
  
  
      
        
          Appalachian Roots

          Poems of Mountain, Memory, and Home 

		      
          MME

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Ford Mountain Publishing, LLC

        

      

    


  
  

      [image: image-placeholder]Copyright © 2026 by MME
Paperback 979-8-89552-023-9; Digital: 979-8-89552-024-6

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.
Cover and section art by D.B. Hopson.
This book was edited, formatted, and published by Ford Mountain Publishing, LLC. We are a family-owned book production services company, supporting indie authors of all genres in their self-publishing journey, ensuring authors retain all of their rights and control, while we assist with technical tasks like formatting, ISBNs and LoC acquisition, all types of editing editing, EPUB or print formatting, and design; we handle the creative and technical preparation process culminating in print-ready files for the indie author. Please contact us if you would like to know more: fordmountainpublishing.com/services






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epigraph
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Land Speaks
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        What is Inherited
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Becoming
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Returning Home
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Creators
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The End
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  They say a silver lining waits in every cloud above—but I have found them closer: in the hearts of those we love.

They say the trail provides, and I believe it to be true: even crossing the great divides, the trail will see you through.

Here be dragons once marked the edge of knowing with ink pressed dark by fear—but I have stood at those borders, and found the dragons worth drawing near.

And they say there's no place like home. I say: home is not a place at all—it is wherever the soul delights to roam, wherever it answers when it hears itself called.








  
  Introduction


I was born just shy of the Civil War battlefield in Fort Oglethorpe, Georgia and grew up, barefoot pounding ground, on a small farm in southeastern Tennessee.  
I suppose this is where I speak more of any accolades or accomplishments of my life to lend clout to the poems you're about to read. 
But I must confess, when I was confronted with the real possibility of death during the Hawaiian missile scare in 2018, the things that stood out as the most awe-inspiring and noteworthy in my life were not my educational background or the things I'd achieved off my unending list of "must do before death." In fact, in regards to that list, I had more things not done than done. 
No, the things that stood out to me were the people, the ones who loved me and whom I loved. The places I'd been blessed to see and experience and sometimes, when God was really shining on me, to live in. And then there was the knowledge that when it was over, which at the time I thought would happen within minutes, I knew whose face I would see next, and that fact brought all the peace in the world to my soul. 
This collection of poems is a snapshot of those people and places, a sliver of insight into the world that swirls between my ears. 
William Wordsworth said, "Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: it takes its origin from emotion recollected in tranquility." And while I agree, to a point, I would add that poetry is the heart bled out onto the page. It is a space of vulnerability, the inner thoughts of the poet splayed open for you, the reader, to peruse and perhaps find a bit of yourself in. 
Of course, not all poems fit neatly into either definition. Some are written just to entertain (looking at you, ee cummings), challenge the rules (oh Ezra Pound you rascal), or to showcase the literary genius and skill of the poet (I love you T.S. Eliot, but sometimes…). And it is much the same with the poems within this book. Some are serious, some are not, some are angsty, others are fluffy. 
It is an intellectual and emotional journey condensed into four sections: The Land Speaks, What Is Inherited, Becoming, Returning Home. 
Each of us is unique all the way down to our gut flora (isn't that a romantic thought), so there has never been and will never be another YOU in all your unique aspects. The world is in want of good stories, in want of avid storytellers. I hope that by reading this journey, you may be inspired to share your own in whatever format you choose. 






  
  The Land Speaks
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A silent sentinel, they call us;
A guardian. A witness.

No human ear can hear our voice, our story, shushing through our needles, or rustling through our leaves.

We show silver bellies of our foliage as we lift our branches
To lover's vows carved into our skin, and children's laughter scurrying up our limbs,
To fathers' bidding farewell — a quiet hand pressed to our bark —
And women, bodies bent against us, when their men come home no more.

Still—we remain.

Our withies twist and shiver.
Our blossoms open, then fall, mute, on the quiet land.

You presume silence where we speak.
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As I follow the footsteps of those now gone,
their echoes settle in upon me,
while cool mist drifts across the purple dawn
and the mountain hums low beneath it — a soft plea.

Rushing water over broad, white boulders,
thunder crashing ridge to ridge.
The world turns slow on Atlas' shoulders,
spinning rivers, winding to the edge.

With a history as old as the fertile earth,
I find myself in these rolling blue ridges —
and in each season, I am given rebirth,
and given again, when I cross bridges.

My arteries — the rivers running underneath;
thick roots, my bones;
whistling leaves — my voice that falls in the heath;
nature — my beating heart; the mountains, my green thrones.

Dancing shadows on velvet carpets of moss
captivate and enchant as I wander.
I cannot help but feel the weight of loss
when of my ancestors' fate I ponder.

Faces of warriors and wolves hidden in the jagged cliffs —
hypnotic and alluring, the sight pulls,
pressing cold stone into my open hands,
the mountain's oldest gift.

Grinding pebbles on the many paths
hold secrets of the old that are not lost.
The sinewy trees stand by me as staffs,
measuring and weighing what time has cost.

Entwining roots gather round grey-towered stone.
Quiet whispers in the breeze are songs of those now gone,
traveling through my body, into bone —
walking these shadows back toward the purple dawn.


      [image: image-placeholder]Appalachian Journey
Gnarly, thin fingers twisting toward light—roots clutch the earth.
Towering, my friend, bark-shouldered into sky, bearing heaven's weight.
Moss gathers softly, damp against the patient gray, holding what endures.
Laughter in the rush of water over mountain stone—the feet remember.
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Creaking leather, whispering pines

shifting shadows, blades of grass

occasional hop, occasional kick

long trot, brief run

moving power beneath, awesome power above

hair flowing with the wind, body moving too and fro

songs of birds, laughing brooks

sunlight passing through a web, dancing shadows on the ground

the air of spring, the scent of horse

scent of nature, scent of man

curious children, protective parents

broken trees and twisted logs

mudholes and swamps, creeks and rivers...

