
 

An excerpt from… 

Every Hill and Mountain 

 

Patty Ann took them on a tour of the farm, 
introducing them to her father’s coonhounds Tuffy 
and Jeff, her cat Meow, and the sow and pigs in the 
barn. Mr. Frailey showed them his sorghum mill and 
explained how it worked.  

Then, Patty Ann led them up the steep, rocky hill 
behind the house. Ryan worried about the possibility 
of snakes until Patty Ann picked up a dead branch 
and handed it to him.  

“Here,” she said. “Your very own snake stick. If 
you see any snakes, whack ’em with it.” 

John wiped a grin from his face. “And it might 
help if you make lots of noise, Rye. So they hear you 
coming.” 

Abby smiled to herself at the sound of Ryan and 
Kate behind her on the path. He was enthusiastically 
hitting everything in sight with the stick while keeping 
up a steady stream of nervous chatter with Kate. It 
was actually quite a feat, because the hill was steep 
enough that Abby had to concentrate on finding 
toeholds for her feet and boulders to pull herself up 
with.  



When John reached the top, he extended his 
hand and helped her up the last bit.  

“I didn’t expect this,” he said. “It’s beautiful.” 
His voice and breathing were annoyingly normal in 
spite of the exertion.  

Abby tried not to sound like she’d just run a 
marathon.  

A meadow covered the hill’s summit, a single 
huge oak tree at its center. There was a small herd of 
red and white cattle, some grazing in the sun, others 
resting in the tree’s shade.  

“How do you get them up here?” John asked. 
“There’s a rough road over yonder,” Patty Ann 

said, pointing across the meadow. “My grandpa used 
to make moonshine up here away from the revenuers. 
He’d truck it down that road and on into 
Shawneetown to sell.”  

“Really?” Kate said laughing. “Moonshine?”  
“Yep,” Patty Ann said. “He had other stills down 

in the hollows too. Lots of folks around here did back 
in Prohibition days on account of Eagle Creek’s got 
the clearest, best water for making it. Not much else 
to do around here. It’s too hilly for most crops. Some 
are still making shine, too, but I’m not going to 
mention any names.” 

They hiked across the meadow and Patty Ann led 
them out onto a rocky promontory. Hills and valleys 
lay before them. She pointed out Eagle Mountain to 
the south and Eagle Creek winding its way through 
the valley. In the bends of the creek were little, 



irregularly shaped fields that Patty Ann explained 
were corn and grain sorghum.  

“It’s an awesome view,” Abby said. 
“Worth the climb, wasn’t it honey?” Kate said, 

wrapping her arm around Ryan’s waist. 
“Sure.” 
“But not for long. Just beyond that last rise, 

Sherman has strip-mined off everything. Well, except 
for Uncle Charlie’s farm. He’s the last holdout over 
that way, but he’ll have to sell soon. They blasted so 
close to his place that his well cracked. Contaminated 
groundwater seeped in and it’s no longer fittin’ to 
drink. They’d like to blow the top off this hill we’re 
standing on.”  

Patty Ann shaded her eyes with her hand and 
looked out across the hills and valleys. Then she 
swallowed and blinked as if trying not to cry. 

Abby put a hand on her shoulder. “But like the 
hymn says, Patty Ann, God will make all things new 
one day.” 
 


