t know is that my mom’s family plays to have fun and not 
to win. Dad traded a piece of property with my grandmother, which led to him winning the 
game. My grandparents vowed never to play Monopoly with a Williams again, and to this day 
they have kept that vow.

It is a family gene to want to win. We get so into the game that winning becomes everything. 
We have this deep desire us to win, no matter the cost. Keep your cards hidden, stay sharp, and 
know how much of everything you have, because it is extremely easy for us to catch you off guard.

dreW WilliaMs, grade 11

Vivian Wheatley

World War II was one of the most tragic incidents that has happened to our country. My 
grandad, Clyde Jesse Woliver, was in the air force stationed in Norwich, England during World 
War Two. My grandmother, Pamela Peggy Blyth, lived in Norwich, England with her mother 
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Bessie, father Edward, brother Eddie, and sister Mabel. Peggy volunteered at the Red Cross 
at the army base my grandad was stationed at. They got married in 1944 when Clyde was 
twenty-seven and Peggy was seventeen. They had their first daughter on April 9th, 1945 and 
named her Vivian Ann Woliver, but everyone called her Bess.

When Bess was one-year-old, her and Peggy came by ship to the U.S. It took them a total 
of nine days to arrive at Ellis Island in New York. Clyde was still stationed in England at this 
time. Bess and Peggy rode a train to Norton, Virginia where “Big Daddy” picked them up and 
brought them home to Jonesville, Virginia. They stayed with him and his wife Sally. Clyde was 
discharged and came home to the U.S. Him, Peggy, and Bess moved to a house near Jonesville, 
Virginia. Two daughters were born while at this home, Wanda Woliver and Beverly Woliver 
(Toot). Later, after this, they moved to their final homeplace on 58 in Woodway, Virginia.

Their fourth daughter, Pamela Woliver, was born here. Their first son, Edward Woliver, was 
born a few years later after Pamela. Bess married in 1965 and had four kids; daughter Lisa, 
daughter Donna, daughter Teresa, and son David. Clyde and Peggy lived a happy life on the 
farm that they owned. Sadly, Clyde Jesse Woliver passed away in 1988. Shortly, five years later 
Peggy also passed away in 1993. Bess was the oldest, so in a way she took the role of Peggy and 
was there for her sisters and brother. In 1978 Bess started working for Development Services 
in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. She worked there for thirty-seven years until retirement in 2016 
at age seventy-one. Her first granddaughter, Victoria, was born in 1987. Then the next three 
granddaughters were born a couple years later; Samantha, Catherine, and Caitie.

Bess finally had her great granddaughter, Roz, in 2012 and great grandson, Jameson, in 2016. 
Even though Bess’s family was mainly here, she still had relatives in England. In 2015 the last 
remaining relative in England passed away. Beneficiaries were Bess, Wanda, Toot, Pamela, and 
Edward. In early 2017, granddaughter Samantha announces she is going to be having a baby 
girl. Samantha decided to name her baby after the strongest and courageous woman she knew. 
She named her baby Vivian Raylee after Bess. Bess had been healthy her entire life. She didn’t 
even go to the doctor for many years. Late August to early September Bess was diagnosed with 
cancer. It was a shock to friends and family. September 28th 2017 Bess passes away after shortly 
being diagnosed. She wanted to be buried right next to Clyde and Peggy in Memorial Gardens 
and that’s where she did. World War Two may have been a tragedy, but for my family a blessing 
came out of it. Vivian has always brightened everyone’s day. Bess is my hero and I always have 
and always will admire her. She will forever remain in everyone’s hearts, especially mine.

Morgan WoliVer, grade 11

A Life to Remember

My Papaw, Rochester Junior Woodard, had a memorable life, grand and exotic!
He grew up with a family of ten, started school at a place called a Primmer, went on to high 

school, had a military experience, and received a most life changing injury. My papaw has had a 
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very exciting life that he has recalled to me during this interview. I have enjoyed hearing all the 
stories and tales of his life in the past, from child to adult. So as I recall his tales, passed from 
him to me and now to you, you might agree to the term, “What an amazing life!”

Rochester Woodard grew up with nine other people in his family. There was Anna Ruth 
Stapleton Woodard, Esco Woodard (parents), Joe Medwick Woodard, Dorce Ann Woodard, 
Jerry David Woodard, Terry Lee Woodard, Kenneth David Woodard, Mabel Lou Woodard, 
and Michael James Woodard (siblings). With all these children in the home, there was always 
some kind of pastime going on, for they had a lot of them. You could always see them running, 
jumping, playing imaginative games, or hear their song voices as they sing their hearts out 
while their mother played either the guitar or the piano. Also, on Sunday evenings, you could 
go to their house and see all the children gathered around having a bible study. They were 
always entertained, no matter what day or time it was.

My papaw had a very special bond with his sister, Dorce. They were close in age and enjoyed 
each other’s company. They shared each other’s secrets and had little dance lessons, where they 
would be partners. When a song came on the radio, or the mother started a tune, you could 
expect Rochester and Dorce dancing, hand in hand. They would dance and dance till they 
couldn’t dance no more. His comment was, “She danced, I danced, we just moved to the music, 
found our rhythm and rolled with it.”

Rochester started school at a place called Maness School in Primmer. Maness was a grade 
school that started at first grade and went on to seventh. You couldn’t start school their till 
you were six years of age. Then when he finished his time at the grade school, he attended 
St. Charles High School. While he attended St. Charles High, Primmer caught on fire and 
burned down, so they moved the high school to Pennington Gap Virginia, and the grade 
school took the place where St. Charles originally stood. His favorite teacher was Mr. Brewer. 
When someone was, “cuttin’ up” (acting up), he knew exactly who it was and when they were 
doing it and what they were doing. Also if you could start a conversation about automobiles, 
class was officially over. His favorite subject growing up was History. The classes that was 
hardest for him was Math and English. “I just couldn’t get the hang of it.” remarked my grand-
father. His least favorite teacher was Coach Rasnic, they just couldn’t friend each other. When 
he graduated, he had a year without school, then got drafted.

During his time in the military, he received praise, discipline, and fear. Fear no one has ever 
experienced till you have been in war. He had to complete five years of active duty and two 
years of inactive duty. “In the war, you had to be neat. You had to be organized. You had to be 
good at covering your tracks. If you failed at these tasks, you didn’t stand a chance.” When he 
was in Korea, his tour of duty ended. He had a choice, to go home, or go on to Vietnam and 
join the war. The Vietnam War had been going on for a good five years, yet their troops hadn’t 
been sent to Vietnam just yet. “I chose to go home, to my family. Truth is though, I was afraid 
to go to Vietnam. Afraid of what would happen. It was a choice I regret to this day.” Every 
year, they had a thirty-day leave, and weekend passes so the soldiers could go home, visit their 
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families, then return. “Even though it was tough, I enjoyed it. It taught me discipline, some-
thing that I needed.”

When Rochester’s parents died, he was in grief. He missed them terribly, for they were so 
good to their children. However, they were not the only ones in his family to die. His sister, 
Mabel, died at the age of thirty-four due to cancer. His parents also died of cancer. However, 
my papaw knew that they were in a better place, all of them. His parents raised him in the faith 
of the Lord and Jesus our savior, so his faith was strong, his hope full. His parents left a great 
footprint on his life, always being there for him, always looking out and loving and caring for 
their children who would grow up to remember their lessons for life.

In the years of 1955–56, Rochester met a woman who in the future would be his lovely 
wife. Clairetta Junella Osborne, daughter of Reba Haven Thomas Osborne and Columbus 
Osborne. She lived in a family of three other children, all boys. Randell Keith Osborne, Donny 
Ray Osborne, and Robert Mitchell Osborne, brothers of Clairetta. Since she grew up with all 
boys, she was tomboyish and enjoyed many things that the boys enjoyed. She played sports, 
mainly softball, and Rochester loved her get-it-done attitude. They married in 1961. When 
they were married for five years, they had three beautiful children, Michelle Lynn Woodard, 
Jeffrey Alan Woodard, and Melissa Renee Woodard. Michelle grew to have 6 children of her 
own, Katie, Joshua, Sara, Madison, Michael, and Jeremiah Wolle. Jeffrey grew to marry and 
had two children of his own, Peyton and Aftyn Woodard. Melissa, however, died when she 
was of seven and a half months old.

My papaw walked into a service station one morning in 1966. He was twenty-seven years 
of age. He walked over to the grease pit (where they grease cars and trucks), and they were 
cleaning the grease pit, and when they started the sump pump, it arced and the filling station 
exploded. “I was standing over the pit when the flames busted out, and I was burned, seventy 
percent of my body. First, second, and third degree burns, all three layers of my skin were 
burnt. There was a store across the road from the service station, and I  walked towards it, 
I started to open the door, however, when I looked down at my hands, and I didn’t have any 
meat on my fingers. I asked a young boy riding a bicycle to open the door for me, and I walked 
in and asked an old man to take me to the hospital.” remarked my papaw. The old man took 
him to Lee General Hospital in Pennington Gap, and there they laid him on the floor and 
packed him in ice. Rochester was there a few hours before they transported him to Harland 
Hospital in Harlan, Kentucky. When they arrived at the hospital, they met them at the front 
door, took my papaw to the emergency room, and where they had packed him in ice, they had 
to remove the ice away, and the pain was so severe. “I thought I was going to die, and I prayed 
to die.” When they examined him, they took him to the third floor of the hospital. There he 
was told if he lasted through the night, he had a chance of living. So prayer was made, and 
Rochester survived through the night. After the doctors had guessed how long his recovery 
would take, they expected him to be there six months to a year. The chief medical examiner 
told him that he looked just like the men in World War II that the man had seen burned on a 
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ship. “I was charred like a marshmallow.” joked my papaw, even though his eyes were dark with 
flashbacks. To make a long story short, when he left the hospital, the doctor told him that it 
was nothing that they had done on the treatment that kept him alive. He said, “Here at this 
hospital, we have people that believe in all types of gods, and whichever god that you put your 
trust in, you give him thanks. It was a miracle, we thought six months to a year, and you walk 
out in three months.” Rochester was back on the job as a certified pipe welder only days after 
he left the hospital. They told him he’d never be able to be out in the sun, never be able to tan. 
Yet, he works out in the sun every day, and he tans every time he is out in the sun. He doesn’t 
have a single scar on his body, fully recovered. As if it never happened.

When I asked my papaw if he wished he could be better at anything, he said that he wished 
he was a better person. “I am a pretty good person, yet I cannot take the credit. God showed 
me the things that I needed to be the person I am today. He gave me enjoyable times, just as 
well as unenjoyable times. I’m very satisfied at what I have accomplished so far, and I hope that 
I will accomplish a whole lot more.” He has had a life that is worth remembering, and I’m sure 
I will never forget it.

Madison Wolle, grade 9

Elmo That Wanted Mommy

When my brother was only two, he had a toy Elmo. My dad was working late at the coal mines, 
while my mother was at home in St. Charles. Well my brother was playing with toy all day, 
which made the batteries go low. My brother started to cry, so my mother went and put his toys 
away and started to rock him to sleep. Little did she know it would come for her. She laid down 
my brother and got a glass of water and went back to her room waiting for my father to return 
home. All the sudden she heard this noise coming from the back room saying, “Let’s play with 
mommy.” She heard it getting closer and closer and then just stopped. She walked out to the 
hall area and saw that my brother’s toy Elmo was laying in the floor. She grabbed it has fast as 
she could and smacked the batteries and went to the back room and put it back in the toy box.

Later that night my father pulled in the driveway. My Mother ran outside to tell my father 
what happen with the toy and how she was scared. My father had told her that she was tired 
and needed to lay down and get some sleep. As they walked in, they heard my brother crying. 
My mom ran to him to see what was wrong and saw that he was reaching for his toy Elmo 
that was on the floor. My mom screamed saying, “This makes the second time i have put it in 
the toy box and got it out and I have taken the batteries out of it.” My father was still in denial, 
so he took the toy all the way back to the back room and threw it in the toy box. Once he got 
back he told my mother to go to bed because she was driving him crazy.

Thirty minutes into their nap, a big bang happen waking my mom up. She saw a shadow 
figure by the door say, “Let’s play with mommy.” My mom screamed waking my father. He saw 
the toy Elmo talking and moving. My mom grabbed my father’s hammer and smashed the 
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toy all to pieces. My dad picked up all the pieces and threw them away. They packed up some 
clothes and went to my Grandparent’s house and stayed there once they told them everything.

The next morning while my brother was still asleep, My Mother and Father went back to 
house to see if everything was okay. Once they got there they have saw that all the lights were 
still off and everything looked the same. My mother said she did not have a good vibe while she 
was near the house. Has they opened the door there was the Elmo toy that wanted mommy.

Chandler Woodard, grade 9

Tennessee Tornado

I interviewed my mother, Deanne Wright, about her traumatic experience at her houseboat 
for a mini vacation with her family. Her whole family were at their houseboat, and the inevi-
table happened.

The day was June  10, 1995 at Straight Creek Boat Dock, Tazewell Tennessee. It was a 
really hot summer day, my family and I were enjoying the beautiful day on the lake. Then, out 
of nowhere, a thunderstorm occurred. The wind became vicious, and the houseboat began to 
rock. The skies turned as dark as night, and in the distance, we could see houseboats flipping. 
We wanted to leave, but the tornado was too close. We all tried to get a life jacket, but then, in 
a blink of an eye, everything was underwater. The water turned gold from all the mud coming 
up from the bottom of the lake to the top. After a few minutes, everyone was out of the water 
except my mother. When we finally found her, she was blue. I saw water hoses, propane gas 
tanks, pieces of wood, furniture, electrical lines spread out all across the lake.

My mind was all over the place, but all I could think was, my family and I were going to 
die. I was terrified it was all over, I never would have gotten to say my goodbyes; I would have 
never gotten to say my “I love you’s.” I believe that that whole experience strengthened my be-
lief, faith, and trust in God. It still, to this day, makes me realize life can be taken away at any 
time, and that I just need to make the best out of it.

kenZie WrighT, grade 9

Chinese Steamed Bun (Xiao Long Bao)

Every year for Chinese New Year, we prepare our most traditional food, xiao long bao. 
Xiao long bao is referred to a type of steamed bun, often containing pork, beef, shrimp, and 
vegetable. Xiao long bao is also classified as a steamed pork filled bun. Although the recipe is 
complicated, it is like heaven. Here is the recipe:

Ingredients For The Filling:

• ⅓ pound ground pork
• ¼ pound raw shrimp, peeled
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• ½ pound of cabbage
• 4 teaspoons of soy sauce
• 1 tablespoon of salt
• 1 teaspoon of sesame oil
• 2 tablespoons of xiao xing wine
• Fresh ground black pepper

Mix all of the ingredients in a large bowl.

Ingredients For The Bun:

• 1 pound of all-purpose flour
• 1 pound of low gluten flour
• 3 cups of warm water (90℉ to 110℉)

On a clean counter, place all flour and form it well with your clean hands. If it feels too dry, 
add more water until the dough forms a ball and the dough will stretch as it is lightly pulled. 
Set it aside and allow it to rest for 20 minutes. After the rest, portion the dough about 1.25 
ounce pieces and cover them with a slightly damp towel to make sure the dough does not dry. 
Roll the dough pieces into a thin, flat circle.

Fill each circle of dough will the filling you enjoy. Carefully fold your dough together to 
complete the bun. Once you finish wrapping the bun, have the wok set in boiling water and 
place the bun into the lined bamboo steamer. Place the basket to steam for 8–10 minutes. 
Serve immediately and enjoy.

Each year for special occasions, my family makes many Chinese traditional dishes. Seafood, 
eggs, noodles, fried pork and xiao long bao are only some of the delicious dishes that we make. 
You can often find these famous dishes in Chinatown all over the world. Although Chinese 
dishes tastes unique and different from American food, but it is the best dishes that reminds 
me of home.

angel Zhang, grade 11

Sindy Fields, Dual Credit English 12

Civil War Ancestry

When my papaw was alive, I would often ask him about our family’s history. One story 
in particular stuck out to me over the years: the story of my great-great grandfather and his 
brothers. When my great-great grandfather was in his early twenties, the Civil War started. 
He and his three brothers, the youngest was seventeen, enlisted in the Confederate Army to 
protect their home. The seventh Virginia Infantry was their family now; the regiment consist-
ed of young men mostly from Southwest Virginia. In the Battle of Antietam, which was the 
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bloodiest battle of the Civil War, one of the brothers was shot, then captured by Union forces. 
He spent the rest of the war in a POW camp to later die from his injuries.

My papaw told me of the other battles my great-great grandfather and his brothers fought 
in. He told of how they could barely march, let alone run, in the mud at the First Battle of Bull 
Run. Also, he told how their commander bravely fought and died right in front of them. Then 
the seventeen- year- old brother was shot, my great-great grand dad holding him in his arms 
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as he died. My papaw also told me that in one battle, he forgot the name, the two remaining 
brothers fought together. One of them was shot and captured by the Union. This brother 
survived, later becoming an officer in the U.S. Army one year after the war. However, he later 
succumbed to his injuries and passed away in a military hospital; he is buried in Arlington 
National Cemetery.

That left only my great-great grandad as the surviving brother. He fought in the Second 
Battle of Bull Run, also known as the Second Battle of Manassas. During that battle he was 
shot through his arm, the bullet traveling through his side. He managed to survive the wound, 
which at the time was nearly impossible; however, the bullet permanently damaged him lim-
iting his arm movement.

When my papaw told me those stories, I  was fascinated with them, but over the years, 
I started to doubt their authenticity. To me it sounded too much like an action movie to be 
real. However, my cousin did research into all of the stories. After researching military records 
and first hand accounts, all of the stories my papaw told me were proven true. My great-great 
grandfather was born in 1835, and he later died in 1913. He lived a full life of seventy-eight 
years. My papaw did not want my great-great grandfather’s or his brother’s memory to fade 
away. My papaw told me these stories to pass on to others.

JereMY CosBY, grade 12

Checker Champion

My great-grandfather, Paul Davis, is one extraordinary man. He started the business Davis 
Brothers Nursery and worked there, with his brother, for many years. He was married to his 
wife, Mary, and together they had three children: Jacinta, James (my grandfather), and Teresa. 
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Throughout his life, he has accomplished an amazing title. Once he retired from the nursery 
business, Paul took up playing checkers. At his house now, there is a room overflowing with tro-
phies, medals, newspaper articles, checkerboards, and checkers. Good was an understatement.

Paul began his addiction as a small child playing at a country store; however, he does not 
remember his very first game. In an interview, he said, “You get good by having somebody beat 
you for about a year.” He started playing more and more, beating every amateur that crossed 
his path. Eventually, he commenced competing in tournaments. Of course, he endlessly con-
tinued to be victorious over his opponents. Over time, he moved up and was playing in more 
advanced competitions, strengthening his skills. He developed his capabilities so much that 
he could beat you in a game every single time. Multiple people would team up to try and win 
but never succeeded. Paul was so advanced in his checker playing expertise that he could win 
from another room, without even looking at the board. How? On his personal checkerboards, 
each square was numbered, and he knew which square was which number. Someone could be 
using the board during a match and say, “I moved my checker from square 3 to 4.” He, not even 
glancing at the board, could say, “Move my piece from square 8 to 7,” and win.

Papaw became so advanced at playing checkers, he could not find anyone locally to challenge 
to a game. His family and friends all knew that he was too good and they stood no chance. 
Paul began traveling in order to find worthy opponents of equal or better skills to further his 
own. He and his wife traveled across the country to play checkers. Mary said in an interview 
that they would plan their vacations around his checker matches, they became so frequent.

In 1988, my papaw won the title of the United States Go-As-You-Please Checker Champion 
and went on to compete on the international level. The following year, 1989, Paul Davis com-
peted in the worldwide GAYP checker championship. Even though he was not victorious, the 
opportunity alone to play internationally is a once in a lifetime experience. Not only did he 
represent the country, but he also represented our community and family in an outstanding 
way. Like I said, good was an understatement.

anna daVis, grade 12

Ancestry

Benge the Indian

Benge the Indian was an Indian Chief who led the last Indian raid on the frontiers of Western 
Virginia (Lee, Scott, Wise, Russell County). Benge was a half breed Indian who grew up with 
his Cherokee father, but later lived with the Shawnee Indians. During his life, Benge led many 
raids on settlements often kidnapping and killing settlers. The last raid Benge ever completed 
was the raid on the Livingston farm in Scott County, Virginia. An account written by Emory 
L. Hamilton captures the detailed story of Benge’s last raid. On April 6, 1794, Benge and his 
party of Indians made their way onto the Livingston homestead to find only women, children, 
and slaves present. After looting the house and torching it, they made off with Mrs. Elizabeth 
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Livingston, her sister, her children, a wench with her young child, a slave, and young slave child. 
Eventually, the children were able to escape due to the seemingly carelessness of the Indians, but 
many wonder if they let them escape on purpose. After three days of traveling with the Indians, 
the group was soon rescued. On April 9, 1794, thirteen men of the Lee County militia under 
the command of Lieutenant Vincent Hobbs caught the party on Powell Mountain. Hobbs killed 
Benge, and members of his party soon killed over half of the traveling Indians. The kidnapped 
were soon rescued and returned to their farm in Scott County, Virginia (Hamilton).

Elizabeth Livingston is a relative of mine through my father’s side, and she is my sixth 
great-grandaunt through my father’s side.

If you would like to read more about this you can visit this website http://www.rootsweb.
ancestry.com/~varussel/indian/100.html.

Pocahontas

Pocahontas was the Indian Princess of the Powhatans. Her father, Wahonsunacock 
Powhatan, was the Indian chief who united 30 or more tribes in the region. Pocahontas was 
a very important figure to the colonists because she acted as a mediator during many times of 
trouble. She was the first of the Indians to be converted to Christianity. Eventually, she married 
John Rolfe in Jamestown, Virginia, and later moved to England where she took on the English 
name Rebecca. Eventually, Pocahontas died due to the illness smallpox.

I always grew up admiring Pocahontas and her story, and I was very shocked to learn that 
I was related to this iconic Indian Princess. I’m related to Pocahontas also through my father’s 
side, and she is my twelfth great-grandmother.

Philip Livingston

The Declaration of Independence was a very important document for American history. The 
men who signed this document into existence were great pioneers for the dream of America. 
The signers of the Declaration of Independence were George Read, Caesar Rodney, Thomas 
McKean, George Clymer, Benjamin Franklin, Robert Morris, John Morton,Benjamin Rush, 
George Ross, James Smith, James Wilson, George Taylor, John Adams, Samuel Adams, John 
Hancock, Robert Treat Paine, Elbridge Gerry, Josiah Bartlett, William Whipple, Matthew 
Thornton, Stephen Hopkins, William Elbery, Lewis Morris, Francis Lewis, William Floyd, 
Button Gwinnett, Lyman Hall, George Walton, Richard Henry Lee, Francis Lightfoot Lee, 
Carter Braxton, Benjamin Harrison, Thomas Jefferson, George Wythe, Thomas Nelson Jr., 
William Hooper, John Penn, Joseph Hewes, Edward Rutledge, Arthur Middleton, Thomas 
Lynch Jr., Thomas Heyward Jr., Abraham Clark, John Hart, Francis Hopkins, Richard 
Stockton, John Witherspoon, Samuel Huntington, Roger Sherman, William Williams, Oliver 
Wolcott, Charles Carol, Samuel Chase, Thomas Stone, William Paca, and Philip Livingston.

Of the many signers, I am related to one, Philip Livingston, through my father’s side. Philip 
Livingston is my first cousin eight times removed.

http://www.rootsweb.ancestry.com/~varussel/indian/100.html
http://www.rootsweb.ancestry.com/~varussel/indian/100.html
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Other than Pocahontas, I never knew I was related to the iconic figures until just recently 
while reading through my genealogy and listening to stories from my grandmother. I am very 
glad that I have come to this information because it helps to know who I am truly am through 
my ancestors.

eMilY grahaM, grade 12

Family Apple Pie Recipe

My family has passed this same pie recipe for many, many generations. My mother gave 
me this recipe to share just a few days ago. Her mother gave it to her. My family crafted this 
after the Civil War when things had become easier. One day all the women in my family were 
sitting around outside on the porch knitting. The oldest woman asked the other ladies if they 
wanted to make an amazing apple pie. Well, of course, they said yes, so they began to make the 
pie. After many errors, they finally came out with a product that they were all proud of. The 
women then wrote down their amazing recipe and made many copies of it. They passed all the 
copies out to the many women in my family to make sure the recipe was never lost.

Apple Pie
3 pounds mixed apples
2/3 cup granulated sugar
2 tablespoons fresh lemon juice
6 tablespoons unsalted butter
1 tablespoon all-purpose flour, plus more for dusting
3/4 teaspoon ground cinnamon
1/8 teaspoon salt
2 disks dough for Basic Crust
1 large egg, beaten
Coarse sugar, for sprinkling

Peel and core the apples; slice 1/4 inch thick. Toss with the granulated sugar and lemon 
juice. Heat 4 tablespoons butter in a large skillet over medium-high heat. Add the apples and 
cook, stirring, until tender, about 10 minutes. Stir in the flour, cinnamon, and salt; cook until 
thickened, 1 more minute. Let cool. Roll out 1 disk of dough into a 12-inch round on a floured 
surface; ease into a 9-inch pie plate.

Add the apples, mounding them slightly in the center, and dot with the remaining 2 table-
spoons butter. Roll out the remaining dough into a 12-inch round. Lay it over the filling; press 
the edges of the crusts together, then fold the overhang under itself and crimp to seal. Brush 
with the beaten egg and sprinkle with coarse sugar. Cut a few slits in the top crust. Chill 1 hour.

Place a baking sheet on the lowest oven rack and preheat to 425 degrees F for 30 minutes. 
Place the pie on the hot baking sheet; lower the temperature to 375 degrees F. Bake until 
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golden, 1 hour to 1 hour, 10 minutes. (Cover the edges with foil if they brown too quickly.) 
Cool on a rack.

aleX haleY, grade 12

The Lonely Road of Therm Herron

In 1939, Therm Herron had his picture taken for being known as the oldest man in Wise 
County at the age of 106. The photo was displayed at the Southwest Virginia Museum, and it 
remains there today. Therm died not long after in 1942. He was well respected and loved by 
his family and was known as a man who fought for what he believed in.

During his era, Therm was a very common name, and it was contemplated if Therm Herron 
lied about his name since he had a history of hiding things. The time he was born is unknown, 
but his family assumed he was brought into the world around 1833. Therm had a wife and a 
young son when the Civil War started. He was a soft and quiet man.

In 1863, most of Tennessee was regained by the North. The southerners were trying ex-
tremely hard to enlist men to their side so they could replace all of the men they lost during 
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infantry. Therm was neutral on the war, and he was not devoted to a particular side. He just 
wanted to spend his time at home with his wife and son; however, two southern soldiers want-
ed something more from him. They came to Therm’s house and were trying to force him into 
fighting for their side in the war. His mind was set, and he was not fighting in the war. He was 
determined, and he would not consider what they wanted; therefore, the only way he got out 
of not fighting was by killing the soldiers. He kept this a secret because he realized he could 
end up in a huge amount of trouble for committing this crime. He decided to go into hiding, 
and for 15 years he stayed hidden underneath his home, which was only a small shack. His 
chance for freedom arrived when a wagon train was made to travel mountains rich in coal of 
West Virginia; however, he was not allowed to be with his family on the train due to the fear 
of someone finding out that he had been in hiding. Everyone believed Therm was dead and had 
died with the other soldiers, as they were unaware of what he had done to them. He cared for 
his family so much that he walked in the forest each day to stay caught up with his family, and 
they would meet when the wagon train stopped for the night. After the wagon train reached 
its destination, Therm obtained a job. He was a shoe cobbler, and he also made harnesses for 
the mules used in the mines.

Therm was soon afraid as people began learning about his past. People who traveled north 
with him spread the truth about what he had done. In 1900, Therm discovered word of coal 
and silver mines opening up in the mountains of Southwest Virginia. Therm and his family 
moved to a small place called Tank Hill, now known as Keokee where they prospered.

sheridan herron, grade 12

My Aunt Pat

My mamaw’s sister, Pat, used to come and stay at my mamaw’s all the time before she passed 
away last year. She and my mamaw were inseparable. They were the true definition of the 
quote “sisters by chance, best friends by choice.” When I was younger, my mamaw would watch 
me and my cousins. Almost every day in the summer, we would go to the park and Pat would 
meet up with us there. My favorite memory with her will always be the many park trips with 
her, her daughter, her daughter’s kids, my mamaw, and my cousins. It never failed that when 
Pat came she would bring Pizza Plus cheese sticks with her. It become a tradition for us to 
get Pizza Plus cheese sticks and to go to the park when we were all together. My mamaw and 
aunt spent many, many nights sitting up on the phone together. I would spend the night with 
Mamaw, and every night right before we would go to bed, she would tell me that she had to 
call Pat real quick. Another precious memory I have is when she went with us to Dollywood 
once, and we laughed and cut up the whole time taking pictures on our phones. She always 
said she wanted to go to the beach with us, but sadly she was never able to because she got 
sick. Two to three nights before my aunt Pat passed away she was at my mamaw’s, and I went 
and sat and talked with them. Something I will never forget her saying to me before I left my 
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mamaw’s house that night was that she wanted to get back in church. Pat was one of the nicest 
humans I had ever met; she would have given you the shirt off of her back. My aunt struggled 
for years with lupus, a bone disorder and many other health issues. Through this whole battle, 
she spent so much time at my mamaw’s and my mamaw helped her. She was such a strong 
woman who never gave up. During all this struggling, I never even heard her complain much at 
all. She would hurt, and you could not even tell unless you asked her how she was feeling that 
day. When she passed away, it was very unexpected; none of us expected it at all, and it left a 
hole in our hearts that nothing will ever fill. To this day, though, when I go to my mamaw’s, 
I remember all the wonderful memories that were made there.

Maddie MaBe, grade 12

Love at First Sight in 1947

My grandparents, Alford Junior (A.J.) and Erma Jean, met at Mt. Hope Church in Jonesville, 
VA. It was a Sunday evening and Erma Jean went to church with her sister Maxie and Maxie’s 
husband. That evening before church began, Junior rode up on his motorcycle wearing his 
army uniform; he had just gotten back from fighting in WWII. Erma Jean was about to go into 
the church with her sister when Junior asked her to go in and sit with him during the service. 
After that night, Erma Jean and Junior wrote letters to each other and hung out at church.

When school time rolled back around, Junior was out of school and Erma Jean was still 
in school. Erma Jean went to school where 
Victory Freewill Baptist Church is now. Each 
day during Erma Jean’s lunchtime, Junior 
would ride his motorcycle and park it at the 
bottom of the hill next to the road. Erma Jean 
would walk down the hill and meet Junior, but 
she could not go off the grass because that was 
the end of school property.

In 1947 Erma Jean graduated from Oak 
Grove School, and on her graduation night, 
Junior proposed to her. They later got married 
on July 17, 1947; Erma Jean was seventeen at 
that time and Junior was twenty-three years 
old. They were only dating for fifteen months 
before they got engaged.

After WWII Junior became a coal miner 
for Lee-Man Mining, Inc. until 1985 when he 
retired. Erma Jean became a teacher after she 
graduated. From the time they got married 
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until 1954, they lived in Jewell Ridge, VA. They later moved to St. Charles in 1955 and then to 
Jonesville in 1974, and they still live there today. They have four children: Gary, Barbara Sue, 
Janice, and Kendall. Gary and Barbara Sue were born in Jewell Ridge, VA while Janice and 
Kendall were born in St. Charles, VA.

Erma Jean was one of twelve children and she is the only one out of those twelve still alive. 
Her sister, Mattie, just recently passed on August 11, 2017. Junior was one of eight children 
and is also the only one of those eight still alive. Erma Jean was born on March 20, 1930, and 
Junior was born on December 27, 1923.

Their oldest son Gary was born on June  27, 1950. Then Barbara Sue was born on 
November  14, 1952, followed by Janice, born on February  1, 1955, and Kendall, born on 
November 25, 1966.

They have eight grandchildren and have ten great-grandchildren, so you can say they are a 
very blessed couple.

We just recently celebrated their seventieth anniversary on June 17, 2017.
hannah MarTin, grade 12

Grandparents’ Tales

I’ve spent half of my life living with my grandparents. Every weekend, for as long as I can 
remember, I’ve packed up a bag and headed to my cozy second home to stay. Over the years, 
I have heard of many tales about their lives growing up in the mountains. Times were surely 
different back in their day.

One story that truly stands out in my mind that my mamaw has told me, is about a stranger 
who came and knocked on their door late one night. Glen, my mamaw’s brother, opened the 
door even though their mother told him not to. A tall figure stood and stared blankly down 
at him. The man asked for some food, if they had any to spare, and my great-grandmother, 
being the compassionate woman that she was, gave him some cornbread, eggs, and coffee. 
Before leaving, the man asked for a razor so he could shave his face. He shaved, thanked them 
for being so kind to him, and went on his way. It turned out that he was an escaped convict. It 
makes you wonder what would have happened if they hadn’t shown that man the hospitality 
that they did that night. Maybe I wouldn’t be sitting here writing this account today.

My papaw has told me stories about how he and his brother, Leroy, would drag their two-
ring wash tub into the river and climb in. He said, “If you didn’t get tickled, you could float, 
so we’d see how long we could stay afloat before one of us started laughing and we sank.” He 
also told me about how he was squirrel hunting one day and saw a snake, so he shot at it, not 
knowing that he was standing over a den of rattlesnake that started squirming around and 
going everywhere. It’s safe to say that my papaw hasn’t been a fan of snakes until this day.

My mamaw always played in the creek with her brothers and sisters. One hot day, she said 
they were out flapping and dancing around until an old potted meat can sliced the side of her 
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foot open. Since that day, she has been terrified of getting into the water. I  remember how 
my brother and I were trying to get her to swim with us in the pool, but she thought she was 
drowning even though all she had to do was stand up.

After asking my grandparents questions, I  finally thought to ask how they met because 
I had never heard the story before. My papaw looked at my mamaw, grinned, and looked back 
at me and said, “You mean when your mamaw asked me to marry ‘er?” I  thought it was the 
funniest and most adorable answer. We all laughed about it, and then my mamaw said, “I al-
ways thought he had the prettiest blue eyes.” It is so enjoyable listening to my grandparents 
reminisce on their lives. I hope that one day if I reach their age, I can do the same.

kaYla Moore, grade 12

The Greatest Love Story

“She was 16, and he was 20 years old leaning up against the car on the side of the road ... 
home from the war in 1945.” This is a quote from a song that my cousin wrote about my aunt 
and uncle. My cousin couldn’t have said it more accurate because that’s exactly how it all began 
for my Aunt Genelle and Uncle Joe. In 1945, my great aunt Genelle,my grandfather’s sister) 
and her mother went to town to get groceries. Walking to town was much easier empty hand-
ed, so after getting what they needed, they waited around trying to find a ride home. My great 
grandmother, Maude Morris, and Genelle asked their cousin if he could get them a ride. Their 
cousin had a good friend of his in mind. Joe Price came to town to help the girls and it was love 
at first sight for Genelle and Joe. After that day, they were inseparable; however, like most other 

love stories, there was a problem. Genelle’s 
father did not approve of Joe and would not 
allow her to see him. That did not stop her. 
For months, the couple would sneak and see 
each and soon after decided to sneak and get 
married. As you can imagine, that did not set 
well with her parents. Very few were happy for 
these newly weds, but nothing could come be-
tween the strong love they had for one anoth-
er. A  few years passed and Genelle’s parents 
slowly adjusted to their daughter’s decision. 
Genelle and Joe then began having children. 
They had four beautiful girls: Doris, Juanita, 
Deborah, and Jolene. All of the girls grew up, 
moved out, and started families of their own. 
Joe and Genelle continued their long, loving 
lives of happiness.
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Sadly, all good things come to an end. For this loving couple this fairy tale came to an unex-
pected end in 2010. One early morning, Genelle fell and hit her head while cleaning. She was 
rushed to the hospital and put on life support. Joe had to make the hardest decision of his life: 
take her off of life support and give her peace, letting her go home to her Lord and Savior, Jesus 
Christ or to let her live in misery for his own selfish reasons. My Uncle Joe made the selfless 
decision of letting the love of his life go. He spent an amazing sixty-five years with the love of 
his life and a long five without her. Not a day went by that he did not speak of her, and it was 
so obvious how ready he was to be with her again. Joe went home to be with his beautiful wife, 
Genelle, and Jesus in December of 2015. It was very hard to lose both of them, but my family 
had a sense of peace knowing they were finally together again.

This is a true love story about two people who I am proud to have known and loved dearly. 
I pray I find a love like theirs one day.

aMBer Morris, grade 12

Nana and Papa

I asked Papa how he met Nana, and to he responded: “It was love at first sight, and Nana 
chased me all over town.”

This story sounded kind of fishy, so I asked 
Nana and her story went like this: Nana was 
in radiology school at the time and Nana and 
one of her friends went to the Texas Steer 
Drive-In to eat. The boy Nana was dating 
showed up and wanted to know why she was 
there instead of at school. She told him that 
she was just getting lunch with a friend, and 
he started fussing at her. About that time my 
Papa and Larry Carter pulled in next to Nana 
and her friend, and when her boyfriend left, 
Papa asked her if that had been her boyfriend. 
Nana told him yes, and Papa told her, being 
the smooth talker he is, that if he was her boy-
friend, he would never talk to her that way. 
Sometime later Nana’s uncle Jack pulled up 
right beside of Papa’s car, and as it turns out, 
Uncle Jack already knew who Papa was. Uncle 
Jack started talking to Nana, and Papa asked if 
he knew Nana. Of course Uncle Jack said, yes. 
He then proceeded to ask why Papa wanted to 
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know. Papa then explained how Nana would not talk to him, and then said to Uncle Jack, “If 
she won’t talk to me, then I wonder why she talks to you?” Fortunately, Uncle Jack has a won-
derful sense of humor; he told Papa that Nana was his niece and he gave Papa Nana’s phone 
number (without her knowledge) and the rest is history.

Nana and Papa were married three months later on February  23,1968. Nana may have 
ignored him at first, but Papa’s persistence really paid off. Plus, Uncle Jack’s intervention pro-
vided the push the lovebirds needed to take the next step. My Nana’s grandmother (my great, 
great grandmother) did not like much of anyone and even she liked Papa. That was a sign that 
Papa was the one and that Nana should look no further.

Now they have made it through almost 50 years of marriage and are still going strong. Papa 
is still the witty prankster he was back in the day. Nana is still Nana ... no words can describe 
her. Through thick and thin their marriage is secured with the words “Till death do us part.”

kaTie PrideMore, grade 12

John Nickodam

Of all of my family members of the past none are as mysterious as my great grandfather 
John Nickodam. My entire life I have always been intrigued by his life story. What little we 
know about him is mostly about struggle and rebellion.

Jonas Wikodam was born on March 28, 1889 in Prague, Czechoslovakia. He spent his first 
sixteen years of life in what he called Czechoslovakia, Czech. Most of his life there is a mystery 
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to my family due to most records being destroyed during both World Wars. But what little 
we do know is that his mother and father saved all of their money to send him to America 
for better opportunities and to escape religious persecution. While in Europe, his brother was 
murdered. At the age of 14, in an act of revenge, my grandfather killed his brother’s murder-
er. He had to flee from the authorities in Czech, and for two years he and his sister roamed 
Europe until his family had enough money to send him to America. After leaving Czech, he 
settled in Romania and later relocated to Hungary. After two years his parents sent him all of 
their money to send him to America. From there he bought a ticket on a ship in Luxembourg. 
In 1905, at the age of 16, he boarded a ship in Belgium, headed to Ellis island, New York. 
Although it seemed as if things were finally looking up for him, he only had enough money 
for one ticket so he had to smuggle his sister, Marry, in a barrel on the ship. While on the ship 
he met two young men, Jake Pierce and Mike Clusey. The men would later become lifelong 
friends and from that point on would never be separated.

After four long months, they landed on Ellis Island, New York. There his name was changed 
from Jonas Wickodam to John Nickodam. He also converted from Judaism to Catholicism due 
to the fear of persecution. Upon arriving to America, he, his sister, and his friends knew no 
English. He would spend the rest of his life learning how to speak, what he called, the world’s 
most complex language. While in New York he and his newly found friends took up work in 
horse stables and also gambled. He spent the next five years in New York working in stables 
and gambling, which helped him learn English. But in 1910, after being cheated out of a poker 
game, he chased the thief down an alley and beat him to death. The following day he and his 
friends scrounged up all the money they had and fled from New York, leaving his sister behind. 
For over a year they ran from authorities and worked odd end jobs. He said the job he liked 
the most was working on a shipyard in Norfolk. We don’t really know what brought him to 
Lee county, but after leaving Norfolk, he went west and ended up here. After arriving here, he 
got a job working in a mine in Saint Charles. For about twelve years he, Jack Pierce, and Mike 
Clusey worked in the mines. Then my grandfather said his world got turned upside down.

In 1923, while out with Mike, he was introduced to a woman named Hattie Sexton, from 
Gate City, Virginia. For the next two years the two continued “courting.” They were married 
on April 4, 1925. They settled down in Saint Charles, and five years later they had their first 
child, Rosie, who later died at the age of two with pneumonia. Nine children later in 1943 my 
grandmother, Helen, was born. They later moved from Saint Charles to Woodway and then 
finally settled in Dryden. He worked in a mines until them it closed in 1951. He later helped 
Jack Pierce open a clothing store in Pennington called the “Novelty.”

After his retirement, he continued working on his farm in Dryden. His favorite thing to 
do was plow the fields with his prized Belgium horse and smoke “Lucky Strikes,” his favorite 
cigarette. My grandmother said she can imagine him now, leading their Belgium and holding 
his cigarette between his thumb and index finger. He spent the rest of his life working on his 
farm and providing for his family. He later died on July 19, 1969 from Black Lung.
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Although I never got to meet my great grandfather, I believe he was a hard working and 
interesting man. From what my Nana has told me, my father and I are a lot like him. She jokes 
and says that’s why we’re both named after him. She says that she sees her father’s rebellion, 
hard work, and integrity in me and my father every day.

Jonas reasor, grade 12

Making Cornbread

When I  was a child, and still today, I  helped my mother make cornbread as she helped 
her mother when she was my age. My Nanny’s and my mother’s cornbread has always been 
my favorite because I got to help them make it. My mother always made it clear that, to start, 
you have to have the proper cast iron skillet. The skillet that we use now was passed from my 
Nanny to my mom and hopefully to me next. Your skillet has to be properly seasoned, which 
takes a long time to do. To season your cast iron, you first have to make sure that it is clean and 
dry. You then rub shortening, or vegetable oil, onto the skillet and bake it on high for around 
an hour and then take it out. You should never wash your skillet or you will have to re-season 
your skillet. My mom stresses the importance of using your skillet only for cornbread.

Ingredients:

2 cups self rising cornmeal
½ cup self rising flour
2 eggs
1 ½ cups buttermilk
1 teaspoon sugar
Pinch of salt
¼ cup vegetable oil

(These are all approximations; recipes are learned from watching your parents and grand-
parents and practicing until it tastes like the cornbread you ate growing up.)
Directions:

Preheat oven to 375 degrees, pour vegetable oil into seasoned cast iron skillet and place in 
oven. In medium mixing bowl, place cornmeal, flour, eggs, sugar, salt and buttermilk and stir it 
until all ingredients are moistened. Remove skillet from oven and pour the hot oil from skillet 
into cornbread batter (the oil will start cooking the batter immediately.) Stir the oil into the 
batter and then pour the mixture into your cast iron skillet (you will see the edges immediately 
start frying.) Place skillet back in the oven and bake for approximately 40 minutes or until it 
is baked to desired color. Remove from oven and turn it out onto a platter, then slide the up-
side down cornbread back into the cast iron skillet and then turn the bread back out onto the 
platter again. The corn bread will then be right side up and finished.
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I always enjoy making cornbread with my grandmother and my mom and learning more 
things in the kitchen. Everything I have learned about cooking has been from them, and I will 
always cherish the skills they have taught me.

BaYlee roBineTTe, grade 12

My Papaw Jessee

My papaw Jessee is ninety three and has five daughters, all still alive. He also has eight 
grandchildren and twelve great grandchildren. He was the oldest of twenty three children and 
is the only one still alive. The family lived on High Knob in several different tiny houses from 
the twenties through the forties as the children grew up. One of his brothers, Tucker, was mur-
dered over a game of cards in a bar fight in what is now Five Points in Kingsport. Another one 
of his siblings lost a leg due to a snake bite. He had no formal schooling; they had a settlement 
school to educate all the kids on the mountain collectively, and he finished with what is the 
equivalent of a third grade education. The first time he was exposed to electricity was during 
basic training. He and his siblings played in the area that is now the Devil’s Bathtub. My great 
uncle Hubert actually coined the name “Devil’s Bathtub.” He met my great grandmother Ina 
B at a barn dance on the mountain before he went to war and joined the Navy during World 
War ll. He and five of his brothers served in the pacific during World War ll. He served in the 
Seabed and received several medals. When his fueling ship landed in the bay of Japan after the 
Hiroshima bomb was dropped, he walked on dead bodies like cord wood to shore.

At the end of World War II, he was honorably discharged. He came home and started working 
at Eastman as a lineman in the acid department. He was at work the day Eastman exploded in 
1956 but was unharmed. He was part of the crew that was rescue and recovery both removing the 
injured and the deceased. In 1949 his first daughter was born, Brenda. Between then and 1958, 
four more daughters followed: Linda, Judy, Theresa, and Debbis. Their mother passed away in 
1971 due to a rare form of arthritis related to emphysema that set up in her lungs; at the time she 
had it, it was referred to as concrete lungs. My grandmother has this disease but there is treatment 
available to her. His second wife, Lucille, had three daughters from a previous marriage and, iron-
ically, with the same names as three of his daughters: Judy, Debbie, and Linda. My papaw Jessee 
is a storyteller; every time I’ve visited with him, he has never ran out of a new story to tell me. My 
Papaw Jessee died in his sleep on December 14, 2017 with all his daughters around him.

sherree ann shuler, grade 12

Eva Sue Carter

My grandmother, Eva Sue Carter, was born in Lee County in 1942 on June 30th. She was born 
in a small four room house which was and still is located a half a mile off of the main road behind 
York Methodist Church. Her mother, Kenneth Eldridge, spent most of her time at home caring 
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for her as babysitters were not widely common. 
Around 2 1/2  years later, her mother welcomed 
her brother, J.C. Eldridge, into the world. Her par-
ents owned a smokehouse that they stored most of 
their meat in, and just below the smokehouse was a 
dairy where they kept most of their canned goods. 
Also, since they had no lawnmower, they used a 
reaping hook to cut the grass in their yard.

My grandmother went to school in Long 
Hollow at a one room log building that was re-
located not long after to just above Lee High 
School. They taught seven different classes in that 
one room, and her dad took her every morning 
and picked her up when they let out for lunch at 
around 12 o’clock. Whenever her dad happened to 
be late, which rarely happened, she would get so 
upset that it would bring her to tears. Therefore, 

on the rare occasions he was late and her teacher happened to notice, she would keep class going 
to occupy my grandmother until he arrived to keep her from getting upset. As she and her broth-
er got older, they became almost inseparable and did everything together. In fact, one afternoon 
after school they decided to go to the barn located on their property, and upon their arrival, they 
happened to stumble across some eggs. Naturally, they cracked them open thinking they were 
bird eggs, but they were about to be in for a rude awakening. When they cracked them open, baby 
snakes immediately started to slither out in all directions, and they dropped them and took off. 
As you can tell, they let their curiosity get the best of them most of the time.

One story in particular that is my personal favorite is about a chicken. Eva’s mother, 
Kenneth, owned a pet chicken that she adored, and she would often get together with her 
cousins to make tiny dresses for this chicken and dress it up in them. Sadly, the chicken died 
unexpectedly one afternoon and my grandmother, her brother, and a couple of their cousins 
got the idea to have a funeral for the chicken. So they started digging the grave and sent my 
grandmother off to pick flowers for the grave. They gathered pots and pans to beat on for 
music and had one of their cousins preach the funeral, and the funny thing is that they started 
to call him by the nickname “preacher,” and they still call him “preacher” to this day.

kaiTlin skidMore, grade 12

Coal Mining

From an early age, my father knew the meaning of hard work from watching his mother and 
father work constantly just to put food on the table. As he watched how his parents worked so 
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hard over the years, he decided that he wanted to work hard to make an honest living as well. 
My dad didn’t really care too much about school, neither did most young men at this time. 
While in his teens during the 1970’s, coal mining was the job to get as a young man coming out 
of high school. However, my dad didn’t wait like the others; while in high school, at the age of 
17, he left school and went straight to the mines.

He started out making $9.00 dollars an hour, working 12 hour shifts and yes, that was very 
good money for a teenager back in those days. Even though the money was good, the toll the 
mines took on your body was rough. A miner could be underground for over 24 hours, and 
it consisted of hard labor on the knees, back, and lungs with only a few inches from him and 
the top of the mine.

My dad worked non-stop for years and years, but then he ended up getting injured. While 
in the mines, he controlled a vehicle that carried coal out of the mines. One day my father 
and his fellow miners were loading coal in the cart when the machine fell right on his leg. The 
injury was very serious and he ended up having surgery on his knee due to tearing his ACL. 
That didn’t stop him, though.

He came back to work two weeks later and the knee was not even fully healed. While at 
work, his knee was completely fine, and then one of his buddies jumped on his back without 
thinking of the injury and caused it to tear again. My dad ended up getting surgery again, but 
this time he waited until the knee was fully healed before returning to work.

This just showed how disciplined and hardworking my father was and still is. Now, in his 
late fifties, he is retired and disabled with black lung, but is still going strong. The toll the mines 
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took on my father’s’ body shows today. His knees are always bothering him from the injury and 
his back does too from always being hunched in the low hanging mines.

Mining is a very dangerous job, but it was just a way of life to many young men. This is why 
the pay is well. While many men, like my dad, got out safely after twenty years of dedicated 
service, some men were not so lucky. More than twelve of my dad’s friends were killed in the 
mines from getting crushed. What many do not know about the dangers in the mines is the 
effects it leaves on the body.

Even though mining is dangerous and is not around that much anymore, it was a way of life 
back in the day. My dad loved every bit of it and wouldn’t change anything about it. Whenever 
I ask, “What was the hardest thing about the mines?” he always gives me the same answer, “It 
was leaving”

shaWn sMiTh, grade 12

Chow-Chow

My dad’s side of the family loves making chow-chow. Chow-chow is a topping that you can 
put on top of a hot dog or in soup beans, at least that is what my family uses it for. They use all 
of the summer veggies they grow to make it. They usually spend one whole day together mak-
ing it, all the women in our family getting together. My mamaw’s grandmother was the first 
person in our family to start making chow-chow; it was her little tradition she did with all the 
girls in the family. She passed down the recipe to my mamaw’s mother, and she kept the tradi-
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tion going. They all love making chow-chow (even though it stinks up the whole house and you 
have to open every window and all the doors to let the smell out). My mamaw’s mother gave 
the recipe to my grandma, and now she keeps it and we all still make it every year. She will also 
more than likely pass down the recipe to my aunt so she will be able to make it and keep the 
tradition going. Mamaw says she knows that our recipe ain’t a secret family recipe, but she still 
likes it better than everyone else’s (she may be a little biased). She tells me that it is her favorite 
thing to make because everyone comes to her house and helps her make it, and it’s just so nice 
to have everyone there making her favorite thing. She said that when she and her grandma and 
all of her sisters were making chow-chow, it was the most fun they all had together when they 
were growing up because they would goof around and have a good time together.

Ingredients: How to Make:

Four cups chopped onions Chop all veggies and mix
Cabbage Boil liquids and spices
Four cups green tomatoes Add vegetables
12 cups green peppers, 6 cups red peppers Boil 5 minutes
1 and half Pack and seal
1/2 cup of salt
7 cups of sugar
4 cups of white vinegar
1 tablespoon celery seed
2 tablespoons mustard seed
2 cups of water

It is not very hard to make; it just takes a long time to can and pack into jars to put away 
for the winter.

arielle TriTT, grade 12

All She Wanted Was a Coca-Cola

My grandparents, William and Sue Willis, met on a bus traveling from Bristol, TN to 
Big Stone Gap, VA. My grandmother, who we call Nanny, worked for an insurance agency 
in Richmond, VA in 1962. She made about $275 a month working for the insurance agency. 
While she was there, she lived in a boarding house that housed approximately 135 girls. Her 
roommate worked for Reynolds Aluminum and had an important meeting in Washington 
D.C. one weekend. She didn’t want my grandmother to stay at the boarding house that week-
end when she could go home and see her family. Because my Nanny only made $275 a month 
and a bus ticket was $22 round trip, she didn’t have much money to spare. She didn’t have 
much of a reason to go home anyway, so she decided to save her money and go when she 
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needed. However, her roommate insisted that she go home to see her family, and offered to 
help get her a bus ticket.

That Friday, she still could not make up her mind whether or not she wanted to go home. 
She would usually catch the bus around 6:00 p.m., but by the time she made up her mind, 
she had missed the 6:00 bus and had to wait on the 11:00 p.m. bus. The bus finally made it 
to Roanoke, VA around 4:30 a.m. and let everyone stretch and get refreshments. My Nanny 
wanted a tall glass of Coca-Cola so badly she couldn’t stand it. So, she got her Coca-Cola 
and got back on the bus. The bus eventually pulled into Abingdon, VA at 6:00 a.m. Saturday 
morning. The bus driver told everyone on the bus that they would stop at a rest area for about 
15 minutes then head on to their destination. My Nanny really had to use the restroom after 
drinking the coke she had gotten two hours prior to stopping in Abingdon. She asked the 
bus driver how long they were stopping at this rest area to make sure she had time to use the 
restroom. He reassured her that they would be pulling out in 15 minutes. To her surprise, 
she heard the bus start and begin to pull out of the parking lot before she could get back. She 
missed the bus and got stuck in Abingdon until 7:00 a.m. when a bus heading to Bristol, TN 
stopped by to pick up passengers.

Arriving in Bristol, my Nanny had to wait until 1:00 Saturday afternoon to catch the bus 
going to Big Stone Gap. While she was waiting for 1:00, she noticed a handsome Army guy 
sitting across from her. They kept making eye contact, sharing a smile here and there. The 
handsome Army guy sitting across from my Nanny at the bus stop just so happened to be my 
grandfather, who we call Poppy. He was stationed in Germany from 1962–1963. His grand-
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mother, my great-great grandmother, raised him since his mother had passed away when he 

was a 9 year old boy. While in Germany, he contacted the Red Cross to see if he could get 

Emergency Leave. The Red Cross turned down his request and told him he could not get 

Emergency Leave. Instead, he got in contact with a local Chaplin, and eventually got his 30 day 

leave, which he used to come visit his grandmother, who was ill with cancer.

He arrived at the bus stop in Bristol, TN around 5:00 a.m. and had to wait until 1:00 p.m. 

to load the same bus my Nanny was waiting on. When 1:00 finally came around and the bus 

pulled up, only three people got on board: my Nanny, Poppy, and another guy. My Nanny 

sat in the back of the bus, and in the front of the bus was Poppy. It was 4:30 p.m. when the 

bus got to Gate City, VA and the other guy got off. The only passengers left on the bus were 

Nanny and Poppy.

When the bus left Gate City, Poppy went to the back of the bus and said to Nanny, “Is this 

seat taken?” Of course she said no, and they talked all the way to Big Stone Gap. When they 

arrived in Big Stone, he asked her if he could call her, so she gave him her phone number and 

went on home. Poppy went on to Dryden, VA where his grandmother lived. Later on Saturday 

night, he called Nanny and wanted to know when he could see her again. She told him that she 

had to leave Sunday morning because she had to work on Monday. Since Nanny had to leave 

for Richmond on Sunday, Poppy came to her house Saturday night to see her before she left. 

Nanny came home twice after they first met. They dated off and on before his leave was over.

Poppy’s grandmother passed away, so he got a two week extension added to his leave. When 

it was time for him to make his way back to Germany, he called Nanny and wanted to see her 

in Richmond. She was back at the boarding house when he called, and all of the girls there 

were so excited. They wanted to know what he was like, how handsome he was, and ran around 

yelling, “Sue’s got a boyfriend! Sue’s got a boyfriend!” When he told her he was on his way, she 

had to get ready. She wondered what she was going to wear, and what makeup she was going 

to put on. Poppy finally pulled up to the boarding house around 5:30 p.m. Sunday evening 

and Nanny was very nervous. She was afraid he would see the other girls and choose one of 

them over her. All of the girls were running through the house, peeking through windows, and 

screaming, “He’s here! We want to know what he looks like!” When he got out of the car, she 

was already standing at the doorway waiting on him.

Before he finally had to leave for Germany, he asked her if she would marry him. She was 

surprised, but of course she said yes! He was in Germany for nine more months before he came 

home again on May 22nd. They got married six days later on May 28th. They were married 

for 53 years before his passing on March 28th, 2016.

To this day, my Nanny blames it all on the Coke that made her miss her bus. She says, “It 

was just in our stars to meet!”

aleX Willis, grade 12
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My Grandpa (on my dad’s side)

My grandpa, like many other grandfathers, was in the military when he was about eigh-
teen or twenty years old. My grandpa started in the military in 1970 before he even met my 
grandma. Also, he was an artillery gunman when he was in the military. My grandpa fought 
in the Sino-Vietnamese War, Vietnam War, and the Korean War. He was an artillery gunman 
in all three wars. My grandpa received a lot of awards from being in the military, including 
an award for being one of the three best soldiers. He told me that it was a very harsh war, 
and by the end of the Sino-Vietnamese War, my grandpa was pretty much deaf. Today, my 
grandpa still cannot hear very well from both ears. He said that it was because when he was 
fighting in the war, he was right next to cannons and the loud sound of the cannons is what 
caused him to lose his hearing. My grandpa said that he could remember when he was in the 
war and the very loud sounds of the cannons. He said that it was really, really loud when the 
cannons went off.

My grandpa met my grandma by arranged marriage when he came back from the military. 
When they first met, they were scared and could barely make conversation with each other. 
After meeting for a couple of times, they got to know each other and they were more comfort-
able around each other and could easily make conversation with each other. Soon after they 
met, they got married and had two kids. After my grandpa came back from the military, he 
started farming with my grandma. They would plant a lot of different vegetables and flowers. 
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They were able to plant crops all year long because the weather in China is very different 
from the weather in Lee County. In the part of China where they live, it does not snow in the 
winter. The winter there is just a little chilly with the temperature around fifty to forty degrees 
Fahrenheit. My grandpa is always working; he is either watering the plants in his garden or 
helping the people that live around us. My grandpa loves gardening; he plants a variety of 
vegetables and flowers every year. My grandpa is also a great mechanic; he could just about fix 
any type of machine. My grandpa also took care of me for about four years, from when I was 
just a couple months old to when I was four. I appreciate my grandpa a lot for everything he 
has done for me, and the community he lives in appreciates him greatly for his services. To me, 
my grandpa is an amazing person.

Maggie Zhang, grade 12

Jillian Skidmore, English Grade 9

Memory

We lived in Havelock, North Carolina at the time. My friends, Alyssa, Kayla, and I were 
riding our bicycles and scooters. We were all laughing and having fun on a peaceful, sunny day. 
Then after a few minutes, everything went downhill ...

As a car quickly came around the corner of the street, I started to become frightened. My 
friends and I successfully and safely got on the sidewalk. Well, my friends did at least. When 
I tried to ride my scooter onto the sidewalk, I hit a bump and flew off of my scooter, sliding 
my face across the concrete. It felt like shards of glass were hitting my face. When my mother 
saw me fall, she ran to me, and helped me inside. When I got inside, my mom helped me into 
the tub and slowly poured hydrogen peroxide on my face and elbows. Then when she got done, 
her and my friend, Alyssa, helped me into bed because I was still in shock.

In time, my face and arms started to slowly heal. Three weeks after the accident, I returned 
back to school. Everything went back to normal ... except for my face. I now know to be more 
careful when I ride my scooter.

BriTTneY BaTes, grade 9

Nana’s Interview

The person I decided to interview was my Nana. She is 70 years old. She has lived in Lee 
County all her life. She has lived in many different houses all across Lee County with her sister 
and family.

The thing that my Nana remembers most about her childhood is working out in the field with 
her dad. They used to put up tobacco, grow corn, and grow a big garden. She also worked as a 
nurse in a nursing home. The advice that my Nana would give to kids nowadays would be to al-
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ways learn from your mistakes. I can relate to that because I’ve learnt from mistakes many of times. 
My Nana didn’t really get out much as a kid because her and her family would work till the week-
end but what she does remember about Jonesville and Lee County is that there wasn’t as many 
restaurants and fast food places or stores as there is today. She thinks it is worse now than before.

In conclusion, my Nana has a lot of advice and a lot of experience in life in general. She 
has worked a lot in her life both in jobs and on the farm. She has good advice for every kid 
nowadays that they should take. She knows about Lee County and how much it has changed 
over several decades.

CaleB BelCher, grade 9

Interview

1. What is your name? Peggy Marie Light Galloway
2. When and where were you born? St. Mary’s hospital in Norton, April 27, 1858, 5 

minutes before my twin brother
3. What’s your brother’s name? Gregory Lynn Light
4. Do you have a sister? Yes one sister
5. Do you have any other brothers? Yes I have 2 brothers
6. What is your other brothers name? Larry and he died at the age of 40
7. What do you remember most about your childhood? Having to move about be-

cause dad was in the Navy
8. What event impacted you? When President Kennedy died
9. What was the most important lesson you learned as a child? Respect your parents

10. Have things changed from your childhood to now? Yes
11. How have they changed? I’m adult, I’m married, have four kids, and 11 

grandchildren
12. What piece of advice would you give kids today? There are some things in life you 

have to do, things you don’t want to do and respect your parents
13. How has Lee County changed? The schools, the roads, and we even have a 

Walmart
14. What is the most tragic event that has happened in your life that you feel most 

comfortable talking about? Death of mother
15. What was the fashion back then? Bell bottoms and mini skirts
16. How did kids act during school back then? They were respectful and well 

mannered.
17. Have you always lived in this area? No
18. Where else have you lived? Norton,Va., Jacksonville,Fl., Key West,Fl.

Zoie Bresee, grade 9
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Cammy’s Essay

About five years ago my mom and dad met this women. She was homeless, six months 
pregnant, on drugs and had nowhere to go. We gave her a place to live, food, and clothes. She 
was clean two weeks after she had moved in. Two months before she was due, she left. We 
hadn’t heard from her for a month.

A month before her due date she showed up. She told us she got into some trouble, was 
back on drugs and was going to jail. She went to jail a week before her due date. My parents 
made the best decision for the baby which was for us to adopt him. He was born July 12, 2013. 
The adoption was official three days after he was born. We named him Harley David Tanner 
Mcknight, but he goes by Tanner.

When we brought him home, everybody came to see him. My older brother Ashur was 
scared to hold him, considering he was only 6lbs and 9oz. The first few days home were kinda 
hard to get use to. He cried all the time. When we took him to the doctor, we asked them what 
was wrong with him. They said he was withdrawing where his mom took many drugs while 
she was pregnant.

One day we went to Knoxville Zoo. It was almost 95 degrees. Tanner was only a year and 
a half old. After we left the zoo, we went to Mr. Gatti’s. After we got our food, my mom took 
him to the car to change him. When she got to the car he went limp and was really hot to 
touch. Then he started to have a seizure. We called an ambulance, it took them thirty min-
utes to get there. When they got there they decided to take him to the Knoxville’s Children 
Hospital. He spent the night there. They sent him home the next day because they couldn’t 
find a reason for it to happen. They just prescribed him amoxicillin. When he was two he 
was diagnosed with ADHD, ADD, OCD and a form of autism. At two and a half, he had 
another seizure. This one wasn’t as bad but we still called an ambulance. They showed up but 
didn’t want to take him. The last one he had he was in May which was like 4 months ago. 
Everyone was home plus my Uncle Donnie and my brother’s ex-girlfriend. About 4:30 in the 
morning all of us was still awake, except my mom, my dad and Tanner. My mom woke up 
and ran through the house yelling that Tanner was having a seizure. I walked in and he was 
jerking. It scares me when he does that. We called an ambulance and they didn’t want to come. 
We finally talked them into it. After my mom got off the phone with them, Tanner stopped 
jerking, then stopped breathing and was turning blue. My uncle jumped on the bed and was 
about to start CPR, when he caught his breath. I rode in the ambulance with him. When we 
got to the hospital they did nothing but give him amoxicillin once again. Since they couldn’t 
figure out what was wrong with him they sent him to a neurologist. A study shows that it’s 
epileptic seizures.

He goes to counseling every Friday, and goes to the doctor every other Wednesday. His 
doctor is Dr. Barlow, she is really nice and is very good with Tanner. They started him on vivant 
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and he stayed up for seven days and seven nights. Now he’s on something different, it calms 
him down but, it still makes him a little irritable.

He started Headstart August 16, 2017. I didn’t think he would do well, because it’s very 
hard for him to sit down and concentrate. But he likes it.

CaMMY CooPer, grade 9

Moving

One day I came home as usual and my mom and dad was on the couch and dad was sup-
posed to be at work. They look nervous as I walked over they put a fake smile on their faces. 
I asked, “What’s wrong?” They said, “We are moving to West Virginia tomorrow.” I ask why 
and they say to take care of my nannie because she’s too sick to take care of herself anymore.

About 6 months before this my aunt her daughter died and then 3 months later my pap, 
her husband died, so she was alone. So mom asked me if I would mind moving so she could 
take care of her and I didn’t want to leave because I love it here, so I told my mom I would 
think it over carefully.

So after thinking I decided to move because she is my nannie and I want to be there for 
her if she’s sick because I don’t know what will happen if we don’t. I had to start packing since 
we were leaving the next day but I could only pack certain things because we were only fitting 
what can go in our car. So I packed my clothes, shoes and some sentimental things and enjoy 
my last night in my room with my 3 dogs. I remember sleeping terribly that night.

The next day we loaded up the car with the dogs, and the most terrible part is walking 
through your house for the last time for a long time. Then we loaded ourselves in the car and 
backed out of our driveway and had a whole 6 hour trip ahead of us.

The trip was hard on me because I was leaving what I loved the most, the mountains and 
small town that’s what I love so much down here and I had to leave it all. The whole trip my 
mom and dad didn’t talk too much so it was very boring and I was excited to see my nannie 
again because I haven’t seen her since my pap’s funeral. We was getting closer I was getting very 
nervous so I was counting down the hours until we get there and it felt like it was 13 hours not 
6. So I was ready to get out of the car. We get to the hospital because that was where she was 
because she caught a cold but was fine to leave with us and we took her back to her home, my 
new home since we take care of her everyday.

Everyday it was like a routine, get up make Nannie’s coffee, make her breakfast and ask if 
she needs anything and we would keep an eye on her all day. We did the housework, help pay 
bills buy food, but what I was worried about was school. I was the new kid at the start of the 
year and they ran things differently than they do in Virginia. I was so nervous and I had to 
make new friends all over again because we lived in West Virginia before when I was little but 
moved.
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I missed my friends in Virginia a lot, but I was more worried about my nannie, but she got 
better and decided that since I missed home she was going to live with my mom’s sister and her 
daughter so I could come back to my friends for freshman high school. It was a long year and 
4 months and I am happy to be back home. The only thing that changed was we got another 
puppy and we are so happy to be back.

dakoTa delPh, grade 9

Interview

I interview Miss Helen Linda Moore Gilbert Dinsmore. She was born on October 21, 1952 
at the Lee County Hospital in Pennington Gap, Va. She grew up in Pennington Gap, Va. till 
18 months old and moved to Dryden, Va. She doesn’t think she has any brothers or sisters. 
To me, she seems to be an sweet and amazing woman. She seems to remember a lot about her 
past, but some she doesn’t like talking about.

I asked Mrs. Dinsmore what the fashion was back in her days and she said “Mini Skirts, 
knee high, white boots, fishnets and panyhose.” I also asked her how Lee County has changed 
and she said, “No job, schools are shutting down, and less businesses.” I ask her what piece of 
advice would she give kids today and she replied, “Get your education before anything else in 
life.”

Mrs. Dinsmore said that the most tragic event in her life was the death of her mom’s broth-
er and 3 weeks later her grandfather passed away. The most impacted thing in Mrs. Dinsmore’s 
life was when she had kids (3 boys) and 7 grandbabies (3 girls and 4 girls). She also told me 
that she had a phone line that was connected to 10 other people! They could literally could 
listen to your phone call! She also gave me her old number (523-I12), nothing like the phone 
numbers we have today.

Now with all the information that Mrs. Dinsmore made me think of the past a little differ-
ently. To hear how she grew up and how she lived was a lot different than how I grew up and 
live life. She is still the sweet little grandma she is. She changed the world with the way she 
smiles. I hope maybe one day I will be able to see just how amazing her time was. I hope you 
learn about her as much as I did.

MaCkenZie dinsMore, grade 9

Interview

The person I  interview was Mrs.  Judy who was born in Germany. She is 60+ years old. 
What event impacted you, what do you remember from your childhood, and what piece of 
advice would you give kids today are all the questions that I asked Mrs. Judy.

The first question was, what event impacted you? Mrs.  Judy’s mother was a teacher. She 
taught high school. She watched her mother go to school everyday. She and her sister played 
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school everyday. She was the teacher when they played. This impacted her to be a teacher. She 
was teaching in Bioquest, Hungary for more than 20 years in a very good high school.

The next question was, what do you remember most from your childhood? She remem-
bered her most cherished memory spending her summers at her grandparent’s in their cottage. 
Her grandfather was a preacher and they lived near the church. She remembered playing in 
the churchyard of the church and the cemetery with lots of kids from the village. They had a 
huge vegetable garden and fruit tree. It was a real Paradise.

The final question was, what piece of advice would you give kids today? Her best advice for 
kids was, “To find yourself and be yourself.” Finding yourself is not easy, it takes patience. Be 
brave to try out things, get out of your comfort zone. Be open to new challenges, and don’t be 
afraid of failing. Try to be the best you can be.

In conclusion, Mrs.Judy has followed her mother’s footsteps and became a teacher. She also 
has good memory. She also likes to share them. I had a very fun time interviewing her.

MY do, grade 9

Conducting Interviews

Interviewer: “What is your name?”
LaWanna: “LaWanna Jackson.”

Interviewer: “When and where were you born?”
LaWanna: “I was born January 3rd, 1952 in Harlan, Kentucky.”

Interviewer: “Where is your childhood home?”
LaWanna: “That would be Earlville, Illinois.”

Interviewer: “So when did you move to Earlville?”
LaWanna: “I think I was either two or three when I moved to Illinois. I can’t quite remember 
exactly when.”

Interviewer: “Do you have any siblings, if so how many?”
LaWanna: “Yes, I have two full sisters, one half sister, and one brother.”

Interviewer: “ So who was the oldest and who was the youngest of your siblings?”
LaWanna: “I am the oldest of the five of us and Melissa, my half sister, is the youngest.”

Interviewer: “What is your most memorable childhood experience?”
LaWanna: “Visiting my grandmother.”
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Interviewer: “When did you move back to Kentucky?”
LaWanna: “I moved from Illinois to Kentucky during the summer of 1973.”

Interviewer: “When did you get married to your current spouse?”
LaWanna: “I was married to my current husband on February 14th, 1990.”

Interviewer: “So what would you say is the secret to a happy marriage?”
LaWanna: “Well I would say that it would be to not get married at a young age but your papaw 
said that the secret is to marry a woman that don’t talk back.”

Interviewer: “Out of the many events you have experienced in your lifetime which one is the 
most significant?”
LaWanna: “When my mother passed away from cancer when I was 19 years old.”

Interviewer: “What is the most tragic event of your life that you feel most comfortable sharing?”
LaWanna: “That would also be when my mother passed away.”

Interviewer: “Some people say that they have had difficult or stressful experiences but they 
have learned important lessons from them. Is that true for you? Can you give examples of 
what you learned?”
LaWanna: “Yes, I would say the most stressful experiences of my life happened when I had to 
take care of all my younger siblings when my mom was sick for 6 years starting when I was just 
12 years old and then having to take full responsibility of almost everything at 14. It certainly 
helped me out tremendously in parenting and my responsibilities later on in my life.”

Interviewer: “How has society changed from your childhood to now?”
LaWanna: “People were always friendlier and more polite when I was growing up, and chil-
dren had far more respect for their elders.”

Interviewer: “What piece of advice would you give children today?”
LaWanna: “To take more responsibility for their actions and to stop being so offended by 
everything little thing that rubs them the wrong way.”

Interviewer: “How has the school system changed from your generation to now?”
LaWanna: ”We were taught respect and it was demanded in the school system and that’s not 
something that is done anymore. The teachers just can’t get any respect anymore now because 
their hands are tied. I was also taught how a lady should act during my childhood and teenage 
years and that would be sacrilegious to many in today’s society.”
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Interviewer: “If you had the opportunity to change any event in your life would you do it, if so 
what would you change?”
LaWanna: “Oh I sure would, I’d probably stretch myself out a lot more than I had so I might 
be taller than five foot now”

Interviewer: “Has your life went the way you expected or planned it to go?”
LaWanna: “No, I never would have dreamed that I would have had to work so hard for what 
I needed and for where I am today.”

Interviewer: “And last but not least do you like the way your life has come to be?”
Lawanna: “Yes, I wouldn’t want it any other way.”
Interviewer: “Now why wouldn’t you want your life to be any different than how it is now?”
LaWanna: “Because I have twenty two beautiful grandchildren that I never expected to have, 
I am very proud of all my children and how they have turned out to be, and I have a loving 
husband that I wouldn’t trade for the world even if we don’t exactly get along half the time.”

anThonY doTson, grade 9

Interview

What is your full name? “Debbie Lee Osborne”
What is the name of your parents and what was your mom’s maiden name? she responded 

with, “ My mother’s name is Connie Napier until she got married to her dad and her dad’s 
name is David Osbourne.”

Did you ever have anybody give you any nicknames as a child? and she said, “Her mom gave 
her the nickname Peebles because she loved to collect them.”

How old are you and when were you born and also did you have any brother and sisters? 
And she responded with “I am 57 years old.” She was born on December 26, 1958 in Chicago, 
Illinois and she has 2 brothers and 3 sisters.

How long did you stay in Chicago and did you like any nursery rhymes specifically as a child, 
what were your favorite childhood games and was there ever chores you hated doing as a child? 
“I stayed in Chicago till I was 3 years old. At night I would love to be sung Twinkle Twinkle 
Little Star. My favorite childhood games were hide and go seek, jump rope, and volleyball. As 
a child I hated cleaning out the stove, but the privilege of it was after I had got done her mom 
would give her $10 dollars that she would spend on candy.”

Did you have any favorite books or authors? She said, “ I loved to read mysteries and Nancy 
Drew was my favorite author.”

Did you ever move away from Chicago and if so where? Then she replied with, “I moved to 
Harlan, Kentucky for 5 years and after that I decided to move to Lee County Virginia.”

What were the names of the schools that you went to and what were they like? “ I went to Kaywood 
Elementary which was both an elementary school and a middle school because they didn’t have 
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enough funding to make a middle school back then and also had one room classes that were in like 
houses. In high school I went to Hall Junior High and I went there from 8th grade till 10th.”

What was your best and worst subjects, and at what age did you start dating? Science was her 
worst subject and math was her best and started dating when she was 14.

Did you ever finish school and when did you decided to get married? She then said she want-
ed to quit school and get married because her fiance was already graduated so she didn’t think 
she needed to stay in school.

What stood out the most about your wedding and why, also where all did you work? “The 
thing that stood out the most from my wedding day was my grandmother because not long 
after that my grandmother had died. My first job was as a waitress at the Max Waffle House 
and worked there for 6 years. After that I had decided to work at May’s Hostess Meal and only 
worked there for 2 years.”

When you were younger did you ever know what you wanted to be? She said she had wanted 
to be a nurse but didn’t have the diploma to get the job.

How long have you been in Lee County and how has it changed in your opinion? “ I’ve been 
in Lee County for 29 years. I think everything has changed such as the way they teach school 
differently and the way fashion has gotten so weird.”

How would you see people dressed back when you was younger? “When I was younger you 
would usually see most people wearing overalls or a flannel shirt with jeans.”

What kind of music was popular? “Kathy’s Clown, Dolly Parton, Bob Ceager, Guns and 
Roses and many more.”

Who influenced your life the most and did you ever have family traditions? “ My whole life 
my mom and grandma have influenced me that I could do anything if I put my mind to it and 
I had family reunions on Easter, Thanksgiving and Christmas.”

What were your happiest moments in life? “The happiest moment of my life was when I had 
my children.”

What is the most important thing you’ve learned through your life? “The most important 
thing I’ve learned is to take care of yourself and never depend on anyone but yourself.”

What were your earliest memories? Her earliest memory is when she was 4 she slid down a 
bank and ended up hurting herself really bad.

Did you ever have any pets as a kid? “I Had a dog named Bobo but she got run over when 
I was 14 years old.”

What president assassination bothered you the most during your time? “The assassination of 
John F. Kennedy. I think he had good intentions on changing the world and making it a better 
place and maybe things would have been different now.”

During your lifespan has there ever been any wars fought? “The 2 wars that were fought were 
Desert Storm and the Vietnam War.”

What impacted your life the most? “The thing that had the most impact on my life was rac-
ism because I would always get called inappropriate names.”
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Who did you idolize the most in your life? “I idolized my grandfather the most because he 
was such a hard working man and I strived to be just as hardworking as he was.”

In conclusion, I had fun interviewing Debbie. It was a pleasure to get to know her this well. 
I never knew I could learn so much about one person and I thank her for letting me interview 
her. Doing this really made me see her as a different person because she has experienced more 
things than I myself will ever get to experience.

krisTen eldridge, grade 9

Boot Camp

As I  came home one day after school, I  set my bag down and started playing games. 
Everyday, my brothers came home about thirty minutes after later. Like always, I was talking 
to my friends on the Playstation while playing Destiny. When my brother Austin walked 
in I  knew something was different, he had a smile miles wide. He looked at my mom and 
said, “I talked to the recruiter today at school for the Marines.” When he said that everything 
changed little by little.

I said to my friends, “I gotta go” and before they even said anything in response I had turned 
off the Playstation. As I looked at my Austin I didn’t say a word but mom and my other broth-
er sure did. My other brother Alex was never interested much so he was confused what the big 
deal was, “It was just a recruiter that isn’t really that amazing.”

“I had a feeling you would talk to one when you had the chance,” said my mom.
I didn’t really know what to say to it because I didn’t really want him to go, we had never really 

gotten along much but I knew the arguments and fights would be missed when and if he joined 
them. But I looked at him and said, “ That’s amazing,” but I didn’t really think so. I felt as if my 
heart had been taken and stabbed millions of times and thrown into a pit of absolute darkness.

Time went on and before I knew it, it had been a year. The day was here, the day everything 
changed, and the day my life changed. It was the day he was leaving to go to bootcamp. I knew 
I would miss him because he was the one I looked up to. He hated me for it, but everything 
he did I would try to do and sometimes I copied him just to make him mad. When he started 
to leave I started to cry, and the so called pit of darkness had closed around my heart to keep 
it for all eternity. Even if I was thinking it was going to be fine, I just didn’t know what was 
waiting for me not soon after he left.

As he left me and Alex was standing there watching Austin and mom drive away, she was 
with her boyfriend when they took him to the bus that would take them to bootcamp. When 
she got home her face was red and tears was still running down her face. I hugged her and said 
I’ll miss him too. Alex like always was playing some game on his computer, so he wasn’t paying 
attention when she came home to comfort her, but I  tried my best to. My mind was racing 
from the fear of something happening to him, he could die or get wounded. I had told him that 
I loved him and he said “I love you too.”
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Our family was slowly falling apart after he left, day by day, month by month, everything 
was changing. Eventually it got where my mom was staying with her boyfriend and not coming 
home so Alex was buying food for us and she come home for a day if we was lucky; usually it 
was for a hour or two. Soon after, I decided to move to Virginia and live with my dad. Alex 
decided to move with my uncle David near Washington, D.C and is still there. I regret moving 
now cause when I did it divided me and Alex, and my family was more distant than ever before. 
I kinda blame myself for it, and maybe if I didn’t move we would still be together. I still ask 
myself if I did the right thing, I don’t know if it would change anything if I had stayed or if he 
would have still left. The bond me and Alex had was unbreakable. I got along with him more 
than I did Austin, I could talk to Alex about really anything, but now I’m lucky if he will text 
me back when I text him. No one really knows how he’s doing and that worries me. I see him 
once a year if I’m lucky.

I learned that I must stay strong even without them. Austin said to me, “Take care of Mom, 
Dad, Alex, Mamaw, and Papaw.” I  try to but it’s kinda hard when I  don’t even know how 
Mom is or Alex. I feel like I’m failing him, but I’m still trying to do what he has left me to do. 
I miss them, but I have to worry about my life and less about them. I’m still worried because 
Austin just got deployed to Spain, but I’ll stay strong for him and continue on with life.

andreW elY, grade 9

Sunburn

“Don’t forget to put on sunscreen.”
”I won’t, let me get a little tan first, OK?”
“One more time please.”
“Ok.” 1,2,3, under, I can feel the wet sand between my fingers and being upside down under 

the water as I do a handstand feels like ... like I was meant, or belonged there (the sound). Held 
it for a little too long there, I’m feeling a little stiff and don’t know why.

“Come on now, let’s do the dive off the shoulders.”
“Ok.” I swim over there, it was hurting more and more. So I’m letting the kids get on my 

shoulders and them jumping off. They do this over and over again. We heard footsteps like a 
stampede, which let me know that it was time to go.

As we are getting our stuff my sister says, “OMG, look at your face you. Are. Burnt.” Is that 
why I’m like as stiff as a piece of cardboard.

“ Why am I burnt, but not you guys?”
“We put on sunscreen, did you?”
Stupid. Me. “ No, I forgot.” And here I thought I could tan. Ha, funny.
“Candice, honey you know you can’t stay in the sun all at once, you got to space it out.”
“I’ll just put on Aloe when I get home. It’ll be fine when I get home.”
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Well got home, put on some Aloe, put the stuff away we used for the lake. Next, I got ready 
for the concert I was going to the next day, then did my chores that I was supposed to do. Then, 
I got ready for bed and tried to read for a while. My face and upper body was hurting really 
bad, it was like my face was being pinched inwards face. My body was as stiff like a piece of 
cardboard that had been left out in the sun for days. Like my whole body was on its death bed 
and only had a few days to weeks left to live. Honestly, I felt like a lobster that had been cooked 
way, way, too long. I finally went to bed because, I thought that if I went to bed I wouldn’t be 
able to feel the pain that I was feeling.

