Mountain
Review
winter1975

$1.50

'

ountain
Review
contents
WINTER 1975

VOL. 1

NO.2

A Report on CBS News and 17 Million
Appalachian People ................................................................. .... David Underhill 1
Feast (Fiction) ................................................................................... .Ronald Beat hard 4
Want (Fiction) ...................................................................... Martha Gallion Gehringer 5
Our World is a Book ....................................... ... .. ............... .. . Harriette Simpson Arnow 6
Letters to Mountain Review ..................... ..................... ...... ..... ......... ............. ... .. ............ 8
Dividing the Dead (A Folk Tale) ........................................................ McCreary Roberts 9
The Hatfields and McCoys Today ...................................................... Greg Carannante 10
Why is Dan Rather Scared of Broadside TV? ........................ ............ .... Jim Branscome 14
John Fox , Jr., A Re-Appraisal.. ............................................................. Donald Askins 15
Poet Breaks Ground (Book Review) ............................................................ Bob Arlett 17
Writing Workshop:
Daveena Sexton ........................... .................... ........................................ .. ....... .. .. 23
Larry Eugene Adams ....................... .......... ................................................. .. ......... 24
Wayne Gilliam ....................................................................................................... 25
Henderson Justice ................................................................................................. 25
Pauletta Hansel. .. ......... ..... .............................. ...... ... .. .............. ..... ........ ........... .... 26
Come All You Coal Miners (Music Review) .............................. ......... ........... ..... ............ 27
The Cumberland (Book Review) ...................................................... Charles S. Guthrie 27
Fossils and Geology of Eastern Kentucky ................................................ Don Chesnut 28
Appalachians: Their Values ................................................................... Willard Gilliam 31
Last Day of Creation ................ ............................. ... ................ ......... .... ... Luther York 32
Three Sudden Experiences ....................... ..... ............... ......... ... .. ... .. Marion C. Brashear 33
The Human Side of Strip Mining ............................. ... ............................... Ken Hechler 37
Calendar of Area Events ................................................................................................. 41
Poetry:
Charles A. Sweet, Jr......................................... .. ...... ... ............ ................... ...... ..... 7
Linda Glover. ........................................................................................................ 11
Victoria Vivrett Barber. ........... ............................................................................. 14
D.H. Nicholson ..................................................................................................... 16
J.A. Weninger .................................................. .... .. ....... ............. ... ........................ 27
Neil Graves ............................................................................................................ 36
Wesley Yonts .......................................... .............................................................. 39

Editors

Lyn Adams
Susan Chesnut

Staff

William Arbaugh
Bob Arlett
Jackie Bennett
Pam Brashear

Writing
Workshop

Thanks to

Larry Adams
Jerry Amburgey
Daveena s·exton
Eagle Printing
The Hazard Herald
Della Brashear
Doug Mcintosh
Nancy Mcintyre
Dianna Ott

December
Snow clouds in the west.
The mountain gathers its cloak of firs
And settles in, at home.
Don Samson
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AReport on CBS News
and 17 Million
Appalachian People ..
by David Underhill

Yucking at the Yokels
A chief news editor at CBS put a tape
on the playback machine and called a few
of his colleagues around . It might have
been standard procedure for the staff,
which works in shifts around the clock,
handling reports that pour into the newsroom from CBS correspondents around
the world.
But the editor treated this tape differently. He wasn't calling his staff together to decide whether to use the tape
on the news. He had already heard it as it
was being recorded in the control room ,
and he was now calling his staff together
for a laugh.
A drawling voice boomed out of the
speaker, a Tennessee lawyer concerned
with the image of his profession since
Watergate 's disclosures. The attorney said
at a Washington meeting that lawyers
should fa ce the damage to their reputation squarely , and , as he put it, the
time had come for the profession to
" belly up to the buzz saw."
Everybody listening laughed. The tape
was such a so cial success that the editor
ran it again a little later for some people
who had missed the first playing, and it
drew another round of laughter. If this
incident showed only that the staff appreciated a crisp figure of speech, it
would hardly be worth mentioning. But
several of the people who listened to the
tape started smiling before the lawyer
reached the "belly up " punch line. His
manner of speech amused them , as well
as his figure of speech. They wanted to
laugh at him.
Another tape revealed the newsroom's
sense of humor again. A prisoner was
telling a CBS reporter how he had been
taken hostage by some other convicts
during a brief uprising at a prison in a
central Appalachian state. His story contained nothing to laugh at. His accent,
though, was straight out of the hills. The
head editor ran the tape three times that
afternoon, with the speaker turned up.
Each time, the newsroom rang with
laughter. The CBS news team thought the
man's accent was screechingly funny.
The hilarity did not end there. Some

people tried to double the fun by mimicking the accent as best they could. One
young woman spotted a newscaster, anative of a small Appalachian town , working at his desk and chewing a matchstick.
She launched into a speech about "land
sakes alive and lawdy me how downright suprisin' it was to see a purebred
downhome cracker ever make it in the
big city and land a job with CBS ." He
sparred with her awhile to be polite, and
then ended the game. Her New York City
humor had struck a little too close to
home. She was implying that if a person
from the Appalachian mountains had
somehow gotten into the central CBS
newsroom , it was a mistake. Hillbillies
don't belong there. To her and others at
CBS, the mountain South's accent was
not merely amusing : it was also a mark of
ignorance and incompetence.
In fact, these accents struck the staff
as funny only because so many of them
regarded such inflection as the sign of
lame brains. Three men much in CBS
news--Henry Kissinger, British Prime Minister Edward Heath, and Israeli Foreign
Minister Abba Eban--all speak English
with accents as distant from standard
American speech as the convict or the
Tennessee lawyer' s. But editors do not
play back tapes by these men and gather
the staff around to chuckle. The staff regards them as intelligent and able. Therefore , their accents are not laughable, no
matter how peculiar compared to the
staff's own speech. In contrast , the Appalachian accent is a panic.
Only someone with a perverse personality would want to seem like a yokel in a
place where yokels are ridiculed. The
CBS radio network has some newscasters
originally from places like West Virginia
and Montana, but their speech has been
" refined. " The CBS newsroom is a place
where a reporter will be openly ridiculed
for speaking in his natural voice.
CBS has a fairly new reporter specializing in legal matters who previously
worked on newspapers, where he didn't
have to correct his accent. His voice
sounds like it comes from somewhere far
south and somewhat west of New York
City. One afternoon someone asked an
editor across the newsroom is he had any

tapes coming in. A story was due from
this reporter. So the editor shouted back,
loud, " We'll have one in ten minutes
from our crack court reporter-or should
I say our cracker court reporter?"
When your native accent produces
treatment like this from your colleagues,
the rational lesson to learn is to conform.
Refining your speech stands out as the
first step.
Although folks from the hills are ridiculed in the CBS newsroom, they are not
alone , if that's any comfort. Jokes with
punch lines aimed at other minorities
are socially acceptable. People with names
that sound Italian can be talked about in
terms vaguely suggesting that they are
ridiculous or sinister. Among foreigners,
Arabs are a fair target. Before the Middle
Eastern war and the oil boycott, a newscaster was discussing some events which
showed, he said, that the Arabs are a
messed-up group of people. Although
his explanation used terms-evolution, heredity , and genes--that sounded very scientific and rational, his point was that
Arabs are a subhuman species. Perhaps
nobody else in that circle would ever
have made such remarks themselves. But
they did not complain or try to dispute
his brand of science.
Incidents like these reveal what observation of almost any collection of people
would reveal: the existence of prejudice.
The nature of prejudice has infinite variety. In the CBS newsroom , mountain
folks can be freely and gleefully ridiculed
and abused. Among the regional, ethnic,
and social groups of America, openlyexpressed prejudice in the CBS newsroom
clearly falls hardest on all people out
there somewhere beyond the Hudson
River, known as hillbillies, crackers, or
rednecks.

Learning Who to Laugh At
The prejudice against Appalachians
and southerners held by the CBS newsroom is explained by examining who
works there and the common values and
experiences the staff shares.
For twenty-four hours a day the radio
network's staff swims in a continual incoming flood of controversial information. The staff has to boil this down into
brief newscasts ready to go on the air
every hour at the instant the minute hand
hits the top of the clock. It also has to
turn out a variety of news-analysis and
feature programs. Despite the slippery
and controversial nature of the raw material, these tasks get done with remarkable
smoothness. It's possible to work several
hundred hours in the newsroom and
never observe a serious disagreement about
anything.
The staff functions like a well-coordinated team of professional athletes. Without dispute, they decide what news is important enough to put into the next
show and what to leave out, what kind
of reports to request from the correspondents in the field, which tapes to use and
how much to edit out of them what
story is appropriate to lead with and
what the order of the following stories
should be, which words and phrases to
use and which to avoid. As the tone
sounds signaling the top of the hour, the
newscaster is seated at the microphone in
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the studio, with a genial consensus of
stories and tapes ready to roll.
The explanation for the newsroom's
prejudice and its ability to function without serious disagreement lies in who the
newsroom is. The major ethnic group at
CBS is people who, sometime ago, were
called Yankees, and now are more often
described as WASPs (white Anglo-Saxon
Protestants). Ironically, those attributes
are shared by most people in the southern mountains. The difference, of course,
is that many of the CBS WASPs are from
upper-middle income families living in urban areas on the East Coast. Often they
have attended elite private schools and
Ivy League colleges. The WASPs who
don't fit this pattern, aspire to it and
have adopted its values. Most CBS WASPs
are men, although a small number of
women with identical backgrounds have
recently been hired.
Other groups are represented in the
radio section of the newsroom in smaller
numbers. Among all the ethnic and racial
groups in America, only Jews h a v e
reached positions of influence at CBS in
numbers large enough to mention. The
breakdown in the radio section reveals
that about half are WASPs; no blacks;
no Latins; no Italians; no Poles; a small
assortment of Irish, Armenians, and others
perhaps; and a number of Jews. "Unrefined" southerners and hillbillies are
rarer than August snowstorms.
This
list comes from casual observations and
chance remarks, and it may be wrong in
some details. But the general picture it
conveys is accurate.
Each member of the staff certainly
does not think and speak just like all the
others. But some things can be said in the
newsroom, while some cannot. Some
accents are openly admired and others
ridiculed. Some attitudes can be freely
expressed, while others would meet with
silence, surprise, or antagonism. Certain
prejudices are acceptable and o t hers
banned. No one fits automatically into
the pattern. But anybody new on the
staff would soon learn either by observation or by trial and error, what personal
adjustments were necessary to conform.
A pattern is not a book of precise laws.
Through example and word, members of
the staff encourage certain kinds of conduct in each other. There are no robots at
CBS as a result, but there is a social code
in the newsroor.t.
Much of this social code has its roots
in the larger social system from which
CBS draws its staff. Often, the code is
summed up in an "us-and-them" mentality, which pits the brilliant, creative
people at CBS against everyone west of
Manhattan and east of San Francisco.
When, for example, a CBS producer
read about a recent U.S. Supreme Court
decision allowing 1 o c a 1 communities
greater power to define and regulate
pornography, he commented that it looked
like CBS could continue sending its same
programs to East and West Coast affiliates, but it would have to develop
another set of "Middle American shows
for the stations in between." His remarks
implied that Middle Americans crave ignorance. In another case, a few staff
members decided that a letter critical of
Dan Rather's reports on President Nixon
must have come "from the American
2
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Legion" or some other "dumb listener
out there."
The CBS social code includes room to
ridicule more people than hillbillies and
southerners, but it is on those two groups
that socially acceptable mockery falls
hardest and heaviest. It is a natural
pattern because there are so few members
of these groups employed at CBS. If CBS
headquarters were located in Charleston,
West Virginia, or Birmingham, Alabama,
and if CBS reporters came from East
Kentucky or went to college in the
Southeastern Conference, it would be
different. As it is, when the urge to poke
fun or degrade starts coming on the news
staff, that's the time to head for the hills.

What Difference Does it Make?
If the same prejudice against Appalachians existed on, say, the staff of a
Bulgarian fishing boat or a lumber mill in
Maine, this would be a strange situation
alright-worthy of a laugh or two itself
perhaps. When it is true in the newsroom
of a major network, a serious question
comes up: what effect does this have on
the way the CBS radio network reports
the news?
It affects what goes out over the
air. Every major broadcaster and newspaper receives much, much more information than it sends out as news. For
each line of news that actually goes out
over the air, hundreds are thrown away.
The minute-by-minute decisions about
what to keep and what to discard shape
the news.
An old saying claims that familiarity
breeds contempt. Contempt also breeds
unfamiliarity. Simple ignorance causes
some news to be discarded or distorted.
The cases where news fails to get on
the air because the staff lacks the knowledge to cope with it are not the rule,
however. More often, the staff faces a
heap of familiar information from which
some events-wars, major elections, big
plane crashes, devastating floods, and the
like-are automatically included in the
broadcasts. The same is true for statements by certain important people.
This still leaves room for many nonautomatic choices about a global variety
of other events and people. The basic
attitudes and prejudices of a news staff
come into play in these choices. If the
staff has a low opinion and little concern
for a particular group, then these people
and the events affecting them will tend to
be left out.
This is a matter of degree, and the
degrees cannot be stated with mathematical precision. Many groups could argue
that they are slighted to some extent.
Among them, mountaineers could make
one of the strongest arguments. Various
signs appear in the newsroom and the
broadcasts which suggest that Appalachia,
for the staff, is not a large, populous,
mountain area out there to the west, but
rather a hole in the map.
The important men of Appalachia are
not as important at CBS as leaders from
the East Coast. In one case, a network
newscaster working on a story that mentioned Senator Robert Byrd of West Virginia looked up and asked, "What state is
Senator Byrd from? You know, the majority whip." The whip stands second

only to the majority leader in the ranks
of Democratic senators. By their vote a
couple years back, Byrd won the post
over Ted Kennedy of Massachusetts.
On many occasions-like presidential
speeches and major events-the CBS staff
makes phone calls to get reactions from
various important people. Names well
known to the staff come first to mind,
and they get most of the calls. Frequently called senators come mainly from
the Northeast and the West Coast, plus a
couple from north-central states. This
helps them become famous and powerful,
as well as effective advocates for the areas
and interests they represent. CBS does
not normally call Appalachian spokesmen
for their opinions.
Ordinary folks from the hills also get
left out or shortchanged by CBS. When a
heavy rain collapsed the Pittston Company's gob pile dam on Buffalo Creek,
West Virginia, two years ago, more than a
hundred people perished. Hundreds of
survivors were injured and had their
homes swept away. The first few days
after the disaster, CBS covered the story.
Since then, CBS has not reported on related developments: the court cases against
Pittston, inadequate Federal assistance,
the psychological pressures on the survivors, and the general problem of coal
waste disposal. The continuing story of
Buffalo Creek's attempt to rebuild a community is not as important as the single
devastating torrent that rubbed it out.
Contrast CBS' treatment of the people
of Buffalo Creek with its zealous-and
legitimate-concern for the denial of human and civil rights by the Soviet government. CBS decided to focus attention
there, and has kept it there month after
month. This attention creates interest,
awareness, and pressure. A bill to open
up trade with the Soviet Union failed to
pass in Congress last year, largely because
CBS and other media turned complaints
about the denial of civil rights in the Soviet Union into a persistent news story.
Are the rights of the people on Buffalo
Creek any less basic and human than
those of the people in the Soviet Union?
If CBS had done a story on the dangers
of coal waste dams before the disaster,
could 125 lives have been saved?
Tragedies are not inevitable.CBS could
help prevent them. If, for example, CBS
would report week by week the toll of
mine fatalities, it is reasonable to suppose
that within a short time labor, industry,
and government would be pressured into
making U.S. mines as safe as foreign operations. Instead, CBS will wait until a
methane explosion kills a large number of
men in a single instant, and continue to
ignore the higher number of fatalities
accumulating from slate falls and haulage
accidents.
These seem like obvious, useful, and
necessary ways to employ the influence
of a national news network.
They
wouldn't even require the newsroom staff
to alter or abandon its job, which is
gathering and reporting the news. It's not
that mine safety and dozens of other
events in Appalachia are not newsworthy.
It's simply that CBS doesn't care.

Whose News is News?
If particular stories were regularly ab-

sent from the news simply be cause of ignorance or negligence by the CBS staff,
the situation would be easy to corre ct.
Occasional reminders in the mail from
listeners would be enough to keep the
staff alert and keep the stories on the air.
Actually though, such reminders would
have no effect, because CBS does not
regularly include some stories and exclude others by accident or oversight.
A fixed sense of what is important and
what is not, of who counts and who does
not, makes this happen at CBS. This pattern of preferences and prejudices become most visible by looking at what the
staff chooses to put in the news or leave
out. It also appears, although less sharply,
in the way the staff and the reporters in
the field write the big stories, those
which automatically go into the news.
Watching the newsroom at work for a
week would be long enough to compile
an encyclopedia of examples. Take one
big, recent story: the economic squeeze
on the independent truckers and the
strike that it produced. At its height, the
CBS radio network carried reports almost
every hour around the clock about the
"violence" as some striking drivers tried
to "force" reluctant truckers to shut
down too. From the truckers' viewpoint when fuel prices and speed limits
make it impossible for them to clear
enough money for the payments on their
rigs and food for their families, then they
too are being forced off the road, and
violence is being done to them and their
families. Yet CBS never used such words
to describe the actions of the oil companies and the government. CBS stories
about the truckers' strike did not simply
report the facts. They also encouraged
listeners to think worse of the truckers
than of their opponents.
News that goes out over the radio network reflects a persistent impulse to
grant more attention and respect to the
rich and powerful than to the comparatively poor and powerless. The groups
excluded the most tend to be those with
the lowest economic and political status.
Appalachia ranks close to the top in poverty and powerlessness, so it ranks close
to the bottom in the CBS newsroom.
Perhaps mountain people do not approve of this arrangement. They might
grumble or write their congressmen. They
might urge local CBS affiliates to ask
some hard questions of the network.
They might announce a viewers' boycott. They might march in protest on
CBS affiliates. They might, in fact , become a news story and get a minute's
coverage from Walter Cronkite. But short
of basic changes in CBS , the values of its
social code, and the deliberate inclusion
of reporters from the mountains, Appalachian people cannot hope for adequate
coverage.
Nothing inside CBS will produce change
which outside protest will not produce.
CBS has broadcast many news stories in
recent months about financial connections between President Nixon and the
oil industry to take one example. Nixon
denies that these connections influenced
his decisions as president, and the reports
and commentaries on CBS have taken a
skeptical view of his denials. What's fair
to infer about Nixon is also fair to infer
about CBS, which has a far larger finan-

cial connection with the oil companies
through their advertising than Nixon ever
did through his campaign contributions.
Just as the reporters and commentators
say , connections like this draw a president into paying favored attention to the
rich and powerful-and they affect CBS
the same way .

The Case of the One-Eyed
Watchdog
Moaning about the activities of "big
government" is a popular pastime in
many parts of the United States. Government agencies of all sorts do poke their
fingers more and more into the daily lives
of ordinary people. At the same time ,
however, the major concentrations of
private power--CBS being one of the
foremost--operate with enviable freedom.
Anyone possessing great power checked
by few controls over its daily use may
dream at night of piracy. The owners and
managers of America's great concentrations of private power have sometimes
surrendered to the temptation.
Ordinary citizens, sensibly enough, have
wanted some watchdogs around to sound
an alarm when the breeze carries an odor
of piracy. Common people have relied
mainly on two sources for these watchdogs: unions and government. Both have
failed to do their jobs in many ways, but
there simply have not been many other
places to seek help.
Network broadcasters are supposed to
help with the watchdog job. In particular,
they have devoted much energy to ex-

posing abuses and excesses in the government and the unions. The major media
uncovered the Watergate crimes, and they
took a big hand in ending the career of
Tony Boyle as head of the United Mine
Workers of America, for example. But
could they have prevented the energy
crisis if they had regularly turned as
sharp an eye on the presidents of the
seven major oil companies? In short, the
media-including CBS-have been much
busier hounding the watchdogs, than
keeping an eye peeled for the skull and
crossbones.
For the past year, CBS news has taken
a leading part in exposing Watergate. It
was better for the media to do this than
not to do it, but one of the side effects
has been to weaken the president and
throw the whole government into some
confusion.
Lots of people who get uneasy or
angry over the battered White House
would have a different reaction, if they
felt less need for the government's aid
and protection. They will never feel this
as long as they continue to face in daily
affairs the great private concentrations of
influence with power enough to dominate their lives.
Perhaps the news media like CBS
could offer themselves as protectors of
the public interest. T h r o u g h their
network control over public communication and their budgets, they surely have
the ability to report the news in ways
that would make them awesome de-

Continued on page 14
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Leroy Scudder was one of the hundreds of men who left
the coal fields of Whitesburg and returned. When a young
man he left for a "better opportunity" up North, and returned as so many others to live with relatives, wait for government checks, and for Spring when they could grow
things.
Leroy worked for almost three years in an auto parts
manufacturing company near Cleveland. He made more
money than he thought he could ever spend, he married,
and fathered three children in those three y ears. Then
Leroy was laid off for eleven weeks; worked a couple
months; was laid off again for over a month; finally, he lost
his job forever. Another child was born. Leroy and F aye,
his wife, believed another job would be coming soon; but
Faye was pregnant again, so Leroy moved his wife , four
children, and a pick-up full of belongings back home. Here,
life would not be easier, but, at least, it would not be any
harder, and they would be home. Leroy worked in the
mines three days a week for four months. Then he was
killed by a falling timber, rotted with coal dust and darkness, t wo weeks before Faye gave birth to his son.
Faye and her children got by. Leroy' s grandmother let
them live in her house, but she was not able to help out
with other necessities. Faye did washing and ironing, some
sewing, and occasionally got work addressing envelopes.
There was usually just enough food on the table. Birthdays were quiet days.
One Spring day, Tom, the oldest boy, was drowned in
Eagle Creek. The kindness of the neighbors was overwhelming.
Mrs. Stevens baked a black raspberry pie from berries
she had picked and canned last season. The crust was a
dark honey brown glaze, and the sweet j uices bubbled up
through the top in sticky lumps.
Mrs. Hammond sent over the largest ham Faye had ever
seen. By herself she couldn't lift the platter. The dark red,
glistening ham was sprinkled with molasses sugar, and
spotted with red, rich maraschino cherries. Miss Beesley
brought over her famous seven-layer banana cake, and there
was an angel food cake from the h ouse next door, and an
assortment of iced tea cakes and meringues from the Bosley
sisters. There were four casseroles. The best was a salmon
and mushroom casserole made from six eggs and one pint
of cream.
Mrs. Jackman, who was laid up with arthritis, sent over
a platter of cold salads and meats. In the middle of the
platter was a large m ound of potato salad . The salad rested
on a nest of lettuce leaves and parsley. Miss Henry had
sliced pieces of ripe olives and Spanish olives and pimentos
and arranged them to look like field flowers on t op of the
salad. There were thin slices of roast beef, and salami so
thin y ou could see light through it, and a hunk of swiss
cheese, and celery stuffed with cream cheese and sprinkled
with chopped chives. Faye and her children thought it was
the most beautiful thing they had ever seen.
There was not enough room in the house for all the food .
Paul Tallman brought over two saw-h orses and laid planks
across them and laid out the food on the back p orch. Little
Leroy stood guard waving the flies away with a feedsack .
Several days after the funeral, after the foods had been
eaten (or had spoiled), except for a chocolate cake a neighbor had baked the day before, little David took sick The
doctor said it was lead poisoning and asked t o see where
David had been playing. F aye led him to an old chicken
coop where the cracked and peeling paint looked like dirty,
sweet icing. The doctor did what he could and said he
would come back in the morning. Faye fell asleep in a
straight back chair next to David's bed, and was awakened
by someone tugging at her dress.
Rebecca, the next to the youngest, her cheeks smudged
with the last of the chocolate cake , looked up at her
mother, and said, "Is little David going to die?"•

Ronald Beathard is a fo rmer advertising copywriter currently completing a Master's Thesis in Journ alism. He lives
in a cabin on the Great Miami River, twenty-five miles
north of Cincinnati, Ohio.

