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in Germany...for more see p. 7 
                                                       ♥♥♥ 

BABY NEWS!!  Cousin Christian Rührschneck and wife Fatima 
             announce the birth of their new son:   
 

JONAS RÜHRSCHNECK 
                     Selbitz, Germany  
    Welcome New Cousin!!! 

 Good News! The 
Jacob William and Leah 
Rasnake Family Bible featured 
in the last issue has been found 
safe and sound in a cousin's 
possession!!  
            THANK YOU!!          

http://freepages.genealogy.rootsweb. 
com/~jacobrasnickproject/ 
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Kentucky Historical Society ~ Frankfort 
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Family History ~ S k e t c h e s  
 

Eliza Jane Henson 
 

23 March 1944 
Barbourville, Kentucky 

"Pioneer Recollections of SW Virginia" 
Elihu Jasper Sutherland 

 
I was born on 17 Jul 1861 on Wallens 

Creek in Lee County, Virginia.  My parents were 
Thomas Hull and his wife, Kitty Rasnick.  
Mother was a daughter of Jacob Rasnick and his 
wife, Elizabeth Hobbs Rasnick.  Great-
grandfather Rasnick was named John, and he 
lived three or four miles east of Barbourville, 
Kentucky, and is the only Rasnick in this section 
except his two sons.  I do not know who my 
great-grandmother Rasnick was. 

My great-grandfather Rasnick had the 
following children: 
1. BILL RASNICK - He moved to the west, I 
think, when I was ten or twelve years old.  I have 
seen him several times.  He had a boy they called 
"Little Bill".  He was married twice, I think.  The 
first wife's name is unknown to me, and he 
married the second time to Mary Suthers or 
Sutherland. 
2. JACOB RASNICK - My grandfather.  He 
lived in Lee County, Virginia, where I was born.  
He had a crowd of children.  I have a tintype 
picture of him and grandmother.  But I do not 
know where his old Bible is. 
3. JOHN T. RASNICK - Came to Knox County, 
Kentucky, where he lived during the latter part of 
his life.  He married (Unknown) Grindstaff, a 
sister of my step-father, John Grindstaff.  Their 
children were Cena (who married Joe Berry), 
Rachel (who married James Yeager), and 
Lawson (who is the father of Jake Rasnick, of 
Barbourville). 
4. ARTIE (or ARTISIMMA) RASNICK - Lived 
at the old Rasnick Home in this county.  Late in 
life she married John Black, but they had no 
children. 
5. PRUDIE (or PRUDENCE) RASNICK - Lived 
with her sister Artie on the old homeplace, and 

never married.  They both have been dead a long 
time. 

One of my mother's brothers was named 
Dock.  He had five boys: Bill, Jake, Alex, Crit 
and (unknown); and had two girls: Kitty and 
Ethel.  Crit lived in New Mexico and came back 
here several years ago.  He looked prosperous 
and said he had married but left his wife.  Uncle 
Dock married Nancy Frazier. 

I married John Thomas Henson, a native of 
Knox County.  After their marriage, mother and 
her second husband lived about two miles from 
here until their deaths.  My husband's parents 
were Robert Henson and Jane Moore.  My 
husband was a farmer and died 2 Nov 1934.  Our 
children: John, Mary Catherine (Kitty), Robert, 
Clara, Nora, Mabel, Myrtle, Elsie (died as a 
baby), Clarence and Esther (twins) and Elizabeth 
(Betty) - with whom I now live.  Kitty is Ethel 
Sadler's mother. 

________ 
 

Walter Rasnick 
 

Effie P. Rasnick 
 

Walter (Peanut) Rasnick was born 26 Oct 
1894 and died 2 Jul 1976.  He first married June 
Breeding in 1920 and second married Georgia 
Finley.  Walter was the fifth son of Oliver (Bud) 
Rasnake and Nancy Ann (Nannie) Grimsley.  His 
birthplace was Shacks Mill, Virginia.  He was 
raised on a farm.  His mother reported that he 
was given up as drowned twice but both times 
started breathing again.  One time when small he 
started across a small foot log.  A pig ran 
between his legs and threw him into the water.  
His brother George came running and said 
"Walter was swimming in the branch".  She went 
to see about him and saved him from drowning. 

Walter went to school until as a young man 
he enrolled in the Teacher's School at Grundy, 
Virginia.  That is where he received the name of 
"Peanut".  Two girls were fighting over him and 
his school chums called it the "Peanut War".  He 
went by that name until his death.  He studied 
barbering in Cincinnati, Ohio.  He served and 
was wounded in World War I.  Returned after the 
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Armistice was signed.  He opened a barber shop 
in Clinchfield, Virginia the same year he married 
June Breeding.  He moved to West Virginia and 
there opened a shop in Huntington.  He divorced 
his first wife.  In the meantime he became active 
in public office as the Magistrate of Cahill 
County.  He retired and went to Orlando, Florida.  
In the meantime his second wife Georgia had 
two daughters who lived and have been teaching 
school in Cahill County.   

__________ 
 

Descendants of Alvin Rasnick 
 

From the files of Effie P. Rasnick 
Transcribed from handwritten notes by one of 

Alvin's  grandchildren - 
Mrs. Hilda Rasnick Medlock 

 
Mr. Alvin or Alvah Rasnick, a college man, 

met and married a blue eyed little lady, Emily 
Musick, a daughter of a physician.  Emily, my 
grandmother, had the prettiest big blue eyes and 
complexion I had ever seen. 

Alvin, I will call my grandfather, was a big 
handsome, mustached man, had dark hair, 
intense brown eyes.  This description of him, of a 
picture I had of him some years ago, and lost in 
moving.  I understand my grandfather or his 
father came from Germany, near Austria, a city 
called Beserabia, or similar name.  This brief 
information came from my mother which she had 
learned from my father and his kin. 

My father, Alvah Musick Rasnick was a 
dark-haired, dark eyed handsome man.  He lost 
his hearing at age six as a result of a severe case 
of mumps.  Upon graduation from Virginia 
School of Deaf he went on to graduate from 
Gallaudet College at Washington, D.C.  He later 
became a professor at Virginia School for the 
Deaf and went to Arkansas School for Deaf later.  
He became a principal there.  He also got his 
ministerial accreditation from University of 
Chicago.  Later was ordained to minister.  He 
preached to a deaf congregation until his death at 
age 82. 