When I got up that morning I was, if even possible, more stiff than I was the day before. My face 
was only a little blistered, but it still hurt . I went and put on more Aloe, that eased some of the pain. 
As I went through my morning ritual, my face felt like it was being squeezed for juice. Then I got 
ready to get in the shower, around 2:20, so my sister and I would be ready to be picked up at 4:00, 
for the concert. After I take my shower, cool not hot, I’m hot enough as it is, I look in the mirror and 
there were these …..these blisters, and I’m like I, Can, Not, Go to the concert like this. Here I am, my 
face melting off and now it’s me arguing with myself! I mean I can go to the concert and be a laughing 
stock or I could not go and be bored all day. So I just put on more Aloe and got ready.

At 4:00 we got picked up, we went to IGA to meet Josh. Both times I’m in a really really hot 
car and truck. My face felt like it was melting off, like in Frozen and Olaf was melting when it 
was summer again. I could not talk it hurt so much, when I don’t talk everybody knows I’m ei-
ther dead, sick, spaced-out, or asleep (sometimes not even then). So when we got to Duffield’s 
Mcdonalds, we waited for Erin and her group to come. I’m here thinking, I am going to die. 
After, what seemed like forever, she came and we decided to go ahead and eat. Then the others 
saw my face, and all at once I heard, “ahhhhh poor baby,” “OMG, that has to hurt,” “How did 
that happen?” “Does it hurt to talk?” “I bet it does.”

So I’m just standing here trying not to look as bad as I feel, and wishing they would hurry 
up and let me get out of sun. I can actually feel my skin cooking like I’m in a skillet on the stove.
They finally quit their babbling and we went to get our food. While waiting in line I felt like 
a broken thermometer going up and down, one minute I’m roasting, next I’m freezing. It took 
me forever to eat what little I had. After we got done we left for the concert.

When we got there, we chose our seats and waited for it to start. While we were waiting 
Erin took some pictures, and I’m like ... but it hurts, but she makes me take a picture anyways. 
So it starts and my face is somewhat bearable and I was able to enjoy the concert. So I learned 
to remember to put on sunscreen or hurt a lot. I choose to put on sunscreen, don’t you? Hahaha!!

CandiCe elY, grade 9

Interview

I am interviewing my grandad. He grew up in Putnam County, Illinois. My grandad’s name 
is Jerry Smith, most call him Little Jay. He lived with his brother and his two cousins. They 
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lived in a two-story house on a farm. His parents were farmers and had a hundred and five 
acres of land. There was horses, sheep, cows, pigs, and chickens on the farm. It was his respon-
sibility to water and feed all animals on the farm.

My grandad went to Stevenson National School. He dropped out of 10th grade to help 
work on the farm, because his parents were in bad health. He worked the hard way with no 
machines and everything was done by hand. Most of their food that was put on the dinner 
table was homegrown.

In 1965, Jerry’s Dad passed away and that made it a lot harder on grandad. 3 years later his 
mother died. Therefore the 105 acres of land was now his. He decided he couldn’t take care of 
it all by himself, his two cousins and his brother refused to help, so he was on his own. He then 
decided to sell the house and the land and decided he was going to move.

On his 31st birthday he moved to Jonesville Virginia by himself. Now he lives in a 2 
bedroom house on a farm of 43 acres that he owns by himself. He now owns three tractors 
and 2 trailers, 1 plow, 42 cows, 9 chickens, and two goats. His job as a farmer is a lot easier 
and less complicated now. He learned a lesson growing up. He learned that hard work always 
pays off.

kaYla elY, grade 9

Lesson Learned

My four sisters, friends of my mom’s, and I thought it would be a great idea to go ride four 
wheelers one day. I thought we would ride up in Sugar Tree (a big mountain, basically a four 
wheeler trail). Instead, they wanted to go ride in their yard. It was a very large yard, and was 
about two football fields long. It was so flat until you went the length of a football field and 
half, then it started getting really bumpy with huge dirt piles.

We started up the little 50 four wheeler. No one wanted to ride it but me. I got on the 
four wheeler knowing that I didn’t know how to drive it but while I got on the four wheeler 
a little boy jumped on the back of it and off we went. I didn’t know how to stop it! We’re 
going down a hill that is straight down and I couldn’t stop the four wheeler and we hit a 
huge dirt pile, went in the air. The four wheeler yanked us off and I  was thrown on my 
stomach, my knee landed on a rock! The four wheeler came back down and got my whole 
left leg. The little boy had a scratch on his nose, lip and ear but was okay. The four wheeler 
was messed up after that.

I felt like a champ until I wrecked it. Now I won’t even go near a four wheeler anymore 
because that first wreck really scared me. I can’t describe how I felt when I wrecked it. It was 
fun flying in the air for a minute but the aftermath got me bad.

I don’t think I’ll try doing something when I know good and well I don’t know what I’m 
doing.

sh-neTT garreTT, grade 9
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Interview

A special person I did my interview on was a man named Billy Ray Garrett. He was born 
in Pennington Gap, Va. in 1964. He was very interesting to interview. I wanted to interview 
him because I wanted to find out the past of Lee County. My impression of Billy was he was 
very smart and remembered a lot of information about the past that he shared with me. He 
said to me, when I started this interview, that it would make him feel young talking about the 
past when he was young.

When Billy was a child he had a illness that made his joints locked up and he could not 
go to school for 2 years. The illness was called rheumatic fever. He was in first grade when it 
happened, and he could not walk good because of that. When Billy was growing up he had 
six brothers and sisters and they had to share one bathroom. That is what he remembers most 
about his childhood. He was the youngest out of all and they had 3 bedrooms: girls in one and 
boys in the other and then his parents.

My impression of Billy was that is very smart and is very kind. He knows a lot of people 
because he worked at the hospital before it shut down. He knows a lot about the history of Lee 
County. He has lived in Rose Hill to Woodway. He said he misses all the young people in the 
county to keep it going when people like him will be gone. A hobby he likes to do on the side 
is work on old cars and help people anyway he can.

One piece of advice he would give kids today in school today would be that to stay in school 
and do your homework. One thing he misses the most would be the Tobacco Festival with 
more floats and more music. It used to be a two day thing and now it is not. It is a festival with 
parades and people selling different things. One thing that has changed the most would be the 
shops and business in town with not as many food and shopping stores as was back when he 
was a kid.

In conclusion, I  did an interview on a man named Billy Ray Garrett. He was born in 
Pennington Gap, Va. in 1964. He is a very smart man and knows Lee County history. He 
misses the parade and all the shopping in Lee County. He would tell kids to stay in school and 
do their homework. He is very kind and would help anybody that needs him the best he could.

TaBiTha garreTT, grade 9

Interview

While interviewing my grandfather, Darry Gibbs, I learned more than I thought I would 
learn at any time. I learned more about him being very accident prone. He is 66 years old and 
was born in Bonnie Blue, Virginia. He lived in Ypsilanti, Michigan. He has a twin brother 
named Larry, and sisters named Vivian, Wanda, Jean, and Phyllis.

To begin, when I asked my papaw about what he remembers about his childhood, he said 
he remembers getting choked on a piece of ham. Then I asked him what impacted him, he said 
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when he fell off a flagpole and broke his arm, his collarbone, 3 ribs, and his pelvis. He was on 
the flagpole because he was dared to climb up it. I asked him what the most important lesson he 
learned was, that he didn’t learn anything because he is still doing crazy stuff, meaning he dances 
in the Walmart parking lot, and has dressed up as a woman on Halloween 3 times. I asked him 
what was the fashion back then he said bellbottom pants. Last, I asked him how did kids act in 
school back then, and he said they listened in school and paid attention to the teachers.

Furthermore, I asked him how things have changed from his childhood to now and he said 
prices of everything. Next, I asked him what piece of advice would he give to kids today he said, 
“Don’t climb up flagpoles, don’t do anything crazy and don’t take crazy dares from friends.” 
Then, I asked him how has Lee County changed and he said there is no work here. I asked him 
what is the most tragic event that he feels most comfortable talking about he said his son (my 
dad) getting killed in a car wreck. My dad was 34, I was 6, and my papaw was 58 years old.

To conclude, my papaw is one of the craziest family members I have. My papaw is extremely 
accident prone. He is very fun to be around, but a lot of times he can be very embarrassing to 
be around too.

nakiTa giBBs, grade 9

Memory

It was in the middle of summer 2014. My cousin came over and he wanted to play some 
basketball. Me and my dad just got home from working all day, but we said, “Yes.” It was me 
and my dad vs my two brothers, Robbie and David and my cousin Austin. Me and my dad 
were mismatched, but we up for the challenge. We went outside and warmed up for a while.

It was about 5 o’clock when we decided to start. We were playing a 7 game series because 
that was a tradition. Me and my dad won the first two games, then we took a short break before 
the third game.

The third game had started but had changed. Their game plan was different. They put the 
6’5” giant on me. We were playing to 24, win by 4, because it was a tradition. It was going to 
be a challenge.

Austin was guarding me tight. I knew it was going to be hard to shoot any three pointers, 
so I had to use my speed to advantage. We all were playing so hard because nobody wanted to 
lose. The score was 21 to 20. My team was winning. I was open and I got the ball, so I pulled 
for a three. Austin jumped to block the shot.

I got the shot off. I sunk the shot. We won game three, but I got hit in midair. I fell on my 
knees. I couldn’t get up; I was in to much pain. Austin had to pick me up and carried me inside. 
I couldn’t walk.

They took me to the doctor the next day. It seemed like we were in there for hours. Then 
the nurse came and got me for x-rays. After so many x-rays, the doctor told me I sprained both 
knee caps and my mcl in my right knee. Then I asked, “What our we going to do?” The doctor 



lee high sChool 247

said will but them in braces and work from there. Arthritis has set up in my knees now and 
there about shot.

MiChael grider, grade 9

Interview

I interviewed my neighbor. Her full name is Brenda Joyce Mullins. I interviewed her about 
her childhood. She told me her childhood was different from most kid’s childhoods today. She 
had a family that showed her much love. She says that families are different now, and that there 
is mostly broken homes and families now days. That back then in her day kids actually spent 
time with their families, but kids now days live mostly with their grandparents or aunts and 
uncles because the kids parents can´t keep them.

She also said that kids listened to their parents more often when she was little. When her 
mom told her, “Stay away from that person,¨ she did because she knew he was a bad man. If 
she told you, ¨Respect that man,¨ you knew to do what you was told. When she was younger 
she didn´t have to worry about going places or having to have certain clothes. Most people did 
not do bad things where she lived.

She had a brother who died when he was 9 years old. He was very sweet. If he had candy, 
he would make sure other people had some candy before he had any for himself. His dad 
told him he would take him swimming. When he finally got to go to the ocean to swim, 
the water was very wavy and his mom told him to wait but he couldn´t hear her and when 
he dived in the water. He didn´t come up. His dad got him out of the water and got him 
breathing again but when he was on his way to the hospital he drowned from the water left 
in his lungs.

Brenda was not old enough to remember that, but it´s still sad because she never really got 
to know her brother. But thanks to her mom and dad, she was always loved and cared for. She 
is thankful that she wasn´t young in now times but she is happy to be living as long as she has 
and is thankful that she has got to be with her grandkids.

MCkinseY hall, grade 9

Memory

“Ahh! Finally home!” I said with eagerness in my voice. I asked Richard if he wanted to go 
hangout with Shawn. “Nah, I got homework to do, I’ll be down there later.” I said alright and 
headed out the door.

I made my way down the gravel and there I saw them, my two cousins Shawn and Ryan. 
There stood next to them in a black tee and jeans was Dylan. He was a friend of Ryan and the 
reason this story happened
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Shawn and Ryan had decided to ride their bikes, and of course, I  followed. Dylan then 
dared me to ride Shawn’s bike down his driveway. Not wanting to look like a coward, I did it. 
I headed up the steep gravel driveway. When I reached the top, I turned around took a long 
breath of air, and started pedaling down. I began to pick up speed down the driveway, when 
an gnat flew straight into my right eye. Then I blacked out, and the next thing I knew I was in 
the creek. With blood pouring down my face, I cried out in pain.

My cousins turned pale, and ran like banshees to get my dad. With a ghostly look on 
his face he threw me into the back of his car, and peeled out of there. When we got to 
the hospital, the doctor said he was gonna staple my head closed. He counted down from 
three, and when he said one, my dad held me down. The doctor stapled my head shut. In 
the end, I did learn one lesson. Not to listen to stupid people when they dare you to do 
dumb things.

MaTTheW harris, grade 9

Interview

Her name is Carolyn Ann Allen. She was born in the old Pennington hospital, on 
September 12, 1948. Carolyn moved to Kingsport when she was five or six years old. She has 
one sister and two brothers.

I asked, “What do you remember most from your childhood?”
“We played outside and went to our mammaw’s, she replied. “We would play simple games because 

she had flowers everywhere in her yard. She did not want us to touch them. Then, when we moved to 
Kingsport, my dad got us these metal pipes and we made a jungle gym out of them. We would play 
all day on those bars. As well as, not having enough money to buy new shoes, and when they got holes 
and rips in them, just sticking a piece of cardboard in them to keep the dirt and water out.

“What event impacted you?” I asked.
She answered, “When Kennedy was assassinated. It was sad and unbelievable. I  saw all 

kinds of pictures and videos on the tv. I was in high school in my English class, and the teachers 
started talking, a lot of them were crying, as well as students. It was awful, everybody loved 
what he represented and him being president.”

I asked, “What was the most important lesson you learned as a child?”
“We were always to tell the truth and not to lie, and dad was more strict than my mom, but 

I am sure he loved us. He just wanted us to know the difference in right and wrong.”
“What piece of advice would you give kids today,” I asked curiously.
She replied, “They should know, whether they believe it or not, there is always a God and 

he is eternal. Believe that God will be there when no one else will be. As well as, loving your 
parents and keep the connection open, even though you get mad and fuss and fight.”

I asked anxiously, “How has Lee County changed?”



lee high sChool 249

“It is like a ghost town, most of the people that live locally, they are older people,” she 
answered, “while younger people have to leave the county to find a job. It is like our older 
businesses are closed. We have that one side street in town, and most of the stores are closed 
and will probably never open again.”

“What is the most tragic event in your life that you feel comfortable talking about?” I asked.
“My daughter having cancer,” she answered bleakly.
I asked,”What was the fashion back then?”
She answered excitedly, “The fashion was A-line skirts and wrap arounds, gogo boots, and 

mini skirts. Our hair was in beehives, french twists, and a ponytail with hair wrapped around 
the ponytail holder.”

“What natural disaster do you remember the most?” I asked.
“The flood, the water was up in the yard,” she replied, “I do not know how far over, it flood-

ed all the way through Pennington and it came all the way across the road in Woodway. And 
across the road on 421 the water was all the way in the road.”

Ciara haYnes, grade 9

Interview

I interviewed my grandmother Cheryl Light. She has experienced a lot of things and she 
is very wise.

1. Tell me a little about yourself Mrs. Light. “I was born in Pennington Gap, Virginia 
and my parents were from Dryden and I have lived here all my life. I graduated 
from Dryden High School in 1978 and attended Mountain Empire community 
college for a year. I wanted to become a nurse like my mother and my sister. But, 
as it played out, I didn’t like school. I quit college, got married, and had a son then 
I began my career at Westmoreland Coal Company at the age of twenty for fifteen 
years.”

2. How has Lee County changed since you were in school? “I feel like there is more 
crime, drugs, and parents care less about the safety of their children.”

3. What has changed in the schools since you’ve been in school? ”The schools were 
combined after I attended, which in my opinion took away from the close commu-
nities that we had.”

4. What was life like for you growing up? ”Life was harder but we appreciated it 
more. We didn’t have many fast food restaurants or any electronic devices except 
for a radio. Our only phone that we had was a “landline” and it was called a party 
line that may have at least five families attached to it.”
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5. What’s your favorite memories? “Having the birth of my children, and the love 

from my parents that was constantly shown. I was raised on a farm so we had all 

kinds of animals. And for my twelfth birthday my dad bought me my own horse.”

6. What’s your worst memory? “I was setting tobacco one evening and it came a 

cloud burst. I took my shoes off to continue planting eight plants that was left. 

When I jumped off the trailer there was a broken bottle in the weeds that I landed 

on and it caused me to have two holes in the bottom of my heel that eventually 

had to have five stitches a piece. And the death of my husband of forty two years 

in two thousand and sixteen.”

7. What was your favorite thing about growing up on a farm? “The animals that we 

had even though farm life was had it was very fulfilling and was worth the knowl-

edge that I gained.”

8. Did you like working at the mines? “Yes, it was very challenging but I loved learn-

ing new things daily. Also my husband was a coal miner so it made it easier for 

us to talk about it. I worked there for fifteen years before it closed and I was laid 

off. After that, I reverted back to my nursing desire and attended the Lee County 

Vo Tech to achieve this dream. I became a nurse in two thousand and loved it. 

However, in two thousand and seven I became disabled and not been able to work 

since.”

9. Did you raise your children in Lee County? “Yes, I’ve lived here all my life and my 

husband lived in the Jasper section up till we were married. All three of my chil-

dren attended Lee County schools with great pride.”

10. What do you think about the consolidation? “I think that academically it has chal-

lenged our kids out of their comfort zone however, all kids are not straight A kids, 

I feel we have let them down by not offering more vocational classes. I would love 

to see Lee County start several vocational classes for our students.”

11. How did your and your husband meet? “We both attended high school together 

and we both played basketball together, so we were naturally drawn together, but 

he had the bad boy attitude so i was drawn even harder.”

12. What do you feel most proud of? “My children and grandchildren.”

13. If you could only keep five possessions what would they be? “Things my mother 

and daddy willed me and the house my husband and I lived in, a close walk with 

god, my dogs, and my self respect.”

14. What do you want your tombstone to say? “Beloved daughter, mother, and 

grandmother.”

allison hoBBs, grade 9
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Interview

The person that I decided to interview was my grandfather. His full name is Roy Edward 
Garrett. He was born on May 6, 1940. As he grew up, he had five brothers and six sisters. 
When my papaw was in the sixth grade, he decided to quit school to help on the family farm. 
He stayed here and helped on the farm until he got old enough to go on his own.

My papaw has lived all of his life here in Lee County, but because of his job, he traveled all 
over the country. He was a building painter. He mostly worked in the southeast, but he was 
gone all the way to Maine and California. After a while of painting, he got married, all though 
his first marriage ended in divorce.

After his divorce from his first wife, he started to sing and play the guitar instead of paint. 
He has even been on the radio before playing church songs and songs that he had written 
himself. A little while later, he met my grandmother. After dating for a year, they got married 
and had my mother.

I learned a lot about my grandfather from this interview. I learned that he traveled around 
the country. I also learned that he was married twice. This interview has allowed me the gain 
a vast amount of previously unknown knowledge.

gaBBY Johnson, grade 9

Interview

I interviewed my grandfather, Terry Jones. He was born in Pennington Gap, Va. at 
Pennington Hospital on March 10,1962. He lived in Flatwoods at the old Boynes place when 
he was young. He has three brothers and one sister.

To begin with, I asked him what he remembered most about his childhood. He told me it 
was rough because he had to work hard on the farm. He had to work in tobacco sometimes 
from daylight till dark. He also said it was rough because his older brother and uncles would 
pick on him.

An event that had an impact on him as a young child was that a cow butted him down and 
broke his arm when he was five years old. Even though his arm was broken, he still had to do 
the same amount of work. But the most tragic event, that he felt comfortable talking about, 
was that his dad got attacked by a horse. He said it got him on the ground and kept stomping 
him. It broke his ribs, leg, ankle, jaw, and also bruised his liver and kidneys.

When asked how kids acted in school back then he said, “They acted a lot better than they 
do now because they got their butts busted if they misbehaved.” He said that the boys wore 
blue jeans, workboots, bib overalls and the girls wore mini skirts, hip huggers, bell bottoms, 
and go go boots. They wore hand me downs and nobody’s pants were sagging because they 
wore belts or suspenders.
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As his final question I asked him, how have things changed from your childhood till now. 
He said that the county has more businesses and better roads but people have changed for the 
worse because everybody used to help each other and they rarely do now. He told me that kids 
have it made now from when I grew up because there is more technology to make things easier. 
He told me to stay in school to get a good education so I can get a good job.

JiMMY kiMBerlin, grade 9

Interview

Donna Boots, age 62, was born in Lee County, Va. She lived in Jonesville and has four 
brothers and four sisters. She was very kind, had blond curly hair, and very short. Also she 
lives in Ben Hur, Va.

She enjoyed riding her bike. It was a red girl’s 20 inch bike with a basket. The death of her 
father was a very bad event in her life. He died when she was only seven.

To get something in life you have to work hard to get it. Everything in life won´t be given to 
you. Advancement in technology, like phones since there was no such thing as a cell phone back 
then. Also computers were made. Another thing is cars have advanced and TVs as well. Always 
work hard to get what you want. Money isn’t everything in life. It can´t buy you happiness.

Less jobs when she was a kid coal mines were big and booming. Now, a lot of them have 
been closed so there is less jobs.

Losing her husband who died of lung cancer and her mother who died of a heart attack. 
The style back then was mini skirts, hippie clothes, and long haired boys. Kids back then were 
well-mannered, behaved and respectful and if not, they were paddled.

I learned that life is hard and you have to work to get what you want and also that money 
isn´t everything because it can´t buy happiness

MaTTheW kirBY, grade 9

Interview

I don’t know many sixty year olds or higher so I decided to interview Shelia Lawson. She 
was born March  8, 1967 in Left Hand Poor Valley, Pennington Gap. Sheila’s parents are 
Charles and Barbara Wilson. She grew up with one brother and two sisters.

Sheila’s whole childhood is something that impacted her whole life. While growing up she 
had an aggressive alcoholic father. Many tragic events lead to her leaving her home at the age 
of fifteen. She learned at a young age how to be an independent. Having such a traumatic 
childhood lead her to wanting to spend her adult years helping others as much as she possibly 
could. Shelia was a nurse for ten years and she is now currently a counselor for children. In my 
opinion she couldn’t have chosen a better occupation to obtain.
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Shelia’s most significant life lesson would definitely be nothing is handed to you, you have 

to work hard if you want to be successful. She is still trying to better herself by being enrolled 

in college currently. She gave me so much advice, but my favorite is, “Be strong in all situations 

and always have faith.” I am grateful to know such an amazing woman, she has basically be-

come like my second mom.

BradleY long, grade 9

Interview

Renia Clark

Born - Hickory North Carolina 1954

As a child she lived in North Carolina till she was in the 6th grade, then she moved back 

to Lee County to live with her grandmother after her parents had gotten divorced when she 

was 11 years old.

Dr. Clark only has 1 other sibling, which is her brother and he is 1 year and 6 months older 

than her. Dr. Clark also told me that the most devastating event that took place in her life was 

when her parents got a divorce. She explained how that has definitely changed her viewpoint 

on divorces. She also explained in the interview that it was difficult to move back and leave her 

friends. Her most memorable moments were when she came here and stayed with her grand-

mother on the farm and she also explained how her grandmother taught her many valuable 

lessons about life and she still lives by her grandmother’s words today. One of her childhood 

motives were that is she was gonna do something to do the best she could. That has definitely 

impacted her success as a wonderful principal.

She also told me that the biggest change since she was a child was the technology. She stated 

that when she was a child she had a rotary phone. Many people had to wait to use their phones 

because you could pick of the phone you could hear many other people talking on the phone. 

When she began teaching they didn’t have internet. If you used the computer you needed a 

“computer code” to search anything. It always up in a long text and it didn’t have pictures. She 

also explained that the business in Lee County has depleted over the years. Coal and manu-

facturing has left the area and business has closed. When she moved back she said that there 

were always people along the streets especially on Saturdays years ago. The influx of drugs has 

risen. The fashion back in the day was bell bottom pants, polyester pant suits, mini skirts and 

dresses and paisley print types of fabric.

She stated that the rules in school were a lot different from now. There were strict rules on 

how to dress. More people stayed out of trouble because they didn’t want to get “paddled” and 

the principal lined the boys up and when their hair was to long he took them to the barber 

shop and got it cut. There were also designated places to stand and smoke.
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Dr. Clark said that the one thing she would tell students is to have a goal and work hard 
to achieve the goal you have set, but also do research and look at the many options and to live 
with integrity.

deCan MCCraCken, grade 9

Interview

The person I have interview is Phillip Freeman, he is 54 years old and was born, July 13, 
1963. He was born in Dallas,Texas and he also has two brothers. He was very comfortable 
about telling me about their past life. The man is one of my dad friends, he has brown hair, 
really tall with glasses. He is also blind in one eye.

The first question I asked him was, “What do you remember most from your childhood?” 
He told me it was his Grandmother he remembered because she did a lot for him and his family. 
The second question was, “What impacted you?” His answer was the death of his mother. “Why 
was that?” I asked and he told me, “She was the only one close to me, besides my grandmother.”

“What was the most important lesson you learned as a child?” was the third question 
I asked him. What he told was, “Listened to his elders.” The reason why for this is if you did 
not listen, you would get a paddle or a switch took to you. Fourth question was, “What piece 
of advice would you give kids today?” He looked me dead in the eye and said to stay in school, 
because it would more than likely help you in your future.

These two questions are just small questions about this person. Fifth one, “How many kids 
do you have?” he answered, “I have five kids.” I also asked, “Do you get to see them anymore?” 
he got quiet and then said, “Not as much as I would like to.” And the last question was, “Did 
you graduate?” he told me, “I did not graduate.”

In conclusion, this person has had somewhat of a hard life to live. One thing I have learned while 
interviewing this person is to stay and school and try to graduate because not everything is not as easy 
as it seems. The thing I was surprised about was that he has five kids because I only knew of one.

sTeFFanY MusiCk, grade 9

Unforgettable

Some events that happen in life are unforgettable. I’ve had some unforgettable events hap-
pened in my life as well but the most important was moving here. Wow! Moving I know noth-
ing special but moving moving across the country, now that’s special.There’s a major difference 
between Montana and Virginia. Cold, snowy, capped mountains was all I knew when I moved 
here. It was hard to adjust to the new environment. That wasn’t even the hardest part. I went 
from a city girl to a small town outsider. School was also hard because the other kids made fun 
of my western differences. Here goes my story of my unforgettable change.
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It started as a average day. I woke up and headed down stairs. As I walked in the kitchen 
I noticed my mom going through mail. It didn’t seem weird at first. I sat at the table after 
I  collected the things I needed to make my cereal, I  looked up at my mom she looked as 
she could cry. I thought to myself maybe a bad day at work. Man, was I wrong! Moments 
later my dad walked in looking as if he could cry as well, then I knew something was up 
but what? Guys, we needed to start packing my dad said slowly. I stared blankly at him, in 
shock I dropped the milk on moms papers and ran to my room. I paced back and forths 
repeating, “please be a road trip, road trip, please!” I  heard knocking on my door and the 
words I’m sorry. It was my dad, he told me that we was moving to Virginia. Virginia? Why 
so far? Haley cause we have family there to help us. I responded with a ok from the con-
fusion and anger trapped in my head. After packing all my things and tying up loose ends.
The next morning I arrived at the Tri City airport in Kingsport, Tennessee. The airport was 
actually a short drive from my new home in Virginia. I felt like I had entered a new world. 
The mountains were hills compared to the Rockies. The smell of the air was different even 
feeling of it.The grass wasn’t green, neither were the trees. They were brown and quite dead. 
At this moment I knew my life was going to change forever.

After the forty five minute drive, we arrived at a blue house. “Welcome home” my dad said 
as we walked in the front door. It was my new home, it a lot different than what I was used to. 
That new house smell was never nothing new since we stayed in one place. I once again was 
confused because there wasn’t enough rooms for everyone. Turns out I had to share a room 
with my sister! I mean, it was a big room but the thought of having to share it made it shrink. 
I thought to myself I wish I was my brother cause that little brat got his own room. I didn’t 
think things could get worse but things just kept getting worse.

Believe it or not my parents was mean enough to throw us right back in school. I can never 
forget the first day of school. I was the new kid again but this time I was the new kid from a 
different world.As I walked into the classroom every kid had their eyes on me, I felt myself 
shrinking in my shoes.I sat in a chair away from all the other students. Then, the teacher 
walked in I already knew what was going to happen, introduction like every teacher does to 
the new ones. Although I always thought of introduction as the teacher’s way to keep the kid 
in fear of them or something weird like that. She stood in front of the room, looked me dead 
in the eyes said everybody this Haley Skidmore she’s new to our area. Every kid looked at me 
and started yelling random questions at me. Surprisingly I liked the attention. I was just going 
to have be something to get used too.

There’s my story of an unforgettable event that happened in my life. It may not seem like 
much but it was a lot to handle for me. Maybe being different wasn’t so bad after all. An un-
forgettable change helped me realize that being different was a good thing.

haleY skidMore, grade 9
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Nana’s Interview

My name is Alexia Stafford and I have decided to interview my nana, Betty Fannon. Betty was 
born on October 20th, 1949, in Appalachia, Virginia. She has one brother, and five sisters. She is 
currently sixty seven years old. My nana is probably one of the nicest people you will ever meet.

Betty said she remembers doing chores most of the time during her childhood. She said she 
done a lot of housework like washing dishes, cleaning the house, and doing the laundry. She 
said no matter how many chores they did, they always got a little break each day. So basically 
she done chores all her life until she graduated.

Betty said the most important lesson she learned as a child was to respect her elders. She said that 
all of the respect you give, you always get the same amount of respect in return. I asked her, ¨How 
have things changed from your childhood to now?¨ She answered back, “There is not as much respect 
and not as many morals.” Betty has always told me to respect my elders and I will get respect back.

The most tragic event that happened in my nana´s life was when she was diagnosed with 
cancer. She got diagnosed with cancer about a year ago in August. She had surgery for the 
cancer and came out on a ventilator. The cancer is stage four in her ureter and her bones. She 
has undergone chemotherapy and is currently in radiation therapy.

Betty said that the fashion back in the days were poodle skirts and bell bottom pants. She 
said that they also wore saddle oxfords to school. She said that the outfits they wore to school 
were very comfortable. Nana also stated that they wore those huge different colored glasses so 
they would match their outfits.

Nana said that the kids in her classes always behaved and never got in trouble. She said 
that the kids never smoked during school, they were never late, and that they were always quiet 
during study time. She said that if the kids did not do what they do now in our generation, 
then we would have more kids not fail.

aleXia sTaFFord, grade 9

Interview

My name is Emma Waddell, her grandmother, I was born in Norton, Va. But raised in Big 
Stone Gap, Va. There were several of us kids. I have 4 brothers, 3 sister, and also 2 step sisters 
and 4 step brothers. What I remember most from my childhood is that even though we did not 
have very much, but we made do with what we did have, such as clothes, food, and other things.

The most important lesson learned as a child was to respect what we had and to respect your elders.
Kids nowadays have a lot more, and most have have little respect for the for the things they 

got like high priced clothes, shoes, and toys, from when I was a child thing are a lot more costly.
Kids then, when I was a child going to school everyone acts about the same way as they do today.

Morgan Waddell, grade 9
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Memory

This is a very sad yet touching story. This is a story about grief. I was once this happy go 
lucky kid but now not so much because, I feel empty, like something was missing. It was be-
cause my dad was not in it anymore because he passed away on October 20, 2013 of a massive 
heart attack and here’s the story of how.

To begin, me and all of my family my five brothers, one sister, mom, and dad. We all wanted 
to participate in a fishing tournament happening near us. We were all so excited about it. My 
dad was a fisherman on the sidelines, and he was the most excited about it.

Furthermore, we were all laughing and having fun and then my dad realized he forgot 
something in the truck. So he went to go get it. Keep in mind (we parked down below a 
steep hill). So I  could imagine he would be out of breath when he got back because the 
tournament was up above the steep hill. By the time he got back, he dropped to the ground. 
We didn’t know what was happening. I felt heartbroken and confused because I had no idea 
what was going on and if he were going to lose him or not. Until there was a medic that was 
there for emergencies only and this was definitely a emergency asked us what was happening 
and none of us knew so we got him to check everything out and turns out he was having a 
massive heart attack.

To conclude, we all called 9–1-1 immediately because we all knew then what was hap-
pening. All it was after that was waiting and waiting until we finally we had lost him and 
in that moment I realized I hadn’t lost my dad,I had lost my best friend, the person I had 
told everything to. Gone forever! I dropped to the cold hospital floor not knowing what 
to do next! As you can see, I lost a very important person that is and always will be close 
to my heart. This death changed my whole family dramatically none of us acted the same 
again. Especially me I didn’t know what happiness felt like for so much time. I was never 
the same again.

Bella WhiTe, grade 9

Interview

When I interviewed my grandma, Francis Sue Davis, I found out stuff that I never knew 
before. The one thing that shocked me the most was that she a very active child, but changed 
later on into a shy, quiet lady. I didn’t even know her birthday, which is January 6, 1946! That 
makes her over 70, and I always just thought she was in her 60’s.

She told me about my grandpa, Lester Davis, and stories from her childhood. As a child, 
she had a lot of siblings: 9 total! Her favorite was her older brother, Sammy. They used to walk 
home from school, and cross a river to get to their house.
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When she told me about grandpa, she cried a little, but then laughed as she told me the 
jokes he used to tell her. My favorite one is when you’d ask him how old he was when he met 
my grandmother, and he’d always reply with, “Old enough to sleep by myself.” She also told me 
they met at a candy shop, but sadly, the shop shut down decades ago.

In conclusion, when I interviewed my grandma, I found out a lot about her. I learned about 
her childhood and her stories as she grew up, and also a lot about her marriage with my 
grandpa. Now I finally know more about her, and feel like I’m closer to her than ever before.

kaiTlin WilliaMs, grade 9

Back in the Day

Boy how times have changed! I had the pleasure of interviewing my aunt, Jackie Hawkins, 
age 52, to find out a little bit of how her life was as a child.

I began by asking her what she remembered the most from her childhood. She said, that 
it was playing with her three brothers and four sisters and all of their adventures. They played 
outside all seasons. They did, however, have disagreements but mostly they were best friends. 
She said, “I was born in Lee County and grew up in a large family without money and material 
things and that my mother’s love was the greatest impact of my life.” We also talked about the 
most important lessons that she learned as a child. She said to always treat others right, be 
honest, and always be yourself. She grew up poor but her mother taught her the important 
things and values. I asked her how times have changed from her childhood to now. She said, 
“All of life is a faster pace, not many large families, not many farmers left, and much more 
technology and material things”.

She said, “If I could offer advice to kids today it would be to keep God first, your family, 
and to stay true to your faith and values.” She said, “Kids were very well behaved for the most 
part, considering there were more options for discipline in the schools.” She also said, “Kids 
dressed different than kids today with them wearing polyester, bell bottoms, clogs, and most 
didn’t have many clothes.”

I really enjoyed talking with her and learning how things have changed. She wanted to say 
one last thing, that living in a small town has its advantages and that she only lived out of Lee 
County from kindergarten to fourth grade, and has loved living in this area.

PeYTon Woodard, grade 9
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Opi and His Life Story

A long time ago, my great great grandfather, Opi was in World War II. Opi was only fif-
teen at this time. Opi was a German soldier and he had to kill innocent Americans they were 
battling however. Opi refused to kill innocent people. His father was also a soldier and they 
had a plan to run away. When they ran away, Opi made it but his father was shot by another 
German soldier. Some people say that Opi saw his dad get shot, but that is just a myth. Opi 
tried to hide in a house from the other German soldiers, but Opi could not stay hidden. Opi 
escaped the soldiers and fell in love with a lady from Germany. Her name was Oma they took 
an airplane. They had 6 children in America and their names were Marti, Pete, Amanuel, Sam, 
Dorothy, and Dan. Who are all my aunts and uncles. Opi wrote a book about his life, years 
after he left Germany. The title of his book is called “ Opi’s Life Story.”

haYlei BarloW, grade 6

My Dad

My Dad’s name is Steve Gardner. He is 43 years old and was born February 21, 1973. He 
lives in Northeast, TN. We go to many places like Just Jump, to the movies, out to eat, and the 
baseball stadium. I think he has a great big heart because he loves me so much.

My favorite thing to do with my dad is playing baseball. We play baseball at the Bluff City 
Baseball Stadium. He pitches the ball and I practice hitting the ball. We also practice catching 
and throwing the balls. I really enjoying spending time with my dad.

ColTon BlankenshiP, grade 5

My Memaw

I interviewed my memaw. She has had a very different and interesting life, way different 
from how we live now.

My memaw’s full name is Sheila Darlene Barker Wambolt. She was named that because 
that was her dad’s sister’s name, and her parents really liked that name. My memaw was born 
on May 16, 1951 at Fort Shelby Hospital in Bristol, Virginia. When she was growing up and 
they had free time, my memaw, Aunt Cathy, and their brother usually played outside because 
they did not have any electronics. Instead, they usually played with sticks and rocks.

Things cost way less back when Memaw was growing up than they do now. A soda pop cost 
five cents, an ice cream cost five cents, and you could get a movie ticket and go to the movies for 
25 cents. Also, you could get a hamburger, a French fry, and a drink for only 25 cents.

My memaw always wanted to be a nurse when she grew up. Her favorite place to visit was 
the beach because it was very peaceful and calming. Memaw’s favorite person to be around 
was her mother. Her mother taught Memaw trust and honesty and other things she needed to 
know in life. She was also very loving and taught Memaw to believe in herself.
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My memaw means a lot to me because she’s very special. Memaw is very funny and car-
ing and she helps me with things in my life. She’s also special to me because I only have two 
grandparents left. I love to spend time with her. I want to spend time with her now because if 
I don’t, I will feel bad about it someday. Memaw is old and you never know when she’s going 
to go to heaven, so it’s very, very important to me to just enjoy sitting there now, spending time 
listening to her talk about her past. It’s always interesting listening to her stories and I love her 
so very much.

BaileY BlaYloCk, grade 7

My Adoption

Have you ever watched the movie Stuart Little? It’s about how a young mouse named Stuart 
is adopted by a human family. Even though he is little, he and his family and friends go on 
many adventures. This reminds me of when I was adopted. I was adopted in November 2009, 
when I was 5 years old.

I first met my forever and adoptive family when I discovered I had hearing loss during my 
time with my foster family. I met an audiologist named Shannon Bramlette who helped me. 
After she helped me with my hearing impairment, Shannon decided to adopt me. Even though 
we experienced some difficulty in the process, for the first time in forever, I finally had a great 
family! The only problem was, I had to say goodbye to my foster family.

It wasn’t easy to say goodbye to my foster family, but after I moved into my new home and 
met the rest of my new family, I knew that having an adoptive family is the best gift any orphan 
or foster child could ask for! Anyone who gets adopted must try to fit in with their new family, 
even when it’s tough. For example, it seemed hard when Spencer, my new big brother, was 
allowed to do “older-sibling things” and I was still too young to do them.

One of the best things that has ever happened to me since I got adopted is having awe-
some adventures with my new family. Since I was adopted, I have traveled to Scotland, Busch 

Gardens, Disney World, Adventure Island, 
Carnival Pride Cruise, and Universal Studios. 
I’m lucky to have exciting journeys and adven-
tures with my brand-new family, even though 
it’s sometimes challenging to fit into a new life 
after you had a very rough past.

Adoption is cool! It’s special for any kid to 
go on a journey and find a new home and fam-
ily. Being adopted feels like being a unique puz-
zle piece that complements a masterpiece in-
stead of being an ordinary puzzle piece by itself.

aleXis BraMleTTe, grade 7
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Sonnet

The wind cries like the air
A heart broke the soul
No memories like a dog lost memories
With no home or anything to eat
Like a mouse that is dying
With no freedom or no soul
Like the heartwarming music of the soul

TYler BranhaM, grade 7

The P-51D Mustang

The thunder on now.
The pilots always trained hard.
But they fell in love.
They loved how the plane worked.
The pilots loved the Mustang.

dreW BriTTon, grade 8
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The Lone Star Quilt

The Lone Star Quilt was made by Cecilia Likely, who was my great-great-grandmother. 
She was living in California at the time and loved to quilt. In fact, she made hundreds and 
hundreds of quilts, but the Lone Star Quilt was her favorite quilt that she had ever made! 
The quilt was then passed down to my great-grandmother, and then on to my grandmother.

My grandmother asked for the quilt as a going away present, when she left California for 
Massachusetts. My great-grandmother consented when one of my grandmother’s older sisters 
came out of the house complaining that she wanted the Lone Star Quilt. My great-grandmother 
resolved the problem by saying that whoever got married first would receive the Lone Star Quilt. 
Soon after that, my grandmother found her life-long mate.

The quilt is still with my grandmother in her room. To me, it is an important part of my 
heritage because of the pride that my great-great-grandmother put into it. The Lone Star 
Quilt is a piece of history in our family that will remain in our family forever.

aMY CoTe, grade 5

How to Be in the Army without Fighting

My grandfather (Papa) was in the army, but he didn’t have to fight to do it! Papa’s full 
name is Joseph Maurice Cote. He was named Joseph after his grandfather. He named himself 
Maurice, after his brother who died in the Korean War.
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Papa was in the army from 1956–1959 and 
he was a driver for the Regimental Colonel. The 
Regimental Colonel was over 8,000 men, his main 
station was in Fort Dix, New Jersey. When Papa 
first saw the Regimental Colonel, he was dressed 
like a common civilian. The Colonel asked where 
the nearest Protestant church was located. Papa told 
the man that he personally was going to the Catholic 
church, but would show the Colonel a shortcut to the 
Protestant church. The Regimental Colonel asked 
Papa his name and what company he was with.

The next day Papa was told to dress up and 
report to headquarters. The Sergeant Major 
asked why the Regimental Colonel wanted to 
see Papa. Papa said that he had no idea. He was 
told what to do when he went in. Colonel David 
asked Papa to come in and salute.

When Papa was invited in, he recognized the man as the one who asked for directions the 
previous day. Papa was so startled that he didn’t salute properly! Papa was told to be at ease. 
After being asked a few questions, the Regimental Colonel asked Papa to be his private driver. 
For doing this, he later received and 18 day paid trip to Europe. That is how Papa was in the 
army without having to fight.

andY CoTe, grade 7

My First Riding Lesson

When I first sat in my saddle I felt free.
I felt like I could fly as high as the sky.
I felt like I could jump the highest jump.
I felt like I could win every horse race.
I felt like I was at home.
I felt like I have just found what I was meant to do.
I felt free.

TaYlor darnell, grade 6

Gavin’s Life

I was born in Bristol, TN. I have one brother whose name is Jacob. He is 7 years old. My 
parents are both from the Caribbean, from an island called St. Vincent. Actually most of my 
family is from there.
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I enjoy drawing and playing outside. I am very interested in how things work, including 
technology and vehicles, such as maglevs (which is a levitating vehicle that uses magnets). I also 
like making Google Maps* and playing Nitro Type.+ I make the map by using Google Drive 
to go into a Google map creator. So far, I have made two maps of Bristol. I do Nitro Type by 
typing passages. It is even better than making maps!

gaVin diaMond, grade 5

River

There once was a boy, his name was River, that boy is me! Let me tell you a little about 
myself, fishing is a passion of mine. I was named after a river, the New River to be exact. I find 
that quite ironic because fish live in rivers. I love fishing because of the thrill, nothing compares 
to the feel of a pole in my hand with a fish on the line. I will use any pole I can find, that’s just 
the way I live. Fishing is my favorite thing to do!

riVer dillon, grade 6

Popcorn

My dog’s name is Popcorn, he is 8 years old. She is a white boxer. She has a pretty soft 
winter coat. She has a face that always looks sad.

She is as hyper as a one year old puppy. If she sits in my lap in the car she digs her nails 
into my skin! I love her very much, even though she hurts me a lot. Sometimes I lure her into 
my room to sleep with me by using a treat. She can be very fast and can run very fast and beat 
me any time we run together. When we got Popcorn, she loved our family right away. She 
even rode in my lap in the car on our way home. We adopted her from a home full of boxers. 
I picked her out. I choose her because she stands out and is cute.

MiChael doreTY, grade 6

Grandad

Once I saw a picture of my grandad when he was in the army. He was my mom’s father. 
His name was Alexander Hampton Thomas. I am named after him. He served in the Korean 
War as a telegraph operator. My grandad loved his family and he would have really loved me. 
My grandad was a very generous man who helped many people. I wish l could have met him!

haMPTon grindsTaFF, grade 6

The First Week

Monday, October 3, 2018
I woke up in the middle of the night. I looked around and heard a groaning noise. I saw a 

figure looming over my bed. It looked like my mom. I asked her what she was doing up this 
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late at night. She answered with a groan. I  leaned over and turned on the light ... My mom 
was a zombie!

I picked up my pillow and knocked the zombie back. I grabbed my pocket knife from under 
my pillow, ran down the stairs, and grabbed some supplies and weapons. I grabbed the keys 
to my dad’s jeep from the kitchen counter and ran out the door, slashing at the zombies with 
a knife as I aimed for the jeep. When I reached it, I got in and started driving to my friend 
Hendrick’s house.

Wednesday, October 5, 2018
Hendrick and I were driving and looking for other survivors when we saw the sign for a 

Comfort Inn. When we pulled in the parking lot we noticed that there was a horde of zombies. 
Hendrick and I grabbed our guns and headed for the front door, but it was locked. We found 
a ladder in an open tool closet nearby and headed up to one of the second floor windows. At 
the top of the ladder we looked in the window and saw a bunch of dead zombies on the floor. 
A girl about my age came out of one of the bedrooms with a hunting knife in her hand. She 
introduced herself as Sam.

The ladder started shaking. We looked down and saw a bunch of zombies grabbing at the lad-
der! Sam told us to get into her room. We tossed the ladder down and scrambled through the win-
dow. When we were inside we introduced ourselves to Sam and she introduced us to her friends 
Tom and Jimmy. We decided to kick in for the night and start fortifying the hotel tomorrow.

Thursday, October 6, 2018
The next morning, when we had blocked up all of the entrances and exits of the hotel, we 

decided to go look in some cars to see if there was anything good inside. I found a gold ring 
with a diamond in it and a backpack, Sam found some cloth bags, Tom and Jimmy found 
some thermoses, and Hendrick found some U-haul boxes. When we were done, we carried 
everything we found to our rooms and sorted through it.

After supper that night, Sam and I talked for a little and I gave her the ring I found earlier. 
She said that she liked it very much.

Sunday, October 9, 2018
A few days later, Jimmy and I went out to look for survivors, better food, and other supplies. 

Jimmy and I pulled out after lunch. We saw a sign for Dick’s Sporting Goods and we headed 
for the sports shop. We parked on the curb and walked inside. There were a few zombies here 
and there. We headed for the guns aisle and grabbed enough weapons for everyone in our 
group to have a pistol and a knife.

When we returned, Hendrick and Tom were still out in Sam’s van looking for food. The 
rest of us had target practice for about an hour and made some spears out of some trees. After 
lunch, we heard a loud thumping coming from the front door. When we looked out the door 
a look of terror came to our faces. The streets were full of zombies!
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Sam called Hendrick and Tom and started shouting out directions to me to help me find 
them. We smashed through line after line of zombies. After about ten minutes of driving, we 
saw the van. Hendrick and Tom were stuck on top of it fighting off zombies. They started wav-
ing in our direction. I aimed for the van and stopped about three feet away from it. Hendrick 
and Tom stopped fighting and started running towards us. At the end of the van they both 
jumped.

Hendrick landed perfectly, but Tom slipped on some of the blood and started falling in slow 
motion towards the flood of zombies. Hendrick’s hand shot out and grabbed Tom’s hand and 
pulled him safely back.

Once they were in the car, I slammed on the gas. We had a little bit of trouble moving forward, 
but after a minute or so, we were going ahead at full speed. After a few minutes of crashing through 
line after line of zombies, the zombies started to thin out. After a few more seconds, we were free. 
Suddenly, the jeep started making a strange humming sound. The gas tank was on empty. We were 
in the middle of nowhere.

I shut off the car and we all hopped out. I opened the trunk and Hendrick grabbed the 
emergency kit. We noticed that the sun was going down. We all climbed back into the car. 
Some of us laid down in the seats and some on the floors.

I took first watch. Sam couldn’t sleep, so we sat up and talked for a little while. I don’t know what 
I said, but all of a sudden Sam leaned over and kissed me lightly on the cheek. My heart stopped for 
a second. She leaned back and we both blushed. Then Sam laid back in her seat again and fell asleep.

JaCkson holT, grade 7

Autism Is a Gift, Not a Curse

My brother was diagnosed with 
autism at two

Didn’t bother me one bit
I just thought, “I have a special 

brother”
Who was different

Was smart
Some people may think it’s a bad thing

Well, it’s not

Yes, it’s hard to have an autistic 
brother

When you can’t understand what he 
is saying,
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He gets frustrated
Yes, I mean, it’s a challenge

But the biggest challenge for me is scrolling through social media
And seeing people make fun of kids with special needs

It just makes me so mad
They say such mean words but it’s mostly them acting stupid

Where do they come up with this stuff?

I know I can’t make it stop,
But I just felt like putting my feelings out here

Because people can’t help what they look like or how they are born
But you can be the bigger person and not make fun of them

And realize how they’re unique in their own way

auBreY huBBard, grade 8

Nature Sonnet

The breeze through the window touches my heart
It sweeps the curtains I hung off the floor
And the sounds it makes are beauty and art
You must listen to it and hear it roar

I can hear the birds chirping in and out
The sound of the birds singing warms my soul
The birds are singing and chirping about
They wanted my heart and that’s what they stole

The rain pitter patters on my tin roof
It leaks through the crack of my wooden door
No one will see me disappear like poof
I will make a fire and make some s’mores

But when the sunshine comes I will be out
Lay on a blanket and look at the clouds

eMilY hunT, grade 7

Home

For most of my life, I lived in a little place called Hurley, Virginia. The town is actually named 
after some of my family members who helped settle it. It is a very small place in a valley. My 
house was right below a cliff face, and I would go and play on it when I got home from school 
or on the weekends.



Morrison sChool 269

What I think made it so special is that I was always outside when I lived in Hurley. Until 
I moved a few years ago, I  loved going up in the woods and playing with my dog or going 
down in the creek catching water dogs, crawdads, or frogs in the mud holes. I always had a 
BB gun with me, and I loved going and looking for things in the woods to shoot at, just me 
and my dog.

Even though I have moved now, growing up in Hurley as a little kid is a great memory. 
I don’t get to go and play outside in the woods like that now, but that’s the thing I loved about 
where I lived. I am thankful for my experiences there, because a lot of people don’t get to grow 
up like that anymore.

However, the best thing about living in Hurley was that my family was always close by. 
I could go and see them whenever I wanted to, just by walking right down the hill. That’s what 
made it home.

daulTon hurleY, grade 8

My Best Friend

I have a best friend
She is always there for me
I love her very much
With all of my heart forever
My best friend’s name is Alexis
She has red hair
She is so caring
I don’t know what I’d do without her

MaTTie kennedY, grade 8

My Life

My name is Jolson James Peterson. I was born in Bristol, Tennessee. When I was 3 years 
old I had a brother named Braxton Blake Peterson. We fight a lot. Braxton likes to pick on me 
even though I am the older brother. It was only Braxton and I for a while, but time went by 
and, we got a sister in 2016. Her name is Harper Caroline Peterson but my Dad keeps joking 
about changing her name to Harper Quinn Peterson after Harley Quinn in Batman. She is 
cute! She is 1 year old and I really love her.

My brother and I love to play with Harper even though Braxton can get a bit crazy 
with her. The game we play with her are tag and peek a boo. When I run after her and 
she reaches a dead end she screams and laughs When I try to get her, she tries to crawl 
under my legs. Sometimes when I’m laying on the floor, she sits on my face and it is 
very funny.
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Today she actually did something real funny we had a valentine balloon she walked over to 
me with the balloon in hand and I was reading a book, she smacked me on the head with it 4 
to 5 times and then she just patted me on the head.

Jolson PeTerson, grade 6

Mango

Christmas 2017, I got a Pineapple Head Green Cheek Conure, that is a type of bird.I named 
her Mango. I was very, very, very excited to get her! I have heard that Conures need a lot of 
attention so I am going to get her lots of toys and play with her every day before school and 
after school. I will teach her how to sit on my shoulder and lots of other cool tricks! I am going 
to try to find a travel cage for her so I can take her with me out of town. I might take her with 
me on pet day instead of my dog because my dog Olive is very crazy.I got her at Pet Cove in 
Boone, NC on December 24, 2017 she is very pretty. She is grey, orange, red, blue, yellow, and 
green. I love Mango she is the coolest pet ever!

insleY sPringer, grade 6

My Grandma

I don’t know how old my grandma is, but I know she is in her 50’s. My grandma’s mother 
died when I was about 3 years old, so I wasn’t old enough to know her that well, even though 
I did see her sometimes.
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My grandma lived in the Green Springs community of Abingdon when she was a kid. She 
lived with 6 kids and both of her parents when she was young. Her first time eating out was 
when she was a teenager. She ate at Hardee’s and had a husky hamburger, fries, and milkshake 
for only $2.00.

Grandma got her first car when she was 20 or 21. She moved out of her parents’ house 
when she was 25. My grandma said she didn’t move out until 25 was because she didn’t have 
enough money and she loved her family. She got her first job at a daycare at a church watching 
kids. Her second job was cutting hair. She loved that job so much that she wanted to keep 
doing it. In fact, she is still doing that job today.

noah Wells, grade 7

Lonely Road

I’ll walk up and down a road.
Wondering there is a meaning to all this pain I feel inside.
I try thinking positive, but it never works. I try to fit in like I have a place in life to be happy.
While I walk down a road listing to headphones.
I think my life has meaning.
But it’s too good to be true, I guess.

shane WrighT, grade 6
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ABIGAIL

Abigail
Sports clumsy

Basketball run volleyball
Happy alive fun hungry

Absher
Slick

Small tiny
Vicious scary rude
Fat old cute grey

Boo

aBIGaIl aBShEr, GraDE 6

The Field Trip

I did not like the field trip because I got bee stung when we ate. My friend got bee stung, 
too. I got bee stung on my thumb. I liked the field trip because I liked the skins of the animals. 
Then we went to lunch and then I got bee stung.

ElIZaBEth aBShEr, GraDE 6
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Family Tree

In my Family Tree there are a lot of people, and I love them all so much. I love doing a lot 
of things with them especially my sister and niece. In my Family Tree I have a brother, and 
a half sister (she’s not my actual sister, nor is she my step sister). We have the same dad but 
different moms. It’s complicated. My brother is my actual brother. Then there is my mom 
and dad, and also my sister’s mom and her step dad. They basically are family. We are always 
together. So, they are like my step parents or my second parents. Then my sister has a baby 
since she is 26 years old. I also have a brother in-law. I have a niece which is my sister’s baby. 
Her name is Charlotte but everyone calls her Charlee. In fact I don’t think she has ever been 
called Charlotte. I also have many cousins; two of them are close to my age or in my grade. 
One of my cousins is in my grade and her name is Abigail Absher. The other one is supposed 
to be in my grade but she’s in 7th grade and her name is Olivia Webb her name is Olivia too. 
It’s funny. Then this isn’t one of my family members but everyone says we are twins and get 
us confused because we look so much like twins, anyways her name is Emily Collins. We are 
always together so we basically are family.

I spend a lot of my time after school with Emmy or Charlee whenever she is over. My mom 
babysits Charlee on Thursdays and Fridays. I spend a lot of my weekends at my sister’s. I enjoy 
staying at my sister’s on the weekends or even when we are on school break. We watch a lot of 
movies, and we bake or even go shopping.

When I was at my sister’s house one time, Charlee cried when I had to go. It was so sad 
because I don’t like being away from her. I am always with my sister and niece. I love them so 
much and I love spending time with them.

A lot of people say that I have a country accent. Someone even asked if I was British. I ac-
tually don’t know a lot about my origin, but I do intend on finding out more of where I came 
from, because who knows my Family Tree may tract to the other side of the world. I don’t 
know how far my Family Tree goes but I will find out, I’m glad to have the family, I have now 
and I love them so much and I will never forget them.

olIVIa aBShEr, GraDE 6

Field Trip to the Oak Hill School House

Have you ever went back in time before? Have you ever wondered what school was like in 
1892? I have. I went to a one room schoolhouse. Have you ever heard of a schoolmarm? When 
I went to a one room school my classmates and I called the teacher Schoolmarm Miller. She 
wore a shawl and blouse. School was also strict back then.

Have you ever heard a bell ring at a school? I have at the Oak Hill School house. Schoolmarm 
Miller rang the school bell for my classmates and I. As we entered, girls had to curtsy and boys 
had to bow. She wasn’t as strict as it would have been in 1892. It was different than school is 
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today. It was actually fun to get to walk up to a school with a bell ringing. I felt like a superstar. 
It was also crowded. There was eight grades in one little school room.

Have you ever wondered what the activities would be like in 1892? I did a lot of activities 
in a one room school. We used slate boards. It’s a little chalk board and a piece of chalk. It’s 
hard to write with, but it was also fun. We also wrote with a quill pen. We had to dip the quill 
pen in ink. There is a hole to put your ink in on the desk. It is called an ink well. We even read 
a story out of the McGuffey’s reader. I liked the story it was entertaining to me. We also did 
arithmetic.

Have you ever eaten food out of a lunch pail instead of a lunch box? I put my food in a 
lunch pail. It was different, but it was fun. We put a piece of fabric around the pail and tied a 
string of rope around the fabric. We ate leftover biscuit and jelly.

My favorite part was when we used the quill pen. I liked writing in the copybooks. It was 
hard to write with the ink and quill pen. We had so much fun at the Oak Hill School House 
in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

haDaya aBShIrE, GraDE 5

A Trip to Oak Hill Schoolhouse

Have you wondered what school was like in 1892? I  had the chance to go to Oak Hill 
School House in Jonesborough, Tennessee where the school was exactly the way it was in 
1892. I want to tell you what I got to see, and how it’s different from school today.

When I first arrived to the school, the schoolmarm was ringing a bell outside. It sounded a 
lot different from what the bell sounds like inside of my school. When I first entered the school 
house I saw the pot belly stove, it was in the middle of the room. The stove was used to heat 
the school. I also saw how different the desk looked. Two students would sit at one desk. The 
younger children would sit in the front, and the older would sit in the back. If you had to use 
the restroom, you would have to go outside to the outhouse.

When I entered the school house, the girls would enter first. Grades first through eighth 
grade went to school in the same building. Girls and boys were on different sides of the 
room. We had to sit at our desk with our feet and hands crossed. When we had to do our 
math lesson we used a slate board to write on, which looked like a tiny chalkboard. We also 
used the McGuffey’s Reader, it was kind of like our reading books that we use in class. If 
you answered a question, you would have to stand up to speak. We also got to write with 
quill pens which were made out of goose feathers. Quill pens were better for writing in 
cursive than in print. When using the quill pens we had to share the same ink well with 
our desk buddy.

When it was time to eat lunch we ate inside. We brought our lunch in a pail. In the 1800’s 
some common foods to bring in your lunch were biscuits, apple butter, jelly, and beef jerky. 
I really enjoyed having lunch that day.
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My favorite part of the day was when I got to see how boys and girls sat in a school back 
then, and how it was a lot different from today. I really am glad I was able to go on this amazing 
field trip.

maGGIE aDamS, GraDE 5

My Yearly Traditions

My yearly traditions are very special to me. Every year on Thanksgiving me, my mom, my 
sister, and my dad always go to the Catholic Church to prepare and deliver meals to people. 
After we go deliver the meals, we go to my Granny’s house to eat. Once we are done eating at 
her house, we go to my Nanny’s house and eat there also. My mom leaves normally to go Black 
Friday shopping. That weekend we go to my Aunt Sherry and JD’s house. Her prime rib is 
the best. We always go upstairs and make slime! That week/weekend is always fun. This year 
I broke out in hives! I also wanted to include my Christmas traditions. So every Christmas 
season we start out with my family’s little Christmas on the 22nd or 23rd. That is when me, 
my mom, my sister, and my dad open our gifts, eat dinner, and watch a Christmas movie. The 
next Christmas we have is my Grandma and Papa’s Christmas. We eat breakfast, tell the story 
of Christmas, open presents, and then we go back to my house for a little while then we go 
to my Aunt Tammy’s house which is awesome. On the 24th is when we go to my Grandma’s 
and Tammy’s. At Tammy’s we eat a big dinner, open presents, play games, and talk. When we 
wake up on the 25th we open our gifts from Santa. When Santa comes and visits my family 
he wraps our gifts so it’s a surprise. After that we go to my Nanny’s. I get to see my family 
that lives far away from there. We eat, talk, and open presents. My favorite thing about that 
Christmas is my Nana’s homemade Chex-mix. On the 26th we go to my Granny’s and she 
makes a big brunch. After we eat, open present, eat dessert, and talk we have do a $100 draw-
ing, which this year if you were on an electronic? You were out of the drawing. I was the only 
one who knew about that besides my Granny. My little sister, Sofia, won the $100 drawing 
and my Papa won the $50 drawing! On the 30th is my birthday! This year I turned 12! There 
are all of my traditions!

SaVaNNah aDamS, GraDE 6

The Tale of the Wild

The calls of industrializing
shall not prevail.

Our little mountain towns
and forests tell a special tale.
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The tale of the wild,
known very well,

its twisted trails and critters,
I’ve known since I was a child.

Twisting and turning,
they go on miles away.

A foolish man could get lost
and be stuck for the rest of the day.

But many take down the trees,
and ship them far away.
Men will buy the wood,

but the environment is the one who will pay.

But many people come,
and they save the day.

They replant nature’s mighty arms,
and they grow again, for this is the right way.
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My Forty Trees and Me

Up on the concrete trees,
is not where I desire to be.

Down by the salty keys,
is not where I desire to be.
There at the sandy hot sea,
is not where I desire to be.
But up on the tall mount

is where I want to be,
my forty trees and me.

lUcaS aDDISoN, GraDE 6

School in 1892

“Have you ever wondered what it would be like going to school in 1892?” asked Schoolmarm 
Miller cheerfully. As we walked into the tiny school house, the school bell was ringing. We had 
gone into a time warp!

The school house was very tiny, but they fit grades first through eighth. The boys were on 
one side of the room, and the girls were on the other. The short people sat in the front, and 
the tall people sat in the back. Two people sat in each desk. There was an ink well in each desk 
to put the ink in when you were writing. In the middle of the school was a pot belly stove to 
keep the school warm, when it was cold. In each desk there was a book called The McGuffey’s 
Reader .The people that sat in each desk had to share a book, because back then they couldn’t 
afford to have a book for every person.

After we knew what everything was, we did some activities. First, we did arithmetic with 
slate boards and chalk. I  wish we still used slate boards, so we wouldn’t have to use paper. 
Next, we wrote with quill pens in a book. Writing with quill pens is simple, but you do have 
to dip your pen in the ink then write a little and do it all over again thousands of times. Last, 
we read The McGuffey’s Reader. The reader had thousands of stories. The stories were very 
good stories even though we only read one. I wish I could read them all.

When we were done learning, we went back to eat lunch. Back then, they had lunch pails 
with a rope handle and a piece of cloth over the food. Some of the foods they ate were beef 
jerky, biscuits with apple butter, cheese, apples, and pears. When we went, we also had lunch 
pails like them.

Going to the school house was a lot of fun. They had lunch outside on warm days but when 
it was cold or raining they had lunch in the room. We had lunch in the visitor center, because 
it was cold outside. My favorite part of the whole trip was writing with quill pens. It was so 
much fun. I wish we still wrote with them today.
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mIcah Ball, GraDE 5

I am Thankful

I am thankful for my friends and for what they do for me.
I am thankful for my family because they support me.
I am thankful for my food and my home.
I am thankful for the clothes I have and for the things in my room.
I am thankful for where I live.
I am thankful for the nice school that I go to and for the nice car I have to 

get there.
I am thankful for my TV and my phone.
I am thankful for all the school supplies I have.
I am thankful for all the nice teachers that I have.
I am thankful for the good education.
I am thankful for my dog.
I am thankful for having god in my life.
I am thankful for being the person that I am.
I am thankful for being able to do sports.
I am thankful for my mom.
I am thankful for the all the gifts that I receive on Christmas and my 

birthday.
I am thankful for the life that I was given.
I am thankful for the special people in my life.
I am thankful for the church that I go to.
I am thankful for the stores that I buy things at.
I am thankful for everyone and everything.
I am thankful….

DEaNNa BarKEr, GraDE 6

Oak Hill Schoolhouse

My fifth grade class went on a field trip a few months ago to Oak Hill Schoolhouse. It is 
supposed to be in 1892.

Oak Hill School was like walking in a time warp. It was so fun. This was pretty much like 
living in 1892. The dresses, the stove, and the desks were so cool when we walked in. When 
we heard the bell, we all had to line up. The girls lined up first shortest to tallest. When the 
girls went up, they had to curtsy and the boys had to bow. Schoolmarm Miller was wearing 
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old clothes that a teacher would wear in those days. Back in those days, they wrote on chalk 
boards, and they used a potbelly stove to keep the school warm.

The activities we did were so cool. We wrote with quill pens. We all read some books, and 
we done some math!

The food they ate back in those days was like biscuits and jelly, and simple and easy stuff to 
eat. The lunch pails were like cans of soup sixty-four ounces or bigger.

My favorite part was the Chester Inn. It was “supposed” to be haunted. I wouldn’t want to 
spend the night there!

KalEB BENtlEy, GraDE 5

My Fifth Grade Class

Have you ever been to 1892 to a one room school before? I have when I went on a field trip 
with my fifth grade class to Jonesborough, Tennessee. Did you know that Schoolmarms are 
female teachers? I met Schoolmarm Miller at Oak Hill School.

The school was made out of wood with a pot belly stove and an old bell. The bell would ring 
over and over again as the students walked in. The seats were made of wood. The door would 
creak when you opened it. When you would sit on the seats it made a sound. The steps were 
really old, and the nails were rusty.

We wrote with quill pens. Then we shared a book with the person beside us. Then we did 
arithmetic on slate boards that we wrote with our rocks .We wrote in cursive with our quill 
pens. It was very, very hard.

We carried a lunch pail. In 1892, they ate leftovers like biscuits, meats, berries, and apples. 
They ate outside on warm days, and cold days they ate inside. They sat on rocks and on the 
ground. Little kids ate first, and older kids ate last.

My favorite part was doing arithmetic because we used a type of rock and slate boards. We 
read McGuffey’s readers, and we had to share it. Girls had to curtsy, and boys had to bow. You 
would have to stand when you answered a question. We enjoyed going to Oak Hill School for 
a day.

BraXtoN coFFEy, GraDE 5

I’m Thankful

I’m thankful for the family I have. They feed me, have shelter, love me and 
care for me!

I’m thankful for the country I live in, that the United States is free, has 
the biggest military that dies for us and I’m happy that there are  
good jobs.
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I’m thankful for the things I have that keep me entertained.
And most importantly, I’m thankful for God!
He created us, loves us, helps us and he is just amazing!

BUchaNaN DaVID, GraDE 6

Appalachian Heritage Day

This year we had an Appalachian Heritage Day at my school. We learned about our 
Appalachian Heritage.

Some of our activities were making biscuits and playing jacks. We also saw people make 
wood carvings, and my favorite was watching basket weaving.

Basket weaving was cool to watch. The basket weaver said she was making a hippo basket. 
It was bigger than a normal basket.

The wood carvings were cool too. One was Shrek, and one was a gnome. There were a lot of 
carvings, and he was making another. Another person was also doing wood carvings, but with 
a machine called a lay. He made rings and gave them to one person per grade. He was making 
a chair leg when we were watching him.

We learned about mining too. The miners took birds in cages, and if the bird died they 
had to leave because they were almost out of oxygen. We got to see the different helmets they 
would wear, but they all had one thing in common. They all had a light on them.

The Appalachian Heritage Day taught us a lot about our Appalachian Heritage through 
basket weaving, mining, and wood carvings. It was a fun experience for all of us.

EmIly camPBEll, GraDE 5

Thanksgiving Eve With My Family

On Thanksgiving Eve I ate a lot of food. My favorites were cranberry sauce, mashed pota-
toes, and corn. We went to my grandparent’s house the day before thanksgiving. Bridget and 
Tanner were there but I don’t get to see them much. Tanner brought a PS4 and I got to play 
Battlefront on the PS4!

P.S. me, my sister, my mom, my grandparents, Bridget, and Tanner was there!
JacoB carroll, GraDE 6

The One Room School House

Have you ever been in a one room school house, or have you wished to go back to 1892? 
The field trip was so awesome. I  went with my classmates to a field trip to Jonesborough, 
Tennessee to visit Oak Hill School. I learned that that Jonesborough was the oldest town.
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There was a schoolmarm. Her name was Schoolmarm Miller. We brought our lunch in 
a large vegetable can. They used them in 1892 because they didn’t have lunch boxes like 
we have. We had to do arithmetic problems. We had to sit straight with our feet on the 
ground, and our hands crossed on the desk. Then we had to stand if we answered a ques-
tion. Kids had to use the bathroom outside. That’s so different than we do. Schoolmarm 
Miller seemed strict. We got to write on slate boards. They were little. We carried our 
lunch in a lunch pail. In 1892 kids brought leftovers from supper, and they also brought 
jerky.

Schoolmarm Miller was wearing a button up blouse and a grey shawl. Girls had to curtsy, 
and boys had to bow. Girls had to wear dresses and a bonnet to school. I would burn up in 
that. We took a picture, but we couldn’t smile because they were serious. It was hard not to 
smile. Then we took a picture where we could smile. I don’t think I would want to go to that 
school. I thought they were strict.

We even got to write with a quill pen, and they had a hole for the ink the desk called an ink 
well. They called math arithmetic. We had to sit two people to a desk. They used a pot belly 
stove, so it would warm up the school. The ink was so messy, but I liked it. We got to read from 
the McGuffey’s reader too.

I loved the field trip, but I couldn’t image walking to school, because I would get tired when 
I got in school. My favorite part was when we got to write on a slate board. I loved the field 
trip. It was cool, and I would love to go back to Jonesborough again. Oak Hill School was so 
different than ours.

halEy caSSEll, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School Jonesborough, Tennessee

Have you ever wanted to travel back to school in 1892? Well, I have. The entire fifth grade 
went to Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

When we walked to the school, Schoolmarm Miller rang the bell. It went ding dong, ding 
dong, ding dong! When we got there she stopped ringing the bell. The girls went first. We had 
to curtsy then after all the girls, the boys went, and they had to bow.

The school was different from today. It had a two seater desk. There was a potbelly stove. 
We did math on a slate board. We read out a McGuffey’s reader. There was only one so the 
two girls had to share. We wrote with a quill pen. There was a place to put the ink well on the 
desk .We had to write in cursive.

They didn’t have lunchboxes back then, so we had to use a pail to bring our lunches. 
I brought a honey crisp apple, some beef jerky, a biscuit, and some jelly.

My favorite part was the quill pen. I loved writing with the quill pen. You had to write in 
cursive because if you printed then the ink would make blobs. I was very good at it!

aShlEE clINE, GraDE 5
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About Me

Busy all the time with chores
Enlivened with fun all the time every day
Not an angel to my parents sometimes I mess up
Jolly everyday
Adventures everyday
Magnificent family
Incredible school
Nothing greater than life

BEN cochraNE, GraDE 6

Appalachian Heritage Day

On October  27, 2017, at my school, we had Appalachian Heritage Day. I  learned many 
interesting things about the past.

A few centuries ago they had a company store, and coal miners didn’t get real money. It was 
a script, and they could not spend it anywhere else. They had penny candy that only cost a 
penny. Women had to make dinner, do laundry, and take care of their kids and husbands. They 
used a berry picker to pick berries with.

We made biscuits from scratch, and it was really messy. It was really fun, and we got to eat 
them at lunch. After that we went to a bonfire and there was a woman that told us a story and 
sang us some songs.

Then after that we went to the cafeteria and some people played Appalachian Music for 
us. Then we went to the classroom and some sixth graders taught us how to play cat’s cradle.

We went to the community center and there was a guy dressed up like Abraham Lincoln. 
We got to try on different things. I got to try on a fox tail hat. I had an amazing time learning 
about the past.

lEXIE coFFEy, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School Field Trip

Have you ever wanted to go back in time to 1892? My fifth grade class and I went back in 
time and went to Oak Hill School, in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

When we got there, I  heard a school bell ring, and it was so loud. When we got to the 
school, we were put in two lines. Boys were in one line, and girls were in the other. Then we 
walked on to the porch. Girls went first, and they curtsied. Then the boys came in second, and 
they had to bow. Then when I got in the school, the first thing I noticed was the giant pot belly 
stove in the middle of the school. Then the teacher Schoolmarm Miller said that is what keeps 
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us warm. Then when I looked up, I saw a picture of George Washington. It looked really old. 
There were two rows of desk, one for the boys and one for the girls. The thing was all of the 
desks were built together to make like one giant desk. So like the back of someone’s seat is 
another person’s desk. All around the room except for the back of the room had a chalkboard 
on the wall. The teacher’s desk was in the front of the school. There was also a door beside of 
Schoolmarm Miller’s desk.

The activities we did were so fun. One of the activities was we had to write with a quill pen. 
It was really hard. When we wrote with the quill pens we had to write in cursive. We read some 
poems out of the McGuffey’s Reader. Last but not least, we got to write on slate boards with 
some sort of rock to write on it.

We made lunch pails out of old metal cans and rope, so it would be more like what the kids 
in 1892 used to carry their lunch in. My teacher, Ms. Duncan, told my class some of the food 
that the kids in 1892 brought for lunch like apples, pears, grapes, beef jerky, cheeses, biscuits, 
grape, and strawberry jam. I’m sure there were other foods, but that is just what my teacher said.

I thought the field trip to Oak Hill School was one of the best field trips I have ever been 
on. I had so much fun writing with the quill pens and making the lunch pails. Now, do you 
want to take a trip to Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee after I told you about the 
fun I had there?

JoZlyN collEy, GraDE 5

Appalachian Heritage Day

For Appalachian Heritage Day I went to different stations. The first station I went to they 
used a wood lay and made rings and bowls. The way they made it was interesting. The wood 
lay had a part of it that had wood on it and spun around, and they would use a tool and place 
it on the wood while it was spinning.

The other station was the wood carving. They had dogs carved and characters from the 
movie Shrek. I thought that everything they made was really good!

The last station I got to was the basket station. I watched the girl there make the basket. 
The basket she made was really pretty. I learned how they made it. They used strips of wood to 
place under and over it in a pattern. It’s kind of hard to explain. Those were all of the stations 
I got to.

I taught people how to play marbles, and it was really fun! The way you play it is you have 
to make a circle with ten marbles scattered all in the middle, then grab the shooter marble and 
toss it to try to hit as many marbles as you can out of the circle. After that when all the marbles 
are hit out of the circle, whoever hit the most marbles from the circle wins!

Appalachian Heritage day was really fun; my favorite part was when I taught people how 
to play marbles!

EmIly collINS, GraDE 6
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Appalachian Heritage Day

During Appalachian Heritage Day I and a few other kids taught 4th, 5th, and 7th grades. 
Can you believe that 6th grade would be teaching 7th grade? I always thought that they would 
be teaching us not us teaching them. We taught 4th grade marbles.

After teaching 4th, we took a few minute break and during our break we made some apple 
cider. Once we were done making some apple cider, everyone had at least one cup. It was so 
sweet. That was the first time ever making and tasting apple cider. Then our break was over. 
We moved on to 5th grade. They chose to learn Jacks. Jacks were pretty simple. You had to 
bounce a ball. Once the ball has hit the ground you had to pick up a jack as fast as you could. 
If you didn’t pick it up in time, it’s the other person’s turn. Once you have all the jacks, next 
round you have to pick up two at a time.

After we taught 5th grade, we took another break. During our break we went to a campfire 
to tell stories. That took way longer than I expected. When we got to the best part of story-
telling and we had to leave.

The 7th grade chose Cat’s Cradle. They were really annoying. We took the whole time on 
the first step. But they loved the game. They did think it was confusing. IT WAS FUN!!!

ElIJah coNlEy, GraDE 6

How My Great Grandparents Met

GRANMA GRANPA

My sister and her We met from a mutual
husband introduced friend. They introduced us
us. It was a blind to each other. We hung
date. We all went out for a couple of weeks
dancing, he asked and started dating.
me out again.
We dated about We dated about
two weeks. two weeks.
The rings were The rings were
around thirty dollars around thirty-five dollars
a piece. a piece.
The wedding was The wedding was
around twenty dollars a piece. around twenty dollars a piece.
We got married at We got married at
a preacher’s house a preacher’s house
in Norton, Virginia. in Norton, Virginia.
We got married We got married
on August 11, 1970. on August 11, 1970.
I wore a pink I wore a dress
dress with a shirt and pants.
white collar.
We did not have We did not have

(Continued )
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GRANMA GRANPA

a honeymoon. a honeymoon.
It has been It’s been forty-years
Forty-eight years now. since then.
That is how That is how we met.
your pa met.

BaIlEE coUch, GraDE 5

What I do in Summer

First for summer we go to Florida because half of my family lives down there. It’s always 
so hot. I love that! I have some friends that live down there. It’s like a 12 hours away though, 
so it takes awhile.

We go camping with my uncle and his wife and we usually go to Abingdon to go camping. 
I know some people down there that live in campers. We go fishing, go to lake, and pool. I like 
riding the four- wheeler with my friend because I always bring a friend.

Last we go to Dollywood with my sister and brother. It is always fun. We ride all the rides 
and stuff. Then we usually go somewhere to eat. My favorite ride is the wooden ride.

alIVIa coUNtS, GraDE 6

A Day at Oak Hill School

I went on the best field trip Oak Hill 
Schoolhouse in Jonesborough, Tennessee. 
I want to share with you some of the stuff that 
my class and I got to do.

When we entered the one room school-
house it was very small. It had a potbelly stove 
in the middle of the room. It was used to keep 
the school warm on a cold day. Two people sat 
at one desk, and the boys and girls sat on dif-
ferent sides of the room.

We did a math lesson that day, and we 
used slate boards to write on. We also got to 
use quill pens made out of goose feathers. We 
wrote in cursive with the pens because it was 
easier to write in cursive than in print with the 
quill pens. When you answered a question in 
class you had to stand up straight to answer.

(Continued)
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When it was time to eat lunch we got our lunch pails out and ate inside. We brought sand-
wiches, apple butter, and beef jerky in our lunch. Those were some of the most popular foods 
to bring in your lunch in the 1800’s.

My favorite part was writing with quill pens. It was really hard so I am glad that we have 
pencils today instead of quill pens. This field trip was really fun and I am glad I got to go.

JESS craWForD, GraDE 5

OAKHILL SCHOOL HOUSE

Have you ever been to an old fashion school house? The whole fifth grade class went to visit 
Oak Hill School House.

The whole class was in one room. The desk were old, and the furniture was different. In our 
class we have white boards, but they used black boards. They used a pot belly stove for heat. 
We have decorations in our classroom, but they didn’t. We have computers, but they didn’t. 
They had windows for light. We have better materials because our school is made out of brick, 
and theirs is made out of wood.

Schoolmarm Miller is a teacher from 1892. Girls had to curtsy, and boys had to bow. Boys were 
on the right side, and girls were on the left. Then we wrote with quill pens and slate boards. Back 
then you would use chalk and slate boards, now you use pencil and paper. It was like 1892 but now.

Lunch was awesome because I sat with all my friends. Although lunch was short, I still had 
a good time. Back then you would use lunch pails, and now you would use lunch boxes. They 
ate outside if the weather was good, and inside if the weather was bad.

moNtEaZ croWlEy, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School

Oak Hill School is a place where you can visit the past. My fifth grade class got to visit Oak 
Hill School. Girls had to curtsy, and boys had to bow, and we had to sit where she told us. We 
also had to lay our hands on the desk and sit up straight.

The school was really small. The desk had two seats instead of one. There was a stove in the 
school. It was a one room school. The school was made of wood.

They used quill pens because it was better for cursive. Instead of paper they used slate 
boards to write on. The quill pens were goose feathers. You had to use chalk to write on the 
slate board.

You carried your lunch in your lunch pail. A  lot of times, people would bring stuff like 
apples to lunch. Kids used the restroom in an outhouse. They had a rope on the lunch pail, so 
they could carry it. They put a cloth on the lunch pail so nothing got in it.

My favorite part was writing on the slate with the chalk. The quill pen was kind of hard 
to write with. When the girls had to curtsy, and the boys had to bow, I thought that was cool. 



290 NortoN ElEmENtary School

Using a lunch pail instead of a regular lunch box was cool too. It was awesome that we got to 
keep the lunch pails.

coDy cUlBErtSoN, GraDE 5

Drew

Drew
Determined, competitive
Basketball, football, track
Likes to play sports
Culbertson

Basket
Fun, entertaining
Shoot, pass, dribble
Dribble down the court
Ball

DrEW cUlBErtSoN, GraDE 6

Thanksgiving Tradition

I love Thanksgiving. Thanksgiving is my favorite time of the November. I like Thanksgiving 
so much because I  love my mom’s food. My favorite food that my mom makes is either her 
pasta or her stuffing. They are so delicious!

My family usually comes and helps us cook dinner. The kids eat at the kids table where 
I use to eat, but I’m 12 so I get to sit with the grownups with my cousin.

My mom usually cooks pasta, corn, stuffing, rolls, green beans, deviled eggs, mashed pota-
toes, and gray. My stomach usually hurts a lot after I am done eating, but there is still desert. 
My mom makes Oreo cream pie or pumpkin pie.

After we eat we give out gifts or we play on my Xbox one. After that everyone is tired and 
goes home to sleep. I love my family’s Thanksgiving tradition.

JaDENcE DEarry, GraDE 6

A Fun Day In 1892

Have you ever traveled back in time? On Tuesday, October 17, my fifth grade class went 
to Jonesborough Tennessee to Oak Hill School to see a one room school house from 1892.

There was a lady, and her name was Schoolmarm Miller. The school was old. There a pot 
belly stove in the middle of the room. When we went, in the girls had to curtsey. The desks 
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were wood and inside there was a slate board, a book, and on top, there was chalk. The seats 
were ordered smallest to biggest, and I was in the second row. Then the teacher made the girls 
and the boys separate, so the boys were on one side and the girls were on the other. There was 
a chalkboard in front of the room. Our teacher had a desk, but it was unique. Everybody has 
a different style.

We did all sorts of things like writing with quill pens, and we even got to do math. Yay!!! 
The math was called arithmetic. I love math. Then we also read a book. The book was called 
McGuffey’s reader. There was one book so we had to share. We wrote cursive with a quill pen. 
The inkwell was were the ink came from.