Want

by Martha Gallion Gehringer

Dressed in a once-yellow dress that
once fit , Cassie sat on the slanted mattress, holding her baby brother captive on
her lap. Three other younger brothers
pulled , pushed, and trampolined beside
her.
She was a straight, skinny gi,rl, who
peered curiously, wonderingly at the
world , from under her long bangs. Her
thin arms held her prisoner, Jack , with an
unusual, almost adult , strength. Her legs
hung over the side of the bed limply, her
dirty ankles twisted, her toes turned
childishly inward.
She leaned to one side, resting on the
headboard for a moment. Little Jack began to squirm. He wiggled to free himself, but she tightened her hold. His fat
arm reached for her hair and yanked it
unmercifully. Cassie's eyes watered and
she squealed, as she unwove his fingers
and smacked his hand.
" Yer it!" screached Bo , as he slugged
her in the back.
"I ain't playin', Bo!" she snapped.
Jack jumped at the opportunity, and
writhed frantically in his effort to join
the others, but Cassie tightened. He
screamed. She winced. A stream of perspiration trickled down the side of her
face.
A heavy footstep advanced across the
wooden front porch and Pa yelled in the
doorway , "Leave 'em be, Cassie!" His
voice was resounding, yet hollow , as it
pierced the corners of the room.
It was a small room , but yet the
largest of the three in the house. It
served as bedroom for the children and
kitchen for all. The air was heavy, in the
stifling July heat. Flies buzzed lazily
through the windows and the holes in the
screen door . They ricocheted from wall
to wall, languidly, often landing stickily
on Jack' s sweaty legs or Cassie's bare
arms.
" Ma," she begged, "Cain't I let 'im
down? He's meaner'n a snake!" Ma sat
tiredly in a rocker opposite the stove,
fanning off flies.
"He'll jest get in more ornriness, Cass."
"Then why not let them go outside?"
she pouted, jerking her head toward the
three ruffians behind her.
Ma didn't respond. She only lowered
her eyes in her own sad way. Cassie knew
as well as she did that Pa wouldn't want

them in the way out front. Inside, it was
hot and loud and wet and thick. But , if
Pa got riled , it would make matters
worse.
Bo leaped from the bed to the floor ,
Andrew and Burns springing after him.
But all three were back on the bed again,
before Cassie could even realize her relief.
They kicked and tickled and giggled and
the dust from the covers filled the air.
She slid off the bed in disgust , lugging
Jack heavily, on her hip. He was a fat
baby and she a thin, sickly adolescent.
Her dress hung limply to her knees and
her dirty-white flats were too big.
Jack began to fuss and she twirled him
around by the arms, cheering him and
shaking off her own discomfort a little.
Her lips parted in a scarce smile, an array
of large, uneven teeth, as she reeled
around.
She sobered a bit, glancing at her funloving brothers, and thought resentfully,
"They're jest plain rough!" Her lower lip
slipped forward and a tense frown returned to her forehead.
There was only one chair in the room.
So Cassie headed toward a cooler looking
spot, a piece of linoleum to the right of
the door. She plopped down and situated Jack on her crossed legs. Playfully,
but resentfully , she blew into his sandy
hair, making his neck tickle. A stingy
breeze puffed through the screen door
for a second or two and she looked at
Ma, to see if she felt it too . Ma did.
Then Cassie began a song , a bit selfconsciously. It was an old melody , the
kind that had survived so splendidly
among her people, the hardy, hard-living
Appalachians.
Her voice was soft, scratchy. But it
served the purpose-to distract Jack.

High upon highland and low upon tay.
Bonnie George Campbell rode out on
a day.
Saddled and bridled and booted rode he,
A plume in his helmet, a sword at...
She stopped. Pa was at the door.
"Cass, git them extry nails from the
drawer in the back room ."
"Which drawer?"
"Top."
She stood up, straightened herself out,
walked Jack to his mother's chair and

disappeared into the next room. It was a
relief to walk free-free from Jack's pulling and fussing. She wished she could
stay there, even though it was hotter than
the kitchen. She could stand the sun
pouring in from the west-for the sake of
peace, of calm, of deliverance.
Gazing at the bed, with a heavy
woolen blanket wadded at the head, she
thought of how it would feel to stretch
out there-alone--without Jack-without
Bo or Burns or Andrew. She thought of
lying there with a clean face on a clean,
cool sheet. "As cool as winter," she
mused , "only in summer." She wanted to
go wash her face. She pushed her wet
bangs to the side and wiped the beads of
sweat from her forehead.
Her hair! She wanted to comb it. She
wanted to sit on the side of that bed and
comb and comb and comb ... until she ·
"jest got tired of combin ."
She wanted a glass of cold water, "as
cold as winter, only in summer." She
wanted to lie down there and sing-every
song she knew, and remember every
story she ever heard, and every face she
ever saw and every smell she ever smelled.
She liked to smell things. She loved
flowers-"jest because of their smell."
She loved a clean dress-because of its
smell. She loved food cooking, wood
burning, rain falling, freshening the odors
on "her" earth.
She thought of lying there on that
bed-listening to the crisp sounds of day
and clipped sounds of night, listening to
June-bugs flick by day and the crickets'
chantey at night . She thought of listen
ing-listening-and not hearing Pa bellowing at the boys, not hearing Jack bawl.
She thought-as she slid open the top
drawer, picked up the nails, one-by-one,
and returned dutifully, back to the front
door, back to the flies , the loud boys,
the sad mother, the sticky baby, and
nice, cool linoleum by the screen d o o r

Martha Gallion Gehringer, from Ashland,
Kentucky, has attended Thomas More
College and is presently a senior at the
University of Kentucky with plans to do
graduate work in English.
Quilt patterns by Linda Dimmick
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Our World
is a Book
by Harriette Simpson Arnow
The transcript of a speech given before the Appalshop Writers' Workshop and the Whitesburg community.
Members of Appalshop, Writer's Workshop and friends, I'm proud to be here
tonight and hope my talk will not be below the level of what members of Appalshop and the Writer's Workshop have
been doing. Judging from what I read
and hear, your productions are truthful
and sincere, qualities all too rare in many
forms of communication. Futhermore,
Appalshop and the Workshop have given
a good many of the young and inexperienced an opportunity to develop talents
that might otherwise have gone unrealized.
I work in only one medium-languageand I am further restricted to one of the
American versions of the English language, but tonight my subject is "Eyes,
Ears, and Tongue," though I may not
always stay with it.
Today, as in the past, there are a good
many spoken and written languages, but
there is no one of these, except certain
forms of art, all people can understand.
Film with or without audio, is thus our
most universal language. We have commercial films made to be shown for a fee
in a theatre, or a drive-in; and a great
variety of TV films-everything from
horse and soap operas, serialized versions
that go on and on forever, to political
speeches by important people; sermons;
films for children. And we have through
sophisticated techniques of photographics,
learned a good deal more and continue to
learn more of our universe.
American films are viewed not only in
Europe, but also in Japan and other
oriental countries. Sometimes a soundtrack is remade in the native language,
sometimes not. We, in turn, can view
pictures made in England, France, Italy,
and other countries, or on the moon. We
can see travelogues shot in all parts of the
world or, thanks to the satellite , see
events as they happen thousands of miles
away.
Unfortunately, many of our best selling films distort history and give wrong
impressions of the present. There are
children in other countries and children
in these United States who know that
our western country is peopled with men
who are either fighting Indians or stealing
cattle and of course, out there everybody
rides horseback and carries, or rather
wears, at least two pistols. And the children and their elders learn from most
films that we in the United States are a
wealthy people who, if we don't enjoy
violence, at least live with it. I never, for
example, saw the advertising for "Dr.
Goldfoot and the Bikini Machine," but I
6
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understand it made millions as did "I Was
a Teen-age Werewolf," "Bloody Mama,"
and "Three in the Attic," and a host of
others that deal in drugs, rape, incest,
many forms of sex and violence in every
nook and cranny in which it could be
placed.
This is not to say that violence and
horror and sex have no place in any depiction of life. They exist all around us,
and have as far back as history goes. But
I feel that no one of these is the sum
total of life and when they are used they
should be part of a credible character.
Yet when talking of the bad films, one
must not forget there are great ones as
there are splendid photographs that rise
to the level of art. I congratulate Appalshop on the level of their productions.
Some of you are no doubt thinking
that behind even the worst films there
are scriptwriters and often novels written
by people whose one thought is to
pander to the lowest taste and so make
money, the same as some of our writers
of advertising who mutilate the English
language in their attempts to sell. I write,
and my preceding remarks may be a case
of the pot calling the kettle black.
In one sense the novel is an older
form of communication than photography, but pictures are not. Long before
there were novels, much written in written language, many of the world's people
had limited communication through man
made pictures and other representations.
The North American Indian nations, for
example, had no written language until
Sequoyah made the alphabet for the
Cherokee in 18 21 . Yet the Cherokee, no
different from the Iroquois and others,
had a great body of literature. There
were legends, prayers and other forms of
worship as well as stories which were
handed down verbally by the old to the
young. They could also communicate
with strangers by pictographic language
and signs the Europeans, even though
they were strangers, could understand to
some extent.
Now America, if not discovered, was
at least reached by Columbus during the
close of a period in the European history
now referred to as the Renaissance.
There is considerable disagreement on
the exact dates of this period, but several
scholars agree that it began about the
middle of the fourteenth century and
continued until 1600. However, there is
no disagreement that the Renaissance
was a rebirth of interest in and learning
of the literature and art of the Greeks
and Romans. It was also a time of

creation. Much of the greatest literature
of the western world was written during
these two hundred fifty years. There was
Dante, Petrach, Villon, Rabelais; and in
England we hear most of Chaucer and,
a great deal later, Shakespeare from this
period. And as all of you know, there
were a great many lesser poets and
dramatists. Many of them are still studied
in school. Though the interesting thingthe novel had not yet come along. In
fact, the word novel was not used in the
English language until the eighteenth
century. But there were romances and
novellas in Italy and later England. The
printing press also came into use during
the Renaissance and though the King
James Version of the Bible was not completed until 1611, there were two lesser
and smaller and less perfect editions of
the Bible during this period .
However, much or most of the new
literature and the old was lost on the
average person during the Renaissance.
He or she couldn't read. Instead he used
his eyes, ears, and tongue. In Florence
even the unlettered and the poor might
see the colossal statue of David executed
by Michangelo in 1504, or somewhat
later in Milan he might go to the monastery on the wall of which Leonardo Da
Vinci had painted The Last Supper. And
there were many , many other things to
see, because the Renaissance was also a
revival of paintings, sculpture and architecture. Even some of the poor and the
illiterate might, from the sculptures and
buildings around them , get more than a
purely intellectual learning and see at
least a little of what the artist saw. I
don't think sensitivity can be measured
in terms of wealth and learning. Most
would learn something from the depictions in stone on the great cathedrals
such as Notre Dame in Paris. Here they
could , from the frescoes and statues , get
an idea of the horrors of the Last Judgment or see the kings of Israel mentioned
in the Bible. Pictures and sketches were
everywhere. An illiterate stranger in London or Paris, or some other city , could
enter the shop or tavern he wanted , not
from the printed sign which he couldn't
read, but from a picture near the entrance. Even here in the United States
the red and white striped pole that indicates a barber shop is still with us and
one of the last remnants of the time
when all shops, businesses and guilds had
their individual signs.
The visitor to a town might also see
a play by a group of trav ling players.
The miracle play and the morality play
had been around for a great many years.
They were given usually in connection
with holy days, peace days in the church,
but during the Renaissance the secular
play was developed and in London there
were two large groups of players who did
not travel. Rather their wealthy sponsors
built playhouses for them and Shakespeare's plays were first shown in one of
these playhouses. A playgoer might go
away with more than an image of what
he had seen. He could whistle or sing a
fragment of a song heard in the play or
recite part of a speech. A person who
could neither read nor write , might have
in his head a good deal of what we today
refer to as literature.

Children and grownups told and heard
fables, legends, and fairytales, which in
time were collected and published as
were the Fables of La Fontaine and
Grimm's Fairy Tales. And if you think
that horror and savagery of a certain kind
are new, read Grimm's Fairy Tales and
remember that he collected them from
the German peasants who told them to
their children. There were stories of love,
death and derring-do sung by wandering
minstrels or just news and we know
these today as our ballads. There was also
a great variety of little rhymes that were,
in time collected and known today as
Mother Goose rhymes, though Mother
Goose was of French origin. We don't always know who wrote a particular rhyme.
They seem to come up from the people.
But we do know that many mean one
thing and say another. These developed
during the generation when citizens could
not speak out against their kings, noblemen, and clergy without suffering dire
consequences. Let us take an example,
which I imagine many of you heard as a
child:
There was an old woman tossed in
a blanket
Seventeen times as high as the
moon.
But where she was going no mortal
could tell
For under her arm she carried a
broom.
Old woman, old woman, old woman, said I
Whither, oh whither, oh whither
so high?
To sweep the cobwebs from the
sky,
I'll be with you by and by.
It is said this bit of foolishness originated

when Henry V of England needed a war
to divert the minds of his subjects from
the trouble and turmoil and rumors that
were making him uneasy on his throne at
home. And the time was ripe for a war
with France, because the French king
had refused his daughter to Henry for a
wife, largely because of the enormous

dowry Henry demanded. A proper marching song was composed for the soldiers
as they marched across France. Thinking
such an encounter both foolish and futile,
they changed the words of the song and
the king became the old woman, doing
an act as foolish as sweeping the cobwebs
from the sky. And they sang of the old
woman as they marched to the Battle of
Agincourt in 1415. In other words, this
rhyme has lived chiefly--it was not collected until a great deal later-for hundreds of years verbally. Just handed
down from one parent to another. I'm
sure most of you had Mother Goose
rhymes that didn't come out of a book
when you were small. The words have
changed somewhat but the essence is still
there. I remember we had recited to usour grandmother, mother, or possibly
father--"A froggy would a-courting go,
pistol by his side." Now the Oxford Book
of English Verse gives this rhyme as, "A
froggy would a-wooing go, sword and
buckler by his side." But somewhere
along the way-I'd say in America, when
pistols became common and bucklers
were long since forgotten-they changed
the words of that. The ballads too, many
of them have lived for generations, by
the time verbally, and once again, they're
so old the folklorists are not certain of
their origins. Course we don't know who
wrote most of the ballads but they're
something from the people. And these
take us through the joys, sorrows, sins,
loves, deaths, disappointments, and acts
of bravery of many lives.
The Queen's Marie for example, is a
story of the love, sin and death of a
beautiful girl seduced by the king and
then just left by him. And that, in the
latter part of the nineteenth century and
early in this one was the stock and trade
plot for so many novelists of whom we
no longer hear--the beautiful girl who was
seduced. Of course it's an old, old story.
Now I didn't hear that as a child. I did
hear one version of Barbara Allen. They
sang it, of course, our mother did. And
folklorists today are uncertain of its age
or origin. Some think it originated in
Norway and reached the hills by way of
Scotland, Ulster and England. We really

THE BARGAIN

"These paintings were done by two girls in the
class and one of them was given away at the
end of the festivities."
--WLEX Newscast
Prissy Persephone who had painted
"The Fall From Grace"
In a blue beret that cast a shadow
Upon her acned face
Could not fathom why at twelve
When all the ice had melted
At the Harvest Bazaar
They mounted her upon a black charger
Handled by a man whose turned-up trouser
Exposed what looked like a cloven hoof.
Charles A. Sweet, Jr.

don't know anything except that it's very
old, and that it's survived by word of
mouth for many centuries. Why, when so
many other things are forgotten? We
don't know. One thing it also tells the
kind of story that is still popular todayunrequited love. True, modern men do
not ordinarily die for love as did young
Jimmy Grove, but the hardhearted callous woman, as was Barbara Allen, is a
stock figure in a great many modern
novels. However, I can think of no modern novelist who can in such few words
tell us so much of a character. We feel,
for example, that Barbara Allen didn't
give a hoot--hoot--whether young Jimmy
lived or died, for "slowly, slowly she
raised up and slowly, slowly she came
nigh him." And did she offer any words
of comfort or encouragement to the
dying man? No, she said, "Young man,
I think you're dyin." She was a forthright girl; she explained why she felt the
way she did. Now, this is the version I
had:
You tipped your hat to the ladies
all around
But you slighted Barbara Allen.
On the other hand, the Oxford Book of
English Verse gives a different reason for
her cruelty:
When the red wine ye were fillin',
That ye made the healths go round
and round
And slighted Barbara Allen.
think that too was changed after it
reached the colonies and possibly in the
hills. Now when I was young, I often
heard it quoted, "Look not upon the
wine when it is red." And there was some
kind of simple connotation unless I could
tell about drinking wine, though nobody
could've lived without toddies, either hot
or cold, because as you know, they were
good for all ailments. So I think once
again that was changed to suit the taste
of the community.
But all in all Barbara Allen is a good
story with an easily sung tune, and above
all, the language is simple and familiar,
though it tells a great deal. I have often
wished I could write as clearly and concisely. Parts of what we today call
Southern Appalachia--that's a strange sad
phrase, but it's there--were once strongholds of such language. It was usually less
ungrammatical than much we hear today.
A man might say, "That clabbered sky
means rain, and it can't come too soon to
save the corn crop." Today too many of
us would say , "On the eight o'clock
newscast the weatherman forecast rain.
Hopefully it will not. I want to play
golf," or "Hopefully, it will."
In either case there will be a " hopefully." Grammar seems to be out. but I
am so old 1 can rem ember that I parsl'd
and diagrammed a great many senterH:es
in what we would today call junior high.
It wasn't that at the time. My mind. o n
hearing an expression like that. automatically states that hopefully is ;111 adverb and an adverb must modify a verb ,
adjective, preposition , another adverb or
a sentence, but not a noun . So what do es
it mean? It'll rain hopefully? Doesn't
matter. I imagine it is supposed to be
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a short way of saying, "I am hopeful it
will rain." But why don't they just say,
"I hope"?
It is a waste of time, but one can
become hopelessly entangled in trying to
unravel a sentence, read or heard, and
too often the verbose , broken-backed
sentences are my own. Or equally bad,
I let a pompous phrase such as "terminal illness" when death would be more
to the point--I let those things creep in.
So far, I have avoided such expressions
as: "I personally contacted him at home
by telephone," or, "Yes, indeed, I secured visual acquisition of a whippoorwill." That phrase with the whippoorwill,
I have heard it on TV. Instead of seeing
or saw, we now say "visual acquisition."
Or what I think is worse, "He is currently
engaged in creating a second book." I
have read that in reviews in the Saturday
Review. Why can't they just say, "He is
trying to write a second book," or
"He is writing a second book."? But no"He is currently engaged in ... " Of course,
there's always the"vdanger, when you go
for the simple and what you think you
should do, of being--of someone's thinking that you have a limited vocabulary,
but in a case like this I think it's better to
let people have a poor opinion of your
intellect than to go in for such things.
The overblown, ungrammatical expression is often used by influential people,
which increases the danger of contagion.
We should try, I think , to listen with a
critical mind, and remember a language
is for communication. It's only young
children who learn new words, that they
try to use those words when they get
home, to show that they're building up
their vocabulary. And when you're inclined to use language that doesn't necessarily communicate, but shows you are a
learned person, think of Barbara Allen
and some of the old you may have
known who said "nigh" instead of "a
short distance from." This is an expression we used and many of these words or
practically all of them are considered so
curious today, you can find in the Oxford English Dictionary, Unabridged Version.
Now language, as you know, is a living
thing, and must change as the environment of the people who uses it changes.
The settlement of what is now the
United-or-are now the United States
and Canada added a great many words to
the French and English languages. These
words were needed for our natural features: animals, plants, and agricultural
activities unknown in the Old World. For
example, the English words maize or
corn meant their most important grain. I
remember when I was young, I was
trying to read The Mayor of Casterbridge
and there was a corn factor mentioned
and I couldn't figure it. I knew enough
to know that the pilgrims-there was
nothing in early history much about the
south, though it was sort of at an early
date-learned to plant corn from England,
so how could there be a corn factor? And
one or the other of my parents explained
that corn was the word used for the most
important grain in England and meant
wheat in England and, I believe, a corn
factor in Scotland would have dealt in
oats and the correct word for corn, of
Continued on page 30
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£etters to the M o u n t a i n Review
BIBLE QUESTIONS
I wonder if you will publish some of
my Bible questions in your magazine, as
we can't get answers from the preachers
we ask when we get a chance to talk with
any of them. Most people shy away from
religious matters, but we think this is
very important as we have had lots of
other people ask us why the clergy
doesn't say what the Bible teaches. Three
weeks ago we heard there was going to be
a preacher from Percy County at McRoberts, Kentucky that told it like it
was, so we don't mind driving fifty miles
from home and being there at ten on
Sunday mornings to hear the truth of
God's word, but it is so disappointing
when we don't. Not only him, but all the
rest we've heard do the same thing.
Now he said Jesus wasn't coming back,
for my first question. I won't try to put
down all the verses that say Jesus is
coming back, but here are a few. (Matt.
24:27; Zech. 14:4-5; I Thess. 4: 16; Matt.
24:3; John 14:3; Hebrews 9:28; John
21: 21-2-3; James 5 :7-8; 2 Timothy 4: 6-8.)
This isn' t all, by a long shot, that says He
is.
They preach that there isn't going to
be any such thing as a thousand years
reign.
(Revelations 20:4, "And they
lived and reigned with Christ a thousand
years.") Read Revelations. A lot of it is
fulfilled; a lot more to come as is.
Third, if men go to their reward at
death, then their reward precede their
awards. What then is the need of a future
judgment or of a resurrection?
Fourth, they teach their church is the
Kingdom of God set up here on Earth
already and that some of us is a thousand
years behind time. And if we don't join
them we are lost. Now I read the scriptures and know this isn't true. First flesh
and blook can't enter the Kingdom and
we are as yet all flesh . Second we still die,
get sick, have trials and temptations and
sin still prevails in this world . Now anyone or thing can go into a church building, but the Bible says nothing vile or unclean will enter His Kingdom. So where
do they get that doctrine?
I hope some of your readers will write
to me and answer these questions.
They teach that Jesus comes and calls
us at death; when the Bible says we die
because of sin entering into the world,
and sin brings death, and death is our
worst and last enemy that Jesus will conquer.
Why do preachers act like God has to
speak to them after they get at the pulpit?
There are only four Gospels and everyone
that can read knows what they say. And
it also says that if they teach any other
thing but that, let them be accursed.
They want all the glory for just reading
what has already been written out for
them?
Jesus said, "Where unto me will you
make me a house? I don't live in houses
built by hand." And they say the church

is the Kingdom of God. They must think
people are dumb and blinded and can't
read for theirselves.
And if Jesus wasn't coming back why
did He say, "Pray, thy Kingdom come thy
will be done in earth as in Heaven?"
Come on, brothers and sisters in Christ.
Let us study His word for our own selves.
I'll gladly exchange all letters with you.
And if I quote scripture with you. I'll
give chapter and verses. For now I'll close.
Your friend and sister in Christ, for
His truth.
Mrs. Flody Lewis
166 East Main Street
P.O. Box 644
Lynch, Kentucky 4085 5

