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But today we just drove on awhile. I had almost fallen asleep when the 

breeze stopped blowing in. Papa Jess had pulled off the road. “Wake up, 

Ginny.” 

Beyond a fence by the side of the road, a beautiful meadow stretched out. 

I didn’t recognize the place. “Where are we, Papa Jess?”

“Come on.” He climbed the fence and lifted me over. 

We threaded our way through the tall 

grass till we came to a big rock. I climbed 

up and sat down. “See that spot over 

there,” he asked, “where that little rise is? 

That’s where it was.”

“Where what was, Papa Jess?”

“Our house. And we had a barn that 

was up on that curve right over there – a 

little to the right of the one that’s there 

now. Our road came in just beyond that.” 

His blue eyes got a little glassy, and he 

began to tell me a story I’d never heard 

before – about himself when he was my age, and his Mom and Dad and sister 

Maggie, and about how the Parkway came and took part of their farm.
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In the last few months, 

though, things had gotten 

really hard. It was right in 

the middle of what they 

called the Depression. Us 

kids didn’t really know what 

that meant, except that 

nobody, including us, had 

much money. People that 

had gone off to find jobs in the milltowns down the mountain were drifting 

back, saying the mills had closed and there weren’t any jobs anymore. 

 And it seemed like every day somebody else’s farm was put up for sale.

Through it all, Mama and Daddy kept talking about President Roosevelt 

and how he was going to help us. 

They said the government was giving people jobs building dams over in 

Tennessee, and schoolhouses and parks and such all over the country.
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I was lying on the floor playing with some little toy cars when Mama 

nudged Daddy’s foot. “The paper says they’re gonna build a road through 

here, Gene.”

“’Bout time,” Daddy murmured, half asleep.

“Some kind of ‘Parkway’ they’re 

callin’ it,” she said. “Gonna run 

from that new park in the Great 

Smokies to the other new one in 

the Shenandoah Valley – over 400 

miles long they say it’ll be. Sounds 

like it might be something like that 

big new road they opened over at 

Fancy Gap a few years ago.” 

Mama read on, “Says here them 

business men down in Asheville 

had a lot to do with it.” 

We had never even been to Asheville. But the paper said Asheville was in a 

real bad way. In the 20s, they’d done an awful lot of building down there – lots 

of new neighborhoods, big old tall government buildings, and fancy hotels.

And then the Depression hit, and the tourists – who didn’t have any money 

either – stopped coming. The Asheville hotel men thought the Parkway would 

bring the tourists – and their money – back, so they worked hard to make sure 

it would pass close to town on its way to the Great Smokies.
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For the time being, anyway, all we could do was wait. 

Daddy went to work every day that fall while Mama and Maggie and I 

kept the farm going. Carving through our mountains took big machines and 

explosives, and he was driving the big dump trucks and learning how to do 

some surveying. 

Daddy seemed to feel a little bit better as the paychecks kept coming in, 

and he was proud of the road they were building, even if some of it was 

dangerous work. 

Sometimes on 

Sundays we’d 

get in the truck 

and go to see the 

big arched stone 

bridges they were 

building. “I’ve 

never seen bridges 

like these,” I said. 

“I can’t wait till 

we can drive 

over or under 

them.” Daddy 

knew some of the 

men who were 

building them, 

and sometimes 

they would let us 

get out and walk 

across.
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