All this in one day's ride.
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Jasmine stars shining
In an ebony skyline
Twinkling moon responds
An Autumn Landscape
Russet leaves falling
Cotton clouds and cobalt skies
Leaf-strewn forest floor
A Winter Landscape
Lemony sun shines
Evergreens battle the browns
Snow crunches beneath
Lingering Wishes
Snow on darkened loam-
Winter's grasp delays new growth.
Lingering wishes…
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Hoopa-ya-la ai-ya,

Mistress Caterpillar,

Creeping and dreaming in

Velvet cocoons,

Spinning determination—

Indisputably—

Now through the daylight you

Fly past the moon.


      [image: image-placeholder]Reflections from a city-dweller’s encounter with a woodland nymph

A tale of the country, you bid me tell?
What mysteries or miseries I'd endure,
so far from the city in which we dwell?
Well — there are a few things I must ensure,
for you may scoff and sigh and roll your eye.
I tell you nothing false. I swear it true.
'Twas some days past this encounter occurred —
so come now, and I'll walk you through.

I was taking a wee woodland stroll,
arriving home as quickly as I could —
I scarcely marked the dandelion seeds adrift,
or the deer trails winding beneath the trees' green hood.
For you know as well as I
that too much dawdling turns our streets awry.

But then a crashing sounded in the underwood,
and I scanned the treeline from where I stood.
What I found was quite a surprise —
now, remember, I saw this with my own eyes:
there, caught in the bramble, was a woodland nymph,
bits of forest tangled in her hair,
stuck so long in the thicket her limbs had stiffened,
blackberry stains on her cheeks below her wide-eyed stare.

A mere child she seemed, slight of stature, shaking —
and then I recalled the luck these creatures bring.
A selfish scheme rose in me: here was fortune for the taking,
and on this impudent arrogance I did not hesitate a thing.

I approached her, keeping a smile upon my face,
stopping only when between us there was scant space.
Though she was caught as any deer in trap,
I did not wish, with mercenary haste, to invite mishap.

She was clothed in a dress of the softest marsh grass,
her goldenrod slippers shining bright as glass;
orange blossoms woven through her hair;
and as for her purple eyes — nothing could compare.

I told her I would free her if she gave me all I demanded.
Her head bobbed in understanding; she did not wish to remain stranded.

First, I asked for magnificence without error
to charm the rich and amass a fortune fair.
She gave me a caterpillar — I gave her a glare.
She added some dirt. I told her to have care.
My stomach grumbled, so I asked for food —
she placed a sapling in my hands; I heaved a sigh.
I asked for anything that might restore my mood.
With a coy smile, she offered me a weed. Oh my.

I demanded to know why she had not done as sworn.
She gave me a smile so sad my heart was torn.

Patience, she said, is needed in all things —
then vanished into air on cobweb wings.

I crossed a freshly cut field, crunchy and stiff,
grumbling and growling, working myself into quite a tiff,
until I tripped on a rotting log and landed on my back
just as a handful of rain chose that moment to attack.

I lay there a while with my so-called rewards,
flat on my back in the mud and the wet —
and then, without fanfare, without any fine words,
the world went and paid its unhurried debt.

The caterpillar had become a butterfly.
The dirt had washed away to gold.
The sapling bent with its first heavy fruit.
The weed had flowered — beautiful and cold.

The nymph had been right, impish and small,
wiser by far than the fool in the field.
And from this, I am learning to yield.


      [image: image-placeholder]Cades Cove, Early Morning (and the Long Day After)

I came out of that tent the way you always come out of a tent: slowly, sideways, blinking, one hand rubbing sleep from the corner of my eye. The light was already thick. Townsend in summer doesn't ease you in — it just sits on you, warm and humid and insistent.
The others were already at the gazebo, gathered around a breakfast that smelled like every good camping morning ever: eggs hissing in the pan, pancakes going golden at the edges, orange juice in paper cups, apples in a pile that nobody was going to eat first but everybody was going to eat eventually.
My father — also my instructor — watched me consider my plate with the calculating eye of a man who had planned the day and accounted for the hills in it. "Eat," he said. Not unkindly. Just the way you say a thing when you already know what's coming and you're trying to be generous about it.
So I ate. More than felt strictly necessary at seven in the morning with dew still on everything and my brain still mostly back in the sleeping bag. I ate, and slowly, like a lamp someone was turning up by degrees, I became a person again.
The bus was yellow. With green seats the color of old peas and the specific dignity of a vehicle that has decided, on principle, that there is a speed beyond which it simply will not be pushed. We loved it anyway.
Up the curvy road that followed the river — and the river was already busy, because rivers don't sleep in on principle, and neither do the tubers who had apparently been there since dawn, bobbing along in their inner tubes on water that caught the early light and threw it back at you, sparkling.
I pressed my face to the window. The hillside thickened as we climbed, folding itself into layers — green on green on darker green, the mountain laurel crowding in until you couldn't see the ground beneath it, just this soft cascading tangle that the mountain wore the way a woman wears a shawl.
I was waking up by degrees. First the eggs. Then the river. Now this.
The entrance to the Cove does something to you. I don't know how to explain it exactly except that there's a moment — getting off the bus, hauling out the
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