FOOD FOR THOUGHT

May I point up a moral issue of which
even the Church shows no awareness?
"OATH SWEARING" in our courts. We
are asked to swear and do so without
pausing to ask what Jesus may have had
in mind.
There is the question of integrity toward God himself. What does it say about
the nation's respect and reverence for
God when thousands of times daily the
State administers oaths in the name of
God without inquiry whether the one
swearing or the administrator even believe
in God? What we have here is not the
State's desire to submit itself to God, but
to use Him for its own purposes. Doesn't
the State care?
And where does the State get the authority to administer religious oaths?
This is a violation of the separation of
Church and State. In this case the State
enlists God as its official bogeyman. The
whole bit is blasphemous, and it doesn't
work anyway. It doesn't prevent liars
from lying or in helping honest people to
tell the truth.
All the State should require is that the
witness should know he is liable to perjury. There is no reason to drag God into
this matter. A simple declaration by the
judge would do as well. If the State wants
the truth, let it go after it in its own way.
God will get His truth in His way, which
has nothing to do with oaths, but with
winning men into a relationship of personal commitment. The very nature of
oaths says something false about the character of Christian integrity. The oath implies one's responsibility to speak the truth
holds only at such times as one is under
oath. The Christian must insist. His responsibility to speak the truth is continuous and absolute ....
Oath taking is an inherent feature of
our legal practice without pausing to ask
what Jesus may have had in mind. If one
chooses not to swear, what happens?
I would like some good lawyer, like
Whitesburg's author, to take this up.
Sincerely for God's truth,
Daunt Lewis
Lynch, Kentucky 40855

A Folk Tale- by McCreary Roberts

One time two boys had been out
in the woods gathering chestnuts.
By late in the evening they had
picked up four large bags full.
On the way home the boys decided to stop at a graveyard and
divide the chestnuts. Thinking that
they might not have time to divide
them all, they left two bags at the
graveyard gate and went inside to
do the dividing.
It so happened that a young man
named John had been a way from
home courting his girl friend. Like
most young men courting, he had
let the time slip up on him, and it
was getting dark before he started
home.
When John came to the graveyard, it was dark. He knew that
ghosts of the dead had the habit of
coming out of their graves at night
and rambling around. So he was
afraid that he might run into some
of them.
When John came close to the
graveyard, he tried to walk easylike, hoping none of the ghosts

would notice him. His eyes were
looking every which way, and his
heart was beating like an Indian
war drum.
When he got closer to the graveyard gate, he heard voices! He stopped. His knees were knocking together, and he was shaking all over!
A voice was saying: "This one is
yours and this one is mine; this one
is yours and this one is mine ... "
John didn't take time to hear
more. He ran so fast that wings
would have been in his way. The
farther he ran the faster he went,
sometimes knocking the bark off
the sides of trees. He didn't stop
until he got home.
John streaked into the house all
out of breath. When he could talk,
he told his dad that the devil and
the Lord were at the graveyard
dividing the dead!
John's dad didn't believe a word
of what he was saying. But John insisted so strongly that he was telling the truth, his dad agreed to go
back with him to the graveyard and
prove what he was telling was only

in his mind.
They went to the graveyard and
stopped at the gate. Sure enough
there were voices. They stood and
listened. They heard: "This one is
yours and this one is mine; this
one is yours and this one is mine.''
Then they heard another v o i c e s a y :
"This is all that we have here. But
there are two more at the gate.
\Ve 'll go and divide them."
John said , "They may divide
you, Dad, but they sure ain't going
to divide me!" Then he took off
like a dog with a bottle of turpentine poured on its behind. But he
wasn't fast enough, because his dad
passed him like the old devil was
scorching his tail!
And that was the last time John
was ever late when he returned
from courting!.
McCreary Roberts is a retired schoolteacher (after twenty-five years) and a
part-time farmer from Breathitt County,
Kentucky. Mr. Roberts collects folk-tales
and writes a column for The Jackson
Times.
Illustration by William Arbaugh
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The Hatfields and MCCoys Today
by Greg Carannan te
What with a new Hatfield-McCoy TV
movie and soundtrack album already
underway, plus talk of putting the drama
on stage not only back home but also on
Broadway, indeed America's fas cination
with its most famous family feud may be
headed for a nation-wide revival.
The last time Hatfield-McCoy-mania
hit the country-during the feuding in the
1880's and '90's--a lull in major newsworthy events together with the advent
of "yellow journalism" and its preoccupation with sensationalism blew the ruckus so out of proportion that it eventually became a familiar story throughout
this and other countries and ultimately
created world-wide a distorted caricature
indictment of Appalachian mountain
people.
Since then , the media has reinforced
in the imagination of millions that image
of the violent, gun-toting hillbilly-to the
unfortunate extent t h a t for many of
those least familiar w i t h this area , that
image is all that enters the mind when
hearing the word, "mountaineer. "
Even today , the national media is not
accountable to Appalachians in even the
token ways it is to blacks, Indians,
women, and others. No other group , for
example, would have been subjected to
the kind of off-hand characterization that
thrilled so many in the hit movie, Deliverance, or that appeared last year in
the New York Times, in which a reporter
described Senator Howard Baker's homeland as "the violent hillbilly country of
East Tennessee."
In his recently released book, The Hatfields, former professor Dr. G. Elliott
Hatfield , himself a distant cousin to clan
leader Devil Anse , agrees: " From the selfstyled and long distance 'authorities' and
their documentaries of the feud have
emerged a stereotyped picture of ignorant mountain riffraff and bearded brutes,
without any semblance of civilized background or regard for human life, who,
once the feud was over, have faded back
into the obscurity of the rocky and craggy
mountains from which they emerged."
But if the Hatfields and McCoys (and
mountain people in general) no longer
live up to their infamous reputation (if
indeed they ever did), what are they like?
What do they do? What is it like to be a
Hatfield or a McCoy and have to deal
with the fame of the name? How do they
look back on the feud? And how do
10
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today ' s Hatfields and McCoys fe el about
each other?
"For nearly eighty years or more ," Dr.
Hatfield writes, "the Hatfields and the
McCoys have lived peacefully alongside
the Tug Fork from each other. .. Both
sides wished for pea ce and retired from
feuding ." He describes the Hatfield and
McCoy fa m i 1 i e s then and now as a
" sturdy, hard working self-reliant breed
of family-loving men , stubbornly independent and loyal to the core," and he
notes "their important leadership in both
Kentucky and West Virginia Politics, business, medicine and education , in addition
to their actual contributions toward the
development of.. law and order."
Great great nephew of McCoy clan
patriarch, Randall , singer Jimmy Wolford
of Williamson, is probably one of the
most outspoken and outgoing McCoys
around. Besides campaigning for Hubert
Humphrey in 1960, '64, '68 and '72,
Wolford has recorded for Capitol Records
and is presently advertising manager for
Matewan radio station WHJC. Among his
personal friends are Lorne Greene, Patty
Duke, Hank Williams, Jr. , and Jerry Lee
Lewis.
When asked what the McCoys are like,
Wolford answered: "You know , they go
squirrel hunting. Most of the McCoys I
know are pretty much mountain people
that like to hunt and fish. Very gentle
people; very religious people--mostly Baptist , Church of God. And they sing. I've
never known any family of people that
sing as well as McCoys. They're pretty
singers. They sing a whole lot better than
me and I sing partly for a living. I got
uncles that can out sing me."
Some of those McCoy uncles of Wolford's are : Luther Uriah McCoy , a coal
miner in Phelps, Kentucky; Jimmy McCoy ,
an autoworker in Michigan ; Tully McCoy ,
a Pentecostal Church of God minister, and
John Earl McCoy , parts manager at Williamson's Hatfield-McCoy Ford , begun
about six years ago by V.T. Hatfield and
John L. McCoy, direct descendants of the
old clan leaders.
According to Dr. Hatfield , there are at
least twenty-five college graduates among
the grandchildren of Devil Anse and
Levicy Hatfield, as well as several successful businessmen, elementary and high
school teachers and administrators, two
engineers, several lawyers, at least two
college athletic coaches and several physi-

cians.
Edwin Hatfield of Williamson, third
cousin of Devil Anse, has recently traced
his family back to 1600 when Thomas
Hatfield fled England for Holland to avoid
religious persecution. Edwin's grandfather
on his father's side was Floyd Hatfield ,
who owned the hog of which Randall
McCoy also claimed ownership-a situation which kindled the feud .
Assistant manager of Teco Firestone
Sales of Williamson, Edwin Hatfield claims
that if traced back far enough all the Hatfields in this area are found to be direct
descendants of the feuders. Among his
relatives are : Harry Hatfield, Williamson
High School principal; John Joseph Hatfield , Cinderella School teacher; Bill Hatfield , Florida attorney; Elliott Hatfield,
Gilbert Creek mine owner; Furd Hatfield ,
movie actor in the early '60's, and Senator Mark Hatfield (R-Oregon).
Also , there are two Hatfields who survived the Buffalo Creek flood of 1972 :
Jimmy Hatfield, mine foreman , and Wayne
Bradley Hatfield, retired miner.

So, You're a Hatfield/McCoy ....
How have the post-feud Hatfields and
McCoys dealt with their families' reputations?
Dr. Hatfield, born in the feud's aftermath, "grew up in an atmosphere ... where
he often found himself involved in brawls.
In any community each local bully , and
those not bullies, had a yen to test the
fighting ability of this Hatfield youth to
see if he was for real. He was forced to
establish his right to carry his name."
On the other hand--perhaps as a contrasting sign of the times-young, longhaired Eddie Hatfield, Edwin's son and
proprietor of Eddie's Sound Shop of
Williamson, says, "The whole HatfieldMcCoy thing has become sort of a joke.
I mean, when I told them my name,
people would say, 'Oh, yea? I'm a McCoy
Wanna fight?' And we'd both laugh.
Eddie's father admits, "I don't think
of it being anything to be ashamed of,"
while Jimmy Wolford feels, "you gotta
be proud that you're related to either one
of them ; I'm sort of proud that they're
my people."
Larry Johnson , of the Outdoor Plumbing Company bluegrass group doing the
movie soundtrack, says he began writing
a book on the McCoys because of the

comparatively small amount of information available on them. He says both
families are proud of their names, but
that mentioning the feud to some of
them is like saying, "I heard your great
grandfather had a handle-bar mustache.
It's the same thing . They don't take it
into consideration at all."
Edwin Hatfield concurs that his relatives "just ignore it for the most part-unless they are interested like I am from
an historical standpoint. A lot would
make a possible joke of it, and I have
even heard some of the older people say,
'Well, it's something that's past '--they
were more or less ashamed of it--'so let's
not get out and make a big issue out of
it.,
"I don't mind being connected to the
feud. It's part of American history as far
as I'm concerned. Grant you, at the time,
it was not something to be proud of possibly ... a feud . But it takes feuds; it takes
peace and harmony , and it takes it all to
make up the history of the settling of the
country and you're not gonna be able to
go out here and raise a bush and put it
under it. People are going to talk about it
because it was a widely-known thing. I do
sort of get irked a lot of times when I see
some of these stories that are so completely erroneous. Now, l don 't mind
seeing it publicized , but I think it sho uld
be publicized in the right vein. The Hatfields were not saints; neither were the
McCoys. They were moonshiners on both
sides. There was meanness, yo u might
say, on both sides. And it's not good
against evil, or anything like that, as so
many people think it might be or try to
make it to be. And I know that you'll
find more Hatfields talking about it than
you do McCoys. You don't find too
many McCoys that say, 'I'm a direct descendant.' "
Why? He answered with a joke: " Maybe it 's because we killed them all off?"
Untrue, of course.
" The McCoys are a quiet bunch of
people," Wolford adds. "They don't talk
about it. When I talk to them about the

Hatfield-McCoys, I'll name an incident
and they'll say, 'I didn't know that.'
They don't have any great knowledge of
it. They're not hung up on it. The Hatfields are hung up on who killed who and
who's kin to who, and the McCoys don't
seem to be as interested in it as the Hatfields.
"They sort of kid about it. I was in
the hospital and I heard one Hatfield say
to a McCoy, 'We could clean everybody
out here of this hospital if we wanted to,
couldn't we?'
'Yea.' And then they
laughed, you know. "
At the Hatfield Cemetery off U.S.
Route 119 near Omar there stands a lifesized marble statue of Devil Anse , his
back turned forev er on Kentucky McCoy
country. Other than that, oddly enough,
the Hatfield-McCoy Ford sign on U.S.
Route 52 in Williamson is about the
area's only other landmark which might
tip otherwise uninfo rmed passers-through
and tourists that this is where it all happened.
About seven years ago, before Billy
Edd Wheeler brought The Hatfields and
McCoys drama to Beckley, a Williamson
community group investigated the feasibility of staging it in Williamson instead;
according to Edwin Hatfield, though , they
couldn't raise enough money. Jimmy
Wolford says the group received only one
letter during that time. "It said, 'If you
have that play you're going to hear pistol
fire on both sides of that river. Don't
start it up again because there's a natural
tendency for McCoys and Hatfields not
to get along.' That 's wrong. There's no
natural tendency for anybody not to get
along."
Edwin Hatfield feels, "It would be
nice that, since it is a world-known fact,
if there is a play or something, it should
be right in here where it actually happened so that people could see the locale ... because I know that it's known all
over the world. Just for example, we had
a youth exchange here and a young boy
named Francois came over from France
and when he came into the house here,

the first thing he did, I noticed, he
started looking at my ears. And finally I
got to the point where I asked him what
it was. And he said in France the Hatfields and McCoys is a cartoon in the
movies and the Hatfields have big ears
and the McCoys have big noses. And he
was looking to see about my ears. Well,
he got pretty much interested in the feud,
being in this area. So, I introduced him
to a McCoy I knew and Francois had to
take a picture of me and him shaking
hands. So, when Francois got ready to
go, I went down and I had a trophy made
and I had it engraved, 'To Francois, for
help in settling the Hatfield-McCoy feud.'
And he took it back to France and got a
big kick out of it."
Now it appears that the Hatfields and
McCoys are due for more exposure than
they've had for many years. The new
film, tentatively titled, The Devil in the
Mountains: Th e Hatfields and McCoys, is
being written and directed by Clyde Ware ,
who wrote and directed TV's Baby Face
Nelson; the Civil War film , No Drums, No
Bugles , and who has also written and directed several Gunsmoke and Bonanza
episodes. Filming's to begin in October,
with shooting partly on location. The
film will be ninety minutes long when
shown on ABC-TV, possibly later this
year. Jack Palance has been mentioned
for the part of Devil Anse and Sterling
Hayden may play Randall McCoy. Local
folks will be cast in bit parts.
" It will be a dramatic, human thing,"
Larry Johnson explains. "It won't be:
'Hey, y'all, come on down here. We're
gonna kill some.' It won't be like that."
The only other movie on the feud ,
Rose Anne McCoy, was made in the early
1940's. But, why dig up a feud and concentrate on it at this violent time in history?
"That's like saying, 'Why bother with
the Civil War?' " Johnson replies. " 'Or,
why bother with George Washington
crossing the Delaware? Or, why bother
with the assassination of Martin Luther
King or John F. Kennedy?' It's history.

DICK THE BARBER

My daddy is like a CrackerJack box
all white and neat with goodies inside.
He smells like spice and rum from
fancy bottles he keeps on the shelf.
His bow-tie is like a package tied up for Christmas.
He used to have a band up north before
he married Momma;
on Saturday nights he plays music
on the bottles with his shiny scissors and comb.
His pockets jingle with magic wishes
that nickels and pennies can buy;
when he comes in the back door for supper

the house gets lighter and Momma's face gets soft.
He can tell of coon hunts and "skinny up a tree,"
and make "Old Red" grin,
and do things that no one else can
even ran a foot race to Kronos--and won.
He likes to brag about how many kids he's got,
and says, "I'm the one who put the Dick in Dixie."
Then grins his grin.
When I'm feeling scared inside,
and Momma and Daddy will let me;
I like to get in their big bed
and smell his ghost on the pillow.
Linda Glover
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You've got to bother with it."
Wolford claims, "People are trying to
find new heros, even if tpey have to go
back to old people to find them; because
there's nothing heroic going on right now ,
and people are going back to the Hatfields and McCoys. I think that's what
it's all about.
"Exploitation has been done on the
Hatfields and McCoys, but not in a great
commercial thing where we've got a Davy
Crockett image. Why , J . Paul Getty didn't
make the money that they made on Davy
Crockett."
An audio buff whose living room
boasts twelve speakers, Edwin Hatfield
declares, "If the new movie's anything
like Rose Anne McCoy, I think it's wrong .
And not necessarily because in that particular picture it made the Ha tfields look
pretty ridiculous. I think it made the Hatfields and McCoys both look pretty ridiculous. It can be made into a movie and
still be accurate and interesting to a lot of
people. If it's done right, I can go along
with that... 'hillbillies.' True.
That's a
good name for the people around here
and at that time with the hills we've got,
that's about all we had, and that's a good
name for them. I'm not ashamed of the
word 'hillbilly.' I don't see it used too
much around locally, but the thing that
sort of gets to me is this: We're not dumb
hillbillies. You can look around in this
area and see a lot of houses; a lot of
people, prosperous people. They're hillbillies, but they're not dumb ones. If
they were dumb ones, they wouldn't have
that loot that they make. I'm a native
Mingo-By-God-Countian.
I've got Tug
River water in my system. I'm proud to
live here."

'Education is What it's All About'
Is there a chance that a resurgence of
attention on the feud might start it up
again?
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"There's always the possibility that
someone will see the movie or see the
play or read a book and get hot about it ,"
Wolford maintains, "but I don't think
it's people your age and my age , unless
it's somebody drunk. Because we really
weren't part of all that back then . And
we're really more educated now . And I
think education has a lot to do with it.
I think education is what the hell it's all
about. I think if I hadn't gone to high
school and gone to a couple of years of
college and traveled like I have traveled ,
and met people like I have, and had been
cooped back here in these mountains , I
think I'd probably hate the Smiths or
somebody ... maybe I'd be going to war
with them. But education does it to you."
"There's no way I know of that there
would be any problem," Edwin Hatfield
contends. "I don't think a feud could
break out right now. The family tie is not
there. That's the main thing. Back in
those days, the family was so closely-knit
together that you knew your cousins ;
they were like brothers or sisters. The
w h ~ l e family was in the area and they
had one man that was more or less a
leader of that family. You don't have
that today. You just don't have that clan
leader.
"I've lived in this area all my life, and
I don't know of any particular case in the
forty some years that I've been living
here where it goes directly back to a fight
or anything that was caused by the feud
or animosity between the two families of
the feud."
"I think the last time a Hatfield killed
a McCoy," Wolford remembers, "was at
Matewan about 1930. So it's been a long
time, and that was probably they were
just drunk together.
"I mean, I went through a period of
about twenty years there where somebody'd say something about the Hatfields
and McCoys, and I just sort of knew that
the fighting was all over with."

"The Hatfields and McCoys Today"
was reprinted from the Sept/ Oct issue of
The Mountain Call. It's author, Greg Carannante, is co-editor (with John and
Michael Fanning) of the one year old
monthly periodical which is "for the
mountains, their people, their culture."
The Mountain Call, published by Cove
Forest Crafts is a group effort of people
who are from Big Laurel near Kermit ,
West Virginia. Their interest ranges from
local culture to mountain problems to
national and universal concerns in which
mountaineers have a stake.
In the Aug/Sept 197 4 issue, devoted
to education, we note the activism of the
staff as they attempt, as members of the
Big Laurel Citizens Group, and as participants in the Adventure into Literacy for
the Children of Big Laurel, to persuade
their County School Board to help them
establish a mountain school for their
isolated community.
One of The Mountain Call's regular
features that we especially enjoy is the
Mountaineer of the Month--in depth interview-articles with dynamic mountain
people. Other regular features are book
reviews, announcements of events and
places of interest, a quilting corner,
mountain riddle of the month , and for
those who like to barter, a for sale/ will
buy or trade section.
If you haven't had the chance to get
hold of a copy of Th e Mountain Call yet,
you've missed such items as "Blaze Star
Comes Home," good short fiction of our
region, an article on log cabins, and a feature on th-e fireplace and the burnability
of different woods which will be a boon
to the amateur pioneer.
Issues (which are on sale at Whitesburg's Cozy Corner), back issues, and
subscriptions may be obtained by writing
to:
The Mountain Call
Box 611
Kermit, West Virginia 25074

College. She began writing poetry only
last fall and will soon be published in
several magazines.
Neil Graves, from Medina, Tennessee, is
currently teaching at the University of
Tennessee at Martin. He has published in
Appalachian Journal, Twigs, and The
Goddard Journal.