We carried our lunch in a pail like kids did back then. Back then, they ate biscuits and beef 
jerky and water to drink. We ate lunch in the visitor’s center. In 1892, if it was sunny they 
would go outside, but if the weather was not good they ate inside. My favorite part was when 
we were writing with quill pens. This was an experience I will never forget.

KamI DEarry, GraDE 5

NASCAR

When I grow up I want to be a Nascar driver. I want to be the next Dale Earnhardt, Jr. like 
going fast. When I drive a go cart, it reminds me of a Nascar car. It is so dangerous it can mess 
up your car But when you win, it is so fun you can win money and trophies.

ElI GIllIam, GraDE 6

Sledding With Big Blue

It became December, snow days come and hearing the kids with excitement. The days with 
no school and thrilled to go outside and daring to play in the winter snow. I was with my mom 
driving to meet up with my papaw, suddenly a minute before I got to my papaw, my cousin 
texted me and said, “Hey are you going to nana’s tonight? “ I immediately replied, “Yeah, are 
you?” Then he replied “yes!” I squealed with excitement.

We got to the destination where we were supposed to meet up with my papaw. I jumped 
out of the car to say hi to papaw. I got all of my bags and my siblings’ bags to put in the car. 
I kiss my mom goodbye. Then we started to drive home when all of the sudden my two year 
old little sister, Xandrea, started farting up a storm. I mean like I had a sister that was a skunk. 
Finally, when we got to my nana’s, we waited for my nana and my cousin Zach to get home. 
When they finally got home, it was already time to go to sleep. We woke up the next morning, 
brushed my teeth, made breakfast, then we watched some TV, and soon we got bored. Then 
my cousin Zack remembered about a sled that our nana bought last year so he asked if we can 
get it out and go sledding, of course my nana said, “sure! why not” so the boys went to go get it 
and so they brought it back and thinking we might have a problem!!!



292 NortoN ElEmENtary School

When Zack and my brother brought the sled in, we notice that you had to build it and so 
we did. It took an hour and thirty minutes to do, but it looked just like the one on the box. 
We took a ride down this big mountain and as soon as it was my turn, I got chills. After a few 
rides, we went inside and drank hot cocoa. The next day, we were outside for 3 hours and then 
we went home.

KaylEN FIElDS, GraDE 6

My Ears

My ears are silky
My ears are blue
I love my ears
How about you

My ears are thin
My ears are no thick
I love my ears
There made out of tin

SKylEr FUNK, GraDE 6

My Class Field Trip

Have you ever wondered what school was like in 1892? It was different. Instead of having 
multiple rooms, it only had one, and to heat the school they had a potbelly stove. Every time 
you read you and the person beside you had to share a book. You and another person in your 
grade had to share a seat.

You had to do arithmetic on a slate board. Every time you had to write a paper you had to 
write in cursive with a quill pen. Every time you got in trouble if you were short you had to 
put your nose in a circle that was really high up, and if you were tall you had to put your nose 
in a circle that was really low.

They didn’t have lunch boxes like we do now. They had a pail with a rope as a handle. Their 
lunch was left over from the night before. The food they ate was limited. They only had bis-
cuits, cornbread, fruit, and vegetables they grew.

My favorite part about the trip was almost as soon as we got inside we got to do math 
problems on slate boards. It was really cool getting to experience school in 1892!

matthEW GarDNEr, GraDE 5
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Oak Hill School Jonesborough Tennessee

Have you ever wanted to time travel back into 1892 to find out what school was like back 
then? We were going to Oak Hill School to find out for ourselves. We traveled from Norton, 
Virginia to Jonesborough, Tennessee.

When we were walking to the school, the bell was going off. Then we saw Schoolmarm Miller 
.She was wearing a black skirt and a white shirt. We had to get in line shortest to tallest. The girls 
curtsied, and the boys had to bow. Then we entered the school. The desks were wood and two 
people sat in them. There was a pot belly stove in the middle of the room. The desks had inkwells.

I used slate boards and quill pens with inkwells. I used a book that was awesome. I went to 
eat my food, and we ate out of lunch pails. They’re like buckets, but there were no lunch boxes 
back then? I loved the lunch pails.

I felt really surprised. It’s like the best school I ever went to I loved it. My favorite part was 
the quill pen writing. It was cool because we had to write in cursive, and I liked the way the ink 
wrote. I liked Chester Inn because of the way the rooms looked. They had nice blankets on the 
bed and we saw old clothing on the beds, too. I liked this field trip. I wish we could go back.

aUStIN GIllIam, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School

Have you ever gone back in time to 1892 to go to school? I have, and it is very different from 
today. We had a typical day of school in 1892.

The school was very cold, and it had a chalkboard. The boys sat one side, and the girls sat 
on the other side. The school had a pot belly stove, and the desks were for two people to sit in. 
The school was a one room schoolhouse.

We did math which is called arithmetic in 1892 on the slate board. We wrote with quill pens, 
and the ink was in a hole in the desk called an ink well. We read out of the McGuffey’s reader.

We carried our lunch in a lunch pail, and we ate in the building next to the school. We ate 
food like apples and biscuits and jelly.

My favorite part was writing with the quill pens. I had a fun time at Jonesborough, Tennessee 
at the Oak Hill Schoolhouse.

JoSEPh GlISPIE, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School, 1892

Have you ever been back in time? I have! Not by a time machine, but by going on a field 
trip to Jonesborough Tennessee!
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Rrriiinngg! Schoolmarm Miller was ringing the bell for school to start. We were practically 
in the year 1892! The girls had to curtsy, and the boys had to bow. The girls had to sit on 
one side of the room, and the boys had to sit on the other side. In the classroom there was a 
potbelly stove. A potbelly stove was a big round stove that kept them warm back then. There 
were chalkboards all over the room. One of the chalk boards had arithmetic. Arithmetic is 
math. When we were in class, we had to sit up straight with our hands folded, and we had to 
sit two per desk.

Some of the activities we did were, we wrote with a quill pen. The quill pen was a goose 
feather. When the pen went dry it made a horrible scratching noise that made me shiver and 
get goosebumps. Another thing we did was arithmetic on a chalkboard with a special type of 
rock that is like chalk, but is not. Also we read a fable in the McGuffey’s reader. A fable is a 
short story with a moral.

Back then they did not have lunch boxes. They had lunch pails. Lunch pails were like can-
isters with cloth tied over it as the lid and rope as the handle. They ate biscuits and jelly and 
jerky. They would eat outside if it was warm, but if it was cold they would eat inside.

My favorite part was when we wrote with the quill pen in a copy book. I hope I get to go 
back again someday.

KENaDIE Gray, GraDE 5

Marin Greer

M my best friend is my brother Declan.
I love him so much!!!

A acoustic guitars are my favorite, and
I am learning how to play one!

R rhyming is awesome, so are you, like
My nana says “We’re too cool for school!”

I really want to be a teacher when I get
Older, and teach History.

N No dad in the WORLD is better than my
AWESOME dadda!!!!!

marIN GrEEr, GraDE 6

Nana

If you have a grandmother you probably know how special they are. That’s why I chose to 
write about mine, Semelha Hope Hart, Nana to me. She is truly wonderful!
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She had an enjoyable childhood. She rode her bike, went swimming in a swimming hole, 
made mud pies, and roller skated on concrete sidewalks. She did all of that growing up in 
Appalachian Kilbourne Avenue.

Nana’s parents were extremely strict. Her favorite relatives were her great aunt and uncle 
because they had no children of their own, so they spoiled her. Nana’s granddad would tell her 
stories about the man with the golden arm. The man with the golden arm was about a man 
who found gold and had people make him a golden arm, but someone found him and killed 
him and took his arm and the man with the golden arm is still wondering around the woods 
repeatedly saying, “Who stole my arm?” Growing up, her son which is my dad, was like a social 
butterfly. He had friends older than him and his own age. He loved to play basketball, baseball, 
and tennis.

My Nana taught school for a living. She was very good, and she taught my dad who was the 
one who told me that she was good.

Nana and I make fun crafts like, making necklaces, drawing and coloring, melting crayons 
into pictures and many more. That’s not the only things we made though. When my cousins 
and I were little, she made us wash our hands a lot, so my oldest cousin Mav called her “Soapy 
Hopey.” She wants to be remembered as a good parent and teacher. I know she will!

colIN hart, GraDE 5

Seasons

Spring is my favorite season of the year. In spring, it starts to warm up and the days are lon-
ger which I love. Spring is the time of year at which flowers grow. I love to watch flowers grow.

In summer, we go to Ohio for a week. We usually go to Coney Island which is a cool amuse-
ment park. We stay at a hotel with a lot of our family it’s awesome. Once we get back home, we 
usually play outside a lot because it’s warm in summer.

Winter is fun to build snowman, have snowball fights, and sledding. But to me it’s too cold. 
My birthday is in winter.

Fall, to me is a colorful season with the leaves falling. It looks pretty. It’s very windy in fall.
holDEN hUtchINSoN, GraDE 6

The Oak Hill School House

Have you wanted to go to 1892? My fifth grade class went to a one room school house in 
Jonesborough, Tennessee called, Oak Hill School House.

When we went in, the boys bowed, and the girls curtsied. Schoolmarm Miller had a white 
blouse, a gray shawl and black skirt. Schoolmarm Miller said when we walked in, ”You have 
entered a time warp.” The bell started to ring when we were going up to it. In the middle there 
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was a potbelly stove. The potbelly stove heated the room. There were slate boards, quill pens, 
and the McGuffey reader.

We used slate boards and did math problems on them. We wrote with quill pens. The 
quill pens were made from bird feathers. The quill pens were hard to use. I wrote my name in 
cursive. We had a McGuffey’s reader we used. The McGuffey’s reader was an old reading book.

When it was time to go to lunch, we carried our lunch in lunch pails. We made the lunch 
pails out of big vegetable cans. The food we brought were biscuits, apple butter, and beef jerky. 
In 1892, there was no cafeteria. They would eat outside when it was hot and inside when it 
was cold.

My favorite part was when we got to write with quill pens. I thought the field trip was  
very fun.

JayDa hUtchINSoN, GraDE 5

JAMAICA’S CHRISTMAS STORY

The Christmas day meal is usually prepared on Christmas Eve. The traditional Jamaica 
Christmas meal includes fresh fruits, sorrel and rum punch and meat. The Christmas day 
breakfast includes salt fish, bread fruit, fried plantains, boiled bananas, freshly squeezed fruit 
juice and tea.

Christmas is a magical time of the year. They may not get snow but you’ll find plenty of tra-
ditional and festive activities to keep the whole family entertained throughout holidays and to 
top all off, you can enjoy plenty of Christmas cheer without having to suffer the cold weather.

Children are lucky enough to have not just one weekly visit from Santa, but two plus a 
weekly snowfall children play and make stuff out of the snow. When they’re done playing in the 
snow, they go inside to have hot cocoa. They sing Christmas songs, and read Christmas stories.

On Thursday (5pm-7pm) throughout December little ones can have their photos with 
traditional Santa and on Saturdays (3pm-5pm) Santa goes islands-style with his tropical shirt 
and shorts.

chloE INGlE, GraDE 6

Oak Hill School 1892

Have you ever thought of going to 1892? Well I have, and I did. My fifth grade class visited 
Jonesborough, Tennessee. The teacher’s name was Schoolmarm Miller. When she wanted us 
to come in she rang this big bell. Then the girls had to curtsey, and the boys had to bow. Then 
we went inside. The girls sat on one side of the room, and the boys were on the other.

The room that we were sitting in was very tiny. The room had a pot belly stove.Then she 
told us to get in the desk and get the slate board. A slate board is what they called chalkboard. 
What they used to write with was not chalk, it was a rock. What we did on the slate boards 
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was arithmetic. Arithmetic is what they called math. Then we read this book called McGuffey’s 
Reader which I thought was interesting. I don’t know how to describe the story, but it was a 
good story. Then we wrote with quill pens. We used an ink well. We had to write in cursive, 
and I did not know how to write cursive.

We went to eat lunch. Instead of a lunch box, we made lunch pails. Back then, they brought 
leftovers from last night, but I just brought my usual. Here are some examples, they brought 
beef jerky and biscuit and jelly.

I really liked the one room schoolhouse, but of course it had to end sometime. I would like 
to thank Schoolmarm Miller, and who I would like to thank the most is Ms. Duncan.

KIaNa JohNSoN, GraDE 5

School in 1892

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to go to school in 1892? I will tell you. It is 
a lot different than today

We went to a school called Oak Hill School. When you walked in the girls had to curtsy, 
and the boys had to bow. The teacher’s name was Schoolmarm Miller. Schoolmarm Miller 
rang the bell when we walked in .There was a pot belly stove in the middle of the room.

My fifth grade class did some activities. We did a thing called arithmetic which was math. 
We read a book called McGuffey’s reader. We also wrote on a slate board. She gave us a little 
book, and we had to write our name in cursive.

The lunch pails were a large can like a green bean can and for our lunch we had biscuits, 
jelly, beef jerky, eggs, and regular milk. You would have to go outside to eat. You would eat on 
the grass or bench.

When I walked in, I thought it was awesome. It felt a lot different than today. It was unbe-
lievable how different it is than today, and I loved doing all the activities with my fifth grade class.

chEyENNE JoNES, GraDE 5

The Always In Time

There once was a girl who loved history. She loved everything about it. But she really loved 
Harriet Tubman. That was her hero. So now her name was Holly Tubman. Holly was called 
“The Girl Who Was Timeless.”

When she was eight years old she lost her family to an accident. They were killed by white 
people. So she started to become the girl who did not know who she was. As she got older, 
she began to find out more. But what really shocked Holly was, Holly was Harriet Tubman’s 
grand-daughter her words were “oh my, lovely, holy mushrooms.”

Then the whole world became new. Then she was a girl who was “The Girl Whose life 
turned Upside Down.” By the time she was 16, she became an author, speaker, and all time 



298 NortoN ElEmENtary School

helper. One day, she met Martin King who gave a big speech about a dream. She was so happy. 
Holly started to become more than what she thought.

One day, as she was walking home, she bumped in to Mr. Martin. And they started talking.
“Hi, little one” said Mr. King.
“Your your Mar Mart Martin King.”
“Yes, I am and who might you be.”
“Oh my name is Holly.”
“Hi, Holly! How are you?”
“I’m good!
And they keep talking on and on. Next thing you know, they were best friends. Then, when 

she was 19, on her birthday he died. She couldn’t believe it. Her heart fell to the ground. She 
was so depressed. Holly couldn’t do everything she could do. But after three years she changed.

On September 1959 Holly passed away, the whole world was sad, but like she said “It’s okay 
to be sad but don’t let it takes away your hope and dreams.

NEVaEh KarlStrom, GraDE 6

The One Room Schoolhouse in 1892

Have you ever wanted to go back in time? I have. My fifth grade class went on a field trip 
to a one room schoolhouse in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

Inside the school, it had a pot belly stove. It also had slate boards, benches, and the desk 
were two desks connected to each other. There was only one book in a desk for two people to 

share. Girls would sit on one side, and the boys 
would sit on the other side. Schoolmarm Miller 
was wearing a gray shawl, a white blouse, and 
a long black skirt. The girls would wear a dress 
with boots and a bonnet, and the boys would 
wear overalls and boots. There was a bell that 
would ring as you came in. Girls would curtsy, 
and the boys would bow as they came in.

We did activities. We wrote arithmetic 
problems on to the slate boards. We wrote our 
name in cursive with a quill pen. We read a 
McGuffey’s reader.

They would carry their food for lunch in 
a pail. They would eat fruit, vegetables, corn-
bread, and leftovers. They would eat outside 
when it was hot outside, and they would eat 
inside when it was cold outside.
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My favorite part was when we wrote with a quill pen because when you dipped it in ink, 
and it was coming out I thought it was cool when you would write. It was like writing with a 
pencil. It was fun going back in 1892 for a day.

mcKENZIE KErN, GraDE 5

Thanksgiving Break

For Thanksgiving Break I went to Ohio to spend time with my grandma. This time my 
uncle can with us this year so, the car was really crowded. When we arrived in Ohio our family 
was really excited especially my grandma.

The next day was Thanksgiving so, the night before we made the deviled eggs, Cole slaw, 
and my favorite the mac and cheese and macaroni salad. On Thanksgiving Day we had to make 
the turkey. The turkey took forever to cook to cook because the oven wouldn’t heat up properly. 
This year we had Thanksgiving at our grandma’s house.

When everybody got there, it smelt amazing with all the food in the house especially the 
ham. The desserts were amazing. I had a Yule log flavored with pumpkin spice and a red velvet 
flavored log with a cream cheese frosting. In the evening, the adults played fun board games. 
I watched old Christmas videos with my Grandma and some of the adults went bowling. Then 
we went and watched Murder on the Orient Express.

The next day was our last day in Ohio. Everybody slept in and had a big breakfast with my 
favorite scrambled eggs. After that we went Christmas shopping. I got some new boots and 
some food when we drive back home. When we got back at Grandma’s house we had some 
of the leftovers from Thanksgiving and ate some ice cream sundaes and my favorite buck eye 
which is peanut butter covered in chocolate.

The next morning we woke up early in the morning and said goodbye to everyone. My 
Grandma usually gives us gifts before we leave and this year she gave me one hundred gel pens. 
I dread when it time to go but I know that we will see everyone next year.

aBIGaIl KINSEr, GraDE 6

Thanksgiving Break at Ohio

For Thanksgiving my family and I go to Ohio to visit family! It is my favorite holiday! We 
have been going before my brother was born he is fourteen. It means a lot to me because I get 
to see my great-grandma. This year was different. We normally go to her church but this year 
not everyone came. We had it at her house.

It takes us about eight hours to nine hours to get there. On the way there we go across the 
Ohio Bridge! After that it takes us two hours to get to her house. Once we get there, we give 
hugs and get settled. My mamaw and mom go to the store and get some food and ingredients 
for Thanksgiving.
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That night we cooked for Thanksgiving because the next day is Thanksgiving! We cooked 
a couple o things that night but in the morning is when we cook most of the food. My mom, 
papaw, and mamaw got up early and start cooking. They put the turkey in the oven and start 
the potatoes, green beans, coleslaw, eggs, corn, and more I can’t name all the things we cook.

Family started coming and once we were all there, we prayed then got the food on the ta-
bles. We had turkey, ham, green beans, mashed potatoes, corn, coleslaw, eggs, cranberry jam, 
Mac and cheese, buckeyes (they are peanut butter covered in chocolate) pumpkin pie, pecan 
pie, stuffing, and red velvet cake roll. There was a kids table and adults table. They fought who 
was sitting at the adult table. Once we finished eating, we went for the seconds. After that, we 
played board games. There was this game called Ticket to Ride. You picked some cards and 
tried to get to point A to point B and get the most points. We did that all night long.

The next morning, my mom and mamaw went Christmas shopping. We just hang out at 
grandma’s house until they get home cause then I got to choose a pair of boots! We were at the 
stores very late. Then the next day family came over and we played games. That night some of 
us went too bowling. I went to the movies and watched Murder on the Orient Express.

We left the next morning. It is always so sad. Grandma always gives us a gift. One time she 
gave me a ring, doll, and more. But this year she gave my sister and I gel pens. But the best gift 
of all is the hugs I get once a year.

haNNah KINSEr, GraDE 6

The Songs

The former slaves passed songs which helped slaves in the south escape to the north.
The songs included directions through stars. Hunters waited at the path to the North to 

catch the slaves and return them back to the owner.
The songs also included directions on places to visit. Members of the Underground Railroad 

would help you with food, transportation, and more directions in song form.
If hunters were spotted by nearby places on the trail the Underground Railroad would 

warn the slaves.
In the songs, they would sing, would also let you know if there was danger on the trail.
Another way they could let you know if there was danger were quilts.
The quilts may be Blue for good and Red for bad.
If they could avoid all the dangers, they could escape to the north.

KUlP NIcK, GraDE 6

A School Day in 1892

Have you ever wondered what school was like in 1892? My fifth grade class went to Oak 
Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee. It was amazing!
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The school was small to hold first through eighth grade, but then again I don’t know how 
many kids were there. We heard that the school was originally located in Knob Creek. It was a 
one room, 38 ft. by 28 ft. with three 18 pane windows on each side. You sat on different sides 
of the room to deal with gender. The desk held two to one desk. You had to share a book. The 
desk were big though. You had to stand up to speak, but first you had to raise your hand.

I wrote on a slate board with chalk, but it did hurt my ears where it was rubbing up and 
down. I wrote with a quill pen, and I dipped it into the ink well then I was set to write. Our 
book was called McGuffey’s. We learned arithmetic which we already knew, but we learned the 
highest number in Roman numerals.

I loved eating out of a lunch pail. It was awesome! I did sneak in some not 1892 food, but 
it was a little bit. We did have to eat a bit fast because the buses were coming a bit early. It was 
cool with the cloth that covered the pail, and it might have fell off a couple of times. While on 
the bus my lunch pail kept falling off the seat that was my only problem.

At the end of the day we took two pictures. The first one we didn’t smile because they took 
school very serious back then. The second one we smiled. My favorite part was the quill pen. It ac-
tually turns out, I write better with a quill pen than a pencil. I will never forget a typical day in 1892.

BraD laNE, GraDE 5

My Home in the Mountains

The Appalachian Mountains which I call home with the pine sap smell and faith as well. 
Some say big cities is the way to go, but I love my home with friends and family nearby to call 
mine. The only amusement park is the great outdoors. Plus backyard fun is always in store. Yet 
stories of long ago arise from the mountains and the great blue skies where the eagles fly and 
listen to the music from the banjo’s home. That’s where I’ll be in the Appalachian Mountains 
making a life for me and my family!

GracIE laNE, GraDE 6

1892

Have you ever wanted to step back in time to 1892? I took a field trip back in time to Oak 
Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

The schoolmarm’s name was Schoolmarm Miller. She taught in a one room schoolhouse. It 
was white with a bell on top. The room was heated by a pot belly stove. Boys were seated on 
one side of the room, and girls were on the other. When the kids had to go to the bathroom 
they had to go to the outhouse.

I got to do many things that they would have done in the past. Such as solving arithmetic 
problems on slate boards. I practiced cursive writing using quill pens .They used one reader 
per desk. Two people were seated two per desk, and they were small.
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The kids had to eat from a lunch pail. They did not have lunch boxes like we do now. They 
had to put cloth over it to keep it hot or cold. They had to eat meat, biscuits, fruit, and water.

My favorite activity was writing with quill pens. It was fun and I got to live a day in 1892.
ray laNE, GraDE 5

The One Room School

Have you ever traveled into 1892? My class and I have, and it was so fun! First, we went 
into Oak Hill School. It was a little one room schoolhouse. As we walked in the school, 
Schoolmarm Miller rang the bell, ring-a-ling! We had to do a thing called mind your manners. 
The girls curtsied, and the boys bowed. Then Schoolmarm Miller told us, “Hello.” She wore 
a grey shawl, black skirt, and a white blouse. We walked in to see a room with rows of desks, 
none in the middle, just the left and right sides. There was the Schoolmarm’s desk and a pot 
belly stove.

As we walked to the wooden desks, the Schoolmarm told us, “You have entered a time 
warp.” We sat down and got out a book called McGuffey’s reader. She read us a page or two. 
She said to pull out our slate boards to do some arithmetic like multiplying, and then we had to 
check them. We would have to raise our hand for her to call on us, then to answer. We would 
stand up to talk. Then out came some copy books, real feathers, and ink. The ink went in a 
hole called an ink well on the desk. Our ink would not fit sadly. We wrote in cursive because it 
was easier than writing in print with quill pens. Click! It was time for pictures! First, we took 
pictures were we didn’t smile, then one were we could. The reason we didn’t smile on our first 
photo was because parents took school serious, so they didn’t smile. Then we took a second 
photo were we smiled.

It was time for lunch. We all had a lunch pail with food from home or school. Most of the 
time in the olden days, they ate outside. They use to eat sandwiches, fruit, and mostly leftovers. 
Too bad, they didn’t have the Debbie brownies back then. They make a great treat for lunch!

The field trip to 1892 at Oak Hill School was fun! All of the things make it too hard to 
choose one, but the quill pens were the best. Really, I can’t choose the second best. That’s how 
fun it was!

aKIra larGE, GraDE 5

School Then and Now

Have you ever gone to a one room schoolhouse? Well I did so let’s talk about it. The school 
was Oak Hill Schoolhouse in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

When I first got there they rang a bell and it was really loud. When I entered the school-
house I saw a potbelly stove sitting in the middle of the room. In the 1800’s the potbelly stove 
was used to heat the school. In our school at Norton Elementary and Middle, we have electric 
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heat and air. I also saw the desk on each side of the room, it was big enough for two people 
to sit at one desk. If you had to use the restroom, you would have to go outside and use the 
outhouse. I am really glad that we have inside toilets today.

When it was time to do our arithmetic problems, we used a slate board to write our prob-
lems on, Arithmetic is a fancy word for math. We also used a reading book call the McGuffey’s 
Advanced Reader. The McGuffey’s reader is a lot like our Reading books that we use in school 
today. If the schoolmarm called on you to answer a question you had to stand up to answer 
the question. In the 1800’s they didn’t have pencils like we have today, they used quill pens. 
Quill pens were made out of a goose feather. It was easier to use if you wrote in cursive with 
it instead of print.

When it was time for lunch, we carried our lunch in a lunch pail that was made out of veg-
etable cans. The lunch pails looked a lot different compared to our lunch boxes that we carry. 
In our lunch we took beef jerky, biscuits, apple butter, and jelly. These were common foods that 
boys and girls would take in their lunch in the 1800’s. We ate our lunch inside that day, but we 
learned that if it was sunny outside that they would also eat outside.

My favorite thing about the field trip was getting to bring my lunch in a lunch pail. It was 
pretty neat that my Mamaw also helped with providing the lunch pails from the cafeteria. I am 
glad I was able to go on this field trip, and see what school used to be like.

coNNor laWSoN, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School in 1892

Do you wish you could travel back in time to 1892? Well I have been on a field trip to 
Jonesborough, Tennessee. We went to a one room schoolhouse. It was white and had a big 
bell on top of it. Schoolmarm Miller rang the bell as I went in. The girls had to curtsy, and the 
boys bowed.

When I went in the school, we had to sit in rows. It was old, and the school was little. It 
had a pot belly stove in the middle of the school. If you went to school in that time, you would 
have to stand up when you were talking. We got to write on slate boards. We read out of the 
McGuffey’s reader, and there was two people per seat.

If you got in trouble, they would draw a circle and if you were short they would draw a 
circle that was tall, and you had to put your nose in it. If you were tall they would draw it at 
the bottom.

We had to use a lunch pail, and I carried beef jerky, apple and a cheese stick. They would 
take anything they grew in the garden.

My favorite part was when we got to write with a quill pen. Oak Hill School was a fun 
field trip, but also it was an experience to me. One day I wish I could go back in time to the 
Oak Hill School.

DaVID lEE, GraDE 5
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The Time Traveling School Bus

Have you ever ridden a time traveling school bus? On October 17th of 2017 all of fifth 
grade did! We put on our jackets and headed to the patio and with a hiss, the time traveling 
school bus rolled up. When we got there we set down our lunches inside the Jonesborough 
Visitor Center & a lady walked in and explained what we were going to do. First, we were going 
to walk to the Chester Inn Museum. It was about a ten or fifteen minute walk.

We heard cars zooming past, and occasionally we would hear a utility truck slowly going by. 
When we arrived, the lady told us some facts about the Chester Inn. We then went on a tour 
around the museum, and we had a scavenger hunt where we had to go to all three floors to 
find everything. We left the museum and started walking to the Oak Hill School House like a 
flock of birds migrating south. When we got to the school house the schoolmarm was waiting 
for us. All the boys bowed to Schoolmarm Miller, and the girls curtsied. All we did was seven 
arithmetic problems and two or three stories. Also, the school was like a one room schoolhouse 
from 1892. The boys were on one side, and the girls on the other.

The activities were awesome! My favorite was a scavenger hunt in the Chester Inn Museum. 
We were in groups and the objective was, to go around the building finding facts, use the facts, 
and answer the question. The second floor we looked for items and same with the third. The 
den on the second floor had all sorts of old timey furniture.

Our lunches that we laid down weren’t lunch boxes but lunch pails. Lunch pails are basi-
cally buckets that you put your lunch in. Mine had a peanut butter & jelly sandwich and string 
cheese. Foods they probably ate back then were an apple, some carrots, basically anything they 
could find on their farm. They would also take biscuits or cornbread from dinner the day 
before.

What I felt when we went to the school house was “Wow”! Everything we did was making 
me burst with joy. Every second was a new adventure. Every minute was enchanting. Everything 
was wonderful, and to those who worked so hard for this to happen, thank you so much.

lUcaS lEWIS, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School House Field Trip

Have you ever gone through a time machine to go back to the past in 1892? Well, I have. My 
classmates and I went to Oak Hill School house in Jonesborough, Tennessee on October 17, 
1892.

The school is smaller than our school. It’s a white school house with wooden stairs. When 
we got there the schoolmarm was ringing the school bell. As we entered, the girls curtsied to 
the schoolmarm, and the boys bowed to the schoolmarm. The schoolmarm was dressed very 
different compared to my teacher. She wore a gray shawl and a long black skirt with a white 
blouse. The school house inside had a long wooden deck. The boy’s side was separate from the 
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girls. When we got seated in pairs of two, the schoolmarm closed the door and said, ”You just 
entered a time warp.”

First, the schoolmarm told us to stand up and say the Pledge. The Pledge was a bit different. 
The flag was also different compared to our flag. Then, we sat down and did Math also known 
as arithmetic on slate boards. A slate board is like hard board, and we used chalk and wrote 
on the slate, I also learned that a pot belly stove was the only thing to keep us warm in winter. 
Then, we read a book in pairs of two. I think we read from a McGuffey Reader. Once we were 
done, the schoolmarm handed out a small book, quill pens, and quill ink. We put the quill 
feather in the quill ink and opened our small book. We dipped our quill pens in the ink and 
wrote in cursive. When we were done with our school work, we went outside to take a picture. 
The first picture we couldn’t smile because back then school was taken very seriously by the 
parents, but on the second picture we could smile.

When we were done, we went back to a building next to the Oak Hill School house to eat 
lunch. Long ago, there were no lunchboxes, so they brought lunch pails. They brought water, 
juice they made, biscuits, butter, honey, jelly or jam, and cheese. That was delicious.

I think my favorite part was when the schoolmarm wanted us to write in cursive with quill 
pens and quill ink. That was very fun! I  like experiences with new things! My feeling about 
Oak Hill School house was amazing. I think it was the best to be able to compare between 
our school and an 1892 school. Thank you my teacher who took us to Oak Hill School house.

JINXI lIN, GraDE 5

The Field Trip

Have you ever wanted to travel back in 
time? Well I have. I went to Oak Hill School 
in 1892. It was a typical day at school. When 
we got there, girls were in a line, and boys 
were in a line. It was a very old school. There 
was a teacher, and her name was Schoolmarm 
Miller. She was ringing the bell. Ding Dong! 
Ding Dong! It was time for class. We went to 
the school, and the girls curtsied, and the boys 
bowed to Schoolmarm Miller as we entered 
the school.

When we went in, there were about four-
teen seats and fourteen desks that seated 
two people to a seat. There was one desk for 
Schoolmarm Miller. She was dressed in a long 
black skirt, a white button up blouse, and a 
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gray shawl. When you sat down at the desk, you were sitting straight up with feet on the 
floor. You did not sit your feet in the seat at all. Your hands were crossed at all times unless 
you were doing work. For light they had lanterns and windows, and that was all the light they 
had. She had a chalkboard, and when she called roll you said, “Present” instead of “Here.” The 
pledge was different back in 1892. They did not have a bathroom in the school. There was 
an outhouse. To keep the kids and teacher warm, they had a potbelly stove in the middle of 
the room. In 1892, the girls wore bonnets, long skirts, aprons, and boots, and the boys wore 
overalls and boots.

A few of the activities that we did was to write in cursive with a quill pen. We used an actual 
goose feather in these little books they gave us. We also had a McGuffey’s reader in our desk. 
Two people shared a book, and we read a fable. When Schoolmarm Miller asked a question, 
and you knew the answer you would raise your hand and wait to be noticed. When she called 
on you, you would stand up and answer the question and sit back down. I answered a question, 
and then another student stood up and answered an arithmetic question. On the slate boards, 
we did arithmetic. A boy and his friend answered the question together. It was addition and 
subtraction problems.

After that, it was time for lunch. We carried our lunch in pails. It had rope that we carried 
it with, and a piece of cloth so bugs would not get into your food. The food was beef jerky, 
biscuits, jelly, jam, and deer meat.

Over all, I think that it was a good field trip. I would love to back if I could. My favorite 
part would be writing on the slate board. It was very fun, and I really loved it. I also enjoyed 
reading the fable. I will never forget this typical day of school in 1892. It was very fun, and 
I will never forget it.

BrooKE loUDEN, GraDE 5

My Favorite Sports

My favorite sport is basketball because it is fun and it takes hard work. Basketball is easy. It 
is a group sport. You can nail three pointers and you could hit a game winning shot.

My most favorite part about it is when we win. I like to play teams that are not that hard, 
but not that easy. When we play big people, we lose and when we play small people, we win.

I like to play a lot of basketball. I  like going to practice because we scrimmage and that’s 
fun! We run to get in shape. We do layups and we shoot free throws. We go over plays so we 
can get batter.

My favorite team is Golden State warriors. I like them because they are a good team and 
they can go undefeated.

I like their colors. They play good against the Cleveland Cavaliers. My favorite player is 
Stephen Curry. I like him because he is a good player and he can make deep threes and half 
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court shots. The best part about the finals is when Golden State Warriors play Cleveland 
Cavaliers.

mIGUEl maDrIGal, GraDE 6

Veterans

Veterans made us free
But they paid the biggest fee
The stripes of red
Are to represent the blood they bled
When we fled they stay and fought
We helped when there were shot
And they still withstood
There is nothing we could do or give to repay them now or then
So we dedicate this day to every Veteran

Veterans who fought for us
Even when times were hard
To earn our freedom
Entering the battle with no fear
Rarely did they run from battle
Always kept fighting
Never gave up
So we give this day to them

Noah maNSUr, GraDE 6

The Trip to Jonesborough Tennessee

Ding! Ding! That’s what I heard as I walked to Oak Hill School. Have you ever heard of 
Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee? Have you ever wondered what it was like back 
in 1892 to go to school?

Oak Hill School house was a one room schoolhouse in 1892. The school had a pot belly 
stove and two people sat In one desk and shared a book called a McGuffey’s reader. Two people 
had to share an ink well. You used a quill pen to write instead of a regular pencil. They called 
math arithmetic. You also had to write cursive.

I carried my lunch pail. Back in 1892, they would bring beef jerky or leftover food from 
home. If you wanted to answer a question you had to raise your hand to be noticed and stand 
up to answer. If you weren’t working you sat from shortest to tallest and the grades were first 
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to eighth grade. The teacher did the first grade work first. While the first grade kids worked 
the other grades read McGuffey’s reader.

I loved the field trip where it was like we were really back in 1892.
raNDy mathENa, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School

Have you ever experienced school in 1892? Well I have. I walked up the stairs as the bell 
rang. Schoolmarm Miller greeted us. Boys bowed to her, and girls curtsied. Schoolmarm 
Miller had on a long black skirt with a gray shawl and a blouse.

I walked in and sat in a desk, and it was way different than the desks these days. You shared 
with one other person and you wrote with tiny pieces of chalk on a slate board. We used quill 
pens just like in the olden days. We wrote in cursive. We also did some math problems. When 
we raised our hands, we had to stand beside our desks and say what our answer was.

When we went to lunch, we had metal buckets which were our lunch boxes. You could 
bring things like apples, bananas and biscuits. We ate in the visitor’s center. I ate some bananas 
and apples, and I drank some chocolate milk. The kids in the olden days would either eat out-
side if it was warm and not raining, and if it was cold and raining then they would eat inside.

I personally thought that it was cool. My thoughts are that I liked the school the most. I like 
the school mostly because I’ve always wanted to live in the olden days. I like to dig and work. 
It might sound crazy, but I do.

lUcaS mcclaIN, GraDE 5

Field Trip

Have you ever wanted to go back in time to 1892? I have traveled back in time to 1892 to 
Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

The school was way different than our school. If you were a boy you had to bow to 
Schoolmarm Miller, and if you were a girl you had to curtsy. It was a one room schoolhouse. 
Inside I saw a pot belly stove, a picture of George Washington, and twenty, two person desk. 
Schoolmarm Miller was not dressed like your normal teacher today. She wore an old timey 
long skirt and a white blouse.

Inside we did math on slate boards. Then we read in a McGuffey’s reader. Then before we 
left, we wrote in cursive with quill pens.

Then we went to the Chester Inn. Our tour guide told us about some of the history of the 
Chester Inn. Then we did a scavenger hunt, and my partner was Micah Ball. Then we went 
up stairs and watched a little movie about the Chester Inn. Then we went up to the last floor 
and we learned about that floor’s history. Then we went to lunch and we had these metal lunch 
pails that we had our lunch in. Back then their lunch consisted of water, beef jerky, and more 
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meats. After lunch we traveled back to school. That was an awesome field trip. It was so cool 
that I got to see things from 1892. This is a field trip I will never forget.

BrayloN mccoNNEll, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School Jonesborough, Tennessee

Have you ever thought of what it looked like in 1892, and most of all what they wore? Fifth 
grade went on a field trip to Jonesborough, Tennessee. We went to the Oak Hill School which 
was a one room schoolhouse in 1892. It was amazing! We also met Schoolmarm Miller. She 
wore a white shirt tucked into her long black skirt. We had to get in line shortest to tallest.

The first thing at school was girls had to curtsy, and boys had to bow. On the top of the 
schoolhouse was the bell that was rung to start school. On the inside was black paint for a 
chalkboard and arithmetic problems were written on it. We sat two to a desk. In the middle of 
the room, was a potbelly stove. Schoolmarm Miller said, “You are in a time warp.” She told us 
it was grades first through eighth in the one room school.

We did arithmetic on slate boards, and we read in a little McGuffey’s reader. We wrote with 
quill pens in a copybook in cursive. I  like that I could write in cursive. There were inkwells 
on the desk. The readers were old and interesting for the reader. The quill pens were goose 
feathers. The pledge was different from ours today.

They had lunch pails in 1892. The pails were buckets with rope as a handle. We carried 
lunch pails on our field trip. Their lunch was different back then than now. There choices for 
lunch were jelly biscuits, sausage, carrots, and apples.

My favorite part was the schoolhouse. I  felt like it was that feeling that you can feel like 
you fit into 1892.

SaVaNNa mcGraW, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School Field Trip

Have you ever wondered what school was like in 1892? I found out when I went to Oak 
Hill School. First, the school bell rang to get to school. Then the girls had to curtsy, and the 
boys had to bow. Then the boys and the girls had to find their seat.

The first thing I noticed when I got in the school was how dark it was. A pot belly stove 
in the middle of the room to heat the room up. There were four rows of wooden desks. The 
teacher’s name was Schoolmarm Miller.

The first activity we did was the Pledge which was different. We did arithmetic with a slate 
board. We wrote cursive with a quill pen which was a real goose feather. We read a book called 
McGuffey’s reader.

The kids back then ate outside if it was warm enough, but my class ate at a visitor center. 
We brought a lunch pail to put our food in like they did in 1892. I had beef jerky, cheese stick, 
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peanut butter and jelly sandwich, and I drank a Capri-Sun. The kids back then ate beef jerky, 
cornbread, and biscuit and jelly.

I enjoyed this field trip because I felt like I was actually a student at Oak Hill School in 
1892. It was awesome to write on a slate board and write with a quill pen. My experience at 
Oak Hill School was awesome.

KaNE mEaDE, GraDE 5

The Best Field Trip

How would you like to go back in time? My friends and I in my fifth grade class went back 
in time to 1892. My teacher was school Marm Miller. The school was Oak Hill Schoolhouse 
in Jonesborough, Tennessee. School Marm Miller said, “we entered a time warp back to the 
1800’s.” No one smiled because school was supposed to be taken serious.

Ring! The bell was ringing and it was time to go into the schoolhouse. It looked like a 
church on the outside. Two kids sat at a desk. We had to sit with our hands crossed and 
our backs strait. Girls entered first. Grades first through eighth grade would be in one room. 
Younger students would sit in the front. There was a big potbelly stove in the middle of the 
room and it was used to heat the schoolhouse.

They used slate boards to write on instead of writing on paper. One of our lessons that day 
was an arithmetic (math) lesson. We used the McGuffey’s reader for a Reading lesson. We also 
got to practice writing with a quill pen. We found out that a quill pen worked better when you 
wrote in cursive. Each desk had an ink well and we had to share it with our neighbor.

When it was time for lunch we carried it in a lunch pail. You had to eat food from the 
1800’s. For example, we had biscuits, apple butter, and grape jelly. These were some of the 
most common food to take in your lunch. We ate inside the schoolhouse, and it was really neat.

My favorite part was when I wrote in cursive with the quill pen. I am glad I was able to go 
back in time and experience how it was like in 1892.

BrylEE mEaDE, GraDE 5

Welcome To the One Room School House in Jonesborough Tennessee

Have you ever wanted to go back in time? Well, if you do let me take you to a typical school 
day in 1892. Now we are in Jonesborough, Tennessee. Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong! Oh! Do you 
hear that? Schoolmarm Miller is ringing the school bell that means we need to go to school! 
“Welcome to Oak Hill School,’’ Schoolmarm Miller said. I  curtsied to Schoolmarm Miller, 
and then I entered the school.

When I got in the school I was overwhelmed! The school itself looked like a church. Fun 
Fact, most one room schools were churches too! What I found Interesting is that the desks 
could hold two people! I sat with my best friend. The desks were made out of wood. Another 
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thing about the desks, there was a hole in the top middle and that was the ink well. That’s 
where your bottle of ink went! The walls inside the school were medium green. They also had 
a picture of George Washington at the top of the chalk board and right in the middle of the 
room was a pot belly stove. If you sat in front of the stove you would be really warm, and if you 
sat away from the stove you would be really cold, Burr!

We did some awesome activities during our school day! First, we did some arithmetic 
(math) on our slate boards. We did some addition problems, some subtraction problems, and 
we also did multiplication problems. Then we checked them. When Schoolmarm Miller called 
on you, you had to stand up then speak. Next, we read some in the McGuffey reader. Each 
desk of two people had to share a book. Last, we wrote in our copybook in cursive. Cursive 
was pretty hard for me, but I managed to get through it.

After we visited the school, we ate lunch. We brought our lunch in lunch pails. I packed two 
biscuits, a Slim Jim, some ham, and an apple. The food I packed was so delicious!

I had so much fun at Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee! My favorite part about 
it was when we wrote with a quill pen! I really hope we get to go to another one room school!

JorDaN mooNEy, GraDE 5
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Back in Time

Have you ever been to a school that is very old and was used back in 1892? I have. I went on a 
field trip to a one room school. We got there and walked to the school. The boys bowed and the 
girls curtsied. We all sat down, and the schoolmarm talked about how we entered a time warp.

The boys sat on one side, and the girls sat on the other. It had an old chalkboard and desks 
that could fit two people. The schoolmarm was wearing a shawl and a blouse. The schoolmarm 
talked to us for a while about how school used to be.

We had a book on our desk and she told us to open it to a certain page. She read it for a 
while and then she told us to get out our slate boards. We did some math problems on our slate 
boards. Then she passed out quill pens to all of us. We also got an ink well.

We practiced writing with our quill pens. We went outside to get a picture. We didn’t 
smile because back then they took school seriously. We also went to eat lunch out of our 
lunch pails.

I actually felt like it was 1892. One of my favorite parts was when we wrote with quill pens. 
My second favorite part was when we wrote on slate boards. It was an awesome field trip.

JoNah mUllINS, GraDE 5

Oak Hill School House

Have you ever wanted to live in 1892? We visited Oak Hill School, and we saw how it was 
in 1892. The whole fifth grade went to Jonesborough, Tennessee, last October to see what it 
would be like in 1892. We met Schoolmarm Miller. She had brown hair, and she wore a shawl. 
As we walked in the school, we had to curtsy to her.

We had to sit with boys on one side and girls on the other side. There was a potbelly stove 
in the middle of the room. It was so little in there, but the desks were big. Two people could 
sit at each desk. We had a great time with them at Jonesborough.

We wrote with quill pens and we wrote in cursive. The ink did not wash out of your clothes. 
We had pictures taken. For one picture we did not smile, and for the other picture we did smile. 
We did math problems on a slate board, and we wrote with chalk. We sat with our feet still and 
our hands crossed, and when we answered something we had to stand up and say the answer.

We took lunch pails to Jonesborough, Tennessee, and I took easy things to eat like apples, 
cheez-its, and string cheese. We made our lunch pails with a big can and a string.

It was a long drive, but it was worth it. I’ll always remember writing with quill pens because 
they made a scratching sound, and it hurt my ears. I’m glad we don’t have to use them anymore. 
It was a fun trip!

JorDaN mUllINS, GraDE 5
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My Poem

Just keep smiling
Obsessed with clean hands
Smile more
Has a four-wheeler
Use treats to teach my dog tricks
Always watching YouTube
Person of joy
Eats a lot
Thinks about life
Enjoys a lot of pizza
Rick and Morty watcher
Sometimes I play with my dogs

JoShUa PEtErS, GraDE 6

My Vacation

Every year I have a vacation from school and every year I go to North Carolina to visit my 
dad. We go to South Carolina to the beach. When I do go, it’s very warm and totally sunny. My 
favorite food to eat there is chicken yellow rice. Boat riding in the evening is so calm. My dad 
and I love to fish, swim, and spend time together. That’s why when I go on vacation to North 
Carolina it’s to spend time with my dad.

At the beach last year we got in the water and it was near the big dock where people fish.
There was a shark that swam right beside us. I ran out of the water and got on the sand. When 
it got dark we stayed in a hotel and it had a pool. Me and my dad walked on the beach at night 
but we didn’t get in the water.

When we came back from the beach me and my dad went to my cousin’s got him and went 
to this kid place where you learned science and stuff like that. When we came back home, 
I could play the V.R. it is where you put this glasses things on and it feels like you are in the 
game. One time I put a game in the wrong case and we took it back to the store because we 
only had it for a day and I put the wrong game in the case but we got it back. Then I came back 
to Norton because school was starting back

araBElla PEttUS, GraDE 6

My Christmas Traditions

Chimney
Holiday
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Reindeer
Igloo
Santa Clause
Tinsel
Mistletoe
Angel
Sleigh

We go to my nana’s house in Clintwood every Christmas Eve. When we get there we eat. 
She cooks really well. Later on, when everyone’s done, we open presents. When everyone’s 
done opening gifts, we clean up which is always tiring. When we get done cleaning up, we go 
to sleep.

The next morning, we go back home. When we get home, we play games, watch television, 
and watch a Christmas Story. That is one of my favorite Christmas movies. When we’re watch-
ing the movie we open a present and it’s always pajamas. Then we go to bed.

The next morning, we get up really early to open presents. It goes youngest to oldest then 
oldest to youngest. We are always happy for what we get. When we’re done opening our pres-
ents and cleaning up, we go back to sleep for awhile.

When we wake up, we start cooking. One of my favorite foods for Christmas is ham. 
When we’re all done cooking, some other relatives come over. When everyone is done, we 
open more presents. It’s usually money. When everyone is tired, they start to leave. My aunt 
and mamaw stays the longest. Then they leave a half hour later. These are my Christmas 
Traditions.

taylor PhIPPS, GraDE 6

Chris

Creative, unique
Play, football, basketball
Happy, excited, fun, nice

Potter

Bubble Gum

Sweet, pink
Unwrap, chew, blow

Tasty, good, sweet, great
Machine

chrIS PottEr, GraDE 6
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NEW BEGINNINGS

One of my family’s new traditions is that we have to go to St.Jude in Memphis, TN because 
I was diagnosed with Undifferentiated Embroynal Sarcoma of the liver (which is a very rare 
type of cancer like one in a million!) and I had to have 7 rounds of chemo and 24 rounds of 
radiation. But I kicked its butt so. I have to go to Memphis every 3 months to make sure it did 
not come back. Other than that, we go eat barbeque, Gus’s Fried chicken, or my mom picks 
some were good! Then we usually go celebrate because I got good scans. Then we either go to 
Bass Pro shop in the pyramid or go to the arcade. Then we go eat dessert and go to the hotel. 
The next day we go home .So that’s my family’s new tradition.

harPEr PottEr, GraDE 6

Jacob’s Acrostic

Jolly
Always happy
Caring for others
Ordinary 6th grader
Bring smiles to people’s face
Parents are Sabrina and Owen
On the go all the time
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When somebody ask me who is my 
favorite football team I say New 
York Giants
Even though I’m only 12 I can still 
do everything an adult can do
Running is good for you
Sand is fun to play in

JacoB PoWErS, GraDE 6

Appalachian Heritage Day

Appalachian Heritage Day was a lot of fun! 
We learned about miners tools and how they 
worked. We got to hold some of them. I got to 
teach kindergarten, third grade, and fifth grade 
how to play jacks.

We went into the gym for different stations. 
The first station I went to has always been my 

favorite, woodcarving. Every year the man who works there does a raffle, and you get a wooden 
ring. He talks about how he makes furniture and he showed us how he makes the furniture 
and the wooden rings.

The next station I went to was another woodcarving station. The man there was talking 
to me about how one wood carved dog was fifty dollars! There was another woodcarving of a 
golfer with a Tennessee bag. That cost one hundred and twenty dollars! I thought it was a very 
fun day overall even if I didn’t get that dog! Hopefully next year I can!

DEStINy PrUItt, GraDE 6

Appalachian Heritage Day

Friday, October 27, 2017 was Heritage Day. First we got to go to the gym. There was a lady 
that makes wooden baskets, a man that makes stuff out of wood then there was another guy 
that that does the same thing but he paints them and creates characters from Disney and other 
cartoons. There was another girl that makes churned butter and another girl that makes blankets.

Later on we got to make hippy wallets. All you have to do is get wood the size you want your 
wallet to be, then get the color of ribbon you want ant then you need small nails. You can paint 
the wood whatever color you want. You can add stickers to it or you can add a drawing to it.

Then we got to go outside and stir fresh apple butter. After we all got to stir it we got to try 
fresh apple juice with that we got to put apples in a machine made out of wood and a blade. 
There was a huge bowl at the bottom that had all the crushed apples. Then we went to the fire 
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with 1st graders my brothers and my mom were there too. A few minutes later a few people 
and I had to go teach the 4th and 5th grade how to play jacks. I thought it was fun but some 
of the 4th graders had trouble learning.

hoPE PrUItt, GraDE 6

Appalachian Heritage Day

What I Learned On Appalachian Heritage Day

On Appalachian Heritage Day, I kind of did a lot. What I did, is I got to see some people 
quilting with a quilting pen (or whatever they make quilts out of ), I learned that cloth (some, 
but not all cloth) can actually be put into this thing called a loom, and I also learned about the 
history of coal mining, from the 1900s (the start of the 20th century, in other words) to the 
present. That’s some very interesting stuff I learned about!

What I Did on Appalachian Heritage Day

I did a few things that seemed a lot of fun on Appalachian Heritage Day. I did the things with 
the marbles (that was my favorite part, but we will go more in depth on it in the end) I also went 
to the Company Store, and learned about how ironing clothes was like back in the day. You just 
had to continuously and continuously go get some heat from a fire. Now, you could just plug your 
iron in, make sure you have water (it really doesn’t matter whether you have hot or cold) and go.
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My Favorite Part

I really enjoyed the marbles, because I just thought it might have seemed entertaining, and 
fun. This was the best school day ever!! I wonder what to expect out of Appalachian Heritage 
Day in the future!

cartEr ramEy, GraDE 6

Oak Hill School

Have you ever been taught in an 1892 one room school? I have. We stood outside the school, 
and our Schoolmarm Miller rang the bell as we entered Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, 
Tennessee.

The boys entered in one line, and the girls would curtsey, and the boys bowed to Schoolmarm 
Miller. When we got inside, there were two rows of benches and tables. Girls would sit in one 
row and boys in the other. We would sit with one person, and there was a big potbelly stove 
right in the center of the room.

We used chalk on the slate board to do arithmetic. We also used quill pens and an ink 
well to get ink on the quill pen. We were taught cursive using quill pens, and we read stories 
and learned roman numerals in McGuffey’s reader. Schoolmarm Miller would put arithmetic 
problems on a big chalkboard on the wall. Then we would raise our hands. When she called 
someone, they would stand up and answer the problem.

When we ate lunch, we had a lunch pail. I had biscuits and jelly which was in mine. It was 
lunch time. We had cornbread, biscuits, and peanut butter. We had to carry our lunch in lunch 
pails with a covering on the top.

I really liked being taught in Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee. It was fun and 
really different from what I am used to. It was a long day, and it was different because we had 
to sit with posture. Math was called arithmetic, and when someone raised their hand they 
would have to stand when they got called on to speak. This was definitely a fun experience, 
and I would love to do this again!

ayDEN rING, GraDE 5

Grandma Dorothy

My grandma Dorothy which is the wisest and smartest in the family told me a lot of what 
her childhood was like. She said that when she was eight, she finally learned how to sew blan-
kets, doll clothes, and dresses for church.

She also liked to play games, like checkers, tag, and her favorite hide and go seek. The rea-
son she liked it so much was because she would win. It didn’t matter where she hid she would 
still win. Every single time her brothers were so mad because when she won they had to pay 
her one quarter.
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Her family loved to cook and so did she. On rainy, ugly days they would bake a lot. Before 
dinner started, she would help her mom make these different sweets like cheesecake, cookies, 
and her favorite mint ice cream. I don’t know why she loves it, but I think it’s gross.

My nanny loves cooking and trying new foods. Her favorite dinner and lunch is crab and 
crab cakes. I don’t know why, but she loves it. That’s the only thing she wants for dinner, and 
I don’t understand. Where she’s from there is a lot of seafood places so you should get use to 
it, especially when you’re down the road from one.

Another thing she said was her school was called Our Lady of Mt. Carmel. That’s in Baltimore, 
Maryland which is ten hours away from where I live. So it’s always fun visiting her where she lives. 
One time when we were there she took us to the Chesapeake Bay. She went swimming there every 
summer with her family. I love going to visit every summer, holiday, and birthday with our Nanny.

SoPhIa SEElIG, GraDE 5

My Life

Hi my name is Maciana Dream Sensabaugh, I’m 12 years old. I have 3 parents their names 
are Jade, Tina, Boo (Glenwood).

My parents got divorced when I was about 5. So I got to live with them both for a little bit. 
When I was 6, I got to live with my dad’s mom.

Then my dad met this girl named Tina. They went on a few dates before we got to meet her. 
She is a very beautiful girl one day in the car my dad told us that they were getting married.

I was so excited. So we had a small wedding. Then we moved in with her. Now she is my 
stepmom. I love her so much. We have two dogs named MJ and Halo. Now I have a good life 
and I’m thankful.

macI SENSaBaUGh, GraDE 6

The Best Grandma

My grandma, Freda Sensabaugh, lived in Clinch Cove, Virginia. She had five brothers and 
one sister and a dog named Brownie. She had very good manners and went to church.

She had very good parents. Her dad worked in the coal mines. Instead of calling her Freda, 
he called her K. Her mom loved to dress fancy. They were both great Christians.

She told me a story about her dog. She said one day she moved and had to leave her dog. 
So, they moved from Clinch Cove to Tacoma and the dog followed them. They were so excited!

She told me a few songs that her mom used to sing to her. One was ‘’Jesus Loves Me,” ‘’This 
Little Light of Mine,” and ‘’Glory Glory.”

Her and my grandpa had two kids and with her previous husband six. She now lives in 
Norton, Virginia and is seventy-four years old. She is the best grandma in the world.

rEhGaN SENSaBaUGh, GraDE 5
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Positive Message

Share your smile to the world
Eye of the tiger
Reach your destiny
If it can be dreamed it can be achieved
All dreams are possible
Home is where your heart is

Smile all the time
Every day is a new day
Never say never
Smile every day, not just a day
Always believe in yourself
Be your own self
All you need to do, is to be confident, and it will be achieved
Ur amazing; don’t let anybody tell you you’re not
Girl power
Happiness is the key

SErIah SENSaBaUGh, GraDE 6

Appalachian Heritage Day

Today was the best day ever! Appalachian Heritage Day. The first thing I did was learn how 
to quilt The worker explained how to quilt; and how many layers and she said you want to 
make sure the string goes through all of the layers. She showed me an example after she told 
me all that information then I gave it a shot and I did surprisingly well. Although I poked my 
finger three times! It was still fun.

Then I learned about coal mining and how young they were and a bunch of other stuff that 
they had to use. They had to start when they were teens. And they had these birds in cages. If 
the air was bad, then the bird would fall over dead and they knew they had to get out. After 
that the man that was at that station showed us how the helmets have changed over the years. 
There was one helmet it was so little and instead of using a light it used a candle. Then he 
showed us a bunch of other fun tools..He let us pass them around. They were so cool!

After that I learned how to play marbles. Some of my friends were teaching me how to play. 
It was sort of easy. The part that was hard was shooting it .You had to put it in between your 
thumb and pointy finger. It was hard for me. But it was still really fun. There were groups of 
three per a game. I was in a group with Jaqan and Neavah. It was so fun!
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Making wallets was so fun. We had some of the 7th graders come and show us how to put 
it together. I never got to take mine home because the person I had helping me broke mine 
when she was hammering in some nails. But that’s ok. It was still fun.

Making apple butter was so fun they already had it mixing and they just let us grab the 
thing to stir with. It was a big stick. Then, at the same booth, we put apples in a little crusher 
and we twisted something and they crushed the apples. Then we tried some apple cider. It was 
so good.

We went to story time. It was so fun, as well. We had this very nice lady come. She sang 
some songs and she told us some really fun stories. She didn’t read a book though to tell us, she 
said by remembering them. That was cool! I wouldn’t be able to remember them.

The company store was my favorite. We listened to a song. Then the lady working told us 
stuff about how much miners would get paid. They didn’t get paid real money. They got paid 
company store money that they could only use in the company store. After we learned about 
that, we got to go in the little display of the company store that they had setup. After that we 
went to the hallway and looked at a bunch of pictures hanging out side. We had a paper that 
had descriptions of a picture and the pictures were numbered and we had to try to match them.

That was the end of the day and it was so fun. I hope we do it again next year.
maDISoN SErGENt, GraDE 6

Welcome to a Back in Time Field Trip

Did you ever think time travel was impossible? Well … you’re wrong. My fifth grade didn’t 
actually go back in time, but we went to an old school house, and we pretended that we went 
to school in 1892. Come on, I’ll tell you a few things we did.

It was old and made of wood, and on the top was a big bell that she rang when it was time 
for school. The bathroom was an outhouse! Good thing I didn’t have to use the bathroom. On 
the inside, there was wooden desks and two people had to sit at each desk. In front, there was 
something called a pot belly stove. We didn’t actually use it, but it was used to warm up the 
room. On the desks, we had something called an ink well that was used for the quill pens. On 
the inside of the desk, there was a McGuffey’s reader and a slate board. If you are wondering 
what a slate board is, it’s what they used instead of paper. The teacher’s name was Schoolmarm 
Miller, and when the girls came in they had to curtsey, and the boys had to bow.

We did math on the slate boards. We also took out a McGuffey’s reader and started reading, 
and we had to share with the person next to us. After that we wrote with the quill pens in cursive.

The lunch was good. Instead of lunchboxes, we used pails with bandanas on the top that 
had a piece of string tied around the top. We used a big vegetable can which is what they used 
for lunch. They used to have salted meat and a biscuit and maybe some jelly. My favorite part 
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was probably writing with the quill pen. I had a lot of fun with eating the lunch, and writing 
with the quill pen in cursive, and doing math on the slate board. Going back in time is fun. 
You should try it some time.

EDEN Shortt, GraDE 5

GRANDPARENTS

POP AM

On a Saturday, April 9, 1977 it She was concerned if he
was a beautiful sunny day. It would show up. She loved
was 80 degrees. her dress. She was pretty

excited.

They went to Kingsport on They rode to Kingsport in
their honeymoon. a black Pontiac.

They ate their wedding dinner at Ate at Bonanza after the
Bonanza. After their dinner, they wedding, and then they
watched Rocky One. watched Rocky One.

He was scared and nervous but She was happy but sad
happy. because her dad wasn’t

there to walk her down
the aisle.

They stayed at the Tennessee Motor They stayed at the
Lodge. Tennessee Motor Lodge.
First time they slept on a water bed. First time they slept on a

water bed.

They have been married for 41 years. They have been
married for 41 years.

cartEr StIDham, GraDE 5

MY GRANDMA’S CHICKEN AND DUMPLINGS

Something I’ve enjoyed for many years is my grandma’s chicken and dumpling. This is a 
recipe she has been making for a long time, and it’s super simple. She taught my mom how to 
make it and my mom taught me.

My mom’s favorite thing to cook chicken and dumplings in is a crockpot. There’s nothing 
like the slow cooking process that blends all the flavors together. It keeps the chicken tender 
and it is less of a fuss. You can even buy liners, so the cleanup is easy.

What you will need:

• 2 cans of small biscuits
• 3 to 4 boneless skinless chicken breasts
• 1 can of cream of chicken soup
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• 1 can of cream of celery soup
• 1 can of chicken broth
• Water
• All-purpose flour
• Milk
• Salt
• Pepper

In a crockpot space the chicken breasts. Cover with water cook on high for four hours or 
until no longer pink. Remove chicken and set to the side. Add the cream of celery, cream of 
chicken, and chick broth to the crockpot and stir. Shred chicken and add the soup mixtures. 
While the soups are cooking together, open the cans of biscuits and cut each biscuit in half. 
Roll the biscuits in flour and carefully place on top of the chicken and soup mixture making 
sure not to press the biscuits down into the liquid. Let the biscuits cook for one hour and 
then stir mixing all the ingredients together. In a separate bowl add about two tablespoons of 
flour and just enough milk to make a runny paste and add it to the chicken and dumplings. 
Cook for about 20 minutes. If the soup is still thin, repeat the flour and milk process until the 
soup reaches the desired thickness. Add salt and pepper to taste. Spoon into bowls and enjoy.

KaylEIGh StIDham, GraDE 6

My Mamaw

Have you ever asked your grandparent about their early life? I did. My grandmother is Sherry 
Hamilton. She is a very sweet woman. She has 
two dogs named Baby and Molly. I  am going 
to tell you what I learned about her childhood.

Her mom’s name was Lula Sturgill. This was 
my great grandmother and I actually met her. 
I called her Gran-Gran. She was always work-
ing. She washed clothes in a wringer washer, 
and fixed breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Her dad 
worked in the garden and walked to the store.

When she first started kindergarten, she 
was nervous, so they let her quit. The next year 
came around, and she was in first grade. She 
cried and cried, but her dad was there every step 
of the way to push her on. When she was seven 
years old, she got her first bike. She had five sis-
ters and two brothers. She is the baby out of all 
of them. Their source of heat was a buck stove.
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Her favorite relatives were her nephew Eddie. She diapered him at the age of five. Her 
favorite relatives were her niece Rhonda and her other niece Jakie.

This is the way she would like to be remembered. That she had a good heart, and that she 
was sweet. She is a very sweet woman. She would do anything for you at any time of day.

BrooKlyN StoVEr, GraDE 5

A Lot of Awesome Alliteration With Willy

Willy went to get wet in Wise pool. When Willy got to wise pool what was the wet place 
was closed.

Willy was unhappy. ‘This is wacky!’ Willy said. Willy went to lifeguard Tina’s house next 
Tuesday when Tina was eating tuna. ‘Well what’s wrong Willy?’ Tina said to Willy while wor-
ried waiting for Willy to answer. ‘How much time would it take for the pool to open Tina?’ 
Willy wailed out. ‘Well Willy it will happen but we need to wait for the new waterslide’ Tina 
told him. “A new waterslide!’ Willy wailed out loud. ‘Yes the slide should come in Saturday or 
Sunday.’ Tina finished talking

After a few days it came in early on Friday. ‘Wow!’ Willy said. Willy waited then went to the 
new waterslide on Wednesday. When Willy went to it, he slid all Wednesday.

I guess Willy did have a good time at wet Wise pool that Wednesday! The End.
DaVID StUrGIll, GraDE 6

Veterans

Veterans are very important. If we did not have veterans, we would not be here where we 
are right now

My great uncle was a veteran in Vietnam. He was a gunner in a helicopter. There were so 
many people who died in a war so we could have our freedom from Britain, end slavery, and 
stop Hitler from ruling the world

Do you know why we sing the pledge of allegiance? So we can sing our love of freedom 
that the veterans have blessed us with “(I pledge allegiance to the flag to the united states of 
America and to the republic for which it stands, one Nation under God, with liberty and 
justice for all.)

Veterans
Everyone
Together
Entire
Riot
America
Nation

GaVIN StUrGIll, GraDE 6
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The Trip to Jonesborough Tennessee

Have you ever been back in time? Well I did, on a field trip with my class to experience the 
year 1892. I went to Oakhill School in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

Inside the school, there was a pot belly stove in the middle of the classroom. The desks were 
huge. There would be two to a seat. The younger kids were in the front, and the older kids 
were in the back. When we walked to the school the bell rang. There was a schoolmarm, and 
her name was Schoolmarm Miller.

We wrote in cursive with a quill pen. We wrote with chalk on a slate board. We read a 
book called the McGuffey’s reader. We did math on the slate boards. Back in 1892, they called 
math arithmetic. The math was not hard, but it was not easy. When the quill pen had no ink 
it screeched, and it hurt my ears.

We made a lunch pails to carry our food and water in. I had a biscuit with apple butter and 
grapes. To drink I had water. In 1892, you had to eat leftovers from the night before. In 1892, 
if it was warm they ate outside, but if it was cold they ate inside.

My favorite part was when we wrote cursive with quill pens in the copy book. I wish I could 
go there again one day.

hayDEN StUrGIll, GraDE 5

Where I go on Vacation

In the summer I usually go to North Carolina with my aunt. Normally it’s a long ride over 
there. But occasionally I don’t like long rides. But about half way there, we usually stop at a gas 
station or a fast food restaurant. It’s depending which one was close to.

Then, when we arrive in North Carolina, we stop to go get my cousin from her dad’s house. 
Then we go to my aunt’s house. When we get there, we usually get something to eat and take 
a shower and get settled it for the night

Then, when I woke up, there is usually breakfast waiting on me. Then we will go somewhere 
fun like hiking, swimming, or just jump. I stay there for like a week or two. And we usually 
go-back-to-school shopping. Then, when the week is over we go back home.

KElSEy StUrGIll, GraDE 6

The Old Times in School

Have you wanted to go back in time and see what it was like in school? Well today I can 
tell you what it was like. I went on a field trip to Oak Hill School to experience what it was 
like in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

The school was just one room, and it had eight grades. The teacher’s name was Schoolmarm 
Miller. She was very nice. She rang the bell for school, so you knew it was time for school. 
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There was a pot belly stove in the middle of the room. People had to sit two to a desk, and you 
had to share a book too.

We read McGuffey’s reader, and it had poems and short stories in it. We did arithmetic 
(math) on little slate boards. The chalk was these rocks that looked very cool, and they were 
very soft. We wrote with quill pens on copy books. All of us had to write in cursive.

We carried our lunch in a lunch pail. A lunch pail is a bucket with cloth on top of it. Back 
then, they ate biscuits and jelly with anything that their family grew. I ate biscuits and jelly 
with an apple.

My favorite part was when we did arithmetic (math). I love math! I wonder what it would 
be like if back then was now. If I lived back then I would be good, so I would not get hit with 
a ruler. I will never forget this field trip because it was such a good experience in 1892.

KylEE StUrGIll, GraDE 5

The Best Field Trip

Have you ever been back in time? Well I have and it wasn’t by a time machine, but riding 
on a school bus to Jonesborough, Tennessee. I can’t wait to tell you about it.

When I got there the schoolmarm was ringing the bell. When we entered the school build-
ing, we entered from shortest to tallest. We learned the reason we did this was because the 
younger kids would always enter first and the older kids would enter last. The first thing I saw 
in the schoolhouse was the potbelly stove. The stove kept the building warm in the winter time. 
When we started to sit down, the girls sat on one side while the boys would sit on the other. 
Two people would sit at one desk. If you needed to use the bathroom you would have to go 
outside to the outhouse.

When it was time to do an arithmetic assignment we used slate boards to write on. We 
used a McGuffey’s Reader which is sort of like a reading book that we use today in school. If 
you wanted to answer a question from the school marm, you had to stand up to answer it. We 
also got to write with quill pens which were made out of a goose feather. It was much easier to 
write in cursive than it was to write in print with the quill pens. We had to share an ink well 
with our desk buddy.

When it was time for lunch we carried our lunch in a lunch pail. The things that were 
popular to bring in your lunch in the 1800’s were biscuits, apple butter, jelly, and sometime 
beef jerky. We ate lunch inside of the schoolhouse. It was different because in school today we 
eat lunch in the cafeteria. I am really thankful that I get to eat lunch in the cafeteria every day 
at school.

My favorite part of the day was that we got to do math on the slate boards. That was my 
favorite part because we got to write with a little stone. I am glad I was able to go on this field 
trip because it was really fun.

DylaN StUrGIll, GraDE 5
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Appalachia Football Highlights in Bulldog History

Appalachia football is built on toughness. Proudly wearing the plain blue helmets and yel-
low pants of the Appalachia Bulldogs, many greats have stepped onto the muddy surface of 
Riggs Field.

Among these greats is legendary player and Coach Tom Turner. Turner was a powerhouse 
for the Bulldogs in 1971, leading them to their first-ever state championship, in which the 
Dawgs defeated Madison County 24–0.

Yet, that was not Turner’s best game of the season. In Appalachia’s opener against Saltville, 
Turner had 11 tackles alone in the first quarter. The Bulldogs won 40–14.

After high school, Turner attended Virginia Tech, where he played linebacker and defensive 
lineman. However, injuries would end his college football career. He returned home to coach 
at Appalachia.

As a coach, Turner won three state championships, in ’94, ’96 and ’97. Those teams included 
his son, Travis Turner, and his main receiver, Jamie Jessee. Tom Turner died in 2006.

After his career in high school football for the Bulldogs, Travis Turner went on to play D1 
college football at Western Kentucky as middle linebacker. Travis Turner would then return 
home to become head coach of the Powell Valley Vikings and later the Union Bears.

Another great who wore the Bulldogs uniform was famous running back Edd Clark. Clark 
set multiple records for his school and the state. His 6’ 1”, 200-pound stature was meant to 
be used for blocking and running the ball. You can ask John I  Burton’s corner back Jimmy 
Fawbush.

In a regular season game in 1968, on a punt, Clark explained in later interviews that he was 
playing short because he knew Burton’s punter wasn’t that good. In his later accounts, Fawbush 
recalled thinking the same. Fawbush went into his lane, but then cut across the field into a 
different lane causing him to get out of his regular position. Fawbush said he had planned to 
plant Clark with a good tackle, but realized the ball went over Clark’s head. Then Clark became 
the first blocker for the Bulldogs, and Fawbush became the first Raider in Bulldog territory. 
Fawbush then found himself laying paralyzed on the field. He remembers EMS personnel 
taking him off the field and to the hospital. Fawbush told his parents he would be OK and 
would be back in the game on the very next play.

Sadly, however, Fawbush would never play football again. After 19 months in the hospital, 
he returned to Burton High School to finish high school, then went on to college. Fawbush 
became a sixth-grade math teacher.

Clark went on to sign with Purdue, but his college career there ended due to poor grades. 
He then went on to Appalachian State University, but had the same problem there. Clark was 
so good that even after not playing collegiate football, the Washington Redskins offered him 
a tryout. It came down to him and future all-pro running back Mike Thomas. Thomas was 
chosen.
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Clark died on Easter Sunday in 1986 while vacationing in Florida. He was at Boynton 
Beach when a strong undertow caused some children in the ocean to become endangered. 
Without regard for his own safety, Clark rushed into the water and pulled two children 
to safety. He headed back and attempted to rescue a third child, but drowned in the 
process.

IaN tatE, GraDE 6 WIth PaUla cUlBErtSoN

The Old Schoolhouse

Have you ever been to a school in 1892? Well I have. I was able to go to Oak Hill Schoolhouse 
in Jonesborough, Tennessee. I want to share what I saw and learned when I was there.

The school was really old. Grades first through eighth grade went. All grades were in the 
same room. Two people sat at one desk together, and it only had one chair. You had to stand 
up straight when the teacher would call you by name. When you entered the building, you 
had to bow. We got to use a Quill pen and practice writing in cursive. The quill pen was 
made out of goose feathers. We also used slate boards to write on when we did our math 
lesson.

For lunch we had a lunch pail. We brought water, apple butter, and peanut butter, and jelly 
sandwiches in them. It was really good, and I enjoyed eating at the school.

It was fun, and I liked it so much. I am going back later on in my life. My favorite part was 
lunch. It was fun to eat from a lunch pail.

aShtoN taylor, GraDE 5

Traveling Back In 1892

I wonder how I go back in time. I  found out on a field trip to Jonesborough, Tennessee. 
I attended Oak Hill School as if it was a typical day in 1892.

Guess what happened when we were walking to the school house? We heard a huge bell 
ring. I think I jumped when I heard it. In the middle of the school house was a big pot belly 
stove they called it. The desks were like benches with a little table in front of it. Guess where 
they used the bathroom? In an outhouse! I couldn’t do that.

Next, we wrote with a quill pen. It was awesome because we wrote with a quill pen in cur-
sive in a little tiny book. Then we got a slate board out of our desk. We did math problems on 
the slate boards. Next, we got a reading book out of our desk. It was so little it did not look 
like our reading book now.

Last, we had lunch. We brought a lunch pail to hold our lunches. In 1892, the children went 
outside if it was sunny, and when it was rainy or snowing outside, the children went inside to 
eat lunch.
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It was so awesome at Oak Hill School House. It was very different to everybody. I think we 
learned a lot about the past. I am going to tell everybody about this place. I think I should go 
back to this school because it was a very exciting field trip.

haIlEy thomPSoN, GraDE 5

Going Back To 1892

Have you ever traveled back in time or wanted to go back to 1892? Well, I had the chance 
to. It all started with my trip to Jonesborough, Tennessee at Oak Hill School.

Inside the school, there was a potbelly stove in the middle of the floor to get heat. There 
also was a slate board in the desk and a McGuffey’s reader. The story we read was called a fable. 
When you got in trouble you had a big circle up high if you were short, and if you were tall you 
had a low circle to put your nose in. When we were walking in, Schoolmarm Miller was ringing 
the bell. When we walked in the girls curtsied, and the boys bowed to Schoolmarm Miller.

When we were in class, we wrote on a slate board for arithmetic with a special type of rock. 
For reading, we read in a McGuffey’s reader. We wrote in a copy book with a quill pen in cur-
sive.There was a hole in the desk to put the ink jar. It was called an ink well.

We took our lunch in lunch pails to carry our food in because they didn’t have fancy lunch-
boxes. In their lunch pails, they took jelly biscuits, meats, berries, and dried fruit.

My favorite part was when we wrote with a quill pen in the copy book in cursive. I think it 
was cool because the feather was made out of a goose feather. I will never forget the experience 
of a typical school day in 1892!!!

PrESlEy VaNWINKlE, GraDE 5

An 1892 Visit

Do you wish you could visit 1892? I have, and the teacher’s name was Schoolmarm Miller. 
She was so different than your teacher today. She was wearing a shawl, blouse, and a long skirt, 
and she wasn’t wearing an identification badge like teachers today.

Well, the school building was okay, and everything in it .They called it arithmetic instead of 
math, but don’t forget reading. Their reading book was called McGuffey’s reader, and they had 
to write in cursive with a quill pen. If you don’t know what a quill pen is, it is a goose feather 
and you would dip it in an inkwell.

We also used slate boards and quill pens with little notebooks we got to use. I got to write 
my name in cursive. One nice little fact is that Thomas Jefferson wrote the whole Declaration 
of independence with a quill pen. I carried my lunch in a metal or tin lunch pail with a rope and 
a sheet of cloth. Out of all the food, we had beef jerky and a jelly biscuit and smoked vegetables. 
They would eat outside if it was warm. If it was cold, they would eat inside.
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My favorite part was the activities. Out of all the activities, I liked the quill pens the best, 
just because writing in cursive is something I had never experienced before.

coNNor WalKEr, GraDE 5

My Family Tradition

A family tradition my family and I have is if we see a dog to the street, we check to see if 
it has a collar. And if it doesn’t we take it home and feed it and take care of it. You probably 
are saying that you do that too, but we pick up every dog, no matter what it is. We picked up 
a German shepherd puppy once and kept it. We take them to the animal shelter most of the 
time. I love all animals.

One time we saved a miniature pincher and my dad didn’t like it. He said it was too loud. 
We had to get rid of him because my dog kept barking at him. I really liked him. I named him 
Tornado because he was very destructive. I really do miss him.

DaKota WEllS, GraDE 6

Oak Hill School

My fifth grade class went to Jonesborough, Tennessee to see what school was like in 1892. 
When we got there we went to the school. We got to go in, and we had to greet the schoolmarm.

The boys had to bow, and the girls had to curtsey. It was called mind your manners.
Some of the activities we did were using a slate board and chalk and writing with a quill 

pen. On our desks, we had an ink well to hold our ink.
The boys had to sit on one side, and the girls had to sit on the other. We got to take a 

picture. We could not smile because they took school seriously, and on the second picture we 
could smile.

Some things in the school house were a pot belly stove, some windows, and the walls were 
painted green. We packed our lunch in a lunch pail. The food they took was biscuits and jam 
and raw vegetables. The trip was very fascinating.

IaN WEllS, GraDE 5

Christmas Break

Over Christmas break I got to watch television, play, sleep, eat, and get ready for Christmas 
Eve and Christmas!

On Christmas Eve, we got up went and got dressed. Then I went to my mamma’s that live 
beside me. We ate lunch, opened presents, and spent time with them. After that, we all went 
to the house and freshened up to go to my nannies that lives in Couburn.
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When we got there, everybody was still cooking. We helped cook and everything was 
done at 4:00 clock. We prayed over the food and then everyone dug in. Then everyone ate 
desert.

After everyone was done, we cleaned up the table and went into the living room and gath-
ered in a circle and opened there presents the present was for my cushion John’s girl-friend and 
it was from him, he did a cavern search through the house, at the end of it he had her back in 
the living room and she was looking at the tree and my aunt told her to turn around and my 
cushion John was on his knee and asked her to married him. ‘’She said YES’’.

Then by the time it was over, we left at 9:00 clock, went home opened one present and 
went to bed.

The next morning it was Christmas. We ate breakfast, went to the living room and opened 
all our presents. Then the rest of the time we just play with our new stuff.

ISaBElla WIllIamS, GraDE 6

School in 1892

Ring, ring, ring is what I  heard as I  approached Oak Hill School. Oak Hill School is a 
school in 1892 that my fifth grade class visited on a field trip. Schoolmarm Miller greeted us at 
the door .As we entered, the girls had to curtsy and the boys had to bow. Schoolmarm Miller 
was dressed in a white blouse and a gray knitted shawl. She also wore a long black skirt. She 
had brown wavy shoulder length hair.

Oak Hill School sort of looked like an old church. The outside of the school was white. The 
inside of the school was green and black. There were desks on the left side for the girls and on 
the right side for the boys. Each desk seated two people. Along the walls there were also one 
seat desks. In the middle of the school was a pot belly stove to warm up the school. In front 
of the desks was a bench where the little kids sat. In front of the bench was the teacher’s desk. 
Behind her desk was a chalkboard that said 1892 Oak Hill School, Jonesborough, Tennessee, 
and it also listed the alphabet lower case and upper case in cursive. In the left corner was the 
dunce hat where the naughty kids sat. In the right corner was the library. There was a picture 
of George Washington above the chalkboard.

An activity that we did was writing on slate boards. Slate boards were mini chalkboards 
with chalk. On the slate board we did arithmetic which is another word for math. We also 
wrote with quill pens. In the middle of our desks was the inkwell for our quill pens. We got 
little books to write in. Some of the things we had to write was our names, the date, and the 
name of the school. We also read in our McGuffey’s reader. They are little books that have 
stories. At the end of the day, we took pictures in front of the school as a class. The first picture 
nobody could smile because they took school very seriously in 1892, but the second one you 
could smile.
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At the end of the school day was lunch 
time. We brought our lunches in metal pails, 
with a cloth top, and rope handle. For lunch, 
we brought biscuits, apples, jerky, and butter 
were some of the things we could bring.

The field trip was really cool. My favorite 
part was writing with quill pens. The school 
was very different from school today, but over-
all it was one of my favorite field trips of all 
time.

mIa WIllIamS, GraDE 5

A Day at Oak Hill School in 1892

Did you know that there is an old Time 
school called Oak Hill School in Jonesborough, 
Tennessee? My fifth grade class went there. It 
was a school day in 1892.

Oak Hill School was a very tight fit. Before our class walked in, the girls curtsied, and the 
boys bowed to Schoolmarm Miller. She was way nicer than I thought. I thought she was going 
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to be strict. The schoolmarm was wearing a white blouse, a gray shawl, and a long black skirt. 
Inside the school, there were two people to a desk. I sat beside Hailey Thompson, and we done 
arithmetic problems like subtracting, long division, and multiplying.

We also wrote with quill pens, and used slate boards too. The slate boards we used to do arith-
metic on. The quill pens were very hard to write with in my opinion. We dipped the goose feather in 
the ink and started to write practicing cursive writing. I liked the slate boards. They were easier to use.

Back in that time period, they used a bucket type thing to carry their lunch in. We used one 
too. I couldn’t fit everything in it because it was kind of small. Back then in their lunch, they 
packed things like a biscuit, jelly, and apples.

Honestly, I thought that I wasn’t going to like it, but I had a good time. My favorite part 
was the school building. It was a great experience. The only thing I didn’t like was that instead 
of a stall they had outhouses, but I didn’t have to use it.

NEma WIllIamS, GraDE 5

Back To The Past

Ring, Ring! Have you ever heard a bell sound welcoming you to school? Maybe not, but 
back in 1892 that’s what happened. It’s time to go back in time to 1892 and go to Oak Hill 
School a one room school house in Jonesborough, Tennessee.

There are a lot of changes from school in 1892 to 2018. The one that stood out the most 
was that it was only one room. These days we can’t fit one grade in one room. I can’t imagine 
eight. To heat the room you have to use a pot belly stove. There were two people at a desk and 
you’d have to share a McGuffey’s reading book. If you’re wondering what the bathroom was 
called, well it was called an outhouse, and you used it outside. One change that really stood 
out was that you had to curtsy if you were a girl and bow if you were a boy. In 1892, that was 
called giving your manners to your schoolmarm.

