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			FIFTY YEARS AND COUNTING

			A Note from Ann Moore, Foxfire President and Executive Director Emeritus

			As I sit on the porch of the Moore House cabin with Max Woody, one of our oldest and dearest Foxfire contacts, during Living History Days at The Foxfire Museum and Heritage Center—our “mountain”—memories flood my mind: memories of all our elders who lived the life that we continue to portray each year as we share our Appalachian history with others.

			I hear the ping of the hammer as it hits the anvil in the blacksmith shop as the smithy teaches others to make items that were necessities for farm life in the early 1800s. I hear the church bell tolling as the teacher calls the children to class in the one-room schoolhouse or as the preacher calls the congregation to church services in the chapel—the same building that also served as the school. I hear the laughter of the children as they play traditional games on the lawn of the Shooting Creek Cabin while musicians perform old-timey music for our hundreds of visitors. While talking with Max, I am also watching Joe Williams demonstrate the art of making a berry bucket from the bark of native trees (something you will read about in this book). I think of the early years when what is now a beautiful creation that I admire at home was a utilitarian piece for our ancestors to collect fruit for feeding their family or to carry water from the creek for the family’s use.

			When Max is busy talking with our guests about chair making, I listen to the mallets and froes in the distance as the men hew replacement logs for the historic Beck Barn while they reconstruct it for preservation in the Bungalow area of our beautiful village. I meander down to watch the logs lifted in place by the four men, and on my way, I stop at the Village Weaver’s cabin to admire Sharon Grist’s skill as she demonstrates the art of weaving. Then I pause outside her door at the Gott Cabin to watch as the broom maker, Carole Morse, shares her art with others. The warmth of a woven shawl or a handwoven bedspread was welcomed in the cold, cold winters in the Appalachians, and the handmade brooms were necessities for sweeping out the cabin floors or sweeping down the cobwebs in the corners of the logs. There were no vacuum cleaners with which to suction up the dust in those days!

			
			As I make my way over from the barn to cross the well-worn dirt road to the Museum Cabin, I stop to greet T. J. and Jenny Stevens and boys, watching as T. J. throws pottery on the potter’s wheel, and Miss Jenny makes soap in a black iron pot over an open fire. Pottery and soap, again, were necessities that couldn’t be bought back in the 1800s, but were essential for cooking and cleaning. I then arrive at the Museum Cabin, our woodworking shop, to visit with Jerry and Isabel King on the porch, watching as they use the shaving horse to make beautiful, one-of-a-kind yet useful hiking and walking sticks that were and are necessary for trekking through our mountain terrain. As I talk with them, I am listening to the amazing music of the dulcimer as John Huron performs for guests, or stops to demonstrate the making of the dulcimer or a banjo, the family entertainment on long winter evenings by the fire or for barn dances at the end of a long day’s or weekend’s work of raising a barn or home—another wonderful custom in our mountains where your friends and family and neighbors came together to help their fellow man.

			While lingering on the porch to admire the work of my friends, I hear the children across the way beating the laundry as they learn to do “the wash” the old-fashioned way, with handmade bucket and battling boards, and I smell the aroma of fresh-baked cobbler being cooked over the open hearth in the Savannah House. I, of course, must ramble on over to sample the delicious food of Mary Bohlen. Samples in hand (and mouth!), I head back up the trail to watch a bit as Foxfire student Katie Lunsford interviews Beth Kelley Zorbanos on the gristmill porch while she makes beautiful cornshuck dolls, a treasured toy of young girls in the 1800s, and still today—another article that you will read about in this 50th anniversary edition.

			Fifty years—wow, what a milestone! I am so proud to have been a part of the history of Foxfire for forty of those years, for as I told you all in Foxfire’s 45th anniversary book, “I was reared in these Appalachian Mountains that I love so much—the customs and traditions and expressions preserved throughout the pages of The Foxfire Magazine and Foxfire Book series were a part of my everyday life here in Rabun County and influenced the person that I am today.”

			
			While making that trek up the trail that leads thousands of visitors through the Heritage Center each year, I thought not only of the beauty of our mountain or the contacts who share a bit of history with us during Living History Days each year, I also thought of those students who cared enough about their heritage and culture that they chose to preserve a part of it for others—students who learned so much from their elders while helping to develop the educational process that is now known as the Foxfire Approach to Teaching and Learning—an approach that allows students to have an active hand in their own learning.

			I thought of the students with whom I shared summers on our mountain while they studied the environment, learned to blacksmith, conducted interviews, learned photography, or documented the music of our hills, during which they also wrote magazine or book articles, and I thought of the memorable times we shared at lunch, either playing volleyball or conducting a square dance for documentation, or watching as one of our contacts made handmade shingles or apple cider on the old cider press. I long for those days again, all while realizing that times have changed, and we can’t return to the past. However, here at Foxfire we can and do continue to share the work product of some of those students—the museum—built by their hands with adult supervision, a collection of twenty-two historic and replication log structures that continues to provide educational programs on traditional skills and crafts that are steeped in the Appalachian culture, like Children’s Heritage Days, a summer program that introduces ages seven through eighteen to traditional skills and crafts from an era long before the modern technological world brought them iPods and iPads.