Marcia M. Sontheimer, who lives in Morgantown, is a member of the West Virginia Artists' and Craftsmen's Guild and
has exhibited with the Designer Craftsmen's Guild. Her main interests are in
pen/ink drawings (pages 38 and 40),
mixed media drawings, and photography.

Franklin Gross, a self-employed painter
and carpenter, from Jackson, Kentucky,
majored in art and history at Union University in Jackson, Tennessee. His political cartoon appears on page 3.
Ted Morgan, from Welch, West Virginia,
is a truck driver with the Overnite Transportation Company. He has published
cartoons in Truck Tracks Magazine and
in several of his company's publications.
Mr. Morgan took a correspondence course
in cartooning from The Famous Artists'
School.
D.H. Nicholson is a college administrator
and teacher of English at Chowan College, Murfreesboro, North Carolina. He
holds an MA degree in English and has
published in several magazines and journals.

Charles A. Sweet, Jr. is an associate professor of English at Eastern Kentucky
University and has published previously
in the Kansas Quarterly, College English,
and Modern Fiction Studies.
Lyonal Williams teaches art at Dilce
Combs High School, Jeff, Kentucky.
Wesley Yonts was born on Millstone
Creek, Letcher County, Kentucky. Mr.
Yonts has been employed as a lineman
by the Kentucky Power Company for
the past twenty-eight years and in 1956
was ordained in the Regular Baptist
Church.
Luther York, a native Tennessean, is a
retired newspaper editor and publisher.
He lives in Wayne County, Kentucky,
where he is working on a novel and a biography of Sgt. Alvin C. York, his uncle.

Why is Dan Rather
Scared of
Broadside TV?
by Jim Branscome
''They ought to hang the bastard,"
shouted a young mountain man, as filled
up with what he was seeing on TV as he
was with Stroh's beer. "That Dan Rather
ought to be stomped," he continued,
"because any fool that thinks Nixon just
made a good statement is crazier than
hell." Other than throwing a flip top at
the screen, or mashing a beer can together with one hand--which is just not
really a feat anymore since they came
out with aluminum cans--there is very
little the man can do about Dan Rather
or CBS or all the other untouchables who
take up so much of eur lives.
Unless one is rich enough to buy an
ad, famous enough to get coverage, or
just happens onto a camera crew taking
a "sidewalk survey," there is very little
chance of even getting on the tube alongside these gentlemen. And unless one is
as knowledgeable and stuffy as Alistair
Cooke, or knows more about theatre
than Shakespeare, there is little chance of
even getting on the so-called "educational" channel. So the public is left
with the single option of being the observer and drinking Stroh's beer (Coor's
on the west coast). Anyway, that is the
way it used to be.
Now, thanks mainly to the Japanese,
there is a way that the average, sober individual can get on the screen. What is
involved is a lot of simple devices (I
know because I can operate one) that
add up to a small camera attached to an
o v e r ~ z e tape recorder that adds up to
what the Sony Corporation calls a Porta-Pak. Armed with it and a few batteries
and tapes, just about anybody can become a fifth TV network. If there is a
friendly cable TV operator in town,
which there are more of in the mountains

than anywhere else in the country for our
population, the Port-a-Pak tapes can be
played to every TV set in town. Hook a
few of these cable systems together and
you move from local programming to regional broadcasting. And, believe it or
not , the one place in the country where
all this has already been done , is in the
mountains. So, watch out, Dan Rather,
hillbillies may steal your prime time.
Broadside TV does not look or sound
like a threat to anybody. Most people
who go down to the Johnson City Eye
Hospital do not even notice Broadside's
headquarters in an old two-story frame
dwelling right across the street at 204
East Watauga Avenue. But a whole lot of
folks in upper east Tennessee and southwest Virginia take it seriously. For example , Beverly Hill , of Kingsport , whom
I have never met. The other day by a
pure and simple flub on my part, I called
Ms. Hill to ask if the telephone company
had a listing for Broadside TV in Kingsport. "Yeah , we got it , just wait a
second and I'll get it for you," she said .
And then she came back on and said,
"Isn't that strange, they don't have a listing. I know it's around here somewhere,
because I watch it." Thinking I might
get a good quote from her about how
well she liked Broadside's tapes on folk
medicine and granny women and snake
handling, I decided to take advantage of
a friendly telephone operator and asked
her what she watched . "Me and my boyfriend likes to watch wrestling on it ," she
said, "because that's about th e only channel around here that runs wrestling."
WelL I tried.
Broadside TV does run wrestling and
tapes of the Brookside strike , Yorkshire
miners, stripmining in Germany , Nimrod

Workman, the melungeons, folk remedies, hog killing, Ja ck Wright and John
McCutcheon singing chi 1 d r en's songs,
TV A, and, too, the city planning department, the fire department, the public
library, the Better Business Bureau, careers in the Army , etc. They broadcast
a little bit of everything to suit everybody. They do not rebroadcast Dan
Rather , however. The network serves
fourteen cable systems with a potential
audience of 80,000 homes and a total of
a quarter million possible viewers. Any
viewer who wants an early evening alternative to Gomer Pyle, Jed Clampett, and
Eva Gabor has only to turn the channel,
five nights a week.
Broadside, which takes its name from
those little handbills angry folks used to
print up and hand out to their neighbors,
got its start from one Sony machine in
the hands of Ted Carpenter, 28, the network's director. With that first $1,700
machine--which someone in New York
stole while he was on a fund-raising triphe began making tapes of mountain folks
and playing them back over people's TV
screens and at any meeting where people
would sit and watch. Gradually, with a
tape library consisting of things like Dan
Gibson telling how his rifle reclaimed a
stripmine, and Arden Franklin, a Tennessee farmer , telling how the stripminers
got hi s land before he could imitate Mr.
Gibson , Carpenter built up an interest in
portable video as a viable means of intercommunity exchange and as an alternative to traditional adult education, rather
than a means of competing with-and
sharing the inevitable aloofness of-network TV.
His big break came with the Federal
Communication Commission grant to the
local cable operators in east Tennessee.
Most of them, more worried abo ut the
FCC requirement than Carpenter's strange
political ideas, signed on. That was in
1972. Today Carpenter refers to his operation as an "Appalachian Network,"
envisioning other cable systems joining
up. While he has several young staff people making tapes and operating the increasingly sophisticated electronic gadgetry , Carpenter still maintains that the
primary focus of Broadside is community
access and adult education. He said recently: " It is part of our charge to make
our TV facilities more available to the
local community. To this end , our Broadside office serves as a kind of comm unity
access center where people can come to
make a tape , or we will train them to use
a Port-a-Pak so they can make it their
own.
..''INe have an average of four and five
Port-a-Paks going out to people in the
community each week. A local ETSU
stud ent has used our equipment to do a
serious document of the snake handlers
in Newport , Tennessee. who recently received national attention when two of
their members died from drinking strichnin e poison. A local musician uses our
equipment to do a regular series of traditional mountain mu sic played in the
homes , kitchens and por ches of area folk
musicians. The Black Appalachian Commission borrowed our equipment to tape
their recent meeting in the Tri-Cities.
Though the results of these labors can often be amateurish or of limited interest ,
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on the whole we feel we are developing
a constituency of honest local community involvement in television with a more
intimate, if less professional, relationship
to our own region."
Carpenter does not believe TV networks, oriented as they are to mass audiences, can be educative. "To get a mass
audience, you have to be slick, entertaining , and superficial enough to relate
to most people. The ability to custom
design and deliver educational services to
a wide variety of adults in diverse communities and constituencies at a cost that
makes large audiences irrelevant is the
miracle of video tape."
Carpenter sees video as a kind of revenge against McLuhanesque arguments
that the media is bigger than its audience,
and that the audience has to be "massaged" into sterile conformity. Video ,
he believes, can remove the middleman,
allowing people to become their own interpreters and commentators by "experiencing problems at the problem level."
That does sound a lot more exciting than
listening to teachers, reporters and the
Eric Sevareids of the world, who are experts in transmitting second-hand information. Carpenter says he does not have
a news reporter and news show yet to
compete with Dan Rather. He is looking
for a reporter , though, he said. With
that one more person, he will have a staff
of fourteen people and a budget of over
$150,000 per year-most of that coming
from the cable operations, foundation
grants, and universities and public schools
which buy Broadside tapes.
So, the next time you feel like getting
even with the screen, call up Broadside
and ask to borrow a Port-a-Pak. Personally, I aim to recommend that to my
beer-drinking friend.&

Jim Branscome is a staff writer at the
Highlander Center in New Market, Tennessee. He writes also for the Whitesburg
Mountain Eagle.

CBS

News...

Continued from page 3
fenders of ordinary citizens everywhere.
But the suggestion looks silly as soon
as it is made. To carry it out, week after
week CBS would have to challenge and
embarrass publicly the very companies
that it does commercial business with
every day.
Beyond this, the members of the news
staff do not have the attitudes necessary
for such an approach to the news. To
raise a persistent challenge against the
abuses and excesses of power, they would
need personal commitments to the effort.
They display , instead , a large capacity for
overlooking such abuses and excesses,
plus a personal inclination to indulge in
the same thing themselves.
A few months ago, the word leaked
out that President, Nixon had shrunk his
personal taxes almost to the vanishing
point by giving the government his vicepresidential files and papers. It was a
scandal, thoroughly and critically reported by CBS.
A couple of CBS reporters were dis-

DUSK

I

In late November
Kentucky hills are grey,
When daylight fades
shapes stand out
stark against the mountains ...
Trees, barns, men
become dark forms ...
needing warmth.

II

It's then I see them
in faded barn light,
old men ...
breathing the rusty cold ...
Bending toward a pail handle,
tugging the liquid weight,
straightening, balancing.
Extending one arm
they gather up the evening
and tal&,it home
patterned, regular, repeated,
like a quilt
to keep out the winter.
Victoria Vivrett Barker
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cussing this one day in the newsroom.
One of them mentioned that Walter
Cronkite, CBS' most famous star, had
done the same thing. According to the
reporter, Cronkite had given a load of his
old news scripts and other such "worthless stuff" to a journalism school and
then subtracted it from his income tax
return as a donation. The two reporters
discussing this shortchanging of the public purse did not hesitate a second in
shock or amazement at the idea of
Cronkite's deducting "worthless stuff."
They laughed. Then they went back to
work. The truth of the reporters' conversation is immaterial. That they were undisturbed by the picture of Cronkite's
slick maneuver is the point to remember
about CBS.
(Editor's note: Speaking through a
CBS spokesman, George Hoover, Cronkite claims that his donation of "scripts
and correspondence" to the University of
Texas at Austin was not claimed as a federal tax deduction. He offered no evidence to support his claim, however.
Hoover argued that even if Cronkite had
taken the deduction, "it was legal, wasn't
it?")
For CBS to become a true defender of
the public interest against both public
and private abuses of power, it would
have to dedicate itself to exposing its own
newscaster with as much zeal as Richard
Nixon. CBS will never develop this dedication.
Doing so would breed rebellion among
its employees and public anger against its
big advertisers, just as all the news about
Nixon and the Watergaters has bred suspicion toward government in general.
Moreover, the CBS Board of Directorswhose members also direct Atlantic Richfield, AMAX, Union Pacific Railroad, Pan
American Airways, American Electric Power, Eastern Air Lines, Borden , Cummins
Engine, Corning Glass, among others-would get skittish if the CBS News team
focused the public's attention close to
their homes.
It's one thing for CBS to fault unions
and the Nixon Administration ; criticizing
blocks of private power is something else
again. CBS News knows where its bread is
buttered.&

David Underhill was employed by CBS as
a "transcriber of electronic transmissions"
(typist) in the newsroom in order to finance his graduate work at Columbia University. He has recently been working in
Mobile, Alabama with LINK, a prisonerrelease program. His writing has appeared
in the Southern Courier and several journals of political science.
This story first appeared in the March,
1974 issue of the Appalachian News Service, started by Curtis Seltzer in Charleston, West Virginia and now defunct. The
ANS failed to raise the necessary funds to
survive, resulting in a continuation of the
black out of regional news.
"ANS exists in a state of suspended
mortality. "--Curtis Seltzer.

John Fox, Jr.
A Re-Appraisal; Or,
With Friends Like That, Who Needs Enemies?
He was always kindly in what he wrote about the mountain people
and it has been said (that he) was the best friend these people ever
had.
-William Cabell Moore

by Donald Askins
Half a century after his death, John
Fox, Jr. still dominates the "Cultural"
activities of the little town in southwestern Virginia to which he came in the
1890's hoping to make his fortune in land
and coal speculation. Although he failed
as an industrial entrepeneur, he stumbled
upon another natural resource ripe for
development and proceeded to exploit
his discovery with a vigor that has preserved his name as one of the very few
readily recognizable in any list of Appalachian authors. Both at home and abroad,
Fox achieved a great popular success in
his novels and stories depicting mountain
people, and today, in Big Stone Gap , his
memory is cultivated with an ardor Americans rarely accord a mere writer of
fiction. The atmosphere o.f sanctity in
which "The Trail of the Lonesome Pine"
is produced invests the annual dramatization more with the quality of ritual
than that of outdoor drama .
Fox's national popularity (his books
are readily available in paperback editions
while those of James Still are out of
print) and the general consensus that
would agree with William Cabell Moore
call for a re-appraisal of his depiction of
the mountain people to whom he is supposed to have been such a good friend.
Undoubtedly, Fox's novels and stories
have influenced the nation's view of its
Appalachian minority , so we turn to his
fiction to evaluate the cast of that view.
Fox's first bestselling novel, The Little
Shepherd of Kingdom Come, is structured on a set of contrasts that reveals
unmistakably a bias that permeates all of
his work: the Mountains vs . the Bluegrass, Melissa Turner (mountain girl) vs.
Margaret Dean (bluegrass belle), Joel Turner (Chad's adopted parent) vs. Major
Buford (Chad ' s bluegrass relative), Chad
in the mountains vs. Chad in the bluegrass, and so on ad infinitum. Without
exception, the thrust of these contrasts is
denigratory in relation to mountaineers
and laudatory in relation to the bluegrass
aristocracy.
In The Little Shepherd of Kingdom
Come Fox characterizes mountain society
as pyramidal in structure and divided into

three classes: at the top he locates "the
valley-aristocrat"-those farmers of the
rich river-bottoms who occasionally own
slaves and are "perhaps of gentle blood
(italics mine); in the middle are the freesettlers, "usually of Scotch-Irish descent,
often English, but sometimes German or
sometimes even Huguenot," who dwell in
"rude" log cabins along tributary creeks;
at the bottom are the poor white trash,
"worthless descendants of the servile and
sometimes criminal class who might have
traced their origin back to the slums of
London"; these last exist in "wretched
cabins at the head of the creek or on the
washed spur of the mountain above" and
function as "hand-to-mouth tenants of
the valley-aristocrats." Although the typography of the region conceivably could
have resulted in some such economic
stratification as Fox indicates, one must
demur at his essentially racial classifications. Surely there were some ScotchIrish and Germans among those "valleyaristocrats," and perhaps now and then
one could have traced his ancestry back
to the London slums.
However, in Fox's social theorizing
man is a product of the interaction of
"blood" and environment;
hence , in
order to account for the "semi-barbarous"
condition of life he discovers in the
mountains, Fox posits an inferiority of
blood-line which is compounded by the
rigors of the environment. Even those
"valley-aristocrats," like 'Joel Turner or
Judd Tolliver, who had perhaps the initial advantage of "gentle blood ," are
little more than genial barbarians, notable
primarily for their physical prowess and
characterized mentally and culturally as
possessed of an ignorance and child-like
simplicity that reduces them to the level
of clowns. The less fortunate, in terms of
blood-line, may be either well-meaning or·
villianous, but they invariably lack the
mental capacity to rise above their environmental limitations-the physical destitution in which they exist mirrors a
corresponding mental, spiritual, and cultural destitution.
The children of such people, "thin,
undersized, underfed, and with weak,

dispirited eyes and yellow tousled hair"
or "round-faced, round-eyed, dark, and
sturdy," grow "large-waisted and round
shouldered ... from work in the fields";
they sit uninterested and restless through
the "blab schools" and quit, their minds
untouched and unenlightened, to take
their place in the generations of degeneration. Rare indeed is the mountain
child who shows himself "erect, agile,
spirited, intelligent." Chad, one of these
rarities, who eventually takes his rightful
place among the bluegrass aristocracy,
derives his superior qualities apparently
from the twin advantages of his mother's
having been "a lawful wife" and his
grandfather's having worn a "wig and
peruke." Melissa, the true mountain waif
of unknown parentage, must perish because her mother was so uncircumspect
as to get herself bedded before she was
wedded.
Fox's bias against mountain people
is underscored when he comes to speak
of the Bluegrass, as is his curious blend of
romantic mysticism and naturalistic determinism. Chad is introduced to the Bluegrass by an itinerant cattle-dealer and the
schoolmaster, who tell him of a "faraway,
curious country"
where the land was level and there
were no mountains at all; where on
one farm might be more sheep, cattle, and slaves than Chad had seen
in all his life; where the people
lived in big houses of stone and
brick--what brick was Chad could
not imagine-and rode along hard,
white roads in shiny covered wagons, with two "niggers" on a high
seat in front and one little "nigger"
behind to open gates, and were
proud and very high-heeled indeed;
where there were towns that had
more people than a whole county
in the mountains, with rock roads
running through them in every direction and narrow rock paths along
these roads-like rows of hearthstones-for the people to walk onthe land of the bluegrass--the "settlements of old Kaintuck."
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And there were churches everywhere as tall as trees and schoolhouses a-plenty; and big schools,
called colleges, to which the boys
went when they were through with
the little schools.
The contrast here, although couched in
language comprehensible to a child's mind,
suggests the materialistic and racist valuebase on which Fox's attitudes and judgments are founded and which precludes
any sympathetic understanding of the
mountain culture he found in Jellico and
Big Stone Gap. This bias is much more
explicitly stated in a chapter of The Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come entitled
"The Bluegrass." Fox begins the description with the epithet "God's Country!"
and continues to characterize Bluegrass
Kentucky as the land that seems "to
have been the pet shrine of the Great
Mother herself."
She fashioned it with loving hands.
She shut it in with a mighty barrier
of mighty mountains to keep the
mob out. She gave it the loving
clasp of a mighty river, and spread
broad, level prairies beyond that
the mob might glide by or be tempted to the other side ...
In the beginning, such was her
clear purpose to the Kentuckian's
eye she filled it with flowers and
g r a ~ s and trees, and fish and bird
and wild beast, just as she made
Eden for Adam and Eve ... And when
the chosen came, they found the
earth ready to receive them ... For
those chosen people - such, too
served her purpose-the Mother went
to the race upon whom she has
smiled a benediction for a thousand
years--the race that obstacle but
strengthens, that thrives best under
an alien effort to kill, that has ever
conquered its conquerors, and that
seems bent on the task of carrying
the best ideas any age has ever
known back to the Old World from
which it sprang. The Great Mother
knows!. .. And how she has followed
close when this Saxon race--her
youngest born - seemed likely to
stray too far--gathering its sons to
her arms in virgin lands that they
might suckle again and keep the old
blood fresh and strong. (My italics
throughout.)
The aristocratic and racist elitism manifest in this passage explains easily enough
Fox's lack of sympathy for the mountaineers he wrote of. The mountaineer, it
is implied here, is one of that inferior
breed which has succumbed to the mighty
barrier Mother Nature erected "to keep
the mob out"; hence, he is hardly worthy
of serious consideration, for the true
bearers of the living heritage are "the
chosen," whose manifest destiny is to
"plant their kind across a continent from
sea to sea" and move on through the
opening eastern gates of the earth."
When Fox descends from the heights
of such mystic racism to describe the
state of civilization in the Bluegrass, his
idealization of circumstances contrasts
markedly with his comments on mountain society.
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This edenic VISion reveals clearly where
Fox's sympathies lie, if not his understanding.
One can understand why Fox, imbued
with such romantic illusions about his
birthplace, consistently depicted Mountain people as incapable of d e v e l o p i n g . to
a state of civilization. When civilization
comes to the mountains, it is imposed
forcibly upon the native populace, as in
the case of the Big Stone Gap Guard, a
group of Harvard and Yale graduates selfappointed to bring "law and o r ~ e r " to
the rude savages in their mountam fastness or it is achieved by the exceptionally
g i f t e d native who leaves the region for
one of the national cultural centers, as
June Tolliver does in The Trail of the
Lonesome Pine. In either instance an outside influence provides the catalyst which
the mountaineer is unable to initiate for
himself or his society.
The mountaineer's debility , in Fox's
critical view , is attributable in part to inferior ancestral stock, in part to the
malign effects of the mountain environment. Fox holds firmly to the degeneration theory of mountain societal development, as is evidenced in the history of
Chad Buford. The original Buford was a
"fine old gentleman in a wig and peruke";
after three generations of mountain is?lation the Buford line has eventuated m
C h a d , ~ supposed "woods-colt," orphaned,
at the mercy of the viciousness or generosity of whomever he meets. A l t h o u g h
the potential inherent in his b l o o d - l i n e
raises him head and shoulders above his
peers the disadvantages of his environment ' prevent the full realization of that
potential ; in comparison w i t h his c o u n terparts in the Bluegrass, his achievements are inferior indeed. However, when
Chad is exposed to the cultural and material advantages of the Bluegrass, his progress is amazingly rapid, soon ~ q u a i l i n g or
surpassing his counterparts m level of
attainment_.
The land was a great series of
wooded parks such as one might
have found in Merry England, except that worm fence and stone
wall took the place of hedge along
the highways. It was a land of
peace and of a plenty that was

close to easy luxury-for all. Poor
whites were few, the beggar was unknown and throughout the region
there ~ a s no man, woman, or child,
perhaps, who did not have enough
to eat and to wear and a roof to
cover his head, whether it was his
own roof or not. If slavery had to
be--then the fetters were forged
light and hung loosely.
The same theme is more explicitly developed in The Trail of the Lonesome
Pine, through the characters Jack Hale
and June Tolliver. Hale, who comes to
the mountains as the representative and
harbinger of approaching civilization,
through years of exposure to the m o u n tain environment gradually loses his CIVIlized refinements and takes on many of
the brutish qualities of Fox's mountain
inhabitants. June , the little mountain lass
who loves him , in the meantime undergoes the opposite process of development
as a result of her exposure to the civilizing influence of New York socie ty. In
Fox's view, environment is the ultimate
determinant of character, and the status
quo of mountain society as he describes
it precludes any progress toward what he
recognizes as civiliza tion , i.e. the cultured
societies of New York and the Bluegrass.
In spite of much that has been written
to the contrary, John Fox , Jr. , who
achieved a degree of fame and fortune
through the literary exploitation of the
Appalachian mountaineer, reveals in h i s
fiction little love for either the mountam
people or the mountain milieu. His view
was always that of an outsider, examining
a quaintly curious but inferior breed ,
with whom he could scarcely sympathize,
much less empathize. The potential viciousness of such a view has since become
concretely demonstrable in the sacrifice
of the people and the area he so befriended to the rapacious progression of
"Saxon" civilization.•

Donald Askins, born and raised in Ch ilton County, Alabama, lives on Marshal's
Branch in Jenkins, Kentucky. He teach es
English at Clinch Valley College in Virginia.