Richard, eldest son of Alvin Rasnick, had a 
son Bertram, called Bert.  He was a bombardier 
in the Air Force.  There was an elder girl which I 

never met as she was away, Erma, June and Ada.  
Erma and I were often mistaken for each other.  
Rosy and Alice I met (eldest girls).  Met Rachel 
in a sanitorium.  She died there.  Wilma, her 
daughter, changed her name to Arlen when she 
became a stage actress.  I saw her perform in 
"Arsenic and Old Lace" when it was here.  She 
also performed in "School for Brides".  Arlen 
was married to a stage producer, Mr. Costello. 

Aunt Ida, a beautiful brunette, sister of my 
father, and I corresponded often until her death.  
Arlen and I corresponded until her death at a 
fairly young age.  Since their deaths, I have lost 
contact with the Rasnick family.  Ada had a 
daughter, Peggy Price, husband Melvin, owned a 
brewery.  They lived on Chesapeake Road, 
Hampton or Norfolk, Virginia.  Peggy also was a 
stage actress; she performed in Errol Carroll 
Vanities or Flo Ziegfield, I can't recall.  Peggy 
had leading role.  Peggy and Melvin had two 
sons.  This is all I remember.  They owned a 
yacht and Peggy and Melvin were well off. 

Colbert, another son of Rasnick's, lived with 
grandmother until her death.  Col was a bachelor 
for a long time and finally married.  Leonard was 
a younger son.  Clinchfield had one store and 
Post Office which grandparents ran.  Richard 
built the only church which also served as a 
school house.  He built nearly all the houses 
along the main street and only street of 
Clinchfield Village.  He rented them.  Col, 
Richard and Leonard dealt in horse and cattle 
business.  Perhaps mining. 

________ 
 

John Rasnake 
 

From the files of Effie P. Rasnick 
 

John Rasnake (Raresnake), born in 
Shenandoah County 1786 - died 1848.  He came 
to Russell County with his parents in 1789.  He 
married Rachel Fields, but no records could be 
found on her birth or her parents.  The Russell 
County records showed John possessed a 100 
acre tract of land in Glade Hollow and a 60 acre 
tract on Little Cedar Creek.  On September 10, 
1822 he mortgaged the Glade Hollow land to pay 
an attorney fee for representing his son, William 
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Rasnake, and his wife in court on a charge of 
counterfeiting.  On October 11, 1822, he again 
mortgaged his land to secure Benjamin Sewell 
the sum of $50.00.  On November 15, 1823, the 
trustee sold this land to David and George 
Cowan for $275.00.  Two years later John 
conveyed 60 acres on Little Cedar Creek to 
Daniel Cloud for $70.00.  Records in the old 
family trunk* indicated that his brothers also sold 
off part of their land in order to help John make a 
move to a new county. 
*Note: We are searching for information on the 
whereabouts of this trunk. ~ Marie 

________ 
 

 Eliza Rasnick Musick 
 

August 13, 1928 
"Pioneer Recollections of SW Virginia" 

by Elihu Jasper Sutherland 
 

I was born on Weavers Creek, Russell 
County, Virginia, April 15, 18__.  I am about 73 
years old now.  My parents were Elijah and 
Elizabeth Litton Rasnick.  They lived a mile 
below here on Weavers Creek.  My father's 
parents were Jacob and Mary Counts Rasnake - 
the name is spelled both ways.  Father was 
married twice - the first time to a Skeen.  
Solomon Litton was my mother's father's name.  
I don't recollect his wife's name.  My 
grandfather Rasnake lived in Glade Hollow.  
My full brothers and sisters were in order of 
birth: 
1.  Letitia (Tish) Rasnick, married Jeremiah 
Couch and lived at Castlewood.  Children:  John, 
Arch, Henry, Noah, Eliza, Winnie, Martha and 
Fannie. 
2.  Isabelle Rasnick, married Harve Couch and 
lived on Weavers Creek.  Children:  Bone, Isabell 
(Sis), Noah (Toad), George, Baxter, Dr. Sam, 
Rosa and Andy. 
3.  Napoleon Bonapart Rasnick, married Margaret 
Rasnick, daughter of Uncle Jonas Rasnick. 
4.  Margaret Rasnick, married first, James Harvey 
Breeding and second, John Powers. 
5. William Rasnick, married Mary Artrip, 
daughter of Billy Artrip.  Children:  Emmett, 

Alvin, Fletch, Granville, Tolby, Callie, Winnie 
and Alta. 
6.  Vince Rasnick married Nancy Wilson.  Children:  
Richard, Sam, Pat, Ben, Jeff, Virginia, Alice, Celia, 
Judith and Mary Anne. 
7.  Judith Rasnick, never married; been dead about 
20 years.  Children:  Henry, Thomas and Malissa. 
8.  Eliza Rasnick (myself), married Cowan Musick, 
son of Jacob and Vicie Breeding Musick.  Cowan 
Musick was born October 18, 1865; I am the oldest.  
Our children:  William, Emma, Elsie, Steven and 
Dock. 
9.  Elijah (Bunker) Rasnick lives near Bristol, 
Virginia.  He married Charity Crabtree, daughter of 
William and Sindusty Hart Crabtree.  Children:  Ed, 
Frank, Roy, Monroe and George. 

________ 
 
 

        Jacob Rasnick Project 
  

 
 

       Tracking and Connecting 
        the 

 

Rierschneck-Rührschneck-
Ruehrschneck- 

 
   Rasnake-    

Rasnick-Rasnic  
 

Families of    
                Germany  and the  United States 

 
 
 

    Join Us... 
http://freepages.genealogy.rootsweb. 

com/~jacobrasnickproject/        
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_xààxÜ                    from the past ... 
 
 
 
Artrip, Russell Co., Va. 
February 13, 1899 
 
 
Dear Cousin Robert, 
 
As Papa is writing you I will 
write a few lines and if any 
of your sisters are single I 
hope you will tell them to 
write me.  I would like to 
hear from them and if they 
are all married and you 
have any girls large 
enough to write I hope 
they will write me.  I am 
all the one that is with 
Papa and Mama.  We 
glad for you to send us 
your pictures you and 
your family.  Also 
you brothers and 
sisters.  You must be 
sure and send me 
your picture  Papa 
would like to have 
your brothers and 
sisters pictures so I 
will close until I hear from you. 
 

TÄ|vx etáÇ|v~ 
 
P.S. Address Artrip, Virginia. 

 
 
Photo of Mary Alice Rasnick, b. 1881, with her "Papa", Elijah LaForce Rasnick. 
Courtesy "Some Descendants of John Counts of Glade Hollow (Southwest Virginia) 1722-1977" 
by Judge Elihu Jasper Sutherland, compiled by Hetty Swindall Sutherland. 
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JOHANN JACOB RIERSCHNECK 
 H e s s i a n   S o l d i e r 

 
December 17, 1752 

Irsingen, Germany 
 

father:  Johann Georg Rierschneck 

                                mother:  Anna Swanger 
sister:  Anna Catharina Rierschneck 

 
 
 

St. Johannis  
Research sponsored by 

The Jacob Rasnick Project 
continues..... 