Some of the things they used back then, we don’t even know what they are. Some of the 
tools are a slate board, quill pen, and McGuffey’s reader. Slate boards are really like small 
chalkboards. The reason that they’re hard is because the chalk was really small, and the boards 
are too. In 1892, they called math arithmetic. That’s what we did on the slate boards. The quill 
pens were pretty cool, but were not easy to use. First off, you had to dip it in ink all the time, 
and it made a really weird sound that gave me chills. You also had to write in cursive, and I’m 
not good at cursive. The readers are different from what our reading books are now. They’re 
smaller and have more stories, and you had to share with the other person at your desk.

Lunch in 1892 was different from lunch now. First, you had to hold your food in a lunch 
pail and put cloth over it. The food was different too. There were no lunchables or stores to 
buy Little Debbie’s. You had your leftovers from last night’s dinner like a biscuit, cheese, beef 
and other things too. You ate outside on warm days, and you ate inside on cold days. We don’t 
even eat outside on warm days.
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I thought the whole trip was fun, but my favorite part was just being at the school house 
and knowing what it was like in 1892. I would say I  like school better today, because more 
space, and it’s not that strict as 1892. Now you can say that you have been to school in 1892. 
Now ask yourself. Do you like school then or now?

Sarah WIllIamS, GraDE 5
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I Am From

I am from my Mom
 From 11 years old
I am from St. Charles Elementary
 From 5th Grade
I am from chasing my dog
 From playing sports
I am from my favorite subjects
 From reading and math
I am from a Christmas tradition
 From a new home
I am from Jewell Webb
 From a new tradition

chrIStIaN aDamS, GraDE 5

My Dad

On May 6, 1970, the world was blessed with my dad. His name was Richard Scott Adams. 
He was born on Big Hill in Pennington Gap, Virginia. My dad was one of the most important 
people in my life.
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When my dad was ten he had something very interesting happen to him. He was swinging 
in an apple tree, well, the branch broke. He fell from the branch, he was about fifty feet in the 
air, an amazingly the only injury he received was a broken arm. When he told his mom(my 
grandmother), she really did not believe him. When he finally went to the hospital, the tissue 
in his bone had grown back together. So, the unthinkable thing happened, the doctor’s had to 
re-break his arm. I bet that hurt!

Later in his life, my dad married my mom, they got married in June. They were very happy, 
but a few years later they became even happier, because they were blessed with me! My dad 
held me very tight. He loved me more than anything.

A few years later, my dad joined the Army. My mom was sad, she missed him very much. 
I did not understand really, because I was only three at the time. My dad finally came home, 
my mom was so happy, she cried tears of joy.

Later mom and I moved out, I do not know why, I was only five at the time. I did get to 
visit him almost every weekend.

Then when I was eight my mom received a phone call that change my life. Mom and I were 
in the living room, playing a game. We got a call from one of my dad’s friends, as mom talked 
to the person on the other end of the line, she began to cry and left the room.

I finally decided to go in and check on her and see what was happening. She hugged me very 
tightly, and gently whispered in my ear….your dad died.

I pushed away from her, ran out of the room to my bedroom, locked the door, and cried and 
cried for what felt like hours. I was so heartbroken. That was two years ago, all of the holidays 
are very hard. My birthday is worst of all.

A few months ago, I  received a surprise in the mail. When I  opened it, I  did not know 
what to think. It was a letter from the President of the United States thanking MY dad for his 
service. The most shocking part was that it was even signed by the president himself. I cherish 
this letter today.

These are a few of the most interesting facts about my dad, I was very glad to share them 
with you. He is still one of the most important people in my life.

EVa aDamS, GraDE 5

My Amazing Mom

My mom is the best! My mom’s name is Crystal. She has straight brown hair with a few 
bits of shorter grey hair, not very short just a little short. Please don’t tell her that I told you 
she has grey hair! She is 5.3 feet tall. She may be shorter than others but she makes up for it 
with her big heart, and the way she takes care of people, by being a nurse.

My mom married Keith Berry (my dad) in 2004. She used to work at the Cancer Center 
in Norton. She is now a nurse for Dr. Litton at Litton Family Medical Center in Pennington 
Gap, Virginia.
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My mom is an amazing woman. There are several reasons that I love my mom. She takes 
very good care of me. She helps people by ordering medicine for them. My mother is nice to 
everyone she meets and sees at the doctor’s office.

My mom’s favorite flower is a tulip. She really likes animals, and would like to have a dog, 
but….my dad does not want one. Her favorite drink is Diet Sunkist, and her favorite hobby 
is playing Mario Kart.

These are just a few of the reasons that I admire my mother and why she is an amazing 
woman!

KaSEy BErry, GraDE 5

I Am From

I am from Virginia
 From the mountains
I am from my family
 From Lynn Bryant and Tammy Bryant
I am from St. Charles
 From rainy and hot
I am from eating tacos
 From sweet tea
I am from outside
 From riding my bike and swimming

alEX BryaNt, GraDE 5

Christmas With My Family

I would like to tell you about a special day I spend with my loving family.
First, I wake my mom up and run to the living room with excitement. Then, I wait anxiously
for my mom to start videoing. I open my red, plump stocking, it is filled with sweet candy 

and sparkling jewelry. Now, I can start opening my presents.
After the presents are open, and the room is filled with shreds of colorful wrapping paper, 

we go to my loving grandmother’s house. There we see my uncle Mickey.
Then, we go to my aunt Nakisha’s house. She cares about me very much. We share 

Christmas dinner with my aunt, two uncles, and my two cousins, Lauren and Noah. After 
we have finished the delicious meal, we exchange gifts with everyone. We always enjoy and 
appreciate our gifts.

I hope you enjoyed hearing about my family’s traditions. Our Christmas traditions are very 
important in our lives, because everyone has different ones and they are special to their family.

BaylEE BUtINa, GraDE 4
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My Cat James

I have one of the coolest cats in the world! He is cool because he is one crazy cat! He likes to 
fight with his sister Penny and then they both take a nap. He is super hyper when he is fighting 
with Penny. Sometimes when we are watching TV, James likes to just sit there and stare at it. 
His favorite food is Meow Mix Tender Centers.

James’ eyes are a blonde-brown color. He also has blonde and dark blonde fur. James is 
extremely heavy, short, but also strong. He is very fluffy.

James is an extremely fat cat, when he was little he could fit under a door, not now, because 
he is a BIG cat.

I love James and am very glad that he is my pet.
tylEr ByINGtoN, GraDE 4

I Am From

I am from Pennington Gap
 From going to school at St. Charles Elementary
I am from riding four wheelers
 From playing xbox 360
I am from riding in the mud
I am from helping my grandpa
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 From helping with the groceries
I am from playing with my dog
 From hanging around with my friends
I am from playing basketball
I am from raising the American Flag
 From being proud
I am from going to people’s houses
 From going to the movies with my brother
I am from smiling, laughing and giggling

JacoB calhoUN, GraDE 5

A Very Special Woman

I have a very special woman in my life, her name is Diana. She is my wonderful Mamaw. She 
was born in 1959, and raised in Chicago. She has beautiful brown eyes and wavy brown hair.

She has been married for thirty three years to my Papaw Walter, or as all the grandkids 
call him, Pee-Wee. She has two children, my mom Honey, and my aunt Shanna. She has been 
blessed with ten grandkids.

Mamaw is in a wheelchair. She had to have her leg amputated due to a bad infection she got 
during a knee replacement surgery. I helped her when she was not able to do things for herself.

The reason my mamaw is a special woman to me is because she does not ever give up!
KElSEE collINS, GraDE 4

I Am From

I am from mom and dad
 From Katie and Dustin
I am from papaw and mamaw
I am from a big family
 From 4 sister and no brothers
I am from living in Virginia
 From living in Ewing
I am from riding ATVs
 From loving the mountains
I am from eating beef jerky
 From drinking Coke
I am from watching birds
 From enjoying the farm life

JoNathaN coVINGtoN, GraDE 5
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My Wonderful Mom

I would like to tell you about my wonderful mom, Nancy. She grew up in Ages, Kentucky. 
A little hollow close to Evarts, Kentucky. I also used to live there when I was 6 years old.

When my mom was young, she had fun and laughed all the time. She had a cabinet TV, 
that is a TV that sits on the floor. She was a saint to her dad, but not to her mom. She was 
her dad’s pick growing up, but my aunt was her mother’s pick. My mom was a sneaky kid, and 
when she got caught, she would get in trouble. My wonderful mother is so fun.

My mom got a dog when she was nine, she named him Cheby. Cheby got her name because 
she is the color of Cheby. My mom loved her dog and would have done anything for him.

EmIly coX, GraDE 4
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My First Camping Trip At Cave Springs

Phew! It was a bright sunny day in summer, it was also very hot and humid. We were pack-
ing to go camping at Cave Springs. I was so excited, because it was my first ever camping trip! 
So, we needed to get prepared, a trip to the store! We went to Save-A-Lot to get the supplies. 
We purchased marshmallows to roast, and hot dogs to munch on.

We searched for the perfect spot, and after checking out several spots, we found a spot that 
was awesome! We parked our car, unpacked all of our gear. Then we began to set up our tent 
and get our campsite ready for our big adventure. We began our journey by walking around 
the surroundings to see what types of activities were available for us while we were staying in 
the park.

We decided to take a break, and rested a bit. Then it was time for swimming, we put on 
our bathing suits, and went down to the mouth of the cave, to the swimming hole. I was the 
only one brave enough to get in, because where the water is at the end of the cave, it is freezing! 
(Even on a sunny, hot and humid day). We did find a place of warm water, and we rinsed off 
there.

After swimming we were starving, swimming always makes me hungry. So, we prepared to 
eat. We had one of the best meals, cooking out in the open.

We decided to walk off some of our dinner, so we walked up the trail that went all the 
way to the top of the mountain. We rested a little and took time to enjoy all the beauty that 
surrounded us.

The tent gave me a new experience, sleeping on a bed of rocks! Also, in the middle of the 
night about three o’clock we started to hear wolves howling. That was really scary! Talk about 
new experiences.

For the next excitement we woke up at five o’clock and we heard something in the plastic 
of the bread, and the chips bag rattling. We had forgot to put them up. We were to scared to 
look and see what it was.

Finally daylight! We cleaned up, drove around the beautiful surroundings, paid for our stay, 
and left to go back home.

I was glad to be back home in my own bed, with no wild animals, except my own dog. All 
in all it was a great experience for my first camping trip.

Emma EWING, GraDE 5

My Favorite Pets

I have had many pets in my life. I would like to share some stories of a few of the pets that 
I have owned and loved.

My first pet was a bulldog, his name was Max. Max was lazy, but also nice. He kept my 
brother, Blake, my sister, Remington, and me safe. A few years ago Max ran away, and we were 
sad. I like to remember the good times that my family and I shared with Max.
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My next pet was a German Shepherd named Rambo. Rambo was very interesting because 
he used to be a police dog. My step dad was a policeman and Rambo was his dog at work. 
When my step dad retired, he got to bring Rambo home and he became our dog. He died in 
his sleep. We were sad, but he did live a good and interesting life.

Then came Zeus, he was also a German Shepherd. He was not very nice, so we did not get 
to play with him very much. Since he was not a very good pet, we gave him to the police. He 
is still a police dog today.

My other pet is a dog named Duke. He is a coon dog, and he was given to us as a gift. He 
was really tiny when we got him, but he grew to be bigger than any dog that we have ever had.

I have another dog named Thunder. He is also a coon dog. Sometimes he is even a good 
hunter, he treed a cat once!

Next is Chico, he is also a dog. He has a brother named Smokey. He chases deer, but only 
when he sees or smells them.

Rover is my next dog. We found her on the side of the road. She got trapped in a beaver 
trap one time. I had one last dog, my dad named him. His name is Poopie, that is all I will say 
about that! I wanted to name him Brownie.

As you can tell, I have had many dogs as pets, but I have had other animals too.
I have a donkey, it’s name is Buttercup. She snorts, just like a hog. It’s very weird to hear her. 

She kills stuff, like rabbits, bobcats, and coyotes. She just looks at it, gives no warning, and then 
runs and kicks it. She also runs does and bucks out of the fields, she leaves the fawns alone, though.

Lastly, I have one cat, his name is Oscar. His favorite toy is a laser. He loves to chase it. He 
ran away last year, and I was very sad.

I have had several pets throughout the years. My favorite pet of them all was Duke. He was 
my favorite, because he was the one we raised since he was a puppy.

aIDEN FlEmING, GraDE 4

My Mom

My mom is very special to me. My mom’s name is Summer, she was named for the season. 
My mother has two other children besides me, Conner and Carter. She loves us all very much. 
My mother is thirty two years old. My mother used to work at Pizza Plus.

One of the greatest things I like about my mom is that she buys me whatever I want. I really  
like it when she lets me to talk to my dad on the phone. She always buys me stuff for 
Valentine’s Day. My mom loves to take me shopping. My mom loves to help me with my 
homework and I  really enjoy spending time with her when we do this. She tells me any-
thing I want to know. My mother feeds me when I am hungry. My mom’s favorite car is an 
Equinox.

My mom loves us so much and gives us hugs and kisses.
alElya FrEEmaN, GraDE 4



346 St. charlES ElEmENtary School

Grady 2003–2017

There are many types of dogs in the world, 
but I am glad there was Grady. Grady was a 
mix breed, he was a Yorkiepoo. A Yorkiepoo 
is a Yorkshire Terrier and a Poodle mix. He 
looked JUST like Toto from the Wizard 
of Oz! Grady was a very a small dog, he 
weighed only four pounds.His fur was wavy 
and soft. Grady was an old dog, and he was 
cute. He had grey and beige on his legs.

When I  was born, my family already 
owned Grady. Grady was important to me 
for several reasons. I  loved Grady because 
he was there for me when I was down. He 
was very protective over me and barked at 
strangers. He slept with me, and went most 
places that I went. One of his favorite places 
to go was our lake house in Tennessee. He 
always knew when we were going because 
mom would pack her red bag and he would 
hop up on it. He was ready to go!

Grady was a pampered pet! He loved to lay in front of the fireplace, or on the deck in the 
sun. Every chance he got he liked to lay on the couch. He LOVED to get his belly scratched. 
He loved to eat chicken. One thing he DID not like was a B-A-T-H! We would spell out the 
word bath and he would hide under the bed.

June 1, 2017, about 6:00 am, Mom let Grady out to use the restroom. She came back in 
about 10 minutes later, and Grady was missing.

Although Grady is gone I still like to remember the good memories that Grady and I shared 
together.

GaVIN GalloWay, GraDE 4

My Kitten Cat

My kitten is cute. Her name is Cally. We play together in the house and the backyard. It 
is fun. She is my baby girl. I do not have Cally anymore, but my mommy got me another kit-
ten, her name is Storm and she looks like Cally. It is cool that they look alike. My mom and 
I miss Cally, but we remember the good things about her.

GaBrIElla GarcIa, GraDE 4
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The Best People in the World

My mom and Ms. Fleenor are the best people in the world!
My mom is tall and has black hair, and green eyes, that are the color of a deep forest. She 

is always there when I want to talk. She loves plants and animals. She likes to plant things in 
the garden. She likes to grow pumpkins and colorful flowers. She has a dog name Drako. My 
mom is very nice, but strict.

Ms. Fleenor is one of my teachers. She is short, has blonde hair, and dark brown eyes. She 
is very helpful, and works with myself and another classmate. Ms. Fleenor is very nice and will 
stand up for me, if I am scared. She will also keep you in line. Ms. Fleenor likes plants and 
animals.

These are just a few of the reasons these are some of the best people on the world to me.
aBIGaIl GarrEtt, GraDE 5

My Tradition

Do you have a tradition that you do every year? I enjoy a tradition that is a little unusual, 
but really enjoyable. My tradition is going to the Monster Truck show every year.

The most exciting thing we get to do is, when we first get there we get to go buy a t-shirt, 
then go around and get all the drivers to give us their autograph.

Then get ready, get set, go! The show is on the way. The trucks race, and do big jumps. After 
the trucks are finished with their part of the show, it is time for the dirtbikes. The dirt bikes 
come out and and have a contest to see who is the best at doing tricks. The winner is chosen 
by the audience. The audience is asked to yell as loud as they can for the dirtbike driver’s name 
that they like the best. The best part of the show is when the drift racers drive through the dirt 
track . For the finale the transformer comes out, it weighs two tons, and breathes fire.

I really enjoy this tradition. I am glad that we get to go every year.
thomaS hollyFIElD, GraDE 5

My Special Dog

My dog is dead, BUT my dog was very special to me. My dog’s name was Marley .
I got him when I was born. I loved him, and he loved me, I think.
He died January 23, 2018. I do not like to think about that. I do like to remember why he 

was special to me.
My dog had black and white fur, and it was very, very thick. He was a
Husky and part Lab. He was smart.
My dog had several bad things happen to him throughout his life. He got hit by a car one 

time, he was poisoned, but the last thing that happened to him, took his life. Marley got bit on 
the leg by a bigger dog than him. He lived for ten days and then he died.
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It is still very sad for me, but I like to remember the good things about my dog. He loved 
tennis balls, he would chase cats and cars. Sometimes he was very lazy, and that is what I loved 
about him. He was like every other dog, but he LOVED chicken. He also liked to eat a lot of 
bones.He was a very good swimmer. He loved swimming a lot, especially in the creek.

I do wish he was still alive. He did get to live to be almost ninety years old, in dog years, that is.
GraNt hoWEll, GraDE 4

I Am From

I am from St. Charles, Virginia
 From Kemmer Gem
I am from two amazing parents
 From one brother and one sister
I am from going to school at St. Charles Elementary
 From fifth grade
I am from video games
 From basketball
I am from hot and tasty foods
 From pizza
I am from collecting shoes
 From Under Armour to Nikes

alEX JESSEE, GraDE 5
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When I First Rode a Horse

On a warm spring day, I  went to with my brother Cody to his girlfriend’s house. I  was 
getting to go to do something I had never done before. I was getting to go horseback riding.

She helped me get started, by walking me around the field. She walked beside us to help get 
me acquainted with the horse. Then, she asked me if I wanted to try it by myself. I wanted to 
be brave, so I told her I would like to try it. She handed me the reins and off I went.

My first riding experience was a very good one. It went so well that I decided to go back the 
next day.. After I rode the horse, I got to help brush her and clean her hooves.

I fell in love with that horse.The horses name is Flossy Mae. I accomplished something new. 
I tried riding the horse by myself, I found out I could do it alone, and really enjoyed it. I found 
my passion for riding horses.

I love horses!
cIErra loNGSWorth, GraDE 5

My Papaw Mark

I would like to tell you about my kind Papaw Mark. My papaw has five children and five 
grandchildren. Papaw Mark is my dad’s dad. He lives in a little town named Harlan, Kentucky. 
When he was growing up he had a one bedroom house, the bathroom was outside, and they 
had a metal bathtub! His house burned down when he was little. He did not receive an allow-
ance. He had a lot of animals. He loves animals so much he has ten pets. He did have three 
chores to do, raking the yard, plowing and seeding the garden.

My papaw did go to college. He got good grades when he was in school. His favorite sub-
jects in school were math and PE. I guess that’s why he loves football and watches it every day. 
He also loves basketball. He had his first job when he was seventeen years old. He was in the 
National Guard.

He is a very interesting man. He is a strong man. He is a good worker and never quits. He 
loves hunting, a lot! He has a lot of different guns.

The most important thing I would like you to know about my papaw Mark is that he loves 
his whole family.

laNcE maGGarD, GraDE 4

I Am From

I am from Pennington Gap
 From having one sister
I am from eating tacos
 From drinking sweet tea
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I am from riding four wheelers and dirt bikes in the mountains
 From driving cars and doing things with them
I am from drag racing four wheelers and cars
 From riding in the mud
I am from playing basketball and football
 From playing outside
I am riding bikes with friends
 From staying all night with friends

laNDoN maNESS, GraDE 5

When I was Born

I don’t remember much,
Just a glimpse,

A bright summer day,
Birds were singing,

Flowers were blooming,
On the day of my birth.

In the State of New York,
Later in Virginia,

I was happy in my home,
My mother said I did not cry,

I looked at my mother’s smiling face,
Then smiled with her.

DEVlIN mcalIStEr, GraDE 5

My Mommy

I am blessed to have one of the best mommies in the world! My mommy was born in 
1982, in Conroe, Texas. My mommy had two dogs Sandy and Daisy. She did not get an al-
lowance, but she still did chores. She helped with the dishes, cleaned her room, and did some 
babysitting.

When my mommy was growing up, she loved playing outside. My mom did have electricity 
in her house. Mom had several types of technology when she grew up. She had computers, a 
color TV, a pager, and earphones. She had a couple of favorite TV shows, she enjoyed watching 
Gargoyles and Saved by the Bell.
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My mommy had several family traditions. They enjoyed ordering pizzas and watching ball 
games on TV. She and her family made sugar cookies together. When she was a child, she did 
cheer, gymnastics, and track. The house my mommy grew up in is still there, it looks the same 
on the outside, but the inside has been remodeled by someone else.

One of the most fascinating things that I love about my mommy, and why she is one of the 
best mommies in the world, is that she is a Med-Flight nurse. It takes a special person to do 
that kind of job. I am very proud of my Mommy.

alEX morGaN, GraDE 5

My Mom and Dad

I would like to introduce you to two of my most favorite people in the world, my Mom and 
Dad. They are very nice, and they’re the best parents that I could have.

My mom’s birthday is January 28, and my dad’s is December 23. My mom’s name is Maryann 
and my dad’s name is Norman. My mom and dad met on a blind date. My mom’s favorite TV 
shows were Three’s Company and The Flintstones. My dad’s favorite show was Gilligan’s Island. 
In their teenage years my mom and dad both had jobs at their school.

When my dad was young he had a dog named Blacky. My dad’s dad (my grandfather) 
worked for the Forest Service and helped build the Cave Springs Park. My dad used to 
trap animals and skin them to make money with the skin. My dad also worked at the 
sawmill.

They both work on a paper route. I get to go with them when I do not have to go to school. 
They go to bed at 10:00 and leave at 2:00 in the morning. The only time they get a day off is 
on Christmas. The next day she has to give them two papers. One for that day and the one 
from Christmas. In the summer I get to go with them when they deliver the papers with no 
shoes on if it is not raining.

DaISy maXFIElD, GraDE 4

My Papaw

I had the best Papaw ever. My papaw’s name was Ray Robbins. My papaw was a very ener-
getic man, always busy doing something, and always laughing. He liked to be always working 
on something. His birthday is April 7th.

He took care of me while my father worked. Sometimes he feed me fruit, and I fed him 
candy.My Papaw and I played a lot. He worked in the coal mines. His lungs got bad, and he 
could not breathe well.

Sadly, my papaw died when I was only two, that was in 2010. He is now in Heaven and he 
is happy!

aVrEE mcQUEEN, GraDE 4
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My Dad David

My dad was born August 7, 1986, at Lonesome Pine 
Hospital in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. Born to Dale and 
Patsy Miller of Keokee, Virginia. They named their bun-
dle of joy after two friends of his dad, David and Neal.

Let me tell you more about my dad. When he was 
about five years old, he got rheumatic fever. Rheumatic 
Fever is a serious disease, caused by strep throat infec-
tions. In children it is a high fever, swelling, pain in the 
joints, sore throat, and can affect the heart. He had to take 
a shot of penicillin once a month until he was fourteen 
years old. That was a bummer!

Enough of that. Let’s move on to his animals. My 
dad had many animals growing up, but his favorite was a 

brown red rooster that his dad fought for him. Yes! You may have guessed it, a fighting rooster, 
and yes I know it is illegal! But, at least, he won twenty five dollars from a rooster named Clawed!

corBIN mIllEr, GraDE 4

My Dog Roxey

I would like to tell you about a wonderful dog named Roxey. Roxey is a miniature Doberman 
Pinscher. She has straight black fur, beautiful brown eyes, and a very short tail. She also has 
some brown fur on the bottom of her stomach.

Our neighbor found her in Food City parking lot and gave it to my dad. My dad had a best 
friend, his dog, named Duke. He had died earlier, that is why my neighbor gave the dog to my 
dad. It was very interesting that a little while after we got Roxey, she started to act just like 
Duke. It was like part of Duke was in Roxey.

Roxey is special to me because she likes to play ball, and loves to be outside. Roxey protects 
us, loves us, and she is a big part of our life now.

JESSEE mUSIc, GraDE 4

I Am From

I am from Robert and Brandy
 From a white house on Blaircroft Road
I am from dirt to mud
 From rain to shine
I am from tacos to pizza
 From staying up late Fridays to getting up early on Thursdays
I am from video games to reading books



St. charlES ElEmENtary School 353

I am from watching my pet snake to petting my cat
 From wrestling my dog to watching my turtles
I am from naming my pets to forgetting their names
I am from running from my baby cousin to helping clean the house
 From watching it rain to lying in sun
I am from being happy with anything that is given to me

ElIJah NIENaSt, GraDE 5

I Am From

I am from my mother
 From two brothers and one sister
I am from being the youngest
 From a fat baby to a skinny child
I am from the Great Smoky Mountains
 From Tennessee to Virginia
I am from basketball to the basketball court
I am from hunting to video games
 From cars to four wheelers
I am from my dog Sodie
 From pets and animals
I am from strawberries to sweet tea
 From smart to smart

NIcK oaKS, GraDE 5

The World’s Best Brother

I have the world’s best brother! His name is Payden. He is nice and kind. The reason we 
named him Payden, was because the Lord spoke to me and told me what to name him. He loves 
me and I love him. We have the best bond in the world. We love each other for who we are.

He is very talented. His talent is telling stories, and oh, being a wild child! Every night he 
tells me stories, before we go to bed. Then he tells me good night, and that he loves me.

He is the best brother in the whole wide world!
DaylyNN ParKS, GraDE 4

My Mom

My mom is a great cook! The best thing that I love that my mother cooks, is her bacon, she 
fries it just right!
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She is also good at several other things. My mother can sing like an angel. My mom is good 
at washing dishes and cleaning house. Most of all she is good at loving our family, my dad, 
my sister, my two brothers and me. My mom is very caring, and loves to make her kids happy.

My mom is crazy, but in a good way. My mom is also very sweet. My mom loves our ani-
mals, like our dog Bear, even if she is clumsy. She also loves playing with Molly, and hugging 
KIzzy cat. My mom loves the outdoors. My mom had a beautiful horse, but Nelly was mean. 
Nelly drug her through the field, so we sold her. She enjoys catching crawdads and minnows. 
My mom loves all types of animals, and she will bottle feed any any that has lost its mommy. 
She has bottle raised calves, puppies, kittens, and goats.

One thing my mom hates is bats. She hates bats so bad, that she screamed in front of ev-
eryone, and jumped in the car when she saw one.

My mom LOVES her new car, it is a Buick Enclave. It has seats that heat and cool themselves.
As you can tell my mom is loving, caring, crazy, adventurous, and cool. I love my mom and 

she loves me.
ElI PENIX, GraDE 5

My Pop Pop

My Pop Pop is the best Papaw in the galaxy! His name is Ovie . He was born in 1938. My 
Pop Pop is 78 years old. He has blue eyes. He is my dad’s dad, and he is very funny. He is 
awesome! He is very giving. He loves to laugh, but most of all he loves his family.

When he was a kid he played basketball. My Pop Pop married the love of his life, Betty, in 
1958. He has four children, nine grandchildren, and six great-grandchildren. I am the luckiest 
of all, because I look just like him. He is a proud retired Coal Miner.

These are some of the reasons that my Pop Pop is the best!
oWEN PENIX, GraDE 4

Family Game Night

One of my favorite traditions is family game night. We play board games. We have several 
games that we like to play, Sorry,Trouble, Battleship, and many more. We have so much fun. 
We laugh and play together, We sit around the table. We love to spend time together. Our 
family game night is always on Friday. My mom (Barbara), dad (David), and brothers (Ethan 
and Patrick), along with my aunt (Brenda) and uncle (Doug) come and join in the games on 
some Fridays, but not always.

I think that is awesome that we get together as a family and play games. I always get to pick 
out which game we are going to get to play. We have snacks and drinks.

I love my family and our family tradition of family game night.
tommy PIcKEtt, GraDE 4
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Our Family Camping Tradition

My family has a special tradition to celebrate the 4th of July. We have an annual trip to 
Rogersville, Tennessee. We always stay from the 1st of July through the 5th. My family has 
been doing this trip since they got together as a couple, 26 years ago.

This is a camping trip, so we always take our tents and all of our other camping gear. The 
first day we get there, the adults set up the tent, while they let the kids play.

Mommy Jen and Daddy Jelly always bring a two room tent, the kids get one side, and they 
get the other. Every morning that we wake up and mom fixes breakfast burritos, they have 
sausage, eggs, and cheese all wrapped up in a softshell.

There are several activities that we enjoy while we are on our camping trip. We go to the 
park and swim in the swimming pool, that has two diving boards. We like to take walks around 
the park. We participate in games, such as, rock climbing, and the bouncy house.

We end the week by watching an awesome concert, and very loud fireworks. The fireworks 
are bright and colorful. We still continue this tradition today.

JoSh raINES, GraDE 4

Wonderful Traditions With My Family

Traditions in my family are very important, because they represent who we are and what 
we do.

Every year we go to see my grandma. Her name is Marge Kidd, and I love her. We go to 
her house to decorate cookies, except it gets messy, but that’s OK. Sometimes we even make 
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cookies shaped like Jesus. Another reason we go is to watch the Christmas Parade. Before the 
parade we thank God for everything he’s given us, and to celebrate his birth, to our Saviour, 
Amen.

Christmas is also a time for giving and sharing in my family, but it can be a little bit about 
presents too. The reason I said this is because presents have a meaning too, they represent how 
thankful you are, your likes, and dislikes. Even if you dislike a gift you should still be thankful 
for it. Some children do not get any presents.

Always remember the true meaning of Christmas and cherish the memories you have.
GracIE rIDINGS, GraDE 4

My Grandmas

As I was deciding who to be the subject of the Origin Project, I thought about which family 
member to write about, and I came upon a delima. I have so many interesting stories in my 
family, that I decided to write about all of my grandmas. I will tell you a little bit about each 
one.

GRANDMA DOTTIE: My Grandma Dottie is mother to four children and grandma to 
eight. Amy Satterfield Green. Jason Green, Lee Ann Satterfield Polier (Po-lee-a), and my dad, 
Eric Satterfield. My aunt Amy is mother to one adult, and two teenagers, Adam Olivia and 
Sydney.

Aunt Lee has two teenagers, Mason and Morgan, and one child, Maddie. I have one broth-
er, John Satterfield.

NANA HAYNES: She is awesome! She loves me so much! She makes the best macaroni. 
I love watching movies with her. She bugs my brother and I. She is the best Nana ever! She is a 
mom of two, my mom, Alicia Haynes Satterfield, and my aunt, Krista Haynes Kimberlin. I call 
her Sissy. My mom is married to my dad Eric Satterfield. My aunt Krista (Sissy) is married 
to Aaron Kimberlin.

Mamaw Whited: She was a mom of two. My great-great Aunt Mary, and my great-great 
grandpa Jack. Papaw Jack is my Nana’s dad. Now, Mamaw Whited certainly loved biscuits and 
gravy. She was born in 1917 and passed away in 1997.

Mamaw Faye: She is a mom of three. My Nana Jackie, my uncle Greg, and my aunt Lisa. She 
was married to Jack Whited. She was a semi-pro softball player in Florida.

My Great Ancestors: One of them was in the Cherokee Tribe. One of the others was deaf 
and talked to Helen Keller when she met her on a train. They talked hand to hand with sign 
language.

I enjoyed learning about my ancestors and I am glad to share the interesting facts with you.
KyNDal SattErFIElD, GraDE 4
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My Family Vacations

My family and I  love to go on vacations. One of our favorite places to go is Norris Lake 
in Tennessee. We like to ride in our blue and white sparkling boat. The seats are squishy and 
squawky. When we ride in the boat, my uncle Mark drives the boat. The cool wind blows in my 
long brown hair. When the sun comes out and we start to get hot, one of our favorite things to do 
is go swimming. I just jump off the boat right into the water, I do not even need a swimming pool.

My family are the best people in the world. I have the best time of my life when I am spending 
time with them. Our family vacations is one of the reasons I like to spend time with my family.

halEy SEalS, GraDE 5

My Mother

Do you have someone that loves you? Well, I do, and it is my mother. My mom’s name is 
Kayla Cooper Seals. She is twenty nine years old. She was born in Pennington Gap, Virginia, 
on March 8, 1988. Her parents are Eddie and Betty Cooper. She has long, shimmering, brown 
hair. She has sparkling blue and green eyes, and a magnificent smile. A lot of people tell me 
I look just like my mother, which I take as a compliment.

When my mother was in middle school she played in the band and was a member of the 
dance team. When she was young her favorite subjects in school were math and accounting. 
One of her favorite things to do is play rummy.

My mother got her first job when she was fifteen, and married Greg Seals (my dad) when 
she was eighteen.

My mother loves to celebrate Christmas with her family. She has five siblings, Franky, 
Randy, B.J., Eddie Wayne, and Karen. She has three children, myself and my younger broth-
ers, Jayden and Jaxon.

My mother is the best Mom in the entire world, and I could never ask for a better mother!
KayDENcE SEalS, GraDE 5

My Nana

Let me introduce you to the best Nana in the world! She is the most kind and loving person 
that I know. Her Name is Suzy Bowen. I love my Nana to the moon and back. She is one of 
my best friends.

My Nana watches me a lot during the Summer, while my parents are at work.When I am at 
her house, my Nana and I love to cook and play together. My Nana and I play a lot of games. 
My favorite game to play with her is, Teacher.

My Nana is the strongest person I know. She has overcome a lot of different health prob-
lems. A fun fact about my Nana is she LOVES high heels. She has a dog named, Remey, and 
she loves him very much.
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I want to thank my Nana for everything she does for me. I Love you Nana!
KayDEN ShIrKS, GraDE 4

My Wonderful Easter Traditions

Let me tell you about a very amusing day of the year. Easter! Every Easter we share our 
day with two very important people in my life, my Grandma Janie and My Grandma Gracie.

First, we go to my loving Grandma Janie’s house, there we have an egg hunt. One of my 
fondest memories from egg hunting is the year I found a dark blue egg, and a light pink egg. 
I named them Eggward and Eggitha.

Then we go to my caring Grandma Gracie’s house. We have a big Easter feast.
After egg hunting and eating our delicious meal, my sister Madilyn and I both get an enor-

mous Easter basket. My basket is filled with toys and candy. As we grow up the traditions 
change just a little. My sister’s basket does not have toys anymore. She says toys are for babies, 
and she is way to old for toys. I do not think so.

At the end of the day, I love my family, and I love all my family’s traditions.
EmIly SNoWDEN, GraDE 4

A Very Interesting Pet

I would like to tell you about my interesting pet, he was a pitbull named Dozer. My pet 
was funny and nice.

My pet is not with me now, he ran away about a month ago. Although he is gone, I like to 
remember the things that were interesting about him.

He was very interesting because we did many things together. We would always play and 
have fun together. He liked to tackle me when we would play outside. We would take walks 
together everyday. He spent his days roaming the outdoors, but at night we would let him in 
the house. He would keep me warm, because he liked to sleep with me. In the morning he 
would wake me up and let me know it was time to feed him.

I do get sad sometimes when I think of him, and I sometimes dream about him playing 
with me. I do miss him very much. He was an interesting and awesome pet.

coNNEr StaPlEtoN, GraDE 4

Chores Done

I help my mamaw do chores around the house. I help by vacuuming, dusting and keeping 
my room clean. I enjoy cleaning the house.

The first chore I do is dusting. I dust my papaw’s bedroom, then I go to the living room. 
I dust all the tables, shelves, and the TV stand. To make dusting go by faster, I listen to Pop 
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Music. I move to the dining room, and then to my mom’s room. My dusting is over, on to the 
next chore.

Now to the vacuuming, I have to vacuum all the rooms. Vacuum cleaners are noisy so I put 
on my headset and bebop my way all through the house, and before I know it, chore done!

Finally, my last chore is keeping my bedroom clean. I dust and vacuum, make my bed, ar-
range my stuffed animals, and straighten my closet. I clean it out occasionally, so that I can give 
things away. I do these chores for my mamaw and she rewards me with five dollars.

I enjoy doing these chores for my mamaw. The dusting, vacuuming, and keeping my room 
clean helps her in a tremendous way.

aUStIN StUrGIll, GraDE 5

I Am From

I am from a raging waterfall.
I am from a pair of old dirty shoes.
I am from a good book that you can’t put down.
I am from from a cute little teddy bear.
I am from the moon and stars that you look out your window and see at 

night.
I am from a good picture or painting.
I am from a happy and funny movie.
I am from a colorful morning.
I am from an amazing family and group of friends.
I am from a simple and happy life.
I am from St. Charles, Virginia.

aBIGaIl SUtPhIN, GraDE 5

Dexter

I have a weiner dog named Dexter. Our birthdays are in the same month. Dexter is eight 
years old, and I have had him since he was born. He is short, with black and white fur. He has 
big long ears, and a long tail. He likes to have his belly and ears rubbed, and loves to eat treats.

I like to take him on walks, but he likes to chase the cat when we are outside. Sometimes 
I take him to bed to cuddle with me, he loves it under the covers.

One of my favorite memories with him is the time we put him in his cage and he tried to 
chew his way out, but he got stuck and mom had to help him out. Another time I gave him 
a banana pepper to try, but he didn’t like it and made a funny face. Another funny memory is 
when we got our new puppy Velvet. Dexter did not like her very much and would bark and 
growl at her when she came near him, but now she is ten times her size and she carries him 
around by his collar.
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Sometimes I call him pee boots, because he likes to pee on everything, which makes me 
really mad.

When he has a birthday, we go to the pet store and buy him a cupcake made special for 
dogs. We gave him a new toy, but he would not play with it at all, but our other dogs loves it.

He loves to give me kisses, and is always happy to see me when I come home from school. 
Everytime I try to leave, he tries to sneak out the door and go with me. I wish I could bring 
him to school.

I think Dexter is a good dog, and he makes a really good friend. I am glad we have him.
coDy tacKEtt, GraDE 4

My Dad

My dad’s name is Brandon Taylor. When my dad was growing up, he moved around a lot. 
One of my dad’s favorite foods is egg rolls.

He is thirty two years old. He has four children, my sisters Desiree (I call her Des) Abigale, 
Amber, and me (Gavin).

My dad does a lot of things with me. He is a good dad. He jumps on the trampoline with 
us. He also plays soccer with me. My dad also builds a fire in the backyard, and we roast marsh-
mallows and then get in the pool.
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One of my favorite memories of my dad was when he took us all to Dollywood. We rode the 
Wild Eagle, (boy was it wild!). It was scary, I hit my foot on something, it went (loopy-tee-loop).  
It went downhill, it went really quickly. We also ride the Tennessee Tornado. While we were 
there we ate pork rinds. We get to stay at a hotel, while we were there, I used the Internet, and 
we ordered pizza.

These are just a few of the reasons that I love my dad. The most important thing I can share 
with you about my dad is that he is a hard worker and takes good care of his family.

GaVIN taylor, GraDE 4

My Kind Granny

I would like to tell you about the best granny in the world. My granny’s name is Helen. She 
used to live in Wagnertown in St. Charles, Va. She has four children, Chris, Rodney, Barry and 
my mom-Chanda, She is also granny to seven grandchildren.

When she was growing up, she liked to jump rope and play marbles. In her teenage years 
she would babysit and worked in the lunchroom at St. Charles, where I go to School now. She 
later married my papaw Joe. .

My granny is a really good granny. She is the best friend anyone could have. My granny has 
a big heart, because she loves me. She is the best granny because she is good with children. She 
is very nice and funny. She loves to play jokes on people. I have lots of fun with my granny, 
especially when we watch TV. She will play with me when she is bored and when no one else 
will. When my mommy is working and my granny is watching us she will go outside and play 
with us even though she dislikes being outside. My granny is a great cook and her favorite thing 
to eat is hamburgers. I love her chicken and dumplings and her snow cream.

The best thing about my granny is that she makes my life fun and exciting!

My Granny’s chicken and dumplings:
Flour, oil, chicken, and water.
Her Snow Cream:
2 bowls of snow, one cup of milk, a teaspoon of vanilla

Shyla trItt, GraDE 4

My Family’s Easter Tradition

My favorite family tradition is Easter. The day before Easter we color, decorate, and draw 
on our eggs.

The evening before Easter we make Resurrection Cookies. We have been doing this tradi-
tion for many years. We start out with all of our ingredients. (See recipe below). First, mom 
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puts the pecans in a baggie, and we all take turns hitting them with a wooden spoon. This 
represents Jesus getting arrested and beaten by the soldiers. Next, we all dip our finger in the 
vinegar. It smells bad, and then we taste it. It is nasty! We add egg whites to the extra vinegar. 
The egg whites represent the life that Jesus gave us, his life, so we could have eternal life. Then, 
we all taste the salt, the salt represents the tears of Jesus Christ. The sin that we shed. Then 
we add the rest of the salt to the bowl. Next we use the brown sugar, sugar is sweet. This is to 
show the sweetest part of the story, the Jesus Christ died because he loves us so much. If you 
look into God’s eyes, your sins have been cleansed. Then mom adds nuts and puts it on a pan. 
Each stack represents the rocky tomb where Jesus laid. After we put the cookies in the oven, 
we tape the oven up. This shows how Jesus’ tomb was sealed. Mom turns the oven down to 
300 degrees, and then turns it off. The next step is really neat. Each Easter morning we each 
get a cookie… ... There is NOTHING in the cookies, just like there was nothing in the tomb. 
We get ready for church, like any other normal Sunday. We go to Church and celebrate Easter. 
We go home fo an Easter Family Dinner.

I really enjoy making the resurrection cookies, and talking about what each step represents. 
I am glad that my family does this tradition every Easter.

Resurrection Cookie Recipe: One cup of pecans, one cup of sugar, three eggs, a pinch of 
salt, and one teaspoon of vinegar.

colIN WarDEll, GraDE 4

My Favorite Place

My favorite place to visit is the great state of South Carolina. My family takes this trip every 
year.There are many reasons why I love this place so much.



St. charlES ElEmENtary School 363

One of the best reasons that I like to go on this trip to South Carolina is that I really enjoy 
going on the long road trip it takes to get there. We play a lot of games on the way. My favorite 
game that we play on the trip is, I Spy. I also like to read all the signs on the side of the road.

Once we get there, I think the waves are amazing, they are beautiful as they crash on the 
shore. I love the big fair that is on the boardwalk. I can’t wait to ride the zipline! It is my favorite 
thing to do. We also go scuba diving, where we get to see sharks, and a lot of other fish. While 
we are in South Carolina we eat crab, fish, and shrimp.

If you have not guessed already, my favorite place to visit is Myrtle Beach. Although I really 
enjoy my trip, it is always good to get back home and sleep in my own bed.

GaVIN WooDarD, GraDE 5

I Am From

I am from GOD
I am from my parents
 From the Woodard Clan
I am from one brother and four sisters
I am from St. Charles
I am from visiting the beach
 From clear fresh water
I am from cheese pizza
I am from loving animals
 From fishing and hunting
I am from gym
 From basketball
I am from the woods and mountains
I am from the farm
 From riding horses

KENNEDy WooDarD, GraDE 5
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For the Love of Family

An air of excitement filled the library at St.  Paul Elementary School when I  visited on 
February 9th. Alana Broyles had gathered her classes of language arts students, grades four 
and five, into the cozy and attractive library on the second floor. Melissa Galliher, the librarian 
who is working with Alana Broyles on their submissions for The Origin Project, immediately 
made me feel welcome, as did the enthusiasm of the young students. We talked first about how 
and why Adriana Trigiani and Nancy Bolmeier Fisher had started The Origin Project. We 
discussed that both Adriana and Nancy celebrated the fact that their early lives were spent in 
small towns. Appreciating the heritage of living in the mountains of Appalachia in towns that 
have their own unique personality and history was one goal they had for TOP. Developing 
strong writing skills was another. We discussed the unique personality of St. Paul, where one 
can travel down the Clinch River on canoe, kayak, or inner tube. Hikers can walk around a 
serene lake or climb up Sugar Hill and discover a huge Frisbee golf course on top. The Estonoa 
Wetlands Learning Center is yet another surprise for visitors to St. Paul. It is a place where 
youngsters can study the unique flora and fauna of our area, can learn to build rain barrels, 
and can help repopulate the Clinch River with mussels to keep the water beautiful and clean. 
Finally, the new Spearhead Trail System has provided a place for those fond of ATVs to ram-
ble through the hills on challenging terrain. Alana Broyles agreed that St. Paul was an ideal 
place to raise a family because of the excellent schools. She and her husband had returned to 
this area so their children could grow up in a special place where the commitment to excellence 
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in education was strong. Because of the number of snow days throughout January, not all 
students had completed their essays, but they had interviewed grandparents and parents and 
were willing to share their discoveries. Some read from their journals, while others read from 
finished manuscripts. I heard about special Christmas gifts, banjos made out of a cigar box, 
deer hunting expeditions, and about a time when coal was booming and Dante, Virginia, was 
like a big city. What came through from the children was how much they loved the relative 
they interviewed and how the interviews made them feel even closer to their Mamaw or Papaw 
or Mom or Dad. What a good feeling to share stories of growing tobacco, making deer jerky, 
learning to quilt, and the rewards of being a “stay-at-home mom.” I was impressed with the 
warmth, enthusiasm, and politeness of the students at St. Paul and very glad that Melissa and 
Alana had requested that they be a part of The Origin Project.

GracE c. BraDShaW

My Nana

I interviewed my Nana, Wilma Stapleton. She is from Virginia, and was born in Wise 
County in 1950. She had five brothers and two sisters. Her happiest childhood memory was 
going to her Mamaw’s, even though the food wasn’t good. She said she liked it because all of 
her family members were there. Her tradition was that every year on Christmas they would 
make an applesauce cake. We still make that cake every Christmas. Nana grew up with pets 
and animals, including a cow, horse, donkey, chicken, and her favorite, her dog named Browny. 
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She had a lot of chores, but her main one was working in the garden. Nana played a lot of 
games growing up. She enjoyed playing jack rocks, jump rope, cards, and marbles. Also for 
fun, she would hike in the woods. When it was time to choose a career, she was a hairdresser, 
mother, and a wife. She has traveled to El Paso, Texas and California. She married Harvey 
Stapleton, and that was my Papa. They had two girls, Jill (my aunt) and Sherry (my mom). 
One quality I admire about my Nana is how she can always make you happy when you are 
sad. I chose to interview her because she is the oldest member of my family. My Nana taught 
me how fun it was without electronics. Her proudest moment was when her kids graduated. 
The biggest change she has seen has been with computers and cell phones. I enjoyed learning 
about what life was like for my Nana growing up.

JocElyN alDrIch, GraDE 5

The Life of My Mamaw

I interviewed my Mamaw, Mildred Murphy. She is from St.  Paul, Virginia and she still 
lives here. She has one sister, and a dog named Poodle. When she was younger, her chores 
were helping around the house and bringing in firewood. She married Elmer Murphy when 
she was eighteen years old. They had four children: Gail, Ronnie, Mickey, and Jeanie. Her 
proudest moment was when her kids were born. She says the biggest change she has seen is 
with technology, and how now you can do anything on a cell phone. She remembers going to 
her first movie at the Gaiety Theater here in St. Paul for fourteen cents. My Mamaw was raised 
by her grandma and grandpa, Thomas Boone Holley and Lakey Ann Blevins. Her husband, 
Elmer, worked in the coal mines for Star Mining Company. He was killed when she was six 
months pregnant with my Mamaw. She remembers having to wring the chickens’ necks with 
her grandpa. She would walk miles to church with her grandparents. Her grandparents were 
very religious. My great-grandmother raised her four kids plus her little sister all by herself. 
After her husband got killed, she worked odd jobs around town. She always made sure her 
family had what they needed and wanted. I have loved learning about what it was like for my 
Mamaw growing up.

aVa GracE BalDWIN, GraDE 4

My Mimi

I interviewed my Mimi, Pamela Barnette. She is from St. Paul, Virginia. She was born on 
July 10, 1964. She has three sisters and three brothers. One of her favorite childhood memories 
is when her aunt used to pick her up every Friday from school and her aunt would always have 
doughnuts and chocolate milk waiting for her. She’s had pets all through her life. One time, she 
had a pet that could play the drums! It was a cat named Puff. In the summer, she worked in 
the tobacco fields. My Mimi’s favorite games as a child were Red Rover and Hopscotch. They 
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would always go skating and to the drive-in movies. Mimi would always work on the farm and 
sell hay and tobacco for Christmas money. My Mimi married a man named David Barnette. 
They got engaged in 1982, and they got married on July 14, 1984. They have two children, a 
boy named Shane and a girl named Kayla. Her proudest moment is when she gave her life to 
God. The biggest change in her life has been having to take care of her own mom and dad, and 
having to watch her dad die of cancer. I admire my Mimi because she has taken care of me for 
all of these years when my own mom wouldn’t. I have enjoyed learning more about my Mimi 
and how she grew up.

roNNalEIGh BarNEttE, GraDE 5

My Mamaw, Kathy

I am writing about my Mamaw, Kathy A. Boger. She is from Lebanon, Virginia, but she 
was born in Kingsport, Tennessee. She has three sisters, but one passed away. When she was 
young, my Mamaw did things like riding her bike. She says when she got her bike, it was the 
best! Two of her favorite things to do was canning food and planting crops. She had farm 
animals, two dogs, and one cat. She had chores to do like getting eggs from the chickens. One 
of the games she would play was Kick the Can. She said that game was so fun to play! It’s like 
playing ball! As she got older, she kept on getting jobs as a cashier. After working cashier jobs, 
she got married to my Papaw, Billy C. Boger. They had two children together, but she had 
another child with someone else. Her proudest moments have been when her grandchildren 
were born. She says technology has been the biggest change she has seen in her lifetime. I love 
her so much, and she sure loves me. She has taught me about how to be a better person. I have 
enjoyed learning about how she grew up.

EmIly BoGEr, GraDE 5

My Pawpaw, Jay

I interviewed my Pawpaw, Jay Zeigler. He is from Tazewell, Virginia. He was born on 
July 29, 1955. He has two sisters, Marilyn and Cynthia. His happiest childhood memory was 
when he got a new blue Western Flyer banana seat bicycle. A special tradition in his family was 
that he always got his own personal pecan pie every year for his birthday. Growing up, he had 
one beagle dog, one hamster, and a tank full of tropical fish. He did have chores, which includ-
ed mowing the yard. He says he loved doing that. He remembers playing tag, hide-and-seek, 
and jack rocks, and he also had a treehouse that he played in. For fun, he would ride his go-cart, 
motorcycle, and go to the twenty-five cent movies! When it came time to choose a career, he 
went to pharmacy school. He is a pharmacist and owns his own business. He is the boss! My 
Pawpaw has gotten to travel to Australia, Germany, New York, Switzerland, and lots of other 
interesting places. He married his high school sweetheart, Vickie (my Meme). They have two 
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daughters, Amy (my mom) and Ashley (my aunt/Sissy). I admire my Pawpaw because he is 
fun, kind, and generous. He is really one of a kind, and he is so special to me! He has taught 
me that you have to work hard to get what you want. He says his proudest moment was when 
he graduated from the Medical College of Virginia in 1978. He says the changes he has seen in 
his lifetime include the development of computers and space travel. I love learning about how 
he grew up, and what his life was like growing up.

mIllIcENt BraDlEy, GraDE 4

The Fields

My dad was born on February 27, 1974. He worked in the tobacco fields with my grand-
pa, who was born on November 19, 1943. To grow tobacco, they used tobacco sticks, seeds, 
fertilizer, pesticide, plastic, water, tobacco spears, tobacco knives, and a tobacco box. My dad 
told me about the process of growing tobacco. First, the seeds would be planted in a tobacco 
box, watered, fertilized, and covered with plastic for approximately ten weeks. During this 
time, plants need to be kept watered and fertilized but not soggy. Next, the plants would be 
transplanted to the tilled garden spot. Plants need to be watered every evening and fertilized 
frequently until your plants begin to flower. They would top the plants as soon as they began 
to flower. They would hoe gently around the plants to keep them weed-free. They would 



St. PaUl ElEmENtary School 371

spray the plants with pesticide to keep the plants bug-free. They would have to watch for blue 
mold. They would cut the plants at the stalk hile the leaves are attached, and then spear the 
stalks and form tepee shapes. The plants would then need to sit in the field for about a week. 
Then the tobacco would be hung in the barn until it is case (moist). The next steps include 
to strip it, grade it, and bale it according to grade from highest to lowest. It would then be 
ready to take to the market to sell. I learned a lot about what it takes to grow tobacco from 
my grandpa.

aIDEN thomaS craFt, GraDE 4

My Grandmother

I interviewed my grandmother, Cheryl Rose. She lives in St. Paul, Virginia. She was born 
in 1961, and she has three sisters and four brothers. She says her happiest childhood memory 
was getting together with her family to celebrate the Fourth of July. A tradition in our family 
is canning vegetables and other foods, such as green beans and different jellies. When she was 
little, she grew up with pets, mostly like farm animals. She also had lots of chores. She would 
have to clean the animal pens, and also feed and take care of the animals. She played lots of 
games, but she says her favorite was throwing apples with sticks. For fun, she remembers 
making mud pies. For her job/career, she was a secretary at a local church, St. Paul United 
Methodist Church. She has gotten to travel to many places. She married Robert Rose, and 
they had one child which is my mother, Mary. I chose to interview my Nanny because I love 
her so much. She has taught me to always treat others the way I would want to be treated. She 
says her proudest moment was when she got saved at her church. The biggest thing she has 
seen changes in is with is how people and kids act and behave. I love to learn from her about 
the Appalachian Mountains and our heritage.

alySSa DINGUS, GraDE 5

My Dad

This story is about my dad, Jody Evans. He was born in Norton, Virginia in 1960. He has 
four siblings: Douglas, Jr., Timothy, Melinda, and Kristy. He grew up in St. Paul, Virginia and 
still lives here. He loves St. Paul! As a kid, he says he played hide-and-go-seek a lot. As for his 
job/career, he has had seven different jobs in the education field, but he is retired now. He is 
married to my mom, Kimberly Cook. They have two daughters, Jessalee and me. A tradition 
we have in our family is that every year we get our pumpkins that are rotten and roll them 
down a hill. I enjoyed learning more about my dad and his life.

GracEN EVaNS, GraDE 4
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My Mamaw’s Lifetime

I interviewed my great grandmother, Gladys Maxwell. I  call her Mamaw. Mamaw grew 
up in Scott County, Virginia. She was born on February 21, 1926. She will be 92 years old 
this year. She had five brothers and two sisters. Her happiest childhood memory was going 
to church and Bible school. She grew up having animals, such as cows, chickens, pigs, horses, 
and cats. She had to hoe corn and help gather food from the garden. They played hide-and-
go-seek and swung from a swing on a tree. She played with neighborhood kids. When she was 
older, Mamaw worked at the Eastman plant in Kingsport, Tennessee for twelve years. After 
getting married, she became a stay-at-home wife and mother. She married Lewis Maxwell and 
they lived in Appalachia, Virginia. They never traveled much. She had two daughters. Mamaw 
never fusses at me, but she does my cousin! She’s very kind. She cooks good meals and buys 
good gifts. She makes me laugh! I  chose my Mamaw because she has lived the longest and 
she has a good history. My Mamaw had a harder life than I do today. Mamaw’s proudest mo-
ment was having her kids and seeing her grandchildren and great grandchildren. The biggest 
changes Mamaw has seen are the invention of electricity and all of the modern creations such 
as refrigerators, washers, dryers, and indoor plumbing. I really enjoyed hearing stories about 
my great grandmother’s life.

JaylEa EVErSolE, GraDE 4
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Someone Special to Me

I interviewed my mom, Jamie Garcia. She is from Castlewood, Virginia. She was born 
in 1977. She has five brothers and three sisters. She says her happiest childhood memory is 
spending time playing with her brothers and sisters. She had a pet hamster named Patches, 
and she also had chickens, cats, and dogs. My mom had chores to do, including washing dishes, 
keeping her room clean, and helping her mom hang laundry outside on the clothesline. For 
fun, she says she enjoyed playing hide-and-go-seek and playing in the creek. When it was time 
to choose a career, she chose nursing. She married Juan Garcia, and they have four children: 
Carl, Maya, Isabella (me), and Miguel. I admire my mom because she is a hard working woman 
and takes care of our family. She has taught me to enjoy every moment of life. She says her 
proudest moments were having her children. She says the biggest change she has seen in her 
lifetime is how the prices of everything have increased! I enjoyed learning about how things 
have changed over time.

ISaBElla GarcIa, GraDE 5

All About My Mamaw

I interviewed my grandmother, Katie Rebecca. She is from Coeburn, Virginia. She was 
born on July 24, 1940. She has three sisters and one brother. She says her happiest childhood 
memory was playing with the neighborhood kids. They played marbles and climbed trees. I de-
cided to interview my Mamaw because she is older and wiser. She says her proudest moments 
were when she had grandchildren. The biggest change my Mamaw has seen has been how the 
prices of everything have changed. Everything is more expensive now. I enjoyed learning about 
what life was like for my Mamaw when she was young.

mIGUEl GarcIa, GraDE 4

Quilting

I interviewed my mamaw about quilting. Her name is Janice Marie Hale. She is now for-
ty-nine years old. She wanted to start quilting at the age of twelve. She did not have anybody 
to help her learn, except for her foster mother. Her foster mother only could show her about 
how to use the sewing machine. She did not teach my mamaw how to sew or how to put a quilt 
together. So, all she had was a book. She has made big improvements in her skills since she was 
twelve. So far, she has made me thirty-six quilts. I interviewed my mamaw because I look up 
to her. Now, my mamaw is teaching me how to quilt.

BrIaNa halE, GraDE 4
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A Mountain Haiku

Our mountains are tall
Our mountains protect us all
Mountains are our home

DaKota hamIltoN, GraDE 5

My Mamaw

I interviewed my mamaw, Bessie Hamm. She is from St. Paul, Virginia. She was born in 1945. 
She has seven brothers and three sisters, so she is one of eleven children. She says her happiest 
childhood memory is spending time with her family and friends. Growing up, her traditions in-
cluded celebrating Christmas and Thanksgiving. She had cats and dogs as pets. Her chores were 
cleaning and cooking. She says that all eleven children had to do a certain chore. The games she 
enjoyed were hide-and-go-seek, tag, and kick the can. My mamaw chose to be a housewife, and she 
hasn’t traveled much. She married Kenneth Hamm, but he died before I was born. They have three 
children: Debbie Hamm, Tammy Hamm, and Kenny Hamm. The reason I chose to interview my 
mamaw was because she is the one that I look up to. She has taught me about being nice to people. 
She says her proudest moments have been when her children, grandchildren, and great-grandchil-
dren were born. The biggest changes she went through were when her first husband died, and then 
when her second husband died back in June. I enjoyed learning about my mamaw’s life!

lIZ hamm, GraDE 5
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The Christmas Wallet

I chose to interview my great grandmother, Virginia Allene Buttry Penland. My Nanny 
was born in St. Paul, Virginia on January 10, 1924. When she was three years old, she moved 
to Dante, Virginia. She had two sisters and two brothers. Allene and her siblings didn’t have 
much. She didn’t get to celebrate anything ex-
cept Christmas. My Nanny only got to cele-
brate Christmas twice. She got the same things 
both times. The first year she was eight years 
old and received a little pocket book and a rag 
doll that cost twenty-five cents. The second 
Christmas, she got another rag doll and a pock-
et book that looked like glass. She told me a 
story about that first Christmas. She says that 
when she got up that morning, she had pink 
eye, but they didn’t have medicines or pharma-
cies like we have now. So, she had to wash it 
out with boric acid. On that first Christmas, 
Nanny said that her little pocket book was 
blue and she told me that she still had it from 
over seventy years ago. I admire my Nanny so 
much because she is so knowledgeable about 
my family’s heritage. She said one of her special 
memories was when her grandfather made her 
a banjo out of a cigar box. The neck and keys of 
the banjo were made out of different types of tree limbs. I learned so much about Southwest 
Virginia’s mountains and my family’s heritage. I love my Nanny and all of her stories.

KylEIGh harmoN, GraDE 5

My Family

I interviewed my Grampa, Bob Harrison. He lives in St. Paul, Virginia. He was born in 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma in 1946. He has one sister. He enjoyed hunting and fishing. He 
played baseball, football, and basketball. I also interviewed my Grandma, Suzy Harrison. She 
was born in Coeburn, Virginia. She has two sisters. When she was young, she had a dog named 
Bourbon. She liked to play tag, keep away, and red rover. Finally, I interviewed my great aunt, 
Brenda Osborne. She was born in 1942 in Wise County, Virginia and still lives here. She has 
three sisters and one brother. She had cats, dogs, and farm animals while growing up. I enjoyed 
hearing about how these family members grew up.

olIVIa harrISoN, GraDE 4
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My Nanan

I interviewed my grandmother, Mildred Helbert. She grew up in St. Paul, Virginia. She 
loves animals and had some growing up. She now has a dog named Benji. She had one brother 
and three sisters. She was born in 1945. She has four children. Her father owned a gas station 
downtown. Growing up, her responsibility was to help clean the house. She loved to play with 
paper dolls and when she was bored, she played hopscotch. When she was older, she worked 
in the school cafeteria. She says her proudest moment was when she became a mother. She 
got to travel some when she was a kid. Her favorite place she traveled was California. This trip 
to California was also the first time that she flew in a plane. Her most exciting moment was 
when she saw her first television. The biggest change she has seen in her lifetime is the power 
plant built in Virginia City just outside of St. Paul. I think it was interesting learning about 
how she grew up.

SoPhIE hElBErt, GraDE 4

The Mountains

I love the mountains
That I loved to grow up in
They are my true home.

aBBy holFIElD, GraDE 5

My Heritage

Hello, my name is Chase Holipski. As you can tell, my family name is not from here. My 
parents grew up in northern West Virginia, which is a part of the Appalachian Mountain re-
gion. Their lives and culture were similar to here. My great-great grandpa came over here from 
Poland. He was a farmer and worked for Bethlehem Steel in the coke ovens. My great-great 
grandma was also from Poland, and she grew up on a farm. On the other side of my family, 
my great-great grandparents were Shays and Murrays from Ireland. The Fraziers were from 
Scotland. I think the LaRues were French, but I’m not sure. All of my great-great-great grand-
fathers were engineers on the railroad. My great grandparents still have stuff in their basement 
from the old steam engines that will eventually go to some museums. The Shays were of the 
family that built the first steam engine train. But my great grandparents were farmers. After 
working hard all week on the farms, the families in the communities would gather together to 
play bluegrass music and have square dances and play games. Many of my great-great uncles 
and aunts played instruments such as fiddles, banjos, and mandolins. My great-great grand-
father, that my mom called “Pop Pop”, was the first person in the small mining railroad town 
of Newburg to own a car. My great grandmother is still alive at 90 years old, and has stories 
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that I don’t quite understand in my generation. But, my mom looks and grins and says, “Those 
were the days!” Each fall, our county celebrates the Buckwheat Festival, which is our county 
fair. It is one of the largest festivals in West Virginia. The buckwheat has been grown from all 
the farmers through many years. It’s our heritage. This concludes a little bit about my family 
and our life in the northern West Virginia Appalachian Mountains region.

chaSE holIPSKI, GraDE 5

My Heritage

I interviewed my Nannie, Barbara Mullins. She is my only living grandparent. She is from 
Dungannon, Virginia, but was born in Kingsport, Tennessee. She has two younger brothers. 
She remembers as a family tradition going to her grandparents’ home on Saturdays where 
should would enjoy going to the cattle market with her Grandaddy, working in the garden. She 
also recalls going to the laundromat with her mom, working on vehicles with her dad, going 
to school, and visiting at her friends’ homes. She says her family celebrated birthdays, the 4th 
of July, Easter, Christmas, and Thanksgiving. They usually had all family members present 
to celebrate. Nannie said that they had a lot of animals as they were farmers. She did have a 
special dog named Trouble and a pig named Betty, who they led around on a leash like a dog! 
Nannie says they had chores to do everyday. These chores included cleaning their rooms, doing 
laundry and hanging it out to dry, and working in the garden. Other jobs included working 
in the tobacco patch and the hayfield, making maple syrup, planting, picking fruits and vege-
tables, and mowing the yard. She says she always had chores to do, no matter the season. For 
fun, they played cowboys and Indians, lock up, hide-and-go-seek, softball, playing in mud 
holes, riding bikes, and playing Monopoly and checkers. If they got enough money from sell-
ing tobacco, they would go on a vacation to Lakeside, Silver Dollar City (which is now called 
Dollywood), Tweetsie Railroad, or go camping. Nannie is a nurse. She has worked for CRHS 
for twenty years, and as a CNA for eight years. Nannie has not traveled to many states, but 
has visited Illinois, Kentucky, Tennessee, West Virginia, and Virginia. She has been married 
twice. Her first husband was Rickey Finch, and she is currently married to Tim Mullins. She 
has two daughters, Jeanna Lawson (my mom) and Stephanie Finch (my aunt). Nannie says 
that becoming a mother and then a Nannie have been her proudest moments. She says that the 
biggest changes she has seen during her lifetime include how people do not keep their family 
and God first in their lives. I have learned how Nannie’s life is different than mine.

rhylEIGh laWSoN, GraDE 5

My Mom

I interviewed my mom, Diane Lee. She was born on November 17, 1972 in Sandusky, Ohio. 
She had a brother named Duane Lee. When she was young, she liked to hide behind large 
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grass piles with the neighborhood kids and sliding off into mountains of snow with her broth-
er. She remembers celebrating Communion and Jesus’s birthday on Christmas. She had a dog 
named Brody. For chores, she had to mow the lawn, keep her room clean, vacuum the carpets, 
and keep everything picked up and put away. Back then, people played with cars, played board 
games, and played cards. She liked to play dolls with her brother. My mom has worked in the 
mental health field. She has gotten to travel a little. She has had four children. I chose to in-
terview my mom because of her qualities. She is nice, fun, and she sticks up for herself. I know 
her the best, and she is my mom. She taught me how to talk, walk, and how to be caring and 
respectful. She says her happiest and proudest moments were when she held her babies for the 
first time. The changes she has seen include the deterioration of morals, respect, and integrity. 
People back then, when my mom was growing up, were hard working, strict but honest, and re-
liable. I enjoyed learning about how my mom grew up in the Appalachian Mountains of Ohio.

ElISha lEE, GraDE 4

The Life of My Mamaw

Denise McCoy, my grandmother, was born in Aurora, Illinois. She had one sister and five 
brothers. She was the oldest girl and learned to cook and clean. When she was very young, she 
loved to play ball, just any kind that her brothers played. Her best friend lived across the street 
from her. She helped take care of her sister and brothers. She got a job at the age of sixteen 
where she worked in a plastic factory. When she wasn’t working, she babysat, to make extra 
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money for pay for things she needed. She got married early in life. She had three children, 
two boys and one girl (my mom). They had two children each. In total, my Mamaw has two 
granddaughters and four grandsons, one of which is me! She had always longed to have grand-
children. She has now been married for forty years. I chose to interview my Mamaw because 
I love her. I enjoyed learning about how she grew up and lived in the mountains.

DaKota mccoy, GraDE 4

Hunting in the Mountains

A tradition on my stepmom’s side of the family is going hunting. I go every year with my 
dad. Hunting in the Appalachian Mountains is an adventure! We usually go to my Papaw’s 
farm here in St. Paul, Virginia. Deer hunting is my favorite. It is important to take the right 
kind of guns and ammunition. We wear camouflage to blend in with these Appalachian 
Mountains. One particular memory that stands out to me is the time we left at 6:00 in the 
morning. It was very cold, so we dressed warmly. We always have fun, but some days we have 
bad luck. That day, we did not see one single deer, but the next day we an eight-pointer! We 
skinned it and made deer meat. The head was no good, so we threw it out. My favorite type of 
deer meat is deer jerky. Deer hunting is a way that my family and I enjoy our heritage in the 
Appalachian Mountains.

a.J. mItchEll, GraDE 4

My Great-Grandmother, Lottie

In interviewed my great grandmother, Louela S. Jessee (Lottie). She was born in Dante, 
Virginia on January 14, 1932. She was one of twelve children. As a child, she enjoyed sleigh 
riding and going Christmas tree hunting with her brothers. One tradition she remembers 
is killing their turkey on Thanksgiving. She and her siblings were assigned chores, and she 
helped clean house and keep the front porch clean. All the siblings took turns getting the coal 
and wood into the house. When their chores were finished, they liked to play jack rocks, work 
puzzles, and ride their bikes. I chose to interview Lottie because she is a special lady with a lot 
of good stories. I enjoyed learning about how Lottie grew up.

EmIly morrISoN, GraDE 5

My Mom

I interviewed my mom, Shawnda Perry. She was born in Pontiac, Illinois on August 22, 
1981. She has five brothers, one sister, and two step-sisters. When she was thirteen years old, 
she met my dad, Tony, at the race track. She was scorekeeping for her uncle. She knew he was 
“the one” and that night they started dating. They have been together ever since August 19, 
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1995. They married on January  24, 2002. She says her family traditions include camping, 
swimming, and going to family reunions. Growing up, she had a German Shepherd as a pet. 
Her chores included cleaning and working in the kitchen and cleaning her room. She enjoyed 
playing games like tag, hide-and-go-seek, and hopscotch. She also liked riding bikes, swim-
ming, and hanging out with her friends. My mom has gotten to travel to Florida, Michigan, 
and Indiana, as well as to Chicago, Illinois and Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. My mom has 
chosen to be a stay-at-home wife and mother. She and my dad have four children, three boys 
and one girl: Anthony, AJ, William, and Katie (me). I admire how strong my mom is. She is 
funny, kind, and she loves me for who I am! I chose to interview my mom because she is a good 
mom and I love how strong she is. My mom got pregnant at the age of fifteen, but she did not 
give up. She had my brother and still went to school, and then graduated! She is a good mom. 
She makes sure we have what we need, and she does not give up on us. My mom has taught 
me that being a stay-at-home mom is a hard job. It’s not easy being a mom. I always thought 
being a mom was easy, but it’s not. She told me a special story about her proudest moment in 
her lifetime. She says she was sitting on her porch one day and a woman came up and asked 
her, “Are those your three children?” My mom told her yes, and worried that we had done 
something wrong. The lady went on to tell my mom that she thought she was doing a wonder-
ful job of raising her kids. She shared with my mom that her son is autistic, and that her kids 
(my brothers and me) were the only kids would play with her son and hadn’t made fun of him. 
My mom shared some of the biggest changes she has seen in her lifetime. She realizes how 
hard her parents had it, and how they had sacrificed everything for her. She learned that when 
they punished her, they just wanted the best for her, so she tells her children everyday that 
everything she does is for their best interest because she loves them so much. I really enjoyed 
learning about my mom’s life.

KatIE PErry, GraDE 5

Natural Tunnel

It was the 4th of July and it was the day that my family and my cousin’s family were going 
to Natural Tunnel. We were all so excited! We all started heading to Copper Creek School, as 
that is where we met so that we could all ride in the same car. On the way over, we all listened 
to music and talked. Once we got there, we rode up to the picnic tables where we could also 
set up our chairs. Then we went to the chairlift. I rode with my mom and my cousin, Kaylee. 
We loved the chairlift so much! The view was really amazing! After the chairlift ride, we went 
to the pool for a couple of hours. We played Marco Polo and some other games as well. Then 
we went back to the picnic tables and cooked some burgers on the grill. While the food was 
cooking, Abby, Kaylee, and I played tag and kicked my soccer ball back and forth. Once the 
food was ready, we all enjoyed our lunch. After we ate our lunch, we wanted to go back to the 
pool for awhile. We stayed at the pool area till it closed. After that, we roasted marshmallows 
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and ate smores. After we had smores, we wanted to go hiding so we went hiking and looked 
at the mountains. It was getting dark outside so we went back to the picnic area and watched 
the fireworks and ate watermelon. I would have to say that it was the best 4th of July ever!

rEaNN ramSEy, GraDE 5

Dante, Virginia Back Then

When my Papaw was little, Dante was like a city. It had lots of things to do. It had several 
schools for the kids to go to. It was a good community. There was even one or two movie the-
aters there. Everybody wanted to go to Dante because of the coal mines. My Papaw, Jim Ruff, 
has lived there his whole life. He is now sixty-four years old. He said that his dad worked in 
the coal mines. He worked at the coal mines for a couple of years, also. Then, the coal mines 
in Dante were closed. Before the coal mines in Dante were closed, Dante was like a city. Dante 
has changed so much since then, when the mines shut down. Now, the buildings are worn 
down and some have been torn down. I enjoy hearing stories about what Dante, Virginia was 
like back then.

trU rUFF, GraDE 4

My Great Grandmother, Nan

My great grandmother’s name was Ramona Gordon. She died when I was three years old. 
My Nan was an amazing quilter, and she made two quilts that I have in my house. Nan was 
also an amazing cook. Some of her recipes were passed down to my grandmother. These rec-
ipes are very special because they help me remember her. Nan was an amazing quilter, cook, 
and great grandmother. The following recipes came from Nan’s cookbook, dated June, 1958.

Nan’s Homemade Biscuits
2 Cups sifted Martha White flour
¼ Cup shortening
¾ Cup milk
Heat oven to 475 degrees
Put flour into bowl; add shortening and cut in until all particles are fine
Add milk and mix with fork
Turn dough out on lightly floured board
Knead, roll out, cut with floured cutter
Place on baking sheet and bake 10–12 minutes

Nan’s Milky Way Cake
8 Milky Way bars
1 stick margarine
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2 Cups sugar
½ Cup Crisco
4 eggs
3 Cups plain flour
1 ½ tsp soda
1 ¼ cup buttermilk
Melt candy and butter on low heat; cream sugar and Crisco; add with buttermilk 
and cold mixture
Pour in tube pan (greased and sprinkled with sugar)
Bake for 1 hour 10 minutes at 250 degrees
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Seven Minute Frosting
2 egg whites
1 ½ cups sugar
¼ tsp cream of tartar
Dash of salt
⅓ cup water
1 tsp vanilla

ISaBEl SaWyErS, GraDE 4

My Mamaw

I interviewed my Mamaw, Elaine Brummitt. She grew up in St.  Paul, Virginia, but she 
now lives in Bristol, Virginia. She was born on July 22, 1963. She had one brother, Randy “Bo” 
Fields. Sadly, he passed away twenty-five years ago due to a car wreck. Her happiest childhood 
memories are when she would climb a big hill with her dog and sit up there all day long. Also, 
she would try to get to her Mamaw’s house from Honey Branch to Morefield Bottom by 
walking through the woods. She could never get there, though. She grew up on a farm, so she 
played with a lot of animals. Her favorite animal was her dog, a collie. She didn’t have chores, 
but she mowed the yard and washed the cars. She traveled to Florida when she was young. She 
loved to get in the ocean and jump over the waves. She told me she would go out as far as she 
could in the ocean before the lifeguard blew the whistle. My Mamaw had two girls, Misti Cook 
(my mom) and Amanda Cook. She married my Papaw, Lester Cook. She says her proudest 
moments were when her two girls were born. The biggest change she has seen in her lifetime 
is technology. She told me that when she was growing up they only had home phones or pay 
phones. The qualities I admire most about my Mamaw are her loyalty, forgiveness, and how 
she listens to what I have to say. I loved learning about my Appalachian heritage and spending 
time with my Mamaw.

rIlEy SElFE, GraDE 5

My Grandmother

I decided to interview my grandmother, Sally Smith. She is from St.  Paul, Virginia. She 
was born on August 10, 1951. She had two brothers and two sisters, Jentlea, Donna, Rob, and 
Eugene. Her happiest childhood memories are the times she would ride her bike. She never really 
celebrated any “traditions” in her family. She grew up having lots of dogs. One of the chores she 
had was washing dishes. She and her siblings would play Monopoly a lot! Other than that, she 
would mainly play outside. When it came time to choose a career, she went into teaching. She 
got to travel some, but not much. She married David Smith. She has one son, Shannon Smith, 
who is my dad. My grandmother always tells jokes to make me laugh. She has taught me a lot of 
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things like ways I can improve on things and what I need to know for when I’m an adult. Some of 
her proudest moments in life are watching my sister and I dance and sing. The biggest change she 
experienced in her life was when her husband died. I interviewed my grandmother because she 
is one of the oldest people I know, sadly, although she is the youngest of the five children in her 
family. My grandmother means so much to me. I enjoyed learning about my grandmother’s life.

alaNa SmIth, GraDE 5

My Great Grandmother

I interviewed my great grandmother, Lois Jeraline Jenkins. She is a lifelong resident of 
Dante, Virginia where she was born at home and raised. She was born on October 19, 1942. 
She has one sister and three brothers. One of her happiest childhood memories was working 
on the farm with her Poppy, Clinton Hale. She and her family enjoyed celebrating Christmas 
with their special traditions. Her grandmother started the famous peppermint stick tradition. 
Her grandmother would buy a large peppermint stick and bust it up into pieces for all of the 
grandkids to have as a special treat. Lois and her siblings grew up on a farm where they owned 
horses, cows, chickens, pigs, cats, and dogs. She and her siblings had many chores, both inside 
and outside. The chores she remembers most were doing dishes and dusting every Saturday 
because those were the two chores she disliked the most! After the chores were tended to, 
there was always time for games and fun. Growing up, Lois remembers playing games such as 
jumping rope, rolly bat, and dodgeball. One thing she did for fun, even though she’d always get 
in trouble for, was going to the road and digging out tar when it was hot and rolling it into a 
homemade ball. Once Lois was grown, she began a career of being a floral designer. Although 
there wasn’t much world traveling in her life, she stole the heart of one Earl C. Jenkins right 
here at home. They were married and are still married to this very day, coming up on fifty-nine 
years together! They have three children together, two girls and a boy. They have several grand-
kids and great grandkids. As one of her great grandkids, the quality I admire the most about 
her is her compassion and unconditional love she has for her family and friends. She never 
seems to meet a stranger! One thing this interview taught me was to cherish each and every day 
because nothing ever stays the same with time. Lois’s proudest moment in her life was seeing 
how well her grown children have done in their adult lives. She says that one of the biggest 
changes she has seen in her lifetime is with technology.

KENDra SNIPES, GraDE 4

Family Trips

One of my favorite things in life is taking our family trips to the Russell County Fair every 
year in Castlewood, Virginia. We always go to the Old McDonald’s farm because I like to see the 
animals and pet them. We also ride the rides and play all the games. We also eat special things like 
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cotton candy, candy apples, and funnel cakes. One time, I won a big stuffed animal and a goldfish! 
That was awesome! Another trip I enjoy is when Dad and I go fishing at Oxbow Lake in St. Paul, 
Virginia. We go every summer, and it is very fun. We catch a lot of bluegills, and sometimes we 
catch bass or even catfish. I  like to take friends along with me so that they can fish too. Last 
summer my friend, Weston, went and we had a lot of fun. But, it was very hot that day and the 
fish didn’t bite very good. My family also enjoys going to the fireworks in St. Paul to celebrate the 
Fourth of July. There are so many fun things to do like cake walks, watermelon, and dancing. We 
do these things every summer and they are nice to do as a family. Finally, my family and I enjoy 
going to Dollywood. I have a blast when we go there! I love riding the Wild Eagle, Fire Chaser, 
and all the water rides. I really enjoy my family’s traditions of taking these fun trips every year.

matthEW StEVENS, GraDE 5

The Tradition of Coal

Going to a drive-in movie, seeing a play at the Barter Theater, fishing in the Clinch, and 
looking for dry land fish are memories for a lot of people who grow up in Southwest Virginia. 
My parents, grandparents, even great grandparents, and now me share these experiences. All 
families have traditions no matter where they call home. Family vacations, holidays, and careers 
can start traditions. After talking to several members of my family, I see that coal mining is one 
in ours. My dad, both grandfathers, uncles, great uncles, cousins, great grandfather, and probably 
great-great grandfathers mined coal for a living. One of my grandfathers continues to mine coal 
everyday. My mom shared a special memory with me about how she never realized how danger-
ous coal mining could be until she went to college. Some of her classmates were researching coal 
mining and interviewed her because she was a coal miner’s daughter. They asked my mom about 
the worries and fears she had about my Poppy while he was underground. She told them she 
had never thought about it like that because it was the “norm.” All of her friends’ dads were coal 
miners. They went to work each day, and the dangers and fears were never discussed. Coal helped 
put my mom through college. My Poppy said he wanted my mom to have a good education so 
she wouldn’t have to work as hard as he did for things. My grandparents didn’t have cell phones 
or video games growing up. They played board games and sports for fun. Things have definitely 
changed over the years. I couldn’t imagine not having an Ipod or video games in my life!

maSoN StrEEt, GraDE 4

Hunting Haiku

Hunting is so fun
I like hunting with my dad
We only hunt deer.