SWEET JESUS!

Sunday morning,
Sunday morning all day.
Suits off for a week, now on,
with clean white socks going to church.
A girl walking to church by my window,
walking without a girdle.
Seeing me glance out of the window at her
... and her Bible,
she smiles.
Sweet Jesus!

D.H. Nicholson

POET BREAKS
GROUND
by Bob Arlett
To connect a writer with an area
might seem to condemn him/her to the
limitations of regionalism. But the work
of Jim Wayne Miller--two of whose pieces
were in our first issue--is so permeated
with images of mountain landscape, people, happenings that we may call this
writer a mountain poet. His recently
published Dialogue with a Dead Man
(University of Georgia Press) is a threepart work which describes the poet's
reflections triggered by his anguish at the
death of an old man of the mountains.
The intention--to confront the nature
and implications of death, and to achieve
a coming to terms-involves an attempt to
articulate that which may be impossible
to utter: so that our judgment of the
work will ultimately rely upon the degree
of trust which we may place in Miller's
vision. The book's title, Dialogue with a
Dead Man, implies alarmingly that both
poet and dead man are capable of informing each other in distinct voices, and we,
again, must anticipate that the cosmos
Miller presents will remain credible to
present experience.
The first section of the work "Copperhead Cane," describes the speaker's reaction to the old man's death. As each
poem is written in the present tense, we
are drawn into the progressions-grief,
vertigo, balance-which the artist undergoes, and because of the drama we must
remain aware that the poet's presentation
of self-and our attitude towards himwill be changeable. In short, the speaker,
like a novel's first-person narrator, may
be untrustworthy.
The most frequent formula of the
first section is that a present circumstance or sense perception leads to a
parallel recollection of the past, when
the old man lived. In the book's second
poem, "For S.F.S." the poet follows the
water-beaded coffin in the funeral procession and marks those mourners who
are used to climbing difficult hills. This
triggers a recollection of another time in
the rain when the old man (the poet, as
now, following behind him on a hunting
trip) climbed easily "on the slippery
rocks." Somehow,. the connection of past
and present seems a little neat and easy
so that grief is, for now, too comfortable.
The initial and title poem of the first
section "Copperhead Cane" is Miller's
statement, for the time being, upon his
own art. Just as the old man, through

his "hand of sleight," carves from a
"needful sourwood" a "spiralling snake,"
so the poet from his "gnarled grief"
produces the verbal equivalent of the
"copperhead cane"-an equation between
the old man's art and that of Miller. It is
a modest self-evaluation. We must question whether the unworked stock of
wood has potential to be counterpart to
the poet's grief. More especially we must
question whether the speaker's finished
product is a satisfactory equivalent to the
wrought cane. The "carving with fancy"
of the cane corresponds, we assume, to
rhymes (sleight/delight) and modifiers
(seasoned stock, grave delight, needful
sourwood, gnarled grief). Somehow, however, one wonders whether the sense of
loss which is the poet's manna would not
be more convincing without adjectival
cosmetics.
Another early poem which, like most
other poems in this section, is a sonnet,
concludes with:
At night, my grief a traveled,
polished stone,
I'll pass and disbelieve I hunt
alone.
The polished stone, perhaps, refers to
M i 11 e r' s nighttime art (poetry and/or
courted haunting by the dead man). Now
the sonnet, however varied, is a retentive

form and, at times, one wishes that
Miller's expressed grief would include
more fury or complexity. One feels in
short that the polished stone is too much
of an indulgence, for art's sake, in the old
man's death.
This is not at all to brush aside Miller's
poetry; he has at the least the potential
of being first rate. For instance:
You labored nights throwing
fodder down
from the loft into the pine pole
racks,
to cattle stumbling on their
frozen tracks,
then woke to dream the thin and
soundless town.
or:
Above me on the ridge a brazen
crow
stares from the standing bones of
a chestnut tree.
Why is he watching me?
What does he know?
At such times Miller's poetry seems to
escape the necessities of that preconceived subject matter which dictates the
form and structure of the early parts of
Dialogue with a Dead Man.
As the book progresses, the function

For S.F.S.
Graveward to this green tent I too came burdened,
though other hands than mine, yet none more willing,
waited to man the metal grips, to bear
you briefly through this rain up Newfound Hill.
Walking beside the water-beaded coffin,
I saw how feet, schooled in these hills at yours,
climbed on the rutted clay; where others slipped,
they did not even soil their Sunday shoes.
In Doggett's Gap, by Double Springs where we
made camp, we knew another tent, another
time, squirrel-time in the Bear Wallow,
and rain rolled from our blue-barreled rifles.
Climbing the hill head-down behind you, I marked
how wisely your feet held, fast on the slippery rocks.
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of Miller's art changes as his relationship
with the dead man changes. In the second
part (also titled Dialogue with a Dead
Man) the old man enters as a legitimate
voice to counter the poet's morbid imagi·
nation poetry. Such jibes as
I couldn't wedge a word into
your grieving,
not as long as you whispered
rhymes down dark
holes in the earth to a face you
thought you saw
looking up with dead eyes from
the ground .
or:
I'd just as lief
you left off making pictures
of your grief
early and late
and hanging them between me
and the light.
shock the poet into questioning his previous endeavors. In "Trellis" he stops
short the old man's voice to re-define the
nature of his poetry:
Your life is a trellis I train
verses up
just as these roses climb the
weathered porch.

County Seat
Turtles on a log,
old men sit sunning
on a bench in front of the courthouse.
They have been talking of old times
while the clock tower's shadow,
like a black cat stalking field mice,
has inched forward
somehow without ever moving.

sustains and restores some dignity to the
dead. Miller now extends his range so
that the grotesqueness of circumstance
in such poems as "Miss Hattie May ,
Aged 92, Dies at the Quality Extended
Care Facility" or "Aunt Gladys's Home
Movie No. 31 (Albert's Funeral)" is tempered with images which--hallvcinatory
as they may be--offer a sunset permanence:

Up through leaves like listening
ears a path leads
This may not be the strongest poetry,
There:-a rose-red plain and
but, in the dramatic context, we notice
pyramids.
that just as the season has changedwinter images of brown and decay will
For the most, this section includes the
be replaced by roses and rosiness--so the
best poetry in the book. The posture is
speaker (as he evaluates his poetry) is
less certain, but the poetry is divorced
forced to assume a posture apart from
from subservience to a particular subthe old man. In "Breaking Ground" a
ject, so that imagery, less catered, betougher, freer (chauvinist though it may
comes organic. Thus in "County Seat"
be) s t a n c e replaces grief's "polished
stone":
When I've
roughed out the poem and it stands like a wedge of newground driven into woods, I leave it, just as you left fields
and patches-for women and children to cultivate.
In "Last Words" the old man, concludes his distinct role by offering a
resolution of the separate voices:
--Well, neither of us will ever be
at rest
until our separate voices speak
as one
and I move with you, black shadow
in the sun,
only as you move.
With the two experiences wedded the occasional poetry of the earlier part of the
book is replaced by less preconceived,
more generative subjects. Thus, "Writing
My Name," while its language
Here beside an r sharp as a
scorpion's
stinger-a fat larva loop, an e
soft and white as a grub, two l's
tapered and delicate as wasp wings.
is not of import, signifies the formulation of a new, integrated identity for
the poet.
The final section of the book, "Family
Reunion ," is a kind of Egyptian treatment of the dead. It is the poem which
18
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a tension is superbly wrought between
permanence and death. The introductory
description--"Turtles on a log" --contains
the implied image of water from which
the reptiles are only temporarily absent.
The old men are, one assumes, farmers
who, like the turtles, are catching the
sun. But the turtles will go back to the
water. The old men cannot go back to
their element. Thus the initial metaphor ,
while it brilliantly describes present appearances, remains inadequate as a statement of total present circumstance. The
present insulation of the old men--"talking of old times" -is illusory , for "the
clock towers shadow" is gradually developing to cover them. In fact it is this
enemy-the shadow is likened to a "black
cat stalking field mice"--which is now in
the fields. The old men may have the
same non-dynamic qualities as the presently immobile, sunning turtles; but the
final metaphor sets them as helpless mice
about to be obliterated by a dynamic
prey. It is a poem which achieves organic
tension, where imposition of affect is
absent .
At times, especially in the earlier
poems, one feels that technique has

preference over sensibility:
you tremble too and cherish
tended warmth ,
numbed by a night where stones
sweat crysta l-crust .
Abandoned there, first frantic like
the leaf,
His vision, poetic license aside, may , once
or twice be unnacceptable :
I think the dead lie hungry in the
dark ...
The fact is that the dead are dead and as
such are not cognizant of bodily wants.
Such imagery is best left with "Flanders
Fields." But Miller's best poetry achieves
a dream-like suppleness from images that
have integrity:
A man whose hand was cut off
years before
told me once he could feel the
hand still moving
and working like a ghost beyond
the stump,
claimed it remembered still how
a smooth ax
handle felt, and what it was like
to crumble
warm earth between the finger,
or drifti ng
in a boat , to let the fingers trail
through water.
Imagery, here, as an independent agent
containing its own sense is far preferable
to its dependence as definition for something else.
my life became a ghost-hand
haunting you ...
It is when poetry is achieved seemingly

almost by accidental ease:

The hounds are growing restless
on their tethers.
As light goes out of the cove,
smoke hangs over
the house, the way smoke hangs
before bad weather.
that our consciousness is ready to accept
Miller as magician with fresh ground to
explore without road signs.•

This portfolio of photographs is
from Alice Lloyd College's Photographic Archives in Pippa Passes,
Kentucky.

Andrew Jackson (AJ) Dobson and William (Banjo Bill) Cornett with their hunting dogs, Wheeler
and Bob. AJ, a farmer, was the fastest fodder puller in Knott County. Banjo Bill, a hunter, fisher,
and banjo player, served in the state legislature. c. 1930 (Astor Dobson Collection)
Illustration by William Arbaugh

top: Young students at Caney Creek Community Center, now Alice Lloyd College, sitting in front of thier dormitory,
Syracusan, in Pippa Passes, Knott County. c. 1920
bottom: This store also served as the Rockhouse Post Office in Letcher County. 1884 (Henry Scalf Collection)

Crockett Watson, the Lackey to Hazard mailman, carried passengers inside his car and mail on top. More often than he cares to
remember, the mailbags ended up in a creek. 1930's (Astor Dobson Collection)

Loggers hauling an oak to Hazard. They are near the mouth of
Pigeon Roost on Troublesome Creek in Perry County. c. 1930
(Astor Dobson Collection)

Preachers and lay members of the Old Regular Primitive Baptist
Church at a Sandlick Association meeting near Holly Cemetary in
Perry County. c. 1925. (Astor Dobson Collection)

Donald R. Anderson, on leave of absence from the University of Louisville, is director of the archives. In
addition to collecting historical photographs, he makes contemporary ones
and is contributing portraits of mountain people to a book in progress
based on oral history tapes.
These photographs are part of a thirty
print exhibition sponsored by the
Kentucky Arts Commission, which
will be shown throughout the state in
1975. A calendar, featuring thirteen
of the prints, is available from the
Knott C o u n t y Bicentennial Committee.
Main Street of Hazard in Perry County. c. 1927 (Astor Dobson Collection)
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BARBARA ELLEN
by Daveena Sexton

When I first visited Barbara Caudill, it was solely to
get some information concerning the making of corn
shuck dolls, which is one of her many talents. I had
planned to do a short simple "how-to" article on the
dolls. Ten minutes after I stepped in the door I had
already begun rearranging ideas and forming a new
article in my mind. I felt like a little girl with a brand
new doll. Barbara does not know the meaning of the
term "generation gap." I am fifteen, she is forty-six ,
yet she seems as dear and close to me as any friend I
have ever had.
Barbara was born in Barwick, Kentucky , the daughter
of Billy and Martha Mosley. She was born a coal miner's
daughter. When I visited her she sang "Coal Miner's
Daughter," and every expression showed that the words
she sang were true. "We was poor, but we had love.
That's the one thing Daddy made sure of." I can understand, because I, too , am a coal miner's daughter. I've
never known too much about the lack of money part,
but I know how it is for your living to come out of the
ground--black gold. And I know the pride that comes
from seeing your father work long, hard hours to give
you all the things he never had.
Barbara has been married thirty years and has five
children. Matthew is twelve · and in the seventh grade
at Campbell's Branch Elementary School. Debbie is a
sophomore and Rob ert is a senior, both at Letcher High
School. Bill is a senior at Cumberland College, and
Martha Ann , the oldest, is married and has one daughter.
She has a pretty heavy schedule with her children-alone. Her husband , Les, was forced to go to Indiana to
work in order to stay out of the mines. He has been
there for seven and one half years and is able to come
home only about every three weeks. The burden of
raising a family has fallen on Barbara's shoulders ever
since. She is both mother and father. Being a mother
comes very easy to her, for she has an almost unbelievable capacity for love--the most important qualification
by far. Being father and provider has not been quite so
easy. For the past seven years she alone has raised her
five children here in the mountains by making corn
shuck dolls. The Hill and Hollow Crafts Center will pay
her $1.75 for every _doll she can make. From this money
she pays the bills, buys the food, and struggles just to
make ends meet. "I've had to develop my talents and
skills. It's a matter of survival. I don't have time to think
about the beauty of the dolls. I just think about how
much money I'll get from them and how to stretch it
out to do the things I have to do, and buy the things

we have to have."
Barbara is so many things to so many people-wife,
mother, artist. She is a singer and a story-teller. She also
embroiders and crochets. It is a never ending list. Her
favorite, however, is music. "Playing music has always
been my hobby, since I was five years old. I can't read
music, but I have never picked up anything I couldn't
play a little. I believe I was born singing."
Barbara feels a great love for the mountains, and has
all her life. She told of how her own childhood was so
like that of the television series, The Waltons. "I remind
myself so much of the smallest girl , Elizabeth. I remember one year there was a revival near where we
lived. I wanted to go so bad, but I couldn't go because I
didn't have any shoes. I cried myself to sleep every
night, until one night my older sister stayed home so I
could wear her shoes and go. It tickled me to death.
And then another year, it was Christmas, and my
mother was in the hospital. I believe we got more fruit,
nuts, and candy that year than ever before. I think
Daddy was trying to make up for Mother not being with
us on Christmas. Anyway , it was Christmas Eve, and
there was a great big snow. I had to go out to the barn
and milk the cow. Well, on the way back , I fell down in
all that snow. I kept hollering until finally my sister
heard me. She came to get me and she said, 'Here, Ellen,
put my coat on.' I was nearly froze to death. We started
walking towards the house and when she opened the
gate, it swung back and knocked me down in the snow
again."
Barbara Caudill is the true meaning of the word
strength When Francis De Sales wrote, "Nothing is so
strong as gentleness; nothing is so gentle as real
strength." he must have had this woman in mind. She
has lived hard many times, but the remarkable part is
that these times have only served to strengthen her
more. They have made her appreciate simple things, a
virtue everyone should have, for it is the key to a life of
happiness. Barbara Caudill has achieved this life. She has
expanded and developed her talents to the point where
there is little to improve upon. She is so many things.
She is completely unique. Her love is evident in everything she does .•
Daveena Sexton, 15, is a sophomore at Whitesburg High School.
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Almost Heaven -West Virginia?

by Larry Eugene Adams

The following is a journal of some time
spent traveling to and from Kanawha
County, West Virginia. My purpose was
to try and find out about the textbook
controversy which is going on there--to
see what's right or wrong, and their basic
complaints.
November 1, 1974. I awoke this morning,
knowing that I had to go. I had just got
paid and had traveling money. I had my
backpack on and was gone before I realized I had enough guts to go.
I met a lot of fine and interesting
people getting to Kanawha County. The
most interesting just happened to stop
and pick me up at about one in the
morning while I was trying to get across
the West Virginia Turnpike. He was a
truck driver. I don't even remember his
name. Names aren't important anyway.
He told me about the life of a trucker
and showed me how exciting it can be,
calling from station to station on his
two-way radio, checking truck stops for
old buddies. He knew his world and enjoyed riding it.
I arrived in Charleston at about three
in the morning. It's a big city with a lot
of alleys and cheap run-down hotels. I
located one and went to bed.
November 2, 1974. It is now Sunday.
The first sight that I saw when I woke
was a couple of giant roaches, with
whom I have now become very familiar.
The place has an odor I'll never forget. I
was on the street by eight o'clock-taking
pictures and talking to people. Wow! The
churches are big here. I've been told this
is the Bible Belt of West Virginia and I
believe it. I haven't been to church in six
years. I guess when you're far from
home, it's a really good time to try and
communicate with God. So I quietly sat
myself down on the back row of one of
the huge churches.
I didn't stay long.
Preaching has
changed since I was a kid. Reverend Ezra
Graley says that his whole congregation
should pray for the death of the board
members who are for the textbooks.
I spent the rest of the day at the
library getting information from newspaper clippings. It is weird being in
Charleston and not knowing anyone.
Tonight I dreaded so to see my hotel
room that I went to a bar down the
street and got drunk. It wasn't bad. I met
a fellow there, a local I guess, and we
talked a lot. I bought him a beer and he
became my friend.
November 3, 1974. I awoke with the
Monday morning blues. I dressed and set
out for school with a camera and recorder in my backpack. It wasn't an easy
task getting into school. Walking down
the halls I could still sense fright from
past bomb threats. I talked with a couple
of girls about how this had affected their
studying. They told me of all the times
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they had spent preparing for an exam,
and then were kept at home for different
reasons. "Mom says that if she doesn't
keep me home, there will be no other
way to speak out against the books. She
says it's the only way to let the school
know you mean business and you want
those books out of there."
I was approached by the principal
while talking and taking pictures of some
of the students. I was asked to leave, and
promptly escorted thereof. That's not
important. What is important is that it's
damn well time the students get to voice
themselves. Well, here's my contribution
to the kids of Kanawha County who
really want to get an education about
life, both good and bad.
For the last four months a lot of people, almost everyone, has had the opportunity to voice themselves one way or
another about the textbooks ; everyone
except the students who are using these
books. All the politicians, coal miners,
and housewives are shouting loudly while
the kids are saying quietly, "Who do you
people think you are? We're old enough
to choose right from wrong."
If a kid has the intelligence and ability
to read stories like Moby Dick and The
Catcher in the Rye, let them decide. You
raise your kids to be able to deal with
the world , and then immaturely try to
shield them from it. And just how are
you Christian parents going to teach
your children about the crucifixion of
Jesus Christ, if a drop of blood in the
story "The Three Little Pigs" upset you
to a point of bombing, beating, and
possible killing?
And what about you housewives?
How concerned are you? Does being concerned mean you should keep your kids
out of school because some narrow
minded preacher tells you to? But while
they're at home they've got the T.V.
directly in front of them. The T.V. plays
a big part in the corruption of men. For
example: David and Barbara have been
having an affair for seven months. It
comes to an end when she finds out she's
pregnant. David tries to get her to have
an abortion, to "save face." When Barbara hears this she tries to ·commit suicide. Tomorrow's program will begin
with the suicide attempt.
Maybe it's time some Kanawha County preachers and parents went back to
school. Education, described and fought
for by Horace Mann* is simply a path to
open mindedness. The more education
you have, the broader the outlook. Yes,
friends, narrow mindedness is an illness.
One last thought before I close my
day. A lot of these books were books I
had when I was in high school. I read
them and gained valuable learning material from each. The "Galaxy" and
"Vanguard" series were two I had and
really enjoyed.
November 4, 1974. I awoke, greeting my

roaches cheerfully. Today is Tuesday.
I've been here since Saturday and I'm
homesick. Having gotten the attitude I
expected from the students, I thus had
no need for another day at school.
I then went to the County Board of
Education. Seeing part of the building in
ruins because of a bomb slowly made me
realize what an intense situation was
going on. I went inside and got a look at
the books. After spending some time
reading the books, I finally made my
decision. I couldn't find anything wrong
with the books.
After leaving there I took some more
pictures and interviewed people on the
street . I went back to my hotel room.
Finally I'd seen enough. The Kanawha
County Controversy had just about got
me. I started thumbing back home. I was
so tired of seeing West Virginia license
plates and little bumper stickers saying
"Almost Heaven-West Virginia." It was
really good to get into Kentucky license
plates.
Late in the night I found myself
walking down Route 115 lonely and
depressed. Just miles away from home
and no cars in sight. It was raining-the
kind that chills you to the bone. I continued cursing the rain until I saw it
quenching a huge forest fire on a distant
hill. I smiled, realizing that there are
many different educations .•
*A famous educator who fought for the
early survival of education and schools.
The following books are some that were
thrown out of the schools for one reason
or another:

The Sun Also Rises, Hemingway
Moby Dick, Melville
The Stranger, Camus
The Old Man and the Sea, Hemingway
The Great Gatsby, F. Scott Fitzgerald
The Republic and Other Works, Plato
The Fall, Camus
Christy, Marshall
The Crucible, Miller
Man and Superman, Shaw
Ten Modern American Short Stories,
Sohn
American Negro Poetry, Bontemps
Of Human Bondage, Maugham
Great American Short Stories, Stegner
Paradise Lost, Milton
Four Major Plays, Ibsen
The Lord of the Flies, Golding
Animal Farm, Orwell
All My Sons, Miller
African Genesis, Ardrey
The Unvanquished, Faulkner
Crime and Punishment, Dostoyevsky
Larry Eugene Adams, 18, of Whitesburg,
Kentucky, is a student at Roger Williams/
University Without Walls. He is studying
filmmaking at Appalshop.
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Two Adventures!
THE BIG COON HUNT

ADVENTURE IN SLOAN TOWN
by Wayne Gilliam
One day I was going through Sloan
Town and old Hick Williams was out
there in the middle of the road with his
double barrel shotgun. He told me that I
had better not go on past him or he
would cut down on me. I just slammed
that old car of mine up in drive and went
on. Roger got out of the way and I went
by like a red streak of lightening. He
turned around with that old shotgun ;
throwed it up to his shoulders ; he shot
but abo ut the time he shot, that gun flew
all to pieces. Just simply blowed up. He
said , "Sloan Town invented that shotgun." You see , if Sloan Town ain't got
it , it ain't been invented. They got the
meanest looking bunch ever was. One of
these days there's going to be a couple of
squirrels go in and clean them out. I
heard that there are a bunch of nuts
down there .
The reason that shotgun just simply
blowed up, Sloan Town had invented the
shells. They drilled a hole in the slug and
put some M80 powder in it. Everytime it
would shoot in a tree it would blow it
down, right in the middle of the road.
It's so mean down there that even the
cops won't go about the place. They go
down there and the people had a pair
of steel knucks waiting on them , chains
and everything else. You jump out and
holler at them and they will run like
scolded dogs.
There was a tractor and trailer setting
in the middle of the road. I was using
shotguns, rifles, just everything to get
through Sloan Town. Finally got me a
tank that Sloan Town had invented.
I was aiming to go through Sloan Town
in that thing, but it wouldn't go anywhere. It just sat there humming and
burning gas. Next thing I looked around
and all I seen was a black cloud of smoke,
boiling up behind me. Well, I just got rid
of that tank right then and there. I knowed
it wasn't no count.
I got back in my car and went on

by Henderson Justice
down the road. Got down there and they
had cables across the road. Well, I got out
and moved them cables. I worked through
there. Hick Williams and a bunch of his
buddies was on the other side of Sloan
Town, just standing there waiting for me
to come through. By the time I got in
shooting range , they started out down
on me. Bullets were flying everywhere
Lord. Finally I got around and around.
I had some dynamite in the back seat. I
reached in there and got that dynamite-got out about four sticks. I lit the fuse
on it and I give it a fling out the window.
It j ust went rolling right to these boys.
You ought to have seen them running
like scared dogs. They got out of the
way and they went off. I couldn't get
my car through the way, so I had to
turn around and go back the other way.
I went through Sloan Town just like a
little old mouse a slipping through the
cornfield. I had conquered Sloan Town
for a while

Henderson Justice, 14, is in the 8th grade
at Rye Cove High School, Clinchport,
Virginia.
Wayne Gilliam, 17, is in the 9th grade
at Rye Cove High School, Clinchport,
Virginia.