         More information soon. 
 

Many thanks to our researcher 

Sabine Schleichert 
for finding our ancestor! 

 
This is St. Johannis 
Lutheran Church in 

Aufkirchen Parish which 
dates back to 1514.  It 

served the people in the 
village of Irsingen and is 
surely the place where 

Jacob and his sister 
Catharina were  

                    Kirche                                    christened as infants.   
 

                                                        http://www.e-kirche.de/aufkirchen 
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JOHANN JACOB RIERSCHNECK 

Born December 17, 1752 
Christened the same day 

Records written in "Old German" 

View from atop the Hesselburg Mountain 
Looking toward Aufkirchen and Irsingen, where our ancestor was born. 

Source: Wikipedia 
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The tiny village of Irsingen is documented back 
to the year 1053.   It belongs to the municipality 

of Gerolfingen, the governmental district of 
Mittelfranken (Middle Franconia), district of 
Ansbach, in the state of Bayern (Bavaria), 

Germany.  It is the oldest part of the 
municipality, and also the smallest, containing 

only 25 houses, with 125 inhabitants. 
Source: Wikipedia 

Irsingen is indicated by a red star near the  
bottom left of the map. 

It is located 23 miles south of Ansbach, and 56 miles SW of Nürnberg. 
Source: Mapquest.com 

Many Thanks to all who've helped in the effort to find our Ancestor!!! 
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OOUURR  OOLLDD  
PPEEOOPPLLEE  

 
by Hampton Osborne 

 
September 9, 1966 

                   The Dickensonian
   

Thomas Jefferson Rasnake was 
born in Feb. 1873.  He was married to 
Sarah Barton in 1892.   

She was born 1879.  She was 
only thirteen years old when she 
married.  They had 13 or 14 children 
born to this union.  Ten children are 
still living and the others died in 
infancy.  Both of these good old 
people were long-time members of 
the Primitive Baptist Church of Duty, 
Va. 

They were hard working farmers 
and well beloved by all who knew 
them, stayed close to home and 
attended strictly to their own 
business.  Beside farming, he was a 
peddler, and sold his surplus farm 
products to people living in Dante 
and Cleveland, Va.  He peddled on a 
farm wagon, bought and sold 
produce. 

Mrs. Rasnake died in 1961, at the 
age of 82.  Mr. Rasnake is now 92 
years old. 

The following ten children are 
still living, the others died in infancy: 

Annie married Robert Stevens.  
They had 18 children, only six are 
still living.  They live on Sandy 
Ridge, and are farmers. 

Susie married Beau Gibson.  
They had five children.  Later she 
married Robert Street.  They had six 

children.  They both preceded her in 
death.  She lives at Bee., Va. 

Jim married Fannie Mays (best 
of my information) they had five or 
six children.  He is in the lumber 
business at Vansant, Va. 

Ira married Ercil Sykes.  They 
had twelve children.  They reared 
them all except one, who died in 
infancy.  He died in 1949.  She lives 
at Bee, Va. 

Holland married Maudie Street.  
They had ten children, one died in 
infancy.  He is an employee for the 
Virginia Highway System, and they 
live at Birchleaf, Va. 

Floyd married Lura Arrington.  
They had six children, one deceased.  
He lives at Bee., Va., and is in the 
lumber business. 

Tivis married Hattie Sullivan.  
They had thirteen or fourteen 
children.  He also lives at Bee, and is 
in the lumber business. 

Norabelle married Douglas 
Owens.  They have three children.  
He is a miner, and they live at 
Oakwood, Va. 

Clyde married Pearl Boyd.  They 
have nine children.  They made their 
home with his father until recently.  
He now lives at Bristol, Va.  He was 
a miner and lumberman most of the 
time. 

Ada married Joe Childress.  They 
had five children.  He is now a retired 
miner and they live at Bee, Va. 

Mr. Rasnake now makes his 
home with his daughter, Ada, at Bee, 
Va.  He is still very active in every 
way and goes to church regularly. 

At the last count he had 98 
grandchildren, 165 great-
grandchildren and 32 great-great-
grandchildren.  I doubt if anyone else 
in Dickenson County can match or 
better this record, if so, I would like 
to hear from them. 

Mrs. Adran Branham, Holland's 
daughter, gave me this information.  
She lives in Bend, Oregon, 16 Hill 
Street. 

It might be very beneficial for 
younger people who are always 
"ailing" to talk to Mr. Rasnake and 
Uncle Emmit Fleming and Charley 
Deloach and Pappy Short and find out 
how come them to live so long.  I 
suspect they would tell them that they 
ate old time food and got plenty of 
sleep and worked hard all their lives. 

Many more birthdays to you, Mr. 
Rasnake. 

My next article will feature Mrs. 
William Dotson. 

 
♥♥♥ 

Thomas J. and Sarah Barton Rasnake 
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John Counts of Glade Hollow 
Sketch by E. J. Sutherland 

 
1931 View of John Counts' Farm in Glade Hollow 

 
 
This speech was presented by Judge Elihu Jasper 
Sutherland at the Counts Reunion in 1948 in 
Glade Hollow.  It is reprinted here from his book, 
"Some Descendants of John Counts of Glade 
Hollow (Southwest Virginia) 1722-1977" with 
permission from his son. Despite ongoing 
research, since the writing of this sketch, nothing 
more is known about John Counts.  Judge 
Sutherland's research is still the standard we look 
to today to find information not only about this 
patriarch of our family, but also about his 
daughter, Mary "Mollie" Counts, and her 
husband, our "Hessian" ancestor, Jacob Rasnick.  
The Rasnick-Rasnake-Rasnic Family, along with 
many allied families of SW Virginia are, and will 
continue to be, extremely grateful to Judge and 
Hetty Sutherland, and their son Bill and his wife  

 
Toy, for their contributions in preserving and 
sharing the genealogy of these fine old Virginia 
pioneer families. ~ Marie Rasnick Fetzer 
 
We are meeting today on an appropriate occasion.  
The place and purpose hold hallowed and 
remarkable drama.  This spot is the final resting 
place of the mortal remains of John Counts of 
Glade Hollow and of Mary Magdeline Counts, his 
wife, and the purpose of this meeting is to add our 
feeble tribute and contribution to the memory of 
our common Counts progenitors. 
 
