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Russell County, Kentucky: A Land of Legacy
by Sylas Holloway

Where Cumberland’s waters carve the land,

And hills of green so proudly stand,

Lies Russell County, rich and deep,

With stories time has vowed to keep.

Once home to tribes who knew the way,

Of forest paths and rivers’ sway,

The Cherokee and Shawnee tread,

Before the settlers onward spread.

In eighteen twenty-five, its birth,

A county forged in strength and worth,

From fields so wide to lakes so vast,

A heritage that holds steadfast.

The pioneers with calloused hands,

Built homes and farms upon these lands,

Through trials tough, they stood so tall,

With faith and grit, they braved it all.

Lake Cumberland, a jewel so bright,

Brings forth its waves of pure delight,

A lifeline carved by human dreams,

A place where nature’s beauty gleams.

Through war and peace, through storm and sun,

Russell’s heart beats strong as one,

With echoes from the days of old,

Its history in tales retold.

So let us honor, let us say,

Russell’s past still lights the way,

A land of pride, both bold and free,

A home to all – our legacy.



4th-8  Grade Poetry 1  Placeth st

by Emily Bowen

Russell County, Kentucky, so green and wide, 

where trees reach up, and the rivers glide. 

The hills are steep, the air is fresh, 

and every sunset makes the day feel blessed. 

Cumberland River runs so deep, 

it whispers secrets that we keep. 

The boats go by with a gentle sound, 

as kids play ball on the soft, hard ground. 

The fair comes in the summer heat, 

with cotton candy and smells of treats. 

The county roads wind around the hill, 

and at night, the stars give a peaceful chill. 

From Jamestown to Russell Springs 

we’ve got the pride in the simple things. 

The small town life is easy and true, 

Russell County, Kentucky, where the skies are

blue.



4th-8  Grade Poetry 2  Placeth nd

by Gianna Overstreet

Lake Cumberland, Lake Cumberland

It’s such a wonderland

All 101 miles abay

I’m so happy it didn’t dismay

The whole thing was man-made

It definitely didn’t fade :)

The lakes been up for 73 years

Built from the builder’s tears

They worked so hard, day and night

If you think about harming it, prepare for a bite

We build this lake, now what’s up next

Potentially advancing text

Lots of stuff’s already been done

Though that doesn’t mean we have to stop the fun

I’d like automatic cooking to be in store

Just come and open the door

To a world of endless amazement

Oh, Lake Cumberland, Lake Cumberland, you’re my main intent



4th-8  Grade Poetry 3  Placeth rd

by Aiyana Costello

The Sea I see has waters not of crystal blue,

but eyes of honey-toned brown.

To the sea I see, it is nothing new,

but he stays warm all year ‘round.

And when I begin to feel cold

he surrounds me in waves, his loving hold.

His strong, heart-filled waves crash upon the shore.

My dear sea, I love you forevermore.

The Sea I See



High School Poetry 2  Placend

by Adrianna Branham

Russell Springs

The most beautiful person to exist.

Her sibling are Adair, Wayne, Cumberland;

They helped make her who she is.

Her favorite number is 81;

Without them her number would be zero.

Russell Springs

The most beautiful person to exist

Her short blue hair when long overnight,

Helping her gain the long hair;

Over a thousand men died.

If to get mad and cut her hair;

More than 2,500 people would perish.

Russell Springs

The most beautiful person to exist

Her wildlife is kinda crazy but yet calming,

The deer help make the grass go blue;

The bears help make the fish swim fast;

Her wild-life ways make the people she raised,

Love her more.

Russell Springs

The most beautiful person to exist

Her people love her,

Not for the hair, or the number,

Or even the wildlife.

The people love her for her wonderful

Love of everyone in the soft community

Of Russell Springs.



Adult Poetry 1  Placest

by Brenda Selby-Onyon

Two hundred year, this county has stood, with rolling hills and waters good,

From Cumberland’s flow to fields so wide, this place where dreams and hearts abide.