Not too long ago me and my buddy
Bill went coon hunting. Me and Bill had
a dog each. Bill's dog was named Brownie
and my dog was named Blacky. We had
walked for a long time and all at once we
heard the dogs barking. Bill took off
through the bushes just like a big old jack
rabbit. I tried to keep up with him but it
was no use. With them big long legs, there
wasn't a chance of me catching him. By
the time I got to the tree where the dogs
were, Bill was barefooted ready to climb
that big oak tree. You see, Bill was raised
in the hills and he could climb a tree like
a cat. Bill walked over to the tree, sank
his toenails into the bark, and up that
tree he went , bark flying everywhere.
In about five minutes I heard Bill
holler. "I see him ," he said. "It's a big
one. I can tell by his eyes. His eyes look
as big as a hen egg."
I said, "Well, get that sharp stick in
your overalls and stab that thing."
Old Bill got that stick from his pocket
and he stuck that coon. But it wasn't a
coon. Around here we call that thing a
souped up bobcat. Bill started to ~ u a l l i n g
like a panther. He didn't take time to
climb down the tree like he ought to . He
was jumping five to six feet limb to limb
and the bobcat was right after him. Bill
fell right in the middle of a big briar
patch. That old bobcat whipped both of
the old dogs and took one of my pants'
legs on the way by. I went to the briar
patch and tried to find Bill. He was laying
right in the middle of the briar patch just
a moaning and a groaning, scared to death.
Well , I got him home the best way I
could. He wasn't tore up too bad--a few
scratches here and there. Mostly, he was
scared. His mom ran to the medicine cabinet. All she had to put on the cuts was
a bottle of alcohol and a bottle of lamp
oil. She patched him up. When he finally
got over his scared spell, he said, "There's
one thing about it. If he had not gotten
away, I would get him."•
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Pauletta Hansel
a killing in breathitt co. and i can't sleep nights
roy lee
was a banjo-picker,
guitar player.
most likely
he used to play ball with his boy.
(the boy cried,
you were daddy's friends,
stop, oh sweet jesus, why?
and at last he hid
his face in the sand,
which his tears
and his daddy's blood turned to mud,
and tried not to see.
i, for my part,
was asleep, quite safe,
in my own daddy's house.
but like a child
always drawn to the lion's cage,
my mind seems always
to return to roy lee.
i pull back
just in time
not yet ready to lose my head
to the lion's jaw.
for william on the diamond
watch out for curve balls, william,
they're so hard to hit.
they whiz right by,
and you may not know
you've missed them,
but you know
there's something lost.
and whatever you do
don't listen to me.
i analyze,
categorize,
criticize,
and sometimes
i rhyme.
so, william,
you're the poet
at two a.m.,
and we're both quite high ,
don't look to me for answers.
(i never could hit curve balls.)

a.m. poem
in the morning
my eyes are blueberries
in two brown saucers
come
kiss sleep away and
lick up their juice.
you looked my way too late
time was when
i bled you from my soul,
in the guise
of ink from a pen.
but the thoughts of you
would creep stealthily back,
a black cat,
in the middle of the night.
when, for awhile,
my pen ran dry,
i thought,
hoped,
like the earth hopes for spring,
i'd lost you and your
eyes like ice
forever.
and two years later
i find that your
eyes like ice
can turn to fire.
they melted me
for a night.
you almost
took my soul again,
almost.
but now, my sleek cat,
you must slip away once more,
this time forever.
you've drunk this one empty,
taken all that i can give.
may your eyes
turn back to ice.

Pauletta Hansel, 15, is a sophomore at
Breathitt County High School, Jackson,
Kentucky. Last year she won first place
in the National Junior Scholastic Poetry
Contest sponsored by Scope magazine.
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COME ALL YOU COAL MINERS

THE CUMBERLAND

Hazel Dickens, Sarah Ogun Gunning,
George Tucker, Nimrod Workman
Rounder 4005

McCague, James. The Cumberland. New
York: Holt, Rinehart and Winston, 1973.
xxviii 225 pp. lllus., Map, Bibliography.
$7.95.

Black Lung Blues I Black Lung I Don't
You Want To Go I Cold Blooded Murder I
Come All You Coal Miners I Both Lungs
is Broke Down I 30 Inch Coal I Dreadful
Memories I Clay County Miner I The
N&W I That 25¢ I Mannington Mine
Disaster

The Cumberland is the latest publication in the Rivers of America Series.
It is not up to the quality one would
expect in a work of this sort. Like most
books about the Cumberland, it emphasizes the area around Nashville, Tennessee,
at the expense of both the upper and
lower reaches of the river.
The twenty-two chapters are divided
into three sections: "The Wilderness,"
"The Frontier ," and "Look Away , Look
Away ... " The first section is perhaps the
most comprehensive and least provincial
of the book, including as it does , accounts
of the Indians who roamed the region, of
Dr. Thomas Walker and other explorers
including Daniel Boone and the Long
Hunters, and of some early settlements.
"The Frontier" centers on Andrew
Jackson and the Nashville region. It becomes puzzling at thi s point to determine
wh ether The Cumberland is an account
of the river valley or a somewhat jocular
record of General Jackson's career. The
third and last section of the book deals
primarily with the Civil War in a rather
general way as it was fought in the Cumberland Valley. No mention is made of
John Hunt Morgan's raids. The hundredplus years since the Civil War are treated
skimpily in four chapters containing a
total of twenty-seven pages.
From reading The Cumberland, one
gets the notion that little of interest
occurred outside the environs of Nashville.
No mention is made of the early discovery
of oil along the upper reaches of the river
in I 8 I 9 and 1829. The discovery of a

No single group of Americans has been
more systematically brutalized than the
coal miners in and around eastern Kentucky. This album gathers four powerful
singers, all of whom are more than qualified to sing of the barbaric hardship of
the miners' life-George Tucker and Nimrod Workman were miners themselves ;
Hazel Dickens and Sarah Ogun Gunning
come from coal-mining families. These
are songs of absolute honesty , in both
theme and presentation ; they portray a
people who have never ceased to meet
life head-on, with pride and back bone,
despite the fact that the life they meet
not only offers them virtually no rewards,
but repays their efforts with almost
continuous elemental deprivation . Many
of these songs have been written by the
singers themselves, or are adaptations of
traditional songs. Ms. Gunning has written "Dreadful Memories" to the tune of
"Precious Memories." George Tucker sings
Mike Paxton's "Black Lung Blues" (previously recorded with its original melody
by The Goins Brothers) to the tune of
"Pretty Polly." The eight-page booklet
that accompanies this album tells us that
much of this material was recorded at an
Appalachian Music Workshop at New
Market, Tennessee, in October of I 972.
Some of Nimrod Workman's remarks at
this workshop have been preserved on
the album. The only inappropriate note
in this album is struck by the banjo and
mandolin that support Hazel Dickens'
powerful singing on three of her four
songs--it seems too casual and comfortable for the stark reality of the subject
at hand. This album is all the more
notable because it makes no obvious
attempt to merchandise or propagandize
its topic; wisely, it lets the singers and
their subject matter speak for themselves.
The energy crisis has brought coal, and
coal mining, back into prominent view.
It can only be hoped that this album
will help to focus attention on the continuing plight of those who will be
expected to provide the coal that America seems to increasingly need.•

steel-making process by William Kelley at
Eddyville is entirely neglected. Very little
is made of the development of the coal
and timber resources of the upper river.
The steamboating industry, especially from
Nashville to Burnside, is only lightly
touched.
But to this reviewer, the most glaring
defect of the book is its almost total
neglect of the life and folkways of the
common people, both white and black,
of the valley. There is nothing about
whiskey-making--whether legal or illegaleither in what McCague refers to as the
rougher country of the upper river or in
what is now the Land Between the Lakes,
both of which had their full share of that
activity.
Nothing is said of Cordell Hull, probably the most prominent man of the Cumberla nd Valley in the twentieth century.
It see ms that a man who served in the
Roo sevelt cabinet during World War II
and who had connections with the lumbering industry of the river would at least
be worthy of mention.
Religion and education receive little
note. Yet one church, the Cumberland
Presbyterian, took its name from this
part of the country. Many schools and
colleges have achieved national reputation.
The bibliography is replete with omissions. Only one of Harriette Simpson
Arnow 's books is listed. With one exception , no county histories (and there are
several which could have given much
material of interest) are included.
The Cumberland, when compared with
such books as Clark ' s The Kentucky or
Dykeman's The French Broad is quite
pale.
Material for a good book was abundant.
Unfortunately , it was not adequately
used .•
Charles S. Guthrie

Charles S. Guthrie teaches English at
Western Kentucky University where he
also edits the Kentucky Folklore Record.

In Appalachia They Call It Fatalistic Resignation

Too wet to plow,
Too windy to haul rock,
Can't cut wood;
The axe is dull,
Grist mill's broken,
And I've got no nails.
Can't go to town;
The car's broken down.

J.A. Weninger
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Fossils AND G e o l o g y
OF

EASTERN KENTUCKY
by Don Chesnut
340 million years ago, I I 0 million
years before the Age of Dinosaurs, Eastern Kentucky was covered by a tropical,
shallow, continental sea. (At that time
Eastern Kentucky was near the equator.)
Sharks swam the sea in search of food,
but they were different from the sharks
of today. Some were very large, maybe
twenty to thirty feet long, and ate shellfish with their large, flat, shell-crushing
teeth. Some forms had large spines protruding from their bodies in front of their
dorsal and lateral fins. Shellfish were also
common, but the most common form,
brachiopods, are almost non-existent today.
Large bug-like creatures called trilobites crawled and swam along the bottom
of the sea searching for food. Crinoids,
flower-like animals analagous to starfish
on stems, sifted plankton with their
feathery arms as they swayed in the current, attached by their stems to the limy
mud and sand. Occasionally squid-like
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animals, in straight or coiled shells with
their tentacles trailing, darted past the
crinoids as they were chased by sharks.
Scattered horn-shaped solitary corals led
a stationary life with their apices buried
in the mud. They also filtered plankton
for food.
Bryozoans (tiny, colonial
animals) built large, limy masses shaped
like twigs and fans and mounds. These
masses were abundant and scattered over
the surface of the sea bottom.
But by 310 million years ago the existence of the sea in this area was being
jeopardized. The North American continent was colliding slowly against the African continent or "plate," and the area
along the continental edge was being
folded and faulted, eventually creating
the Appalachian Mountains. The sea level
started to fluctuate . As these mountains
rose they immediately started to erode,
thus contributing sediments which were
washed into the sea by rivers. As the
mountain building continued, more and

more sediments were washed down forming extensive deltas spreading west into
the sea and choking it back.
As the delta grew out and the sea
backed away, low-lying, swampy land
was created . In the warm climate lush
vegetation quickly followed the progress
of the delta. In these swamps Calamites
(a tree-like primitive plant, whose closest
relatives are the horse-tail and scouring
rushes found along creeks in this area)
grew to a height of about forty to fifty
feet tall. Two other primitive tree-like
plants were Sigillaria and Lepidodendron
which grew to about ninety feet tall and
had a scale-like bark along the trunk and
needled leaves in the upper parts. The
closest relatives of these plants in Eastern
Kentucky today are the small ground
pines and ground cedars. Other plants
were the ferns and the seed ferns which
grew as tree ferns and as understory
plants. The true ferns reproduced by
spores, while the seed ferns had seeds.

Some of these grew from thirty to forty
feet tall. One of the most important trees
of this swamp forest was the Cordaites,
which sometimes reached a height of one
hundred feet. It had long, simple, straplike leaves often three feet long. This tree
later became extinct. There were no
flowering plants, no grasses. The land animals were insects like giant dragonflies,
cockroaches, spiders, large centipedes,
land snails and large amphibians.
The plant life built up sometimes so
fast that great thicknesses of peat were
formed. Occasionally on the lowland
swamps, floods and river rechannelizations would carry sediments which would
cover over these peat deposits. Sands and
silts continued to wash down from the
mountains. These peat deposits slowly
turned into coal. The mountain building
continued and raised the whole area. And
the area once receiving deposits of sediment was slowly starting to erode.
Millions of years passed. Dinosaurs
walked over the land ; then much later

tiny horses, camels, wooly rhinocerouses
and mastodons grazed over the land. The
climate was colder as the equator dropped
and the ice age began. Then man came.
One can go out now and look at the
sandstone and shale and find fossil fern
imprints of that tropical swampy forest
300 million years old. The blanket of
sand and silt became sandstone and shale
and, in Eastern Kentucky , covered most
of the shallow sea, limy muds, and
sands that had turned to limestone.
There are a few places where the delta
deposits have been eroded down to the
limestone, and fossils may be found here.
This occurs along the western edge of
Eastern Kentucky and along Pine Mountain in some places. In these areas, brachiopods, bryozoans, crinoid ste ms, and
sharks' teeth can be found. The age of
limestone is known to geologists as the
Mississippian Age.
Most all of the surface rock of Eastern
Kentucky is the sandstone, shale, and
coal of the delta deposits. The ferns are

Sigillaria

usually found in shale and are black
against a gray background . Sometimes
they are found near coal mines. (Ask a
miner if he has seen any.) Some of the
tree trunks and limbs can be found in the
sandstones and may also be found near
coal mines. No traces of animal life have
been found . But they are surely here ,
because salamander skeletons have been
found in the same deposits in Ohio. The
delta deposits are said to have been
formed during the Pennsylvanian Age,
310 to 280 million years ago.
These geological changes are slow compared to our time-scale and they will continue to change as our planet undergoes
its evolution. Eventually evidence of our
own technological society may be sifted
from the soils and beings will wonder
what it was like back in the primitive
days of the twentieth century. •

Don Chesnut, Jr., from London, Kentucky, is a graduate of the University of
Kentucky with a major in geology.

Lepidodendron
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Our World

Continued from page 8.
course, was maize. And so it goes. And
we constantly need new words. Think of
all the new words we've had to add to
the American language, just because of
the astronaunts and the moon shot. We
needed those words. We had to use something.
Now then , at the risk of boring you,
I return to the farmer who saw a clabbered sky. How familiar are most of us
with the sky? How much do we look
at it? There was a time when people,
especially country people, knew the faces
in the sky by day, in the early darkness,
before dawn and through all the seasons.
I can recall, as a child, walking home
from church-evening service--or some activity at school and we were always looking at the sky; see if they're clear, seeing
how many of the seven sisters we'd call
or we could find. We could not see all
seven. But you can't do that-people
don't seem to do that much today.
Course most of us drive. You can't look
at the sky and drive. Also , around northern cities and I imagine around herewell, I did see the moon tonight. It was
a little fuzzy-the stars are sometimes
difficult to see because of the dust and
the smoke in the atmosphere. But the
point is: How often do we look at anything that doesn't directly concern us?
Let us, for example, imagine a good
documentary film of some part of the
life around us we have scarcely noticed.
We see the film, and see the familiar with
new eyes, hear sounds that here-to-fore
went unnoticed or were merely noises.
We see meaning in what was formerly
meaningless; beauty and ugliness we had
never noticed. The makers of the film
have loaned us their ears and eyes that
saw and heard what we didn't see.
Just as the filmmaker forces us to see
and hear through other eyes and ears, so
do the poet and, to a lesser extent, the
writer of fiction. It might be well, I
think, if at times all of us could imagine
ourselves the same as the unlettered people of the Renaissance; the world around
us is our book. It communicates to us
through sight, sound, smell and touch.
And of course, one of the most important communicators is the human tongue.
We all don't listen as well as we should
and the world isn't our book unless we
know it's there and try to see it.
The writer of novels has a particular
need to use all his senses along with his
imagination and intellectual learnings, before beginning the battle of getting what
is in his head into words. There are
gloomy souls who say the novel and the
short story are on their way out. It is
true that today novels account for a
much smaller percentage of trade books
published than when my first book was
published, close to forty years ago. There
are also fewer outlets in the way-pay
outlets-but there are many more literary
magazines that do use fiction, than formerly. Yet, novels of many varieties, as
you know, continue to be read. You only
have to look at the many places, such asoh, in the north you find them--books in
the five and ten cent stores, in the supermarkets, and the airports and I see much
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the same thing as I travel south. And
many of those books are novels and
they're novels, older novels that will continue to be read. I think people will also
want stories, just as they've kept Barbara
Allen and all the other ballads alive all
these years through the time.
And I hope-it's really none of my
business, but--I hope there will be more
novels from this part of the country.
Mine were the wrong kind. A great deal
of nonfiction has been written about coal
mining, the problems of miners and the
problems of people in a strip mining
community, but where are the novels and
the stories about these people and activities? I can think of only one: River of
Earth by James Still. It is a great book
through which we see what it means to
be a member of a coal miner' s family.
I think of a novel as a longish piece
of fiction so well told that characters
become alive, and the reading of the
work becomes a sharing and entering into
a new world so real we forget our own.
And sometimes the impression made by
a novel lasts longer ; is more enduring
than nonfiction, though I don't think
that a novel necessarily has to be a social
document or carry a message. Good
novels have been ruined by trying to tell
too much of the message. How many of
you , for example, have read or even
heard of Henry Mayhew? One? Well,
that's about par--very few people have.
Yet, Mayhew was one of our first--I think
you would call him a social researcher.
He was a contemporary of Dickens, and
he did a great deal of work in ferreting
out the way in which the poor lived. He
interviewed literally thousands of people
of all kinds-from rat-catchers through
prostitutes to people who would pick up
a few pennies from sweeping the street
in front of some important personage.
And his work was important and for a
time, did have some effect. My copies I

OSS/ T H E M A C H I N E

T

STAN 0 lNG IN

don't think were published in the United
States. There's Mayhew's London, Mayhew's Characters, and London's Underworld. His effect didn't last long. He did
have some effect in London. Conditions
were improved, to some extent. And
there was a better understanding of the
poor, though you must remember this
was during Queen Victoria's day when
little attention was paid to the poor.
Now then, how many of you have
heard or read something of Dickens?
Very many. If no other way, you've probably heard something over TV around
Christmas. Well, Dickens had a wide and
lasting influence, if not correcting all the
conditions, at least in arousing sympathy
for the poor and the unfortunate of
London.
And I've often thought about the northern press when they give a great deal of
space to mining accidents in which men
are killed or crippled and women, of
course, widowed and children left orphaned and there are photographs and
so forth. Then everybody seems to forget
about the troubles in either pit or strip
mining, and what strip mining can do to
people until there's another accident.
Then they remember again. But they
don't stop and wonder. And I've thought
many times that if a novel or several
novels could be written about death in
the mines, the public might remember
and wonder and question why does this
have to happen.
And I thank you people for your very
patient listening to an overly long speech.
I said thirty-five minutes. I apologize