SamUEl SUthErlaND, GraDE 5
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The Best Dad

I interviewed my dad, Chris Tiller. My dad was born and raised in Council, Virginia. My 
dad has an older sister, named Kisha. When he was little, he loved playing basketball. He says 
that one of his happiest childhood memories was getting to go to the park and play. Growing 
up, he always enjoyed the tradition of going to the annual family reunions. He had one dog 
growing up. He says he didn’t have any chores. When it was time to choose a career, my dad 
chose to be a counselor and he works at a prison. During his lifetime, he has gotten to travel 
to Mexico. He married my mom, Michelle Stanley Tiller. They have two daughters, my sister 
Riley and myself. The qualities that I  admire most about my dad are that he is strong and 
brave. I chose to interview him because he has had an interesting life. My dad has taught me 
that life is not always great, that there will always be ups and downs. He says his proudest 
moments have been when my sister and I were born. The biggest change my dad has seen in 
his lifetime is with technology, especially cell phones and how they can do anything you need 
them to. I really enjoyed interviewing my dad. It was interesting learning about his life.

rEEcE tIllEr, GraDE 4

My Mamaw

I interviewed my Mamaw. Her name is Penny Trent. She lives in Virginia, but was born 
in West Virginia. She has six sisters and four brothers. Her favorite childhood memory was 
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playing ball with her brothers and sisters. In Mamaw’s days, she celebrated holidays and birth-
days. She had chickens, hogs, cows, and ducks. When she was growing up, Mamaw did have 
chores. Her chores were washing dishes, cooking, and cleaning. Mamaw played games with 
her brothers and sisters, such as tag, hide-and-go-seek, and ball. Mamaw says she also en-
joyed swimming in the creek. Her dad was a coal miner and her mother was a housewife. My 
Mamaw worked in a finishing plant when it was time to get a job. My Mamaw and her family 
traveled to West Virginia, Kentucky, and Missouri. She married Roger Trent. They have four 
children together: Roger, Jr., Angela, Jeff, and Mark, I admire my Mamaw because I love her 
and she is so special. Mamaw is very kind and loving. She has taught me to always show love 
and to be kind to people. She says her proudest moment was me being born, and she is proud 
that she gets to raise me. The biggest change she has seen in her life is how technology is such 
a big part of our lives. I have enjoyed learning about how my Mamaw grew up.

aNGEl trENt, GraDE 5

The Life of My Poppy

I interviewed my Poppy, Ronnie Trent. He was born in Castlewood, Virginia on 
November 4, 1958. He has two sisters and four brothers. He says his favorite thing to do as 
a child was playing in the Clinch River. His special family tradition was going to his family 
reunions. Growing up, he had one pet. He did chores, such as going to get coal and wood. His 
favorite game was Foxes and Hounds, and he really liked to fish. Poppy was in the Army, and 
got to travel a lot. He married Jan Trent, and they have two children. Poppy has taught me 
how life today is different than a long time ago. He says that his proudest moment was when 
his granddaughter (me) was born! He says the biggest change he has seen in his lifetime is 
technology. I love learning about what life was like for my Poppy growing up.

taylor trENt, GraDE 4

The Life of My Grandfather

I interviewed my grandfather, Rodney Trent. He was born in Dante, Virginia on May 6, 
1952. There were eight people in his family. Growing up, his favorite thing was working on 
cars. A strong tradition in his family was the annual family reunions. He enjoyed taking care 
of his horses. He had chores to do as a young boy. It was his responsibility to carry water, coal, 
and wood for the family. In his spare time, he played baseball and football. After he graduated 
school, he went to work in the coal mines. He met and married Susan Snead. They had two 
children, Jarrod and Jamie. My grandfather taught me about changing tires on cars. He says his 
favorite memory is when I was born. He says the biggest change he’s seen is how the Virginia 
City community has changed through the years. I enjoy spending time with my grandfather, 
and hearing about his heritage growing up in the Appalachian region.

tracE trENt, GraDE 4



388 St. PaUl ElEmENtary School

My Mom

My mom is from Kentucky. She was born in West Virginia. She is the youngest child of 
four sisters, one brother, four half-brothers, and one half-sister. She has a very big family. She 
also has lots of aunts and uncles, fifteen total. There are eight girls and seven boys. Her dad 
was a coal miner in the hills of Kentucky. When my mom was in school years ago, her parents 
would take the family to Paducah, Kentucky to the lake every summer. They loved boat riding, 
hayrides, fishing, skiing, roasting marshmallows, and camping in a tent near the fire. Growing 
up in Kentucky was hard and noisy. She grew up near a hospital so there was always a lot of 
cars, ambulances, and helicopters making noise. My mom told me that when she was younger, 
the whole town got flooded in 1977 when she was eight years old. Once, she saw a helicopter 
land in the hospital parking lot. She ran out to see it. The two men inside let my mom look in, 
and there were lots and lots of buttons. She sat in the seat exploring. When the men got ready 
to leave, they let my mom push the start button to start up the helicopter. My mom said it was 
the best day ever! It was a day she will never forget. She ran home to do her chores and then 
play outside with her dogs and ride her bicycle. As she got older, she got married to a military 
man who was in the Marines. They moved away to North Carolina. So years after that, along 
came the year 2007. My mom said she had me on November 5, 2007. She said that was the 
happiest and best day of her whole life. My mom loves me so very much, and I love my mom 
and I am very happy that I have a mom who loves me so much.

KylE VErmIllIoN, GraDE 4

My Grandmother

I interviewed my grandmother, Carla Smallwood. She is from Crane’s Nest, Virginia. She 
has two brothers and three sisters. She says the happiest memory is celebrating Christmas with 
her family. Growing up, she had dogs and cats as pets. She says she had a lot of chores, such as 
washing dishes and mowing the yard. For fun, she enjoyed playing hopscotch, jacks, and mar-
bles. My grandmother has gotten to travel a little bit. She married Robert Smallwood, and they 
have four children: Alicia, Bob, Kenneth, and Mark. The qualities I admire the most about my 
grandmother are that she is such a good person, and that she helps me learn about the past. 
She has taught me about working hard to get what you want. She says the happiest moment in 
her life was when I was born. When I asked her about changes that she’d seen in her lifetime, 
she says she has seen the development of computers, color televisions, telephones, and how 
a man finally walked on the moon! I enjoyed learning about how my grandmother grew up.

DarrEN WIllIamS, GraDE 4

My Family

I interviewed my mom and dad. My mom’s name is Kathy Smith, and my dad’s name is 
Donald Davies. My mom has three brothers, and had a fourth brother, Devon, but he died 
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when he was a baby. She also has four sisters. Growing up, my mom had chores to do. She had 
to clean, cook, and help take care of her siblings. My mom is from Tennessee. My dad is from 
West Virginia. He has two sisters. He says a special childhood memory is when he received a 
baseball bat one year for Christmas. I admire my mom because I love her and she is nice. I also 
admire my dad because I love him and he is nice.

mIah WIllIamS, GraDE 4

My Grandma

Even though my Grandma has passed, I know a lot about her. Her name was Faye Phillips. 
She lived in Abingdon, Virginia. She also spent years living in Lebanon, Virginia. I called her 
Mamaw. What I  remember about her was that she was a good, Christian lady. She was a 
very good cook! That’s where my mom got all of her cooking skills. My favorite dish that my 
Mamaw made was mashed potatoes. She would always make them for holidays and special 
events. My favorite thing about them was the clumps of buttery potatoes. My mom now makes 
mashed potatoes for our meals, but Mamaw’s will always be the best! I loved spending time 
with her, and I’m grateful for all of the good memories I have of her.

layla WIlSoN, GraDE 4

My Grandad

I interviewed my Grandad, Steven R. Stewart. He was born in South St. Paul. When he 
was born, he had two brothers and two sisters. They grew up with a few cats. For fun, he used 
to fish, ride bicycles, and play outside. He used to be a coal miner until he had an accident. He 
was on the job one day and a rock fell on his back! He was forced to quit. When he was a young 
man, coal mining was a huge business. When he was forty years old, he married Kay Smith 
and bought a property in West Hills Estates. They built a house there. They had two children, 
Alice (my mom) and Steven. My Grandad has seen St. Paul change a lot. Back when he was 
younger, there used to be stores in every building. I chose to interview my Grandad because he 
is the oldest living person in our family.

KaylEE WrIGht, GraDE 5

Cornbread

My Mamaw’s name is Barbara Creech. She lives in Castlewood, Virginia. She is married to 
my Papaw, Jimmy Creech. Their wedding anniversary is on Valentine’s Day, February 14. They 
have one dog, Maddie, and one cat, Tinkerbell. My Mamaw makes good cornbread. She uses 
the same recipe that her mom used. My family and I enjoy eating this cornbread often. Here 
is my Mamaw’s cornbread recipe.
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Heat a cast iron skillet on the stove with a little bit of oil and a sprinkle of cornmeal
Mix 2 ½ cups of cornmeal, 1 cup of flour, 1 cup of buttermilk.
Stir ingredients together. It it’s too thick, add a little water until it gets to a good thickness.
Pour mixture into your hot skillet and bake at 450 degrees for 25–30 minutes or until 

golden brown. Serve with hot butter!
JacoB yoUNG, GraDE 4
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Stonewall Jackson High School

The Stonewall Jackson High School community blankets the strong looking for respite, 
while it warms and protects the most vulnerable. We’re champions and artists. We’re musicians 
and athletes. We’re activists and academics. Most importantly, we cling to the thread that binds 
us all ... humanity. Aside from delivering a quality education, the faculty and staff work to 
show students how a piece is really integral to the whole. Every thread in the weave is needed 
to make us stronger.

Sometimes it’s the small things, the thread unseen in a patchwork of faces and voices. That 
thread, binding the pieces together, is not of one hand, but from the hands of many. Stonewall 
Jackson High School is an old, comfortable quilt. Each piece tells a story. Some of the pieces 
appear almost new as if they’ve never served another purpose. Others show signs of stress 
where fingers have gripped too tightly.

Perceived by some in the community as a school whose students somehow deserve less, 
the committed adults in the building encourage inclusion and acceptance and move students 
toward empowerment. Building resilience by making war on obstacles, students in the Raider 
family are provided the tools to be productive, caring members of a larger society. In education, 
we speak of closing gaps. At Stonewall, the tremendous sense of community and care for one 
another can turn deficits into assets. Students stand ready to take a risk. Teachers do not just 
throw out lifelines ... sometimes they are the lifeline.

In a world that picks shiny and new over that which lasts, we’ll take our old, comfortable 
quilt with all of the mismatched pieces any day. It’s strong. It’s reliable. It’s warm and provides 
protection when we need it most. When a corner here and there is threadbare, the collective hands 
stitch together a supportive weave because nobody loves our kids like we do. And love them we do.

rhoNDa Early carPEr, aSSIStaNt PrINcIPal

The Garden

In the fall of 2017, we at Stonewall Jackson High School traversed down an unfamiliar path 
to the Origin Project. We did not possess a clear concept of where it would lead us, but what 
took place in the next few months changed each and every one of us forever. We were met by two 
genuine women, Linda Woodward and Nancy Bolmeier Fisher, who continue to cultivate and 
grow the spirit of The Origin Project. In this quaint, beautiful town of Abingdon, showcased by 
the Barter Theatre, we were introduced to two more women. The first, Adriana Trigiani, plant-
ed the seed and awakened our spirit with her powerful words and emotions; while the second, 
Laurie Eustis, watered our imagination with her feelings and poetry. Those two days began our 
journey as Stonewall participants in this project and the seeds germinated and took root.

Throughout the next few months, my students’ writings were nurtured and irrigated using 
different techniques and approaches. Each worked and struggled to develop his and her own 
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voice and to grow those budding thoughts into pieces of writing that were deemed worthy. 
When we began, I didn’t know these students very well; yet, each one has opened his or her 
heart and willingly shared a story, a dream, a wish, or a hope.

I felt the passion in the words of Emily, Curtis, Carrie, Narcisse, Sasha, Katherine.
I experienced the emotion in the words of Liam, Renzo, Cindy, Vera, Sergio, Nyah.
I pictured the events through the words of Anthony, Morgan, Alex, Betty and Nick.
I was touched by the words of Frank, Lillian, Laily, Carmine and Karla.
I was impressed by the depth of the meanings of Antonio, Mitchell and Jason C.
The seeds that were planted in this garden have grown and produced such bounty. Our 

hearts were touched and changed forever. I am eternally grateful for the opportunity to have 
been part of The Origin Project.

chrIStINE E. DrIScoll, laNGUaGE artS tEachEr

The Red String of Fate

Red and thin with its length reflecting one’s lifetime
Connecting us to people who can act as our lifeline
Tragedy and sadness all intertwine
With memories we find to be absolutely divine
So delicate for some
For a nick can feel so numb
What once was precious and adored
Can feel more like a nuisance rather than a reward
Life is like a puzzle to me
For which I can never have the answer key
For who I am now did not originate from who I wanted to be
Because it was set in stone before I could even agree
You look at me and ask how I got here
And my answer to you is to listen up and hear
For when I say fate can be cruel
Those who deny me are the epitome of a fool
I am a representation of everything I’ve gone through
With each experience leaving me feeling brand new.
The most unfortunate thing about this piece of string
Is how it’s constantly reminding me of its existence in the form of a ring
Wrapped around my finger like a permanent noose
Until it no longer is in use.

alBa aGUIlar, GraDE 12
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NEW

I was two years old
When I was brought into a new world
Two thousand three hundred eleven miles away
I went from sipping horchata in la playa Libertad
To sipping on a can of Pepsi in Virginia Beach
I went from eating pupusas con salsa y curtido
To eating a cheeseburger with french fries
I went from feeling only one season year-round
To feeling four different seasons
I went from only owning shorts and T-shirts
To owning jackets, scarfs, and mittens
But most importantly, I went from gang violence, no future
To opportunity, equality and
Freedom.

StEFaNy aGUIlar, GraDE 12

Love and Travel

All that is imprinted in my mind, is you
She is held captive there, or maybe she is not
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She stays by choice and pushes away those who try to come close to me
No matter the distance, she will reach for me.

I lay underneath the sweltering sun
Waves crashing on the shoreline
As lyrics climb throughout my ears
But she does not like to share the space
Like before, she pushes them away.

Now large mountains surround me
As if they are offering me a hug
Like at the beach, the music is blaring here, too
Windows down and our song comes on
All the memories come flooding back
My mind cannot focus on anything but you.

No matter my travels, she lives in my mind
The place does not matter; she will always follow close
A scar engraved into my soul
A lesson and blessing wherever I go
There I wish for her to remain
As we continue to travel, learn, and grow.

taylor aNDErSoN, GraDE 12

The Igorots (Philippines Ethnic Group)

I can still hear the hear the echoes
Bouncing from mountain to mountain
The sound of gangsa and solibao
Reminds me of home
Is it that time of the year yet?
The time to wear my traditional tapis?
As young men wear their wanes
I wear my tapis and head dress
Old and new generation
United to celebrate
This quiet town is alive
Lang-ay a local feasta
A time to create memories
A time to have fun, and
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A chance to pass traditions
Best time to entertain, and
To attract the youth
By the end of the day
These green majestic mountains
Are witness of this celebration
As days go by
Youngsters are interested
Sooner or later they will learn it
For the future children
Will share it
Our traditions shall stay
For these high mountains
Hides who you we are
Peaceful harmony of the kalaleng
Shall be heard to all villages
For these mountains
Deliver this lovely echo

The Igorots is who I  am and I  am proud of it. We are known as one of the oldest eth-
nic groups in the Philippines. We are also known as the Cordillerans and the head hunters. 
During the colonization, our ancestors stood up for their freedom and their children. They 
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fought the Spaniards as much as they could and because of this bravery the Spaniards never 
tried to step foot on our beloved land again. For our traditional clothing, Tapis is for women 
usually with stone and beads for head dress and tattoos for status and beauty. Wanes is for men 
and their kalasag-(armor) and tattoos symbolizing bravery and status. Gangsa (gongs), Solibao 
(traditional drums) and Kalaleng (nose flute) are some of the traditional musical instruments 
we have.

carrIE archoG, GraDE 12

Mother

She sits on mountains - in Her house -
She’s caring for Her world -
Her children play in fields of grass -
In which She has unfurled -

Within her grasp are daisy crowns -
Nature intertwines -
She places them on children’s heads -
They smile in their minds

Emma BErtholD, GraDE 12

A Christmas Memory

Before my parents separated, my favorite holiday was by far Christmas. We celebrated in the 
most wonderful way. We would start by pulling out all our Christmas decorations. Decorating 
our tree was a Christmas tradition for as long as I can remember. Lights and ornaments flood-
ed our living room floor for hours before they were all perfectly hung all around our house. The 
Christmas tree was by far my favorite part; I would decorate it from top to bottom.

Every year a new theme, a new color, and a new memory was created with that tree. On the 
eve of Christmas, we would host a party for all of our family and closest friends and we would 
exchange gifts. It was always a time to come together and thank everyone for still being in our 
lives. Music and food would soon engulf everyone. Laughter would fill the entire room. The 
feeling I got from this every year was magical. However, it soon abruptly ended when my parents 
got a divorce. Soon after their divorce, the Christmas tree was thrown away. No more Christmas 
tree. No more lights. No more decorations to flood the living room floor. The parties never hap-
pened again. The music and the food that once engulfed everyone stopped. The laughter that 
once filled the room was now silent. That magical feeling I had every Christmas soon departed.

SErGIo BollEra, GraDE 12
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A Night with the Family

At the end of a seven-hour trip
Right over the Canadian border,
Comes a great surprise!
A time of unity
And happiness!

Every year,
One beautiful summer evening,
I get the opportunity
To see the gleaming smiles
On my cousins’ faces,
Annicklande, McLorrain, Georgina;
Such gorgeous names.
I get the opportunity
To hear the wonderful laughter
From my dad and his only brother,
His best friend.
I get the opportunity
To smell the curry chicken and rice
From my auntie’s kitchen.
I get the opportunity
To taste the warm sugar cookies
Right after my cousin yells
‘UNO!’
After our game night.
And finally,
I get the opportunity
To feel that sense of togetherness
Brought on from my family.
An experience
Never to be forgotten.

VEra BorDoh-aNSah, GraDE 12

My Mother

March 6, 2000
I don’t remember.
Nothing, not a single memory of that day.
I only know what I have been told.
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I don’t remember
When I was taken from my mother,
My mother.
They didn’t let her.
Not even for a minute.
She had me for 9 months
Ready to hold me,
But she couldn’t.
My mom, my beautiful mother
Couldn’t hold me because
I was dying.

cINDy BrIoNES, GraDE 12

Central Park

As I sat there
I pondered all the
Inspirations and important events
That happened in my life.
The cool breeze on a summer night
Helped me ease into a state of
Nirvana.
A performer was playing
Theme songs from old movies
Inside a tunnel in Central Park
That led to the center.
I caught myself reflecting and feeling
Different emotions as I listened to
Chatter from onlookers
Like me.
I opened my eyes and saw people
Dancing and singing along to whatever
Song the performer was playing next.
I felt in that moment connected to Central Park
And all the people in it.
As the night went on I began to become
More in tune with the people of New York.
I’ll never forget that cool breeze on that summer night
In Central Park.

carmINE caPEZZUto, GraDE 12
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On The Other Side (The Obstacle)

Staring into the void, sinking in my 
thoughts

Yearning to reunite with the peace 
and quiet

Overcome with emotions 
reminiscent of those of the past

My mind wanders seeking to find an 
explanation for this separation

The obstacle, right before my eyes

Orchestrated by nature, this obstacle 
parts me from tranquility

Some perceive it as a humble abode 
for aquatic creatures

In my eyes, it is as volatile as the 
chameleon

It has the means to take back all that 
it blesses me with

Sometimes being around it brings 
me calmness

And breathes into me an undying 
sense of hope

One that gives me reason to believe that I can succeed
Even in the face of seemingly insurmountable odds
Today, it has a diametrically opposite effect
It radiates pessimism and hinders my ability to ameliorate my inner turmoil

Why neutralize my efforts to rekindle my relationship with that on the 
other side?

Am I not worthy of a second chance?
I question my decision to take a stroll down this uninviting path
I paid my earnest visit to you
My reward?
Nothing short of dolor
I presumed to leave your presence with much repose
Instead, I am more confused than ever
I long for the day that I will finally be in sync with that on the other side
I will persevere and subdue all forces that anticipate my downfall
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I drew inspiration from human’s perpetual yearning for lasting peace. Life presents endless 
chaos and unforeseen contingencies that we must constantly strive to subdue. Sometimes we 
are fortunate enough to see a light at the end of the tunnel, but we somehow cannot bring 
ourselves to experience and relish that internal calmness and peace.

aKoSUa DaNSoa oDEI, GraDE 12

Wall

Hard work. Dedication.
Down the path
You find talent.
A wall that cannot be overcome.

Self

View from the pond
One with no respond
Nothing that could mend
This pain that has no end

Contrast

Dark hair and bright eyes
Warm heart belies a cold mind
I am not with her
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Black

I am black.
The absence of color.
I am absent of emotion
On the inside.

JaSoN choU, GraDE 12

Let the Music Speak

Hello, tone deaf denizens
Your savior, the music God himself
Has arrived here in person
My relatives of past and present, put on pedestals
To reveal in their creative creations
Sent me to save your souls
The top God of the turntable will
Take you under his wing
Rhythm has never flowed
As it does for me
Enveloping everyone in the sound
Get the saint of mixing
Bring you to bask in the bass
From the speaker of the soul
Fear not! You will enjoy
No man can energize and invigorate
Quite like I will do to you
Allow the sound to flow through your soul
Let it carry you away
Let the music speak.

aNtoNIo crEt PoP, GraDE 12

Pleasant Surprise

I looked out the window, then said to myself,
Where is my pillow?

I’m trying to be a baby and
See some angels.

This poem is starting to take off
While I’m on my pillow.

I hear knocking at my window
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As I look I see angels
Holding this poem.

FraNK DaVIS, GraDE 12

Time

Well, my family will always have a family get-together every month. These get-togethers 
are at my house. There would be lots of food and then you wouldn’t even smell food after a 
while because you’d end up smelling cologne from my uncles. I used to hate that smell. Now, 
I miss it. I remember getting headaches because my grandmother would kiss me so much and 
tell me she loves me. I miss those headaches. Then, everyone would all talk about what they’ve 
been up to lately. Now, I miss when everyone wanted to hear what I’ve been up to lately. Then, 
we would end the get-togethers looking at old pictures and creating new pictures.

FraNK DaVIS, GraDE 12

A Syrian Christmas

The week of Christmas, every other year, my family on my mom’s side comes to visit us in 
Virginia. My grandfather was from Syria. For special holidays like Christmas, we throw a Syrian 
dinner party called a “Hufla.” Throughout the holiday season, we have a series of traditions we re-
peat time and time again. On the 23rd of December, we spend the day baking our favorite dishes 
beginning with breakfast and continuing through dinner. To prepare for our Hufla, I spend time 
with my Aunt Susan preparing lamb and rice to roll into grape leaves, while my cousin, Emily, 
bakes my favorite dessert called “Baklawa,” and my Uncle Jeff grills lamb. The warm fire lights 
the room and holiday candles burn throughout the house. My family gathers at our large dining 
table to eat dinner, while jazz music and lively chatter fill the air while we savor every bite of food.

On Christmas Eve, we travel to the Cactus Cantina in Washington, D.C. for dinner before 
we attend a Christmas Eve service at the National Cathedral. Following the service, we go back 
home to read a story, The Secret of The Elves Elite. The story is about Santa’s secret elite team 
of elves who bounce around our house throughout the month of December.

Finally, after multiple days jam-packed with our favorite traditions, we prepare for the ar-
rival of Santa. We arrange a variety of cookies on a plate to leave out for Santa. On Christmas 
morning, we wake up and eat a big breakfast together while opening gifts. My mom, Lisa, 
makes delicious sausage bread. My Aunt Pat makes the sweetest blueberry scones for us to eat 
throughout the day. Christmas time is my most favorite time of the year, because I get to spend 
the holiday with my family enjoying our traditions, and making new memories.

Baklawa

Ingredients:
2 cups ground walnuts
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1/3 cup sugar
1 lb. prepared phyllo pastry (Filo pastry or strudel pastry leaves)

1 ½ - 2 cups sweet melted butter

Syrup ingredients:
1 ½ cup sugar
1 ¾ cup water

Directions:
Preheat oven to 300 degrees

Use 9x13 pan
Fold each leaf doubled, put melted butter on

Use 10 leaves then sprinkle nuts over
Repeat butter on remaining leaves

Cut in diamonds before baking
Bake at 300 degrees for 1 ½ hours

Make syrup – boil until sugar is dissolved, reduce heat and simmer 20 
minutes

Pour syrup on top of Baklawa after removal from oven
Cool in pan on wire rack for 2 hours

morGaN GlaNtZ, GraDE 12

My Steppingstones

Born on February 12, 2000.
Spanish is my first language.
I lived in Los Angeles for a year or two as a baby.
When I moved to Virginia, I lived in Manassas.
When I was 3, my baby sister was born.
Going to school in kindergarten, I didn’t know much English.
I have a big scar on my left leg that I’ve had since I was 6 years old.
I got it from a broken mirror.
When I was 8, I moved to Bristow and have been living there ever since.
The summer before high school, I went to Los Angeles for the whole summer.
When I came back from LA, I went to a Linkin Park concert with my family.
I applied to the cosmetology program my sophomore year and I got in.
I started cosmetology my junior year.
The summer of 2016 one of my friends moved in with me and she was 

my first roommate.
BEtty GrESS, GraDE 12



StoNEWall JacKSoN hIGh School 405

Old Traveler

Old traveler
You’re on your way to the light
Your body lays still
Silence surrounding it
Not a single word spoken
The night has come
Your spirit is almost at its destination.
The night is coming to an end
Your body is cold now
Oh, my old dear traveler
Your spirit is no longer with us.

KathErINE hErrEra, GraDE 12

Gone

First one without him
The infatuating smell of food,
No matter where you go
Kids playing
Parents cooking, drinking
We set the table
Turkey, ham, potatoes, greens, beans.
All come sit at the table
Two tables, full of people
But one
Empty
Chair

mItchEll hoNEycUtt, GraDE 12

My Last Play Ever

Adrenaline:
The rush of blood to my head,
Heart pumping faster,
Unable to control the shaking in my hands.
I could hear my breath,
It was raspy and uneven.
Hands still shaking.
Dusk,
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If it was dusk,
Then why was there red,
Sweeping across the blue?
Then a bright light blinded everything.
The man standing over me was speaking,
But all I heard was a muffled noise.
Then I was lifted up
I was slid into the ambulance.
The last thing I remember,
was my helmet being taken off.

aNthoNy JacoBS, GraDE 12

Confinement of Awareness

A tranquil body is bleeding
its memories from the prison of the brain,
upon the pillow.

The wandering soul travels,
past a clear window.
It’s met by the angels of life.

In a state of near death,
this freedom creates more life.
Every night,
a poem is sung by the soul
and brings a new day.

Once the poem ends,
the angels are camouflaged
by the light of the new day.

When the head raises
from the rivers of imagination
that flood the pillow.

The windows become opaque
by the ubiquitous fog of the river
that the angels baptized the refined thoughts.

The ungovernable blindness
traps soul into the brain.
Making us prisoners again.

laIly JaGhorI, GraDE 12
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Nine Words

“Be better than the person sitting next to you.”
Obstacles faced, my only goal was to push through.

Repeated through my mind like a broken record.
Disappointment and failure ... something I could not afford.

I was told I would be looked at differently.
My language, background to the color of my skin.

Growing up African in an American society
is where my story begins.

Desire to fit in.
Striving for acceptance for so long.

As I matured, I realized being different was not so “wrong.”
Embraced my culture, my people and my language more.

Things many wanted, I never expressed before.
Family and education are morals by which we live .

Being the first child was an even better reason to dream high.
“Be better than the person sitting next to you.”

Maturity showed me how much my parents sacrificed.
Working 10 times harder to be accepted in this world ...

Just so I could have a paradise
Nine words I dedicate myself to.
Words many people look over.
Or maybe can’t even relate to.

aShlEy KacoU, GraDE 12
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Granny

The smell of morning dew every summer morning
Walking into grandma’s house
The feeling of security instantly warms my body.
Feeling like a home, just for me.
She would have breakfast already prepared for me
Then we would crawl into bed.
She would brush my hair
And play music and sing to me.
We would laugh and joke around
All the time.
I would sit on the table while she made lunch
I would insist on helping and everything would be on the floor.
She never got mad.
She laughed and restarted.
After lunch, we would go sit outside
And talk about nothing.
Just enjoying each other’s company
We will always share a special bond,
A bond you can’t have just through texting.
Nothing is more special than a relationship
That I know could ever end.

Nyah KImBro, GraDE 12

The Journey from White to Black

I walked in with the bright white belt
My belt tied around my waist, all crooked and wrong
I reached for my foot and cringed in pain
My inflexible legs could barely kick
Time went by
I have worn many belts
My waist wore a number colors
I kick the wooden boards
My aching pain when I bruised my feet
I stretched and I stretched
My now flexible legs now kick high in the air
Then life hits, I have no time
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I walk out with the dark black belt
My belt tied around my waist, now even and correct

lIllIaN lUoNG, GraDE 12

Goodbye

Where are you,
If you’re not by my side.
I need you right here
When I cry.
Your voice
Your face
Seeing you every day when I come home
Watching you smile
I miss it all.
I miss you,
And your love.
I hope you’re doing well,
I’ll see you soon
Mom.

rENZo maNalo, GraDE 12

Life in Retrospect

Humming, I awoke up to a tune, new time of life in moods of gray and blues- familiar taste 
with new spin of lost childhood.

Early, I waddle to pop the pottle, the awful taste laced with sweet sauce made to masquer-
ade the shadows that dance to and fro all to spite my lack of joy.

Later, before the taste of Ritalin I’d come to adore faded, we had to grasp the economic 
collapse. Not so funny not having money. Clients had gone silent. Funds were all done. Time 
to change to a new land.

Parents consorted and assorted, desperate, they suggested we leave for Brazil. So, we went, 
sent me and my memories south to live with the family.

My time spent wondering ... to where I was never sure. Really, it was just all a blur, city to 
city, prospects of money grew as we flew to every new place.

Every time, a new hope for a new start.
I ate birthday cake alone thanks to fate, cried through the phone, begged my parents to be 

there— it just wasn’t fair ...
The rot beneath the design let shine through the rude facts of reality, barely less than three 

of a dozen, I couldn’t deny the brutalities of reality. I shouldn’t.
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Human nature became apparent due to a lack of a parent, sleeping for the time being, ab-
sent from all the things I loved in life.

Understood what my innocence hid. Finally, anxiety rid my kid. Five years of life’s smacks 
and slaps, bitter snacks take my lax away, ingrained in me at the age of 9.

Rarely corruption is part of the production in success. Brazil was a nightmare dressed in 
frills and thrills beyond imagination. Death is day by day all the while the poor weep with 
delusional smiles.

Truly saddening, maddening even. I miss the sweet offerings, the temptations of that na-
tion, the lullaby of gunshots and blankets of fear I slept under. Now, I’m safe in a more pleasant 
state of tyranny of my own making.

Still. I’m much older, grown sober, yet the print bares down on me. At times it’s hard to 
sleep as my mind races, good dreams only making me bitter. I’m done with rhyming and lying 
... I want to fix the lost and forgotten years of my childhood. But those scars shaped me, made 
me into a better person as I try to compensate for the malice of the past. My success and ma-
turity came at a cost, a self-destructive spiral masked with a smile. His thoughts creep into my 
mind at times during those sleepless nights, the rope at rest under my bed. But I don’t blame 
her, those lies saved me

To be forgotten at the wake keeps us up, makes us wish for our innocence.
lIam PENNa, GraDE 12
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Apartment # 13

It’s 6:30 a.m. and my mom stirs me from my sleep.
Wake up, get dressed, then it’s time to eat.
Kisses my forehead and locks the front door,
Leaving me in the dark silence of the apartment.

It’s 7:30 a.m. and I crawl from under the sheets,
Tie my shoes, brush my teeth.
I stir my dad from his first hours of sleep,
Whispering “I need to leave.”

It’s 3:30 p.m. and I knock on the door,
Walking into a house that feels safe.
The TV is on, some history special,
And my brother is fast asleep.

It’s 4:30 p.m. and my mama comes home,
Hugs us each tight and sighs with relief.
She yells from the kitchen in inaudible mumbles,
Telling us dinner is ready.

It’s 5:30 p.m. and Dad has to go,
Night shift is calling his name.
He kisses our heads, walks out through the door,
And the house is quiet again.

It’s 11:30 p.m. and the door creaks open,
Just barely stirring me from sleep.
I hear the locks click, Dad shuts up the house.
I roll over and smile in the peace.

It’s 6:30 a.m. and my mom stirs me from my sleep,
Each day a wonderful rinse and repeat.

EmIly PolaND, GraDE 12

TRUST

This is a hard trait to earn, yet the easiest to lose. I am an immigrant from a third world 
country. My parents were both born and raised in different countries with completely differ-
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ent perspectives, values and a majority of the country had a completely different faith. I was 
raised to believe things that were the complete opposite of what I was being taught growing up. 
Everyone and everything around me completely flipped once I came to America. The reason 
trust was so critical was because of the challenges my family had to face, not being around things 
you’re used to makes it hard to let your kids go out and do those same things. It was as if this 
world didn’t exist to me until I saw it; it was a completely different life. Coming to the Americas 
has shaped me to be who I am, what my values are, what my worth is and is helping me become 
the person I want to be. My parents coming here and trusting this completely different country 
with people who might not even like people like us has been the butterfly effect in my life.

DoUaa raShED, GraDE 11

The Aromas of Christmas

In my house, the festivities of
Christmas began with the purchase of
A tree.

I remember as a young boy, the
Eagerness during the car ride to the
Garden center.

Determined to beat my brother in
Finding the tallest, widest tree.

The car parked and we were off to the
Races, running through the vast rows
Of never-ending fir trees.

The one to find the winning tree
Earned bragging rights,

A valuable asset to have as a younger
Brother.

However, as we got cold, our interests
Shifted from trees to drinking steamy
Hot chocolate,

Desperate to warm up in the winter

Air.
The aromas of the pungent fir bristles
And hot chocolate I smelled then,
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Have unconsciously become the
Smells of Christmas to me.

alEX rISKo, GraDE 12

Grandmother

Hearing my grandmother’s words
Would wake me up.
I would walk to the kitchen barefoot,
To see her there making my food
She would make the sunrise even shinier
Than it was.
Seeing this would make my day.
Leaving her house for the first time
Was one of the worst things that ever happened 

to me.
My whole life was with her
She taught me everything about cooking,
About life, and friendship.
The adventure I had to endure with my mother 

and living my grandmom
Was the hardest.
It has been seven years since I left her
And now I would see her again
I’m really happy to see my second mother.

I was born in Honduras where my grandmother is living. She was my guardian when my 
mom came to this country. My grandma was like a second mom to me, and she still is.

Karla rIVEra calDEroN, GraDE 12

Soulful Colors

Heart made of ancient gold,
Never seeming to grow old.
A battered, crimson, bleeding heart
But a sculpted masterpiece of art.
Mind full of midnight blue showers
Though thoughts filled with wildflowers.
With a soft twilight sun kissed personality,
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But full of fiery vigor and vitality.
Midnight black curly hair,
Like the queen of night’s darkest heir.

SaSha roDrIGUEZ, GraDE 12

The Other Side of the Hill

It was early evening, when we decided to set out on a walk. There was a nice breeze that 
made the leaves rustle. When we were walking we heard the sounds of laughter, elementary 
school kids were walking home. There was a kid about 10 blocks away, he fell face first on the 
grass. To make the situation funnier, he threw his backpack on his head. He was a clumsy kid, 
but he reminded me of myself. We continued our walk until we saw to our left a long, walking 
path. At that moment, I didn’t hesitate to walk the path. I was curious to see where it would 
lead or end.

The path itself was beautiful barely being able to see where it leads. The breeze filled me 
with such adrenaline. We saw the trees moving from side to side like they were beckoning us 
to continue our little journey. The sky was a soft pink slowly turning purple. We were getting 
closer to the top. I was trying to imagine what I would see. Finally, we got to the top and the 
view was breathtaking. What first came into our view were the mountains and the wide, pink 
sky. I recognized where we were. I practically smiled to my ears. The building lights illuminated 
the streets. I could see the top of buildings. The view was mesmerizing. It was the other side of 
the hill. I kept promising myself as a kid I would see the other side, too. I want to share with 
you what I learned. That little adventure meant just as much as the destination to me. This was 
a memory about how my journey to the other side of the hill was more than just a destination.

Image: Picture of the Hill and Me
SaSha roDrIGUEZ, GraDE 12

The Picnic

The music blasting, people dancing,
The smell of food through the air.
Set up in a park ground,
The music still blasting.
Women in beautiful saris,
Dancing and singing,
Men laughing and drinking,
Children playing.
The music still blasting.
Summer’s heat pounding
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Watermelons for consuming.
Hundreds of people dancing
Together as family
The music still blasting
The bass bumping
Morning to night
One as a family
At a picnic
The music still blasting.

ayUSh Sharma, GraDE 12

Foreigner

Growing up, money was tight. The “Indian Dream” is to work hard in school, go to an upscale 
college and begin a career in the STEM field as soon as you get out of college. Both my parents 
grew up in India. My dad stopped going to school halfway through grade 12, having to work on 
my grandad’s sugar plantation just so his family could eat. My mom stopped going to school in 
grade 10. Her family didn’t think it was important for a girl to finish school. After all, she’ll be 
married off to a husband who will support her financially. My parents emigrated to the United 
States in 1999. At the time, my dad knew little English and my mom knew none at all. My dad 
was working construction and my mom, like many Indian immigrants worked at a gas station.

Growing up, there was never enough money to go around. All the clothes I owned came 
off the clearance rack at Kmart. My mom would often buy clothes that were too big for me, 
saying I would “grow into them”.

My parents never signed me up for sports when I was younger because they were afraid 
I would get hurt. When middle school came around, I had no social skills whatsoever. Kids 
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would always pick on me and call me a terrorist. It didn’t help that my birthday was on 
September 11th, 2000. Nobody wanted to be friends with the ugly, socially-retarded Indian 
kid in the ill-fitting clothing.

It wasn’t until high school that I started to branch out on my own. I finally learned how 
to cope with the bullying. I became more confident in myself and my abilities. This allowed 
me to open myself up to new experiences. It’s a change I feel is necessary for every person to 
experience.

amrIt SINGh, GraDE 12

I Am

I am from a single-family home in Rio Rancho, New Mexico
I am Native American, Filipino and, Irish

I am from the basketball court
in my front yard with one rusty hoop

I am from my mom asking “how was school” to “do your chores”
I am from learning from my dad’s life stories

and my mom being overprotective
I am from arguing with my sisters and winning the fight

I am from dressing up for Christmas mass
and coming home to baked chocolate chip cookies

I am from acting and modeling as a child
to now pursuing a basketball career

I am now living in Bristow, Virginia
I have learned many life lessons from the people I have encountered

I am now 17 years old
Time is flying by

It is a scary and exciting feeling
Because the real world is a scary place

But all the memories and lessons I’ve learned
Will guide me through the rest of my journey

alySSa SWEENEy, GraDE 12
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Meningitis and Me

I had Meningitis
When I was only three
I was laid up for a few weeks
With a long hospital stay.
I was
Fortunate to live
Meningitis caused
My right ear to have profound deafness
And my left ear is hard of hearing.
Came to United States
At age six and
Went to school
With no hearing aid
Because
I did not have one.
One day
I got a hearing aid
It inspired me.
The hearing aid is pivotal
Because it felt
lonely without it.

NarcISSE tEyIrI, GraDE 12

Costa Rica

The most lively green trees and the most gentle clear waves surround 
Costa Rica.

The hot, soft sand and smooth clean grass take over.
Where the beaches are known for their gorgeous scenes and relaxing 

views.
Where the people will smile at you and lend you a hand.
Where community is family.
Costa Rica is where the animals run freely and the plants bloom high.
Where the smell of coffee infiltrates your nose from the corner of your 

house.
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Where one gazes at the night sky and the shooting stars are bright.
Where one’s dreams come true.
Where my home is.

EStEBaN UmaNa, GraDE 12

I Want to Be Angela Davis

One cannot think of their ancestral origin without acknowledging a beginning. At what 
point in time does one establish his or her origin? Where does it all begin? Because of these 
complexities, and the fact that my family’s origin is mostly unknown due to adoption, slavery, 
and a web of family secrets, I’ve decided to delve into an entity unbound by time: my hair. It 
tells the story of where I’ve been, where I am, and where I’m going all at once. Not only this, 
but it serves as a physical representation of my family’s past, unheeding to a point in time. This 
is my story:

Staring into the mirror with an abhorring, yet saddened expression; my mother hopelessly 
smiles behind me as she watches the tears fill my young eyes.

“Just give it a try, Kendall.”
“I hate it.”
This still image will forever occupy my mind. I was in the fourth grade, and my mother 

insisted I try this new hair product: “Kinky Curly.” It blatantly oversold how it would “define 
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my curls” and leave me with “sheen;” instead, it just left me with a ‘fro reminiscent of the Black 
Panthers.

I despised it.
Throughout my elementary school career, all my desires were centered around straight hair. 

I wanted to connect with my peers, and I wanted to look like my mother and sister; but most 
importantly, I wanted to achieve the infamous side ponytail to complete my rock star look. But 
alas, I was stuck with big, thick, and especially difficult “natural” hair.

In my family, we have a kind of tradition, or really a rite of passage. The summer before 
sixth grade, every girl is allowed to get a relaxer: a chemical hair treatment which calms and 
straightens natural hair. I had never looked forward to anything more than to this rite of pas-
sage. I could finally abandon my afros, puffs, and twists, to embrace ponytails and waterfall 
braids. My hair would finally grow down. Even though my mother strongly advised against it, 
I went to the salon the summer before sixth grade and received the silky smooth look I had 
always wanted. I felt so much better about myself. As long as I endured the burning sensations 
of my touch- ups every six weeks, all was well ... until it started breaking off.

Pre-teen that I was, I  chose to completely ignore the damaging effects of the relaxer for 
the straightening effects it produced. However, as time went on, I grew very tired of my long- 
sought hairstyle and started to build up a desire for my natural being.

Thus, one careless January night during my sophomore year, as I reached the peak of my 
frustration, I confidently walked into my parents’ bathroom, not saying a word, grabbed a pair 
of scissors, and chopped all the straight pieces away.

Ever since I  cut my hair, I’ve adopted a new attitude. I  feel more like myself, and I  feel 
more connected to my culture and distant African heritage. My choice to go natural is akin to 
W.E.B. DuBois’ concept of “double consciousness” in his sociological work The Souls of Black 
Folk. In it, DuBois describes the “twoness” one feels as an African American, aiming to “merge 
his double self into a better and truer self.” I do not wish to “Africanize America,” nor do I wish 
to “bleach [my] Negro soul;” I strive for balance. By going natural, I feel I am one step closer to 
successfully achieving this balance.

Going natural in a world where it is deemed unprofessional, and even “matted and un-
kempt” by US military grooming guidelines, is not always easy, but it is definitely worth it. 
I may have to deal with broken combs and hand cramps from doing my hair every morning, 
but it exposes me to situations where women approach me in thrift stores and ask me to help 
their daughters through the natural hair movement. Such a small, impulsive decision has led 
me to explore my culture more and has opened the gates to discovering my identity. I once de-
spised my Black Panther-reminiscent afro, but I now strive even slightly to resemble the image 
(and intellect) of Angela Davis.

KENDall WIllIS, GraDE 12
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Motownphilly is Truly Back Again

I love Boyz II Men. Simply put ... yet not so simply put. My passion for the 90’s R&B boy 
group is so immense there aren’t enough synonyms for the word “love” in the English language 
that will wholeheartedly capture how I feel about them. I can’t even begin to articulate the sen-
sations that develop within me when I hear Shawn Stockman’s falsetto A flat at the beginning 
of their 1994 love ballad, “On Bended Knee.” Now I don’t want to sound dramatic, but their 
music is pretty good.

This begs the question why? What attracts me to this group’s music? I’m not sure if I’m 
even able to answer this question myself. It may be its presence in the best music decade on 
this earth, or maybe it’s the talented work of producers Jimmy Jam and Terry Lewis, or maybe 
even its close connection to my favorite childhood movie, “The Prince of Egypt.” However true, 
I choose to believe the essence of the latter. Their music connects me to my childhood in a 
way no other medium can. The perfect harmony of the four male voices in accordance to their 
distinct but beautiful dissonance reminds me of that of my father’s acapella group. It takes me 
back to early Saturday mornings getting ready for church, taking in the smell of the iron on 
my father’s expensive suits, and listening in awe to the fluctuation of his voice as he practices 
for his next performance with the Brothers of CPC.

So yeah, I’d say their music is pretty good.
KENDall WIllIS, GraDE 12
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Shades of Me

I am silver
Strong and sharp when given a 

point.
You’ll only see this side,
When heated and hammered,
Ground away at by life.
I am black
An empty plain,
Void of color.
Waiting
For a light
To show
What’s beneath the surface.
I am gray
Stuck in the middle.
During the day
Happy, cheerful,
At night
Confused, cold.
I am orange
Warm and welcoming,
Here to help you
Through the night.

cUrtIS WooD, GraDE 12
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The Curtain Call

Contrary to the typical teacher, I am most comfortable being behind the scenes. My stu-
dents, to me, are the spotlight. I work to support them, to educate them and to give them the 
skills they need to move ahead in life. Each school year, the curtain rises and I am given a new 
set of students. I work to mold and to shape young minds, to be a positive influence, a motiva-
tor. I am encouraged by their work and their knowledge. They move around the stage, uncom-
fortable at first, fumbling as they get to know their own strength. Then, they begin to shine.

The Origin Project has put them in the spotlight, and rightfully so. They have stories to tell 
and poems to share. They have words to recite. Tales of love and loss, of pain and joy, laughter 
and remembrance. I  work to help them remember their lines and to make the scene more 
powerful. I am backstage, full of hope and excitement, proud of their growth and their inde-
pendence. Their performance is spectacular. They have shared their souls, proclaimed their 
voice, made themselves vulnerable. The crowds are cheering them on. I give them a standing 
ovation. My heart sings. And then the curtain closes.

laUrEN KohIStaNI, IB hUmaN GEoGraPhy tEachEr
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I Am From

I am from Big Stone Gap, from Christmas.
I am from the holidays and presents.
I am from school and XBox and eating.
From adams and fighting with my brothers and sisters.
I am from fishing to sleeping.
I am from helping mom and dad.
I am from Big Stone Gap, Virginia.

AleX AdAMS, GRAde 5

Our Trip to Disney World

Last year my family and I went to Disney World. It was a very long trip and going to take 
us a while to get there. We left the house around lunch time and started on our way. After 
driving for nine hours my dad began to get tire so we decided to stop for the night and get a 
hotel room. We were going to drive the rest of the way the next day but every hotel we went to 
was booked. Even though he was tired my dad decided to just drive the rest of the way. It was 
around 2 A.M. when we finally arrived. We checked in and went straight to bed.

The next morning we got up and headed off to Magic Kingdom.The first thing we did 
when we got there was go the the castle. We also rode lots of rides. My favorite ride the Magic 
Kingdom was the Winnie the pooh ride. We stayed a whole week there a went to all four 
Disney parks. In Hollywood Studios I only rode one ride and it was creepy. I thought that park 
was boring. However, I loved Epcot. It was my favorite park. It had this huge ball that had a 
ride inside of it. It was called Spaceship Earth and was very cool. I loved Disney World and i 
hope we can go back again one day.

eMMA AddiSon, GRAde 5

Festival Of Trees

This year my class visited the “Festival of Trees” at the Museum in Big Stone Gap, Virginia. 
There were so many trees to look at but the tree that I like the most was the “Gingerbread Tree”. 
The tree was huge with a great big gingerbread house at the bottom of it. It looked like the tree 
was coming out of the house. The hose was all decorated and it had a small gingerbread man 
in it. The tree was very colorful, with bright ornaments all over it. Someone had decorated it 
and made it look really cool. Another tree that I liked a whole lot was the one with an angel 
and firefighter. It was made to look like the angel was standing over the firefighter holding him.

cARloS AndeRSon, GRAde 5
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Fishing with Family

My favorite thing to do is fish. In Appalachia we have a fishing derby. My Uncle Jim helped 
begin the fishing derby. I love it because I get to see my family which includes all my cousins, 
uncles, aunts, and grandparents. When they let the fish go in the water it is so funny. They 
blow the horn and everybody puts their lines in the water at the same time. When somebody 
catches the first one or the biggest one you get a prize. After the derby everyone goes to a big 
pool party. It is the most fun and that is why I love fishing.

iSABellA AShleY, GRAde 5

I Am

I am a gamer and a hockey fan
I wonder where I can go
I hear a voice calling out

I see things happen in Andover
I want to stay in the present not the future

I am a gamer and a hockey fan
I pretend to like mom’s Italian dressing chicken

I feel like I can do anything
I am a gamer and a hockey fan

I understand the troubles of my life
I dream that I can do anything

I try to do my best
I hope in the future I can do everything right

I am a gamer and a hockey fan
RocKY AShleY, GRAde 5

Myrtle Beach Vacation

Three years ago my family and I went to Myrtle Beach. We knew it was going to take us a 
while to get there, so we left very early that morning. It was still dark when we pulled out of 
our driveway. It was a long boring drive but we stopped a few time to stretch our legs and eat. 
As we got closer to the beach, I began to get excited because you could smell the ocean. After 
hours of driving on the road I was thrilled when we made it to the hotel.

Once we arrived, I  unpacked quickly and made my way to the pool. While at the pool 
I learned how to do a handstand and a flip underwater. The next morning we had breakfast 
on the balcony the sunrise was beautiful. Then, my mom and dad took us down to the beach 
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and we picked up seashells. We found many, magnificent shells. The rest of the day we played 
in the hot sand and cooled off in the ocean.

The next night we went to Family Kingdom Amusement Park. I rode many fun rides but 
my favorite was the Roller Coaster. It was my first time riding a Roller Coaster. It was scary, 
but my brother was there with me. We had so much fun before we left we rode the Roller 
Coaster again.

After five days it was time to pack up and leave. It was very sad to go back home. The trip 
home seemed like it shorter than the trip down. I had lots of fun camping and hiking the rest 
of that summer, but the most memorable thing was going to the beach.

MAdiSon BAllARd, GRAde 5

The Best Day Ever

My dad, Jeffrey Barker, was one of the nicest, funniest people I’ve ever known. He passed 
away on July 2, 2016 at the age of 28. I miss him terribly, but am thankful for some of the 
good times we shared.

My favorite memory of my dad was the day we spent together in 2015. It was March 10, my 
birthday, and I hadn’t seen him in a really long time. He came to my mom and step dad’s house 
and surprised me with a trip to Bullitt Park. My mom, stepdad, sister, mamaw, papaw, and my 
uncle Travis went too. When we got to the park, I saw someone holding the cutest puppy! It 
was a brown and white shih tzu. My dad told me the puppy was mine!

After that, we all went to Just-Jump and Justice to buy me new clothes. Then, we went to 
the pet store and got lots of supplies for my new puppy. We finished our day with a frozen 
yogurt from Sweet Frog.

I look at the pictures of him hanging on my wall and still think about that fun day we had 
together.

hAileY BARKeR, GRAde 5

The Devil’s Bathtub

It was another hot July and the temperatures where only getting higher. I was wanting to 
cool off so I asked my mom if she could take me to the pool. However, my mom said she had 
a much better idea. I thought to myself, “What could be better than the Pool?” Soon I found 
out. She told my brother, my sister and me to pack a backpack and to make sure to bring some 
towels and water to drink.

We drove for a while and finally stopped at a hiking trail. I was thinking to myself that 
I didn’t want to hike all day. I wanted to swim. Then I read the sign, Devil’s Bathtub. It pointed 
down the trail and said 4 miles. The hike was long but the woods were cool, with lots of nice 
scenery. We finally made it to the top and I saw the small pool. It was so beautiful and blue. My 
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mother told us to jump in and didn’t hesitate. The water was freezing and very deep. I wasn’t 
hot anymore and I had a great time.

lUKe BARneTT, GRAde 5

I Am

I am happy to sad
I wonder how we got here

I hear devices buzzings
I see lights flashing

I want peace
I am happy

I pretend that I could fly
I feel loved

I touch the devices that were buzzing
I worry of death
I cry about fear

I am sad
I understand peace will never happen

I say ... we can at least try
I dream to make the devices stop buzzing

I try to help
I hope for love

I am ... Maddox
MAddoX BARY, GRAde 5

Home

Home is in Big Stone Gap
Outside is beautiful with flowers and green trees
Mom is funny and lives with me
Electronics I have six in my house

chelSe BeAR, GRAde 5

I Am

I am fast and strong
I wonder about how many kids are in one state

I hear a horse
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I want a horse
I am fast and strong

I pretend to play for the NBA
I feel happy

I touch a horse
I worry about my mom

I cry about my aunt’s death
I am fast and strong

I say Santa Claus isn’t real
I dream about going to Los Angeles

And meeting Jake Paul
I try to get a dog for Christmas every year

I hope for a better life for my nephew Cayden
I am fast and strong

BRooKlYn Bell, GRAde 5

Woodbooger

There once was a scary booger from High Knob
Whose hairy body was brown and very tall
He frightened anyone in the woods at all
And has never been caught oh no!
That scary woodbooger from High Knob

AUSTin BiShoP, GRAde 5

I Am From

I am from an apartment, from Mt. Dew and Chicken.
I am from the plates in the kitchen that we eat our meals on.
I am from the grass on the outside of the house.
I am from church,and love, from Tim and Penny and Buddy.
I am from kindness and love, from I love you and you are special.
I am from the small church that sits in front of my house.
I am from the hospital and eggs with bacon.
I am from the you are my sunshine and shut that door.
From the hair thats on my moms head.
I am from the shelf of pictures in my room.

BRodie BlAnKen, GRAde 5
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Christmas Time

In our family we have certain traditions that we try to keep every year. Most years we open 
our presents on Christmas Eve. After everyone opens their gifts we have a big meal with lots 
and lots of food. This year was no different. I couldn’t wait until it was time to open my pres-
ents. I didn’t think it was ever gonna get here. When I opened my presents I was so happy. 
I got two 3DS games and a poster that I had been wanting. I also got some Legos and some 
Beyblade toys. I was so happy.

loGAn BlAnTon, GRAde 5

Harrison Blevins

My paternal great, great grandfather, Harrison Blevins, was originally from Big Stone Gap, 
Virginia. He grew up in the Back Valley. His dad owned a great deal of land there in the early 
1900s. Growing up, Harrison helped his dad with farming. The majority of what was farmed 
was tobacco. His father had other people that worked for him.

Harrison married Georgia and they had 11 children. One of their children got pneumonia 
and because the weather was so bad, they couldn’t take the baby to the doctor. The baby ended 
up dying in Georgia’s arms. It was not easy to access the hospital in the 1930s, this was one 
downside to living in the Back Valley.

Harrison went to work in the deep mines everyday mining coal. When he had extra time, 
there was always work to be done around the house. He worked in his sawmill to sell to area 
residents. He also did carpentry. He always provided for his family.

Even though he worked hard everyday, he always found time for his children and grand-
children. He died in 1984 from cancer. He lived a full life, and even though he had plenty of 
hardships throughout his life, he wouldn’t had changed a thing. Generations still share stories 
about how hard he worked and how much he loved his family.

KAiTlYnn BleVinS, GRAde 5

My First Vacation

When I was 7 years old I went to Gatlinburg on vacation. In Gatlinburg we stayed in a 
hotel. I went with my mom, stepdad, and little brother. It was a long drive so we stopped at 
McDonalds to eat. After that we went to Ripley’s Aquarium of the Smokies. I really liked the 
sharks. They were my favorite things at the aquarium. My brother got a toy whale. I got one 
also.

After that we went to the arcade. At the arcade I played a Jurassic park game. At the arcade, 
I also played a Resident Evil game. We went to Ripley’s movie theater. We went to a museum. 
We also went on the space needle. On top of all that fun, I think that the best thing about it 
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was spending time with my family. When we got back home the make-up work for school was 
horrible, but it was worth it because it was fun.

GAVin BoGGS, GRAde 5

My Disney Trip

One of my favorite memories is going to Disney. When I was 6 years old my family gave 
me an awesome Christmas present. They decided to take me on vacation after Christmas to 
Disney. I was so excited as we drove to the airport to catch our flight. We finally arrived at the 
airport a little after 9 and checked in. At 10:30 it was finally time to get on our flight. After we 
boarded the plane we put our stuff in the overhead cabinets above the seats. The flight atten-
dants told us what we could and could not do. Once in the air they gave us all the drinks and 
snacks that we wanted. Sometime after takeoff I fell asleep. I would wake up from time to time 
to see if we were there. We finally arrived in Disney around 4 in the afternoon.

When we got there we checked into our hotel. Our room was so cool. It was decorated with 
Nemo stuff all over it. The next day we went to the Bippity Boppity Boutique where I got to 
dress up like a princess. They do your makeup, fix your hair, nad give you a costume with shoes. 
I decided I would be my favorite Disney princess, Jasmine. After we finished there, actually got 
to go meet the Disney princesses. We then went and rode rides. We rode a rollercoaster and a 
Peter Pan ride. Later got to go and eat with the princesses. It was so amazing!

JASMine BolinSKeY, GRAde 5

I’m a Survivor!

One day, when I was three years old, I went to Niswonger Children’s Hospital in Johnson 
City, Tennessee and I found out I had leukemia. I had been a little sick for a while. My mother 
thought she knew what I had, but she wasn’t sure. They put me in the hospital that day and 
the next day I had to fly to Memphis.

We lived in the Ronald McDonald House there for six weeks. The Ronald McDonald 
House is one of the places you can stay in Memphis if you are a patient at St. Jude. We stayed 
there because it was so close to the hospital and we could get there easily for my appointments. 
At first, I had to go to the hospital every day. After that, I came home and I only had to go to 
the doctor once a week!

I had to go to the hospital to get chemo. My mom had to give it to me after I fell asleep 
every night, too. Sometimes, chemo would make me sick. It made all of my hair fall out and 
sometimes the medicine I had to take would make me grumpy, but it killed the cancer.

I was in the hospital at least twenty times, but my mom or dad was always with me. We 
watched shows, played, and made crafts. My grandparents and other members of my family 
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came to visit and brought me lots of gifts. My favorite place in the hospital was the playroom. 
I loved to play with toys and paint. I liked to play Cootie, but at the time, I called it “the ladybug 
game”. It was so much fun!

After almost two and a half years of cancer treatments, I got a wish granted by Make-A-
Wish. I got to go to Disney World and have a tea party with Princess Aurora. I wasn’t allowed 
to drink real tea because of my medicine, so I had apple juice instead!

Five months later, I  had a “No-Mo-Chemo” party! We had cake, hot dogs, and bouncy 
houses. The firemen even came and gave fire truck rides! There were lots of people there to 
celebrate.

Now, I only have to go to St. Jude once a year! We raise money for the hospital every year. 
I’m still in remission. Life is good! I’m in fifth grade. I have many friends. I like to play video 
games, read, sing, dance, and watch youtube. I  also like to hang out with my older brother, 
Gavin. My goal in life is to become a fashion designer when I grow up!

Thinking about my past makes me feel kind of sad, but it also makes me feel proud. It 
makes me feel sad because I had to go through so much and I was so little. It makes me feel 
proud because I got through it and I BEAT CANCER! Now, I’m a survivor and there’s no 
cancer in me!

AllYSon BollinG, GRAde 5

My Parents Childhood

This is the story of my parents childhood . They each grew up in very different parts of 
the county. My dad Windell Bolling grew up in El Paso, Texas. His dad was in the Army and 
he was what the called a “military brat”. His dad and mom were both from Big Stone Gap 
but Texas was his home. He grew up catching lizards, rattlesnakes, and horned toads. His 
playground was the desert, where he climbed the Franklin Mountains and road his dirtbike in 
the desert. He would build BMX tracks for him and his friends to ride on in the desert. As a 
boy he would take jon boat and float down the irrigation canals, fishing, gigging bullfrogs, and 
catching giant crawdads.

My mother, Bonnie, lived in Dante, Virginia in a place called Straight Hollar. She grew 
up on a farm. Growing up she had lots of chores to do. She had to feed the pigs, help in the 
garden, string beans, and shuck the corn. She loved going on walks with her grandmother and 
picking strawberries. To earn money she would gather pop bottles from the older people in her 
neighborhood and take them to to store and sell them. She also would would go fishing for 
bluegills, red eyes, and trout in a nearby creek. As she got older she began to help a lady from 
her community take care of her mother who was sick and bedridden. Eventually she met my 
dad and they got married.

dARcY BollinG, GRAde 5
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My Trip to the State Basketball Tournament

One of my most memorable trips was in 2015 when my dad’s Union Lady Bears basketball 
team made it to the state basketball tournament in Richmond, Virginia. No one thought we 
would make it that far. Lots of people thought Gate City would beat us in the conference 
semifinals, but we ended up beating Gate City when their best player missed a layup at the end. 
We kept winning and finally made it to the state championship in Richmond where we faced 
our rival, Ridgeview. It was an exciting game! Our team played hard and kept the score close 
all four quarters. We led at halftime 22–26. We had a chance to tie the game, but Ridgeview 
ended up beating us with a score of 51 to 48. My favorite player, Syd McKinney, had 17 re-
bounds and 22 points in that game. After it was over, everyone cried because they were so close 
to winning. My dad was still proud of his team for making it further in the season than any 
other Union basketball team in the history of the school.

KAM BoSTic, GRAde 5

Beautiful Girl

There was a beautiful girl named Brooke from the valley
Who’s really cute and was outside walking

She told me she likes me
And she told me to walk with her

That beautiful girl named Brooke from the valley
JiMMY BRocK, GRAde 5
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I’m From

I’m from Pokemon cards, from Nike and bikes.
I’m from the mountains of rock and stone.
I’m from the trees, from the fresh clean air.
I’m from potato skins on New Years Eve and green eyes.
From my mom, dad, and siblings.
I’m from being wild and crazy.
I’m from a trusting caring family, a sometimes crazy family.
I’m from church and God, praising and loving him.
I’m from Knoxville, Tennessee and muffins and pizza.
I’m from the story of my brother when he was as me, when he was my age 

and becoming strong.
From dad’s traits and mom’s caring love.
I’m from parks, old memories, and Pokemon Cards.

iAn BRolYeS, GRAde 5

Christmas Memories of Papaw

My papaw, Andy Taylor, passed away at the end of last summer. I miss him so much, but 
am thankful for the memories we shared. Every year at Christmas, my papaw would make 
“friendship cakes” and buy the biggest boxes of candy he could find. He would then deliver 
them to his friends, widows, and shut-ins to make their Christmas brighter. On Christmas day, 
he would give all of his children and grandchildren a box of candy too! He had a huge heart 
and is already missed so much! This Christmas was just not the same without him.

ABiGAil GRAce TAYloR BUchAnAn, GRAde 5

Scotia Mine Disaster

My papaw, Jerry Fritz, is a very brave man. This is a story about one of the coal mining 
disasters he worked on before he retired in 1996.

Scotia Mine, located in Oven Fork, Kentucky, exploded on March 9, 1976 and again on 
March 11, 1976 due to methane gas (which is very explosive), and poor ventilation (not enough 
fresh air). Fifteen men were killed on March 9th and eleven men were killed in another explo-
sion on March 11, 1976.

My papaw was the Captain of the Mine Rescue Team from Westmoreland Coal Company 
and was called to the coal mine. At the time of the first explosion, he was working underground 
at the Wentz I mine at 1:00 pm. He was called to fo to Andover with the other four members 
of the rescue team. They loaded all their equipment and went to Oven Fork, Kentucky. When 
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they arrived, they had a brief meeting and were sent underground. They worked for 26 straight 
hours trying to restore ventilation and were able to locate fifteen bodies.

Papaw said the work was done in an atmosphere that would not support life and he had 
to use bottled oxygen and a self-contained breathing apparatus. The working conditions were 
very dangerous and they were all exhausted. After the team located the last body, the team was 
relieved and allowed to leave.

59 hours and 31 minutes later, the mine exploded again, killing eleven more men, includ-
ing three Federal Mining Inspectors. The last explosion was more violent than the first and 
access could not be made by the normal travel way because it was blocked with debris (rocks, 
dirt, and mud). The rescue team was called once again. When they arrived the second time, 
there were five more rescue teams there. The captains of each team were called into a special 
meeting with state and federal authorities. Each of the teams were informed of the dangerous 
situation they were faced with. Two teams were needed to volunteer to be taken eight miles 
around the mountain to a ventilation shaft that was 555 feet straight down. The two teams 
from Westmoreland Coal Company volunteered to go. Of course, their lives were all in danger 
as well. Three people were dropped at a time into the ventilation shaft with a crane. They were 
lowered to where the men were supposed to be and then walked 4,500 feet and located the 
men. Unfortunately, there were no survivors.

After they came out of the mine, all openings were sealed until November, 1976 due to 
dangerous conditions. The bodies were recovered then. All the mine rescue teams were high-
ly recognized by the families, the state of Kentucky, Westmoreland Coal Company, and the 
United States Bureau of Mines. Westmoreland Coal Company was recognized for many years 
to come for the many rescues they were involved in. My papaw was involved in many of the 
rescues during his mining career and is proud to be a part of those rescue teams. I am very 
proud he is my papaw!

BRAXTon BUnch, GRAde 5

I Am

I am kind, silly
I wonder what job I will do

I hear waves at the beach
I see sand and water

I want to live long
I am kind, silly

I pretend to collect shells off the shore
I feel happy

I touch the wall of water
I worry about the mean people
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I cry when someone is mean
I am kind, silly

I understand life isn’t fair
I say “Have a good day”

I dream of going to college
I try to do good in school

I hope good things for my family
I am kind, silly

KeAGen BYinGTon, GRAde 5

Festival of Trees

This Christmas I visited the “Festival of Trees” at the Southwest Virginia Museum in 
Big Stone Gap. While there I  saw many pretty trees. They had over 81 trees decorated. 
One of the trees that I like the best was tree number 4, the “Candy Tree”. I liked the way 
they had it decorated. It was covered with all kinds of candy. It had donuts on it and the 
ornaments were made out of different kinds of candy. Under the tree was a tray of fake 
donuts. The tree was green with all kinds of white stuff on it. At the the top of the tree 
was giant lollipops.

I also liked the “Angel Tree”. It was very pretty. They also had some more really nice trees. 
There was a “Cross Tree” that represented Jesus. They even had a “Bears Tree”. All the trees 
were so pretty and I can’t wait to go back next year.

cheYenne cAMPBell, GRAde 5

My Grandmother

My grandmother often tells me stories about growing up in Jonesville, Va. She grew up in 
a farmhouse that had an old mill with a meal wheel. It was once used by the farmers to grind 
corn into meal. There was a hitching rail in front for farmers to tie their horses. They would 
carve names and dates in the railings and steps to pass the time while they waited for their 
corn to be ground.

The mill was no longer in use when she lived there, so she played in it everyday. It was dark 
and she felt that it held many mysteries in its shadows. There was an empty barrel that my 
great grandmother made into a coop for the chickens to nest and lay eggs. It was my grand-
mother’s job to collect eggs everyday for breakfast. One day she went to the mill and scooped 
up the eggs, to her surprise she saw a huge black snake inside. The snake had eaten some of the 
eggs and she could see them in his stomach. She jumped back in fright and surprise. Kids that 
grew up on farms knew that black snakes were nonpoisonous and helpful around the house, 
but that thought didn’t calm her nerves after seeing it.
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My grandmother grew up in a wonderful time milking cows, churning butter, and feeding 
the pigs and calves from baby bottles when they needed extra attention. She helped to plant, 
harvest, and can vegetables. She also learned about food that was in her surroundings, like 
pawpaws, mushrooms, and persimmons. Her family raised and grew everything they ate and 
only went to the store to buy coffee, flour and mill.

Most familie owned vehicles by this time, except my grandmother’s family. They still used 
a big wagon with iron wheels pulled by the family’s two mules. Their lives may seem tough, 
but she learned how to take care of herself. I love to hear of her stories as much as she loves 
to tell them.

GRAce cASTle, GRAde 5

Moving to Big Stone Gap

This is the story about how my family moved to Big Stone Gap. My great grandparents, 
Mamaw and Papaw, were from Harlan, Kentucky. My mamaw grew up in a large family. 
She had thirteen brothers and sisters, nine girls and four boys. Her last name was Aderkin 
until she married papaw and became a Shelton. After they married they had four kids, two 
boys and two girls. They stayed in Kentucky until their oldest three children graduated 
from high school. However, before their youngest daughter, my grandmother, graduated 
they packed up and moved to Big Stone Gap, Virginia. It was here my grandmother fin-
ished school and became the first person in our family to graduate from Powell Valley High 
School.

My papaw was a coal miner. He and mamaw lived in the coal camps in harlan, Kentucky. 
After years of working in the mines and living in the camps, they decided to pack up and move 
to Kingsport, Tennessee where papaw got a job working for Eastman. Although it was a good 
job he missed working in the mine and moved his family back to Kentucky. They stayed there 
a few years until the mines closed down. Once again they packed up their family and returned 
to Kingsport to work for Eastman once more, but he still missed the mines. They decided to 
move again, this time to Big Stone Gap to work in the mines.

Mamaw already had family that lived in BIg Stone Gap. Her sister and brother-in- law 
lived there and allowed papaw and mamaw to stay with them until they found a house to rent. 
They lived in that home for five years until they could buy a home. Papaw died in 2011 at the 
age of 94. Mamaw is currently 96 and still lives in that home they bought all those years ago.

They both loved living in Big Stone Gap. Papaw and mamaw enjoyed working in the 
church. He was a preacher for many years at a local Baptist church. My Mamaw taught Sunday 
School for 63 years. My mamaw said that her greatest memories of Big Stone Gap were the 
good friends, churches she attended, family, and neighbors. They were a blessing to all they 
encountered.

KYlee cASTle, GRAde 5
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My Dad’s Store

This is the story of our family business, Big Bore Outfitters. It is located in Big Stone Gap 
and was established by my dad, Robby Chandler in April of 1998. Our business sells mainly 
guns, but we also sell hunting and fishing supplies. We also have taxidermy services available 
for our customers.

When the business began almost 20  years ago, my dad was working in the coal mines, 
mining coal. He was working for Paramount Coal Company on the hoot owl shift. He would 
mine coal at night and work at the store during the day. My mom, aunt, and grandfather would 
help as much as they could. My grandfather would open the store in the mornings while my 
dad would be sleeping and then Dad would come in around lunch time and work the rest of 
the day. Then, about a year later in 1999, after my mom and dad got married, Dad quit his job 
in the mines to run the store full time. Now, after almost 20 years, it is just my dad and mom 
running the store.

My dad was brought up hunting, fishing, and trapping. He especially loved guns and shoot-
ing. He always had coon dogs and coon hunted every chance he got. As a boy, my dad would 
get up early before school and run his trap lines. It was his love of the outdoors and hunting 
that led to his dream of opening his own sporting goods store.

My dad has been many places hunting. One of my best memories is of him taking me to 
Illinois to hunt. I killed a ram and a 14pt buck that year. My older sister hunts as well and has 
killed a deer and a turkey. My favorite things to do with my dad are trapping and bear hunting.
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At our store, there is always someone sharing a hunting tale or fishing story. I enjoy being 
at the store and listening to their stories. My dad has instilled in me a love for the outdoors. 
I think being at our store and hunting are things I will always enjoy.

cole chAndleR, GRAde 5

My Favorite Memory

I have lots of childhood memories, but my favorite childhood memory was when my family 
took me to see the lights at Dollywood. When is was four years old my family decided to go 
to Pigeon Forge for a winter break. While we were there we went to Dollywood. I was amazed 
at all the lights. There was a Christmas parade with gingerbread men, decorated floats, and of 
course jolly old Santa Claus. The parade lasted for over two hours and traveled throughout 
the whole park. At the end of the parade was the float I had been waiting for, the Santa float. 
On top of a really big float sat Santa Claus. As he passed by he waved and said, “Ho! Ho! Ho!”

Another part of the trip that I enjoyed was getting to ride the train. It was decorated with 
lots of Christmas lights. They were big and bright. As the train started to take off the horn 
blew and the smell of smoke filled the air. We rode along the tracks which was filled to lots of 
scenery. There were lots of statues and buildings decorated for Christmas. It was so beautiful. 
As we pulled into the station I sat and looked at all the bright lights as we waited for the con-
ductor to give us permission to get off the train.
It was such a fun trip. I loved seeing Dollywood in lights. When it got dark it looked light a 

dream. A lot of the rides that we rode 
at night allowed us to enjoy a view of 
most of the lights in the park. It was 
also enjoyable just walking through 
the park all lit up. As we were leav-
ing the park we walked through the 
gift shop. It was filled with souvenirs 
and lots and lots of candy. Visiting 
Dollywood was one of my favorite 
memories. One day I plan to visit the 
park again with my family.

KAYlee chAndleR, GRAde 5

Powell River Trail

The Powell River Trail is in 
Appalachia. It is a trail that was made 
where there use to be a train track. It 
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goes beside of the Powell River. The trail goes through two tunnels. The first tunnels is the 
smallest and is called the Bee Rock Tunnel. The second tunnel is much longer and is called the 
Callahan Tunnel. There is a cave on one side of the trail and a homeless man use to live in it. 
The trail is 1.2 miles long one way. There are beautiful rock formations along the river and trail. 
The river is stocked often with trout. Sometimes bears cross the trail to the river. I saw some 
bats in the long tunnel. Many people walk the trail. I think it is cool that they made the trail.

JoSh chRiSTiAn, GRAde 5

Christmas at Natural Tunnel

Every year my family and I go to Natural Tunnel during Christmas break. We go there 
to celebrate the Thompson’s Christmas and stay in the cabins at Natural Tunnel. While we 
are there we play football with my cousin Deter, his dad, and others. It’s usually my dad and 
I against them. After football we put up the tree and hang everyone’s stockings. Everybody has 
one with their name on it. Before we open up presents we all eat a big huge feast! After we eat 
we open all the gifts. We pass out all the cards and gifts for everyone to open. I have a great 
time spending the holiday with my family.

AndReW clARKSTon, GRAde 5

Our Christmas Traditions

Every year on Christmas morning, my family gets together at my aunt’s house for breakfast. 
The best part is that we all wear our pajamas. We eat good food like biscuits and gravy, eggs, 
bacon, and sausage.

After we eat, we open presents, which is my favorite part of the day. We sit together and talk, 
play games, and enjoy each other. Everyone loves to play games like Saran Wrap Game, the grand 
prize is in the middle of the ball. Everyone has a turn unwrapping the big ball of saran wrap as fast 
as possible. Playing games, spending time together, and eating are the best things about Christmas.

TABiThA collinS, GRAde 5

My Childhood Memories

Growing up my favorite memories have always been going to the Zoo. I have a lot of happy 
memories about going there. When I got to the Zoo I begged my mom to let me go to the gift 
shop first. There were lots and lots of things to look at. I ending up buying a really big pixie 
stick. It was about 15 inches long. I then went to see the animals. I saw a tiger and a giraffe. 
At the aquarium part there was a swordfish. I think there are many fun things about the zoo. 
Everybody needs to visit it at least once.

KAYlie cooK, GRAde 5
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My Famous Papaw Bill

When my papaw, Bill Crabtree was younger, he worked for the railroad. He climbed poles 
to fix wires so that the train men could always hear each other. His job with the railroad moved 
him to Big Stone Gap, Virginia.

After living in Big Stone Gap for a while, he decided to be in the Trail of the Lonesome 
Pine Outdoor Drama. While he was there, he was in charge of the music and lighting. He also 
played the guitar and banjo during the drama.

My papaw was a very talented musician. He was able to play with famous artists like Ralph 
Stanley, Keith Whitley, and Dwight Yoakham. When he retired he started making guitars and 
banjos. He was in a book called Hearts and Hands: Musical Instrument Makers of America. This 
book can be viewed at the Smithsonian.

My papaw Bill was amazing! He could build anything he wanted to! He also taught my dad 
how to build and fix things. I hope to be just like my papaw one day.

AndReW cRABTRee, GRAde 5

I Am From

I am from XBox, From Fort Nite and Black Ops 2.
I am from the valley.
I am from the hills, the rolling mountains.
I am from Christmas and family dinners.
From Sherri, Charles, and Greer.
I am from road trips and basketball.
From playing hard and getting dirty.
I am from West End Baptist Church.
I am from the oldest child, pizza and chicken nuggets.
From my pet bunny at my grandmother’s house, and their huge dump 

truck.
I am from the picture on the wall with family photos and memories.

ZeKe cURRY, GRAde 5

Moving

My family moved to Big Stone Gap, Virginia in 2014 from Whitesburg, Ky. We moved 
because my mom’s boyfriend got a job in town. I like living here because there are a lot more 
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things to do here. I like to go to feed the ducks at the duck pond. The town changes the store 
fronts and parks to look like Whoville for Christmas.

I like the schools here, too. We go on on fun field trips. We saw the Christmas trees at the 
Southwest Va. Museum. We watched a play at the Barter Theater in Bristol, Va.. Big Stone 
Gap also has an outdoor drama that we got to see called “On the Trail of the Lonesome Pine.”

I am glad we moved to Big Stone Gap. There are many places to go with your family and 
school.

KARlY cURTiS, GRAde 5

Growing Up in Southwest Virginia

Growing up in southwest Virginia means there are many fun things to do. There are a lot of 
places to visit in southwest Virginia that many people don’t know about. When I was little I re-
member going four wheeling in the mountains with my family. We would pack snacks and stop on 
the top of the mountain and have a picnic. It was always an exciting adventure spending time with 
my family riding four wheelers. More recently, we visited Natural Tunnel and there are numerous 
things to do. There are camping sites, a swimming pool, chair lifts, museum, hiking trails,and a 
picnic area. I went camping with my family, and we played corn hole and rode bikes the first day. 
The next day we went swimming at the pool. It has a water slide and two diving boards. My best 
friend came with us too, and after a long day of fun at the pool we went to ride the chair lift. The 
chair lift takes you down the mountain to the tunnel. It’s neat to go see the lighting of the tunnel 
because when it’s dark the lights reflect on the walls of the tunnel providing a beautiful light show.

There are two other places my family and I have visited in southwest Virginia that are like 
a best kept secret. They are Devil’s Bathtub and Little Stoney Falls. They are both interesting 
places to visit. I visited Devil’s Bathtub with my mom and some of her family. We had to hike a 
couple of miles over a lot of creek beds to see it. I jumped in the bathtub and it was really cold. 
We were amazed at the blue water! Next, I visited Little Stoney Falls with my dad and some of 
his family. We also had to hike but not as far. The waterfalls at Stoney Falls were a pretty picture. 
We played in the water and it was very cold. There were three waterfalls you could slide down, 
but two of them are very steep to go down. This was thrilling! All of these memories I’ve made 
with my family are what has made growing up in southwest Virginia so special and memorable.

AliYAh dAVidSon, GRAde 5

My Favorite Christmas

My favorite Christmas was when I was nine years old. I woke up on Christmas morning 
and couldn’t wait. We were going to Nana’s house to open presents. We quickly got ready 
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and gathered our presents and headed out to Nana’s. When we got there we ate breakfast. 
As I waited for everyone to finish eating I felt so bored. I had nothing to do and I wanted to 
open presents.

As I sat there waiting and feeling bored I began shaking presents trying to figure out what 
was inside them. I had to wait for what seemed like a long time but finally the time had arrived 
to open our presents. I hurried to the living room where we always open presents and began 
tearing into the wrapping paper. I was so happy when I opened up my XBOX and hoverboard. 
We played with the hoverboard and I finally got the hang of it. However, my dad hit the lamps 
a few times because he is so tall.

After we all opened our presents we spent the rest of the day laughing and having fun. We 
then left Nana’s and went to our grandparents house. Almost everyone in the family was there 
when we got there. While we ate, people told stories and they talked about football. Finally, we 
went outside and played football. It was so much fun and I will never forget that Christmas.

AnThonY dAViS, GRAde 5

Family Interview

I decided to interview my father since we have so much in common. There was a lot That 
I wanted to know about him. One thing that I asked him was what his first impression of high 
school was. He told me that it gave him a sense of freedom. However, he said that graduation 
was both fun and scary. It was fun getting out of school but it was scary not knowing what he 
was going to do. I then asked him why he decided not to go to college. He told me that since 
he didn’t enjoy going to high school he didn’t he would enjoy college.

My dad decided to become a coal miner. He said that they made good money, especially for 
this area at the time. When I asked him if he was happy with his choice he told me that because 
of the area we live in it was a good job choice. I then asked him one of the most important 
question of all. I asked him what it was like to be a father. He told me that when he became a 
father it was scary but fun at the same time. When I asked him if he would change anything 
about his life he told me that he wouldn’t change a thing.

SeVeTTe deel, GRAde 5

Everyone’s Granny

My great grandparents grew up in Wise County, Virginia. I never got to meet my great 
grandfather “Papaw Bill.” He passed away before I was born, but I’ve heard a few things about 
him. He served in the U.S. Navy during the Korean and Vietnam wars. His name was William 
“Bill” Light, Jr. I would’ve loved to have met him.
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During his time in the military he and Granny and their four children lived all over the 
United States at different naval bases. After his retirement from the Navy they moved back to 
Big Stone Gap. My great grandmother Nancy Robbins, was the best cook in town. She learned 
it all from her mother, Nan Robbins, who learned it from her mother. They took immense 
pride in their kitchen skills. Nan once sold her white cake recipe to Kern’s Bakery. The compa-
ny still uses that recipe to this day!

Every Sunday Granny would host a huge feast following church. Everyone in the family 
came and everyone left with a full belly. Sometimes her neighbors would come also. She loved 
to feed everyone. She was not only my Granny, but everyone’s Granny.

colTYn A. diShneR, GRAde 5

A Legacy of Food and Family

Our family’s ties to the restaurant business began over 40 years ago. My great-grandfather, 
Earnest Estep, first started work in the 1950s in a coal mine that he owned in the small town of 
Hurley, Virginia. He worked as a miner for approximately 20 years, but unfortunately got hurt 
and had to make a career change. Since he always enjoyed working with people, he thought he’d 
give the restaurant business a try. He began managing a restaurant business with the railroad 
in 1975 that operated both a hotel and a restaurant.

He hired his daughter, my grandmother Sue Dotson, to work for him at the business. He 
taught her to always be honest and hardworking and to treat people with respect. She admired 
how patient and kind he was to others and she wanted to be that way towards people too. My 
grandmother took over her father’s position in 1987 and continued working there another 
20 years before retiring.

Sue Dotson’s son, my dad, worked with her for several years before going out west to 
Missouri to manage a company with hotels and restaurants. My dad learned a lot from his 
mom about hard work and dedication, but he never mastered the patience part! He later took 
a job that moved him to Big Stone Gap. There, he met my mom.

My mom’s dad, my papaw, was a restaurant manager for 17 years. He liked working with 
people and getting to know them over the years. He enjoyed building relationships with 
people.

My mom and dad had me before testing their knowledge in the restaurant business. They 
now own two restaurants in Norton, Fishtales and Doughmakers. I’m beginning to learn a 
few things about the business from them, although my dad says he isn’t letting me go into the 
food industry.

AlYSSA doTSon, GRAde 5
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My Time in Virginia

My family and I moved to Big Stone Gap in February 2017. We have gone on many trips 
as a family and have found several things that we have really liked. There are lots of interesting 
things to discover in this area.

The first thing we did was to go to Bullet Park and walk along the Greenbelt Trail. While 
we walked we saw signs that gave information about the different trees along the path. We 
also saw faces carved in the trees of Indians. We also saw bridges, creeks, and old houses. It is 
a pretty walk.