Shawnee and Cherokee trails under cedar cloak, the cliffs stood guard the river spoke,

Of a refuge carved in limestone’s keep, where ancient echoes softly sleep.

Upon the Cumberland’s winding grace, where Rock House sheltered native race,

Their council fires in shadows burned, with whispered songs where waters churned.

Then Creelsboro in early dawn did rise, a village under changing skies,

Will keel and steamboats bound for trade, upon the river’s silver braid.

By hardy hands and vision bright, the frontier called both day and night,

While settlers came with hopes unfurled, to claim their place in the untamed world.

In 1825 a county was born, named for Colonel Russell with gratitude sworn,

From Adair, Cumberland, and Wayne carved, a testament to the dreams they’d guard.

Jamestown was crowned the seat of law, its courthouse walls without a flaw,

Where justice weighed in measured tone, A pillar set in mortar and stone.

Where chalybeate springs with healing flow, there Russell Springs began to grow,

A village by the waters blessed, A haven for the weak to rest.

On Greasy Creek where the waters wind; paper, woolen, and grist mills sprang over time,

Their wheels once turned with a steady grace, a livelihood made in that working place.

The country churches rose on hallowed ground, where psalms in humble hearts were found,

With faith to guide through joy and strife, their hymns the anchor of each life.

Bicentennial Ballad of Russell County, Kentucky



At Russell Springs High young minds would bloom, While Jamestown’s halls were a knowledge showroom,

The schools became a beacon bright, to kindle dreams in learning’s light.

Through fields and farms the years did pass, till factories rose with brick and glass,

The nineteen fifties brought the trades anew, with strong hands that built, the country grew.

Then Wolf Creek Dam in thundered might, tamed river’s force through day and night,

A valued monument to labor’s will, with turbines spinning power still.

Lake Cumberland formed with waters wide, became the jewel of the County’s pride,

Its shores a call to hearts that roam, a state park resort for travelers far from home.

Near Kendall Park the people thronged, the site of the hatchery where life is spawned,

With trout that swim in crystal streams, a refuge made from fisher’s dreams.

Now, tourism through historical trails unwind, with hills and waters intertwined,

A Trail Town where the wanderers meet, where nature’s peace and beauty greet.

The future builds on roots so deep, where hopes of youth in promise keep,

The College & Workforce Center stands anew, to forge the paths that dreams pursue.

From the ancient cliffs to modern grace, a people’s heart that time can’t replace,

Russell County stands ready, bold, and true, with stories old and futures new.

Long may the river carve and forests stand, with blessings poured upon this land,

For Russell County where past and present blend, brighter days through time extend.



Adult Poetry 2  Placend

by Renee Cox

Nothing is as exciting

as to see the air get

warm and balmy,

and to realize soon

the Russell County Fair is coming.

I can see my little girl self,

as excited as can be,

to see the ferris wheel

standing before me.

The lights, the cotton candy,

pink of course, and

carnival music plays as the 

merry go round goes around and around.

My joy does truly abound.

Each year is bigger

and each year is better

It feels like magic

as the horses race

and the Derby cars crash

as the mud gets mashed.

The excitement of the rodeo.

the beauty contest winners

who look like royalty

as people race around me laughing happily.

For two hundred years,

lovers have kissed on the Ferris Wheel

kids have went to the Haunted House and squealed,

Nothing in life ever quite has

more flair than the

Russell County Fair.

Russell County Fair



Adult Poetry 3  Placerd

by Alisha Shepherd

Two hundred years of Russell County

And looking ahead to even more

I’ve been around for only 31 of those

How could I possibly know what’s in store?

Some things we’ve tried to change, haven’t

But most thing we came together on did

We’re still the same hardworking people

That I’ve known since I was a kid.

I could name off every landmark

Every road and fish in the lake

I could list every mayor, and every business we’ve had

But as the focus that would be a mistake.

You are home isn’t the location

The farms, the hills, or the streams

It’s the spirit embodied by the people

It’s our hopes, our fears, and our dreams.

It’s cheering on the Lakers

The fishing derby and Lakefest too

The Christmas parade, with music and singing

That’s the home that truly sticks with you.