Ms. Arnow, born in Wayne County, Kentucky, is the author of The Dollmaker
(Macmillan) along with other novels and
two social histories of the Cumberland
pioneer.
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BECAUSE HE

by Willard M. Gilliam
Social planners have tried to remake
him in their own image. Land planners
have tried to force him from his native
habitat into urban ghettos. He has been
studied , criticized, and is the object of
socialistic schemes and projects. Yet he
clings tenaciously to his simple life style
and native environment, asking only to
be left alone.
When he is in Detroit, Chicago, orCincinnati, his heart is always in his native
mountains. On his off-time, holidays and
vacations, his greatest pleasure is to return to his beloved mountains and true
friends.
Who can explain the collective Appalachian? The right words are hard to
come by. But, if one can understand the
real meaning of beauty, tranquility, peace,
security, and independence, he will have
arrived at a better understanding of our
Appalachian.
He is intoxicated with the beauty of
his mountains, valleys, and streams. He
is bewitched by their tranquility. He is
awed by nature's continuing acts of creation occuring before his very eyes. He
loves the peace, quiet , and respite from
the pressures of so-called civilization. He
loves his independence, security, and opportunity to be a person; to have an identity, instead of being a number or a statistic. He is happy to be a "drop-out" in
civilization's rat race.
This is not to say that he has no problems. Indeed he has. But despite these he
chooses to live in the mountains.
It is felt that there is much that can be
done to overcome these problems. Any
actions directed toward these ends, ought
to center on helping enlarge opportunities and on making a better adaptation
to the existing environment, rather than
trying to move the mountaineer. It is
time we recognize that we can only work
where we are and with what we have.
One promising step that could be
taken would be to set up demonstration
projects in the mountains. These projects
would bring to bear on our problems the
great mass of knowledge in engineering,
agriculture, science, and architecture on
solving Appalachian problems. With a concerted assault on these problems, startling

improvements could be made. Our mountains could be turned into a self-sustaining,
prosperous, mountain wonderland.
Some of the problems we are now
facing are:
The need to make our mountain areas
self-sustaining in food production. The
need for more and cheaper housing. The
need to provide more employment . The
need to reorganize elementary and high
school educational systems.
Our bottom lands, and lands of gentle
slope, need to be put back into food production. Lands a little steeper need to be
put back into grasses and stocked with
cattle. Our steep mountainsides need to
be reforested to provide income and jobs
for the future. We need to make a greater
use of "strip-cropping" (alternating strips
of cultivated land with strips of grass
land).
Once we start producing more food,
we need to organize storage and marketing facilities.
We need to make a major effort to
provide more and cheaper housing for
our young people who are marrying and
starting families of their own, and for the
large number of persons who are retiring
and moving back to the mountains.
Providing employment for our people,
is another major problem. Presently mining provides many jobs, but obviously
cannot furnish employment for all.
A good public works project could go
a long way toward taking up the slack in
employment. Abandoned mine sites need
to be reclaimed. Our streams need to be
dredged and cleaned, and embankments
constructed in places. Many rural roadsneed to be built to serve rural people and ,
to open up areas for further settlement.
Sewers need to be installed, bridges built,
and recreational areas developed.
Our elementary schools could be improved and made more effective by extending the school year from the present
nine months to eleven months, with two
weeks off for the Christmas-New Year
Holidays, one week off in March, and
one week off in June. This would reduce
the school years from the present eight
to six and one half years.
The curriculum needs to be reduced

to basics and taught thoroughly . Arithmetic through fractions and percentages
should be taught with thorough application to problems of business and industry.
English, spelling, grammar, and composition should all be taught as one
course, with emphasis on the ability to
write and speak intelligently, and to read
and gather information from printed materials.
A general review of world history and
geography needs to be made to give a
bird's eye view of civilization. A generous
use of audio-visual aids would make this
combined course interesting and helpful.
An intensive combined course in American History, American Geography, and
American Government should be taught
throughout the six and one half years.
For children not planning to enter a
profession, there should be three and one
half years training in some trade or skill
which will enable him or her to earn a
living. This should be taught thoroughly
so the child will be skilled when he graduates. Under this educational program,
the child would be equipped to earn a
living at age sixteen.
For children wishing to enter the
traditional professions, two additional
years in a local high school (with additional mathematics, English, history, science, and electives needed to enter training for the chosen profession) should be
offered.
And finally, continuing adult education ought to be stressed. A people's
college using paperbacks and visiting lecturers could play an important part in
widening the world of the Appalachian.
The preceding suggestions would do
much, I am convinced, to lift Appalachia
to a higher standard of living , and a more
satisfying life.&

Willard Gilliam does public relations work
for a mining engineering company in
Whitesburg, Kentucky. Last year he was
chairman of th e Citizen's Committee To
Save Letcher County .
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LAST DAY OF CREATION
by Luther York
When God finished His creation, He was working right along the
Kentucky-Tennessee state line where Wayne and Clinton Counties in Kentucky face Fentress and Pickett Counties in Tennessee. It was late on Saturday afternoon and God was tired. What a week it had been! Nothing but
creation and more creation all week long. Even God can get tired and
bored.
But what was He to do with this batch of hills and little mountains He
still had in His hands? They had to be disposed of some way, but both time
and His patience were running out. In His irritation He stomped His foot and
several great blocks of sandstone broke loose from the cliffs which mark the
edge of the Cumberland Plateau and rolled down the mountainsides. God
was more tired and bored with His work than even He suspected.
If there had been any men around , they could have heard Him exclaim in
disgust, "To heck with it!" as He threw down the whole caboodle of little
hills, big hills, and a few fair-sized mountains which He had still not set in
their proper places. All this conglomeration of physical features He left
where they fell. They were all mixed up.
One pretty good-sized hunk rolled several miles down into Tennessee
where it is known today as Huddleston's Knob as it sits there in majestic
silence overshadowing Byrdstown. Another fair-sized mountain bounced the
other way and became the Pinnacle near Sunnybrook where it stands watch
over both Wayne and Clinton Counties in Kentucky. The whole bunch of
hills and little valleys and mountains, of creeks and brooks and a few small
rivers, all now form a natural rock garden, forested with a hundred different
kinds of trees and rivaling in beauty that other garden God made before He
got so tired and called Eden.
I'm kind of glad now that God got tired and threw down His last handful
of hills and mountains to fall where they would to form a perfectly natural
setting. He took considerable pains in placing the Rocky Mountains, the
Andes, and the Himalayas much as a good gardener carefully sets his tomatoes and cabbages. But with all their grandeur, the Rockies, the Andes,
and the Himalayas cannot compare in serene beauty with the hills which
God sowed broadcast along the Kentucky-Tennessee line late in the afternoon on the last day of creation.
It's here on one of these informal hills facing the great sandstone cliffs of
a much bigger hill that I have built Tanglewood , my summer home. From
my window, as I write this, I can look up a thousand feet and less than a
mile away at the ageless cliffs that rim the narrow valley. I can reach out my
window and almost grasp at least a dozen varieties of trees. The breeze plays
through this leafy bower with a pleasing rustle that never grates on the ear or
the nerves.
We have no lawn, just a clearing in the forest big enough to squeeze the
house in. If the groves were God's first temples, we are right in the middle of
the holy of holies. And all of this was arranged for me by a tired God on the
last day of creation.
After He threw down the last handful of hills and valleys and as the sun
sank slowly behind Huddleston's Knob, God sat down here on my little hill
and rested. He still comes back t o rest here and I sit with Him on the limestone ledge out beneath the big beech tree. Sometime I'm going to ask Him
if it really was just an accident the way all these little hills and hollows fell
on that last day of creation.
Illustration by Lyonal Williams
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Three Sudden Experiences
by Marion C. Brashear

The singing was good. I'd be mighty
well pleased if we could have that every
Sunday morning, because the Bible teaches
that singing hymns, spiritual song, and
making melody in our hearts unto the
Lord is a way of worshipping the Lord,
exalting the Lord, remembering the Lord,
and making our allegiance to Him and on
and on.
I want to talk to you this morning
about three sudden experiences that we
find in the Bible. We are very well
acquainted with things that happen sud·
denly or quickly. Many people have brain
hemorrages--we call them strokes--die from
them. Many people have heart attacks
and die suddenly. Many people have
automobile wrecks and die suddenly.
This Death Sudden is on us upon every
hand, the physical death. When we shall
pass from this life in whatever manner or
mode, it may be sudden to some of us.
And then, we find again, back about
December 7, 1941, when suddenly, the
Japanese turned loose a terrible bombardment of our ships that were located
in Pearl Harbor. We remember that very
distinctly, some of us (I do in particular),
and it shocked the world. It shocked the
nation because they were least expecting
it. So something suddenly means quickly,
unexpectedly; and we're under its shadow
every day that we live in this world.
I want to read to you from the Book
of Job this morning, and if you care to
read you can open to the 33rd Chapter

beginning with the 14th verse:
14 For God speaketh once, yea twice, yet
man perceiveth it not.
15 In a dream, in a vision of the night,
when deep sleep falleth upon men, in
slumberings upon the bed;
16 Then he openeth the ears of men , and
sealeth their instruction,
17 That he may withdraw man from his
purpose, and hide pride from man.
18 He keepeth back his soul from the pit,
and his life from perishing by the sword.
19 He is chastened also with pain upon
his bed, and the multitude of his bones
with strong pain :
20 So that his life abhorreth bread, and
his soul dainty meat.
21 His flesh is consumed away, that it
cannot be seen; and his bones that were
not seen stick out.
22 Yea, his soul draweth near unto the
grave, and his life to the destroyers.
23 If there be a messenger with him, an
interpreter, one among a thousand, to
shew unto man his uprightness:
24 Then he is gracious unto him, and
saith, Deliver him from going down to
the pit: I have found a ransom.
25 His flesh shall be fresher than a child's :
he shall return to the days of his youth:
26 He shall pray unto God, and he will be
favourable unto him: and he shall see his
face with joy: for he will render unto
man his righteousness.
27 He looketh upon men , and if any
say, I have sinned, and perverted that

which was right, and it profited me not;
28 He will deliver his soul from going into the pit , and his life shall see the light.
29 Lo , all these things worketh God
oftentimes with man,
30 To bring back his soul from the pit,
to be enlightened with the light of the
living.
Sudden or suddenly is mentioned in
the Bible some 44 times and we read the
first sudden experience that I want to
speak to you about is a sudden call.
That's a sudden call from this life unto
eternal life, because as we go down in
this life we shall all also come forth in the
life to come, or if we die this natural physical death , we shall come forth in a spiritual resurrection.
David said, "Though I walk through
the valley of the shadow of death , I will
fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy
rod and thy staff they comfort me. And
surely I will dwell in the house of the
Lord for ever." We should have that
assurance when that sudden call comes
that we have assurance in our own hearts
and own lives by our own experiences
that we shall live again.
And then we read here: "He that is
often reproved and hardeneth his neck
shall suddenly be destroyed, and that
without remedy." Remember that the
destruction of the wicked is coming suddenly as a thief in the night, when we're
not expecting it, when we're not looking
for it, when we think we may have many
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years out yonder in which to live in this
wo rld , and we can get ready on out
yonder in the future. I say the time to
meet God is now! It's not tomorrow , it 's
not next week, it's not next year , because today is the day of salvation!
And then not only that, we hear him
say ing again, God calls in a number of
ways. He calls for Himself. Listen to this:
"And the Lord God called unto Adam
and said unto him , Where art thou?"
Back yonder in the days of the Garden ,
when Adam was placed in the Garden of
Eden, and the Lord told him the things
that he should partake of and the things
he should leave alone. And after the Lord
disappeared from him , the devil came in
and he said , "Why, you eat that fruit in
the middle of the orchard because it's the
best and you will know good from evil
then." And so Adam partake of the fruit
and gave to Eve and she also did eat, and
Adam transgressed the law of God right
there in the Garden of Eden.
And then again, "Come now and let us
reason together," saith the Lord , "though
your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white
as snow, though they be red like crimson
they shall be as wool." The Lord Jesu s
Christ is pleading to you as a lost sinner
before God this morning, to com e t o Him ,
to come to Him in the best manner you
know. There is no presc rib ed way no
special plan , no special way , without the
power and love of Jesus Christ but the
most important thing is that we do come
and answer the call of God beca use he
says, "Come unto me all yew ho are weak
and heavy-laden and I will give you rest.
Take my yoke upon ye and learn of me
for I am meek and lowly in heart and ye
shall find rest within your soul."
"As I liveth," saith the Lord God,
"I have no place for the death of the
wicked, but that the wicked turn from
his way and live. Turn ye, turn ye from
your evil ways, for why will you die , 0
House of Israel?" Back yonder in the
days of old, God was pleading with the
children of Israel. He's pleading with his
chosen people. He's asking them to return
unto Him , to love Him , to honor Him
and to exalt Him--lift Him up above everything else.
And we should have peace and desire
in our own hearts tonight ; a desire to loo k
up , a des ire to bear burd e ns , a des ire to
bea r persecutions . I say my fri end s. if we
live godly in this world we shall suffer
persecution. A lot of time s when things
are not going right , a lot of tim es when
we think everything's turned against us,
why , then remember that the Lord Je sus
Christ is for us , because he says if we live
godly we will suffer these things, not perhaps, not maybe, but that we would.
But to Israel He saith, "All day long I
have stretched forth my hands unto a
disobedient , gainsaying people." The Lord
Jesus Christ is begging and pleading and
knocking at the door of your heart and
telling you that you ought to be a better
man, you ought to be a better woman,
you ought to be a better boy, you ought
to be a better girl, you ought to give your
heart to the Lord Jesus Christ and let
Him fill up your heart, and give you a new
vision in life. I believe God's people have
not only a new spirit or a new generation
or regeneration of their hearts, but they
have a new purpose in living, a new pur0
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pose in life, certainly.
And then He says h ere , "He calls by
His Son. Come unto me all you who are
labored and heavy-laden , I will give you
rest." Jesus knows every burden that you
are carrying upon your heart. He knows
every time that you are cut down deep in
the heart with the sins of disobedient
people. He knows all about them and
He ' s ready to come to your rescue and to
help you do better.
And then He calls by the Spirit. "And
the Spirit and the bride say, Come . And
let him that heareth say, Come. And let
him that is athirst com e. And whosoever
will, let him take the water of life freely."
Now here He includes whosoever. That
word , whosoever , saith to the black man ,
the white man , th e yellow man , and the
red man , races of all creeds, all colors, all
nationalities. Wh erever human beings are
made in the image and likeness of God ,
the Lord Jesus Chri st 's spirit is knocking
at their heart and sayi ng , "Come unto me
and liv e."
And then again we hea r, "Whereunto
he ca ll s you by one Gospe l to be obtai ned
with the glory of Our Lord , Je sus Christ."
On e Gospel. Wh at is the Gospel? The
Gospel is the pow er of God unt o sa lvatio n. To who? To th em who ' II believe .
I say to you if any has powe r it 's the
peo pl e who believe it. Those who believe
that J cs us Christ di ed upon the cross of
Ca lvary. Those who believe that Jesus
Christ bl ed away His life for th e sin s of
the world. That's who the Gospel applies
to , because th e Gospel is the good new s
and the Bible says that Jesus Christ came
to establish and set up a new and living
way , and when Jesus Christ is preached as
the rem edy for sins, as the atonement for
sins, then you hear the Gospel. It is great
news, isn't it? Wonderful news, because
of the Gospel. "Whereunto he called you
by our Gospel , to the obtaining of the
glory of our Lord J esus Christ." Second
Thessalonians 2-14. "For I delivered unto
you first of all from which I also received
how that Christ died for us according to
the scriptures."
And then He calls by his prea chers.
What do you know about that? God has
preachers in this world , though it 's full
of sin , though it 's full of wickedness ,
though it's full of rebellion , though it 's
full of disregard fo r the Gospel of our
Lord Jes us Christ , He still has faithful
men, be ca use Jes us said , "When I come
back shall I find faith on the earth?"
There's going to be a faithful few, because this Bibl e says, "Few th ere be that
enter in th e st raight gate, because broad
is the way that lea deth to destruction and
many there be whi ch go in thereat ," because in our way is the straight way and
it's one that lea ds to the Kingdom of
God . In the straight way, you may almost
have to walk alone. You won't have much
company because there's going to be a
few traveling it , but in the broad way ,
you'll have plenty of company. The
drunkard, the liar , the ones who stole,
oh yes, the murderer and all forms of
sinners will be traveling the broad way
because they have rejected Jesus Christ.
They have failed to get in the straight
and narrow channel that leads to everlasting life and that is the most important
thing.
And then again, "Where I have de-

livered unto you, first of all, t hat which
I also receive how that Christ died for
our sins according to the scriptures." And
then the Bible preaches, "He said, for as
the gathering of wisdom of God , because
of my wisdom knew not God. It please
God by the foolishness of preaching to
save them that believe." Foolishness of
preaching. Why , it says preaching unto
the lost is foolishness. It's foolishness to
people who are outside Christ. It doesn 't
mean anything. It's not worth anything,
but to us who are saved, what is it? It's
the power of God. The Bible, the Bible,
my friends , preaches the true principles
and doctrines of His teachings. It is the
power of God unto those who have been
redeemed . Wond erful, wonderful.
And He calls, people refuse. He calls
by many other ways, by provid ences. He
made one in a dream as I read back there
from the Book of Job , the 33rd Chapter.
He may call you in the night. He may call
you in the lonely hours of the night . He
may call you yonder in the coal mines.
He may call you at the office, at the desk,
or wherever you may be. He may ca ll you
on the farm. He may ca ll yo u in your
home. Wherever that spirit moves upon
your heart in life and you realize that
you are guilty and cond em ned before God,
He is calling . That's God ca lling through
His provid ences. And then people refuse.
Listen , look what happens when refusal
comes. "Those who refuse shall suddenly
be de stroyed and that without remedy ."
Proverbs, 1st Chapter, 29t h verse. "And
to you who are troubled , rest with us,
when th e Lord Jesus shall be revealed
from heaven with his mighty angels, In
flaming fire taking vengeance on them
that know no t God, and that obey not
the Gospel." You know , vengeance is
coming upon those who do not obey God ,
those who do not obey the Gospel , those
who do not believe in the Lord Jesus
Christ. Vengeance is going to be executed
upon them. They 're going to have to pay.
They're going to have to pay the penalty
because they have neglected the saving
grace provided by th e death of the Lord
Jesus Christ on Calvary's Cross for their
sins.
Now this is God ' s final ca ll. Listen: a
sudden co ming. "Watch ye therefore : for
ye know not when the master of the
house cometh, at eve n, or at midnight , or
at the cock crowing, or in the morning :
Lest coming suddenly he find you slee ping." Mark , 13th Chapter, 35th and 36th
verses. Mind you, He's coming, wheth er
you're lo oking for Him or not . He may
be here in the morning. It may be about
noontim e, or it may be at the hour of
midnight , or it may be through the day .
It may be while you 're thinking about it ,
it may be while you're not thinking about
it. But anyway He's coming and He's
coming suddenly, quickly! Listen , it's
going to be like lightning the Bible says.
Listen at this: "For as the lightning that
lighteneth out of one part under heaven
shineth unto the other part unto heaven
so also shall the Son of Man be in His
day." So shall the coming of the Son of
Man be unto His day-His day. And again,
He says, "As the lightning shineth from
the east even to the west so shall also the
coming of the Son of Man be." Lightning
just flashes across the sky and then maybe an intermission of a few seconds and

then you will hear the report--we call it
thunder. That's God's providences. That's
just showing us how quickly a flash of
lightning oomes across, that's how quickly
the Lord Jesus Christ when He comes
back to gather His redeemed of all ages
will come-suddenly, quickly without any
warning.
And then again, it's as a snare . "For as
the snare shall come upon all of them
that dwell upon the face of the earth ."
It's going to be a snare to them that
disbelieve. It 's going to be a snare for
them who've disobeyed God. It's going
to be an hour, a time of woe and human
suffering. It 's going to be a time of
screaming and crying. It's going to be a
time of weeping and wailing , because
many have not made the preparations
through the Lord Jesus Christ that the
Ever After provides. They've just neglected
and they were not ready for this sudden
appearance of the Son of God. It's going
to be in a moment.
Behold, I will show you a mystery:
We shall not all sleep but we shall be
changed, in a moment , in a twinkling of
an eye, at the last trump , when the trumpet shall sound, the dead shall be raised,
incorruptible, and we shall all be changed.
Did you know that there are people that's
not going to die a natural physical death?
When the Lord Jesus Christ comes back
again, He's coming to gather His redeemed,
and the redeemed of God are going to be
changed. How quick? Just in the moment
and twinkling of an eye. And what's going
to happen to them? They're going to be
caught up beneath the Lord in the air and
~ shall they ever be with the Lord. There's
coming a change that'll be quickly , it'll be
suddenly, it'll be momentarily when the
people of God are going to be changed
and a rope of grasses put on them and
they'll abide in these forever with the
Lord. Isn't that a wonderful promise?
Isn't that a promise that should keep us
on our toes? That's a promise that should
keep us thinking every day. That's a
promise that should keep us praying for
the lost. That's a promise that should
keep us, my friends , alert and accepting
the Lord Jesus anytime , anywhere, anyplace, anyday .
And then again , "Behold , I come
quickly: blessed is he that keepeth the
sayings of the prophecy of this book."
Revelations 22-7. "And , behold, I come
quickly; and my reward is with me, to
give every man according as his work
shall be." Revelations 22-12. "He which
testifieth these things saith , Surely I come
quickly. Amen. Even so, come, Lord
Jesus." In the 22nd Chapter of the Book
of Revelations, you read where the Lord
Jesus Christ is going to come and He 's
going to come quickly. He's going to come
suddenly. He's going to come when many
people will not be expecting Him, not be
expecting Him .
And again, He says, "This is God's time
of call." The time of call of God. And he
said, "Who art thou God? Who art thou
Lord?" And the Lord said, "I am Jesus
of Nazareth whom thou persecutest: it
is hard for thee to kick against the bricks."
And he trembling and astonished said,
"Lord, what wilt thou have me do?" And
the Lord said unto him, "Arise , and go
into the city, and it shall be told thee
what thou must do."