			Foxfire Magazine students are still on-site each June in leadership-training courses, or writing books such as this one over the course of a summer; the magazine is in continuous publication at Rabun County High School, under the leadership of teacher Jon Blackstock and with the full support of Principal Joi Woods; an archive of historical significance for the region now exists as a result of that oral history collected by our students; guided and self-guided educational tours are provided to thousands of visitors each year; and teacher-training courses in the educational approach are held on-site each summer, conducted by our Partners in Education at Piedmont College. Other events we conduct, the Foxfire Mountaineer Festival (www.foxfiremountaineer.org), our fund-raising event for local programs, and “Folk on the Mountain” folk art show, also continue to share a bit of the rich culture and heritage of our Appalachian region with thousands of visitors each year.

			And, our scholarship program, one of the programs that I helped to establish with our community board in 1976, continues to provide annual scholarships of more than $40,000 to our students in the Foxfire program, with more than $1,003,000 having been awarded through 2016. Underwritten since 1987 by philanthropist Julia Fleet, our community board continues to administer the awards process, revising the guidelines, if needed, for the changing times.

			
			Due to the leadership of our caring board of directors, the advice and assistance of our community board members, multiple former students, and other volunteers who assist us each and every year, as well as our generous financial contributors, Foxfire continues to flourish, and like its namesake, foxfire, the luminous fungus that glows on decaying wood in these beautiful Appalachian Mountains, so does the glow of our Foxfire organization continue to shine!

			With sincere love and gratitude, I dedicate this 50th anniversary book to our wonderful “contacts” who invited our students into their homes and shared their stories, for had they not, this amazing educational organization called Foxfire would not exist today. I also dedicate this book to our students who began this preservation work fifty years ago and our current students who continue the great work of their peers; to my staff, who work so very hard to help me accomplish all that we do; and especially to my precious, loving mentor Margie Bennett, the Foxfire staff member who taught me so very much when I began here in May 1976 as an eighteen-year-old and who was “Mama” to so many young folks. She and her husband, our Daddy Bob, are so loved and so special to those of us whom they took under their wing.

			All of our contacts are special to us and have provided us with a never-ending education. We’ve learned so much from their wisdom and will be forever grateful to them for sharing their sometimes hard but happy lives with us. So, in closing, I share with you just a few more quotes from some of our many beloved contacts over the past fifty years, others of whom you will meet in the pages of this book:

			
			
				“I think your heritage is as much a part of ya as anythin’ else. It’s somethin’ that should be carried on and preserved in some way for the next generation.” —Connie Carlton

				“I’ll tell ya, be a neighbor and you’ll have neighbors. Now, I’ve tried that by experience. I do try t’ be good t’ ever’body, an’ I try t’ treat ever’body just as I’d have them treat me. I don’t care th’ goodness you do, you’ll always get repaid for it, double or fourfold…Th’ more you do for people, th’ more they’ll do for you. Always remember, t’ have a friend, be one.” —Aunt Arie Carpenter

				“I have found that sometimes just talkin’ to people doesn’t do as much good as how you act in front of them.” —Matt Arthur, Sr.

				“I sit here an’ study by myself when I have a lot of time, an’ I think about things. I’ve got so I can’t read my Bible much ’cause I can’t see to read for long at a time. I think how thankful people ought to be that they’re living in this beautiful world, an’ I wonder how they can ever think that there is not a higher power. Who makes all these pretty flowers? We can make artificial flowers, but they don’t smell an’ are not as pretty as the flowers that we pick out there. We can’t make flowers like the Almighty.” —Aunt Addie Norton

			

			Please listen and learn from your elders, for as Jake Waldrop once told us years ago, “If people today would take an interest, they could learn a lot from the way things used t’ be.”

			And, finally, here’s to the next fifty years, and a whole new generation of contacts, students, teachers, and leadership to carry on the Foxfire tradition!

		

	
		
		
			
			MAKING REAL HUMAN CONNECTIONS

			A Note from Our Editors

			I am often asked how Foxfire has affected my life, and I don’t have an easy, or short, answer. The truth is that, over the years, being associated with Foxfire has influenced me in so many positive ways that I often have a hard time distinguishing between Foxfire’s impact and my own free will.

			I first discovered Foxfire as a ten-year-old in 1968, when a group of high school students interviewed my father about making moonshine. My mother, twin sister, and I came home from a pee-wee football game to discover three teenagers sitting on the floor at my dad’s feet, asking him how a liquor still worked and capturing every detail with a tape recorder as they took notes and made diagrams. I was a little taken aback; my dad was a moonshiner, and I knew that the revenuers had raided our home many times, and could raid it again. Why was my dad telling these kids about something that could get him arrested?

			After the students were gone, he told us he had agreed to talk as long as his name wasn’t mentioned in the article. He was pleased that someone was taking an interest in his lifetime profession and that they were interested in doing it right. At that time, newcomers to the art were using radiators as condensers, and he was ashamed that they called themselves moonshiners. He was proud of the fact that he made some of the finest “shine” to come out of Rabun County.

			Despite that stressful introduction to Foxfire, I was thrilled to see my father’s words in print, even if his name was never attached. Afterward, Foxfire students came to interview my parents and my neighbors numerous times on a variety of subjects, but I didn’t pay it much attention. They were recording what I considered everyday life; planting a garden by the signs was standard practice in my family, and canning and preserving that food was essential to our survival. If we had asthma, there was a guy who would take a sapling only a little taller than we were, cut a notch in it, and throw it in the rafters, and when you outgrew the notch you were cured. He couldn’t divulge how he did it, but it worked.