John Counts of Glade Hollow is the earliest 
known ancestor of the Countses of Southwest 
Virginia.  The large number and the solid 
character of his descendants make him an 
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important personage in the pioneer annals of this 
section of Virginia.  This is equally true of his 
wife, who braved the dangers of the early frontier 
of Virginia with her husband to make this their 
homeland late in life. 
 
This John Counts, if known to some of us at all, is 
at most a faint, legendary person, and we have 
little knowledge of where he lived, what he did, or 
what kind of man he was.  I will attempt to reach 
into the fragmentary records and traditions 
concerning him and bring forth from the dim and 
forgotten past the figure of a man who looms 
large in the ancestral life of the Counts Family.  
At one time he lived heartily and roamed over the 
hills and valleys among which we now assemble.  
He lived out a long life, filled with the joys, the 
sorrows, the hopes and ambitions of the average 
American of his day.  I would like to be able to 
bring him back, in your mind's eye, to stand here 
before you in his pioneer habiliments to smile at 
you and to say: "Well done, my children!" 
 
Nothing is definitely known of his ancestry, birth, 
relatives or early life.  Family tradition is strong 
that he was "Black Dutch", which means that he 
was of Germanic origin.  The place of his nativity 
is likewise unknown.  It is possible that he was a 
descendant of some immigrant from the Rhine 
Palatinate, who came over to Pennsylvania, and 
later drifted down with the south-moving tide of 
migration into the Valley of Virginia during the 
eighteenth century, where we first find him.  
There were numerous immigrants of the name K-
U-N-T-Z (the old Germanic form of COUNTS), 
and its various spellings.  Several of them became 
settlers in the Shenandoah Valley at an early date.  
It is also possible that our John Counts of Glade 
Hollow was a descendant of Joseph Kuntz (or 
COUNTS, as he spelled his name in his will in 
1730), who came from Germany to Germanna, 
Virginia, in 1714. 
 
The earliest known record of our John Counts is 
in Frederick County, Virginia.  On February 9, 
1764, in a civil suit on an attachment in that 
county by John Counts against John Stacey, the 
jury found that "...the defendant (Stacey) hath 
assumed upon himself in manner and form as the 
plaintiff (Counts) hath declared and they do assess 
the plaintiff's damages by occasion of the non-

performance thereof to be Six Pound Eleven 
Shilling & nine pence besides his costs."  Was this 
the same John Stacey later found in Russell 
County transferring his entry of 50 acres of land 
in Glade Hollow to John Counts in 1791? 
 
In August, 1765, John Bumgarner conveyed to 
John Counts, both of Frederick County, Virginia, 
270 acres more or less on the west side of 
Hawksbill Creek, which tract Bumgarner received 
by patent from Lord Fairfax's office, July 2, 1761, 
the consideration paid by Counts being five 
shillings current money of Virginia paid in hand.  
References by John Counts to this tract in later 
deeds provide the strongest and most conclusive 
evidence that John Counts of Glade Hollow lived 
in the Shenandoah Valley as early as 1765. 
 
The records of Frederick County are incomplete, 
and no other reference to John Counts has been 
found in them.  He evidently continued to live on 
the Hawksbill Creek in Frederick County until the 
new county of Dunmore was struck off from 
Frederick in 1772, and John Counts' home was 
included in the new county, which took the name 
of Shenandoah County in 1776.  In 1881 the new 
county of Page was established and the old 
Counts home on the Hawksbill became a part of 
Page County.  The old Counts home-farm is 
located about three miles northwest of the town of 
Luray and about one mile south of the mouth of 
Hawksbill in Page County. 
 
The records of Dunmore County show that, on 
April 27, 1773, Matthew Maddux and his wife 
Eve Maddux (who was the eldest daughter of 
John Counts of Glade Hollow), executed a deed to 
Abram Strickler for 200 acres, a part of the 
description of this tract being in these words: 
"thence running with a line that Thomas Hurst and 
John Counts made."  John Counts and Magdeline 
were recorded as the parents of Christine, 5 
months old, baptized August 22, 1773. 
 
Unfortunately most of the County Court records 
of Shenandoah County are missing, thereby 
removing the best source of information about the 
early court proceedings in that section.  However 
the deed books and some other records contain 
certain valuable data about our John Counts. 
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On August 23, 1783, Christian Bumgarner, for ten 
pounds current money of Virginia, conveyed to 
John Counts a tract of two acres on Hawksbill. 
 
In the court files at Woodstock, the county-seat of 
Shenandoah County, has been found the marriage 
bond of Philip Counts (spelled "COUTS"), to 
Anna Kiser.  This bond shows that they were 
married August 22, 1785.  Jacob Raresnake, a 
brother-in-law of Philip Counts, was the surety on 
this bond. 
 
John Counts' name appears in the first tax list of 
Shenandoah County taken in 1782, and it is 
shown in each year's list thereafter through 1789.  
He was assessed with from three to four horses 
and from four to eleven cattle each year.  He was 
also assessed with 270 acres of land. 
 
The last record of John Counts found in 
Shenandoah County was a deed which was signed 
by mark as "John Couts".  It was dated August 22, 
1789, and conveyed to Sinnet Young 248 acres of 
land, described as land conveyed by John 
Bumgarner to "John Couts" by deed dated August 
6, 1765.  The consideration was 230 pounds.  I 
have not yet found any record to which John 
Counts of Glade Hollow signed his name.  All 
records found show his name by mark, and it is 
spelled variously.  In the deed to Young, as in the 
certificate for the marriage of his son, Philip, to 
Anna Kiser, his surname was spelled "Couts".  
His wife's name in this deed is stated to be Mary, 
but she did not sign the deed, and a dedimus was 
awarded to take her acknowledgement.  She 
evidently could not go to the Court House to sign 
or acknowledge this deed.  Was she sick at home 
or had she already gone west to the new frontier 
in Russell County?  There is nothing found on 
record to show that she ever signed and 
acknowledged this deed, though she lived twenty-
five years longer. 
 
John Counts of Glade Hollow was a true pioneer.  
He could not be satisfied to stay in a thickly 
settled section.  He wanted more room, and he 
sought to find it on the borders of the advancing 
white settlements.  This characteristic of the old 
German wanderlust has appeared again and again 
in many of his restless descendants.   
 

He at length tired of the crowding Valley of 
Virginia and, having heard of the rich lands on the 
Clinch in the far backwoods from some of his 
former Shenandoah neighbors, particularly the 
Kisers and the Kelleys, he determined to move to 
this new land of plenty.  So he left the Valley of 
the Shenandoah for the Valley of the Clinch.  We 
should remember fierce Indians made their 
murderous raids on the Clinch even after he came 
here. 
 