You know, the apostle Paul, who was
formerly called Saul, and he was a great
persecutor of the church. Yes, he would
go about wherever he heard about the
works of the Lord. He'd be present there
to try to destroy, to do away with, to
undermind , and to cause the people of
God to disband and do all he could to
hinder the powers of the Church of the
Lord Jesus Christ. He heard about one of
these churches down about Damascus and
he's on the road one night and he was
traveling along. He's going there to persecute the Christians and then a great light
shone from heaven. A great light shone
from heaven and it had stricken Paul blind!
He couldn't see where he was going! The
light was so bright, it darkened his eyes!
Then he began to shed some tears. He
said, "Lord , what would Thou · have me
do? Lord , what would Thou have me do? "
"Arise, and go down into the city and inquire at the street called Straight and
there it will be told thee what thou must
do." And Paul rode down into the city
of Damascus and he come to one Ananias ,
and Ammias peeled the scales from the
eyes of Paul. The old sins rolled back, the
old persecution was done away with and
Ananias told him to , "Arise and be baptised , take the Lord Jesus Christ , accept
Him and live a different life." And Paul
was then transformed , Paul was redeemed .
Paul was saved from a life of sin and his
feet was placed on the road to righteousness, on the road to life eternal; and as far
as the record shows Paul never again persecuted the Lord Jesus Christ , but he
went far and near and became a great
traveling missionary going from town to
town , and from city to city establishing
churches and counseling them and writing
letters back to them , and going back and
speaking to them and helping them in any
way that he could for the uplifting of the
Kingdom of our Lord and Saviour , Jesus
Christ. He became a great missionary , a
great worker. I believe he was trying to
offset some of the things he had done as a
great persecutor. Many of us would live a
life of persecution . Many of us would live
a life of rebellion against God , neglect
against God , sinning against God , tracking
Him in under our unhallowed feet : and
then when we come to know the Lord Jesus Christ , we realize that we will never
do enough in this world , we' ll never be
able to do enough in this world t o justify the great wrongs we've spoken in our
hearts and in our lives by giving us a new
spirit, a new lease on life , a new hope and
a hope of life eternal out yonder in the
future .
And not only that , we find here , that
these men when they came before God
they came trembling, I tell you my friends ,
the power of God can make you tremble.
The power of God can make you think.
The power of God can make you come to
your senses, and make you fall upon your
knees as the old publican did back yonder
when he was praying for salvation of his
soul when he fell upon his face and he
wept. He didn't feel worthy to much as
lift his eyes toward heaven. He just simply said , "Lord , be merciful to me a sinner." He was pouring out his heart. He
was letting God know that he was concerned about himself. He was letting God
know he was in dead earne st. He was
letting God know that he had nothing

good to offer. He just said, "Lord, be
merciful to me a sinner." How we need
to acknowledge our shortcomings and
how we come to seek and realize that
compared with the love in God and our
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, how little
we are as individuals. How unimportant
we are. You know the importance of God
in many instances, but we are important
in His sight because we are created in His
image and likeness for the purpose of
loving and honoring and serving Him.
And then again , when Ananias preached
to him he was baptised.
Now the conversion of Zacheeus, the
little man. I'll tell you that story. Little
Zacheeus, you know, he'd heard about
the Lord , and he was a tax collector and
he was a very rich man, and he heard
about Jesus, you know, and he began to
think about himself and think about his
ways, and there was some way he had to
figure out that he could meet and see the
Lord Jesus. Well, he's a little bitty fella.
You might say he was a little dwarf. The
Bible says he was of little small stature , I
believe. In other words, we could say he
was a little man. You know , I saw a little
tiny man once, a fella in Lexington--'bout
the third time I's ever in Lexington, I saw
a little man walking around and he had to
reach way up here to reach up to the top
of the counter. Then I saw one selling
newspapers on the corner, a very small
man. Anyway , Zacheeus was a tiny fella
and he had to figure out some plan where
he could see the Lord , so he goes and
climbs up in a sycamore tree because
there was a great crowd around the Lord.
I imagine Zacheeus was afraid he'd be
trampled underfoot so he gets up in this
sycamore tree and as the Lord comes
along he looks up and sees Zacheeus up
there , and He's touched by seeing the
presence of Zacheeus. because He knew
that Zacheeus wa s concerned about something . And He said . ' ' Zacheeus , Zacheeus,
make haste and come down, " and Zacheeus came down and the Lord wonderfully saved Zacheeus because Zacheeus
was concerned about his sins. He'd forgotten about the wealth and all that he
had accumulated as a tax collector in the
city. Oh , we forget everything. We think
of the Lo rd Jesu s and get the Lord Jesus
in our live s. we don 't think living is so
important. We don't think the things of
life are so important but the things that
most concern God 's people is living and
serving and honoring and pleasing Him.
That should be the central theme of every
Chri stian upon the face of the earth and
if we have any other way o r any other
purpose in life or any other purpose in
living. except to ho nor the Lord Jesus
Christ , we have the wro ng attitude. we
have the staff in the wrong course. We
need to renew our tru st with Him and
start anew.
And then therl' wa s Matthew. When
he was call ed he wa s way along in years.
Matthew wa s a fisherman. I believe, and
the Lord came along and He said, "Follow
me and I will make you to become
fishers of rnen." Yes. my friends, Matthew was called and Matthew responded.
Matthew didn ' t say I' m not qualified, I
can't do the job, hut he responded and
did what the Lord bid him do.
Ye s. my friend s, no t only that , there
were 3000 people in o ne day. in one mesMountain Review
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sage, 3000 people saved. " And that dayMatthew, receiving His words-were baptised the same day they were handed
unto them, about 3000 souls." This is
where the apostles went about preaching.
This was after Jesus was crucified. He
commissioned His apostles and He said
to them, "Go ye therefore , and teach all
nations, baptizing them in the name of
the Father, and of the Son, and of the
Holy Ghost: Teaching them to observe
all things whatsoever I have commanded
you: and lo, I am with you alway, even
unto the end of the world." And these
people cried and they were preaching and
teaching and they were astonished and
astounded at the first success they had
because they were preaching to the honor
and glory of the Lord Jesus Christ, who
died on Calvary's Cross for the sins of
the world. And you think about 3000
people who were converted in one day.
It's said that some of these great evangelists like Billy Graham, the great Holiness
preacher, I don't recall his name right
now, and still other great preachers of old
and great preachers that have lived and
converted many people, but I don't know,
a lot of people go forward. I hope they're
in earnest. Maybe most of them are, I don't
know about that, but it certainly does no
harm. But here 3000 people had gladly
received the word of God and they were
saved that day.
And I like to think of another conversion. I like to think of the old jailer.
You know, Paul and Silas was over there
preaching a new Gospel, a new way, and
they were turning the people away from
what they thought ought to know. The
ruler, the Roman authority, didn't want
them to worship the Lord Jesus Christ.
They wanted to throw stumbling blocks
in the way. Paul and Silas began to preach
Jesus to the people and they began believing and trusting the Lord and coming
to the Lord. The authorities were very
much disturbed about it. "We got to do
something with this man. We got to do
something with him. I know what we'll
do, we'll put them in prison." They must
have said it. Why, they just put them inside the old outside jail door. You know,
back inside those old Roman prisons they
had cells cut off, and there were great
iron bars, and they put them inside one
of these cells and then they had what
they call stocks. We've heard about stocks.
In early colonial days they used them in
this country, when their arms were placed
up here and two great wooden beams
come over and locked out here at the end
and then they'd put them across the
ankles and they'd sit down on the floor.
As far as their own physical power was
concerned, they were hopeless and helpless. Nothing they could do, because they
were completely helpless. They were imprisoned. They were inside the inner door
and they were where the worst men of
the day was kept and they could not do
anything. What did they do? Did they
say, "Well, Lord, what'd I do to get in
jail? I've not done anything but preach
your Gospel and here I am in the jailhouse." The Lord heard their prayers.
That old door opened that night without
a key, and he opened the inner door
which was for absolute security, for so
far as escaping was concerned it was supposed to be absolutely secure. But it
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opened. And then the old stocks were
unfastened, and the jailer way along in
the night, he arose from his sleep and he
looked out and he saw the jailhouse
opened. When he saw that jailhouse open,
he saw the power of God had been manifested. He began to realize he must have
God's men in there and he came to the
door and he was about to kill himself and
he drew his sword to kill himself and Paul
said, "Why, do thyself no harm: for we
are all here." The Christian never has anything to run from. The Christian's always
safe and secure cause he's God's child and
he said then, "Sirs, what must I do to be
saved?" Sirs, what must I do to be saved?
Now Paul made a broad statement here.
He said, "Believe on the lord Jesus Christ,
and thou shalt be saved, and thy house."
Not only you Mr. Jailer, but your whole
household can be saved. Right now! Right
now! The Bible says the same hour of the
night they took him out and they baptised him. Wonderful, isn't it? Wonderful
what these men of old had to undergo for
us in the doctrines and principles of the
New Testament.
I say to you my friends, that not only
is death sudden, but salvation is sudden
and the glory of God is sudden. You can
be made a new creature in Him, very
quickly. I say then if you have not made
your peace and calling, and unless you're
sure with God through His son Jesus
Christ that you begin to think seriously
because the sudden call may come to you.
I do not know who will be the next victim that will answer suddenly. I do not
know that. Probably is not best to know.
I do not know when I am going to answer
myself, but I know I'm going to answer.
I do not know when you're going to an-

swer, but you're going to answer. But I
do know this: if you have the Lord Jesus
Christ you're safe and secure. Won't you
think seriously, honestly and conscientiously? Am I right to hold back if God's
calling me to come today through His son
Jesus Christ?
Our Heavenly Father, we thank Thee
for Thy gracious plan of salvation. We
thank Thee for Thy Son, the Lord Jesus
Christ, who died the death of the cross,
who suffered on Calvary, who shed Thy
blood that we through Thy finished work,
could have eternal life. We know it's a
glorious promise that Thou has made to
us, and in Him all nations of the earth
shall be blessed. We thank Thee Father
for such a wonderful plan. We thank Thee
for such a loving plan, for such a merciful
plan whereby men can be redeemed from
the pitfalls of sin. Help us, we pray, to
live obediently, to walk as Thou would
have us to walk, and to encourage others
to accept the Lord and Saviour Jesus
Christ while there's still time and opportunity. Be with our nation. Give us each
way Thou would have us to go. We pray,
for all it's our duty to pray for, even our
enemies. Guide and direct us for the remainder of this Thy day, in Thy name,
AMEN.•

Rev. Brashear is pastor of the Lone Pine
Baptist Church on Mason's Creek. He is a
retired school teacher and rural postal
carrier.

BUG ON THE FENCE
The hot blue spark arced in a new line of fire,
hopping and popping over the back
of the further hum bled bug,
contacting the post,
and I thought what a metaphor for ministers
to make over, what a new conceit,
what image, what analogy.
His Power, spitting through
such lowly conduitry as I
or you, making new contact with earth,
rearranging the relationships of
Power Source and ground.
I, no preacher, flipped the fellow creature
out, not unceremoniously, between
surges of current, wishing not to
involve myself transmitterally and
mainly concerned with reinstituting
a stable flow of current
from the clicking generator
down and farther on down
the porcelain-dotted, singing silver
line.
Neil Graves

The Human Side of Strip Mining
Excerpts from testimony given by Rep. Ken Hechler (Democrat, West Virginia) to Subcommittee
on Energy, House Committee on Science and Astronautics. October 18, 1973.

People
Human beings are a resource.
Although inflation has probably increased t he value of all the chemicals in
the human body, nobody has effectively
quantified the human suffering caused by
strip mining. T o be sure, t here have been
very strong contentions that without
strip mining, coal and electricity would
be priced out of t he market and those in
poverty-ridden areas would be deprived
of the burden-lifting advantages of electricity and appliances. It has also been
contended that without strip mining
there would ensue brownouts and blackouts, cold homes in the winter, widespread and disastrous effects on jobs and
people. These contentions have never
been scientifically measured , or t he alt ernatives of deep mining and other
forms of energy considered.
All I want t o do h ere t oday is to
raise the issue among my co lleagues on
this committee. I am not here to contend
that the people of West Virginia, Kentucky, Montana, and Wyoming deserve to
be t reated any differently than the people in the rest of the nation. I just want
to be sure t hat when y ou listen t o t he
stories about blackouts and brownouts
and say you have t o continue strip
mining, just listen also t o people like Mrs.
Bige Richie of Knott County , Kentucky,
whose baby's grave was ruthlessly violated, t he casket thrown over the hill and
piled over with boulders and dirt by a
strip mining company. It's about t ime
that t he Congress listen t o Mrs. Harvey
Kincaid of Fayette County , West Virginia, whose home and property were
invaded by t he silt , sediment, polluted
water and boulders fr om a strip mine.
So she and h er fa mily had t o move
several miles away , only to have t he same
strip mining company start the same destructive process all over again above
their new home.
Lots of people ask: why don't those
who are damaged go to court and collect
if their property is affected? The Kincaids did go to court and were awarded
$10,000 after a lengthy and expensive
legal process. But a great deal of the
damage is rather sub tle and difficult to
prove , like the hundreds of West Virginians who are gradually finding t hat
their water wells are getting filled with
brackish , metallic, and ill-smelling water-frequently some miles do wnstream from
where t he strip miners are operating.
Furthermore , the community whose jobs
and prosperity depend on the coal industry is slow t o speak out against the
damages caused by st rip mining. Soon
t he lawyers , the judges, the bankers, t he
businessmen, t he ministers, the news-
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papers, a nd the politicians go easy on
King Coal and the people suffer even
more.

Human Damages Caused By
Strip Mining

How do you measure human suffering? Most of the scientific studies of the
strip mining deal with highly impersonal,
almost heartlessly neutral factors. We
know, for example, that the U.S. Geological Survey made a painstakingly thorough ten-year study entitled " Influences
of Strip Mining on the Hydrologic Environment of Parts of Beaver Creek Basin,
Kent u cky," published in 1970. That
study made the start ling co nclu sio n that
30 ,000 tons of silt per square mile were
discharged from a strip mined area in
Eastern Kentucky, whil e close by in a
timbered valley where there was no strip
mining only 27 .9 tons per sq uare mile annually were discharg ed. Scientific studies
lik e that abo und , but who speaks for the
human beings who live in these valleys?
The st rip miners tell me that the people
o ught to move out so they can get on
with their business, and when they are
talking wit h the peo pl e they blam e the
peo pl e for ca using their own problems
by throwing trash in the streams.
On e such study was completed in
Jun e, 1973, at the University of Tennessee . It is entitled "Benefit/Cost Approach
to Decision Making: The Dilemma with
Coa l Produ ction" by F. Schmidt-Bleek
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and J.R. Moore. This study made over a
ten year period fro m 1962-72 surveyed
all floods occurring in Ohio , Tennessee,
and Virginia. Comparing the flood damages in 12 2 counties, of which fifty-one
counties had strip mining at the time of
flooding , the study found the level of
damages in strip mined counties approximately double the level in those counties
which did not have strip mining.
In Farmington , West Virginia , the conscie nce of the nation was aroused as a result of the death of seventy-eight coal
miners in the explosion which occurred
on November 20, 1968. As a result , Congress responded to the disaster and en·
acted the very tough Federal Coal Mine
Health and Safety Act of 196 9, which
the coal industry insists is driving the
price of coal upward. Strip mining is a
slow disaster : it is continuous, without
the single, searing flash of blinding light
to arouse the Congress and the nation .
This is best illustrated by what happened
in the seventeen mile valley called "Buffalo Creek" in my Congressional district.
For years, I have been attempting to call
attention to the serious damage to peo·
ple 's hom es, property, and water supply
from the strip mines high above Buffalo
Creek. To be sure, a seventy-six year old
man from Amherst dale , West Virginia
was trapped in some mud which came
down from a strip mine, and when they
found him the next morning he was dead.
But that was only one life . Then the

troubles caused by strip mines in Buffalo
Creek were forgotten on the morning of
February 26, 1972, when water behind
a coal waste pile broke through and
swept a thirty foot wall of water down
the valley, killing 125 people . The people
forgot about the strip mines when they
were engulfed by a tragedy of that multitude.

All Human Beings Are Created Equal
I am not suggesting that the problems
of the urban electricity-user are more important or less important than those of
the Appalachian housewife, or the rancher in Montana who finds his land threatened . All I am saying is that this committee should weigh the fact that all
human beings are created equal and Energy is a problem which is a very human
one involving all types of people.
I would also plead with this committee to keep your options open. I do
not believe that unchallengeable conclusions or rigorously factual information
necessarily emanate from those who have
a clear economic stake in the results.
Why should this committee or the Congress accept what the National Coal Association tells us is essential for the prosperity and well-being of this nation? I trust
that due co nsideration will also be given
to those human beings who are affected
adversely by strip mining, and whose
lives are being ruined by what is happening to their land and water supply.•
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A GHOST STORY

A long time ago, there once was a boy,
As he went through life, he had lots of joy.
He wasn't so good, and neither so bad
I guess you could call him an ordinary lad.
There were two things this young fellow feared;
And when you put them together, he really got scared.
One was the dark and the other a ghost
Yes, these were the things that scared him the most.
One time in the winter he had to go down
To pick up the mail that was coming from town.
And on the way back it was after nightfall,
And he had no light; not any at all.
He passed by a hollow where grown-ups would say,
That they had heard ghosts for many a day.
So with a great effort of will-power and nerve,
He got by the branch and on round the curve.
But suddenly he came to another great woe,
A school where a girl had been killed long ago.
It was through the school yard, or else wade the creek,
So he stopped just to think; it sure did look bleak.
At last the decision did come, it was hard;
He mustered enough nerve to go through the yard.
As he stepped through the gate the very posts,
He was sure would materialize into a ghost.
Finally he got almost to the house,
And he was walking quiet as a mouse.
When two small, white things came up to him;
Then back to the house, and to him again.
It's needless to say how bad was his fright;
He was just paralized with fear at this awful sight.
And if it really had been a mean old ha'nt,
It sure would have got him, he was ready to faint.
He was rooted to the ground like a lead eating frog;
Till it started to whine; it was only a dog.
It's color was black with a white neck and tail,
Which was all he could see, and that's why he got pale.
Wesley Yonts
Illustrations by Linda Dimmick
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4th
Lecture: Charles Osgood , CBS News,
8 p.m. in the Marshall University Aud.,
Huntington, West Virginia. Contact Mr.
James A. Martin, Marshall University,
Huntington, WV 25701.
6th- 9th
"Cat on a Hot Tin Roof," Carolina Playmakers, Chapel Hill, North Carolina.
7th, 8th
Curt Payne Square Dance, Civic Aud.,
Gatlinburg, Tennessee.
YEAR ROUND EVENTS
Old Kentucky Barn Dance. Town and
Country Music Hall, 116 East River St.
Saturdays: 8:00 p.m. to midnight. Contact: Ernest M. Lawson, 116 E. River
St., Burkesville, KY 42717.
Square Dancing. Pioneer Playhouse. Saturdays: 7: 30 to 11:00 p.m. Contact:
Eben Henson, Pioneer Playhouse, Wilderness Rd., Danville, KY 40422.
Renfro Valley Barn Dance. Renfro Valley Barn. Saturdays: 7:30 p.m. Contact:
Renfro Valley Barn, Renfro Valley, KY.

18th
Bear Dinner. Contact: Mrs. Hubert Lake,
Box 245, Williamsburg, WV 24991 .
18th, 19th
Ro ck and Mineral Show. Children' s Museum at Sunrise, Charleston , WV. Contact : Loa M. Martin, Program Supervisor,
746 Myrtle Road , Charleston, WV 25314.
21st
"Fiddler on the Roof," Centre College ,
Regional Arts Center, Concert Hall, 8:00
p.m. Contact: Ms. Peggy Frisbie , Information Services, Centre College, Danville,
KY 40422.
23rd
Concord College Artist/Lecture Series.
N.Y. Vocal Arts Ensemble, 8:15 p.m. in
the Main Theatre of the Alexander Arts
Center. Admission $2 .50, Concord College, Athens, WV.
30th- Feb. 2nd
"Cat on a Hot Tin Roof," Carolina Playmakers, Chapel Hill, North Carolina.

-=~13.

1st- 28th
"Totems to Southerners and the South,"
Hunter Museum of Art, Dr. Robert Clements. Cherry Street Gallery, 719 Cherry
St. , Chattanooga, Tennessee.
2nd- 28th
Adult Student Art Show, Oglebay Mansion Museum, Oglebay Institute, Wheeling, West Virginia.
4th
Concord College Artist/Lecture Series,
Stephen Hamilton, Organ Recital. Concord College , Athens, West Virginia.

7th, 8th, 14th, 15th
"Two For the Seesaw," Charleston Civic
Center Little Theatre. Contact Mr. Carl
C. Graham, Box 971, Charleston, West
Virginia 25324.
7th-9th, 14th-16th
"Man of La Mancha," Towngate Theatre.
Performing Arts Dept., Oglebay Institute,
Oglebay Park, Wheeling, WV 26003.
8th
Alpine Festival, Snowmobile Races. Contact Anita Barton, Box 16, Davis, West
Virginia 26260.
13th
"Don Juan in Hell," Keith-Albee Theatre,
Huntington, West Virginia.
19th
Knoxville Symphony Orchestra presents
Andras Kiss, Hungarian violinist, in Knoxville, Tennessee.
20th- 23rd, 27th- Mar. 2nd
"Miracle Worker," Carolina Playmakers,
Chapel Hill, North Carolina.
21st, 22nd
Allen Tipton Square Dance, Civic Aud. ,
Gatlinburg, Tennessee.
22nd
Jackson Symphony, Jackson Civic Center,
Jackson, Tennessee.
22nd, 23rd
International Days, Children's Museum at
Sunrise, Charleston, West Virginia.

2nd
Sunrise Open House, Children's Museum
at Sunrise, Charleston, West Virginia.
2nd - April 2nd
44th Allied Artists of West Virginia Competitive Exhibit. Charleston Art Gallery
at Sunrise, Charleston, WV 25 314.
3rd- 29th
"The Fantastics," Barter Theatre, Abingdon , Virginia 24210. Phone (703) 6282281 for more information.
6th
"Oh Coward," Keith-Albee Theatre, Huntington, West Virginia .
6th- 9th
Tucker County Alpine Festival, Davis,
West Virginia. Contact Mr. Roy McDonald,
Davis, West Virginia 26260.

7th
Concert by Orpheus Trio, Marshall University Recital Hall, 11:00 a.m. Marshall University, Huntington, WV 25701.
8th
North Carolina Peach Blossom Festival,
Hamlet, North Carolina.
9th
Annual High Falls Old Time Fiddlers
Convention, Northmoore High School,
Robbins, North Carolina. Contact Mr.
Roy C. Parker, Box 206, Robbins, North
Carolina.
11th
Concord Chamber Singers, Concord College, Athens, West Virginia.
13th- 16th
The Musical Arts Guild presents "An Evening with Gershwin," 8:00 p .m., Thursday through Saturday, Sunday 3:00p.m.,
Huntington Galleries, Huntington, West
Virginia 26003.
14th, 16th, 21st, 22nd
"The Glass Menagerie," Towngate Theatre,
2118 Market St., Wheeling, WV 26003.
17th
Lecture: Jack Anderson, no charge, at
10:30 a.m., Concord College, Athens,
West Virginia.
18th
Organ Recital: "Stations of the Cross,"
Concord College, Athens, WV.
20th
Knoxville Symphony Orchestra, young
American pianist, Mac McGray, Knoxville, Tennessee.
21st, 22nd
Smoky Mountain F estival Square Dance,
Civic Auditorium , Gatlinburg, TN.
27th, 28th
18th Annual Antiques Fair, Southern
Pines, North Carolina.
28th
The National Theatre Company presents
"A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthus's
Court." Two performances. Phone for
times and ticket information. Huntington
Galleries, Huntington, WV 25 701. Phone
(304) 529-2701.
28th, 29th- April 4th, 5th
"And Miss Reardon Drinks a Little ,"
Charleston Civic Center Little Theatre,
Charleston, WV.
30th
Easter Sunrise Service and Egg Hunt,
North Bend State Park, Cairo, WV 26337.
30th
Easter Sunrise Service in Amphitheater,
Oglebay Park , Wheeling, WV 26003.
Send information on upcoming events to:
MOUNTAIN REVIEW
Calendar of Events
Box 743-A
Whitesburg, Kentucky 41858
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