			
			I became a Foxfire student when I was fifteen, not because of any great passion for my community or heritage, but because it was a way to get out of school. Not to mention, if you worked hard, you could take some really cool trips to places like New York or Chicago. We interviewed our elders, transcribed the interviews, and edited them into articles, which eventually wound up in The Foxfire Magazine and, sometimes, in the Foxfire book series. Looking back now, I suppose I came into Foxfire at a turning point in its history. In its earliest days, kids borrowed equipment, begged for donations to get issues published, and ran all aspects of the magazine production business. When I joined the class, money had just started to pour in from royalties earned by the earliest Foxfire books. The Foxfire Book had been on the New York Times bestseller list, and students had made television appearances on Today and What’s My Line? It seemed that people from all over the world were curious about both the students and the old-time way of life. As a result, Foxfire had hired three additional staff members and was beginning to put money away in an endowment fund to ensure that what we were creating would endure. The kids still ran most aspects of the magazine production, but we didn’t have to worry about whether there would be money to print the next issue. We still did everything by hand—no computers, or Internet, or digital cameras and recorders—but we had it much easier than the original students. We had our own darkroom. We had electric typewriters and single-reflex cameras, as well as small, portable tape recorders. We went on trips to places like Puerto Rico, Maine, New Mexico, and Colorado to show other classrooms how to do cultural journalism. We thought we had it made!

			My class decided to take some of the money from those royalties and purchase 150 acres of land on the side of Black Rock Mountain. Our contacts had been giving us irreplaceable stories and artifacts, and we needed a place to preserve and share them. Over the next few years, nineteen log cabins were donated or purchased from the surrounding communities, disassembled, moved to the mountain, and reassembled by students. At the time, we never foresaw that this would eventually become the Foxfire Museum and Heritage Center.

			Still, although we had money and additional staff, some things did not change. As I grew up, Rabun County, Georgia, remained an extremely isolated place. Only two roads were busy enough to require two lanes; one ran east to west, the other north to south. If you were lucky enough to have a television, you had to rely on an antenna and favorable weather for reception. Saturday was the only day you went to town, and then only to buy what you didn’t grow yourself. Most people didn’t have a telephone, and those who did were on a party line, multiple families on one phone line, so there was very little privacy. The majority of people could trace their families back several generations and find them all living in Rabun County or Macon County, North Carolina. We were a micro-society, holding on to our past and unaware of how things would change in the future.

			
			Just like all teenagers, I thought I knew it all! I couldn’t wait to grow up, get out, and start living. Boy, did I have a lot to learn, and I am forever grateful to Foxfire and my community elders for giving me the opportunity to learn so many valuable life lessons. Through my association with Foxfire, I was able to see people I had known all my life through a different lens. My first interview was with Aunt Arie Carpenter. She was featured in The Foxfire Book and was a lady who, in many ways, came to symbolize Foxfire. Small and stooped, she had no phone and no television and had never traveled more than thirty miles from where she was born. To me, however, she was the wisest, kindest, most giving human being I had ever met. Most of the people I interviewed had no high school education and had lived their lives in anonymity with few material things. They grew up in a time where automobiles were scarce, radio was the only form of entertainment, and survival was based on the determination and knowledge to use what they had available. Among the many things they taught me, I learned that your word is your bond, that you should always do your very best, and that being “book smart” doesn’t necessarily make you educated.

			Ultimately, I learned that I could be proud to call these people friends and this place home. Some of my deepest and most lasting friendships were with “old folks” whom I had only barely noticed before. They helped me see the value in myself and in my community. Because they helped me discover a sense of belonging, I chose to never leave this community. Years later, when my husband asked me to marry him, I said, “Yes,” then added, “but I won’t move any farther north than Dillard, Georgia, or any farther south than Tallulah Falls.” This place and these people are my touchstone, my calm in the storm, and my anchor in an ever-shifting world.

			Years later, I became a Foxfire staff member. In 1990, they had a part-time position available for a “community liaison.” At the time, my husband and I worked together in a local factory. As much as I loved him, he was an early-morning person, and I definitely was not. Hearing him whistle and sing at five a.m. every morning was wearing thin, and I thought changing jobs might help us survive those early years of marriage! I also still had a deep appreciation of Foxfire and all it had given me, and I wanted to give back.

			
			The job allowed me to start working with other agencies in our community, like Ninth District Opportunity and the Clayton Housing Authority, to help our residents in whatever ways I could. I also got to visit our contacts, which I loved, and work with the high school classes and The Foxfire Magazine kids in our summer program, too. The Foxfire Approach to Teaching and Learning had been officially “defined” in the 1980s, although it had been used for more than fifteen years in the magazine class. By then, of course, the kids worked on computers to transcribe and lay out their articles, and their photos were processed at the brand-new Walmart. All of them had their own transportation and cell phones, something that was unheard of when I was growing up. Once again, my involvement in Foxfire profoundly affected me. My delight in working with those students led me to make another life-changing decision: to go back to college and get a degree in teaching.

			Through it all I have continued my connection with Foxfire. How could I not? Foxfire and all it embodies is a part of me. I love the past—my parents’, my grandparents’, and mine. As a teacher, I have discovered that making real-world connections with my kids has an intense impact on their learning. I want the kids at Rabun County High School to also love and appreciate the past, but, most important, I want them to feel the same connection to this place and these people. They have more distractions than I did as a teenager. While we dragged Main Street on Saturday nights, they can find endless activities for the weekend. However, I know that if they make at least one human connection with an older person in the community, it will have a major impact on them and their lives.