Four of John Counts' eight children came to 
Russell County.  The tax records indicate that his 
son John Counts came in 1787, and in the same 
year the Russell County tax records contain the 
name of Henry Willard, who married Elizabeth 
(Lissey) Counts.  They may have migrated 
together, but Willard could have arrived first.  The 
Russell County tax lists for 1789 do not show the 
name John Counts, Sr., or Jacob Rasnake, or 
George Counts, but the next year (1790) the 
names of John Counts, Sr., and Jacob "Raresnake" 
appear.  George Counts' name appears later.  We 
can therefore be fairly certain that John Counts of 
Cleveland and Elizabeth Willard came to Russell 
County in 1787, and that John Counts, Sr., Mary 
Rasnake and George Counts came in the latter 
part of 1789 or early 1790.  The names of John 
Counts, Sr., and Jacob Rasnake were first listed 
for taxes on March 19, 1790. 
 
John Counts did not convey in his deed to Sinnet 
Young in 1789 all his Hawksbill farm.  He kept 
part of it and left his son Philip on it when he 
moved westward.  Later he made Philip a deed for 
this land.  On September 5, 1936, I visited this old 
farm for the first time.  I found it had long since 
left the ownership of the Counts family.  It was 
divided into two smaller farms by Philip Counts.  
One part belonged to Mrs. Florence E. Cameron 
and the other part, on which was located the old 
John Counts home, belonged to the heirs of 
Charley Mauk in 1936.  On the Mauk tract I found 
an old graveyard, which Mrs. Cameron told me 
was the old Counts graveyard.  It was unenclosed 
and grown up with rank weeds and locust trees, 
one of which was about three feet in diameter.  
Several rough limestone headrocks were found, 
but none of them had any inscriptions. 
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Our present best source of information about the 
old wanderer in his new homeland is the court 
records in Russell County, and they are not 
complete.  Here we run into some confusion by 
reason of there being two John Countses in this 
territory during the early years of its settlement.  
One cannot say which John Counts (John Counts 
of Glade Hollow or his son, John Counts of 
Cleveland) is referred to in all the records. 
 
It is certain that John Counts of Cleveland came to 
Russell County first, and the data presented 
hereinafter will relate chiefly to John Counts of 
Glade Hollow. 
 
On April 28, 1791, John Stacey transferred his 
entry of fifty acres in Glade Hollow to John 
Counts, and on June 30, 1794, John Counts 
withdrew 36 acres of this entry and re-entered it.  
This is very evidently our John Counts of Glade 
Hollow, because he left this land to his son 
George by his will. 
 
On June 26, 1792, the county court entered this 
order:  "On motion it is ordered that John Counts 
be exempted from paying poll tax and county 
levies on account of his age and bodily 
infirmities." 
 
His plantation was further augmented in Glade 
Hollow on August 28, 1792, when Robert 
McFarland and Ann, his wife, conveyed to John 
Counts for the sum of 150 pounds in hand paid 
166 acres on both sides of Glade Hollow.  On 
August 29, 1799, John Counts had 36 acres 
surveyed on the north side of Glade Hollow and 
adjoining the "tract of land on which said Counts 
now lives."  We are now meeting on this old 
Counts farm.  It is very similar to his old 
Hawksbill farm.  Both are in the limestone belt, 
with red clay soil, gently sloping hillsides and 
level bottoms. 
 
We are now approaching the end of this 
patriarch's life.  He sensed this situation and 
began to divide his property among his children.  
On April 3, 1802, he prepared his last will and 
testament.  On July 27 following he and 
Magdeline Counts, his wife, appeared before the 
County Court of Russell County and 
acknowledged a deed to Philip Counts of 

Shenandoah County for a tract of land estimated 
to contain 75 acres, situated on Hawksbill Creek 
in Shenandoah County, and "being a part of the 
tract of land which was conveyed to the said John 
Counts by John Bumgarner" in 1765, containing 
at that time 270 acres, more or less, and from 
which he had conveyed 248 acres, more or less, to 
Sinnet Young, the residue of said original tract 
now being conveyed to his son Philip Counts. 
 
He died just after the turn of the century, and his 
earthly remains were buried at this very spot amid 
the beautiful green hills and vales of Russell 
County.  The exact date of his passing is not now 
known.  On April 27, 1803, his will was presented 
before the Court of Quarterly Sessions for Russell 
County and proven by the oath of John Hargis, a 
witness thereto, and on July 26, 1803, it was again 
presented in court and proven by the oath of 
Duritee Counts, another of the witnesses thereto, 
and ordered recorded.  Who was Duritee Counts, 
a witness to this will? 
 
The following is a complete copy of this will as 
recorded: 
 

WILL OF JOHN COUNTS 
Russell County, Virginia 

Will Book 2, Page 33 
Executed 27 Apr 1803 

 
In the name of God Amen I John Counts Senr. 
Of Russell County and Commonwealth of 
Virginia being old and frail in body, but 
perfect in mind and memory blessed be God 
but Calling to mind the Mortality of my body 
and knowing it is appointed once for all men to 
die I do make and Constitute this my last Will 
and Testament in manner and form following.  
 
And first I give my body to the Earth from 
whence it was taken desiring it may be buried 
in a Christian manner without pomp &c. and 
my soul I give to God who gave it hoping it 
may find peace in the Arms of his Mercy, and 
as touching what worldly Goods or estate 
which I possess I give, devise and bequeath in 
manner following to wit:  
 
Eve Maticks my eldest daughter I give one 
Shilling Mary Rarsnake I give one Shilling  
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Will of John Counts of Glade Hollow 
signed by "X" mark
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John Counts Junr. also I give one Shilling,  
Lissey Willard I give one shilling.  
 
Item, I give to Harry Willard's eldest son 
Martin Willard Catherine my daughter one 
shilling Christian my daughter one shilling, my 
son Phillip one shilling.  
 
Item, I give and bequeath to my son George 
with whom I live the plantation on which we 
live with all appurtenances thereunto 
belonging out of which I am to be maintained 
in a good common manner while I live for 
victuals and cloathing and at my death every 
thing possessed by me shall belong to George 
Counts and to his heirs forever and I do hereby 
revoke and disannul all former wills by me 
made and ratifying and confirming this to be 
my Last Will and Testament.  
 
In witness whereof I have hereunto set my 
hand and seal this third day of April one 
thousand eight hundred & two.  
 