Russell County: An Ode



Adult Prose 1  Placest

The Mystery
by Mike Boger

I was just four years old lacking five days. That morning, about good daylight, I was pulled from the

bed given breakfast and wrapped up in a red bear fur coat and Prudie Blankenships black silk scarf.

They (the women there) dressed my older sister in like manner, only her scarf was extra long, white

wool with broad brown stripes. There were several other women there. One of them opened the door and

poked us out.

My sister and I were bewildered about what was going on, but we tried to play horsey. I held the ends

of a string in each hand, and my sister had the lines and drove me around and round the house to keep

warm. It was November 4 and rather cold.

As we came around once, there was old Dr. Neatherly coming down the walk with a satchel that would have

held about a gallon of shelled corn. His face was like a red rose, and his body as big around as a

barrel. He had hitched his horse to the front yard fence. My sister and I continued around the house,

there was grandmother marching down the walk with her old big carpet boy catchel, that would have held

a bushel of shelled corn. Dad was turning the buggy to take back to the barn after delivering

grandmother to the front gate. Something’s going on here I though, shore as spit squirts.

Time passed slowly. After a while the big wool scarf my sister had on began to scratch her, and she

began fussing because the one I had on was silk.

At dinner time, one of those old women poked each one of us a hunk of corn bread and a piece of liver

out the back door. We were kept out of the house all evening. When the doctor came out, we knew that

something had happened.An old woman soon came to the door and told us to come see our new brother. Now

I had been the baby four years, and I was not happy about another baby taking my place. My sister and I

went in and looked at a 12 ½ lb. boy.

Then my sister and I marched out the door as if that were where we would belong from then on. “They say

the Dr. brings them,” Myrtie said. I replied “He didn’t this one he couldn’t have got him in that

little old bag.”

“I’ll bet you anything, Grandmother brought him in that old big carpet bag,” I said. Of course I

couldn’t figure why she had to come so early in the morning, up there bossing us all around is more

than I could see.

I cannot to this day remember her being sweet to me only when she gave me jelly or preserves on bread.

They named me after her. Of course she was pleased and my oldest sister objected. Grandmother gave her

a swat on the butt when she said, “That is the oldest ugliest name on earth.”



Adult Prose 2  Placend

Memoir...
by Renee Cox

Russell County is a special place. I wasn’t born here, but I feel more at home in Russell County

than anywhere else. It’s the people that make the town special. The people are nice. They are kind,

hardworking, generous people. They are the kind of people who know about it when you are born and

they care about it when you die. I am a adopted Russell Countian. I love swimming at the city pool,

boating on Lake Cumberland, going to the fair and reading at the library. This place is hime.

I owe my very existence to Russell County. My grandparents were from away. They had met at the

County Fair. My religious great-grandmother did not allow any of her eleven children to attend the

fair. Her son, Paul, snuck out and went anyway. There he met Florene, a pretty seventeen year old

brunette, beside the farris wheel. It was love at first sight, and he gave her an engagement ring

that very night. It was a toy ring he had got out of a Cracker Jack box.

Several months passed and they continued seeing each other secretly. They knew their parents would

not permit them to get married. They were very young and poor. True love always finds a way, they

ran away from home to Jamestown. On March 28, 1942, Paul Green eloped and married Florene Curry at

Jamestown Courthouse. I have heard the story many times of two cared kids beginning an amazing life

together.

My grandfather had an older sister named Rachel. Rachel was known as a happy, jolly girl. She agreed

to borrow a car and take them to Jamestown.It was a long ride. When the got there they encountered a

rather harsh justice of the peace. He asked if anyone objected. A man said, “Why Mr. Curry, fancy

seeing you here.” He was speaking to someone else in the room, but this scared my grandmother. She

thought her father, Luther Curry, had come to stop the wedding. It was another man named Curry. The

wedding vows were completed and they were married that day in Jamestown. 