			It was a hard pill to swallow when I finally came to realize that their past was my present. A good friend of mine commented to me that he and I were “the last of the dinosaurs.” We are a dying breed—those of us who remember gardens plowed by mule, suppers cooked on woodstoves, and houses with no insulation and cracks in the walls large enough to let in snow. I remember staying up most of the night, listening to some of the finest musicians in the world playing winsome ballads and hearing the lonesome whine of a fiddle echo off the nearby mountains. I remember Saturday nights spent with family, stringing and breaking green beans till I thought I never wanted to see another one. I remember lazy summer days spent in the woods where our only worry was that we might run up on a snake. Those days are gone, and while I miss them, I do not mourn them: I have my memories, and I have The Foxfire Magazine, books, and archives to remind me of that simpler time.

			
			There are still students preserving all those memories, skills, and stories for current and future generations. A way of life is still being preserved, and while it is perhaps not Aunt Arie Carpenter’s way of life, it’s a way of life that deserves to be preserved even as it changes yet again. I have no time for mourning, only celebrating what is and what is yet to come.

			As we compiled this anniversary volume, we wanted to commemorate fifty years of our archived interviews, all of which document a culture that has disappeared or is quickly disappearing. We wanted to honor the connections made between older folks, teenagers, and the world beyond these mountains. We wanted to celebrate the continued connections being made by current students and their contacts. We particularly wanted to explore how things used to be when we began fifty years ago and compare them to how they are now. Do people here still have the same values, ideals, and cultural beliefs? Was what was once done for necessity still a valued part of our community? We knew that we were no longer an isolated little spot in the Appalachian foothills, but how had our global, mobile, society affected the lives of a newer, more modern generation?

			What we discovered was that there are still people, both old-timers and new-timers, who believe in close-knit families, in kindness to their neighbors, and who take tremendous satisfaction in how they construct meaning from their corner of the world. They still believe in the nobility of mankind, in the dignity of everyone. This place, while changing, is still our touchstone in this often senseless world—a tie that cannot, and will not, be broken. It has taught us to cherish things that others would leave behind. What others find odd we still see as valuable. We place immense worth on individual style and preference, principles and practices, self-determination and selflessness. I am certain that rather than the newcomers influencing us, we are transforming most of them. Just like our much-loved mountains, our people always rise back up with pride that is steeped in tradition, but open to change. Instead of surviving, we are reviving; much of what was good remains.

			As we celebrate fifty years, we also look ahead. There are still stories to be told, lessons to be learned, and connections to be made. As long as there are students interested and older people willing to share, there is more to be saved and shared. Fifty years from now, I will, in all likelihood, be pushing up daisies. But, I hope my descendants will be as beholden for the chance to read the memories I shared, to see the ties that bind, to nod in agreement over the values that unite us, or to learn a skill that I saw done, as I have been to read about my mom’s and dad’s lives, values, and hardships. My life, in another fifty years, will also be a recollection of a time that once was. My hope is that future generations can learn as much from my contemporaries’ stories, those shared by both “native” and “naturalized” citizens, as we have learned from those who came before us. As the old gospel song so impeccably says, the circle will continue and will be unbroken.

			
			My favorite poem is “Heritage,” by James Still, whom you will meet in this volume. The line that strikes me most deeply is: “Being of these hills I cannot pass beyond.” You will see some familiar voices in this manuscript, but others are new to Foxfire books, and some even to this region. All are of these hills, both then and now.

			—Kaye Carver Collins

			The first time I picked up a Foxfire book, I was trying very hard not to learn anything.

			I was attending fourth grade at a school just on the South Carolina side of the Savannah River, near Augusta, Georgia. Every Tuesday, I was pulled out of regular classes to engage in “gifted” activities. I was never really sure what the purpose of these classes was or why we were gifted only on Tuesdays, but they soon became, as Juliet says of marriage, “an honor that I dreamed not of.”

			Our teacher dressed as if someone might soon whisk her off to a European paradise, and she taught from the comfort of a high-backed wicker chair. The class was based on a free-learning model, in which students would spend an hour or so at one of several learning centers before moving on to the next. One center included an early French-language computer program where the words came at random, and the acquisition strategy was so passive that I soon gave up and retreated. At another, we had the opportunity to learn a computer programming language that would be obsolete by the time any of us made it to high school. And at yet another, students were free to sit in front of an aquarium and write fictional stories about whatever we wanted, except, as I found out, fishing. Only one of the centers—the one in the far back corner of the classroom—had learning materials that were sans technology, sans graphic organizers, sans modernity. That corner had books.

			
			One was titled The Foxfire Book, and next to it were other Foxfire books with numbers on the spine. The books caught my attention because there was nothing about them that should catch anyone’s attention. It was the early eighties. Everything was flashy and glittery, but the Foxfire books didn’t look advanced, modern, or gifted; they looked mysterious. They looked like something a wizard might have, books that Merlin would pull out to find all of the wisdom mankind had forgotten. As it turns out, I was right—except for the thing about Merlin, of course.

			Inside this understated cover, the book had what all great books should have: pictures. Granted, it had a whole lot of words that explained a proud cultural heritage, but the pictures drew me in, showing happy people in “The Mountains,” a place where Grandma, Granddaddy, Uncle Ricky, and Aunt Darlene lived. These people in the book lived in log cabins and used hand tools on felled trees. Most important, “The Mountains” surrounded these people in the pictures, surrounded them like Grandma’s hug when we would visit her.