Signed Sealed and delivered published 
and Declared to be my last will in 
the presence of these witnesses.  
 
                                         his 
                          John       X     Counts Sen. (Seal) 
                                      mark 
 
Teste 
          John Hargis 
                   her 
          Lydia X Hargis 
                  mark 
       Duritee X Counts 
 
Of the eight children named in the above will 
nothing further is known of Christine Counts.  A 
Cathe. Countz married Michael Peters in 
Shenandoah County, Virginia, on November 27, 
1786, and this was probably a daughter of our 
John Counts.  Eve Counts married Matthew 
Mattox, and they were living in Shenandoah 
County as late as 1794.  Elizabeth (Lissey in his 
will) Counts married Henry (Harry) Willard, and 
they came to Russell County about 1787 and 
owned land here in 1791.  They sold this land and 
moved away.  They had children, one being 

named Martin Willard.  Nothing further is known 
of these four children of John Counts of Glade 
Hollow. 
 
Mary (Molly) Counts married Jacob Rasnake in 
Shenandoah County on February 25, 1784, and 
within a few years came to Russell County.  They 
lived on a farm in Glade Hollow, about two miles 
east of this spot, and had the following children: 
John, Jacob, Elijah, Margaret (m. Samuel Miller), 
Lazarus, Christina (Crissy) (m. John Fuller), 
Nancy (m. Broady Fields), Mary (Polly) (m. John 
Robinson), and Jonas.  Lazarus Rasnake and Polly 
Robinson moved west.  John Rasnick, late in life, 
moved to Lee County, Virginia, and later to Knox 
County, Kentucky. 
 
Philip Counts continued to live on the old Counts 
farm on Hawksbill in Shenandoah County and 
died there about 1843.  He married Anna Kiser, 
sister of Joseph Kiser, the ancestor of all Kisers of 
Russell County.  They had two children, Jacob 
and Elizabeth.  Elizabeth married Robert Carter, 
and their children later moved to West Virginia 
and Indiana. 
 
John Counts, Jr., lived and died in Cleveland, 
Virginia.  He lived on the north side of Clinch 
River, where his grandson, Joshua J. Counts, lived 
the whole course of his life.  His wife was Peggy 
Kelley, a sister of Elder Edward Kelley, a famous 
Baptist preacher in the early days of Russell 
County.  Their children were Sarah (m. James 
Smith), Joseph, John, James, Christina (Crissa) 
(m. Richard Colley), Elizabeth (m. George L. 
Jessee), Margaret (m. Henry Long), Joshua, 
Nancy (m. Jefferson Jessee), and Ezekiel.  
Margaret Long moved to Iuka, Mississippi, about 
1830, and Joseph Counts moved to the same state 
about 1858.  Both died and were buried there. 
 
George Counts lived on his father's old farm at 
this place until about 1835, when he moved to 
Washington County, Virginia.  He married Eve 
Haynes and had the following children: John, 
Lennox, Philip and Eva (m.  ?  Fleenor).  Philip 
later moved to Carter County, Kentucky, and was 
the ancestor of many prominent citizens of the 
Bluegrass State. 
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On August 27th, 1931, I first visited this old 
Counts farm.  I found it in the possession of Mrs. 
Alice Gray, the widow of Henry F. Gray.  She 
told me that she had lived here 53 years at that 
time - she and her husband having gone to 
housekeeping in an old two-story log house 
known as the "Granny Counts House".  There was 
one room in each story, and a log kitchen stood a 
short distance away.  These old buildings were a 
few feet west of the fine spring that Mrs. Gray 
was using.  The old house had been torn down 
about forty years, and all the other Counts 
buildings had disappeared long since. 
 
She showed me the old John Counts Graveyard on 
this ridge, about 200 yards west of the house.  It 
was in an open field without any fencing or other 
protection.  I removed enough weeds to find 
markers for seven graves, all very old.  The 
markers were made from native limestone slabs, 
and were very old and weather beaten.  I could 
find no inscription on four of the stones, and a 
very little on two others.  On the largest 
headstone, found the following: 
 

"JUNE 25TH 1814 
... 

 MARY COUNTS 
... 

WAS BORN 1722" 
 

John Counts of Glade Hollow was a peaceful 
man.  Few court records mention him, and none to 
his discredit.  He was a farmer and a land owner.  
Wherever he lived he wanted to own his own 
home.  He was evidently a religious man, and two 
of his children belonged to the Reeds Valley 
Baptist Church. 
 
John Counts of Glade Hollow has come into this 
world, run his long race and gone hence to receive 
his reward from his Maker.  He came far in his 
wanderings on this earth, and we should now 
appreciate how wise he was in choosing this 
beautiful Mountain Empire for our homeland.  We 
know he was the connecting link in our ancestry 
from the eighteenth to the nineteenth centuries 
and from the Shenandoah to the Clinch valleys. 
 

The body of John Counts of Glade Hollow has 
lain in an unmarked grave for 145 years.  By his 
side the loved companion and helpmeet of this 
venerable pioneer has slept peacefully through the 
sunshine and storms of 134 years.  Fortunately the 
filial love of a son saved this spot from oblivion 
by erecting this small slab of native limestone 
over his mother's grave.  But for this action long 
ago, we would wander endlessly over these hills 
searching vainly for the graves of our earliest 
ancestors in Russell County.  If George Counts' 
simple monument to his mother has accomplished 
so much for us, is there not something that we can 
do to preserve longer the location of this last 
resting place of this wilderness mother, as well as 
her brave and hardy husband?  The countless 
generations to be born with Counts blood in their 
veins will look to us for some action to save for 
them the thrill of standing here in the centuries to 
come to say with the assurance of definite proof: 
"Our pioneer ancestors, John Counts of Glade 
Hollow and his wife, Mary Magdeline Counts, 
sleep here." 
 
This new granite monument is our answer.  May 
our people strive to keep green the memory of this 
couple until the farthest ages when "time shall be 
no more". 

 

  
Headstone of Mary Magdeline Counts 
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A DEDICATION TO THE DEAD They harnessed rocks and rivers, made the dark woods 

bow; AND A MESSAGE FOR THE LIVING 
They found this but a wilderness - Look at it now! By 
 Emmet Maloy Counts 
Steadfastly moving westward tow'rd the setting sun,  
They were forerunners, and they dared and did and 
won - 

What brings us from our homes and labors far and 
near 

The gesture that we made to them at this far date To stand here at the graveside of this pioneer? 
Seems, at the best, almost too little and too late. We did not come alone to raise a monument, 
 To greet and talk and eat, or just on pleasure bent. 