We also visited Natural Tunnel in Duffield, Va. We walked along another trail. We saw a 
cool train and rode a chair lift, we loved it. I saw flowers and creeks on the way down. While 
I  was walking, I  saw the tunnel and train tracks. I  walked down the trail with my family 
and saw the Carter Cabin. It had an old fireplace. We got to ride the chairlift back up the 
mountain.

On our next trip, we went to Flag Rock in Norton, Va. and also visited the viewing tower. 
While walking, we saw the Woodbooger statue. We walked the bridge and saw an American 
flag in a rock. We visited tower at the top of the mountain. When you go to the top, you can 
see many different states.

My family and I visited a cave. We got to talk to a tour guide and he told us all about the 
cave. We got to use gloves, helmets, knee pads, and elbow pads so we would not get hurt while 
in the cave. We had to ride a bus to the cave and when we got there, we climbed in and it was 
dark and terrifying. We had to climb the rocks and hold to the rope and I saw a ton of spiders.

My family and I have found many interesting places since we moved up here. I can’t wait to 
take more trips to make memories with my family

Aiden dUGGeR, GRAde 5

I Am From

I am from country back roads, from dirt bikes, and from 4-wheelers.
I am from the countryside where there’s grass trees everywhere.
From a comfy bed and soft pillows.
I am from hiking and football, from grandpa and grandma, and from 

Norma.
I am from a family of yellers and really good cooks.
From a racer and a hunter.
I am from Tennessee, from fried chicken and hamburgers.
I am from vacations to Dollywood, trips to Disney, and the park and 

pools.
From putting mementos in a closet.
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But most of all,
I am from a loving and caring family!

WAlKeR eldRidGe, GRAde 5

My Great Grandfather

Morgan Walker Legg ( June 26,1920 - May 13,1982)
(Stories were told by my Mamaw Lesia Estep)

I chose my Great Grandfather Morgan to write about because he had a very cool life. I al-
ways hear stories about him . He is still such a big part of my family to this day! He brought 
himself up from nothing. He knew everyone and they all have a story! The best thing in my 
opinion is how he treated the poor just like the rich! Someone in my family told me he would 
give money to anyone that needed help . If someone had a sign that said will work for food he 
wood pick them up take them and buy them a meal and give them money. I hope one day I can 
do things like that. So here is his story.
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At the age of 16 he met my Granny Legg and her six sisters were singing on the porch. 
Morgan was visiting his aunt, their neighbor, and heard them. He thought he would be nosey 
and check it out! The rest is history. They were married when granny was just 16 years old and 
Mamaw says that was normal back then.

At the age of 24 he was drafted into the army and already had 2 boys. He was only in the 
army for 1 year (1944–1945). After he was sent home he worked for Jenkins Bus Line where 
he drove a bus for several years. I was told everyone prefered to ride his bus because he had a 
big personality and was so friendly. He drove to all of the coal camps in this area and drove to 
Gate City. My Mamaw said when you went to the bus terminal and you need a restroom you 
had to pay 25 cents just to use it.

In the early 50’s he started working at a Lincoln dealer in Kingsport. He sold so many cars 
he won a contest and got us our first TV! Then he got tired of that drive and started selling 
closer to home at a Hudsons dealer on route 23 near Big Stone Gap (now Wildcat Road).

That somehow lead to him opening his own junkyard on the hill that Huddle House the 
hotel and the highway are on now. He knew where all the parts were in his head! He had 
everything memorized and just new it! He could fix about anything that was worth fixing. 
While running the junk yard he cut his middle finger partly off when he was taking an engine 
out of a car! He went to the ER. The doctor said go back and get the rest of your finger and 
I will sew it back on. So he sent his son after it. But by the time all that happened the doctor 
said it had been too long and they couldn’t save it . He was missing most of his middle finger 
from then on. While owning his own junkyard he was so charismatic and sold so many cars, 
somehow, someway, Ford gave him a dealership license and he started Legg Ford and got the 
Ford Dealership in this area.

In 1963 Legg Ford was up and going and doing great. The entire family worked there. When 
the four lane came through in the early 70’s it went right through the junkyard land and dealer-
ship and he relocated to Norton were the Coke place is and eventually back on 23 to Wise were 
Freedom Ford is now. He also started selling Mobile Homes which a lot of people don’t know. In 
1971 my mamaw Lesia Legg Estep and my aunt Myra worked there and he named it Blackwood 
Homes buy now it is called Horizon Homes. Everyone still works there, even Uncle Jerry my 
Mamaw’s oldest brother. We are called an independent mobile home dealer because we are family 
owned since 1971. There are not many left! Hopeful if I want and my sister and brother want, we 
will be able to work there. Of course my mom & dad say we can’t work there until after college.

Between 80–82 Great Grandpa’s health started to decline and he had to sell the car deal-
ership. My mamaw took over Blackwood Homes purchasing it and changing the name to 
Horizon Homes. Great Grandfather Legg had cancer and heart problems. May 13th 1982 at 
the age of 62 he passed away. My granny is 93 now, and she is still living alone in their house 
35 years after he passed. Their house is like a time capsule from the 70’s - 80s, not much has 
changed since then. She has rotary phones, Mackintosh era computers made by Apple, and 
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radios made by RCA from the 50s! When you go upstairs in her home it feels like you have 
went back in time! It is one of my favorite places and we all feel so blessed to have her in our 
lives! We see her at least every Sunday, if not more. Hope my story did my Great Grandfather 
Morgan Walker Legg justice. Here are some pictures to go with my story.

ZAndeR BRocK eSTeP, GRAde 5

An Interview with my Grandfather

My grandfather is Jack R. Flanary, Sr. The house he grew up in was a five-room house in 
the Dorchester community of Norton, VA. It had a coal stove that was used for cooking and 
heating the home. When he was young, my grandfather played games like whopey hide (hide 
and seek), kick the can, and red-rover. He also threw horse poop at his friends for fun. It was 
hilarious listening to him talk about that part of his childhood!

The school he attended had eight rooms made of large brick walls. His favorite subject was 
math. When my grandfather was in school, if you acted up you were paddled on the behind.

My grandfather wanted to be a pilot when he grew up, but he ended up working as a weld-
er at Dorchester mines, joining the army, and later went to work for Old Dominion Power 
company, where he retired in 2000. It was interesting listening to him talk about his youth!

John FlAnARY, GRAde 5

The Fiddlin’ Powers

In the 1920’s, my great-great-great-great grandfather, Cowan Powers, formed a family 
string band called the Fiddlin’ Powers. They were considered pioneers in early country music 
and ended up being the first family string band to make commercial records.
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The band included Cowan Powers and his children Charles, Orpha, Carrie, and Ada. 
Cowan played the fiddle, Charles played the banjo, Orpha played the mandolin, Carrie played 
the guitar, and Ada played the ukulele. They were a talented family and traveled from town to 
town performing concerts.

In 1924, they were playing in a concert in Johnson City, Tennessee, and an executive of Victor 
records approached them about recording albums. They agreed and were sent to Camden, 
New Jersey to cut their first recordings. This made them the first Southern Appalachian string 
band to make commercial records.

In 1925, they recorded with Edison Records in New York City, and in 1927, they recorded 
with Okeh Records in Winston-Salem, North Carolina. In total, the Fiddlin’ Powers record-
ed 26 songs and 15 were issued. In 1924, their album called “Old Joe Clark” was the third 
best-selling album for that year.

The Fiddlin Powers performed in the Carolinas, Virginia, West Virginia, Kentucky, and in 
at least a dozen other states. They were very popular and continued the band until the girls 
were married and wanted to devote more time to raising their families. Cowan Powers con-
tinued playing music with other groups such as the Carter Family and Ralph Stanley until he 
died in 1953. The story goes that he died of a heart attack while playing a song called “Cluck 
Old Hen” on stage at a Stanley Brothers’ Show.

I am very proud to say this is my family. If you are interested in learning more about the 
Fiddlin’ Powers, there are many resources on the internet about them. You can also find some 
of their music on Youtube.

BRYSon FleMinG, GRAde 5

Not Such A Good Idea

When my dad was around 10 years old my papaw was adding onto his house. Everyday he 
would go to the wood store and get things for the house. Instead of helping my dad would go 
and stay in the woods, hunting and fishing all day. He always loved the woods and wanted a 
fort in them. Each day my dad would sneak a little bit of lumber into the woods to build his 
fort. Papaw though, kept wondering who it was that kept taking his lumber. He thought it was 
my dad’s two younger brother who were always getting in trouble. He continues taking wood 
each day and my papaw was beginning to get mad.

Finally my dad had the fort completed. He put a blanket and pillow in it and build a little 
shelf for extra wood. One day he went fishing and thought it would be a good idea to cook the 
fish in his fort. While it was cooking he decided to take a nap. It was fall and there were a lot 
of dry leaves. He woke up to the smell of something burning. My mamaw and papaw saw the 



Union Middle School 451

smoke and ran to see what it was. My dad was just standing there. He knew he was going to 
be in so much trouble.

lilliAn FleMinG, GRAde 5

Where I’m From

I am from the hood, from fake Jordans, and knock off Nike’s
I am from scratchy couches

I am from daisies and beautiful yellow flowers
I am from from cook offs, from Nana, Papaw, and Ethel

I am kind and generous
From ‘keep going’ and ‘you are going to make it big’

I am from church on Sundays and tacos
I am from patience is a virtue

From you win some and you lose some
I am from Mayah and Nana

MonTRell FRAnTZen, GRAde 5

I Am

Sheadence
I am short, kind, and respectful

I am the daughter of Chasity and Ralph
I am in love with horses, mamaw, mom, and dad

I am sad when people get sick
I am one who gives and keeps promises, hugs, and smiles

I am wanting to see the ocean
I am a resident of Appalachia

Fritz
SheAdence FRiTZ, GRAde 5

I Am

Rachel
Smart, caring, and loving

Proud sister of four
Biking, cooking, laughing, and reading
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Stink bugs
Family and friends
100% to cooking

Paris
In the middle of Big Stone Gap and Duffield

Gallihar
RAchel GAllihAR, GRAde 5

Family Story

This is the story of my mom, Jennifer. My mom was born on June 18th, 1985, in Johnson 
City, Tennessee. Het mother was a nurse and her father was a teacher. She was the middle 
child, having an older sister, Tracy, and younger brother, Aaron. When she was little one of 
her favorite toys was her Cabbage Patch Dolls. Growing up she made good grades and played 
sports in school. During high school she moved to Florida. She lived there for three years then 
moved back to Virginia. After high school she met my dad Keith and got married.

chAndleR GARReTT, GRAde 5

Autumn is my Favorite!

My favorite season is Autumn. I love it for a lot of reasons. I enjoy the leaves, the festivals, 
and the weather. There are scary decorations everywhere, I get to go trick-or-treating, carve 
jack-o-lanterns, and of course Halloween. I  get to go the museum and play mummy wrap. 
Mummy wrap is where you and a friend get to wrap each other up with toilet paper like mum-
mies. The you race and see who has the most toilet paper left on them. We also play pumpkin 
smash which is a lot of fun.

I also like the fall leaves. They are so colorful with reds, oranges, and yellows. When they 
fall off the tree and cover the ground it looks so beautiful. The festivals are amazing also. There 
is tons of food and music. The weather is not too cold and not too hot. Its kinda in between 
which makes it just right. If I  get chilly all I  have to wear is a light jacket. It all ends with 
Halloween, i get to dress up and get lots of candy. I just love Autumn.

iSABellA GiBSon, GRAde 5

My Favorite Season

It was the first day of Fall and Halloween was fast approaching. The weather is going to 
be cold for the next few days so I had to get ready. I had to pick the ripe and colorful apples 
of the apple tree. My dad needed to clean up all of the dead leaves up in the yard. Afterwards 
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we were going to carve pumpkins into spooky Jack-O-lanterns. It’s part of what I love about 
this time of year.

I love seeing bats flying in the air at dusk, seeing the squirrels harvest acorns, and going 
to the Fall Festival. I have so much fun putting on a Halloween costume, doing my hair and 
make-up, and going to trick-or-treat with my friends. Just the season of Fall makes me happy. 
Yes, I miss the foggy September mornings when I see spider webs on the power lines, but the 
scarecrows in yards makes me happy that fall is here.

After this comes November. I celebrate the pilgrims and Native Americans and the first 
Thanksgiving. I get to spend time with family and friends. I have so much fun playing games, 
and get ready for Thanksgiving. Then I  am busy counting down the days until I  can open 
presents on Christmas morning.

BRooKlYn GilliAM, GRAde 5

I Am

Jaden Jacy
Daughter of Keith and Laura Gollaway,

Sister and granddaughter.
A girl who is proud of herself.

A dreamer and a believer with hopes and determination.
I am an independent, unbreakable girl that never gives up,

Who is happy with what she has, knows where she came from and  
where she’s going.

I am a girl who never tries to be someone I’m not.
Take me or leave me, accept me, or walk away.

Love me or hate me, but don’t make me feel less of a person if I don’t fit 
your idea of who I should be.

I am intelligent, incredible, and would give the shirt off my back for others.
I am me and will always be true to myself.

Gollaway
JAden GollAWAY, GRAde 5

Old vs. New

I interviewed my parents and grandparents about what it was like when they went to 
school.

When my grandparents were in school, they walked, rode bikes, or rode a bus to get to 
school. They would get water from the creek for lunch. They did not have bathrooms. They 
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had to use an outhouse, When the outhouse got filled up with waste, another hole was dug and 
the outhouse was moved to the new location over the hole.

When my parents went to school, they rode the bus. They had to eat in the cafeteria at 
lunch or bring a lunch box. They had indoor bathrooms like I do. They also had lockers. My 
parents used old computers that used things called floppy discs. They didn’t have internet and 
had to use books to look up information.

Old vs. New. Which one of the times do you think is best to live in?
liBeRTY GollAWAY, GRAde 5

My Great Grandpa

The earlies family member I  can remember is my great-grandpa. His name was Thomas 
Somers, he was born in West Virginia on December 4, 1915. He was my granny’s father. He was 
an electrician for General Motors In Pontiac, Michigan for many years. He had many occupations 
through the years. He started out a a bag boy at Piggly Wiggly and held many titles throughout 
his lifetime. He was a policeman, a firefighter, and a coal miner before enlisting in the military.

He enlisted in the Army in 1939 and stayed until 1942. He was stationed in Fort Campbell, 
Kentucky most of his enlistment time. He was stationed in Camp Roberts where he worked 
on telephone lines for the Army. He was transferred to Natchez, Mississippi for a short period 
of time.

He was married to Edith in 1938 and remained married until she passed away in 1984. 
They had three children together. Alice May was stillborn in 1944, Thomas Joseph was born 
in 1947, and Judy Carol was born in 1950. They lived in Logan, West Virginia until 1955 and 
then moved to Michigan.

He passed away in February 2008 at the age of 91. He lived a long and happy life surround-
ed by his loved ones.

nicholAS GRAleY, GRAde 5

A Memory with my Ne-Ne

It was a rainy day in Big Stone Gap. The storm glazed like dew on grass. Ne-Ne and I sat 
by the fireplace drinking hot cocoa. The crackling fire reminded my Ne-Ne of when she had 
bonfires every Saturday when she was younger. My Ne-Ne said that a lot of things are different 
now than when she was younger. She said the schools, laundromats, stores, car shops, banks 
and many of the other popular places she visited as a child, have changed or are now closed. 
Before my pe-pa died, my ne-ne said that they used to go up on the hill and visit the cross after 
church each Sunday. She said of all the things that have changed over the years, she misses that 
the most. I love getting to spend time with her and listening to her stories!

coRie hAll, GRAde 5
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My Favorite Tree

We visited the museum in Big Stone Gap and saw the Festival of Trees. The tree that I liked 
the best was the big “Candy Tree”. It candy all over it. Some of it was fake but some of it was 
real. I  looked very magical and pretty. The gingerbread house that was at the bottom of it 
looked like the museum. I also like the tree that looked like a dress on a model. I like the black 
and purple. I was just a really pretty tree. All of the trees there were pretty.

JASMine hAll, GRAde 5

A Trip to the Devil’s Bathtub

One day, my family and I decided to take a trip to The Devil’s Bathtub, located in Scott 
County, Virginia. It is a hiking trail that has a swimming hole about two miles up in the 
woods. It is about an hour away from where I live in Wise County. We drove through Duffield 
and turned up a road that seemed to last forever. Once we got there, it was super-crowded 
and it took us forever to find a parking spot. We began hiking up the trail and came to a riv-
er-crossing. The river was full of rocks and the water flowing over them made it difficult to 
cross. I had no trouble getting across, but my sister, Alyssa, and my stepmom, Marcia, both 
fell in the river and scraped their knees. When we finally got to the end of the trail, there was 
a waterfall flowing into a pool of crystal clear water surrounded by huge rocks. The water in 
the Devil’s Bathtub was so clear, you could see the bottom. My sister and I decided to jump 
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in. It was so cold, I just about froze to death! After hiking back out, we headed home. It was 
a memorable trip.

AYden hAMilTon, GRAde 5

My First Hunting Trip

I will never forget my first hunting trip. It was so much fun. My hunting trip began as my 
dad and I drove to where we were going to be hunting. We were going to a farm that one of my 
dad’s friends owned. We pulled up to the corn field and walked to our hunting stand. It looked 
huge to me. My dad said it was at least eight foot tall. We checked out to stand to make sure it 
was ready and then we left to get all of our things ready for our big hunt.

The next morning we got up very early, before daylight. I waited excitedly as my dad got my 
gun out of the gun safe. It was a brand new 243 Winchester, fresh out of the box. We got our 
stuff together and got into the truck and drove to the farm in Pennington Gap. I remember it 
was very cold outside but I had worn a lot of clothing and was warm. We walked to the stand 
and waited. I’m not sure how long we waited but it only seemed like minutes till we finally saw 
a deer. I put my sights on it and my dad told me what to do. He told me to take the safety off 
and to get ready. Then I pulled the trigger. The gun boomed loud in my ears and the deer went 
down. I had shot it at 110 yards. We waited a while then we got out of the stand and walked 
to the dead dear. We gutted it and drug it back to the truck. Then we drove home and skinned 
it. When we finished we went inside and ate breakfast.

JAcoB hASh, GRAde 5

A Day with Grandma

My grandma took me to the fair when I went to visit. She rode the ferris wheel with me.
We laughed together as we rode in a circle. We went through a maze in a ship, it was hard 

but we got through it together. We also did a mirror maze. I hit my head on the mirror tons of 
times and she laughed until she cried. We ate hot dogs and hamburgers while we were there. 
When we left, we went back to her house and I played with her dog and cat. I am so glad I got 
to spend the whole day together, just the two of us. This day will always be a special memory, 
because I really miss her.

AJhiA hASS, GRAde 5

My Favorite Person

The person I’m going to write about is my grandmother, Roxie Mae Phillips. She was born 
in Norton Virginia on April 12, 1940. Her parents were James Oliver Phillips and Mildred 
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Paulien. She had four siblings; Ann, Christine, Patricia, and James Jr. When she began school 
she first attended Kelly View, but soon that school shut down and she went to Appalachia 
Elementary. She then went on to graduate for Appalachia HIgh School. She told me that her 
favorite subject in school was English. She loved it. After high school she married Ronald 
Raleigh, who she had met through church. They were married on May 30th, 1963 at Norton 
Freedom of Worship Church.Throughout her long life she lived in several places, Norton, 
Appalachia, and Gate City.

eSSence hendeRSon, GRAde 5

Herron Family

My papaw, Donald Herron, graduated May  1969 from Powell Valley High School. He 
joined the Army in August 1969 and went to Jackson, South Carolina for basic training. After 
basic training he went to Fort Gordon, Georgia for Advanced Infantry Training. From there 
he caught a plane in San Francisco, California bound for South Vietnam. He turned 20 in 
Vietnam. Vietnam was where he spent the next eleven months and 27 days. He came back to 
Big Stone Gap and made his home with his wife, Eva. They had three children Chrissy, Donny, 
and Sara. My dad, Donny, grew up and met my mom, Melissa. My parents married and had 
two children, my brother Mason and me. I love the Herron family!

AlYSSA heRRon, GRAde 5

Buffalo Bill

The ancestor I am proud to write about is Buffalo Bill. Buffalo Bill’s real name is William 
F. Cody. People called him Buffalo Bill because he was such a great bison hunter. He was also 
an American Scout and a showman. I am very proud of my ancestor. I think that he is very 
special and cool.

FAiTh heRRon, GRAde 5

Bad Idea

I had a softball game in Lee County that I was really excited about get to play in. When 
I got to the field I got my stuff and went straight to the dugout. The game was going fine and 
then it happened. I was on third base when my teammate hit a pup-up. I got so excited that 
I took off running to home base. My coach was yelling at me to go back but I didn’t know that 
the girl playing center field had caught the ball. I kept running towards home and thought it 
would be a good idea to slide into home plate. When I came across the plate I heard the umpire 
yell “out”. The girl who had caught the ball had threw it to the base and I was out.
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As I got to the dugout I pulled up my pants because my knee was hurting. I looked at my 
knee and saw blood. When I got home I was so scared that I was gonna need stitches. The 
good news was that in the end I didn’t need any stitches. After it was all over I realize that 
sliding into home was a really bad idea.

iSABellA heRRon, GRAde 5

Granny’s Dill Pickle Potato Salad

One of our family’s favorite recipes is Granny’s dill pickle potato salad. This recipe came 
from my granny. She got it from her mom, my great-grandmother. I didn’t have the chance to 
meet her, but I heard that she was a great woman. Since my granny has passed, my dad makes 
it for our family on special occasions like Christmas and Thanksgiving. It reminds him of 
Granny and all the fun times they shared.

• 5 boiled potatoes
• 1 cup of chopped dill pickles
• ¼ cup of mustard
• ¼ cup mayonnaise
• ½ teaspoon of salt
• Pepper to taste.

Bring a large pot of water to a boil. Add peeled potatoes and cook until tender. Remove 
potatoes from water and chop into small pieces. Place remaining ingredients into a mixing 
bowl and hand-mix together. Refrigerate until ready to eat.

AShlYnn hillMAn, GRAde 5

My Family History

My great grandparents were in World War II. My great grandfather was in the Army, he 
fought in Japan. One of his friends was killed when he stepped on a landmine. He passed 
away before I was born, my mamaw would tell me stories about him. She was very proud 
of him.

My great grandmother was a nurse during the war. She helped the injured soldiers. My 
great grandparents met when my grandfather got injured during the war. I was five years old 
when she passed away.

I am proud of their service to America. They are my heroes because they put others before 
themselves. I hope I can do the same one day.

AidAn hoBBS, GRAde 5
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My Dad

Yes, it was my Dad
Who worked in the coal mines,

Who loved me and my mom very much.
Yes, it was my Dad

Who loved cars and loved dogs.
Yes, it was my Dad

That died a week before Christmas.
I loved him.

AlleiGh hoBBS, GRAde 5

I Am From

I am from my bed, from my bedroom and pillows.
I am the black and white house.
I am from the tulips and the roses.
I am from Christmas, from brown hair.
From my mom and my dad, from the Holmes.
I am from using manners and being nice to everyone.
I am from church.
I am from Virginia, from candy and cheese sticks.
I am from a family that loves cats, an animal lover.
I am from cheerleading and picnics.

ShYlA holMeS, GRAde 5

I Am

Jacob
Son of Todd and Samantha Horton, brother to Jesse Horton,

Grandson of David and Jerri Horton, previous owners and operators of 
K&M Dry Cleaners.

Great-grandson of Oakley and Reable Holcomb, previous owners and 
operators of Hawk’s sore in Appalachia, VA.

Tall, crazy, hardworking, athletic
Lover of football, basketball, and Mom
Who fears snakes, clowns, and spiders.

Who gives advice, money in the offering plate at church, and footballs.
Summer and football make me happy!
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Who would love to see a Super Bowl football game and an NBA 
basketball game.

Who lives in Big Stone Gap, Virginia
Horton

JAcoB hoRTon, GRAde 5

All About My Papaw Johnny

My papaw, Johnny Estridge, was born in Inman, Virginia on June 3, 1938. There were 12 
children in the family, eight boys and three girls. All of the children were born at home.

His dad raised pigs and chickens to help feed the family. They also had a milk cow. In the 
summer, his dad raised a big garden. His mom canned most of everything he grew. They did 
not have a phone, TV, or refrigerator. There were no school buses. The students had to walk 
to school and school was never cancelled because of snow.

When Papaw was little, he played marbles and tag in the summer. In the winter, he put jigsaw 
puzzles together and played checkers. The fourth of July was the only time they got ice cream and 
Coke. Everyone went to church. On Christmas, they were all in a Christmas play. Everyone got a 
gift bag from the church that had an apple, an orange, a box of Cracker Jacks, gum, and hard candy.

When my papaw was 18, he went to Washington D.C. to work at the post office. Four years 
later he got drafted into the Army for two years in Germany. When he got out of the Army, he 
went back to the post office to work. He married my mamaw. My mom was born in Washington, 
D.C.. Three years later, they moved back to Appalachia. My papaw worked at the Appalachia 
post office until he retired in 1995. Now, he lives in Derby, Virginia and I love to visit him.

GRAce hUGheS, GRAde 5

The Day I Swallowed My Tooth

When I was in second grade, I swallowed my tooth. I was eating a fruit roll up and the tooth 
went down my throat. I was worried the Tooth Fairy would not believe I had lost my tooth 
since I didn’t have one to give to her. Mrs. Slagle had to write the Tooth Fairy a note to let 
her know where my tooth went The Tooth Fairy believed Mrs. Slagle and left me five dollars 
under my pillow. Mrs. Slagle saved the day. I was so afraid that I would swallow the next one 
too so I let the dentist pull it.

SoPhiA hYlTon, GRAde 5

I Am

Cameron
Smart, Funny Tall, and Sporty
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Sibling of Many
Son of Danny and Jessy

Lover of Fishing, Hunting, and Tacos
Who Gives Wisdom, Food, and Fish

Who Fears Mustard, Mayo, and Pickles
Who Would Like to See the Sea

Lives in a Full House in Big Stone Gap
Isom

cAMeRon iSoM, GRAde 5

I Am

Aayden
Son of Richard and Charlee Johnson

A twin to Hayden Johnson.
Who has five brothers and two sisters

And a newborn nephew.
Who plays all sports, but football is my favorite.

Whose biggest fear is snakes!
Who enjoys playing outside.

Who loves dogs, especially Huskies!
Who’s always been taught to live, laugh, and love!

Johnson
AAYden JohnSon, GRAde 5

My Great Grandfather Roy

Roy Rutherford, my great grandfather was born on February 10, 1922. He was a very in-
ventive man and made stuff out of other people’s junk. He was raised in Inman, Virginia and 
became a coal miner at 16 years old. My great grandfather only had a 3rd grade education. He 
fought in WW2 then he went back to work in the mines. He was a miner for over 40 years. In 
1977 he started making a model coal mine train. This was the train and car that miners would 
drive in and would bring the coal out. He made the model train out of old stuff like wiper 
blade motors to make it run forward and backward and used a toy car remote to control the 
train lights and where it goes. He used many small pieces and his brother helped with some of 
it. After he and his wife passed away the train was put in the coal museum in Big Stone Gap 
and was dedicated to his children.

BRendAn JohnSon, GRAde 5
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My Time At The Festival Of Trees

We visited the festival of trees at the Southwest Virginia museum in Big Stone Gap. The 
tree that I liked was the “tilting tree” and it was magnificent. I also liked tree 67 because it was 
purple and it looked like a bush. I also like the tree that had gold items on it and gold chains. 
I also liked the snow tree. It had ice and snow all over it. I loved the tree that was number one. 
I liked the small part about it.

I enjoyed looking the swords and guns. My favorite gun was the long gun and the horn. 
My favorite sword looked like a pirate sword. I forgot the name of the pirate sword but it was 
on the second floor. There were many other interesting items there but the one I found most 
interesting was a butter churner . The funny thing was that there was a modern radio beside 
of it my friend named Logan and I laughed so hard.

hAYden JohnSon, GRAde 5

My Favorite Christmas

My favorite Christmas was when I  was 7  years old. That year I  asked for a Barbie doll 
house. My friend had one, and I was enamored by the elevator. In the weeks before Christmas 



Union Middle School 463

the  biggest present I’d ever seen to date was 
wrapped in the corner of the living room. It 
was too large to fit under the trees. I  hoped 
beyond hope that I  knew what it was. On 
Christmas day, when my sister and I  opened 
it, there stood a generic dollhouse, but elevator 
was missing. I liked the present but I still dis-
appointed. I remember as a child knowing that 
that wasn’t what I had asked for, but that my 
parent probably either didn’t know the differ-
ence or couldn’t afford to buy me a real Barbie 
dollhouse. I was thankful, and it still got a lot of 
play time. I never told them of that slight tinge 
of disappointment since I knew it would break 
their hearts. I  didn’t want to look ungrateful. 
What a perceptive child I was.

KATelinn JohnSon, GRAde 5

Festival of Trees

Our class took a field trip to the Southwest Virginia Museum to see the Festival of Trees. 
Each year, certain businesses and community members come to the museum and decorate a 
tree with a theme. None of the trees are alike. My favorite tree this year was the purple tree 
that had cancer ornaments on it. I  liked it best because my mom has lupus and purple and 
teal are the awareness colors for lupus. While we were looking at trees, I also noticed some of 
the old cheerleading and baseball uniforms on display, as well as a really cool statue of a lady.

While we were there, we got to make a Christmas tree ornament. I decorated mine with 
sequence and glitter and hung it on my tree at home. My mom thought it was beautiful. After 
craft-time, the museum volunteers gave us a delicious lunch. It was a ham and cheese sandwich, 
chips, cookies, and and orange. All of the workers were so nice! It was a fun trip!

PAiGe KAnnon, GRAde 5

The Drag Races

The first time that I went to the drag races was when I was 9. It was at Bristol Motor Speedways 
in Tennessee. It was a very long ride the the raceway and I slept most of the way. I was really 
excited to watch the cars. The track was so long that I couldn’t see the end of it. As soon as we 
walked in I saw Brett Forces racing team. He was one of the oldest racers there. Next we went 
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some of the warm-up races. They were a mixture of the funny cars and others. I saw Courtney 
Force race a guy who was driving a car with an Army logo on it. Courtney’s car was faster and 
she won the race. After that we went and got something to eat. I got a Philly Cheesesteak which 
was pretty good. By the time we got back to our seats it was time for the big races to start. The 
cars were loud and I forgot to put in my ear plugs at first. I had lots of fun that day.

colTon KennedY, GRAde 5

My Grandmother

Teresa
Dependable, Loving

Coloring, cooking, cleaning
I look up to her

Mamaw

My mamaw is who I look up to. I love her with all my heart. She is so sweet and nice. My 
mamaw will help me with anything. She loves to cook and I help her. She loves coloring and 
says it is fun. She is loving and so sweet. I look up to my mamaw.

JAcoB KilBoURne, GRAde 5

Field Trip

We went to see the festival of trees at the Southwest Virginia Museum in Big Stone Gap. 
My favorite tree was the Home Alone tree. It had a cardboard picture of the actor and both 
criminals. It had pretty lights on it, too.

The people that worked at the museum were very nice. They helped us make crafts and gave 
us a bagged lunch. They would tell us about each tree if we wanted more information about 
who decorated them.

I hope I get to go back sometime to see them again and to see the other things in the museum. 
My view of trees will never be the same again now that I have seen how beautiful they can be.

JAcoB lAWSon, GRAde 5

Just Me

Samson
I am funny, cool, and smart

I love to have fun with my family.
I feel happiest when I am playing outside.

I love to give things to my friends.
I think our mountains are beautiful.
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I fear heights
I live in Big Stone Gap

Lawson
SAMSon lAWSon, GRAde 5

Love the Mountains

I love the mountains. Every summer I go way back on the mountain to pick blackberries and 
raspberries. In the winter time I like to go in the woods with my dad. We hunt turkey, deer, 
and bear. I will always love living in the Appalachian Mountains.

SeAn lAWSon, GRAde 5

Where I’m From

I am from a hill on the east side of Big Stone Gap
I am from a long driveway
I am from the creek wandering through
I am from Lipps and Lanes
I am from the truck driving grandpa and a nursing grandma
From hard work and laughter
I’m from video games, Fortnite
From swimming in a pool
I am from my dad
I am his twin

iSAiAh liPPS, GRAde 5

The Museum of Trees

At Christmas we visited the “Festival of Trees” wht the museum in Big Stone Gap. The were 
many beautiful trees there. There were so many that I couldn’t pick just one as my favorite tree. 
There was a Home Alone tree. It had boy standing in front of the tree with the robbers behind 
it. I thought it was a funny and smart idea.

My second favorite tree was the tree that used part of a mannequin to make the shape of 
the tree. It was on the third floor of the museum. The top part of the tree was the body and 
it had a black top on the mannequin. The bottom part was decorated like a tree with lots of 
Christmas decorations on it. There was a picture of a woman by the tree with one side of her 
hair purple and the other side pink. The woman had passed away but someone had made the 
tree to remember her by. I really liked how the whole place was filled with trees. After looking 
at the trees we go to go make a craft. We got to make mini Christmas tree decorations.

eMilY loVell, GRAde 5
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My Dog

I got my first dog when I  was in the fourth grade. My friend Eden and I  were walking 
through the woods one day where we found him. I had really wanted a dog so we got him and 
I took him home. At first my parents wasn’t going to let me keep him. I begged and begged 
and even then I still wasn’t sure he would get to stay but after more begging they agreed to let 
me keep him. When I brought him home I wasn’t sure what his name was but I decided to 
call him Buddy. We made Buddy a bed by turing a box on its side and laying a blanket inside 
it. We also put a bunch of chew toys in it for him to play with. However, he would not stay in 
his box. All that night he would get out and try to play. He was a very playful pup and by the 
second day I already had six scratches on me from playing with him.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t keep him as long as I wanted. My family and I had to move. We looked 
for a new place to live and found one. I was sad when they told us that they didn’t allow dogs. We 
had to leave Buddy to live with Eden. Although I was sad at leaving Buddy, when I go to spend the 
night with Eden I get to see him. Overtime Buddy has grown. He’s not a puppy anymore. He has 
gotten bigger and heavier. His fur is thicker and lighter in color. I love going to see him.

iSAiAh MAJoR, GRAde 5

Our Mountains Haiku

Colorful Mountains
Red, yellow, brown in the fall

Pink blooms in the spring
dAle MARcUM, GRAde 5
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Lesson Learned An Interview with My Grandmother

I interviewed my grandmother and asked her to tell me an interesting story from 
her childhood. She shared a very funny story about playing in the cornfields with her 
brother.

My grandmother and her brother were playing in the cornfields one day while their dad 
worked. Her dad cut all the fodder and had placed them in stacks that looked like teepees. 
She said they were great places to play in. Once inside, she and her brother decided to smoke 
some cornsilk. They rolled the cornsilk in a cornhusk and made it look like a big cigar. Her 
brother had some matches and when we lit it, we started to cough. Tears started running down 
her face because it made their throats burn. All of the sudden, a big hand grabbed through 
the fodder and took her into the house. She said her dad busted her tail good and she never 
wanted to smoke anymore. Her brother did not learn his lesson, he continued to smoke and 
chew tobacco.

MATTheW MARTin, GRAde 5

First Game System

When I  was four years old my dad bought my my first game system, a Playstation 2. 
I thought it was the coolest thing ever. The buttons had different shapes on them. A few days 
later I got my first game. It was called Deep Blue 2. It was a sea game where you played as a 
diver where you searched for treasure and fought off sharks. I had lots of fun with it all

GAGe MATheS, GRAde 5

My Mom

Tabitha
Nice, cute

Coloring, cooking, playing
Special mom to me

Mommy

FABiAn MATTheWS, GRAde 5

My Grandpa

Yes, it was my grandpa who kept us safe
Who kept a garden

Yes, it was my grandpa who worked in the mines
Who bought our house
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Yes, it was my grandpa who loves us so much
Yes, I love my grandpa

chRiS MAY, GRAde 5

My Dad’s Favorite Memory

On day I asked my dad what was his favorite memory. He thought a minute, the replied, 
“I would have to say that it was the day that you were born.” I was born on March 25, 2007, 
and it was the happiest day of my dads life. My mom and dad spent day with me. They took 
turns holding and feeding me. When the nurse came to take me back to the nursery my mom 
and dad didn’t want to let me go. My dad said that they didn’t want to let me out of their sight. 
My dad and I do a lot of things together. It’s nice to know that I make him so happy. I’m glad 
that I am my dad’s favorite memory.

KonnoR McBRide, GRAde 5

Our Thanksgiving Tradition

I go to Gatlinburg, Tennessee with my whole family for Thanksgiving. We stay in a hotel 
suite so my mamaw can cook. My favorite food is her baked beans, she adds lots of bacon. She 
does all the cooking for the entire family. We usually have about twelve people come down for 
the day, but I stay for three days. We watch football games after we eat and play video games 
with my cousins. I  love going to Gatlinburg for Thanksgiving. It is fun to just get away and 
make memories with my family.

cAleB Mcconnell, GRAde 5

My Mamaw Linda

My mamaw, Linda Tate, was born and raised in Illinois. She moved to Big Stone Gap in 
1982 when my uncle was two years old. My mom was born in Big Stone in 1983. My mamaw 
later found out that her family had been from East Stone Gap, Exeter, and Yuma, Virginia.

Mamaw also lived in Keokee, Virginia for 15 years. My papaw helped to build Keokee Lake. 
It is a popular fishing spot for many. There is a dam at the lake and people in the area drink 
the water from the lake.

My mamaw said that a lot has changed in the town during the years that she has lived in 
Big Stone. Many stores and businesses have opened and closed, and several of the buildings 
have been torn down or burned.

I like where we live, we have several nice places now. I really like walking by the river on the 
Greenbelt. Big Stone Gap has changed through the years, but it is always for the better.

MASon Mcconnell, GRAde 5
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The Life of Mamaw Lois

My great-grandma summed up her life in one sentence; “We didn’t have a whole lot, but we 
did have a whole lot of love.”

My great-grandma’s name is Delores Margaret Gibson Collins. I  call her Mamaw Lois. 
She was born on July 10, 1947 in Woodway, Virginia in Lee County. She was the sixth out of 
seven children. Her dad’s name is Luis Gibson and her mom’s name was Dora Gibson. Her 
mom died giving birth to her seventh child. My great-grandma was only two years old when 
her mom passed.

They lived in a small house. The roof leaked when it rained and wind and snow blew 
through the cracks in the walls. They used oil lamps for light. There was no electricity or 
running water. They had a wood stove to keep them warm. There were no beds. They made 
pallets on the floor with blankets. They used an outhouse when they had to use the restroom. 
Their kitchen table was made out of old boards. To keep their food cold, they would put it in 
a bucket with a lid and place it under a spring. They had no car, so they walked everywhere. 
Mamaw Lois’ dad made the kids’ swings out of grapevines. He also made them a see-saw out 
of a stump and a board.

Mamaw walked to school over a huge mountain every day. Sometimes, her sister would 
carry her on her back. Her first school was one-room with a pot-bellied stove. When she was 
a teen, she moved to a larger school and she worked in the cafeteria to pay for her lunch. One 
thing she remembered getting as a special treat was her sister’s homemade chocolate pie. At 
Christmas, they had no Christmas tree. They received hand-me-downs as gifts. On birthdays, 
there were no parties, cake, or gifts.

Mamaw Lois only had one job her whole life. She worked for one month at Burger Chef. 
She married my papaw Kermit at the age of 19. She had five daughters. Her second child died 
from jaundice when she was two weeks and four days old. Her fourth child died at the age 
fourteen in a car accident. My Mamaw Mary is her oldest child. Mamaw Lois’ dad died in 1975 
on her 28th birthday. She has been married to my papaw for 50 years. They have a church 
where she sings and Papaw is the pastor. Jesus and her family are her favorite things. Today, 
she is 70 years old and lives in Norton, Virginia. Her faith and family are what keep her going.

KAYlee MccRAcKen, GRAde 5

A Valuable Lesson

My parents decided that we would go to the beach for summer vacation. On our way to the 
beach we stopped at a gas station where we saw a homeless man. He was holding a sign that said, 
“What you can do will help a lot.” My parents decided to give the man 20 dollars to help him 
out. There was a McDonalds at the gas station so we went in and got him some food. He looked 
really hungry. After we got him some food we dug a blanket out of the car and gave to him. He 
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was very thankful. My dad gave him 10 more dollars and we went on our way. We drove on to 
the condo and started our vacation. That day I learned a valuable lesson about helping others.

MiA MccRAY, GRAde 5

Growing Up

My dad’s name is Preston McCray Sr. When he was little he played marbles, jacks, Atari, 
and hopscotch. He grew up on the southside of Norton, Va. He graduated from John I. Burton 
High School. He played football, basketball, and baseball, and was really good at all three. He 
had two dogs named Shazam and Spot. He was scared of snakes and having to get a switch 
off the tree when he was in trouble. He had several traditions with his family, they spent 
Christmas together, ate meals at the dinner table, talked to each other, went to church and 
prayed to God for what they had.

Dad loved living in the mountains. He would farm, pick blackberries, and go hunting and 
fishing. He would eat deer, turkey, and turtle meat. He would go to Rim Rock and Tweetsie 
Railroad on vacation. He loved eating lasagna and cheering for the Pittsburgh Steelers. He 
became a welder and a great dad.

PReSTon MccRAY, GRAde 5

Fishing in the Mountains

Each year, as the ground unthaws and the trees begin to bloom, my family and I start our 
annual fishing contest. First, we get up and gather our supplies. We pack up some worms, 
fishing poles, and food, then we hit the road.

The great thing about living in Southwest Virginia is there are so many different places to 
fish that it never gets boring. You can actually fish in three different states, Virginia, Tennessee, 
and Kentucky, all in one day! This is what my family does. We start fishing in Powell River in 
Big Stone Gap, Virginia and we travel to different fishing holes.

Our contest is to see who catches the first fish, the biggest fish, the smallest fish, and the 
most fish. We will fish at one spot until the fish quit biting, then, we move to a different area.

During our trips we get to see many different hiking trails and forest animals. We enjoy 
trying to see who is going to win the contest. We have so much fun fishing in the mountains!

KYlie McGRAW, GRAde 5

I Am From

I am from a small house, from Rodblox and Minecraft.
I am from the old wood house.
I am from the sandbox and having fun.
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From B.J. and Tiff McMillan.
I am from grandma house and a small family.
I am from Christians, I believe in Jesus.
I am from Norton, from kiwi and ice cream cones.
From the old mustang car, the quiet, and the love.
I am from Coeburn, my first home and the friends on my block.

cASeY McMillAn, GRAde 5

School

I am in a new school this year. I went to school in Lee County last year. I  love my new 
school, it has been my favorite of all that I have been in. I love doing science experiments with 
Mr. Stallard. We read great chapter books in reading, Mrs. Slagle helps me find good books to 
read. Mrs. Bolling makes math easier and fun. I have more friends at my new school than my 
old school. All of the kids are very nice. I am so glad to be at this new school.

hUnTeR MiddleTon, GRAde 5

A Family Story

This story was told to me by my papaw. It’s about how my papaw’s uncle made whiskey. 
He originally lived in Mississippi where he would make whiskey and sell it. While there he 
got in trouble with the police and had to leave the state. He had friends in the mountains 
of Kentucky and went there to hideout for a while. He soon got in more trouble with the 
police in Kentucky and got arrested. After getting out of jail he moved to the Appalachian 
Mountains of Virginia. he settled in Wise, Virginia and quit making whiskey. Since he was 
no longer selling whiskey he had to make a living. For a short time he milked cows. Then he 
started working in the coal mines. He went to work for the Stonega Coal Company. During 
this time he got married and started a family. Together they raised 7 children.He continued to 
work in the coal mines until he retired. He spent his retirement sitting around telling people 
stories of his youth.

BRYSon MilleR, GRAde 5

Childhood Memory

My childhood memories is of my mom and dad keeping foster children. I’ve had lots of 
foster brother and sisters. I have fun with them all. When my dad got sick with cancer, they did 
not keep many kids. My mom go two new kids that are eleven years apart. They are siblings, 
a boy and a girl. Their names are Alizaya and Landon. Alizaya is eight and Landon is nine. 
Landon is deaf and we don’t know sign language yet. We put sign language pictures on our 
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back door. We got them and they are like my real brother and sister. Alizaya talks all night 
along and my Mom threatened to put us in the corner. We went to sleep instead.

Ali and I get into arguments a lot. We try to stay away from each other. We now have eight 
people living in our home. I love having a big family because there is always someone to play 
with. We always eat together as a family and we go out shopping as a family, too.

eMMAlee MilleR, GRAde 5

The Festival of Trees

When I  visited the “Festival of Trees” at the Southwest Virginia Museum in downtown Big 
Stone Gap I saw a whole lot of pretty trees. They were all really pretty but there were some that I like 
better than others. There was one tree that had been decorated in all pink. The ornaments were pink 
and it had pink bows on it. I think it was for breast cancer awareness. Right beside that tree was a 
large gingerbread house with a tree behind it. It was covered in candy decorations and candy canes. 
There was also a tree that was decorated with Hershey Kisses. They all look so amazing.

KYndRA MilleR, GRAde 5

The Best Surprise

When I was seven years old, my great-grandmother, Alice Mullins, surprised me with a 
trip to Disney World. I came home from school one day and she told me my bags were packed 
and that we were going on a trip, but she wouldn’t tell me where we were going. We got on an 
airplane and I heard the captain say, “Next stop, Florida!” When I heard that, I knew where 
we were going!

Once the plane landed, we went to our hotel. The hotel had a pool and we went swimming, 
then we went to get something to eat. We settled in for the night to get ready for our day at 
Disney. Even though we woke up at 5:30 in the morning, Disney was still really crowded. My 
favorite ride was the Dropline. I rode it lots of times! We also rode lots of roller coasters. My 
mamaw rode everything with me except for one ride. We stayed four nights in Florida and 
went to the beach, visited some shops, and did lots of swimming. I got a souvenir sea star to 
remind me of our special time together. It was a trip I will never forget!

deReK MUllinS, GRAde 5

I Am

I am smart and weird
I wonder if I could go on vacation

I hear bombs
I see guns
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I want to go to a friend
I am smart and weird

I pretend to fly
I feel someone touching me

I touch a dying duck
I worry too much

I cry when my brother gets hurt
I am smart and weird

I try to run fast
I am smart and weird

hUnTeR MUllinS, GRAde 5

My Family’s Heritage

My great grandfather was born in Tazewell, Tn close to the Cumberland Gap. He is my 
mom’s grandfather and that side of the family is mostly English and Welsh. He lived in a 
house with dirt floors. He grew up farming and working in a sawmill. Most people were either 
farmers or coal miners. People lived simply then and they had to work really hard. Everything 
required lots of manual labor, like washing clothes, growing and preparing food. Most all the 
boys worked to help their family.

Also, on my mom’s side there is a German descendant. My great great great grandmother 
moved to the United States from Germany making her kids the first generation born in 
America. I am the fifth generation to be born in America.

On my dad’s side of the family there are some Scottish and Indian. My great great grand-
parents were from the local area of Norton and Scott County. My great great grandfather 
lived in Norton and was an engineer for the city of Norton. He was also in WWII. My great 
great grandmother lost her parents at a young age and had to take care of her siblings. She 
never knew her birthday. Her children tried to find records to figure out her birthday but they 
discovered that there was a fire and her records along with others were destroyed. Their son 
grew up in Norton with them and had his first job at a service station. He served four years 
in the United States Marine Corps and was drafted to the Vietnam War. In the Vietnam War 
his job was called a tunnel rat. It was a very dangerous job. My dad was the fourth generation 
to grow up and be raised in my great great grandparents house.

ZoeY MUllinS, GRAde 5

My Mom’s Story

My mom was born in the Virgin Islands. She was lucky because when she wanted, she 
could walk to the beach by herself. She hated when her siblings would tag along because they 
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loved to horseplay and jump on her back. Sometimes, she thought she would drown but she 
preferred to go by herself. My mom loved to lay on the beach and watch the cruise ships and 
yachts go by. She would daydream, how one day when she grew up she would live on the 
ocean, on a yacht. She really loved living in the Virgin Islands but when she was a teenager, 
her mother sent her to New York to finish school. She was not happy about that because that 
meant she would have to leave her siblings behind.

While she was in school in New York, her mother and siblings moved from the Virgin 
Islands to Kissimmee, Florida. After a few years, my mom moved to Kissimmee to be with her 
mother and siblings. My mom met my dad in Tampa, Florida. My mom and dad had my brother 
in Kissimmee and later moved to Staunton, Virginia. I was born 13 years later in Charlottesville, 
Virginia. We now live in Big Stone Gap, Virginia and we are still adjusting to the country life. 
My mom said it’s okay. My mom and dad are about to celebrate their 23rd Anniversary.

nAdiA neelY, GRAde 5

Fishing with my Dad

I live in the Strawberry Patch section of Big Stone Gap. One of my favorite things to do 
is to go fishing on the Powell river behind my house with my dad. First, I dig up worms from 
the riverbank. I bait my own hook and cast the line into the water and wait. When I feel a tug, 
I pull my pole back and reel the line in. Sometimes, my dog tries to get the fish before I can 
get it off the hook. My dad helps me take the fish off the hook. We throw it back in and cast 
again, hoping for another bite.

eden neWcoMB, GRAde 5

My Favorite Christmas Memory

My best Christmas ever was going to my cousin Tom and Missy’s log home for a family 
Christmas celebration. Their house looked like a winter wonderland! I walked to the top of the 
stairs and looked over the balcony. It was so pretty with all of the Christmas trees lit up! Each tree 
had a beautiful star on top, The decorations gave a magical feel to the house. Music played in the 
background as the family talked. We ate lots of delicious goodies. Santa made a visit and talked to all 
of the kids. We got to sit on his lap! Laughter and joy spilled from the kids as we opened our gifts. 
I had such a great time and will always look back on that Christmas as one of my favorite memories.

BlAKe neWMAn, GRAde 5

My Life Story

My life story began with a car ride to Holston Valley from Bristol, Virginia. My dad drove 
my mom and memaw there so that I could be born. I was born on February 15, 2007 at 12:19 
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P.M. I weighed 6 lbs 12 ounces and was 20 inches long. I was a healthy baby boy. My first 
birthday party was at Mr. Gatti’s. The theme was Curious George. My mom had gotten me a 
small blue cake. I don’t remember but they tell me I took a face plant into the cake.

Over the years I’ve had some laughs and cries. I  have lost my memaw and papaw and 
others. However, through it all I  have grown and become stronger. I  currently have 3 cats. 
I have moved many times and changed school 5 times. Through these changes I’ve made sev-
eral friends and had some really cool teachers.

SeBASTiAn o’donnell, GRAde 5

Trees in My Town

The trees are always different,
They change with every season.
In the summer they are full and green,
Filling every mountain space.
In the fall they are different colors,
Orange, red, brown, and yellow.
In the winter they are bare,
Their only cover is snow.
In the spring, blooms color them again,
Pink, Purple, Red, White.
I love the trees, they are always different,
But always fun to climb.

KeATon oSBoRne, GRAde 5

The Witt Family Legacy

My family has a deep-rooted history in business in Southwest Virginia. It began with the 
Witt family. The Witt family came to America from England, however, we are of German-
Dutch origin. Although we have no exact date of their arrival in England, we believe it was 
in the early 1600s. The Witt families’ religion was Baptist. Our family accompanied William 
Penn on one of his trips to recruit families for his new colony in what is now Pennsylvania. At 
that time, our family seemed to move to different parts of the country.

Our ancestor, Edmund Witt and wife Ann, were in North Carolina. Edmund Witt, son 
of Anthony and Betsy Witt was born May 4, 1808 and died May 31, 1870 in Virginia. Fast-
forward several years and Andy Lee Witt married Bertie. Andy was instrumental in the com-
merce and business growth of Big Stone Gap. In 1908, Andy Lee Witt founded Beverly, Witt, 
and Company which would later be named South-West Insurance Agency. Floyd W. Witt, Sr., 
son of Andy and Bertie, was born in August of 1911. “Winkie” (as he was known), attended 
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school in our home town of Big Stone Gap and the Kentucky Military Institute. Upon grad-
uation, Winkie joined the agency with Ina Haynes Witt, my great-grandmother. She passed 
away when I  was four years old, and was one of the most loving people I’ve ever known. 
Winkie, Sr. and Ina had Anna Lee Witt-Kite, and Floyd W. Witt, Jr. (also known as Winky).

Winky, Jr. is my grandfather. He graduated from Powell Valley High School and ETSU 
with a master’s degree in 1971. In that same year, he married Judith Stidam, my grandmother, 
and joined the army through ROTC. In 1974, Winky, Jr. and Judy Witt returned to Big Stone 
Gap and joined the Insurance Agency as the third generation. Winky and Judy Witt had two 
children, my uncle Ryan Witt, born in 1976, and my mother, Jessica Witt, born in 1980. Both 
children went on to earn master’s degrees in business and both also joined the agency to make 
up the fifth generation. Jessica married Brandon Parrott in 2003 and had me, Berkley Parrott, 
in 2007, and my brother, Jaxon came along in 2011. I  might just be the fifth generation to 
continue my family’s legacy at South-West Insurance Agency.

BeRKleY PARRoTT, GRAde 5

A Tribute to Joe

I met Joe Miller about a year ago when we moved to East Stone Gap and he became our 
landlord. He has made a big impact on my life and has shown me how to do lots of things 
that I could not have learned on my own. He calls me “Little Joe” because he says I remind 
him of himself when he was young. Joe is really talented and smart. He is the head custodian 
at Union High School. He knows how to fix lots of things and is really good at working on 
vehicles, different machines, and just about anything you can think of. He has given me my 
very own tools and shown me how to use a chainsaw and a weedeater. He even gave me one of 
each so I could have my very own! I use the tools to help him work on a motorcycle that his 
dad gave him and to help him build his garage. He also taught me about plumbing and helped 
me build a drumset for my Science project using pipes and metal we found around the house. 
My teacher and all of the kids thought it was awesome!

Joe is retiring from the high school soon. He has to have surgery on his arm. I  plan on 
helping him with all of his projects until he heals. I enjoy spending time with him and am glad 
we are such good friends.

AleX PARSonS, GRAde 5

My Family

My great grandmother Helen Gilliam was from Appalachia, Virginia. She married my 
grandfather Pearl Bailey from Sigmy, Virginia. My great grandfather Pearl Bailey was in the 
Navy. He was returning home on December 4, 1941 on his 18th birthday when Pearl Harbor 
was attacked. They had to turn the ship around and go back to fight Japan. Her was also in the 
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Korean War. My paternal grandmother Virginia Smith was born in Appalachia, Virginia. She 
was one of seventeen children. She married my paternal grandfather James Bud Pearson and 
they resided in Big Stone Gap. My maternal grandmother Wanda Hobbs lived in Appalachia. 
She would always fix me hot cocoa with marshmallows and we would listen to music together 
and she would watch me dance. My maternal grandfather Troy Wells lives in Appalachia. He 
was a truck driver delivering things all over the United States. We now go to church together 
all the time where we both sing and I listen to him preach.

neVAeh PeARSon, GRAde 5

My Family

I am 10 years old and I live in Appalachia, Virginia. My great, great, great papaw was born 
in 1886 and came over to America on a boat and went to New York. From there he came 
to Virginia. My dad works with my grandpa building houses. My mom works at home. My 
mamaw works at Norton Community Hospital and my great papaw use to work in the coal 
mines, but he retired. My great mamaw worked at a gas station. All of my family have worked 
hard. I hope to grow up and be as successful working in a career as my parents and grandparents.

deVin PeRSon, GRAde 5

High Knob

High up in the Appalachians
It is fun
Great fishing and hunting
Hiking trails

Known for bears
National Forest lookout tower
Outdoors recreation
Beautiful view

AndY PhilliPS, GRAde 5

High Knob Family Business

In the mid 1950’s my great grandpa Clyde Phillips owned a wrecker service in Big Stone 
Gap. The wrecker service was known as Phillips Wrecker Service. He started out with one 
wrecker and as the years passed and business picked up he was able to get bigger and better 
wreckers to tow bigger and heavier cars. He received calls all hours of the night to pick up 
wreck. Weekends or holidays it didn’t matter when you have a wrecker service. Some wrecks 
would take all night to work. My dad started helping when he was a toddler. He watched in 
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amazement. He helped hold the brakes so the truck would not flip while they were picking 
up cars. Dad enjoyed his time spent in the wreckers. He has a lot of memories he will never 
forget. One memory he has is a call he went on with his grandpa in the early 1980’s. Clyde had 
received a call to go pick up a motorcycle that had wrecked. When Clyde arrived he realized 
that the driver was his sister. She was hit and killed by a drunk driver. Although some of them 
are fatal not all wrecks are. Some of the wrecks are just fender benders, a vehicle in the ditch, 
or just a broken down car. You never know what kind of wreck you will go on. You just have 
to be prepared to work the wreck.

Clyde ran Phillips Wrecker Service for over sixty years before he retired. After he retired 
his son, Robert Phillips, took over the business. It is now known as Wildcat Towing and 
Recovery. One day I hope to continue the service and follow in my dad’s footsteps.

cAYden PhilliPS, GRAde 5

Michelle

Michelle
Kind, loving

Cooking, cleaning, helping
I look up to her

Mother
chRiS PhiPPS, GRAde 5

Growing Up in the Mountains

When my mamaw, Linda Collier, was a teenager, she loved to swing on grapevines in the 
woods with her brother and sisters. She would pick berries and help her mother in the garden. 
Her dad had a tobacco patch and she would help him after she came home from school. Her 
job was to tie the tobacco leaves. She also had to help him mow the yard.

TAYloR PRice, GRAde 5

I Love My Family

I love my family because they care about me,
I love my family, when I need them they are there,

They teach me right from wrong.
Always show me that working hard is worth it.

I love my family because they trust me and I trust them.
No matter what, they never give up on me.

I love my family because they are funny.
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They always tell me interesting stories.
They tell me chase after your dreams and don’t chase after the money.

I love my family because they love me!
AnGelA RhoTen, GRAde 5

I Am

Emily
Is sassy, kind, and beautiful

The sibling of Kerrigan and Kassidy
The daughter of Robert and Nora.

Lover of my dog, Daisy, and Mrs. Watkins.
Feels happy when I am with my friends.

Who gives help to those in need.
Fears spiders, clowns, and bees.

Who would like to see the ocean everyday,
Who lives on 5th Ave. in Big Stone Gap

Robinson
eMilY RoBinSon, GRAde 5

The Life and Times of Mamaw Sue

My mamaw is Sue Rogers. She grew up in a small Wise County coal camp located in 
Dunbar, Virginia. She lived there from the time she was born in 1948 until she moved to Big 
Stone Gap, Virginia in 1959. Mamaw grew up in a large family including her father, mother, 
five sisters and one brother. They lived in a two-bedroom house and had to convert the dining 
room to a bedroom once their family began to grow. Although the house had running water, 
the bathroom, also known as an outhouse, was outside. The house didn’t have air-conditioning 
or heat. They used a coal-fired pot-belly stove to stay warm.

In the 1950’s, playtime was different than today. There were no video games or internet. 
For fun, they would play kickball, hide and seek, and red-rover. They also liked to play in the 
building that Mamaw called “the coal house”. Dunbar had its own movie theater and Mamaw 
would pick blackberries and sell them for $.25 a gallon so she could earn money to go to the 
theater and watch a movie.

There wasn’t much of a reason to leave Dunbar because the community had everything they 
needed. This included a doctor’s office, a schoolhouse, a company store, and Dunbar Methodist 
Church. The family was able to walk to all of these locations. They owned a 1952 Buick that 
they would use to travel outside of the community. The doctor’s office was located above the 
company store. The schoolhouse had four rooms where grades first through seventh were 
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taught. Mamaw’s mother and brother cleaned the school and would get up early to build a fire 
in the pot-belly stove so that the school would be warm for the students when they arrived. 
The company store sold everything you needed from groceries to furniture. The company store 
also had its own money called scripts that could be used at the store. Although all of these plac-
es are gone, the Dunbar Methodist Church is still open and operational. Today, it is known as 
the Dunbar Community Church. Even though times have changed, the memories my mamaw 
made growing up in Dunbar will always stay the same.

dYlAn RoGeRS, GRAde 5

Childhood Memory

My favorite childhood memory was from when I was 9 years old. It was my birthday and 
I was having my party at the drive-in theater. There were lots of people there to he me cele-
brate. I got lots of presents that day, but my present was from my uncle Denver. He bought me 
a remote control car. He also got me some new shoes, Under Armor and Sketchers. I also got 
a Union Bears hoodie from my grandma.

After we opened presents we went and watched the movie, it was supposed to be a scary 
one. Because my cousin Peyton couldn’t watch it they had to go see something else, My Little 
Pony. After the movies we went to Pizza Hut and ate pizza and cheese sticks. When we left 
there we went my cousin Izzy’s house and played basketball. That night we stayed up and play 
games until we fell asleep around 3 A.M.

MAdiSon ScAlF, GRAde 5

Double Trouble

This is the story of me and my twin brother. On June  7, 2007, my mom and dad got a 
double blessing. It was the day me and my twin brother Eli was born. As babies there were a 
lot of double everything. Double the amount of bottles, twice as many diapers to change, and 
twice as much crying going on. However, there was also some good things. There were twice 
as many smiles, a lot more laughing, and a whole bunch more kissing babies. That’s what you 
get when you have twins.

Growing up as a twin can have its up and downs but there are always more ups than 
downs. Having a twin means always having someone to play with, make messes with, and 
even someone to fight with from time to time. Now that we are older we still do all those 
things but we also do our own thing. We play different sports and like different things, but 
we are still brothers. He will always be my best friend and together we may just be “double 
trouble”.

eAn SchencK, GRAde 5
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Family Story

My great Aunt Donna once shared a story with me about my mom when she was three 
years old. My Aunt Donna was babysitting my mom and her brother Jamie. While she was 
watching them my mom kept interrupting her television show telling her that there was some-
one in the closet. After a couple times of the Aunt Donna got fed up and decided to go check 
to see if mom was telling the truth. She got up and stomped over to the closet.

When she got to the closet she jerked open the door and said, “See there’s nothing there.” 
Then she froze. Much to her surprise she saw two legs in the bottom of the closet. She 
said that a lot of thoughts ran through her head. How would she get out of there with two 
small kids? So she doubled up her fist and decided to throw the first punch. The she pulled 
back the clothes and there looking back at her was her reflection. The legs that she and my 
mom had saw had been their own. As Aunt Donna shared this story she continued to give 
me a life lesson. She told me that sometimes the greatest enemy that I will ever face will 
be myself.

eli SchencK, GRAde 5

I Am

I am Skylar
I am eleven

I love red and blue
I am from South Carolina

My dad, Paul is dead
My mom is Cristall
I want to be a cop

I have two brothers and one sister
I like to rap and dance

I like to play games and play outside
I like to draw

I love my friends
SKYlAR ScoTT, GRAde 5

My First Trip to Myrtle Beach

This is the story of my first trip to Myrtle Beach. It was the night before we were going to 
leave and I was so excited that I couldn’t sleep. It seemed as if 4 o’clock was never going to come. 
The alarm finally went off and I was up. When Nana said it was time to go, I was out the door 
and in the truck before my brother and sister. My body was shaking with excitement. I wanted 
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to stay awake for the whole drive, but instead I fell asleep somewhere in Tennessee. On down 
the road I woke up when we stopped for a short bathroom break.

Finally we arrived at the beach and I couldn’t believe it. The first thing I did was jump in the 
lazy river. We stayed there for hours it seemed. Nana said that it was time to get out and we 
went to our room. We were hungry so we decided to get some watermelon. It was so slippery 
that I couldn’t keep it on my fork. We had so much fun that week. Everyday we would go to 
this restaurant Peaches. The food was great but the cheesy fries were my favorite. As a souvenir 
i got a calendar from Peaches that I still have. Whenever I look at it gives my happy memories 
of that beach trip.

MAKAYA ShePARd, GRAde 5

The Day We Rescued My Dog Taco!

My parents and I love animals, especially cats and dogs. For the longest time when I was 
little we didn’t have and dogs or cats. My parents were emergency medical technicians on the 
Appalachian Rescue Squad for several years. My dad was at the rescue building once evening 
when he called my mother and I  at home. He told us that there was a stray dog that had 
showed up and was just roaming around. Dad told us that he was afraid that the dog was going 
to get hit by one of the big coal trucks. I was getting excited. I had always wanted a puppy. My 
dad told me he was going to try and catch the dog. I knew I was finally going to get the dog 
I always wanted.

My dad told my mom and I to go ahead and get a place ready for the little dog. I was so 
excited. My mom told my dad that we would come and get him but we would have to stop and 
get some dog food and other puppy supplies. It seemed like the longest drive from our house to 
the rescue building. When we got there I saw this little puppy so full of energy and very rowdy. 
I began to wonder if he would be more than I could handle. We brought him home and named 
him Taco. I’m so glad that we found him because he has been the best dog ever.

SieRRA ShUPe, GRAde 5

My Grandma

My Gramma was born in Little Rock, Arkansas. She moved to Hammond, Indiana when 
she was three. When she was almost five, her dad decided to adopt her. When she was five 
years old, she went to kindergarten in Columbus. When she was in the first grade, she went to 
Lincoln. She stayed there until she was in the fifth grade. From the sixth grade to the eighth 
grade, she went to middle school. She was in high school from the ninth grade to the twelfth 
grade. She did graduate from high school.

KAleB SMiTh, GRAde 5
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My Trip to Uganda

It was the morning of December 28th and my family and I were leaving for a missionary 
trip to Uganda to tell people about God. We flew to Atlanta from the Tri-cities, then had to 
hurry and get on our next flight to Amsterdam, which took seven and a half hours. Once in 
Amsterdam, we had to hurry to get to our next flight heading to Entebbe, which would take 
another six hours. We ran into a problem at the airport because my mom and dad did not 
bring their yellow fever card. It is a card that says we’ve received the yellow fever shot. There 
was a line of people at the airport waiting to get the shot so they could get their card. When 
we traveled to Uganda in the past, they had never asked to see the card. My dad went up to 
this man and told him we didn’t have our yellow fever card. He told us we had to get the shot, 
but my dad ended up paying the man 50 American dollars to let us through.

Usually, our friend Kato picks us up at the airport. We were looking for him but couldn’t 
find him anywhere. Finally, we saw someone holding a sign that said “2 Friend Guest House” 
and that’s where we were staying. We got in the car with the man and he told us our friend, 
Kato, had been in a car accident. He drove us to the guest house and we went to bed. The next 
morning, we had to wake up and travel to another guest house. It was hard to sleep because of 
the 8-hour time-zone difference.

Once we got to the village, we went into the sanctuary and had church for about two hours. 
We had little lessons with the kids and played soccer with them. The next day, we went to the 
orphanage. Even though it was December, the weather was really hot in Uganda. The orphan-
age had a small kitchen and four bunk beds. We handed out rice, beans, and water to the kids 
there. It was kind of sad because the kids only get to eat once a day, and sometimes they don’t 
get to eat at all. They have to wear the same clothes every day and have to use buckets of water 
to wash them.

We did the same thing for the following two days. On the last day, we got ice cream for 
some of the kids. We gave gifts to the kids that were sponsored and left to return home.

On the way home, we had a four-hour layover in Amsterdam. I  met some kids from 
Canada and we played hide and seek on the playground. It was a long trip but I am glad 
I got to go.

cAnAAn SPeARS, GRAde 5

Lonesome Pine

There was a pretty girl named June from Lonesome Cove
Who lived in a cabin with an old cook stove
She fell in love with a furriner named Jack
And her dad Devil Judd gave Jack a sack
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Jack and Judd made money from the coal
It all happened on the trail of the Lonesome Pine we’re told

BRAYcen STAceY, GRAde 5

I Am

Jonathon
Serious, short, and smart

Brother of McKinley Bay and Kaydence Love
Son of Bobby Joe

Who loves Christmas with family, snowy winters, and yummy pizza.
Who feels sad when he gets hurt.

Who gives money to friends when they need snacks.
Who fears clowns, cats, and creepy old men.

Who would like to see animals that live in the wild.
Who lives in a big house in the middle of Short Street in Big Stone Gap.

JonAThon STAcY, GRAde 5

My Mom

Yes, it was my mom,
Who raised me to be who I am

Yes it was my mom
Who spoiled me with love

Yes it was my mom that cooked my favorite spaghetti with love
Yes it was my mom that means the world to me

Yes it was my mom, Tammy
KAleB STAnleY, GRAde 5

The Best Day

When I  lived in Richmond, I  went on a day trip to Ocean City with my mom, my 
siblings, Alyssa, Danielle, and Josh, and my mom’s two friends and their kids. We had 
to drive over a really long bridge to get there. We took a cooler packed with drinks and 
snacks. When we got to the beach, we played tag and frisbee. Sometimes, I would throw 
the frisbee in the ocean just so I could chase it in the waves. We sat at the end of the shore 
and let the waves crash over us. We all played in the sand and looked for seashells. My 
sister found the most.
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We stopped at Chick-fil-a and ate on the way home. It was the best day ever!
MichAel STePhenS, GRAde 5

My Favorite Season

I love winter in Southwest Virginia! Our family has many reasons to celebrate in the winter. 
One reason is every December, I grow another year older! My birthday is on December 2nd. 
I turned 12 this year! Another reason is that I get to sit by the fire in my pjs and drink hot 
cocoa. When it snows, I get to build a snowman with my brothers and sisters. There is always 
a lot of fun and laughter when we are together.

Another reason to celebrate in winter is the holidays! Christmas is my favorite winter holi-
day because I get all kinds of presents and I love spending time with my family. On New Year’s 
Eve, my family and I always have tons of good food. I get to stay up all night and watch the 
ball drop on television. New Year’s Eve is also special because it is a time when we get to say 
goodbye to the past year and start a new one. A new year means a fresh start and a chance to 
not make the same mistakes as in past years.

BRooKlin STeVenS, GRAde 5

I Am

Aden
Funny, great, and awesome.

Brother of Madison
Son of Jason and Angela.

Lover of TV, Minecraft, and good pizza.
Who feels excited, happy, and hungry when lunch is late.
Who gives his family and teachers laughs, love, and help.

Who fears hot things that may burn.
Who would like to see the ocean and football games.

Who lives in the town of Big Stone Gap, Virginia
Stidham

Aden STidhAM, GRAde 5

My Nan

Carolyn
Caring, loving

Cleaning, cooking, nursing
I look up to her
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Nan

My nan has worked all of her life. She is a very good cook and nurse. She has two sons, my 
dad and my uncle. Both of them are really good at sports and I take after them.

AUSTin STidhAM, GRAde 5

I Am

I am sweet and kind
I wonder where the road ends
I hear dogs bark at the night

I see the moon at night and the sun in the morning
I want a star to wish upon

I am nice and lucky
I pretend the sky is calling me

I feel good and surprised
I touch the sky at night

I worry about the cross on my necklace
I cry when my heart breaks

I am crazy and silly
I understand the life of Earth

I say the clock goes tick
I dream of the night sky and morning sun

I try to make a good life
I hope nothing will stop me but christ

I am funny and happy
McKenZie STidhAM, GRAde 5

My Dream

I am the one shooting and scoring points. I wonder what it is like to be a professional 
basketball player. I hear the crowd cheering me on. I see the crowd jumping up and down. 
I want to be an NBA player. I am the one shooting and scoring points. I pretend to be in 
the NBA. I  feel the game in my heart. I  touch the winning trophy. I worry that I will let 
my team down. I cry when we lose. I am the one shooting and scoring points. I understand 
the rules of the game. I say if you try you can do it. I dream that my team and I will be the 
best. I try my best to make goals. I hope that I will go to college. I am the one shooting and 
scoring points.

BRiAnA STUART, GRAde 5
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Sofie’s Autumn Dream!

Sofie was in the kitchen drawing when she asked her brother, “Hey Martin? When is the 
first day of fall?” “September 22, Why do you ask?” Martin replied.

“Because I  need a costume for Halloween!” Sofie said. “Let’s get one for you and me!” 
Martin said.

The next day Martin and Sofie went to get them. They got apples, candy, pumpkins, and 
spider decorations! Later in the day they went to the October festival. Then Sofie saw some 
birds and asked “Hey Martin? What are those birds doing?” “They are migrating! That means 
they are flying south for winter!” Martin replied.

As night time came, everyone was asleep, Sofie was too! She had the most amazing dream 
about autumn! Leaves were everywhere. Everything was so colorful! There were bats, Jack O 
Lanterns, scarecrows, treats, mashed potatoes, and acorns! She couldn’t think about anything 
else that day but her dream she had that night. The End!!!!

leAh STURGill, GRAde 5

My Family Heirloom

My papaw is Archie Bryington. We are really close and I enjoy spending time with him 
every chance I get. I was having my weekly stay over at his house one night and we went out-
side. I found a baseball and we started talking about when he played baseball during his high 
school years. He told me he still had his baseball glove that he used in high school 47 years 
ago! I didn’t believe him! After arguing with him awhile about whether he really still had his 
glove, he took me in his work building and pulled out his baseball glove that he used to pitch 
with. Then, he told me I could have it since softball is such a huge part of my life! His glove is 
one of the most awesome family heirlooms ever! Papaw Archie is the best!

Keelie SUTPhin, GRAde 5

The Best Birthday Ever!

My favorite birthdays was when I turned 8 years old. My dad, Harvey, bought me a huge 
birthday cake. It was awesome! The cake was made like a full city with Spiderman and Venom 
fighting each other on it. The cake was my favorite. It was half chocolate and half vanilla. The 
icing was lots of different colors. There was blue, green, red, and yellow icing all over it. To 
make my birthday even better my mom cooked my favorite food for dinner. She made meat-
loaf, mashed potatoes, and vegetables. It was an amazing dinner. After we ate it got even better. 
I dressed up as Spiderman and got to pose and do moves. Later my grandmother visited and 
brought me a new Spiderman mask. It’s one of my favorite memories.

JoRdAn SWineY, GRAde 5
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The Old Sykes Mill

In 1879 my great- great-great grandfather, Noah Sykes, moved from Russell County to 
Dickenson County. He was one of the first to settle into the area and helped establish the 
community and the town of Clinchco. He bought 853 acres from a man named Billy Wright. 
The land had a home on it that had been built by Billy Wright’s son, John. Noah soon moved 
his family into a one-room log cabin and began to settle in, making the land his home.

Once he had settled in, great-great-great grandfather Sykes started to work. He damned 
up the creek, which is now called Mill Creek, that ran through his land to service his four mill. 
The dam was made of hewn logs which were held together by wooden pegs. He also used 
hewn lumber to build the mill. Sykes Mill was the only mill in the area at that time. People 
came from all around to have to corn and wheat ground. The corn was turned into meal and 
the wheat into flour. It was an important place for those in the area.

After many years, as coal mining became more plentiful and railroads were built to haul the 
coal Syke Mill ground its last bit of corn and wheat and was shut down. Eventually, the mill 
was sold to make way for more railroads. However, when they began to to tear the mill down 
they discovered how well it was built and had to use explosives to tear it down and remove the 
dam. Years later a train tunnel was named in his memory, the Sykes Tunnel. Today his grave 
can still be found in Clinchco.

AUSTin SYKeS, GRAde 5
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My Family Christmas Tradition

One of my favorite Christmas traditions is going to Dixie Stampede. My grandparents 
started taking my dad when he was a little boy. Dad and I enjoy drinking hot chocolate from 
a souvenir boot mug while watching the preshow. The funniest guy in the preshow is Biscuit. 
He has been there since my dad first started going.

After the preshow, we go into the main arena for a meal and Christmas show. Our favorite 
part of the meal is the cream vegetable soup that we drink from a bowl. The meal is eaten with 
your fingers since it is served without utensils.

The show has horse competitions, pig racing, toys that come to life, a live Nativity scene, 
singing, and a visit from Santa at the end. I hope to continue this tradition with my children.

BRYSon TAlBoTT, GRAde 5

I Am

Evan
Son of Shannon and Valerie Taylor.

Brown hair, green eyes, friendly, silly, and kind.
Lover of cats, camping, sleeping in, playing games.

Who fears heights.
Who wants nintendo switch, tablet, phone case, and trading cards.

Who use WiiU, Xbox360, 3DS, Nintendo 64, LEGO’s, and board games.
Who gives time to friends, love to parents, and help to others.

Who says I love my cat.
Taylor

eVAn TAYloR, GRAde 5

I Am From

I’m from farming, from horses and chickens, from the country to the city.
I’m from a redneck family, from riding dirt bikes to 4-wheelers.
I’m from the countryside, with dirt roads and farms.
I’m from the flowers that smell good, from trees and other plants.
I’m from a redneck and hillbilly family.
I’m from staying young to you’re getting old.
I’m from Big Stone, from tacos and pizza.
I’m from throwing rocks at old vans and old garages.
I’m from riding my 4-wheeler and dirt bikes.

hUnTeR TeASleY, GRAde 5
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I Am

I am nice and caring
I wonder what I will look like when I’m older

I hear people talking
I see kids at school

I want a dog for my birthday
I am nice and caring

I pretend that I’m famous
I feel happy

I worry about friends and family
I cry when I think about my dog I had to give away

I am nice and caring
I understand why I had to give my dog away

I try to do good in school
I hope that I get a dog
I am nice and caring

coURTneY ThAcKeR, GRAde 5

My Papaw

My papaw was in the military during the war. He had to leave homer and go overseas to fight. 
My mom and her siblings were all worried about him being there. He was worried about them 
also. While post overseas he traveled to a lot of different countries. He had to travel through 
sand storms in some places. He didn’t like this very much. He told me that he was always getting 
sand in his boots and it was very uncomfortable. However, he did what was required of him. 
One of his jobs in the military was to gather reports. He would take the reports and organize 
the files. It was a very busy job. He is very proud of being in the military and serving his country. 
He told me that he still has his old jacket that he wore back then. It mean a lot to him.

KAYlee ThoMPSon, GRAde 5

My Hero

My dad, Brian Triplett, is the strongest person ever! At the age of 34, after leaving his job 
as a boss at Pepsi Cola of many years, he went to work for EMI, where he tested water from 
the coal mines for contaminants. As the coal mining industry declined, so did the need for his 
job and he had to take a pink slip. Times got hard, not just for us, but for many families in 
our area. Coal mining was the life of our area. Since the mines have closed, many families have 
had no other choice but to leave to find work in other places, leaving lots of empty homes and 
buildings behind.
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When my dad’s unemployment benefits ran out, he got a chance to go back to school thanks 
to the Dislocated Workers program. The program was willing to give him $10,000 in paid 
training to get certified as a power lineman. Even though my mom was sick and the training 
was difficult, my dad went full-force everyday. He did not give up, even when he had issues 
climbing to the very top of the power pole. My dad is thankful for the program because it has 
given him so many opportunities. He graduated from the program on November 17, 2017 with 
a power lineman certificate, CPR certificate, NCCR (flagman) certificate, and much more. He 
has come such a long way and my family is very proud of him! His hard work has shown me 
that there is no obstacle too big if you never give up!

AVeRie TRiPleTT, GRAde 5

I Am

Dallas
Is funny, smart, kind, and sweet

Sibling of Jordan and Blake
Son of Amy and Jerry.

I love my mom, dad, and brothers.
I feel happy on my birthday.

I give my old clothes away to my friends that need them.
I am scared of the dark because of things I can’t see.

I want to go to Florida to see the ocean.
I am from the Southern Section of Big Stone Gap, Virginia.

Underwood
dAllAS UndeRWood, GRAde 5

My First Fishing Trip

I remember the first fishing trip I took with my papaw. I was so happy to finally be able 
to go with him out boat. As we cruised across the water my eyes were set on the water as 
I saw so many fish go by. He finally stopped the boat. I could hardly wait to start fishing. 
I got my pole and began to cast it over and over. Although I didn’t catch any fish, I did catch 
a lot of sticks and grass. I was having fun, that is until i got my line stuck and we had to cut 
it. After fixing my line I began to cast over and over again. Finally, I got a bite. However, as 
I was cranking in my line my pole seized up. I didn’t want to lose the fish so we yanked and 
yanked until the fish was in the boat. Like always, my papaw looked at me and said, “Good 
job.” Afterwards I asked my mamaw if I could use her pole since mine was broke. SHe told 
me, “No.”

TonY UndeRWood, GRAde 5
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Bullit Park

Ball games are cool
Union High takes the field
Loud fans cheer
Long lines to get food and drinks
I like playing with my friends at the game
The team always wins

Players are perfect
Awesome and tough
Ready to win the next game
Keeping the tradition alive.

cAMi VAnoVeR, GRAde 5

My Favorite Vacation

My favorite vacation was when our family went to Myrtle Beach in October, 2017. We got 
to stay a whole week! My mom, dad, two sisters, aunt, uncle, and little cousin went with us. 
We stayed at a hotel that had three pools; one on the top floor, an outdoor pool, and an indoor 
pool. The outdoor pool led to the beach. We spent the first day on the beach and looked for 
seashells at night. One night, while we were walking, I saw a squid wash up on the beach! The 
waves carried it back out to the ocean. There were a couple of days that we swam in the pool 
until it closed, only taking breaks to eat. While we were there, my dad bought me a boogie 
board and I learned to ride it. It was so much fun! We also got to eat out and go shopping. 
I got new clothes and sunglasses. We had to leave on Friday. I was so sad to come back home. 
I hope we get to go again soon!

JAcKlYnn WARd, GRAde 5

My Favorite Vacation

My favorite vacation was when we went to Myrtle Beach. I think I was nine years old. My 
moms, Payton, Zayden, Galen, aunt Jennifer, aunt Susie, and my cousins Jordie and Jaquez all 
went. The first thing we did when we got there was stop for ice cream. After that, we went to 
the beach house. We were supposed to unpack, but I couldn’t wait, so I rolled up my pants and 
headed for the ocean. The water felt so good!

We all played in the ocean and raced on our boogie boards. While we were there, I found 
sand dollars, sea shells, a star fish, and even a crab leg! We walked along the beach with flash-
lights at night and played putt-putt. Momma Vicky won, as usual! I came in seventh. We also 
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went to the Nascar park and rode go-carts and played arcade games. Mom and I combined our 
tickets from the arcade and got a red lava lamp. We also visited the aquarium while we were 
there. I got to pet a small shark, a jellyfish, and a stingray.

On our way home, we stopped by the zoo. My favorite animal was the tiger. He was sitting 
under a waterfall, just chillin’. I really liked going with all of my family. It was an awesome trip 
and I hope we get to go back soon.