			I did end up reading some of the articles in the books. I had to when I ran out of pictures. I learned to cheat the learning-center system. The teacher didn’t pay me much attention, so I was able to sit with the Foxfire books longer than I was supposed to, and thus they became the first happy place that I can remember. I remember an article about lumber that described different types of wood and what each type looked like. I would try to memorize these wood types. I don’t remember why.

			Years later, the Foxfire books almost inspired me to avoid college. My best friend’s family had promised that if he graduated, they would give him their vacation home, a single-wide trailer in Sylva, North Carolina. That became our postsecondary plan: we would live in that mountain “cabin,” grow a garden, and make just enough money to survive. He had the cabin, and I had the Foxfire books. There were several articles about planting, as well as an article about a certain illegal fine art that could earn us some extra spending money. Unfortunately, my friend didn’t graduate, so I had to go to college and major in another fine art.

			Many years later my desire to live in the mountains was realized, after accepting a job at Rabun County High School. A teacher in the Foxfire program asked if I would help edit an article for the magazine. I didn’t try to explain what an honor that was. As you can see, it’s a rather long story with very few pictures.

			I have been working with the program as a magazine co-facilitator now for a few years and have worked with some of the best students in the world, some of whom are now my coworkers on The Foxfire Book of Simple Living. Still, when Kaye Collins asked me to work with her on this book, I couldn’t possibly explain to her what an honor this would be.

			
			I feel grateful to be a part of this process because, ironically, working with these students in the Foxfire educational program has taught me what it means to be gifted. People are gifted and/or talented when they find something they enjoy and take the initiative to excel at what makes them happy. Foxfire students are able to explore subjects they find interesting, becoming knowledgeable by interviewing experts in their community. Those students whose interests require manual skills have the opportunity to practice that talent. Not many teachers get to work with gifted and talented students like Ethan Phillips, who is not only incredibly knowledgeable about birds of prey but who can also trap a hawk and raise it to hunt. David Campbell has taken classes to learn blacksmithing, and he has proven to be such a talented artist that I have gone from being one of his teachers to one of his customers. Katie Lunsford is majoring in athletic training as an undergraduate, but she is a better writer than many of my fellow literature and philosophy students in graduate school. She has an amazing gift for setting up an article so that readers get to share the experience as if they were there. As it turns out, the pictures aren’t the only wonderful part of the Foxfire books and magazines; gifted and talented students wrote the words.

			A former student from the 1980s told me about how an English professor asked if he was from Rabun County, Georgia, after reading one of his essays. When he said he was, the professor then asked if he had been a part of the Foxfire program. When he asked how the professor knew, the answer was simple: nothing else teaches a student to make a scene come to life, to make it so that readers feel as if they were there, more than Foxfire.

			Laurie Brunson Altieri expounded on this sentiment when she visited the classroom. Foxfire is not about churning out articles that portray personalities or teaching mountaineering skills. If articles do either of these, that is a side benefit. Instead, Foxfire is about making real human connections. Those interviewed over the last fifty years are not called “subjects”; they are “contacts.” They are not resources to be tapped in order to prove an agenda; the contacts are experts—gifted and talented people—who are asked for their advice and appreciated for their help. Foxfire is an inclusive community of writers, contacts, and readers.

			The writers of this edition want to make the readers feel as if they are there on the interviews with the contacts. I would like to take all of you with me to visit Eric Legge’s folk art studio in real life, but we wouldn’t all fit, so you’ll have to visit that happy place on your own. Until then, we submit this Foxfire Book of Simple Living in honor of our contacts, our readers, and our student writers, who continue to create a happy place for learning, sharing, remembering, and celebrating.

			
			—Jonathan Blackstock
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			WISDOM

			OF

			OUR ELDERS

			Livin’ High on the Hog

			
				There is a lot of education around us. There’s a lot of elderly people that we can learn from, but sometimes we don’t have time to sit down and talk to them.

				—Willie Fortson

			

			Life in Appalachia is a pleasure. Time moves slower. Experiences become sweeter. Tradition grows stronger. However, one of the most outstanding qualities of these hills I call home is the people who occupy them. Even the smallest facets of their lives are influenced by the culture that teems within the Southern Appalachian Mountains, the culture that envelops residents from birth until death. Old-timers raised in one of the harshest environments imaginable have extraordinary words of wisdom to share with those who are keen enough to lend an ear.

			When considering Appalachia, many assume that none of the culture remains, and it’s true that not everyone today owns a sow hog or a milking cow and chickens. While many folks here in the hills do maintain livestock and grow crops, the customs have changed since the days of Foxfire’s beginnings. However, this is not to say that the culture of past times is no longer present or observable. In fact, what you will see throughout all the mini-sections, entitled “Wisdom of Our Elders,” is evidence that the past way of life lingers still. The words of Appalachian residents are recorded here, some from contacts interviewed decades ago, some from contacts in the post-2000 era.

			
			The Southern Appalachians have given me a refuge in which to be reared. The people and traditions I was blessed enough to grow up with impact my daily life and what I see as my future. It took entering college to understand the effect my home has had on me. I see countless differences between other students and myself. I attribute all my tendencies, all my ways, to my Appalachian forefathers and mothers. Thanks to Foxfire, I am continually learning more about my heritage and my culture. Each section of “Wisdom of Our Elders” conveys sentiments on life from previous Appalachian generations and current Appalachians. What’s most surprising are the effects the former appear to have had on the latter.