I think about my grandparents a lot. They never lived in Russell County. They settled a half mile

from the county line. They considered themselves residents of Russell County. Their marriage lasted

sixty-seven years, until my grandmother passed away. Poppy grieved a year, then he joined her in

heaven. They had four children and eight grandchildren. They had a good life that started at the

courthouse in Jamestown. at the time of the depression and World War II.

Russell County welcomed my grandparents and Russell County welcomes me. It is a special place.

Everyone is a neighbor, everyone is family. Russell County is home.



Adult Prose 3  Placerd

Russell County:  A Memoir
by Alisha Shepherd

To be given thirty one years on this planet so far has been on the greatest gifts I have ever

received, and for Russell County to have been around for over six times that amount? I imagine

Kentucky feels the same. My hometown gives back to me every year, and always has.

From ages one to three I became engrossed in children’s story hour with Mrs. Fill, learning everyday

how to function in society and become a better human being. From ages four to eight I spent my

summers selling Girl Scout cookies in the old Kmart lobby and riding bikes down at the fish

hatchery. My pre-teen/teenage years were filled with sleepovers, play rehearsals/poetry readings at

The Star Theater, and trying every restaurant in town at least once. Even when I spent four years in

Louisville to receive my bachelors degree, I still received gives and reminders of home from family

members, churches, and friends – and while that may just be good people being good people, I know it

stems from our roots. In the nine years since, I have made my own home, and that could not have

happened without those who have shaped us and our history.

I can tell you many different moments that have all come together and shaped me thus far, such as my

dad working Fruit of the Loom for most of my life and I learning how to work hard from him. My mom

made sure I was involved in every community opportunity available, and didn’t hesitate to drive me

to events happening around town throughout the year, such as Jamestown’s Lakefest, Russell Springs’

Christmas parade, the fishing derby, as well as many church Easter egg hunts, Halloween trunk or

treat events and the Jaycees fair. I was one of the few students who was able to attend not only

Union Chapel Elementary, but the old Jamestown Elementary too, with the old hardwood floors, prior

to its demolition and rebuilding. My education at Russell County High School gave me many

opportunities, such as visiting places like Washington D.C., and New York City. It also prepared me

for life outside of our lakeside oasis. Speaking of our lakeside oasis, I’ve spent many nights at

the dock, eating honeysuckles and chasing lightning bugs, singing songs I learned at Vacation Bible

School. I’ve gone fishing, camping, boating, swimming, and discovered how to skip rocks. I’ve spent

nine years stocking shelves and talking to members of the community through retail.

I say all of this, because I believed that all of these things combined are the true experience of

being a Russell County Laker, and these memories are what binds us together for the rough times. We

help each other – through volunteers at God’s Food Pantry, through food and toy drives, yard/bake

sales, and through pay it forward lines in the McDonalds drive through. Through y2k, 9/11, economic

downturn, covid and beyond – we are resilient. We’ve had musicians, magicians, ambassadors, beauty

contest winners and more. Russell County is a diamond in the rough, and I’m proud to be from here.



To say that I’ve always felt this way would be a lie – there was a time where I didn’t appreciate

this place like I should’ve. I took for granted the beauty of our land, I didn’t stop to listen to

our elders, and was blind to opportunities I’ll never have again. I was still welcomed, still

understood, still accepted, before, during, and afterwards. Growing up here meant you were valued,

seen, and heard, even if the person sitting across from you doesn’t agree. I’ve learned many a life

lesson here, in places such as the Adanta Clinic, the funeral homes, and Jeff’s Bar. There are so

many people I have been blessed to come across – either in passing as a tourist, or everyday as a

local.

There are so many memories I could pull from, reminders, thoughts, and feelings – all of which gave

streamed here, all of which has solidified growth and change within me, and will hopefully continue

to do so moving forward. One thing I know for sure is that Russell County and it’s people are

resilient and capable. Good and Bad, Rich and Poor, Left and Right – we come together when we need

to the most, and we get up and try our best everyday. I can’t be more proud of that.

In two hundred more years, I hope I will have made where I’ve come from just as proud of me too.
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