TYSon Welch, GRAde 5

I Am From

I am from pencils and brushes passed down over the years
I am from Kingsport Times and magazines

I am from notes passed around and good times
I am from playing games with my friends
I am from many brothers and one sister

I am from Strawberry Patch and a gravel road
I am from a loving family and wonderful people

cARTeR WellS, GRAde 5

I Am

Camden
Son of Misty and Bryan, brother to Brayden and Talen

Brown-eyed, kind-hearted, middle child
Lover of my family, basketball, soccer, all sports, and animals

Who fears snakes!
Who wants new PS4 games.

Who plays basketball, soccer, and PS4.
Who lives in Appalachia, Virginia

Wharton
cAMden WhARTon, GRAde 5

Natural Tunnel

Every year my family and I take a trip to Natural Tunnel. We rent a cabin and stay in it for 
a week. Every morning we wake up at 8:00am, and we hike the woods and go to the tunnel. 
We go swimming in the pool most of the day. The first evening we go out to eat pizza and then 
back to the cabin to play games and watch TV.
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This past summer when we were hiking I  found an arrowhead! My sister, Abby, and 
I thought it was really neat to find an important piece of history. I am looking forward to our 
trip this coming summer. I hope I find another piece of history!

SAMUel WhiTMAn, GRAde 5

Where I’m From

I’m from memes, Halo 3, and XBox.
I’m from the trailer park where I live.
I’m from the rocks, the specks of dust that’s in the air.
From my mom, my dad, and the Wilders.
I’m from going to Georgia every summer.
I’m from God and Big Stone Gap.
I’m from pizza and hamburgers.
From Virginia

MATTheW WildeR, GRAde 5

Snow in the Mountains Haiku

Snow falls on the trees
Animals sleep all winter
Mountains are covered

ShAWn WilliAMS, GRAde 5

My Family Vacation

My favorite family vacation was when I was 8 years old. My family and I drove to Panama 
City, Florida to visit my uncle Jeff. It was a very long drive. We had to make several stops before 
we got there to get snacks. Once we arrived there everyone greeted us. It was the day before 
Easter. I spent the day playing with my cousins, Little Sammy and Shy. Later that evening we 
all gathered and ate supper. We ate some type of fish. There were tons of people there so I had 
to sleep on the floor. When we woke up Easter morning there were Easter baskets waiting for 
us. I got a fishing pole and some candy. I like the Boba Fett chocolate candy the best. We played 
the rest of the day. We had a great time.

cAleB WiTT, GRAde 5

I Am

Caeti
I am tall, kind, happy, and smart.
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I am the sister of Chloe, Coreylee, and Annie
The daughter of Corey and Courtney.

Lover of Mom and Dad
Who feels happy when I see my friends, mad when they don’t get along, 

and sad
When my mamaw died.

Who gives 10 dollars to charity and get well cards when family members 
get sick.

Who fears spiders, clowns, and snakes.
Who would like to see Disney World, Hawaii, and New York City with 

my family.
Who lives on a hill in a two story house in Big Stone Gap.

Witt-Bledsoe
cAeTi WiTT-BledSoe, GRAde 5

My First Deer

I can remember the day when I killed my first deer. It was a cold November day and I was 
hunting with my dad. It was also my uncle Jeremy’s birthday but I was the one who got the 
present, a nice buck. We were sitting in our blind in the woods when I saw the deer for the first 
time. He was only 8 yards away from me. I slowly got my gun ready to shoot. As I sat there 
my dad quietly told me to take a deep breath. So I took a deep breath and pulled the trigger ... 
Boom. As the bullet hit the deer it jumped and ran. My dad and me got out of the blind and 
began to track it. We were lucky and it had only been able to run about 25 yards from where 
we were. Once we found it I called my mom. I was so excited as I told her that I had shot my 
first deer. She told me that she was very happy for me.

cARTeR WoRleY, GRAde 5

My Sister

One of my most cherished memories is the day that my sister, Kadence, was born. SHe was 
born premature and had to spend two weeks in the NICU. I was so worried that she wouldn’t 
be okay. She was so tiny and had to wear oxygen. The hospital didn’t allow many people into 
the NICU but my mom convinced them to allow me to go in so I could see my baby sister. 
They made an exception for me. When I sat down, my mom gently placed her into my arms. 
I had the biggest smile on my face. I was so proud to be a big brother. My mom took and pic-
ture and then took he back. I love playing with her and being her big brother. She is my best 
friend and I will always love her and will take care of her.

RYAn Yonce, GRAde 5
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Eastside High School Visual Arts

Joshua Levy received a 4 year continuing Art scholarship when he graduates in the year 
2019. Pictured below are Joshua Levy and Manda Remmem, Artist, and Assistant Professor 
of Art & Department Chair at Emory & Henry College.

KATie JeSSee
eASTSide hiGh School

Young Playwrights Festival

In the 2017 Young Playwrights Festival there were 396 plays written by 660 playwrights 
from 14 schools! It was a record number of submissions!

For the second year in a row, Barter Theatre’s Young Playwrights Festival has had the 
privilege to work with The Origin Project. Since The Origin Project’s mission is to inspire 
students to investigate their heritage, Barter Theatre’s Young Playwrights Festival is an 
excellent avenue to do just that. Through writing 10-minute plays, students are allowed to 
engage their creativity to discover more about where they came from, and therefore who 
they are. The richness of these plays, written by students about their own lives, reveals 
the importance of our region, while fostering a deep creativity and pride in these stu-
dents’ work. Each student should be extremely proud of the work she or he created, just 
as we at Barter Theatre are proud of the students, teachers, parents, and leaders in these 
communities.

BARReTT GUYTon, 
ASSociATe diRecToR The BARTeR PlAYeRS

ToUR cooRdinAToR
BARTeR TheATRe
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STATUES

by Jamie Kemple

BARTER YOUNG PLAYWRIGHTS FESTIVAL FIRST PLACE

Characters

SAM RUTHERMUND: West Virginian boy of 18, brash. Recently joined 
the Union Army. Youngest of three boys, went to school and is 

very intelligent.

THOMAS ALFORD: Older Confederate soldier, 28, married and has a 
young boy at home. Uneducated, but knowledgeable. Been in the 

war since it broke out. Strong and stable, but a little haunted 
by the ghosts he’s seen in the war.

LIGHTS UP: (SAM sits on a stump near a fire. Another stump  
sits nearby. He has a rifle and looks around every so often. 
THOMAS enters with bags and a rifle, looking behind him and  
walking fast. SAM spots THOMAS, and stands, aiming his gun.)

SAM

Hold up there! Come into the light, or I’ll shoot.

(THOMAS raises his arms in surrender and faces SAM)

THOMAS

Take it easy there, boy. No need for that.

SAM

You a Greyback, yeah? Spying?

THOMAS

I’m just trying to get home. If you let me on by, I promise you 
won’t hear of me none.

SAM

You stay right there. A patrol’s coming soon. They’ll know what 
to do.

THOMAS

You can let me go, nobody needs to know I was here.
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SAM

I done screwed up enough today. Sit there. Do you have any 
weapons?

(THOMAS sits, and hands his rifle reluctantly over to SAM)

THOMAS

Alright, easy there. Just my rifle.

(SAM sits and keeps his gun between them.)

SAM

You deserting?

THOMAS

Is it desertin’ if you losin’? I spent too long here to get shot 
by some half-grown Yank. Figure I made it this long, the good 
Lord is tellin’ me to git while I can.

SAM

You still believe in God? After all you seen?

THOMAS

Got to. Or else I been helpin’ unleash Hell for three years with 
no good reason.

SAM

You don’t believe you’re fighting for good reasons?

THOMAS

All I know’s I been fightin’.

SAM

For slavery.

THOMAS

(Pauses)

Nah, not me.

SAM

You’re a Greyback, it’s your cause.
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THOMAS

Ain’t that simple. War is never that simple, but people try and 
make it that way.

SAM

(Clutches gun tighter)

Or you’re too worried about what I might do if you admit to it.

THOMAS

Oh, I’m plenty worried ‘bout that. But I’m tellin’ you that 
ain’t it. I never owned one slave in my life.

(Pauses)

Too pour.

SAM

Then why? Why die for a cause you had no part in?

THOMAS

The south is my home. And I don’t think a tyrant should be able 
to change my home.

SAM

Lincoln is a man of change. The last time someone didn’t want 
to change we started a country. What do you think will happen to 
the south for this?

THOMAS

You a pretty smart boy, ain’t ya?

SAM

Went to school before I joined up. My father wasn’t that 
approving of my staying back to learn while my brothers died.

THOMAS

You still have an accent, yet. Virginia, yes?

SAM

West Virginia. Seceded from the Confederacy, like Virginia 
should have.



502 liTeRARY & ART coMPeTiTionS & AchieVeMenTS

THOMAS

Lucky to stumble into each other, then. I have me a farm in 
Virginia. Close to the new state line.

SAM

A farm with no slaves? In the south?

THOMAS

A small one. But it’s all I need.

SAM

Is that where you were off to?

THOMAS

Yes.

(Pauses)

I … I have to see my boy.

SAM

(Pauses)

You have a son.

THOMAS

And a wife. They need me. I … I need to see him.

SAM

You deserted to see your son.

THOMAS

Last time I saw my wife, she told me he was comin’. I wasn’t 
there for none of it.

SAM

That still doesn’t count for your haste.

THOMAS

You fight a war like this, see men die … it all gets a little 
clearer to ya.

(Pauses)

He’s sick, my boy. Might die. I ain’t even held him ever.
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SAM

Why go off to war in the first place?

THOMAS

Couldn’t stay back while my brothers died.

(BOTH look at each other)

THOMAS

How about you, why’d you join up?

SAM

My father, like I said.

THOMAS

Ain’t just you’s paw. You have ta have a reason to stay in this 
Hell.

SAM

(Pauses)

Well my brothers done it. So did my friends. I guess to make my 
father proud.

THOMAS

Proving yourself … Now that’s a dangerous reason. Seen boys 
plenty die for it.

SAM

(Smirks)

I’ve made it this far. Guess I’m just a man made for war.

THOMAS

Ain’t no man made for war. Nothin’ is made by God to do the 
things I done and seen. No, no men made for war. Statues are.

SAM

Statues?

THOMAS

I reckon so. Statues for generals, leaders, heroes, and horrors. 
Nameless and local soldiers. Hell, even when we go at each other 
we fixin’ statues in our minds.
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SAM

How so?

THOMAS

You don’t think of them as people or kin. They’s moving statues 
comin’ at you. Easier to kill. And hell, my boys needed to. 
Fightin’ yous own blood twists the soul apart.

SAM

Yeah, I understand that.

THOMAS

You fought you’s blood?

SAM

(Looks out)

No, no. My brothers are both in the Union. But we had a battle. 
My first. I hunkered down with a Captain, and I was …

THOMAS

Scared?

SAM

(Pauses)

Terrified. So much blood, commotion. And this Greyback comes 
charging up. Captain orders me to shoot. I line it up and … It’s 
a neighbor of mine from before the war.

THOMAS

You didn’t shoot, did ya?

SAM

I couldn’t. So, the Captain did. And this guy I’d known for 
years fell next to us. I looked at him … his eyes all faded and 
gone.

THOMAS

Guess you ain’t as made for war as you thought.

SAM

(looks away)
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Guess you’re more right about that. Statues would be easier to 
shoot at.

THOMAS

They’s practically so. We been throwin’ ourselves at you Yank 
boys, and all we’s been is wheat to you’s scythe. But we keep 
on runnin’ at that blade, hopin’ it don’t hurt us none. Any 
hesitation and we’s dead. Best not to think about them uniforms 
bein’ filled with muscle, skin, and bone.

SAM

It hasn’t been so easy for us either. We lose many good soldiers 
to you Greybacks, and disease. Everything seems to be dying.

THOMAS

That why you think there ain’t no God?

SAM

(pauses)

I think there might be. But if there is, he isn’t a part of 
this. No good God would let his people be sacrificed like that.

THOMAS

There’s a purpose to it.

(SAM stands, clutching rifle tightly)

SAM

A purpose to mindless slaughter?

THOMAS

There has to be. Think on it. Whoever wins this will change the 
laws and ways we’s livin’. And the men who fought and spit and 
died for it will’ve helped get ‘em there. They’s as important as 
Lincoln or Davis.

(SAM turns and walks away)

SAM

They won’t be remembered like ‘em. We’ll just be stones at the 
base of the mountain. Forgotten statues, if they even put ‘em 
up.
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THOMAS

They will.

(SAM turns back)

SAM

How are you so sure?

THOMAS

‘Cause this ain’t no regular war. This ain’t even a war  
between slavers and they’s property. It’s a brother’s war, a 
blood war. I reckon people will remember that. It ain’t just 
about what we’s fightin’ over after someone wins. Once there’s 
a victor, it’s obvious on who was right an’ wrong. But the 
difference is the line in the country. We ain’t fight’ no Brits 
or French. We’s America divided, south against north, blood 
against blood.

SAM

All people will see if the Union wins is your slavery. 
Confederates will just see Yanks attempting to step on their way 
of living.

THOMAS

Ain’t that simple. Not all us Rebels own slaves, and not all 
Yanks want ‘em to be free neither. This war ain’t all about skin 
color.

SAM

Well, who’s going to remember that down the road? Time will wash 
that from their minds, and then it will become that simple. 
Hell, people might even start fighting over the erected statues.

THOMAS

People lookin’ for a fight’ll always find it. Don’t matter what 
it’s over. But we don’t have to think like that. The truth will 
be written in God’s eyes when we reach Him.

(SAM comes up to him)

SAM

How the hell can you think like that? How you so sure about 
everything?
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THOMAS

I been here a while without my family, my horses, or my home. 
I been marching through Hell, knownin’ my boy is growin’ without 
his paw. You have to be strong in your beliefs to serve it. 
I seen too much and lived too long with it. Wisdom don’t come 
with age- it come with terrible things and hell.

SAM

(Upset)

It’s still not right! Thinking like that, like we’ve been sent 
here to die useless, without so much as a mark on the world …

(SAM paces. THOMAS stands and rests a hand on SAM’S shoulder)

THOMAS

I think you ain’t trying to prove yourself. I think you’s scared 
of bein’ forgotten when you pass.

SAM

Aren’t you?

(THOMAS a bit away)

THOMAS

I got my kin to know. And if I lived doin’ right by them and 
God, I ain’t have no need to be remembered by masses.

SAM

If I die now, I was nothing. I didn’t help no one, didn’t live …

THOMAS

You’s livin’ now. You got yourself kin.

SAM

And I’d be another casualty, another nameless soldier, marked 
and remembered by those Goddamned statues.

THOMAS

Well, we have something in common. I don’t want to be a nameless 
statue neither.

(BOTH still, pausing, until a yell offstage startles them)
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SAM

The patrol’s gonna take you to a prison camp.

(THOMAS sits back down)

THOMAS

Yup.

SAM

You know what goes on there?

THOMAS

Yup.

(SAM looks around in search of something, clutching his rifle)

SAM

You got a boy, a family.

THOMAS

(Slowly)

I do.

(SAM looks at THOMAS, then back out into the woods. He tosses 
THOMAS’S rifle back to him.)

SAM

(Panicked)

Go.

(THOMAS stands)

THOMAS

What?

SAM

Go. Go on, get!

THOMAS

Why are you doing this?

SAM

I’m not letting you become a statue. If you can get out of this 
hell, do it.
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THOMAS

What about you?

SAM

You’ve done your time. I’ve got to keep going. But if I can save 
one person from that fate, then I done good.

(THOMAS gathers his bags)

THOMAS

If you’s greenhorns find out-

SAM

Nobody is going to find out if you hurry. Take care of your 
family.

(THOMAS turns to leave, then turns back)

THOMAS

What’s your name?

SAM

Sam. Sam Ruthermund.

THOMAS

Nice to meet a Yank like you, Sam. I’m Thomas Alford.

SAM

Nice to meet a Rebel like you, Thomas.

THOMAS

Take care of yourself, now. Come see me sometime, if you make 
it.

SAM

If I don’t, visit a statue for me.

(THOMAS exits stage.)

LIGHTS OUT

JAMie KeMPle, ABinGdon hiGh
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THE IMPOSSIBLE DECISION

by John Frazier

BARTER YOUNG PLAYWRIGHTS FESTIVAL FINALIST

SETTING: A well lit, large office.

Characters:

DIRECTOR: A good-hearted middle-aged man and Director of the FBI
Assistant Director: A severe younger woman with a sense of duty, 
Assistant Director of the FBI.

IMAM ABDEL: Kind, gentle old man. Religious leader within Islam. 
Opponent of radical Islam and terrorism.

MAHEERA: Quiet, gentle old woman with hidden strength. Wife of 
Imam Abdel.

Scene 1

(DIRECTOR sits at desk, while ASSISTANT DIRECTOR stands across 
from him)

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Director, you need to decide now. We can’t afford to waste any 
more time on this decision.
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DIRECTOR

I understand that. I just need to think.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

With all due respect, sir, you heard that call. If we don’t do 
this now they’ll blow a building, and we don’t know which one.

DIRECTOR

I can’t justify taking a man’s life by that alone. It’s murder.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

But sir, he’s not a U.S. citizen. Our job is to protect our 
country and its citizens first.

DIRECTOR

We don’t even know what building they’re going to destroy. 
They could be bluffing. You expect me to kill a man based on 
possibility and threats?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

I expect you to do your job protecting American citizens.

DIRECTOR

He is the leading figure in speaking out against radical Islam. 
If we kill him we give the terrorists exactly what they want.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Sir, we are out of options. Either we kill him or hundreds of 
Americans could lose their lives.

DIRECTOR

What about his family? He has a wife, children, grandchildren. 
What right do we have to take him away from them?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

If this bomb goes, hundreds of mothers and fathers could be 
taken from their children. We can’t make this personal.

DIRECTOR

Do you have kids, director?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

What?!
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DIRECTOR

Do you have children?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Yes sir, but I don’t see how this …!

DIRECTOR

So do I. How do you think they would feel if some stranger came 
along and demanded my life and someone else complied? Do they 
turn away and “not make it personal”? It would be “personal” to 
my wife and my daughters. Is it not always “personal” to someone?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Sir, we don’t have the luxury of discussing this thoroughly. 
I would still expect the person in your job to do your job in 
situations such as this for the protection of others.

DIRECTOR

If we satisfy their demands and kill him, are we no better than 
they are? Would I be able to make this decision as easily if 
this man was a citizen?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

We can’t play a game of hypotheticals. We need to give orders now.

DIRECTOR

Killing an innocent man for the greater good is still murder. 
It’s wrong.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

So is refusing to act. Inaction is still action.

DIRECTOR

We can’t just take an innocent man’s life!

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Those people in that building are just as innocent! Is one man 
worth hundreds!?

(Phone rings. DIRECTOR picks up)

DIRECTOR

Hello? Yes …(sigh) Alright. Send them in.
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ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Who?

DIRECTOR

Imam Abdel and his wife.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Excuse me?!

DIRECTOR

Shouldn’t we involve him in his own execution?

(said sarcastically)

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Sir, this is a complete break in department policy…

(IMAM ABDEL AND WIFE enter. DIRECTOR rises to meet them. 
DIRECTOR shakes IMAM ABDEL’s and WIFE’s hands. ASSISTANT 
DIRECTOR retreats backstage, arms crossed in agitation)

DIRECTOR

Good afternoon, Sir. Ma’am.

IMAM ABDEL

Good Afternoon, Director.

WIFE

Good day.

DIRECTOR

Please, take a seat.

(IMAM ABDEL and WIFE take a seat across from the DIRECTOR. The 
DIRECTOR takes a seat)

DIRECTOR

Mr. Abdel ... (hesitates a few second before continuing) 
Mr. Abdel, I’m afraid I have an urgent matter I need to discuss 
with you.

IMAM ABDEL

Yes?

(ASSISTANT DIRECTOR takes a step forward)
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ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Mr. Abdel, we received a call about an hour ago from the Abu 
Harb Muqadasa. They are threatening to blow up a building 
somewhere in the U.S. unless we comply with their demands.

MAHEERA

(gasp) No!

IMAM ABDEL

I am terribly sorry. Is there no way to prevent this?

DIRECTOR

The only way to avoid the detonation is to ... to have you ...

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

The Abu Harb Muqadasa are demanding your execution or they will 
trigger the detonation, Mr. Abdel.

DIRECTOR

They’ve given us until three o’clock to decide.

(IMAM ABDEL and WIFE react in shock)

MAHEERA

No, there must be some mistake.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

I’m afraid not, Mrs. Abdel. We think they want you, Mr. Abdel, 
because of your denouncement of the Abu Harb Muqadasa and other 
radical Islamic groups, as well as your opposition to their 
claims that they are truly Islam.

IMAM ABDEL

Yes, I’m aware of why they would want to kill me.

DIRECTOR

We haven’t made a decision yet.

IMAM ABDEL

How serious is the situation?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Very. We can assume it’s a high profile building, but we can’t be 
sure which one.
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DIRECTOR

We have teams searching a few buildings we believe are targets. 
We’re doing everything we can to avoid this.

IMAM ABDEL

Director, I ... I appreciate your efforts, but I think it’s time 
you realized the reality of the situation.

(DIRECTOR, ASSISTANT DIRECTOR, and MAHEERA stare agape at IMAM 
ABDEL in confusion/shock)

DIRECTOR

... Mr. Abdel, do I understand you correctly? Please we may not 
have to make a decision if we are able to locate the target site 
of the detonation.

IMAM ABDEL

Director, you almost certainly won’t be able to identify the 
target in the time you have. They will try to make sure that you 
can’t. I think you know what the best thing to do is.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

He … He’s right, sir.

MAHEERA

(To IMAM ABDEL) No, you can’t leave me.

IMAM ABDEL

I must.

MAHEERA

No ...

DIRECTOR

If you are executed, we’ll be giving the terrorists exactly what 
they want.

IMAM ABDEL

No, we will not. What they expect from you is to assassinate me. 
Ambush me in my home and take my life to save your citizens. To 
unmask the United States as criminals, concerned with nothing 
but itself, in order to justify their own actions and prove your 
country to be as merciless as they are. By relinquishing my life 
by choice, I do not let them win.
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DIRECTOR

How?

IMAM ABDEL

We would prove them to be no better than murderers. We would 
shame them and others like them. And I would be making a 
testament of my faith by showing the world what Islam truly is, 
not a religion of hate and violence, but a religion of kindness 
and selflessness, of love.

DIRECTOR

Mr. Abdel, if you die, they still win. Without you, there is no 
one to speak against them.

IMAM ABDEL

There are and will be others if they are given a voice.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Sir, we’re running out of time…

DIRECTOR

Mr. Abdel, I cannot take your life.

(ASSISTANT DIRECTOR reacts in shock)

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

SIR?!

DIRECTOR

You do not deserve to die.

IMAM ABDEL

You are a good man, Director. But I fear you fail to see the bigger 
picture. Many do not deserve to die but do. My prayer and my sacrifice 
and my life and my death are all for the sake of Allah. This is what 
my religion teaches, not that barbaric acts and bloodshed will lead 
you to Allah. Let me die, so that I may be with him.

(IMAM ABDEL grabs MAHEERA’s hand)

DIRECTOR

You do not deserve this. You do not deserve to die for a country 
that has shunned and hated you for the actions of others. It’s 
more than just that, too
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ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

(forcefully) Sir!

DIRECTOR

I cannot kill a man for the greater good. It’s not right. The 
death of any human being is a terrible thing, but nothing is 
avoided by performing the exact action you hope to prevent. You 
are a good man, Mr. Abdel. You are willing to sacrifice yourself 
for others, but I cannot give the order to take your life. Go, 
be with your family.

(IMAM ABDEL and MAHEERA rise)

IMAM ABDEL

I am sorry, Director.

(IMAM ABDEL and MAHEERA leave)

DIRECTOR

(to himself) I am, too.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

You have just condemned possibly hundreds of American civilians 
to die! He was willing to sacrifice himself, and you tell him to 
go!

DIRECTOR

The ends never justify the means. He did not deserve to die.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

Neither do they.

(A phone rings)

(DIRECTOR picks up)

DIRECTOR

(tiredly) Hello? (in excitement) What?! ... Where?!

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

(in alarm) What? What’s happened?
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DIRECTOR

(to the ASSISTANT DIRECTOR) They’ve found the bomb!

(ASSISTANT DIRECTOR breathes sigh of relief)

DIRECTOR

(to the phone) What? No … No, you must be mistaken ... oh God, 
no ...

(DIRECTOR hangs up phone and covers face with hands)

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR

(tentatively) What?

DIRECTOR

Imam Abdel and his wife are dead. A member of Abu Harb Muqadasa 
shot them on the street.

END PLAY

John FRAiZeR, ABinGdon hiGh
YoUnG PlAYWRiGhTS FeSTiVAl, FinAliST

Before the students of the Morrison School became members of The 
Origin Project ...
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The Amazing Creative Power of NaNoWriMo (Or, How I Learned to Stop 
Worrying and Let My Students Become Novelists)

As any English teacher can tell you, there is no faster way to ruin the day of an entire 
classroom full of middle or high school students than to announce to them that they will 
be writing. Whether they are tasked with writing journals, essays, research papers, or simply 
comprehension questions that must be answered in complete sentences, the loathing that most 
students express for the act of writing is so intense it is often palpable.

The situation is exacerbated by the fact that most writing assignments students face today, 
particularly in our modern era of high stakes testing, focus almost exclusively on quantifiable, 
easily measured objectives that demonstrate how schools are meeting state requirements. 
Good writing requires both creative and technical elements, of course, but we now are so 
intently fixated on the technical aspects of teaching writing that we have all but abandoned 
any spark of creativity. There is simply no time left for creativity since it is not something that 
can be measured by a test. As a result, even students who are gifted writers rarely seem to 
enjoy writing, because writing in the classroom is rarely an enjoyable experience for anyone 
involved.

At our school, as part of our school-wide curriculum, all students must routinely write and 
edit journals, sometimes going through multiple drafts to correct errors, elaborate, and revise 
for clarity and relevance. While it is not an endeavor that students typically enjoy, it is one that 
they have resignedly accepted. This is why I  expected their suspicion when I announced to 
my middle school homeroom last fall that we would not be doing any journals for the month 
of November. “Seriously?” “None at ALL?” “Really? ... Wait, why?” “What else are you gonna 
make us do instead?”

To their great shock and skepticism, I  explained to my students that they would not 
be journaling for an entire month because they would instead be writing novels! During 
November, my homeroom class, along with aspiring authors around the world, participated 
in NaNoWriMo — National Novel Writing Month. NaNoWriMo is an annual online event 
that challenges writers to create an entire novel in only one month. Though adult novelists are 
challenged to “win” NaNoWriMo by meeting a word count goal of 50,000 words within 30 
days, NaNoWriMo also has a Young Writers Program that allows teachers to set up a class-
room page and establish an individual word count goal for each student to achieve in order 
to become a “winner”. The Young Writers Program enables teachers to track student progress, 
offer advice and inspiration through a classroom message board, and even lets them read their 
students’ work as it progresses.

At first, my kids did not quite know what to think about the news that they were about 
to become novelists. A few were not even sure what a novel is! They didn’t know if this as-
signment would be easier or harder than writing journals. They were worried about how they 
would be graded on their novels, and they were even more worried about whether or not they 



520 liTeRARY & ART coMPeTiTionS & AchieVeMenTS

could actually reach their individual word count goals (which ranged from 4,000 words to 
12,000 words, depending on each student’s grade level and writing aptitude).

In spite of their initial concerns, the more my students thought about writing a novel, the 
more they warmed to the idea. While they were initially just excited at the prospect of evading 
much-dreaded journal writing homework, they gradually began to realize that writing a novel 
could actually be ... fun. Before November arrived, we spent time in class talking about what 
makes a novel interesting. We discussed character development and talked about why it’s im-
portant for a novelist to know little details about her main character, like what that character’s 
bedroom would look like (and what that information reveals to readers about the character’s 
personality, values, and overall quality of life). We discussed the elements of plot structure, 
analyzing how a novelist can sometimes play with those elements to make his novel even more 
riveting (perhaps by making readers think that his story has reached its climax, only to spring 
an even bigger, more unexpected climax on them in the next chapter!). We took time to con-
sider all the possibilities, predicaments, and plot twists that my young novelists were about to 
unleash on their newly imagined protagonists.

I’ve known about NaNoWriMo for years and I always wanted to try it with my students, 
but I will admit that I had my own doubts about how successful this experiment would ul-
timately be. As much as I, an English teacher and avid reader, loved the idea of my students 
taking a whole month away from other writing tasks to concentrate on learning to write cre-
atively, I worried that my students would not find the concept as appealing as I did. Internally, 
I catastrophized, fretting that I would end up attempting to justify to my administrators why 
I was wasting time trying to coax my students into crafting a multi-chapter work of fiction 
when some of them often struggle to produce more than a paragraph of writing in their usual 
classwork.

Nevertheless, November soon arrived. Our noveling frenzy began, and I am very pleased to 
say that my fears were thoroughly unjustified. My students not only completed their required 
noveling homework with excitement (often writing more in a night than they were assigned 
to do), but many times they even asked me to let them skip break times during school hours 
so they could work on their novels just a little bit more. At the end of our very first week, 
every student was at least several hundred words into his or her novel, and one was already 
approaching his halfway point. We celebrated word count milestones along the way, recogniz-
ing students who had reached 25%, and later 50% of their goals, rewarding them with pencils, 
NaNoWriMo stickers and pins, and “free night of writing” homework passes (which every 
single kid saved, waiting until after NaNoWriMo was over to use them). To my great delight, 
not once did their total zeal for this project wane, even as the month progressed and their word 
counts got longer and longer.

During November, my kids wrote more than they ever had before. My students wrote 
about best friends and cute boys, about vampires in love, and about LeBron James playing 
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basketball with an old man who wants to be cool. They wrote about a hearing-impaired or-
phan on an adventure in San Francisco, about brothers on the run, and about a mysterious 
creature at the bottom of the Mariana Trench. They wrote about a man trying to afford his 
daughter’s cancer treatments, about a girl trapped in a cabin in the woods, about kid detec-
tives investigating a haunted cave, and even about a boy who wakes up to find himself in the 
middle of the zombie apocalypse (the abbreviated first chapter of the latter, incidentally, can 
be found in this very book!). Collectively, my students wrote a total of 73,586 words for their 
novels, and they enjoyed every minute of it. Additionally, every single one of my students 
who participated in this project “won” NaNoWriMo by meeting his or her individual word 
count goal!

Seeing my students take a break from traditional writing assignments to become novelists 
for a month was truly enlightening for me. In spite of what they constantly tell me, I came to 
realize that they don’t actually hate writing at all. What they hate is writing assignments that 
do not feel relevant to them. They may hate being told to write a journal when they have no 
idea of what to write about. Perhaps they do indeed hate writing a response essay to a prompt 
about a topic that they don’t understand or find interesting. But the writing itself? The act of 
expressing their own thoughts, dreams, fears, beliefs, and creative ideas through words? They 
love that.

Certainly, in education there is still an obvious need for the “boring” types of writing. 
Students do need to learn how to spell and use proper grammar (no matter how much they 
argue that they don’t). They also have a definite need to learn how to articulate their thoughts 
coherently, just as well as they need to understand how to develop a thesis statement and 
support it with relevant details and examples. Those are all useful communication skills that 
everyone should know, no matter what career path they plan to pursue someday. Yet in this 
age when so much that we have to do in the classroom is more about ensuring that students 
can pass a test than it is about encouraging them to actually grow as human beings, there is 
absolutely still something to be said about the need for creativity and freedom of expression. 
Kids are full of passion for the ideas and topics that interest them and they are naturally full 
of curiosity. It’s worth it to take a little time to allow students to explore these attributes in a 
meaningful way, even if it involves taking an occasional break from worrying about mandatory 
educational requirements and objectives. There will always be time reserved for assessing state 
standards and lessons devoted to teaching students fundamental writing skills, but sometimes 
you just have to spare a little time to allow students to release their creativity. It’s important to 
simply let them play and learn to have fun with words (although that also may mean inviting 
them to play with NBA stars, romantic vampires, plucky orphans, kid detectives, or even rav-
enous zombies).

KARlA RASnAKe, TeAcheR
MoRRiSon School
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From “Love in Vampire World” by Aubrey Hubbard

“How did you know what I was gonna ask?” I said.
“Umm, let’s just say I was eavesdropping on your conversation and I knew you would call, 

so I was ready on your porch with the outfit for your date,” my vampire best friend said.
“Daisy, just because you have super hearing or whatever doesn’t mean you can eavesdrop on 

my conversation,” I said, laughing.
“Umm, Izzy,” Daisy said, “You know how I  have the ability to tell if someone else is a 

vampire?”
“Yes,” I said, hesitating.
“Well you know how, umm, he left because night was turning into day and he didn’t have 

his ring?” Daisy held her hand to the window where sun was shining in. She took her fancy 
ring off and her hand started to burn. She hurried to put it back on and then her hand stopped 
burning.

Then she looked at me and said, “Izzy, he- he’s a vampire.”
So we talked the rest of that hour about how a vampire had saved me and about how I now 

was going on a date with a vampire.

From “The Case of the Haunted Cave” by Andy Cote

As they neared the cave, they started to look more and more scared. Even Zack started 
looking a little bit nervous. As the cave came into view, Mack and Edgar were both trying to 
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hide behind each other. They were barely moving toward the cave because they were constantly 
stopping or walking backwards, trying to stay at the back. They paused for a minute when they 
reached the entrance. But Zack slowly lead them on. As it got darker, suddenly, they heard the 
howling again.

Mack and Edgar screamed. Zack knew that they must get to the bottom of this case. He 
grabbed Mack and then ran in front of Edgar and made him stay put.

They paused again. Zack knew they must take it slower this time or they would have a 
repeat of yesterday. They walked slowly on, deeper into the cave. As they walked quietly, they 
saw two forms moving quickly away from them, as Edgar had described.

Zack noticed that the forms seemed to be running, but he could not be sure. He walked 
near the wall when he saw a shadow. Zack shined his light on first one, and then the other 
shadow.

“Well,” Zack said to Edgar, “I solved one of your mysteries. The shadows I found are bats 
and lizards. Here’s a cave spider,” he explained as he moved his light to another shadow on the 
wall.

“Hey, I’m happy that you have solved at least one of the two mysteries. That makes the cave 
feel a little less haunted!” exclaimed Edgar. He was glad that he knew that the shadows would 
not hurt him. Now, he just had the moving forms to worry about.

As they worked their way deeper into the cave, they found a problem. There was a creek 
running through the whole width of the cave. It came in one hole, and out another. It was about 
10 feet across, and about two feet deep, Zack guessed.

“It’s good that I’m not scared of water,” sighed Edgar. “Otherwise, I would be even more 
scared than I already am!” With that, they started across the creek. Once they had crossed it, 
they jogged in place for a few minutes to warm up. As they were jogging, they heard the howl-
ing again. This time, all three of them screamed. The howling seemed to be very close to them.

“How young is too young to die?” Mack asked. “I hope that nine is too young to die!”
“Well, I hope that ten is too young to die, because I don’t want to die either!” exclaimed 

Edgar.

From “The Gift” by Emily Hunt

“Wait, where am I?” thought Lily. “How did I get into an old cabin that I am pretty sure is 
abandoned?”

Thump, thump, thump!
“What was that? Did I just hear footsteps? Please tell me I do not hear footsteps!” A black 

shadow walked through the creaking door. Lily was terrified thinking about what the figure 
was going to do. Then she heard the same voice she had heard in the woods before, but this 
time it said, “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“Who, me?” said Lily.
“Yes, Lily.”
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“How do you know my name?”
“I have been watching you through your bedroom window.”
Lily had no words. “Bu-I-wh-why?”
The figure did not say anything. It just kind of stood there looking at her. “Wh-what are you 

going to do to me?” asked Lily. The figure still did not say anything. Finally it spoke.
“I have your sister,” said the figure.

From “What’s at the Bottom of the Mariana Trench?” by Drew Britton

The sound of evil echoed through the trench and everyone froze in place. Then a ship hit 
the ground next to the base.

“What the heck? How did that ship get here?” I said.
We investigated and discovered that there was a big hole on the bottom of the ship and 

everyone on board the ship was dead. The last message that the ship recorded said, ”The date 
is November 27, 2572. The sea is calm, the wind is blowing, and ... What the heck is that?! Oh 
no! It’s coming for us! Oh no! NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” The message ended there.

“What’s that? Look at the water,” I said.
There was a fin in the water, and it was a big one.
“That’s a big shark,” Buck said.
“Yeah, it’s the biggest shark I’ve ever seen in my life,” Dare said.
Then everything went black both inside and outside of the base.
“Who turned out the lights?” I said.
I walked over to the power room and turned the lights back on. Then I  looked out the 

window and I saw a huge black eye.

John Fox, Jr. Literary Festival

Each year, the Mountain Empire Community College Foundation and Lonesome Pine 
Arts & Crafts, Inc. sponsor the John Fox, Jr. Literary Festival to encourage aspiring writers to fol-
low in the footsteps of renowned author John Fox, Jr. We are delighted that we had entrants from 
several participating TOP classes. Winners were recognized at the John Fox, Jr. Literary Festival 
event on March 21, 2017 and at an awards program at Mountain Empire Community College 
and at a luncheon celebration held at the John Fox, Jr. Museum in Big Stone Gap, Virginia.

This year, The Origin Project is exceptionally proud to have participating student, Morgan 
Graham, and participating teacher, Alex Long who were both recognized as winners in sepa-
rate categories of this prestigious literary contest!

Flatwoods Elementary School 5th grade student Morgan Graham was recognized as the 
second place winners in the middle school category of the Lonesome Pine Poetry Contest. The 
following photographs are of both Morgan’s great-grandfather, Bob Graham wearing the blue 
jean coat that is written about in the poem and one of Morgan wearing this same coat which 
was given to him by his great-grandmother, Lucille Graham.
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My Papaw’s Coat

My papaw’s coat
is blue jeaned

with snaps
hand sewn

older than me
almost him

He wore it
during the winter

feeding cattle
early in the morning

chilly air blocked by the fleece
warm as his hugs

Stained with love
grass, mud,

soup beans, cornbread
but mainly love
one of a kind

only
one of its kind

MoRGAn GRAhAM, GRAde 5
FlATWoodS eleMenTARY School
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Lee High teacher, Alex Long, was the first place winner in the Lonesome Pine Poetry 
Contest. Alex is a participating teacher in The Origin Project. The photo below is an example 
of a typical dinner on the ground after an annual church homecoming.

Homecoming Dinner

An itch suddenly forms
in the midst of the preacher’s Call for God.
The fragrance of fried chicken and dumplings permeates the air
as the Spirit dissipates from its fog.
Anticipation, Aggression, Annoyance
The droning continues as a Heavenly Feast lies in wait outside.
Yet another song stirs the congregation from their reverie.
Shame and repentance
floods their minds.
Allowing the Carnal Earth to replace our Heavenly Father.
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Mashed Potatoes, Gravy, Deviled Eggs, Pie
Baked Ham, Livers, and Corn-on-the-Cob
“The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not Want!”
Fried Okra, Cole Slaw, Banana Pudding
“Man shall not live by bread alone, but by 

every Word that comes
from the Mouth of God”
A profound Hunger surges as the adults rush 

forth in renewed Holy Redemption.
Finally, the Service completes.
The stampede of unfed cattle commences 

from their pews.
The wait is over, the supper in sight,
If only they didn’t serve the children ‘til last.

AleXAndeR lonG, lee hiGh enGliSh TeAcheR

Back to Oxford

Lee High English teacher, Alexander Long, recently returned from once again lecturing 
at Oxford University in England. This marks the second time he has lectured at Oxford. 
Reprising his guest lecturer role at the university, Long continued his series from last win-
ter’s lecture on the progression of literature in Britain during the late eighteenth-century and 
Restoration period. Once again partnering with the British Society for Eighteenth Century 
Studies (BSECS), Long lectured on the influence the works of Jane Austen has had on modern 
teen cinema.

Long’s lecture identifies the roles the key protagonists in Austen’s works inhabit and how 
they have directly shaped modern dynamics of modern society. It explores the importance 
social status and class has had on youth, transcending centuries.

Long stated he is humbled by this opportunity to return to Oxford University to lecture. 
“It is really an experience to not only lecture at Oxford, but also be an American lecturing on 
British literature to the British people.” Long was afforded the experience of lecturing in one of 
the university’s original lecture halls. Oxford University is the oldest university in the English-
speaking world, beginning the education of scholars in 1096 AD.

In addition to lecturing at Oxford University, Long has previously lectured on Irish/
Scottish and Appalachian folklore at the University of Edinburgh in Scotland.
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Barter Theatre

This year, The Origin Project continued an excit-
ing collaboration with Barter Theatre in Abingdon, 
Virginia. The historic Barter hosted our students, fac-
ulty, and friends for a conversation with author Adriana 
Trigiani and poet Laurie Eustis about the craft of writing poetry and the latter’s celebrated 
poem Walter. This unforgettable literary and theatrical event is captured on the following pages.

We are deeply grateful to our new friends at Barter Theatre for the inspiration and 
support they have provided to The Origin Project and we anticipate more exciting col-
laborative endeavours in the years to come.

Over my 25-plus years as Producing Artistic Director at Barter Theatre, I have had the oppor-
tunity to be involved in some amazing projects, but none more amazing, creative and wonderful as 
The Origin Project. The ability this process has to unlock the creativity of its participants and to 
instill a deep sense of pride in the roots of these students - pride in the essence of who they are and 
from whence they came - is truly awe inspiring. The Origin Project is at its core an important pro-

cess for both teaching humanity from 
personal experience and an essential 
tool in unlocking an understanding the 
world in a deeply fulfilling way. Every 
student everywhere should have the 
opportunity to experience The Origin 
Project. We are fortunate to have The 
Origin Project as part of the education 
experience in Southwest Virginia.

RichARd RoSe
PRodUcinG ARTiSTic diRecToR

BARTeR TheATRe
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The Origin Project unites students from our region with 
incredible artists from across the country. I got to be in the 
room when Laurie Eustis and Adriana worked on poetry 
with a theater full of students, and there was a real sense of 
family and trust in the room between the professional writ-
ers and the student writers. It was truly special. We are so 
glad that the Origin Project helps us at Barter to connect 
students to writing plays of their own through the YPF; it 
is sometimes the first play they have ever written. The way 
these young people see the world and share what they see 
through their writing changes how we see the world, too.

KATY BRoWn
ASSociATe ARTiSTic diRecToR oF BARTeR TheATRe

ARTiSTic diRecToR oF The BARTeR PlAYeRS
BARTeR TheATRe
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Walter

by Laurie Eustis

taught the accordion
out of a small emporium
on the lower east side
we went to his shop
to buy an accordion for jack

walter steered us away
from the fancier
instruments
keeping our purchase
modest

i hired the main squeeze
orchestra
(walter’s all-girl
accordion band)
to play at my fancy event
walter was tickled when
he got his picture taken
with tom hanks

when jack practicticed
downstairs
i wouldn’t dance
exactly but loosened to
the sound

in an accordion air flows
across
steel rods while fingers
manipulate right and left
manuals on a chromatic
buttonboard

dynamics are determined
with air not keys
now in the silence
i feel the squeeze
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Stonewall Jackson High School Travels to Barter Theatre  
TOP Event So It Begins

A heaping helping mountain of yellow cornbread
Accompanied by a glittering array of Southern comfort food
A two-ton truck could not carry the warmth and laughter contained in 

this familiar, yet not-before-known, place
An itty-bitty phone pic cannot capture the magic of the moment

MeGAn S. linK liBRARiAn
SToneWAll JAcKSon hiGh School
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Our Origin Journey

On November 8, 2017, 26 seniors from Stonewall Jackson High School set off on a journey 
to Abingdon, Virginia to visit the kickoff event for The Origin Project at the Barter Theatre. 
What the students didn’t realize at the time was that this was not just a journey to a corner of 
the state that none of them had visited before, this was a journey of self-discovery. The words 
that would shape their poems and stories had not been pulled forth yet. On the way down to 
Abingdon, it initially felt like any other field trip. Yet, when we arrived in Southwest Virginia, 
an excitement and energy filled the air. It began to hit students that they were about to become 
part of something.

The Origin Project was still undefined for them, but meeting Nancy Bolmeier Fisher and 
Linda Woodward at Bone Fire Smokehouse and receiving their journals began to create defi-
nition. The atmosphere created by the old 1917 Withers Hardware Store turned restaurant 
couldn’t have been more perfect. Walking through the doors was like being transported to a 
different time ... one where the owner could be found sitting at the bar with his trusty dog sit-
ting in the barstool next to him. Our students were now hooked and couldn’t wait to see what 
the historic Barter Theatre had to offer them.

The answer came the next day as we began to unload from the bus. Wandering eyes caught 
a glimpse of Adriana Trigiani as she headed into the theater ready to unload a passion for life 
and experience on our students. We eagerly made our way to our seats fraught with antici-
pation. The words and voices of so many past performances hovered in the air. Our students 
helped kick off the celebration with a reading of Laurie Eustis’ poem, “Walter.” But it was when 
Adriana and Laurie took the floor that our students were truly ready to start their journey. 
They were inspired by the emotional words and memories of Laurie and the loss of her son. 
They were enthralled by the energy and humor brought by Adriana. Afterwards, each student 
enjoyed a brief moment with Adriana. She made each student feel important as she shook his 
or her hand, learned their name, and got a glimpse into who they were.
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That moment stayed with our students as we took our group photo and boarded the bus 
back to Manassas. Students had written their first words in their journals that day, and as we 
rode home, they could not predict what would become of them. We tried bottling the energy 
and excitement from that day as our teachers helped the students form their words into beau-
tiful works of prose and poetry. It is finally now, when our students reflect on those beginning 
moments from Abingdon and the Barter Theatre, that they see the impact those beginning 
moments and words had on their own personal journeys.

chAd cAVendeR, AdMiniSTRAToR
SToneWAll JAcKSon hiGh School

Evolution

Deep inside I represent the Gucci colors
Some days I will have a good day
Some days I will have a bad day
Or some days, I will have an in-between day.

My personality is purple
It represents my creative side and I am
A genuine person
My experiences are like strawberry Kit Kats,
Which are rare.

FRAnK dAViS, GRAde 12
SToneWAll JAcKSon hiGh School
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Barter Theatre Project REAL and The Origin Project

Students from Morrison School and Abingdon High School participated in special classes 
guided by Megan Hamilton and Ryan Henderson, using unique educational innovations of 
Barter:

Project REAL’s teaching artists assist educators by utilizing theatre techniques and inte-
grating the student’s life experiences into the curriculum. This process helps provide lasting 
knowledge through a transformative educational program which measurably improves learn-
ing and allows students to take responsibility for their own education and shape their commu-
nities, now and in the future.

Barter Theatre’s Project REAL (Reinforcing Education through Artistic Learning) 
places qualified teaching artists in schools to assist teachers in using theatre techniques 
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to convert abstract academic concepts into con-
crete ones, help students learn through the lens 
of their own experiences, and discover connec-
tions between their lives and the subject matter 
at hand. Project REAL is not a theatre education 
program per se. Rather, it applies professional ac-
tors’ inherent strengths and skills—creative prob-
lem-solving, the ability to connect directly and 
deeply with another person, the ability to access 
one’s own thoughts and feelings and then express 
them verbally and/or physically—as a way to 
build student self-awareness, classroom commu-
nity, school culture and connection to academic 
subject matter. Because REAL’s focus deals with 
delving into who the students are and where they 
come from, the collaboration with The Origin 
Project came very naturally. Our teaching art-
ists were able to create a hands-on activity using 
theatre tools to allow some participants of The 
Origin Project an opportunity to delve into their 
roots and use that information as a catalyst for 
their writing. We are excited that these students 
are given a chance to express themselves and 
discover more of who they are and where they 
come from. We are thrilled to keep exploring this 
collaboration to help our regions’ youth learn 
through their heritage.”

MeGAn (ATKinSon) hAMilTon
diRecToR oF edUcATion

FoUndeR And diRecToR, PRoJecT ReAl
BARTeR TheATRe

Project REAL and The Origin Project Hand in Hand

Project REAL and The Origin Project work hand in hand at Abingdon High School.
Barter Theatre’s Project REAL encourages students to reflect their personal perspectives, 

ideas and history to make connections to school curriculum. This fits right in with the work 
of the Origin Project as it inspires students to turn these reflections into literature. In prepa-
ration for their Origin Project pieces, students at Abingdon High School participated in a 
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Project REAL workshop that focused on the students’ roots—literally. Students thought of 
themselves as a tree, and reflected on four different questions. They wrote down their answers.

ROOTS—What keeps you grounded?
TRUNK—Who or what in your life supports you or makes you strong?
BRANCHES—How do you want other people to see you?
LEAVES—What gives you energy?

Students were then separated into groups. Using their bodies, each group created their best 
tableau—or image—of a tree. Then, one student from each group would stand in front of their 
tree and read what they had written.

This activity helped students to brainstorm ideas and experiences about their life that 
they could then turn into Origin Project material. Writing for the Origin Project allows 
students to focus their writing skills on a topic about which they know more than anybody 
else—themselves.

RYAn hendeRSon
ASSiSTAnT PRoGRAM diRecToR

BARTeR TheATRe’S PRoJecT ReAl
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The Crooked Road: Virginia’s Heritage Music Trail

When I received an email in the spring of 2017 requesting a copy of The Crooked Road’s 
Traditional Music in the Classroom – A Teacher’s 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. It wasn’t long before The Origin Project 
was using this publication in each one of their twelve programs, serving over 1,200 students!

In October 2017, I was invited to attend a TOP Program site visit at Flatwoods Elementary 
School in rural Lee County with executive director Nancy Bolmeier Fisher. 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.

As the students read descriptive, compelling, sometimes heart-wrenching, and col-
orful stories about their families, homes, and their lives, I  understood that they were 
learning how to express 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 develop the wonderfully life affirming qualities of insight, awareness, and 
accomplishment.

Jonathan Romeo
Program Manager
The Crooked Road
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Making Music

When our students were first asked to join The Origin Project, we knew that we would be 
guiding our students to connect with their mountain heritage. It was just a natural or automat-
ic thought that music would “play” a big part in our study.

Flatwoods Elementary fourth and fifth grade teachers united and sought local community 
and family members, as well as ourselves to pass on our knowledge through hands on activities 
about the music which has defined our area with such rich, southern roots. These roots led 
us to a wonderful field trip to the Bristol, Birthplace of Country Music Museum. Our students 
were immersed in the process of how our region has influenced the music industry that we 
know today.

Partnering on the “heels” of this experience has been the people with The Crooked Road. 
Project manager, Jonathan Romeo, has personally provided guidance, literature and recorded 
music that our teachers incorporate into lessons as well as support provide background for 
students to connect with their heritage. The lessons that are utilized within this outline provid-
ed by The Crooked Road have wonderfully coincided with our state standards and it’s testing.

The Origin Project has meant more than just an opportunity to have our students’ stories 
published. As educators, The Origin Project has and continues to be a vehicle in which our stu-
dents connect, are enriched and often changed through the discovery of the past which fuels 
their lives through personal, written experiences to guide their future.

GIGI LoNG, LIBrarY MedIa SPeCIaLIST
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Appalachian Heritage Music

I’m still learning about Appalachian Heritage Music. Mrs. Long, the librarian, told us about 
how the immigrants came to live in the mountains from England, Germany, Ireland, Scotland, and 
Africa. She told us where the violin (fiddle) came from. It came from England. The banjo came from 
African slaves. Ballads came from Scotch/Irish. They also brought fiddle tunes.

They brought music from their hearts and they made music out of their hard times with the 
ballads. The immigrants had something called a old time string band. The music that they used in 
it was a fiddle and a banjo backed up with guitar tunes. A cappella gospel was like a song with no 
music. It’s a singing voice with no music. The blues music comes from African Americans. Bluegrass 
is something I am very familiar with, because my dad listens to it a lot. Country music is something 
everyone knows about. It is very familiar in Virginia because a lot of people listen to it here.

The presentation made me want to learn how to play the violin (fiddle) because it looks 
easy and hard, but not at the same time. I love that kind of stuff! I absolutely love music like 
bluegrass, country music, and a cappella gospel. I think it was very cool to get to learn about 
the music, because I think music IS ME!

SaMaNTha CaVIN, Grade 4

I Love Music

I have learned a lot about Appalachian heritage music because I love music. I always thought 
that the banjo came from Appalachia, but it came from African slaves. I’m 15% German and 
church music is from Germany. l’m a christian kid, but I didn’t know that the church music 
came from Germany.
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The Irish brought the bagpipes. They say that it is the hardest instrument to play. It looks 
like it is easy to actually play and the Irish made a dance named the jig.

When Mrs.Long gave us a speech about Appalachian heritage music, I knew that it would 
be awesome! I got to play her guitar in front of the whole class. I’m a guitarist myself. For five 
years I have gone to Mountain Music School in the summer.I learned Appalachian music on 
the guitar while I was there. I love the guitar and I practice most every day!

WeSToN BaLL, Grade 4

An Old Man With One Leg Song

I just listened to the song “Follow the Drinking Gourd.” It was used to help slaves escape. It 
is about an old man with one leg leaving symbols to help slaves escape and be free. It was a map 
for slaves to go north and escape slavery. It also says that the best time to run is in the spring.

MorGaN GrahaM, Grade 5

Follow the Drinking Gourd

In the song Follow the Drinking Gourd, I think it was important because it tells the escap-
ing slaves directions on how to get north to freedom.

Something the song says is, “When the sun comes back and the first quail calls,” which 
means when the first quail calls it is starting to be spring and the escaping slaves need to start 
heading north. The slaves only traveled at night, because it was safer and they could see the Big 
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Dipper and the North Star to guide them north toward freedom. It wasn’t very safe to travel 
during the day because the slave catchers would be able to spot them easier.

kaLLI WoodS, Grade 5

New Music to the Mountains

Appalachian heritage music did not come from here. Immigrants brought new music to the 
mountains. The violin came from England. The banjo came from African slaves. German people 
brought church music to the mountains. Scotland and Ireland made fiddle tunes and ballads.

Did you know that Immigrants brought and made music? If they couldn’t bring their music 
they would make it! They made the guitar. African slaves made the banjo. Immigrants brought 
the bagpipes, bodhran and an Irish drum. Ballads are songs that tell a story. As you can tell 
there is a lot of music they brought and made like bluegrass, country music, and blues.

I thought how immigrants brought and made music was really amazing. I think it would be 
really cool to be able to make music because it sounds really fun. You could sing, play or do both 
at the same time ! It would sound amazing because you could write whatever you wanted to!

BaILIe hUGheS, Grade 4

Follow the Drinking Gourd Song

When I  listened to “Follow the Drinking Gourd” I  thought it was very catchy. The slaves 
looked for the Big Dipper and it would lead them north. They would travel at night so the slave 
catchers would not see them. Peg Foot Joe would take mud and coal, and draw a left foot to lead 
them north. It helped these escaping slaves to sing “Follow the Drinking Gourd” while they trav-
eled. Most slaves probably didn’t make to freedom. They either got caught or starved to death.

JaCoB MarCUM, Grade 5

Happy Heritage Music

Happy music
Enjoy the music
Radio music
Interesting music
Teach people music
Appalachian music
Great sounding music
Entertaining music
Mouth harp
Upbeat music
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Slow music
Ireland instruments
Church music

CharISa Moore, Grade 4

Music From Their Hearts

Appalachian Heritage Music is an amazing thing to learn about. This is where it all started.
The English came with the violin (fiddle). The Germans came with church music like gospel. 
Then Scotch and Irish came with fiddle tunes and ballads. The African Slaves came with the 
banjo.

They brought music from their hearts. They mostly brought ballads which are songs that 
tell stories. They also played blues, bluegrass, and all sorts of country music. The Irish dance 
is like clogging or dancing a jig. If they had no other instruments they would make them 
homemade.

I think that music is amazing and especially where it all started. I really think that country 
music today is still similar to where it all started. Appalachian Heritage Music is interesting 
to learn about.

MILeY STaPLeToN, Grade 4
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Follow the Drinking Gourd

This song is about slaves
Running away from
Their slavery
To a place to get freedom
Slaves were treated badly
They got tired of working and not getting paid
People should be allowed
To learn how to read,
Learn their A, B, Cs
Let them have some freedom
They can follow the drinking gourd
All the way
To freedom

adaM BarBer, Grade 5

A Song To Help Slaves

In the song, Follow the Drinking Gourd, it was a song to help slaves. The song told them to 
follow the Big Dipper, but they called it the Drinking Gourd. It talked about signs to help the 
slaves escape. I feel that it helps the slaves escape. This song was a beautiful song, and it’s nice 
to know the song’s history. This nice song helps the slaves to know where to go!

eMMa hoBBS, Grade 5

The Journey to Freedom

As a new fifth grade teacher, I wanted to select a meaningful short novel for my students 
to read in the first nine weeks. When selecting, I wanted to pick a book that would enter-
tain them as well as add to the historical elements taught in 5th grade. I have always been 
intrigued in learning about slavery and their plight to freedom. Mrs.  Long, our school’s 
media specialist gave me the idea of reading one of the “I Survive” books written by Lauren 
Tarshis. I decided very quickly that I wanted my students to read “I Survived the Battle of 
Gettysburg.”

This novel focused on a slave boy and his sister’s plight to freedom from escaping a ruthless 
plantation owner to joining the Northern Army and gaining freedom. Throughout reading the 
novel, my students studied different aspects of slavery in the South and North and practiced 
journal writing in the perspective of a child escaping slavery.
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During participation in The Origin Project, my students listened to songs and slave spirituals 
from The Crooked Road Teacher’s Guide entitled Traditional Music in the Classroom. In partic-
ular, my students listened to “Follow the Drinking Gourd” and followed by writing free verse 
and acrostic poems. Some students even extended by writing about what a day in the life of a 
slave child would be like.

After my classes finished reading “I  Survived the Battle of Gettysburg”, we completed a 
slave quilt project. As a class, we studied the different types of slave quilt patterns that es-
caping slaves would use on their journey to freedom. Each student chose a slave quilt pattern 
and researched the meaning and why it was essential for their journey to freedom. Students 
then replicated the pattern and wrote a summary about the quilt pattern. We collected all the 
projects and created four class quilts to display in the hallway of our school. Students would 
try to decode the message that each quilt depicted.

I loved how the short novel, The Crooked Road Teacher’s Guide, and The Origin Project inter-
twined with each other. I feel like all three complimented each other allowing the students to 
build on their knowledge of The Civil War and the different aspects of the war. Students were 
able to learn about social aspects and everyday life of the war. In turn, I feel like the origins of 
the people were highlighted and brought to life.

BrIaNa aUSTIN, Grade 5 eNGLISh TeaCher
FLaTWoodS eLeMeNTarY SChooL
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Log Cabin

This Log Cabin quilt consisted of blocks that all have a center square, surrounded by strips of dif-
ferent colored material often red represented the hearth, or fire providing warmth to the cabin. often 
a black center meant a safe house, yellow in the center meant light or be a cabin in the wilderness.

aLICIa SPIreS, Grade 5

Flying Geese Quilt

I choose the Flying Geese Quilt because it would be pretty important because it tells the escaping 
slaves to know which way to go. The reason I chose the arrows pointing north because that would 
mean that they were heading toward Canada, away from the slave catchers. Many people made quilts 
back then, so the slave catchers probably thought that people were just hanging them out to dry.

kaLLI WoodS, Grade 5

The Bow Tie Quilt and the Underground Railroad

Be formal
Out of hiding

Waiting on you
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Till morning
Inside of freedom

Escaping

The bow tie quilt was to help the slaves that had escaped. The quilt was a sign to the slaves 
that friends and clothes were near. Escaped slaves wore their clothes to blend into the city 
people.

Mrs. Shuler showed us a bow tie quilt. She showed us how they made the bow ties on the 
quilt. Her husband’s grandmother made this quilt.

The reason I think this bow tie quilt pattern is important is because it lets the slaves know 
that there were clothes in the house that would help them.

MIkah WoLIVer, Grade 5

The Monkey Wrench

The monkey wrench quilt meant they would need tools for their journey ahead.
This quilt was a message to pack provisions for their journey. The reason I chose this quilt 

is because it would tell them to gather as many tools as possible for their hard trip.
WeSLeY hoNeYCUTT, Grade 5
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Running Away From the Master

Coming of spring
Running in the woods
Over the hill to follow the river
Some slaves were caught
Slaves who never got paid
Running away from the master
On the river bank, a good road

Ahead, for the slave people
Done working for free
Secrets in a quilt
Quiet while running
Under my own conditions
I run for freedom
Leaving my master’s rules
To the north I go

adaM BarBer, Grade 5
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North Star Quilt

North to a place
Outside of the United States
Running towards freedom
To live a better life
How long does it take
Sprinting to freedom?
Towards where the stars shine
After we get there we
Rest and have a better life
Quilting and letting slaves
Up towards freedom
I want to let the slaves
Love a better life
To do whatever they desire

I believe that the North Star Quilt is the most important.The reason why is because it 
guided slaves and told them that they were on the right track.It showed them the way to 
Canada and freedom.

MICah PerkINS, Grade 5
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Monkey Wrench Quilt

The monkey wrench quilt told slaves to go get supplies. It helped slaves get ready for the 
trip. I picked the monkey wrench quilt because I feel like getting supplies should be the first 
thing you should get before anything else.

Must escape
On our way
Never to return
Knowing the risks
End of all suffering
Yes we are almost there
Wrench
Ready to escape
Edging on and on
Now we are going home
Coming home to freedom
Homeword on and on

JadeN MoreLL, Grade 5
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FLYING GEESE

The flying geese quilt informed the slaves that they were to take directions and timing 
from the migrating geese. Geese patterns can be seen in four directions. A clever quilter could 
show the directions by making one set of directions more distinct. In some cases you could 
make one set of directions in bold, while the others are normal. The flying geese quilt might 
look like a normal quilt to a slave catcher, but in reality it is telling hundreds of escaped slaves 
which way is safe.

JIMMY CaVINS, Grade 5
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Before and After Reflection

Another year of working with students on completing their entries for The Origin Project 
4th Edition has come to an end. But it is not an ending for the students who grew through 
this experience, it is merely another chapter in their lives where they learned more about their 
families and past experiences. Seeing the smiles on their faces as they share humorous stories 
told to them by family members has been such a fulfilling experience. It is also rewarding to 
watch students grow and develop into better writers. Students of all academic levels are able 
to produce entries they are so proud to submit. Once again, I have found that some students 
still struggle with adding details and descriptive words in their writing. As I have the individual 
writing conference with each student, I find that many of those details and descriptive words 
are right there in the student’s mind. Using the “Who”, “What”, “When”, “Where”, “Why”, and 
“How” questions encourages students to think more deeply about what they have written and 
enables them to provide more vivid details so they are able to provide better quality writing. 
Through this process the students come to the realization that they have the ability to create 
quality writing, they just access their ideas a little differently.

SheILa ShULer
FLaTWoodS eLeMeNTarY

Before
My Favorite Family Tradition  

(4th Grade Sample)

My favorite family tradtion is going to see the lights and fireworks every year at Dollywood. 
I get to see the beautiful lights in Dollywood. They can have pink, red, blue, purple, and white 
lights on the ground standing up. Then they set off the fireworks in the sky at Dollywood they 
are beautiful. I love going to Dollywood every year because they have lights out.

MeGaN PeNNINGToN

After 
My Daddy 

(5th Grade Sample)

In the interview about games from the past, I interviewed Ricky Pennington. He is my dad. 
My dad was born in 1957. The game he loved to play was marbles.

He enjoyed playing marbles with his brothers Mike, Steve, and Mark. First, he drew a ring 
on the sidewalk with a piece of chalk. Next, they split the marbles up equally. Dad had sixteen 
marbles, so each brother got four marbles. Then Dad, Mark, Steve, and Mike would each put 
one marble in the circle. The next thing they did was take turns throwing the marbles in the 
circle to try to knock each others marbles out of the circle. If they didn’t knock anyone’s marble 
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out of the ring then it was the next person’s turn. If they did knock a marble out then they got 
another turn.

The game of marbles is so awesome, and one day I will play the game and tell my children. 
I was excited when I interviewed Dad because I didn’t know that he had played marbles before.

MeGaN PeNNINGToN

The Origin Project

The Origin Project has not only opened windows, but also doors for me. Going in, I didn’t 
think that my perspective could or would be changed. For the first few poems I  was going 
through the motions. Just coming up with ideas and putting them on paper. After talking to 
my parents about how they met, I realized I learned a story I had never bothered to ask about 
before. It opened my eyes a bit to things I had never seen. Talking to my grandmother about 
her recipe from her grandmother brought about conversations that never would have been 
experienced without the Origin Project. One simple donut recipe brought about stories of her 
childhood that I will remember and cherish forever. However, it was talking to my papaw that 
doors started being opened. He told me things I never would think to ask about. His story 
about meeting my granny touched my heart. No wonder they’ve been together for almost 
60 years. Participating in the Origin Project not only brought me closer to one family member, 
but to many. I would like to extend this project to my brother and cousins so that they can 
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form their own questions and hear from our relatives. It will be these memories that I have 
made with them that will be cherished forever.

JaYMe SaLYerS, Grade 12

Prolonged Effectiveness of The Origin Project

Through opportunities like The Origin Project, students approach writing with a renewed 
enthusiasm. Giving students a chance to be published is one of the many great aspects of The 
Origin Project, and it also provides students with a chance to write more diversely. Finn grew 
exponentially as a writer in class this year. A draft of an essay from the second day of school 
is followed by a polished draft that he submitted in January. This is firm evidence of the pro-
longed effectiveness of The Origin Project.

dr. CrYSTaL hUrd, eNGLISh 10
aBINGdoN hIGh SChooL

Student Sample on Second Day of School, 2017

Many people fear that in American society is too competitive. Doesn’t that give the average 
person the best items to obtain? Competition is needed because it is what America was built off of.

America was built off the foundation of competitiveness. There are so many examples 
about early competitiveness. As in when Rockefeller built his oil empire from the ground up 
and eventually created a monopoly on the oil industry. Newer industries are also competitive, 
such as sports brands they’re always competing so regular people can have the next big thing. 
Many of the top people who are always competing with each other all did phenomenal in 
college and other schools.

Many kids also want to be very successful in later life but fear that someone will take their 
place in college or in a future job. This creates a hunger to be successful and this makes children 
competitive from an early age. With college getting harder children have to understand that 
they have to make good grades in high school to further their education at a collegiate level. 
Plus America competes with countries all around the world.

America has to compete with countries all around the world everyday. We have to keep our 
status as the best country in the world. We are always competing with China and Russia, so 
it is beneficial that American citizens are too. We’ve been competing with countries ever since 
our country was founded. We are always thinking of ways on how the get the edge over the 
other countries in the world.

To conclude, the competitiveness in America is one of the best things in the country. There 
is always a hunger to succeed and anyone can succeed that’s why our country so great. We 
wouldn’t be where we are today without competitiveness.

FINN JohNSoN, eNGLISh 10
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Protests are not Effective

Student Polished Draft Submitted January 2018

Protests have been widely debated about their effectiveness for years now. While these pro-
tests bring attention to the issue at hand, they in no way neither achieve nor come anywhere 
close to fixing the problem. The issues with protests are that they usually end in violence, 
people that just want to say the protested are there and don’t give any effort to fix the problem, 
and lastly on the rare occasion that they do work people do not like the change that they made 
and protest change again later.

First, there is always violence in protests it is just a fact. Look at the Trump protests: two 
very heated sides clashed and the police had to get involved. This brings attention to the protest 
for all the wrong reasons. According to Moises Naim, writer in the New York Times, “It ends 
in violent confrontation with the police, and more often than not it simply fizzles out.” Protests 
more often than not end in violence and that is not how to bring change.

Secondly, many people taking part in protests just want to be there to say they were present. 
For example, there are the good students in class and the ones who copy answers. This compares 
to protests because there are people who want to be there and want to march and make a change. 
Then there are the people who give no effort and are just there to say that they marched in the 
protest. Protests are just a way for people to get attention by doing something everyone else does.

Thirdly, people tend to change their minds a lot so when they protest something they re-
alize they don’t want what they protested for. According to an article by Nick Carbone, when 
America was being established after defeating England, former colonists decided they were, 
unwaveringly, opposed to England. That did not work; instead the country went into debt and 
people protested for a government resembling the English. The drafting of the Constitution 
soon occurred, which shifted attention to becoming a new nation. If this hadn’t happened, the 
people would have continued to argue, feeding a constant cycle between desiring England’s 
government and wanting nothing like it.

In conclusion, protests do not work. People say they bring attention to the problems at 
hand but attention is brought because there is a lot of violence during these protests. Protests 
do not work because they end in violence, people come that do not care, and people change 
their minds and protest against what they were protesting for. All in all protests, are not nor-
mally effective; they just bring more problems to the problem already made.

FINN JohNSoN, eNGLISh 10

Parkland Letters

Many of my students participated in various writing activities outside of curricular assign-
ments, such as The Origin Project, which made their drafts stronger. Finn and several other 
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students wrote letters to the survivors of the Parkland school shooting at Marjory Stoneman 
Douglas High School on February 14, 2018. Students wrote letters of love, encouragement, 
and understanding to Parkland students.

dr. CrYSTaL hUrd, eNGLISh 10
aBINGdoN hIGh SChooL
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Writing into the Future

This is the fourth year that my English 111 dual enrollment class has participated in The Origin 
Project, and each year, I  am amazed at the growth I  see in my students’ writing. In addition to 
researching current issues, writing college compositions, and learning about the requirements of the 
careers of their choice, my students were also talking to family members and transcribing interviews 
that they transformed into beautiful poetry and prose. By the end of their Origin Project journey, 
my students had compiled a portfolio of eleven pieces of writing about places and people, family tra-
ditions, memory mapping activities, photographs, drawings, oral histories, and family recipes with 
commentary.

Some people may ask why high school seniors in a dual enrollment class should participate in a 
creative writing project when they have so many academic obligations and responsibilities to see to. 
My answer to that is very simple: It matters. Why does it matter? Let them tell you.

hoPe CLoUd, TeaCher



PoNderING oUr PaThS To The FUTUre 573



574 PoNderING oUr PaThS To The FUTUre

Why The Origin Project Matters

This project means so much to so many people. It brings families closer together and it 
doesn’t let the past die. From learning about the older generations, their stories are heard while 
letting the younger generations know more about the past that could have been forgotten. 
Through this project, I learned that my dad had to propose three different times before they 
got married and that my great uncle saved hundreds of lives. This project made me cry count-
less times and made me stronger because of it.

The Origin Project let me open my heart, remember my papaw, and let me heal from his 
passing. He was an important figure in my life and remembering his house and all the mem-
ories connected to it has let me feel closer to him even after death. Not only has it served as a 
healing process, it let me grow closer to my family. I have closed myself off to so many people 
and I didn’t realize I was my own island until this project. Through it I have been able to cre-
ate an archipelago because an island alone cannot prevail a storm. This project has been a life 
changer for me and I will forever be thankful for it.

LoUVINa BaLL, Grade 12

When I finished this project, I had to sit down and ask myself.

Why does it matter? Is there any redeeming value that this will yield to 
your future self?

The answers I was searching for came flooding in a heartbeat, all of them.
Like the creek flowing through the back yard way back when.
Because it brings back memories to oneself
Memories, that had been put way back on a brain’s inanimate shelf.
Memories of childhood, of tradition and glee.
Memories of the good ole days, cornbread and Bee.
It matters because of tears shed over forgotten words said.

It matters because of the smiles when “with this ring, I thee wed.”
It matters because of horse shows, dust and cowboy boots.
It matters because it makes you embrace your roots.
No matter how far you roam.

You’ll always come back to where you’re from.
Whether it be Go-Karts, Weddings, Screen Doors or Cornbread.
Or even just to words that people once said.
It matters because of tear-filled interviews.

Because of clapping at weddings from church pews.
It matters because it’s your home, your story, from the beginning.
Your origin.

CoNNer BarNeTTe, Grade 12
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This project has required me to ask my family questions that I would have never thought 
I wanted to know. These questions led to genuine curiosity. I have realized that I know so little 
about the people I have grown up knowing. I am still wondering about some of the stories that 
my grandparents have never told. I think this project is important because it helped me realize 
that my family has so many stories that need to be shared and that I will not regret asking 
because I would have never known otherwise. I have also unknowingly conjured memories in 
a way that makes it feel sentimental. This project has brought me closer to family members 
and I look forward to hearing more of their stories and making more memories with them.

roZaLYNd haMM, Grade 12

This matters because their tales need to be told.
This matters because stories like these can’t be sold.

The poems are tales from our family’s memories.
Poems that should be orchestrated into beautiful symphonies.

From childhood to “tying the knot,”
The poems are directly from thought.

They show people shouldn’t live flowing through the motions
These stories show emotions.

Whether it is a family recipe or the way a window dancer swings,
They show that people should cherish the little things.

They show where I am from,
Which could be unique to some.

They tell the tales about people that built up from tatters
And that is why it matters.

ShaWN JohNSoN, Grade 12

Knowing and sharing your heritage is important because it allows people to see different 
perspectives and ways of life. The way people grow up shapes their personality and determines 
the beliefs and ethics they will choose to follow. Storytelling will always be essential to the 
progress of our world and ensuring that hardships once suffered will never be faced again. 
When people share their stories it allows us a personal and sometimes humbling look into the 
past. Families are brought together and memories are passed down the line when stories are 
shared and cherished.

eMILY Lee, Grade 12

The Origin Project Heritage Blog

In the fall of 2017, my dual enrollment students embarked on a new journey; they bravely 
joined the cyber journaling world of blogging. Ironically, as students ventured into this modern 
form of writing, they dug deeply into their ancestry to find subject matter. That is, each student 
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created what I refer to as a “Heritage Blog.” They were commissioned to interview family mem-
bers, find historical documents, and hunt for family heirlooms. Remarkably beautiful stories 
were uncovered and recorded as a result of their searches.

In addition to their blogging, students worked on traditional freshman composition pieces; 
in fact, the first academic essay that students completed was a college admissions essay. Thus, 
while students were researching the past, they were also applying to colleges, preparing for the 
future. During this process, the true value of writing became apparent to my class. They began 
to see how, on the one hand, writing could keep their family’s traditions alive and how, on the 
other, writing could showcase their talents and skills to a college admissions officer.

The following essay pairings provide my students’ remembrances of the past and aspirations 
for the future.

SINdY FIeLdS, LhS TeaCher

Apple Butter

For as long as I can remember, every year during the fall my family makes apple butter. To 
me, making apple butter seems like a weird activity. But my Papaw, the one that started the 
tradition before he passed away, loved to make apple butter. According to Dad, Papaw could 
eat jars full of apple butter throughout the week. As tradition goes, my family would gather 
at our farm, near the month of October, to make apple butter. Also, we would have different 
games set up such as horseshoes, corn-hole, Monopoly, Uno, and a multitude of card games. 
The members of my family that were younger would usually play games all day.

We would start the day off by picking apples, washing them, and peeling the skin off of the ap-
ples. We would then split the apples into five pieces excluding the core of the apple. A fire would be 
built with a copper pot hanging above the flame. The pieces of apple would be placed into the dan-
gling pot; someone was then chosen to stir the pot until the apples were blended into a thick liquid 
substance. The process of turning raw apples into butter for biscuits usually takes up half of the day.

After the apples had been turned into apple butter, every member in my family, except for the 
ones that were too young to participate, would line up at a fold out table. A pinch of cinnamon 
would be added to the apple butter to add extra flavor. The apple butter would then be placed into 
Mason jars and sealed; this process required steam sometimes leaving burns on my fingers. Then, 
for the rest of the day, we would enjoy ourselves. Lunch would be prepared, which was my favorite 
part of the day; the meal would usually consist of hamburgers and hot dogs with the choice of chips.

As previously stated, I always thought that the process of making apple butter was strange 
to do each year. However, after much consideration, the process does not seem as unusual. My 
Papaw started this tradition not just because he liked apple butter. He started it because he 
wanted to see my family smile. Papaw wanted my family to experience joy and happiness before 
he left us for good. Once I realized that, everything seemed to be put into perspective for me. 
My family keeps the tradition of making apple butter every year in the memory of my Papaw.

JereMY CoSBY, Grade 12
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Some students have a background, identity, interest, or talent that is so  
meaningful they believe their application would be incomplete without it

As I stepped out of the car, I closed the door then waited for Jacob, my best friend, as he emerged 
from the vehicle. I noticed his legs wobbled when they touched the ground. We began down the 
small gravel path, boots crunching with every anxious step. I opened the weather worn metal door 
for him as we stepped inside, the building looked like a cross between a barn and a log cabin.

There was ten other teenagers that were dressed the same as we were: black dress shoes, 
black pants, and a white button up shirt covered with a blue corduroy jacket. On the back the 
word FFA was sewn in with golden letters. Jacob and I walked to a plastic table in the middle 
of the room. The man behind it gave us a small folded piece of paper. I then stood to the side 
of the large room and opened the paper; in it was a small number four written in red ink. 
I waited for what seemed like hours, but I knew it had only been minutes. The anxiety was 
overwhelming at this point waiting for my number to be called.

Finally, after the longest ten minutes of my life, a small, shy voice rang out across the room: 
“ Number four.” I raised up then stepped toward a white wooden door. I gave a small but gen-
uine smile to the girl that called my number. Every step felt like eternity as I walked across the 
large room. At the end of my small journey, I opened the worn white door.

The room looked like an old classroom, tables and chairs moved out of the way just for this 
occasion. Near the left side of the walls were two fold-out tables pushed together forming an 
L shape; behind the tables were five people sitting with all of their eyes on me. Three of them 
were young women around my age wearing the same uniform I was, the next was an elderly 
lady with thick glasses beaming up at me, and lastly an older gentleman with graying hair and 
a smile. These five strangers would determine the future of my life.

I walked over to greet them. “Good afternoon, my name is Jeremy Cosby; I am from Lee 
County,” I said proudly but with the hint of a stutter. I shook each of their hands, then placed 
myself in a spot facing them. I straightened my posture, crossed my hands behind my back to 
look professional, and had a smile to mask my nervousness. They took turns asking questions 
about my life, family, hobbies, school, and what I would like to do after high school. Then one 
of the FFA members handed me a small paperclip. “How is this paperclip and FFA similar?” 
she asked. That was the hardest question that I have been asked in my life.

I had to think fast; I knew that my reaction could send me home. So I said the first thing 
that came to mind: “As this paper clip holds papers together, so does FFA bring people togeth-
er to learn and grow.” Now I had to wait again to see what the verdict was. A man came into 
the large room. He began to say the names of the offices in FFA with only two more left. My 
heart began to sink, then my name was called for Vice President. The joy was filling my body 
and a great smile spread on my face. I became the first Area Officer from Lee County.

My experiences with FFA have taught me many useful skills that I can apply in everyday 
life. I have had to learn how to write speeches, then had to present them in front of hundreds, 
sometimes thousands, of people. Also, I have learned how to identify and solve problems. With 
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my ability to overcome my anxiety, to solve issues, and to answer questions, I would be a great 
fit at any college.

JereMY CoSBY, Grade 12

Davis Brothers Nursery

Horticulture has been an interest throughout my family for generations. It all started with 
my great-great-great-great grandfather, Eli Davis, Jr. He was a man of many trades, one of 
which included grafting trees. His sons, C.C Davis and his brother, James Davis, followed in 
his father’s footsteps and began a nursery business of his own, called “Silver Leaf Nurseries.”

Silver Leaf Nursery
The nursery began in 1876, in Rose Hill, Virginia. They grafted and sold fruit trees, which 

were transported across the tri-state area by horseback, wagon, or railway freight. Each tree 
cost 10 cents. The majority of customers during this time wanted to obtain an orchard of their 
own. This, of course, required employees, who were paid daily. Laborers could receive their 
day’s wages in one of three forms: 50 cents, 5 pounds of bacon, or 1 bushel of corn.

James died young, but eventually, C.C. expanded the business himself. The nursery began 
selling vines, shrubs, nut trees, and ornamental trees. The business thrived for many years. 
C.C. died in 1932, and three of his sons bought and continued the business. Unfortunately, 
the Great Depression soon swept through the United States, crippling Silver Leaf Nursery.

This was not the end of the family nursery business. Around 1920, Elmer and Bernard 
Davis, C.C.’s sons, had begun a business of their own, “E.C and B.B. Davis Nursery Co.” In 
1948, Elmer’s sons, Paul and Claude Davis, took over the business, renaming it “Davis Brothers 
Nursery.”

aNNa daVIS, Grade 12
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Trisomy 21: A Life Changer

I was not even three years old yet when my parents received the news. This was supposed 
to be an exciting time, and I’m not saying that it wasn’t, but it most definitely altered what was 
presumed to be a “normal pregnancy.”

I was still a toddler. All I knew was: “Mommy is having a baby. You’re going to be a big sis-
ter!” Of course I was ecstatic over the news, but I didn’t understand why everyone was so con-
cerned, why prayer had begun to play such a massive role in my life. I can remember my mom 
going to doctor’s appointments quite frequently, which is normal with any pregnancy. Little did 
I know, being so young, that all of our lives were about to change. My mom had an ultrasound 
at week 16. She found out I was having a brother, measurements were taken, and my parents 
were told there was a 98% chance that they were “safe.” At week 17 she had an amniocentesis, 
just to make sure, and within a week a specialist had counted my baby brother’s chromosomes 
and proven, against the odds, that yes, “Your baby has Down Syndrome.”

Trisomy 21, better known as Down Syndrome, is a genetic disorder in which a person has 
a third copy of chromosome 21. Doctors proclaimed that my brother, Jack, was the smoothest 
and easiest Down Syndrome pregnancy and delivery they had ever witnessed. He was born 
completely healthy, without any issues. Throughout my entire life, my family has never stopped 
trying to find better help for my brother. I  have been on countless trips to specialists and 
therapy sessions. Yes, I was young when Jack was born, but he has played a huge part in me 
becoming the person who I am today.

Every person learns at a different pace, some slower than others. My mom was told, “Your 
baby will do everything a ‘normal’ baby would do, it just may take some time,” and that is true. 
It took Jack until he was about 27 months old to begin walking, for example. He also couldn’t 
talk for a long time, so we started learning and teaching him sign language for ways of com-
munication. He is now 14 years old and is just learning to swim and ride his bike. He does 
have limits, but he overcomes them. Having the mindset to never give up and to keep trying, 
no matter how long it takes, is a personal trait that would add great value to anyone’s life, and 
it has most definitely influenced mine.