			—Katie Lunsford

			
				HOW TO ENJOY A SIMPLE LIFE

				
					If I can just feed my chickens and cook my breakfast and keep warm, I’ll just be happy. —Harriet Echols

				

				One of the Appalachian culture’s defining characteristics is a plainness of life. Beauty lies within simplicity. The snippets included here provide a representation of Southern Appalachia’s take on what enjoying life means and, in some cases, how it can be done. It is apparent when reading these quotes the emphasis that, even today, the Appalachian culture places on the intangible. The appreciation for nonmaterial goods is dynamic in the Appalachian culture.

				When thinking on a name for this section, I recalled the old saying “living high on the hog.” This phrase originates from the fact that when a hog is slaughtered, the most desired meat comes from the upper half of the body. Elsewhere, the idiom may be used to describe the lifestyle of those with surplus means. In Appalachia, however, Foxfire has discovered that “livin’ high on the hog” has a different connotation. Smaller things are appreciated, and these small things are essential to the Appalachian people.

				—Katie Lunsford

				
				“Somebody called me the other day and asked me if I was happy. I said, ‘Yeah.’ They asked me if I’d been happy all my life, or if I’d been sad, and I told them, I said, ‘Well, I’ve been happy. When I was seventeen years old, I give my heart to The Lord, and I’ve been trying to live fer Him ever since, and He’s blessed me and give me strength fer almost eighty-three years….He keeps me happy.’ ” —Annie Chastain (1999)

				“Whatever you do, be happy and enjoy it, an’ always try to do the right thing.” —Mary Story (2006)

				“It’s through God we have all our enjoyments, all of our good things. It’s through Him that we get it—we know that’s for sure. We see some of His handiwork every time we look out and see something because He made everything on the earth, and He is the Creator of all the beauties everywhere.

				“The first thing when I get up of a morning that I want to do is get to a door or a window to look out, and I stand there and look and thank the Lord for being able to see that beauty one more time. It’s a wonderful thing to try to live a Christian life and to love the Lord. We have so much to be thankful for.” —Beulah Perry (1974)

				“Don’t lose the time worryin’ about things that you don’t have that you might want. Don’t dwell on your losses. You can make do. I’ve not suffered. I don’t maybe get everything that I could use, but I’ve managed to be once in a while where I could help somebody that had losses.

				“It’s [laughter is] ninety-eight percent [of coping]. I don’t mean to leave the Lord’s blessings out of it, but being cheerful is [important]. Mother was good at that. Like I say, she enjoyed the young folks comin’ in with the instruments and things like that. In a way, they liked that because not too many people living in the community liked that type of thing. But Mama was always putting on a happy face; not dwell on it, but be aware of it.” —Vernice Lovell (2014)

				“My health isn’t very good, and I have to take it easy, but here I am now over eighty years old and still making my own way. If I can just feed my chickens and cook my breakfast and keep warm, I’ll just be happy.”

				—Harriet Echols (1979)

				“My mama always said, ‘If you’re gonna dig a ditch, you be the best ditch digger you can be.’ ” —Carlene Lovell (2006)

				
				“Don’t waste time, but take the time to enjoy it.” —Oscar Martin (1979)

				“We were really pioneers. We lived in a log house, and we had no running water and no bathrooms. We grew our own food. If we got out of sugar, we used sorghum or molasses to sweeten things. We made sorghum—grew cane and made sorghum. The only thing we bought was sugar, coffee, and lamp oil, kerosene. We had to use lamps. And we didn’t owe anybody. We didn’t pay any taxes. We swam and fished in the creek. We enjoyed life. It was a good life. At the time, we thought it was hard, but it really wasn’t because I think we enjoyed life more than people do now. They don’t take time now to enjoy life.” —Lois Duncan (2000)

				“And ever’body’s in a hurry. Where they goin’? Back then you could meet an ol’ feller with an ol’ ox wagon, and he’d stand there half a day if you wanted t’ talk. Stand as long as you’d talk. You meet a feller now, he’d run over ya. Where’s he goin’? Just ain’t got no patience.”

				—Kenny Runion (1973)

				
					
						[image: PLATE 1  Kenny Runion]
					

					
						
							PLATE 1 Kenny Runion

						

					

				

				
				“Give yourself to the Lord and follow Him and do what’s right. Don’t lie or cheat; be honest with yourself and with all your companions….Have a lot of fun. The Lord made tickle boxes, and he expects you to use them. My advice for young people is to have a lot of fun, decently, decent fun; laugh a lot, have a good time, but let it be decent. I think they’ll do just fine.” —Ernest Vinson (2005)

				“If [you] go to church, love God, and keep good morals, the world will be easier to get through. I like the country more than I think I would like the city because it is in a much slower pace and not as on the go as much. Country people have more time to stop and chat; they are friendly and show more respect than city people, I think.” —Roberta Hicks (1994)

				“Set ye some goals. If you’re married and got kids and whatnot, that housework is just life. Make ye some goals. Get that housework done. Just set ye some goals and getche [get your] housework done, and lay back. Work hard, and then you can rest. Keep workin’ till you get it done, but slow down. Don’t fill up your schedule too much. I’ve tried to do two things in one day so many times. I said, ‘I ain’t doin’ this no more,’ you know, like two events in one day. You can’t do it. Clear your schedule. That’s what you need to do, maybe one thing at a time. When you get that done, you can start on somethin’ else ’cause you’ll stress yourself out tryin’ to do it all. I don’t know. I just, I guess I’ve just learned to slow down and not try to do it all, especially in one day. You can’t.