(Read by Rufus A. Counts - 1948 Counts Reunion) 

View of old John Counts Farm Property Today 
The ridge where this cemetery monument is located is not 
currently owned by the Counts Family, however the 
valley which you see below is owned by John Counts and
Jacob Rasnick descendant Thomas Monk. Just beyond is 
the location of the old homeplace of Jacob Rasnick and 
his wife Mollie Counts, still owned by Tom's mother,
Elizabeth Rasnake Monk. 

John and Mary Counts Monument 
Glade Hollow

 
We came here from an urge, somewhat instinctively, 
To see where lies the founder of our family - 
Like long-strayed children with a sort of yearning torn 
To look again upon the spot where they were born. 
 
Also, there is another thing to celebrate - 
This is the birthplace of a part of ev'ry state: 
Uncounted sinews of our country's worth and pow'r 
Sprang from the homestead nearby where we're met 
this hour. 
 
So let us come to reaffirm our confidence 
In all our forebears strove and builded for, and hence 
Recapture something of their spirit and their dreams - 
Our heritage is so much greater than it seems! 
 
Here rest in peace the bones of old Glade Hollow 
John, 
As they have rested since thrice fifty years agone 
Through change, and as the generations came and 
passed, 
Through summer balm and through winter's frigid 
blast. 
 
He will sleep on, know nothing of our stewardship; 
Forever closed his eyes and ears, and sealed his lips. 
Let us be true to him and to his memory 
Who can't return today to hear and speak and see. 
 
We dedicate to him and Mary Counts, his wife, 
Who walked with him and shared with him his rugged 
life - 
We consecrate this offering, this shaft of stone, 
Years overdue for them who've lain so long alone. 
 
They came out here when this was but a border space 
Which fronted the unknown - a wild, unsettled place, 
With bears and wolves and savages that stalked their 
way - 
And we think we have troubles in this modern day! 
 
They were a part and parcel of that hardy crew 
That hewed out this America for me - for you - 
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Creed and 
Anna Rasnake 
Barton Family 

 

 
FROM THE NOTES OF EFFIE P. RASNICK 

 
On August 7, 1981, Effie Rasnick visited the 
cemetery where Creed Barton is buried.  She was 
accompanied by Lela Barnwell (?), her brother 
Corbin Barton, and Maynard and Alma Salyers.  
At that time, Creed Barton's grandson, Emmett 
Hughes, age 71, and Emmett's wife Hazel Kiser, 
were living on the old homestead of Emmett's 
mother, Armelda Barton Hughes, the second 
daughter of Creed Barton. 

 
Anna Rasnake was born in 1847, daughter 

of Elijah and Martha Hobbs Rasnake.  She was 
married to Creed Barton, born March 1, 1843, 
died April 13, 1920 at age 77 years, 1 month and 
12 days. Creed was the son of John and Ruth 
Barton.  Creed lived on a farm in Russell County 
known as Smoots Branch.  He was known as a 
jolly person.  His descendants related that when 
he came to visit as a child he was heard singing 
"Dixie" before he came in view of their home.  He 
was always riding his horse, with his saddle bag 
filled with apples, and would distribute them 
along the road to the children who ran out to greet 
him.  In his day, he was considered as being 
wealthy. 

Children were Victoria, Armelda, Martha, 
Zellia, Zephia, Ellen and Ben, the only son.  He 
died early in his teens. 

1.   Victoria 
2.  Armelda Nell, born 15 August 1878, 

died 26 March, 1948.  Daughter of Creed and 
Anna Rasnake Barton.  She married William H. 
Hughes, born December 3, 1878, died February 7, 
1956.  William and Armelda moved to the old 
farm in 1909, home of Creed Barton's parents.  As 
a child of ten, Emmett Hughes saw his parents 
tear down the log cabin and build the frame two 
story house which is standing today. 

Children: One girl and four boys. 
Emmett born 1911.  Married Hazel Kiser.  

Been living on the same farm all his life.  His 
children: 

Ralph Dean Hughes born June 22, 1932.  He 
was killed in a car accident on his way home from 
church. 

Creed Barton 
born 1843

Lowell Edmund born October 23, 1936, died 
December 6, 1936. 

Henry  
Charlie 
Esther 
Eula Banks 
3.  Martha (Mattie), married Andrew N. 

Salyers, born 20 March 1868, died 10 March 
1936.  He was the son of John Harlan and Sarah 
Castle Salyers.  He was known as "Big Andy".  

Children:  Luther Salyers, Bristol, 
Tennessee. 
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4.  Zellia, married Henry Salyers, born 
1867, died 1935.  He was a brother to Andrew N. 
Salyers. 

Children:  Julia, Henson, Gussie, Victoria, 
Liza Ellen, Frank Roscoe. 

Julia Salyers married John Terry Hartsock.  
On August 10, 1981, I visited with her son Walter 
Hartsock, living on Grassy Creek in Russell 
County.  He furnished me with his mother's 
picture.   

Walter Hartsock married Mildred Long.  
Their children:  Sandra Kay, Larry Walter. 

Barnard Hartsock 
Ouanitta 
On August 10, 1981 I visited Frank Roscoe 

Salyers, son of Henry and Zellia Barton Salyers.  
He first married Ebbie Gibson.  Second married to 
Emma Lue (?).  He now lives in Kingsport, 
Tennessee.  His children: 

Faye, married George Breeding.  Children:  
Darnell, David, Sharon and Sheila.  Sheila 
married Billy Johnson, one daughter Georgette. 

Anna Mae, married Robert B. Porter, Jr.  
Children:  Francis, Pam and Dennis.  Dennis 
married Jessie with one son, B.J. 

Faye and Anna Mae live on the home farm 

on Grassy Creek, Russell County, Virginia. 

Anna Rasnake Barton 

5.  Zelphia married Jefferson Davis.  Living 
in Spring City, Russell County, Virginia.  Son: 
Homer Davis, married Rethro Kiser.  Their 
children:  Horace, Helen, Orville, Bernard, 
Jarenito, Gail and Danny. 

6.  Ellen married Cowan Osborne.  Their 
children listed in the Russell County Court Record 
Distribution of their grandfather Creed Barton's 
estate were:  Walter, Charlie, Creed, Emmett, 
Eliza, Nannie Bell Johnson (?), Fannie Johnson.  
They lived on Copper Creek. 

 Liza (Eliza) married Jim Shoemaker.  
Moved to Texas. 