Many people will look at someone with a disability and run in the opposite direction. 
Jack has taught me to not judge a book by its cover. He is so funny and has never met a 
stranger. I often find myself aspiring to be as outgoing as him. I have learned, being ex-
posed to my brother’s disorder, as well as his classmates, that you have to accommodate 
each individual differently. I  am fascinated by special needs students and love spending 
time and learning more about them. Jack is the reason why I want to enter into a career 
where I can help others, especially children. When I go to college, I intend to earn a degree 
in Pre-Medical Biology and a minor in Special Education. I plan to become a pediatrician 
one day, and my brother has made me want to further my future occupation and assist 
adolescents with special needs. I now know how to never give up and remain persistent 
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in my goals thanks to my brother’s example, and I will make sure to apply these skills in 
my future at college.

aNNa daVIS, Grade 12

Favorite Childhood Memories

Nana (grandmother on father’s side): My grandmother grew up in Dryden, Virginia in the 
area known as Poor Valley, the middle child of three children. She had an older sister and a 
younger brother. Life then was not the same as now. This creates different childhood memories 
and life experiences. These stories are some of my grandmother’s most memorable.

Gathering Eggs Over A Copperhead When my grandmother was a little girl, she was sent out 
one morning to gather some eggs. Prior to gathering eggs there had been a heavy rainstorm 
move through the valley sending animals in search of shelter. After the rain, she went on to 
gather the eggs from the hens. Everything seemed in place and she went on about her business 
gathering eggs. Her mother had come out sometime during the gathering to check on her. 
When my grandmother exited the chicken house, her mother proceeded to inform her that a 
copperhead had been lying under one of the nests.

New Technologies In The Valley My grandmother’s childhood was filled with the introduc-
tion of new technologies. She can remember, as a child, having to go and collect water from 
a spring. She swears that it never failed that a spring was located at the bottom of a hill, thus 
forcing the children to tote the heavy water uphill. This is why plumbing was a favorite inven-
tion for the children.

Another fond memory includes the introduction of electricity and a telephone into the home. 
The children were fascinated with the ability to have light without striking a match, and the 
telephone was a definite fascination. Even though it was a party line, and busy the majority of 
the time, it was something new and exciting for the children to experience. She recounts that 
you could just not dial a number and get in contact with your intended caller, but instead there 
was a live operator with whom you had to communicate first.

During her childhood she experienced her first refrigerator. Even though they had a refriger-
ator, the refrigerators then did not produce ice. Therefore, she can remember having to go to 
the depot to pick up huge blocks of ice to take back to the house, and though the refrigerator 
kept food cold, it was not cold enough to keep ice from melting completely.

Skunked As my grandmother grew up, her stories changed along with the addition of a hus-
band and children. One of her fondest is when her husband and son went out opossum hunting 
and found another critter instead. While they were hunting, they encountered a skunk and con-
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tinued to get sprayed. When they returned home, they soon discovered that Nana would not let 
them in the house, but instead proceeded to make them strip outside in the frigid winter night.

Papaw (grandfather on father’s side): My grandfather also grew up in Dryden, Virginia. His 
childhood experience was a little different than my grandmother’s because he grew up with 
brothers, and this meant even more mischief to be had.

Where’s Ralph: First, to understand the full effect of this story, you need to think of a car and 
how the doors open. Doors then did not open the same way they do now; instead, they opened 
differently. One day while they were driving home, Ralph, my grandfather’s brother, managed to 
fall out of the vehicle. Adding on to Ralph’s bad luck, it took a few minutes before they realized 
that Ralph was no longer in the vehicle. Once they realized he was missing, they turned around 
and back tracked until they found Ralph walking down the road.

Gap in the Trash: This next story of misfortune involved a creek, debris, a heavy rain, and 
curious children. After a heavy rain one day, a lot of debris had been washed down the creek 
and got plugged trying to fit under a bridge down from my grandfather’s house. Soon Papaw 
and Harvey, his brother, found themselves at the bridge examining the debris. It looked sturdy 
and thick, so Papaw continued to step out onto the debris. Harvey soon followed his example, 
but quickly learned it was not as sturdy as it seemed. Harvey had found a soft spot and fell 
into the water underneath. Papaw recounted that when he turned to check on Harvey all he 
could see was a bobbing head in the water. After pulling his brother out of the water, the boys 
learned to be more careful where they stepped.

eMILY GrahaM, Grade 12

Discuss an accomplishment, event, or realization that sparked a period  
of personal growth and a new understanding of yourself or others.

“Blessed is she who has believed that the Lord would fulfill his promises to her!” Luke 1:45. 
This is a quote so often overlooked by the multitudes, but a quote that changed my view on 
life during a time when I was lost.

“Okay Mrs. Chapman, you are free to take your cat home. He is healed and feeling much 
better,” the girl said as she slid the stuffed cat to her sister, playing vet assistant.

That young girl was me, and even though playing pretend is gone, I  carry that memory 
with me every day to remember who I have become since then. I was adamant on becoming 
a veterinarian and knew with everything in me that that was what I was going to do with my 
life. However, just like all little girls, I grew up. I changed.

“Are you positive that you want to become a vet?”
“Yes,” I replied to my father.
“Are you prepared to deal with the fact that you will have to put animals to sleep?”
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I felt like I had been punched in the gut. I knew this was a part of the job and I would 
have to perform it, but I had never really thought about it until then. I pondered the question 
for weeks, trying to put it off, but always found myself back to thinking on the issue. That is 
when I finally admitted to myself that becoming a veterinarian was not a job that I could be 
completely happy doing.

I entered high school without a plan for my future, but this did not unnerve me because, after all, 
I was only a freshman and had all the time in the world to decide. Sophomore year rolled around, 
and I quickly became obsessed with biology, specifically genetics and microbiology. I then began 
looking into careers that centered around these areas of study. During my search, I came across a 
veterinary microbiologist, who studied diseases and other factors that affected domesticated ani-
mals. I was elated that I had found a job that involved veterinary science without all the weight of a 
veterinarian, but deep down I was still uneasy. I tried to push away these feelings to no avail.

“Have you done any college research for what you want to major in?” my mother asked me.
“I don’t think I’m going to major in microbiology anymore.” I finally admitted to myself.
I entered junior year lost and in fear of the future because I had no plan. Constantly I was 

latching onto anything that I could possibly pursue as a future career, but they always fizzled 
out. One day, I was casually scrolling through Pinterest when out of the blue a piece of scrip-
ture appeared. It stood out among the many pins of clothes, shoes, and various other items. 
“Blessed is she who has believed that the Lord would fulfill his promises to her!” Luke 1:45.

I sat there stunned as the meaning of this verse sank in. As soon as I read it, I realized that 
everything would be all right. I would survive. The childhood lesson of patience came to mind 
then, and I knew I would have to practice this during my search for my future career.

This experience of indecision and searching has taught me just how important it is to be 
patient. After discovering Luke 1:45 I have been able to look at my life with a new perspec-
tive. I find myself less stressed and more open to what the future holds for me. This lesson in 
patience has allowed me to grow and mature more than I could have ever imagined. I am so 
thankful that I learned this when I did because it is a lesson that will carry me far in life, and 
it will also allow me to be a productive and open student in college.

eMILY GrahaM, Grade 12

The Travel

The first accounts of my family coming over from Europe are from the early 1800s. They 
were coming over for a new start. After hearing of all that America had to offer, they were set 
on coming to the New World. Living in poverty for years, they wanted a new beginning. They 
had nothing but what was on their back that they could carry. They sold everything besides 
what they needed for their family to survive, and with that money, they bought tickets for a trip 
to the New World. They set sail knowing it was going to be a terrible journey, but they knew 
it was worth it for their family. One of their children got sick with smallpox, the child barely 
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survived. After months of sailing the ocean blue, they finally arrived in New York City. Being 
farmers, they didn’t much like the city life so they moved lower in the U.S, finding a farm on 
Wilderness Road almost on the frontier in current day Rose Hill, Virginia. They settled down 
buying a 230 acre farm with money they borrowed from the bank. They had to clear all the 
trees for their farm using the trees to build a home, living in a tent for most of the first year. 
After the house was built and the farm ready, they began farming tobacco and raising cattle. 
The first year wasn’t easy losing most of the crop. Then after that, the crops were good and the 
cattle thrived. Years went by with great production on the farm. My family continued to ex-
pand the farm buying more and more acres. The Haley farm became a huge success. It became 
such a thriving farm that they had at least 20 hired help at times. There were a few Indian 
attacks along the way. One that was told is they were all dead asleep and out of the darkness 
came a loud cry. When the men got their guns and went out to see what had happened, one 
of the hired help lay there dead. They hunted down the small tribe and killed them all. They 
never had to worry about another Indian attack after that fateful night. That farm supported 
my family until the early 20th century. After my Papaw came home from World War II, he 
got his college degree and became a teacher. The farm was recently sold just a few years ago.

aLeX haLeY, Grade 12

Enlightened

“Why is it that a divine king has to have a parliament to look over his power, even if the 
power is given by an all perfect God?” - Thomas Paine. This quote out of the book Common 
Sense really put me in the minds of our founding fathers. The men of the enlightenment period 
were really onto something. Not a single person ever questioned a king’s right to rule as these 
men did. As I sat reading the book, I imagined what went through an individual’s mind reading 
this from the time period — was it betrayal to the king or a patriotic feeling?

Thomas Paine’s book has enlightened me just as it did the Colonial Americans. It showed 
me to really think and question the people that are in charge of our country and establish-
ments. It is our duty as Americans to question the people in charge to make sure we are never 
denied our rights that were put in place so long ago. It’s not the people that ask the questions 
that matter, it’s the people who ask the question and find the answer that count. Those are the 
people that really care.

We are not just hard drives to download information to and regurgitate it as many people 
think. Humans are meant to take information, retain it, analyze it, and come up with better 
information to prolong our race, just as the founding fathers did. Every since I read Thomas 
Paine’s book, I think about putting myself in another person’s shoes before questioning them. 
I have come to the realization that not everyone is perfect, and I shouldn’t judge an individual 
because of that. College is really a place to question and really learn not just retain and regurgi-
tate. After rethinking my outlook on the world, I am excited about being around other people 
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who really think and ask the questions that need to be asked. The saying “Be the change you 
want to see” is so true. I want to be a positive influence on the world not just another person 
living a regular day to day life. My positive influence would help most people’s wallet. The job 
I intended to pursue is a financial advisor. We have doctors for everything imaginable; being 
a financial advisor, I would be a doctor for someone’s bank account. It amazes me how many 
people really don’t know as much about their finances as they should. Maybe I can help some-
one pay for their kid’s college or even help them retire early.

The possibilities are endless. Yes, the road I intend to take will not be easy by any means, 
but I’m very dedicated to my plan and have been now for some time. I  am very passionate 
about helping others, and I can promise you that when I attend college, I will be a positive 
influence.

aLeX haLeY, Grade 12

Hope of the Midnight Cry Church of God

Hope of the Midnight Cry Church of God, Seventh Day is an example of what can be 
accomplished by a small group of determined, hard working, and courageous people inspired 
by God to build a house of worship. In a little over a year, the church was finished with no debt 
and ready for a church service to take place.

Most of these people who helped make the building of the church possible were my rela-
tives. The land for the church cost $200,000 and was purchased from C.C. and Eva Bowers. 
During the time the church was being constructed, a tent was set up in John and Nancy Bailey’s 
property, which was to the right and over the hill from the church, to have church service until 
the new building was finished. Many of the families who worshiped in the tent and later in the 
church included: Mr. and Mrs. John Bailey, Mr. and Mrs. Adrian Kelly, Mr. and Mrs. Hugh 
Ward, Mr. and Mrs. Kelly Buckhart, Mr. and Mrs. C.H. Slemp, Mr. and Mrs. Emmitt Blair, 
Mr.  and Mrs.  Jack Reasor, Mr.  and Mrs.  Henderson Reasor, Mr.  and Mrs.  Benton Kelly, 
Mr. and Mrs. Jake Parsons, Mr. Cleave Reasor, and others.

John and Adrian Kelly, both my great-great grandparents, with the help of others, took 
on the responsibility of overseeing the construction of the church. John hauled the carpenters 
and workers to the job site, while his wife Nancy cooked and fed them. Ed Ward, a young boy 
at the time, would carry concrete blocks to Adrian and the other workers helping at the site.

Around this time, the group working on the church heard about a church in the Carolina’s 
being torn down. They traveled down to where the church was, and luckily, they were able 
to use some of the stained glass for their church in construction. As a gift of kindness, pews 
were purchased by families and friends of the church, and before long, a new church was 
finished with construction with beautiful stained glass as well as its brand new pews. The 
families were able to leave the tent and begin attending the newly built church. A few years 
later, my great grandfather, Velton Kelly, and others built on classrooms at the rear of the 
sanctuary.



PoNderING oUr PaThS To The FUTUre 585

After the building began going downhill, and families were passing away, something needed 
to be done to save the church. Barbara Ward, Ed Ward’s wife, could see the deterioration and 
it was devastating knowing how much work her family had put into building that church. She, 
as well as others, began renovating the church to repair its damages. They were able to receive 
donations, which led to successful repairs and the church was back to new

SherIdaN herroN, Grade 12

Some students have a background, identity, interest, or talent that is  
so meaningful they believe their application would be incomplete without it

In volleyball, the winner is determined by who wins three out of five sets. In a very decisive 
game against our number one opponent, my team and I were losing two to zero in sets. The 
majority of people predicted the game was over. However, my predictions were different.

My team was playing the hardest competition we had in our conference. Gate City wins 
state regularly, and their program has a phenomenal history. On the other hand, my school 
typically never comes out with a victory over them or even comes close to it. However, my team 
made history and beat them at our home court for the first time ever previously in the season. 
So, I knew it could be done when we rematched at their home court.

When we arrived at the opponent’s school, I instantly felt the pressure and butterflies in my 
stomach. People were counting on us. I loved the adrenaline rush it gave me, and there was no 
better feeling than what I was experiencing. The gym was the most crowded I had ever seen 
for a volleyball match, and all of the fans were cheering thunderously, which brought a rush 
of energy into the gym. I just wanted to play to the best of my ability for my team, and I was 
doing just that. However, we lost the first set, but it was close and then the exact same thing 
happened in the second set. I used the shameful defeat to my advantage, and I felt determina-
tion to show the other team my team was not giving up.

I began seeing the fear of defeat in my teammates and coach’s eyes. I did not want to let 
them down. The crowd gave the gym energy, and I thrived from it. Their best hitter went up 
for a hit hoping to find the floor, but I was on the other side of the net waiting for this mo-
ment. I jumped up in the air as high as I could, and put the ball straight back down on their 
side of the court. With the crowd cheering loudly and sweat rolling down my face, I slammed 
the ball down in the middle of the court that could not be touched by the other team to earn 
another point.

We had made it to the fifth set after being down two to zero, and made it two to two with 
one final and deciding set to play. My team was counting on me, and so were the fans. I dug 
deep inside, and gave it everything I had. I knew victory was in reach. I never gave up on my 
team throughout the entire match even when everyone else did. I believed in us, not just in 
myself. However, the last set did not go as well as we hoped it would. We were only playing to 
15, and we tied at 14. The opposing team pulled through, but I still feel my team was the real 
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winners. We earned much more that night. The entire community respected us and praised us 
for not quitting, as well as the other team.

With my determination, I believe I would make an exceptional college student and use the 
same positive energy I use on the court to complete my studies. Volleyball has taught me so 
many things, and the most important is to never be defeated by defeat, but to rise up and try 
again. When many people work together as one unit, the outcome is always more successful. 
I look forward to joining a new team in college, no matter what kind, and achieving many things.

SherIdaN herroN, Grade 12

Papaw and Mamaw

My papaw and mamaw, Jimmy and Betty Miles, met July 4, 1967 at a celebration in Indiana. 
It is crazy to think that they were both from little St. Charles, Virginia, but they had never even 
met until that hot summer day. When I was interviewing them, I asked them why they were both 
in Indiana in the first place. Mamaw told me she was up there visiting her sister at the time, and 
my papaw was up there because he had gotten a job and moved there. Back then, there were not 
many jobs in the area where he lived in Virginia and a lot of the boys had to travel to places like 
Indiana or Ohio to work away from home. The night they met my mamaw’s sister had asked her 
if she wanted to go watch the fireworks show, and her sister’s husband told them that he was 
going to go pick up a friend. My papaw was her sister’s husband friend. At the time, my papaw 
was nineteen and my mamaw was just thirteen years old. Back then that was not a big age differ-
ence like it is today; my mom would never have let me date an older boy like that when I was the 
age of thirteen. They told me that they both laughed and talked the whole way to the park. When 
they made it to the celebration, they lay on a small red blanket and watched the bright fireworks 
under the dark night sky. It had gotten a lot cooler as the night went on. They told me the best 
way to describe that night was love at first sight. A few days later Mamaw had to go back home 
to St. Charles, Virginia, and my papaw missed her so much. Mamaw said about a week later she 
was sitting on the porch and there he came walking down the old dirt road. She could not believe 
her eyes. He decided to quit his job and move back to Virginia. He looked her up when he came 
home. He ended up getting a job driving a coal truck which became his career. They dated for 
three years and ended up getting married when she was sixteen and he was twenty-one. Everyone 
told them they would not last, but here we are and they have been married forty-six years and are 
going strong with five children, two sons-in-law, three daughters-in-law, and nine grandchildren.

MaddIe MaBe, Grade 12

First Job

The look on the trained employees faces as you walk in can be extremely terrifying. The 
sound of beepers going off everywhere can be so overwhelming. The rush in the air of the fast 
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paced work environment was almost enough to scare me off. Working at McDonald’s does not 
sound like that hard of a job until the first day you walk into that new and crazy atmosphere. 
The first few weeks of being a Mcdonald’s employee was a challenge that has made me grow 
tremendously as a person.

The first week of working at McDonald’s was by far the hardest week of my life; not 
knowing how things operated was terrible. I  worked the register a lot during that time 
frame. I  had never in my life had to deal with such a difficult system. I  kept hitting the 
wrong buttons and had to get the managers to fix my many mistakes. Finally, after weeks 
of practice, I figured out the register. I realized that if you want to master something you 
have to just keep going and not get discouraged with yourself during even the toughest of 
challenges.

The second hardest part of working there was not knowing anyone. I met so many different 
people the first week I could not even remember most of their names. The struggle of being 
new and not knowing anyone was difficult. I did not understand things and was afraid to ask; 
I thought it would appear that I did not know anything. In just a few short weeks I became 
friends with almost everyone there, and I realized it was okay for me to ask questions if I did 
not fully understand how to make something or ring something up.

Another hard obstacle I  encountered was working with the public. Before I  started 
working at McDonald’s, I had no understanding of how it would be to interact with the 
public.There are some people that are easy to wait on while others are very hard to wait 
on. One of my struggles was to learn that the customer is always right. It is also a lesson 
in itself to realize that there are times that you will not be able to make a situation better. 
There are a few people in this world that you can not make happy no matter how hard 
you try; just do the best you can do and hope they leave knowing that you tried to help 
them.

The last challenge I faced was messing up. Making messes and messing up orders was all 
I felt like I was good for my first few weeks. It took me a long time to realize that to learn 
how to do something right you may mess it up a few times. Something that still to this day 
stands out to me was the day I spilled a whole unsweet tea iron as I was getting ready to leave 
to go home. At that point I had to learn to just laugh about my mistakes because if I had 
laughed, instead of being embarrassed and so hard on myself, it would have made my life so 
much better.

I believe if I am accepted into college my experience as a new employee will benefit me as 
I  will understand that practicing makes perfection. I  also believe being able to laugh at my 
mistakes will help me to not get discouraged and feel terribly over one bad grade. In addition, 
I will be able to make new friends and not feel as uncomfortable as those who have not gained 
some of the above skills. With all this being said, I would greatly appreciate being considered 
as an applicant for this college.

MaddIe MaBe, Grade 12
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Family Tradition of Cornbread Sticks

Erma Jean, my mamaw, started the tradition of making cornbread sticks instead of the 
traditional round cornbread. Three generations back our family tradition of making cornbread 
sticks began. All of Erma Jean’s kids would fight over cornbread when she made it. Her kids 
would cut larger slices of cornbread when she made round cornbread so she started making 
cornbread sticks. By making cornbread sticks it allowed her to make sure each kid could have 
the same size and amount of cornbread so no one could get more than anyone else.

Cornbread Recipe:

1 cup of Flour.
1 cup of Cornmeal.
1 cup of Buttermilk.
1 egg.
1 tablespoon of sugar.
Stir in 2 tablespoons of butter.
Melt butter and then coat the pan with it.
Preheat the oven to 425 °F.
Then bake for 30 minutes.

Erma Jean’s grand kids thought that when cornbread was made in sticks and resembled 
corn on the cob that it tasted better. The grandchildren were more willing to eat cornbread 
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when it was shaped like corn on the cob. For the smaller kids, it made it fun for them because 
children are all about how things look. For instance, young children enjoy dinosaur shaped 
chicken nuggets more than regular chicken nuggets.

When my cousin, Amber, was a little girl she refused to eat her mother’s cornbread because 
her mother made it in a round pan instead of using her cornbread sticks pan. Amber claimed 
that they were just not the same even though the only difference was that it was made in a round 
pan. Amber never ate cornbread unless Mamaw made it because her mother would always 
forget Mamaw’s little secret ingredient of sugar in the cornbread and she always made it round.

Each family that has branched from my grandparents has received a cast iron cornbread 
stick pan for their wedding gift. Erma Jean wants the family tradition of making cornbread 
sticks to continue on for many more generations to come.

When the entire family gathers for Thanksgiving, Christmas, reunions, and various other 
special occasions, Erma Jean always makes cornbread sticks. She never makes cornbread in a 
round pan, and if someone makes cornbread in a round pan and brings it to a gathering, Erma 
Jean gets mad. Usually everyone would rather let Erma Jean make the cornbread because ev-
eryone just thinks hers is better. No matter how many times anyone tries to replicate her recipe 
exactly it just does not taste the same for some reason.

haNNah MarTIN, Grade 12

Lessons

When I first turned seventeen and was finally eligible to work at Walmart, I put in an appli-
cation and I have yet to get called for an interview. A week after I put my application in, I called 
the Human Resource Office and asked Becky to check on my application. Becky told me that 
they were not hiring again until the college students went back, and if there was an opening, 
she would call me first. When I never got a call back, I realized that Walmart was not the only 
place I would mind to work and put in applications at Food City, Subway, and IGA. I just kept 
trying to find a job so I could be successful. Every time I went to turn in an application, I would 
try to be super nice and friendly to everyone I approached. Not ever getting a call back from 
Walmart taught me to keep trying and to never give up on myself.

I never gave up on getting a job and my dedication was shown when I got a call for a job 
opportunity. I was on my way back from Florida, and we had just stopped in Georgia to get 
gas when I got a call from Food City. The Food City Human Resource Manager told me they 
wanted me to come in on that next Monday at three o’clock for an interview. So, that next 
Monday at three o’clock, I went for my interview and answered every question they asked with 
ease. When they told me to describe myself in five words, I used smart, independent, caring, 
outgoing, and friendly. That following Thursday I got another call from Food City, and they 
wanted me to come in for a drug screen.

Having a job at Food City allowed me to have my own form of income. With the first money 
I earned, I put it back in savings. I even got to open my own bank account and earned interest on 
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my savings. Having my own money allowed me to be capable of providing my own gas, and I start-
ed paying my car payment and car insurance without any help. When I went out with friends 
to the mall, I enjoyed being able to buy whatever I wanted and not having to ask my parents for 
money. I also saved eight percent out of each paycheck I got to put towards a house in the future.

When I officially was hired at Food City, I realized that not getting on at Walmart helped 
my expectations grow for myself over time. Finally having a job showed me I could be so much 
more successful when I just kept trying.

The lessons we take from obstacles we encounter can be fundamental to later success. My les-
son was that not getting a job at Walmart did not mean that I could never succeed. When I got the 
job at Food City, it was a huge success after having a setback. Putting back money and saving it for 
the future taught me how to be independent and responsible with money. I want to bring my ded-
ication and perseverance I had to overcome this obstacle to my college career. Also I will bring the 
responsibility I learned to my college experience by never being late and always on top of things.

haNNah MarTIN, Grade 12

Mam and Pap

Learning about my family is something that has always striked my interest. I’ve heard bits 
and pieces of what life was like back in the day from my Mam and Pap, but recently I asked 
them questions so I  could find out more about their life before I  came to be. Both of my 
grandparents grew up in the mountains and had quite a few siblings. Unfortunately, some of 
the brothers and sisters have passed away, and there are even some that I don’t know a thing 
about. Their lives weren’t easy and times were tough, but they still made it through despite all 
of the struggles and problems that they faced.

My grandmother grew up in a place called Kranks Creek with her family. They lived in a 
small home, even though there were a lot of siblings. My Mamaw said that they never had a lot 
and rarely ever anything to spare, but her parents always found a way to provide for them and 
they never went hungry. Sharing everything was something that my Mamaw and her siblings 
had to be very used to. She told me that a lot of the time what they had to eat was usually 
beans and some time of bread.

When I  was younger, my dad would take me and my brother squirrel hunting, and my 
Mamaw would always cook them; however, she or my Papaw would never try a bite. They 
both said that they grew up eating squirrel and that they couldn’t stomach eating them now.

SkIdMore & Moore FaMILY reUNIoN

Every year we have a tradition around Thanksgiving where the whole family gets together 
for a family reunion. I have always looked forward to these reunions and so have my grandpar-
ents. This is the only time of year when the whole family is together. It is also the one time of 
the year that I receive dozens of hugs from people that I barely know. Everyone always seems 
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so cheery and excited to be there. Maybe it’s because of the three tables filled up with home 
cooked foods, or watching all the children make their way to grab a couple of neatly wrapped 
gifts that makes everyone so excited to be there. A lot of the family buys a couple of gifts and 
writes an age group and boy/girl on a toy. There are usually plenty of gifts and each kid gets 
around three normally. I remember my favorite part of these reunions has always been the food 
and the atmosphere of being surrounded by family.

kaYLa Moore, Grade 12

Hunting

The waiting alarm clock on my dresser had been staring at me for almost half an hour. Its 
bright red numbers stood out like a beacon in the night, demanding to be seen. It read 3:59 
a.m. and I couldn’t possibly wait a second longer. Quickly, I spun out of my bed, throwing my 
blanket to the side as my feet hit the hardwood floor and my heartbeat quickened from the 
sudden movement. I flipped the switch on the alarm to off as I quietly turned the knob to my 
door and navigated my way through the narrow, dark hallway of my small home. The floor-
boards creaked as I snuck past my siblings and into my dad’s bedroom. I suddenly flipped the 
lightswitch on. He cringed at first, the sudden blast of light causing confusion, then realization 
washed over his face as the alarm on his phone started screaming loudly. It was time.

After solid months of preparation, the day had finally come. Like soldiers on a mission, we 
slipped into our camouflage and grabbed our bags filled with all the supplies we would need 
for the coming day. I walked out the front door, the cool air from the winter breeze sent chills 
down my spine, and my hands scurrying for my pockets. I climbed into our maroon truck and 
carefully slid the strap from my rifle off my shoulder. I placed it into the backseat on top of my 
coat, making sure that it wouldn’t get banged up from the bumpy ride ahead.

Finally we had made it to the familiar rusty red gate, now the only obstacle that stood in our way. 
After unlatching the lock, my dad pulled the truck through and then we started the grueling process 
of packing all of our items onto the fourwheeler before heading up the recently cut trail. Halfway up 
the mountain, it was my time to get off and head to the enormous oak tree where I sit every year. 
After quietly maneuvering through the dark woods of the Blackwater mountain, with only a dim 
lit flashlight to light my twisting path, I sat down underneath my tree and waited for day to break.

Calm, peaceful, and untroubled I sat as the sun began to peak above the horizon, the world 
slowly coming to life before me. Squirrels scurried past and spiraled up the various twisting trees 
and decomposing logs. The dried leaves crunched beneath their tiny bodies, disturbing the serene 
silence of the morning. My eyes scanned the area, then suddenly detected the slight flicker of a tail 
in the bushes to my right. Before I had a chance to think, out stepped a deer with antlers unlike 
any I had ever seen before. There was something so beautiful about sitting in the early morning 
sunlight, watching the wild beast through my scope as he walked along, seemingly without a care 
in the world. Knowing that before me was the largest deer I will ever see in my life, I couldn’t 
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bring myself to pull the trigger. All sense of time seemed to be lost. With horns like a trophy 
growing from his head, he slipped beneath the horizon and disappeared from my sight forever.

My compassion and understanding, along with my ability to seize the moments I am given, is 
something that I will always bring to the table in any situation that I am faced with. Experiences 
such as these have taught me to pause and reflect on the beautiful and simple aspects of everyday 
life. I work extremely hard for the things that I am passionate about, putting in as much effort 
as I possibly can muster. I aspire to put forth these same qualities toward my college experience. 
Unlike the deer, I am not prepared to let my educational opportunities slip beyond the horizon.

kaYLa Moore, Grade 12

Great-Grandparents

In 1925, my great grandparents, Maude Allen and Harrison Morris, tied the knot and got 
married when they were only eighteen years old. For years after they were married, they tried 
and tried to have children. Maude had three miscarriages in two years. She was told that she 
would never be able to have kids by many doctors she visited. The young couple was devastated 
by this crushing news. All they wanted was a life full of happiness spent with each other and 
to have children of their own. Right after the third miscarriage, they had given up hope of ever 
having children. One day, in 1927, she found out that she was pregnant for the fourth time. 
After being let down over and over, they decided to not get their hopes up. Months continued 
to go by and she was still pregnant. She carried this baby for 9 months when she finally deliv-
ered her beautiful and healthy baby girl, Mozelle. Maude and Harrison were in shock that she 
was finally able to carry a child like they had always hoped. But they did not expect anything 
else; they both thought that Mozelle was a miracle child from God and that she was the only 
child Maude would have. God had other plans. During their marriage, Maude and Harrison 
had 12 children all together. Sadly, only 11 of these children made it to adulthood.They had 
Mozelle, Gaynelle, Bill, Blaine, Juanita (died at the age of 4), Joyce, Betty and Johny (set of 
twins), Libby, Stanley, Melba and Dale (my grandfather). Juanita was the child that passed 
away from a disease that used to be very common, Diphtheria. This is a serious infection in the 
nose and throat that is now cured in children by vaccination. This disease used to be extremely 
common and was treated by antibiotics but usually ended being fatal. Nita was only four when 
she was diagnosed with Diphtheria. Her parents gave her medicine very thoroughly to try and 
cure her. Her father had a very hard time with his daughter’s illness. One afternoon he was 
holding Nita and giving her her medicine for the day when he could feel his baby girl’s body 
finally give up. At the age of four, his little girl died in his arms. Harrison was never the same 
after that day. Losing Juanita was hard on everyone that knew her. But Harrison and Maude 
had seven more healthy children, and even though they never forgot about their loving sister/
daughter, they still all lived very happy lives full of laughter and happiness. And from this, 
I now have many great aunts and uncles that I am so thankful for.

aMBer MorrIS, Grade 12
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Scoliosis

Hearing the words,“It’s worse than we thought. You need to have surgery as soon as you 
possibly can!” is never something you or your parents want to hear. When you are told, “With a 
procedure like this, you will more than likely need a blood transfusion and there is a possibility 
you will wake up blind and possibly paralyzed,” you automatically assume the worst. This was 
the news my parents and I received just a few years ago. In 2015 I  found out I had scoliosis 
which is actually a pretty common musculoskeletal disorder in which there is a sideways curva-
ture of the spine, or backbone. I knew lots of people who had scoliosis so my parents and I never 
thought anything of it. No big deal, right? We were wrong. Finding out that I had scoliosis was 
one of the most crucial pieces of news I have ever received and has really changed my life.

My parents had never checked me for scoliosis when I was younger because they had always 
just assumed that I was getting checked every year when I had my yearly physical for cheerlead-
ing. We never knew that I was going to be the one to find the scoliosis just by looking in the 
mirror and seeing that something was not right because I was leaning to one side. I went to many 
different doctors before choosing to go to the Shriners Hospital for Children. I ended up having 
the surgery on December 2, 2015 when my spine was at a 55 degree curve. I was in the hospital 
for 5 days in excruciating pain. Even though I thought I was doing horribly, I was actually doing 
so well that I broke some records at the hospital for the shortest surgery time and least amount 
of blood loss during a back surgery. I still couldn’t do anything on my own: walk, roll over, use 
the bathroom, shower. My mom had to help me with simple, everyday tasks. This surgery taught 
me a lot about how grateful I really am and how I take simple things like being able to walk by 
myself for granted every day.

After surgery, I went into a state of depression. I was trapped inside my house all day, every 
day for weeks. I never got to see anyone and just became really down. Once I realized that I was 
becoming depressed, I wanted everything to go back to normal. I was determined not to let my 
back stop me from doing things I wanted to do, even if they weren’t the best thing for my back. 
At the end of December, three weeks after surgery, I was tired of sitting in the house while my 
sisters went and did things. So, without permission, I went sledding with my sisters. Now I’ll 
admit, it didn’t feel pleasant on my back but I was fine. And by just doing that one little enjoy-
able thing, I stopped being so down because I realized that I was going to get better and things 
were going to be normal again. Ever since that day, I haven’t let my back stop me from doing the 
thing I want to do. I’ve continued with cheerleading and have done everything just like everyone 
else. My back surgery has taught me a lot. I’ve learned to not take the little things we do every 
day for granted and to not let anything hold me back in life. This surgery has made me a more 
determined person. If I want something, I’m going to work hard to achieve that goal. And a 
goal I have is to do well in college and make something of myself. That’s why I think I am an 
awesome candidate for college. I am determined and will not let anything get in my way of what 
I want.. not even back surgery.

aMBer MorrIS, Grade 12
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Sweet Revenge

I have had the privilege of hearing many stories over the years from my Papa. Some stories 
have been amusing and others have been serious, but they all have one thing in common in 
that they are all fun to listen to. It’s a good thing they are because by this point I have heard 
almost every story made up, or not, one hundred times or more. The best part about all this 
is that by this point he doesn’t even remember what he has told me. I suppose being around 
someone for 17 years will do that to a person. The story I am going to share with you today 
is an amusing tale of mischief and what I would like to interpret as brotherly love. Even now 
Papa has a mischievous streak and definitely still enjoys joking around and so on. Too bad in 
this story that mischievous streak almost got him into some serious trouble. So, enough with 
the introduction, let’s get on with the story... .

Papa doesn’t remember how old he was but one day his mother was doing laundry. She was 
washing sheets and bed clothes among other things. His mom had already gotten one load 
washed and was hanging stuff out on the front porch. While she was doing that, Papa thought 
he would try to help, and he started trying to run a quilt through the ringer. (In hindsight he 
realizes that this was a bad idea.) When he did that it, unfortunately, got stuck on one ringer 
and kept rolling up until the ringer finally came apart. About the time all this was happening, 
Papa’s older brother came in just about the time it popped apart. They both started trying to 
fix the broken ringer with no success. Soon after when their mother came in and saw the mess 
they had made, she went ballistic. At the time his mother was bleaching sheets in a pot on 
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the stove. She grabbed the long handle spoon she was using to stir the pot and went after his 

older brother with it. While his mother was distracted, Papa quickly exited out the back door.

At the end of this very amusing story, Papa stated that it was “sweet revenge for all his 

brother had done to him.” As I have learned over the years, Papa wasn’t the only brother who 

was a prankster or who had a mischievous streak. I don’t think Papa’s brother has ever found 

out what really happened on that day.

kaTIe PrIdeMore, Grade 12

Soccer

As the other team moves closer and closer, the anticipation starts to build. Are they going to 

do short passes? Are they going to send it over the defenders? Whatever happens the defenders 

have to be prepared. The defense keeps line as the other team’s offenders make their way down 

the field. Then all of a sudden one of the girls from the other team boots the ball over our heads 

and we all take off. A girl from the other team was already down the field getting ready to shoot 

at our goalie. I’ll never know how she was not offsides, because the defense was still close to the 

half line by the time she got down the field. In that moment I knew that I needed to to protect 

my goalie and stop the other girl from scoring. I  have always been considered fast and have 

always been one of the fastest people on the team, but that day I didn’t just run, I flew. With 

a surprising burst of speed, I made it down there right as the other team’s player got ready to 

shoot. When she pulled her leg back, I took the ball. In that moment every fan in the stands was 

on their feet. They thought it was over and the goalie was the only hope to stop the girl. Friends 

and family later described how they didn’t even see me coming and the look of shock of the girl’s 

face when the ball was no longer in front of her. She thought she had it, that nothing could stop 

her, but she was wrong. It was an amazing feeling to have people shouting my name and have 

fans from both teams amazed at a play I just made. I will always remember that moment in time.

Soccer has been my passion for years, and I have many stories I could have told; however, this 

story is the one that stands out to me. When this story took place, I had just finished my freshman 

year of high school and was still learning how high school sports work. During regular season 

I was a starter and scored several goals until coach moved me to defense. The story I just shared 

with you is how I solidified myself as a dependable and recognizable defender for my team.

I have had the opportunity to play soccer since I was four and to play for Lee High School 

for four years. Also, I have been invited to play in the FCA All Star game three times and am 

hoping to earn a spot in the game for a fourth time. During my freshman year, I earned hon-

orable mention, sophomore year I earned my captain’s band and second team all conference 

honors, and during my junior year, I became a returning captain, second team all conference 

honors and earned the very first MVP award the team had ever awarded. I  wouldn’t have 

been able to earn any of these awards and honors without my friends, family, coaches and 
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teammates. Through soccer I  have been able to accomplish numerous things, and I  aim to 
accomplish many more goals during my senior year.

My team has become my family ,and they have taught me many things such as persever-
ance, sportsmanship, leadership skills, and many more important lessons. I have also learned 
how to be a well-rounded student and to juggle school and sports in the most effective way 
possible. Good grades have always been a priority for me,and I know without them I wouldn’t 
be able to play the sport I love. I hope to carry these lessons with me the rest of my life and 
incorporate them in all of my future endeavors. Soccer is a way of life for me. The soccer field 
is my home away from home.

kaTIe PrIdeMore, Grade 12

Martin Henderson Reasor

When talking to any Reasor about their family, the name Hen Reasor will almost always 
come up. Martin Henderson Reasor, or Hen for short, was my great grandfather and one of 
the most interesting men I have ever met in my life. He was born on Christmas morning in 
the year 1910, in Olinger, VA. He would grow up and live the rest of his life there. Throughout 
his entire life, he worked many jobs but his first job was as a miner. He got a job at the age of 
18 and worked in a mine in Kentucky until 1936 when he quit. However, the reason for him 
doing so was because of a woman. That woman was a young girl by the name of Orelee Boggs 
whom he met 2 years earlier. They were married in 1934 and in 1936 their first child was born, 
his name was James. They decided to move back to the place of Hen’s birth to raise their family. 
Back in Olinger, they settled down on his family farm in a small log cabin where they raised 
tobacco and beef cattle. Two years after moving back to Olinger, my grandfather, Franklin 
Reasor, was born on December 31, 1938, 15 minutes before New Year’s Day. As the years went 
by they would have a total of 14 children: 8 boys and 6 girls. He would lose 3 of his children at 
young ages, one of which was to a fire. Later in 1942, he would build a large farm house for his 
large family. Life was peaceful for the following years in their small area of Southwest Virginia.
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In 1945, WWII was raging and Hen was called to serve. All seemed very bleak for his 
family, but a day before he was to be deployed to the Pacific, the war officially ended and he 
returned home a month later. Although he didn’t get to go to war, my grandfather wanted me 
to include that he had many relatives that did such as my Great Uncle James in the Korean war, 
my grandfather in Germany during the Cold War, one of Hen’s close friends and brother-in- 
law, John Cobbs, who was a three star general, and both my father and uncle. Upon arriving 
home, Hen decided to turn his beloved farm into a dairy farm. No one knows where he got 
such a harebrained idea, but he made it work. In 1945 he built a large dairy barn and bought a 
lot of Holstein cattle and started milking. After a few years, their small operation grew and be-
came very large and extremely lucrative. He sold to two dairy plants: Chapel Dairy in Jonesville 
and Pet Dairy in Big Stone. The Reasor Family Dairy would stay in business for 60 years and 
would close in 2005. He would use his profits from the farm to buy 5 more farms to grow his 
farming operation, one of those farms being the one I live on today. After establishing his dairy 
farm, he later became the Fire Marshall of Olinger and actually fought a few fires; he kept the 
position for 70 years.

Through all of Hen’s success, he would always say that he owes all of it to God. He was a 
devout Christian his whole life. He was also a deacon at Olinger Baptist Church and made sure 
his children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren went to church. My father said that if he 
went to church and didn’t have a button up shirt with a collar and a hat, that my great grand-
father would “switch” him after church. Unfortunately, he passed that down to my grandfather 
who did the same to me.

My father told me one of the most memorable moments with his grandfather was when 
he would save him and his cousins from the dairy bull. Their Holstein bull was extremely 
large and would tower over the tallest of men and he had what my dad called a “bad atti-
tude.” He said that he and his cousins would have to cross the field the bull was in to go 
feed the dairy cattle, and on the way back, they had to be quick because the bull would 
chase them. Well, one day they couldn’t make it back and he and three of his cousins were 
run up a tree by the grouchy bovine. They pleaded for help and my great grandfather came 
to the rescue. What’s really funny about the story is that Hen was only 5’4, and he walked 
up to a raging mad 6’5 bull, grabbed it by the nose, and walked it like a dog. My dad said 
that growing up around Hen he quickly realized that he was fearless. A trait he says he 
“unfortunately sees in me.” I don’t have many memories of my great grandfather and most 
of the things I know about him I’ve learned through many stories. The earliest memory 
I have of him and frankly have in general was when I was 2 or 3, and he would rock me on 
his knee and ride me around on his Belgium horses. My family tells me that we were in-
separable, and when we were together, we were basically the same person running around 
causing trouble around the farm. He died at the age of 95 on March 20, 2005 when I was 
5 years old. The last memory I have of him is seeing him in his casket. Although I have 
very few memories of my great grandfather, I know that he was an extraordinary man who 



598 PoNderING oUr PaThS To The FUTUre

loved his family and God, was a hard worker, wasn’t afraid of anything, and knew how 
to live a good life. One day when I look back on life, I would like to be able to say I lived 
the same way.

JoNaS reaSor, Grade 12

College Admission Essay

The morning was cool and dreary as I sat at the threshold of my beloved farmhouse. I slug-
gishly slipped my aching feet into my earthen covered cowboy boots as my father tried to hurry 
me along. As I tiredly walked towards my young horse, the only thing crossing my mind was 
going back to bed. I loaded my saddle with my lasso and gloves and fastened it to his sturdy 
back. The vibrant gelding grew more and more excited every minute as we prepared to wrangle 
the escaped cattle. I looked off into the distance at the rolling mountains that hugged the valley. 
A blanket of fog engulfed them as the moon hovered overhead and the sun creeped over the 
horizon. My father and I mounted our anxious steeds and rode towards the immense herd of 
rogue steers. As my mind finally concentrated on the task at hand, I knew it was going to be 
a long day.

As we rode through the endless fields of oats, covered by the rain of a thunderstorm from 
the night before, we could hear the bellows of the petrified cattle. We gained speed to prevent 
the large herd from going any further away from home. The breathe of our horses roared as 
we gained more and more ground on the hundreds of frantically moving hooves. As we finally 
approached the startled animals, you could see the fear in their eyes. My father quickly went 
to the left flank to prevent the herd from splitting. But the terror-stricken beasts proved too 
much for one person. I  immediately dug my spurs into my horse’s side and quickly went to 
my father’s aid. After what seemed like an eternity, we had finally gotten the reluctant steers 
under control. As we began our journey home, and my father felt comfortable enough to herd 
the cattle himself, he instructed me to find the patch of fence the rambunctious steers had 
escaped from.

I rode ahead of the slowly moving herd. The sun was now fully over the horizon, blistering 
the dark soil my horse walked upon. As I gradually made my way back home, I rested at my 
grandparents’ small farm house. There my grandmother had a breakfast prepared of home-
made oatmeal, biscuits and gravy, and sausage from the bore I raised the year before. While 
enjoying my meal, my withered grandfather told me stories of wrangling steers in his hay day. 
After finishing my meal and helping my grandmother with the dishes, I went back to work. 
I rode for hours looking for the patch of broken fence, but finally I found a large oak tree that 
had been struck by lightning. The old tree lay on the fence and had made a perfect escape point 
for the cattle. I dismounted from my horse, and after about an hour or two, I had removed the 
tree and successfully repaired the fence. At this point, my father had finally gotten all of the 
steers back behind the fence. After we had gotten all of the work done for the day, we made 
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our way back to our house where we ate dinner prepared by my mother, and after I went back 
to the bed, I sorely wanted to lay in all day.

After reading this, you may ask yourself what a small town boy could offer a prestigious 
college. I have been raised to be a hard worker and to never give up. I am prepared to bring my 
work ethic and determination to college and apply it to all aspects of college life.

JoNaS reaSor, Grade 12

My Dad’s Family

My great grandfather, my dad’s grandfather, was a great man and did many things in his 
life. He was in the war for many years and spent two years overseas in World War ll. He spent 
those two years fighting in Europe so that his family could have the life they do today. After the 
war, he went to work in the coal mines so he could support a family. He lived in coal camps and 
worked in the mines for over five years. After he left the mines, he began a heavy equipment 
and wrecker service. He was dedicated to the business that he started and worked there for 
over sixty years until he passed away. While working at the wrecker service, he built a church 
and was the deacon of the church for many years until he was unable.

He was the father of eight children: Margaret, Joanne, Cotton, Francis, Clyde Jr., Howard, 
Robert, and Rex. At the age of sixteen, his youngest son, Rex, drowned in a lake in Norton, 
Virginia. My grandmother, Margaret, was a stay at home mother with three children. She 
worked in the mountains with my grandfather gathering moss to sell in Pennington Gap, 
Virginia. She has always been a gardener and cans everything that she grows. She made quilts, 
quilt tops, and crocheted blankets. She still does this at the age of sixty-eight. She taught me at 
a young age to sew, crochet, garden, and can foods and it is something I will hold onto forever.
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My grandmother had three children: Brian, Michael, and Nathan. Brian, my father, grew 
up in Duffield, Virginia, only twenty minutes away from where I have grown up. He went to 
Rye Cove High School and played many sports. He played football, basketball, track, and men’s 
volleyball. He went to Marshall University on a scholarship to play football. He came back after 
and finished his degree at Mountain Empire Community College. He began working at Eastman 
Chemical Company in Kingsport, Tennessee in 1995 and worked as a mechanic. After he began 
working at Eastman, he married my mother. They got married in 1996 in the trailer that I grew 
up in. They then had my older brother, Payton, who is a first generation four year university grad-
uate and plans to go on and become a Virginia park ranger. Lastly, they had me. I am a student 
at Lee High and plan to go to Dental School and pursue my dream of being a cosmetic dentist.

BaYLee roBINeTTe, Grade 12

Some students have a background, identity, interest, or talent that is so  
meaningful they believe their application would be incomplete without it.

Does the thought of not getting to do what you want in life upset you in any way? I know 
that feeling all too well. Most high school seniors know what they are going to do in the future, 
but for me, that is not the case. When I became a teenager, I discovered my artistic abilities, 
and I have always wanted to pursue a career that lets me express the abilities that less than two 
percent of the population possesses. However, that is not what my family encourages.

When I first realized that I could draw, I drew a picture of Mary and Joseph for my grandmother 
as a Christmas present. She was so overwhelmed and told me that I should pursue a career in the 
artistic field. My mother did not agree with her. She said, “There are no jobs for you in that line 
of work, and even if there were, you would not be successful in them,” but I disagree. Since then, 
I have taken multiple art classes to learn new techniques as well as practiced on my own. I have also 
incorporated carving things such as chalk into my artistic style. I have started learning skills painting 
as well using water colors, oil paint, and acrylic paint. I have worked hard for years to be able to do 
the things I can do today, and I will keep working hard to improve my skills even more.

Since my mother disagreed with my grandmother on the fact that I should go into the artis-
tic field, I have worked tremendously to improve upon my skills as an artist. I have developed 
my own style, became independent in how to draw, and found techniques that best suit my 
style and bring out my abilities in the best way.

Drawing, carving, and painting are some things that I love to do because I get to work with 
my hands. With that being said, I have always wanted to become a cosmetologist and makeup 
artist because I feel that those are two jobs that I believe I would excel at, would let me work 
with my hands on a daily basis, let me display my work to the public, and express my natural 
abilities. What I am looking forward to this school year is trying to find a career in which I can 
exhibit my artistic abilities and step away from my mother in a way that helps me find my 
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passion. My biggest hope is that I can choose a career that I am happy with and one in which 
I can be successful. I know that I could bring that work ethic, dedication, and determination 
with me to any college that I went to no matter the size, major, or field that I go into. I know 
that I will have a good work ethic for life because of my abilities and love for art.

BaYLee roBINeTTe, Grade 12

GRANDPA LON

Above you see a picture of my grandpa Lon holding a one year old me. If you ever met my 
grandpa Lon, you may believe him to be hard to get along with at best. However, he has had 
one of the most interesting lives. My great grandfather came from one of the poorest families 
in Lee County. He had fifteen brothers and sisters including a twin. His father was a land 
assessor and helped lay the roads in Lee County. He entered the air force with his brother 
Jack during the Korean War. When he came back, he married my great grandmother Milly 
Sicsm. They are both now in a nursing home together although he does not have to be; he 
chose to move with her when she became too sick for him to care for her at their house. She 
traveled with him while he was in the Air Force. They were stationed twenty-three times be-
fore he was discharged in the mid sixties and they had four children in four different states. 
They returned to Kingsport and he got his master’s in teaching at ETSU. In the last sixties, 
he helped develop the original headstart for Virginia. That basically means that all teacher 
protocol and lesson plans for headstart were contributed to by him. This manual was still 
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in use until the mid eighties and much of the new manual is from the one he developed. In 
the early eighties, during the Cold War, he snuck Bibles into Russia by traveling to secret 
churches in the former Soviet Union with Church of Christ missionaries. I’ve only heard 
him tell that story once but he described it as his wake up call in life. He said nothing had 
ever scared him more in his life. He served as an elder in the church until two years ago 
when he became unable to continue. In the late nineties, he traveled to South Africa on a 
safari. He has always placed an emphasis on education, family, and God in his life. All of his 
daughters went to college to become teachers and his only son followed in his footsteps and 
served in the Air Force. He has nine grandchildren and seventeen great grandchildren who 
all visit him regularly.

Sherree ShULer, Grade 12

Band

I’ve always found it ironic how the thing I love the most is also the thing I complain about 
the most. I complained when waking up at an ungodly hour to head to the school for practice, 
while walking up to the practice field, when the director scheduled after school practices be-
cause we just couldn’t get the visuals down, or when riding a bus packed full of tired and hot 
students. Although I was mostly enduring an activity for my mother’s sake my freshman year, 
marching band grew on me like no other entity ever has. And now at my last year as a marching 
General, I am finding it difficult to move on. Though I am excited and prepared to continue my 
journey in music throughout college and later life (and the thought of becoming a Marching 
Royal Duke has me euphoric), I am still tentative to leave behind the people who have helped 
me grow into the person I am today.

A lot of my friends not in band can’t understand why I’m rarely available to go out. They 
won’t understand why I might have to play through scales for three hours or work on the same 
five measures until my hands want to desert me or why I can’t skip practice for just one day. 
They haven’t experienced the high that comes after a performance or the pride in knowing how 
hard you worked to make everything your best.

When I came into high school, I was scared. I didn’t know anybody and I was sure the next 
four years would be the loneliest of my life. However, becoming a marching General gave me 
a place in the school. It meant people would smile at me in the hallway when I passed, I had 
people to sit with in class and in lunch, and I had upperclassmen to give me advice on surviving 
high school. It also required work. Marching band took up a great deal of the time I needed 
for studying and homework and it meant I had to learn how to manage my time responsibly. 
The necessity of balancing my studies and music developed a great work ethic in my life. I had 
to practice effectively and study productively or I was wasting my own time that could have 
been spent more wisely.
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Coming into high school I wasn’t just scared of being alone, I was also scared of people. 
I couldn’t stand in front of a crowd of ten without stuttering. My band directors put me in 
roles of leadership and pushed me out of my comfort zone every opportunity they got. And 
when I expressed a desire to be drum major my sophomore year, they patiently worked with 
me until I was confident enough to achieve that goal my junior and senior year. Now I am able 
to stand in front of crowds without hesitation. Because of band, my public speaking ability has 
exponentially improved and it makes me a better leader and person.

I am grateful for how music and band have molded me as a person. It has led me to be 
more confident, hardworking, adaptive, and prepared. It has also made me more open to com-
promise and improved my ability to be a team player. I am ready to take the next step in my 
life of music and let it lead to even higher places in college. I am eager to make a whole new 
group of people my family, challenge myself in new ways, and broaden my scope throughout 
my college career.

Sherree ShULer, Grade 12

Grandmother and Grandfather

The year is 1960; it was a quiet and rainy night in the town of Pennington Gap when my 
grandmother’s windshield wipers on her car decided to stop working. After a few minutes of 
relentlessly trying to get them to work, she eventually pulled over into a gas station, or a filling 
station as they used to call it. As she pulled in and got parked, a man named Willard Carter, my 
grandfather, came out and easily fixed the wipers on her car. Shortly after helping her she went 
on her way without a second thought; little did she know that she was in for a big surprise.

Shortly after they met at his workplace, my grandfather asked around town desperately 
trying to find out who she was and anything he could about her. After he found out all he 
could about her, he had planned on doing a surprise visit to her house, not knowing that she 
was already in a relationship with someone else. Then one sunny afternoon there was a knock 
at her front door, and as she opened it, sure enough, there was my grandfather standing there 
with a smile on his face.

She quickly explained that her boyfriend was over and he needed to leave as soon as possi-
ble before he saw him, so he left and she never heard from him anymore. Eventually my grand-
mother and the boy she had been seeing broke up; not long after, she and Willard fell in love. 
They went out quite often to drive-in movies and their favorite food drive-in, Mutt and Jeff ’s, 
where his mother worked. They would often pick her up after her shift ended along with his 
sister and head on back to his house. After a year and a half of dating, my grandfather proposed 
and they got married in 1963. They lived in the house that my grandmother’s father built in 
1949, which she still currently resides in to this day. My grandfather got a job with Bellamy 
Motors in Pennington and my grandmother worked at a department store in Jonesville along 
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with a couple of restaurants after that. They continued the Carter family tradition of tobacco 
farming along with starting their own garden and raising hogs for slaughter.

In 1966 my grandmother gave birth to their first child, a boy named Larry. Six years later 
they welcomed a baby girl named Cindy, and soon welcomed another girl six more years down 
the road, who so happens to be my mother, Kristi.

Unfortunately in 2012, my grandfather was diagnosed with colon cancer and spent many 
months in and out of nursing homes and hospitals. It was a long and difficult road with so 
many ‘what ifs’ and uncertainty, but thankfully he beat it and is now in remission. My grand-
mother and grandfather have been married 55 years as of July and have 5 grandchildren, the 
oldest being my cousin Alyisa, then Kenisha, me, Fallyn, and finally Emberly.

kaITLIN SkIdMore, Grade 12

DECA

Freshman year, that was all that I had been looking forward to for countless weeks as sum-
mer came to a close. I can still remember walking into my first period that I had been skeptical 
about taking which so happened to be Principles of Business. My mother told me it would be 
in my best interest to take the course so I could learn how to deal with such things as writing a 
check, depositing money into a bank, balancing a checkbook, and so much more that I would 
need for life outside of a classroom. I thought for sure that I would end up disliking the class 
altogether, but to my surprise, I actually wound up adoring the class. I was so thankful I had 
not dropped the class before I gave it a chance like I had originally planned on doing.

Soon after I had been in the class for a few days my teacher, Mr. Cridlin, mentioned some-
thing I was not too familiar with, DECA. He mentioned to us that it was a type of club for 
marketing where students could compete and go to state then eventually go to nationals, which 
were always held in a different location each year. Immediately my interest peaked; I knew that 
I wanted to be in some type of club. I figured why not give it a chance and see if I like it or not. 
After I paid my DECA dues and learned more about it, the time to sign up for the district 
competition rolled around.

The Cridlin brothers, along with a lot of the new friends I made, tried for days to get me 
to compete. It was a nerve wracking thought to me, completely outside of my comfort zone. 
I normally dislike being put on the spot in front of people and get flustered during any form 
of public speaking, so naturally I refused each time upon being asked. Finally, after countless 
days of asking, I agreed just to make them stop. I asked for the category that would require 
minimal public speaking, I ended up signing up for the Job Interview category. I tried to pre-
pare myself mentally and physically for competition day and even had my mom help me since 
she interviews people on a daily basis at her job. Competition day was finally here and I was 
excited, believe it or not, butterflies started to settle in as our bus rolled into the parking lot of 
Mountain Empire Community College. As I got settled into the conference hall, everyone was 
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soon split up by their category name. I had roughly 8 people in mine and instantly thought 
there was not a chance I would place. After I had finished my interview, I traveled down to the 
Red Fox Grill with a group of friends until the judging period was over. By the time we finished 
our meals, it was now time for the awards ceremony; my heart sank and my nerves peaked. 
It felt like an eternity before they got to my category; then, finally, it was called out. I just sat 
there not really paying attention because I figured I lost, but then I heard, “Finally, for third 
place winner, Kaitlyn Skidmore!” I was dumbfounded.

I was astonished that I had even placed because of how nervous I was when it was my turn 
to compete. After I  got off the stage with my medal, I  immediately texted my mother and 
boyfriend, who knew I was doubting me the entire time. They were so happy for me. I know 
to many people that third place does not seem like that big of a deal, but it was to me since 
it was my first time doing anything like this. DECA has prepared me quite a bit for college, 
like helping me be more comfortable with public speaking, being more responsible, and also 
learning more about financial aspects of life.

kaITLIN SkIdMore, Grade 12

Great Grandfather

Perry Fields is my great grandfather, but I always called him Papaw. I never got to meet 
my mom and dad’s parents besides my mother’s mom, so Papaw was the only one I really 
ever had a connection with. Perry was born in a hard working family that had to work for 
everything. He lived in a very small farmhouse with other brothers and sisters. When my 
papaw reached the sixth grade, he had to leave school so he could help his parents on the 
farm. He could not read or write, but he was very good at math when it came to figuring 
out how much tobacco to sell for a certain price. For the time he was in school, he did not 
have clothes to wear to school. Perry and his sisters had to share dresses because they could 
not afford extra clothes for the other siblings. While working on the farm, he would start 
as soon as the sun came up and didn’t stop until after dark. Even though he couldn’t get an 
education, he worked as hard as he could to put his kids through college. My great uncles 
all have advanced degrees due to the help of their father’s work ethic. My great uncle Gene 
Fields has a Masters in education and taught for over thirty years in Massachusetts. Now 
he is retired and has a home down in Horse Hollow. My other great uncle Ron Fields was 
a very well known athlete at Jonesville High School. He was a great football player and was 
offered scholarships, but he had other plans for the future. After high school, Ron attended 
Clinch Valley for his undergraduate work and then he went to Medical College of Virginia 
to pursue a career as a pharmacist. He has been a pharmacist for over forty years and is 
still working to this day. My papaw was a very hard working man who worked to put food 
on the table, put a roof over his family’s head, and later to put his children through college. 
He never did anything for himself, always for others and that has passed down throughout 
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the generations. I am very proud to have known my grandfather for the time I had with 
him. He was very old when I met him and he could barely hear when I told him my name. 
Every time he saw me, he would always call me John or preacher because I always saw him 
on Sundays after church and I would always have my little suit on. I may not have a lot of 
memories about him, but for the time I was with him, I knew he was a great person that 
I would have loved to have had more time with.

ShaWN SMITh, Grade 12

Adversity

Dealing with adversity is a very difficult hurdle to overcome. With my athletic background, 
you could say that I have had my fair share of facing adversity. At a very young age, I have 
always been intrigued by being active or any chance I could get to just break a sweat, including 
hauling wood in a wheelbarrow, farm work, or anything that is just hard and grueling.

Early into my teens, I became more educated about the different kind of athletics. The main 
sport every young man wants to play is football. The sport is dirty, mean, and exactly what 
I was looking for. I ran straight home and asked my parents if I could try out. My mother, of 
course, was hesitant about the decision, but I finally got her to agree.

The next day was the very first practice of the season. I had no idea what I was getting my-
self into because I had never even been on a field. All I knew was that I wanted to knock some 
heads, but when that time came, I was not expecting to see stars. A boy that was on my team 
was sixteen as an eighth grader and I was only a sixth grader. He lit my world up and I told 
myself that day that I would never let that happen again. That day forward consisted of hard 
training, eating a strict diet, and being mentally strong as well.

Going into high school, I decided to follow my friends and play football as well and that led 
to joining the wrestling team and running track. That year as a freshman, I was playing three 
sports and having success in them all, except football. I still did not fully understand the game 
and I was behind in every drill. After not getting a lot of playing time that season, I decided to 
fully commit my time to just train. I got faster, stronger, and I knew the game.

The next season was there and I knew that I was as ready as I would ever be. When the 
game started, I lined up on the twenty yard line. It was my first ever high school game and all 
I had to do was run a fly route and catch the ball. The time came and I ran thirty yards, looked 
over my shoulder and caught the ball! I ran a few more yards and the opposing player jumped 
on my back. As soon as I went down, I knew something was wrong.

My parents took me straight to the emergency room and the doctors said it was only a 
minor strain, but referred us to a specialist. We went to the specialist and he had to tell me 
devastating news. I had completely torn my ACL, MCL, and Meniscus. He had said it was 
the worst knee injury that he had ever encountered. I asked him if I could ever do sports 
again and he said not a chance, but I would not accept that. I fought long and hard to get 
back to getting stronger, so after my surgery, I  began a six month long journey of pain-
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ful physical therapy, but it was all worth it because a month after my last therapy session, 
I started back playing sports.

I have overcome many obstacles that were very hard to face in my life. That is why no 
matter what life throws at me, I will go to the absolute end to achieve success. When I start 
my college career, I will use this same mentality when taking a test, staying up late studying, 
or just arriving to class on time. That is my mentality and that is what makes me the student 
I am today.

ShaWN SMITh, Grade 12

My Great Aunt Jean

I asked my great aunt Jean a few questions about what it was like when she was growing up. 
Questions like: “What all did you do for fun?” and “What was it like back then?” The answers 
she gave me were surprising; it is nothing like what our generation these days does.

She told me that since they did not have TV until she was thirteen, they played outside a 
lot. They would run around until it got dark and couldn’t see to play anymore. They would play 
a game called marbles: a game in which you shoot a larger marble out of your fingers at other 
smaller marbles and see how many you can knock out of the center of the circle.

Being the oldest child in her family, she got to watch her younger siblings all the time. She 
told me that they would all play together and clean the house with one another. They did not 
have a big house so she had to share a room with three other siblings. She said that her brother 
had to share it with them and it was always funny watching him run out the room when the 
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girls would walk in talking about “girl stuff, like boys.” Along with the house being small, it had 
no air conditioning either. They put screens in the windows and kept them open all summer 
long. The houses didn’t have electric stoves; they had to use coal stoves to cook on. There was 
no running water in the house either. She and one of her siblings had to go out and carry water 
back to the house so they could wash clothes. After they washed their clothes, they would have 
to take them outside and hang them on a clothesline. There was no indoor toilet either. They 
had to walk to an outhouse if they need to use the bathroom.

Her first two years of school she had to walk there. The school was about a mile and a half 
away from her house. She said it was no fun that we are very lucky we have buses now.

In the summer time, she worked a lot around the house. She would work in the gardens 
and keep up with all the vegetables they were growing to eat. They would pick green beans 
and berries like blackberries all day long. She would have to can food for the winter like: green 
beans, pickles, beets, and chow chow. They would build a big fire and put a big wash tub over it 
and put green beans inside of it and cook them all day long. The only places they were allowed 
to go was either to church or to school. They were not allowed to go anywhere else. She never 
went to Kingsport until she was married.

She said that things back in her day were very different from now but she loved growing up 
in that time period. She would not change a thing about how she grew up.

arIeLLe TrITT, Grade 12

The lessons we take from obstacles we encounter can be fundamental to  
later success. Recount a time when you faced a challenge, setback, or failure.  

How did it affect you, and what did you learn from the experience?

I was playing softball the last weekend of June, in Chattanooga TN, when I hurt my elbow. 
It did not rain any while we were there; the sun was shining and it was warm, the perfect 
weather for a great weekend of playing. I had no fear of getting hurt that day. We were playing 
in our last game of the day. I was catching and a girl running from third base to home slid 
into my arm and I fell to the ground. Everyone got quiet, and I could feel the blood stream-
ing down my arm. My coaches and father ran out onto the field to help me into the dugout. 
I knew my arm was hurt but I didn’t realize exactly how hurt my arm really was. The bottom 
of her cleats had made a huge cut all the way up my arm and it immediately started to swell 
and bruise. The trainer at the park came and examined it for me and told me I should proba-
bly go let an orthopedic check it out. Since I could not finish the game, Dad and I packed up 
my equipment and drove the five hours home so I could go see a doctor.

The orthopedic doctor ordered an MRI for me and it took about thirty minutes to com-
plete. He read the results back and told me that I would not be able to play for a few weeks 
because I did a “good number” on my arm. He explained that I had torn a ligament and my 
tricep muscle in my elbow. He referred me to a physical therapist close to home; I have been 
seeing her for three weeks now.
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These few weeks have been very stressful as I am missing out on opportunities that 
I would love to do. For example, my travel softball team got to play at Disney World in 
one of the biggest tournaments in the country and I could not attend. Another example 
is that my volleyball team got to go to camps all summer in different states, another thing 
I could not do because of my elbow. Getting to watch both of my teams accomplish so 
much in what they have done so far has made me realize just how much I miss it.

This injury pushes me harder to do well in therapy and to get better. It is not easy 
sitting and watching all the girls out there together having fun. It probably seems selfish 
but I am really jealous of them getting to play and I am not. One thing I have learned 
so far from this experience is to not take playing the games you love for granted. I  love 
playing softball and volleyball; it has become one of the most important parts of my life. 
I have realized right now that I do not know what I would do if I was not able to play 
one of these sports.

My goal right now is to do my best in therapy and strive to get better so I  can 
continue to do the things I love. This has been a long road so far and I will contin-
ue to work hard. This injury will not bring down my spirits; I will be able to play 
again in a few weeks. I ’ ll be better than ever after I finish therapy and get stronger 
in my arm.

The same determination I have right now, I feel, will help me in college. I feel that if 
I  keep this will to do something, college will be an easier time. College requires much 
dedication and I have the dedication to do things that are hard.

arIeLLe TrITT, Grade 12
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Family

My great-great aunt Litha and great-great uncle Cecil lived on Lovelady Gap. They were my 
grandfather’s aunt and uncle. Uncle Cecil married my grandparents, William and Sue Willis, 
on May 28th, 1963. Back then, life was simple with a few complications and hardships here 
and there. There was not any modern technology around to interfere with their lives and they 
had to socialize with their friends a different way. Aunt Litha would write letters and every 
now and then she would call her friends and family on the rotary phone.

Aunt Litha made a lot of her necessities. She made her own brooms and dresses, and they 
had real feather beds. She also hand stitched many quilts and made her own patterns. Aunt 
Litha practiced “black magic” or, as they liked to call it, “old country healing.” She could get rid 
of warts on just about anybody, and she used a certain Bible verse to stop bleeding. This Bible 
verse was kept secret and only a few people knew which verse it was.

Aunt Litha and Uncle Cecil had an apple orchard on their property and aunt Litha would 
make awesome apple butter, according to my dad. Aunt Litha canned a lot of food for the 
winter months, as most people did and still do. She canned green beans, corn, tomatoes, and 
anything anyone else could think of. She also made molasses, which is a viscous product re-
sulting from refining sugarcane or sugar beets into sugar. Aunt Litha and Uncle Cecil raised 
tobacco and used their horses to help plow the fields and carry materials around on the farm. 
Aunt Litha also loved working in the garden and cooking for her family. She would cook 
things that they grew in their garden and get their meat from slaughtering pigs and cows. 
Aunt Litha cooked all of her meals on an open fire using a potbelly stove. She would keep the 
fire going all day long, and on Fridays she would keep the fire going overnight. She did this 
so she would not have to wake up extra early to start a new fire when the men came over for 
early breakfast before a long hard day at work on Saturdays. Aunt Litha usually cooked three 
meals a day: breakfast, lunch for Uncle Cecil, and a huge dinner. My dad, his siblings, and my 
grandparents would occasionally go over and have dinner with Aunt Litha and Uncle Cecil. 
Uncle Cecil would have to travel into town to gather things that they could use to survive the 
winter months. They had to stock up on flour, cornmeal, sugar, salt, and a five gallon bucket 
of lard. Their main mode of transportation was a community truck that would take them into 
town about once a week.

Life wasn’t always easy for them, but they made the most out of what they had.
aLeX WILLIS, Grade 12

Challenges are Essential for Growth

Many people, when faced with a challenge, will give up on themselves or the situation at 
hand. I have learned to face a challenge with hard work, dedication, and perseverance, and to 
never give up on myself.
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Last volleyball season, we had a rough start. We started open gym in late March - early 
April and it lasted all throughout summer. Summer open gym was going really well. We had 
play days, camps, and scrimmages against bigger schools. One of the scrimmages that I  re-
member specifically was against Marion. The day before we scrimmaged them, our setter tore 
her meniscus and we had to improvise. Losing an important part of the team the day before 
any big event is not easy, whatsoever. We had to replace our old setter with a girl who had some 
experience with setting, and ran everything else the same at our scrimmage. But, we overcame 
the situation and everything ended up working out in the long run.

When regular season finally came around, we were able to practice with our new setter and 
get everything straightened out. When it was time for our first in-season game, I was extremely 
nervous. We all had to adapt to the change of losing a setter right before regular season began. 
Our first game was not a conference game, so it did not affect our record for conference play. 
We lost that game, but came back stronger than ever. We took a lot from that loss and we 
were determined to do better. From that point forward, we did not lose a single game, until 
the postseason. Our team has faced many challenges, losing a setter being the biggest, and we 
somehow seem to overcome them. I think that grit, perseverance, discipline, hard work, and 
dedication are reasons why we did so well last year in regular season. At the end of regular 
season, our record ended up being 15–2.

Postseason was a little bit different for our team. We were conference champions, but still 
had to play in the conference tournament. We got a by in the first round of the conference 
tournament. In round two of the conference tournament, we played Gate City for the first time 
since regular season, lost, and received the title of Conference Tournament Runner-Ups. Since 
we were conference champions and Gate City was the conference tournament champions, we 
were the two teams that represented conference 40 in regions. In the first round of regions, we 
played on our home court against Virginia High, won, and went on to round two. Round two 
was played at Lebanon High School, and we were up against Giles County. Our postseason 
play ended with a 3–2 loss against Giles.

Because of the way our season went, I was reminded of how much you can accomplish with 
some grit, perseverance, discipline, hard work, and dedication. Even though I was upset that we 
did not make it any further than the second round of regions, it taught me that I can do anything 
in this world that I put my mind to. In college, and even after college, I will strive to be a better me.

aLeX WILLIS, Grade 12

Grandparents

My grandpa’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 lives. My grandpa is 
71 and my grandma is 67. My grandpa loves to plant vegetables and flowers. My grandma, on 
the other hand, loves to cook. To me, I think my grandma is an amazing cook. My grandpa 



612 PoNderING oUr PaThS To The FUTUre

and grandma met each other by arranged marriage. A lot of people at that time had a lot of 
children, but my grandparents only had two children. They only had a boy and a girl, my dad 
being the oldest. My grandpa has hearing problems, so every time my grandma would talk to 
him, she would have to scream in order for him to hear what she is saying. At the apartment, 
they each have their own responsibilities. My grandma would be in charge of cooking, clean-
ing 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 in 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 would help 
my grandma cook. After every meal, they always go out to take a walk. They would 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 were four before we came to America. Both of my grand-
parents loved taking care of 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 would always ask me if everything 
was going okay and that they wanted us to visit them in the summer if we can. I have been to 
China twice since I came to America. Both times I had a wonderful time just spending time 
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with my grandparents and exploring. My favorite vacation is spending time with my grandpar-
ents because I do not get to see them very often.

MaGGIe ZhaNG, Grade 12

College Admission

When I woke up in the morning there was sunlight shining in my eyes, and I heard clat-
tering noises coming from outside my bedroom. I walked into the dining room to see that the 
table was already set with delicious food. I went into the kitchen and saw that my grandma 
was preparing a dish for lunch. I looked at the time on my phone to see that it was only seven 
o’clock and my grandma had already prepared breakfast. My grandpa was on his way to our 
old house, which is about a ten minute walk from our new apartment, to water the vegetables 
and flowers that he grew in the attic. They always wake up way before any of us every single 
morning, to them it is a routine.

Their routine when they were still young was waking up really early in the morning and 
helping their parents water the crops and get ready for school. Both of my parents were raised 
up the same way. My parents told me that every morning they would get up at three or four 
o’clock to work, right before they started walking to school. I, on the other hand, also have a 
routine. During the school year, I get up at seven in the morning to get ready for school. During 
the summer when school is out, I usually sleep in until ten or ten thirty and then get up to go 
to work at my restaurant. A lot of people would sleep in in the summer until the afternoon.

Most Chinese people work really hard at work or at school, mostly because they are required to 
by their parents. My parents require me to get all A’s and B’s; they would not allow anything below 
a B. My whole entire family is the same way, probably because we all have the same background. 
All of my aunts and uncles require their children to make good grades and then get into a good 
college. Almost everyone that I am related to is a very hard working person, who works six or seven 
days a week at their own restaurant or at someone else’s restaurant. They all work hard because 
that is their income that their whole family depends on. I am the same way. I work hard at school 
to get into a college to make my parents proud and so I can have a job in the future. I work hard 
at the restaurant so I can help my parents out so they will not be as tired by the end of the day.

Working hard is something that is in my blood because my grandparents work hard, my 
parents work hard, so I, also, have to work hard. When I first got a bike, I did not know how 
to ride it. The first time I tried to ride it, I could not keep it balanced. After a few times of 
trying and practicing, I finally learned how to ride a bike. In the process of learning to ride the 
bicycle, I have fallen off of it many times. Even though I fell off the bike, I would get back up 
and continue to try to ride it. Learning to ride the bike was very challenging, but I still managed 
to learn how to ride it. Working hard can help me learn new things.

Due to my background, I am able to have the trait of working hard to accomplish some-
thing. At my future college, I will work hard to become someone I want to be. All my hard 
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work, respect, and my ability to speak English and Chinese fluently is what I have to offer to 
my future college. My wonderful Chinese tradition helped me become who I am today.

MaGGIe ZhaNG, Grade 12

Benefits of The Origin Project

It is my pleasure and privilege to discuss the benefits of The Origin Project. My students 
have participated in The Origin Project for the last two years. I  have watched as delighted 
students are handed a book bearing their published work, and carried it home with a grin 
to awaiting families. The book is a symbol of their hard work, and illustrates that success is 
attainable even for students from struggling families.

As a teacher of students in the Appalachian region, I know from firsthand experience the fi-
nancial distress and low academic expectations that often linger in this area. I myself came from 
a rough neighborhood, and I watched as my peers made many decisions out of desperation 
and poor judgement, due to extenuating and unhealthy circumstances. Our students require 
a robust self-confidence, an array of opportunities, and unceasing encouragement in order to 
succeed; The Origin Project generously provides these opportunities through many avenues 
of community involvement. Not only do students learn to appreciate their heritage, they also 
gain crucial research skills as they investigate family and community stories. Additionally, they 
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improve personal standards by writing and revising these pieces for publication. Just last year, 
our writing scores were 95 percent, an increase from 77 percent the previous year. Several of 
these students were participants in The Origin Project, and thanks to the skills gained from 
their experiences with TOP, now have a brighter future with the title of “author” to add to 
their resumes.

It is difficult to articulate how grateful I am for The Origin Project. These opportunities 
give my students a chance to shine. With shrinking budgets, elective art courses are usual-
ly sacrificed for more lucrative programs. Last year, I  lost all of my funding for the literary 
magazine despite a first place finish in VHSL competition. We rivaled a plethora of other 
programs (both artistic and athletic) to obtain funds to publish. The Origin Project is offered 
free of charge to my students. It satisfies the wide gaps left from budget shortfalls. Most im-
portantly, it instills hope and promise to students who are often discouraged from personal/
economic difficulties. Over the last few years, timid yet talented students have grown into 
classroom leaders. For example, Brittany Fletcher, a foster child who became a featured poet 
in The Origin Project book, later served as an officer in the Creative Writing Club and won 
a writing contest offered to children who have experienced foster services. The passion for art 
gives my students a unique boldness, and now The Origin Project provided them with the 
opportunity to share that passion with others.

Adriana Trigiani and Nancy Bolmeier Fisher have given our community a great gift in The 
Origin Project, and it is my sincere hope that it continues to flourish in the years to come. As 
a witness to the benefits of this program, I can attest to its significant impact on local students. 
The Origin Project is not simply about examining the past; it ensures students a brighter fu-
ture by enhancing their lives.

CrYSTaL hUrd, INSTrUCTor

The Origin Project has been instrumental in helping me find my voice as a writer. I know 
that the time I  spent honing my writing skills and understanding my cultural roots for the 
Origin Project will aid me in my college career, and my life beyond education. I am a more 
well-rounded student because of my participation in the Origin Project.

CLaIre arMSTroNG, Grade 12

Being published in The Origin Project is really helpful for me because it reminds me where 
I’m from. My piece was a poem about my heritage and memories, which are both very close to 
me. I grew up reading and writing, so being in a book is a huge deal for me, especially consider-
ing that what I’m having published is about my family and past, which are the most important 
things in my life. I’m so glad to have this opportunity and to be able to share myself and what 
makes me myself because I wouldn’t have this chance to be published without all of the little 
pieces that have been glued, taped, and sewn together to make me.

aMBer WoLFe, Grade 12
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The Virginia Commission for the Arts

The Virginia Commission for the Arts is proud to congratulate The Origin Project as a true 
“Arts Inspiration” in Virginia. We were excited to have co-founders Adriana Trigiani and Nancy 
Bolmeier Fisher present the keynote address describing their program at the Commission’s 
50th Anniversary Awards celebration on January 31, 2018 in Richmond, Virginia. Following 
their presentations, we presented them with an award honoring  The Origin Project  as an 
exemplary “Emerging Arts Organization”.

The Commission conceived the “50 for 50 Arts Inspiration” awards as a way to honor the 
abundant and diverse cultural heritage of Virginia and to celebrate the Commission’s 50th 
anniversary. Fifty artists, arts leaders and organizations representing different arts genres from 
every corner of the state were selected as inspiring and distinctive representatives of the best 
of Virginia arts and culture over the past fifty years.

The Origin Project was selected as an award winner in the category of arts organizations 
less than ten years old for its exemplary cultural literacy program for Appalachian school chil-
dren. The Commission was inspired by the ways that co-founders Adriana Trigiani and Nancy 
Bolmeier Fisher began with a vision to cultivate cultural literacy skills and appreciation at a 
single high school in Big Stone Gap, Virginia and grew the program to include over 1200 
students from the 4th through 12th grades throughout the southwest Virginia region. Their 
program not only changes the way the children think about writing and storytelling, but also 
the way they view themselves, their families and their heritage. The stories, photos, and poet-
ry in their collected anthologies are designed to be reflective, inquisitive, and forthright, and 
therefore not always cheerful, lighthearted, or easy to express. Through patient coaching and 
a positive, innovative approach to educating, Adri and Nancy have elicited responses from the 
students in successive volumes of literary treasures that are fresh, insightful, and authentic.

The Commission believes that The Origin Project is an exemplary program that educates, 
inspires, and transforms attitudes and awareness for children and adults in Appalachia and 
beyond. As the students explore their family heritage through the written and visual arts, they 
are building a sense of cultural identity and pride and creating a legacy for years to come. We 
are proud to salute them as an “Arts Inspiration” in Virginia and wish them success as their 
program continues to grow in Appalachia and in other regions too.

MarGareT VaNderhYe
eXeCUTIVe dIreCTor
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Poetry Out Loud

A regional Virginia poet recently shared with me that it is very difficult for a poet to recite 
their own work and recite it well. I have been pondering this comment deeply as I engage with 
students and poetry through the national Poetry Out Loud program. I listen to hundreds of 
recitations each year, and all of these students are reciting classical and contemporary works by 
poets other than themselves. Hum. . … is there really something to this reflection that poets 
recite their own work poorly? Is the relationship between the poet and written word just too 
intimate to convey their inner world of thought and experience? I am not so sure that I am 
convinced.

Thursday, November  9, 2017 might just prove this preface that poets recite their own 
poems poorly. At the invitation of Nancy and Adriana, Regie Cabico (a poet and teaching art-
ist) and myself, ventured to the Barter Theatre to participate in a poetry immersion experience 
with TOP students and teachers. Everyone in attendance was challenged by Adriana to pres-
ent five random words for the audience to assemble, construct, meld, connect and deconstruct 
into a cohesive spontaneous poem. For me, the human voice is the most precious instrument 
to cultivate and on this day I observed children empowered by their voices and experience. 
Courageous children embraced the opportunity to share their poems and each communicated 
a simple story, a memory pocketed in a poem. Mountain, cornbread, glitter, truck, and phone 
... what will be your poem?

CaSeY PoLCZYNSkI, Ph.d.
arTS IN edUCaTIoN CoordINaTor
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Gratitude

We wish to express our deepest gratitude to the following individuals for donating
their time, talent and treasure in furthering the mission of
The Origin Project as we present this year’s anthology.
Every student receives a copy for his or her home library.
All school libraries and public libraries will have a copy available
for students and the public to enjoy.
We are grateful for the generous donations in honor of Ida Bonicelli Trigiani.

Laurie Eustis

Kate Schafer

Harper Collins Publishers

Grace Bradshaw

Dr. Amy Clark

Mary Trigiani

Wendy and Dario Marquez

The Marquez Family Foundation

Margaret and Shashi Gupta

The Gupta Family Family Foundation

Melissa Sharan

Carmen Baumen

Denise File

Apex CoVantage

Margaret Vanderhye

Casey Polczynski

Regie Cabico

John Rainero

Burnette Sales

Virginia Commission for the Arts

Richard Rose

Katy Brown

Megan Atkinson Hamilton

Catherine Bush

Barrett Guyton

Ryan Henderson

Camille Davis

Barter Theatre

Robin Homonoff & Kiss Carlo Now

Jonathan Romeo, The Crooked Road

Donna Lock, Powell Valley News

Dorthea Cole

Brandi McAfee

Mountain Empire Community College
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Rebecca Pepin

WCYB Television

The Slemp Foundation

The Woodward Family

Ryan and Ian Fisher

The Stephenson Family
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