				“When the kids were small, we would camp. That’s a laid-back situation. Of course, the woman always has to do the cookin’ and stuff, but it’s a whole lot more laid-back. You don’t have to be so clean, not that I had any dirt in my cookin’! I mean you’re outside. You can throw stuff, you know, and not have to be so neat and clean. Just campin’. We enjoyed stuff like that: fishin’. I told somebody, ‘I raised mine in the woods.’ ”

				—Sue Patton (2014)

				“Then, time didn’t mean anything. Time was something you just didn’t worry about. But now, I don’t have no time. My time is missing. But, old people don’t get in a hurry. They take all day to do anything, and they get it done.” —Coyle Justice (1973)

				“You got to love people to get stuff done. If you don’t love people, you’re just out in the cold. That’s all you got. But today, I don’t know a soul that I don’t like, not a soul. I couldn’t name you one to save my life. I just like everybody. It just come natural to me. Now, my grandfather Nix Brown was like that. Oh, he loved everybody. He helped everybody he could help. He just loved everybody, and I take it from ’im. We was pretty close.

				
				“I guess I look at him to learn to enjoy life. He was always happy. He didn’t care what the world done. He enjoyed life. I’ll tell you what he’d do. I remember growing up, Daddy and ’im would be workin’ in the fields. He’d come in when it was time for lunch. He had a porch up against his house. After lunch, he would go get him one of those straight-back chairs. You know what I’m talkin’ about? Old-timey. He’d lay that thing like ’at [propped up against the wall]. He’d get him a pilla’, and he’d take him a nap. He didn’t care if it was gonna rain. He didn’t care what it was gonna do. He did; he took him a nap. He had an old pipe, a great, ol’ big pipe. He raised his own tobacca. He’d have this big, ol’ pipe. He’d fix them leaves and twist ’em and put ’em in the bowl. Then what he’d do, he’d take a sharp knife, and he’d shave that twist off a’ that bowl, and he’d light it. You could smell him from the church to the end of Highway 76 over there. Oh man, they was stout. He’d puff that ol’ pipe and then lay there and go to sleep. Daddy’d say, ‘You gotta get up? It’s gonna rain.’ He said, ‘Let it rain.’ He didn’t worry about nothin’. I think I get a lot from him on that account. I’ve tried not to worry myself to death about every little ol’ thing, especially somethin’ I can’t do nothin’ about.

				
					
						[image: PLATE 2  James Paul Wooten]
					

					
						
							PLATE 2 James Paul Wooten

						

					

				

				“Live a clean life. Just live a clean life, and you’ll enjoy it. Help somebody down the road as you go. Laughter is important. It is. It is. It is. I believe in having a little fun. If you can’t have any fun, you’re just an ol’ sour head. I believe in havin’ fun, but like I said, I don’t know a soul in this world that I don’t like. Love people. They may do you dirty or wrong, but love ’em anyway.” —James Paul Wooten (2014)

			

		

	
		
		
			
			THE VANISHING ARTS
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				Some of my favorite people in the world, I came to know up here at Foxfire, and they were doing the same thing as I’m doing. They’re doing something with a natural material, and it’s become their work. They’re getting to be creative every single day, and they’re getting to be close to nature every single day. Because of that, they have a more peaceful life and a more loving life, and everything in their life is just a little more harmonious to their beliefs and so on. I’ve met a lot of people like that.

				—Beth Kelley Zorbanos

				Basically, I’ve found a way to make a living doing what I love. It doesn’t get any better than that.

				—Cleve Phillips

			

		

	
		
		
			
			Life in the Appalachian Mountains has been hard, and while the fight for survival helped shape this culture, the art inspired by the region’s sublime beauty has defined and celebrated the region and its people. The struggle to survive often absorbed mountaineers’ time and energy, but when people found time to create something that represented their values, showed the pride in their craftsmanship, and expressed gratitude for neighbors and beliefs, the region’s art became a priority, especially when that art established a connection between the artists and members of their community.

			The arts in this section have different purposes. Some help us sustain life, and some help us enjoy life. Regardless, all of these arts have been created by artists and artisans who are full of life and are willing to share their vitality with us and with the art itself. If the purpose of art includes legitimizing one’s culture, practicing what many people would consider “lost arts” exhibits the artist’s culture twofold by maintaining both the cultural values and the art itself.

			At the celebration of life for Rabun County’s greatest storyteller, we continually heard the word “grateful.” Storyteller, educator, and Foxfire contact Janie P. Taylor lived a life of gratitude, appreciative of her community, of her family, and of the connections she made as a teacher and writer. Like Janie P., many of the artists in this section discuss their own gratitude for how their craft connects them with people and with the traditional life. The recurring theme of gratefulness, in fact, becomes so prevalent that we have to wonder if that is the purpose for art in general. These artists work with repurposed and natural materials, hoping to share with their communities a lifestyle that they are thankful to have. Foxfire is grateful to have met these wonderful artists over the years who have found the most enjoyable ways to share our culture and our traditional values. To these grateful artists, we say, “Right back at ya!” Thank you for preserving, and at times even rescuing, our cultural traditions through what we hope will be reemerging, rather than vanishing, arts.

			
			—Jonathan Blackstock

		

	
		
		
			
			COMMUNITY AND GRATITUDE

			The artists in this section freely give credit to their ancestors and influences, many of whom have been Foxfire contacts over the last fifty years. Still, while they may have learned various methods from their predecessors, they have changed the creative methods for reasons that range from ingenuity to necessity, making the arts in this section more evolving than vanishing. After all, King Kudzu (Cleve Phillips) tells us “…basket making is all in our genes because it doesn’t really matter what color you are; your ancestors made baskets.” They may not have made them out of kudzu, as he and Mother Vine (Joleen Oh) do, but people have always made baskets out of what was available.

			Regardless of the changes and evolutions, the creative process still requires imagination, creativity, and a heightened awareness. Knowing what’s available requires a connection to the environment, just as knowing what the community will find useful or beautiful requires a connection to the members of that community. These are the connections that open, as Eric Legge says, “a can of infinite possibilities.”

			—Jonathan Blackstock

			
				THE ART OF MAKING CORNSHUCK DOLLS AND REAL CONNECTIONS

				An interview with Beth Kelley Zorbanos

				
					Mama Lottie taught me to make pine needle baskets and shared with me the idea of going outside, picking something up off the ground, bringing it in, working with it, and ending up with something really beautiful. —Beth Kelley Zorbanos

				

			
				Cornshuck dolls may have always been appreciated more as works of art than as toys. In Foxfire 3, students interviewed several cornshuck doll makers, including Daisy Justice and Lassie Bradshaw, but even then, the dolls were made more for the enjoyment of collecting than for playing with them. “Not many of our contacts remember making or playing with cornshuck dolls as children,” Daisy said. “They remember more about homemade rag dolls, although they did make little horses and dogs from the shucks. The cornshuck dolls now are usually made for doll collectors more than for toys.”

				For this reason, the dolls inspire nostalgia more because they represent a time when art was made by hand and by our neighbors’ hands, at that. In fact, the doll shape itself may not be as important as the creative process and the collection of works made by natural materials.

				
					
						[image: PLATE 3  This photo, used in  Foxfire 3 , shows Mrs. Ada Kelly cutting shucks into half-inch squares to make a cornshuck flower.]
					

					
						
							PLATE 3 This photo, used in Foxfire 3, shows Mrs. Ada Kelly cutting shucks into half-inch squares to make a cornshuck flower.
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							PLATE 4 This photo, from Foxfire 3, shows the finished cornshuck flower.

						

					

				

				
				Still, Daisy Justice’s method for creating these dolls has become legendary. Many cornshuck doll makers vary their methods from Mrs. Justice’s, but even in doing so, they show an appreciation for the meticulous skill Daisy Justice showed in making the dolls many years ago. Beth Kelley Zorbanos, who was once a student of Daisy’s, refers to it as a “purer version,” one that remains the benchmark by which the craft is measured today.

				Inspired by Daisy Justice and by her grandmother Mama Lottie, Beth Kelley Zorbanos continues to practice the art of making cornshuck dolls almost entirely from materials many people might overlook or even discard. Each cornshuck doll is handmade with attention to the details of traditional life. Ms. Zorbanos has personalized the “purer version” with different tying methods and dyes, but the art lives on through the artist’s passion for her work and her desire to share that art at various local festivals, including Foxfire’s annual Folk on the Mountain festival.
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				During the interview, Ms. Zorbanos creates a doll that represents a humble, yet fun-loving Appalachian girl carrying a basket, and while the doll is not meant in any way to be a self-portrait, the expression reminds us of the artist who says throughout the interview how grateful she is. She is grateful to her grandmother and to Daisy Justice for teaching her how to create pine straw baskets and cornshuck dolls. She is grateful to her art for allowing her to live a peaceful and meaningful life. She also says she is grateful for the real connections she has made with people all over the southeastern United States.

				
				Ms. Zorbanos says that really connecting “is this right here,” referring to people sharing their time and their art with others. We divided the doll-making process into fourteen steps that appear throughout the article, but the process of bringing one’s self present and making real connections may be at least as important.

				—Jonathan Blackstock

				Mama Lottie, my grandmother, instilled in me the joy of crafting beautiful objects from natural materials. Years later, inspired by the work of Daisy Justice of Rabun County, Georgia, I began to make cornshuck dolls. Over time, I developed my own styles of cornshuck dolls to continue to share this art and keep this craft alive.

				My big dolls are like the ones that I studied in the book with Daisy Justice…you know, the Foxfire book [Foxfire 3, 451–64]. These are made with similar steps to what were in the early Foxfire book.
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				These were some of my very first dolls, and when my mother-in-law passed away, she had them in a box with my name on it. You’re going to see that these look a lot like Daisy’s did in that early Foxfire book. Then, what I’ve done is made changes: different proportions, new techniques, different styles, and I’ve added color. I make all of the dyes. You can see the evolution here on just using the same steps but changing them around a little bit by adding some and deleting some. You can see the transition between Daisy’s method and this method.
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				I started doing Native American–style ones and African American–style dolls with the dyes. This is another style that I started doing from the Native American journal.

				[Ms. Zorbanos holds up two dolls made with braided arms and legs.]

				These are the ones that I put on the table for children to play with. That design, I saw
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				Step 1: Soak the corn shucks.
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				Step 2: Measure and cut string.

				
				
				
				
			

			
				Step 2: …if we were using Daisy Justice’s method.
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				Step 10: Tie on the apron and cut the string.
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				An interview with Kudzu artists Joleen Oh and Cleve Phillips
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