♣♣♣ 
 

"One of my Dad's aunts used to call him 
'Creedy'.  Daddy was Clyde Anderson Patrick and 
was not related to the Rasnake family (other than 
marrying Mother).  I asked him one day why Aunt 
Becky called him that and he said because he 
reminded her of 'Ole man Creed Barton!'  When I 
pursued the subject further as to what exactly 
reminded her about him, Daddy said, 'Well, I don't 
know but people used to say you could hear him 
coming long before you ever saw him!' So I think 
this told me a lot about what my Daddy was like as 
a little boy."    ~  Frieda Patrick Davison 

 
"A bit to add about this family.  Anna was a 

sister to my g-g-grandmother Martha Rasnake 
Street.  Anna's daughter, Victoria, was married to 
John B. R. Counts.  There is a little about them in 
the 'John Counts' book.  Somewhere I have a 
newspaper article which relates the death of 
Creed Barton's father, John, and how the children 
were 'farmed' out to other families because the 
mother could not provide for all of them."   
                                     ~  Karen Street Tiller 

For more information, see: 
 "Some Descendants of John Counts of Glade 
Hollow" by E. J. Sutherland, p. 32. 
                                     ♥♥♥ 
Anna Rasnake E-40 (b ca 1847) on  12-16-1865 
in RusCo m Creed Barton (b ca 1842) s of John 
and Ruth Barton; lived on a farm in Glade Hollow. 
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Remembering a Family 

Harmon Crumley Rasnick
 

"Rasnick Reflections" 

 
"P.S." and Henrietta Osborne Rasnake 

 
This information is taken from the booklet "Rasnick 
Reflections" which was dedicated to the memory of 
Harmon and Ibbie Rasnick by their children in 
1995. 

 
Pleasant Sylvester was born September 2, 

1870 in Russell County, Virginia, and lived his 
entire life in the Sandy Ridge area working on the 
farm.  He was the son of William Rasnake.  P.S. 
married Sofa or Sophia Ellen Musick and from that 
union, six children were born.  Sofa Ellen died Sept. 
1, 1906. On June 1, 1910, P.S. married Henrietta 
Osborne and to this union eight children were born. 

Pleasant Sylvester died on January 7, 1953.  
Henrietta died on November 23, 1967.  They are 
buried in the family cemetery on Sandy Ridge. 

 
"Rasnick Reflections" 

 
Harmon Crumley Rasnick 

 
Harmon Crumley Rasnick was born January 

22, 1902 to Pleasant Sylvester and Sophia or Sofa 
Ellen (Musick) Rasnake, in the Sandy Ridge area of 
Russell County, Virginia, near the Dickenson and 
Buchanan county line.  Harmon was born with the 
last name spelled "Rasnake".  Later, when he began 
working in the coal mines, his pay came with his 
name spelled as "Rasnick".  Other documents then 
followed with the same "nick" spelling, so instead 
of changing everything back, he chose to keep this 
style. 

At the age of sixteen, Harmon began working 
in the woods peeling tan bark, near Clinchfield, 
Virginia.  Two years later he took a job working in 
the coal mines in Russell County.  There he met 
Ibbie Taylor and was married on January 23, 1923.  
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Harmon and Ibbie lived in the Dante and Clinchco 
Coal Camps until about 1927, when they moved to, 
and later purchased part of the Lindsey Taylor farm 
in Scott County, Virginia near Nickelsville. 

During World War II, Harmon was employed 
by Holston Army Ammunition Plant in Kingsport, 
Tennessee.  After the war, he returned to the farm 
where he and Ibbie resided until Ibbie's death on 
December 9, 1973 and Harmon's death on October 
21, 1992. 

From this union, five children were born: 
Vivian Rasnick Redwine                     June 26, 1924 
Harry Hancil "Hank" Rasnick            April 29, 1926 
Iona Mae Rasnick Parks                     April 29, 1928 
John Odell Rasnick                            August 1, 1930 
Doyle Wayne Rasnick                      October 1, 1943 

    
    Harmon and Ibbie Rasnick and children 1973 

 
In the last few years of his life, Harmon sat on 

his porch and talked about his childhood and the 
people he knew growing up on Sandy Ridge.  One 
that seems to stand out the most is Harmon Crumley 
"Jake" McGuire, for whom he was named. 

He would describe Jake so clearly that you 
could imagine his middle aged plump face and his 
rotund belly.  He would stand behind the counter of 
his store dressed in a khaki shirt and pants, where 
the smell of unwrapped tobacco twists was so 
strong, you could hardly tell that loose candy was 
displayed in the counter.  He could describe the pain 
Jake endured after finding a would-be intruder lying 
outside the store window, which he had booby 
trapped with a shotgun, the previous evening.  The 
picture of Jake running the three hundred yards 
back up that steep hill to his house, without slowing 
one step, seemed to be etched in his mind. 

The damage to Jake's body from the run up 
the hill and the reality of knowing he had made a 

mistake, took its toll over the few remaining days 
and Jake never left the house again. 

When no one was around to talk to, Harmon 
would get lonely.  He turned to putting his thoughts 
onto paper and in rhyme.  Although he never talked 
about being lonely, he always wrote about how 
much he missed Ibbie and them being together 
again.  He also wrote about his church and his 
childhood.   

Take Me Back Home 
Take me back to the mountains of Virginia, 

Where the green grass grows, Where the sun 
shines bright, and pure water flows. 
Where the lambs in the meadow romp and 

play, and the birds sing happily the live long day. 
Where the air smells sweet and tall corn 

grows, 
Where, when church time comes, everybody 

goes. 
Where the songs sound great, and the 

preacher preaches loud, and it makes no difference 
about the size of the crowd. 

 
 
 

Harmon & Ibbie Taylor Rasnick 
Wedding Day 

January 23, 1923 
Clinchfield, Russell County, Virginia  
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By Phillip Rasnick     Photos courtesy of Doyle W. Rasnick

 
Harry Hancil "Hank" Rasnick 

 
Hank Rasnick lived in Snowflake, Virginia, 

just outside of Gate City.  He was raised in 
Nickelsville, Virginia and was the son of Harmon 
and Ibbie Rasnick.  He was born in Clinchco, 
Virginia on April 20, 1926.  He passed away at the 
age of 80 on February 17, 2007. Harmon Rasnick 

Hank was preceded in death by his first wife 
of 55 years, Sue (Henry) Rasnick and a daughter, 
Karen (Rasnick) Bradley.  He is survived by his 
second wife, Mildred Rasnick; one daughter, Penny 
(Rasnick) Hensley (Penny has one daughter and two 
grandchildren); and son Phillip Rasnick (Phil has 
three sons who will carry on the Rasnick name); 
and deceased daughter Karen's two children and 
two grandchildren.   

Hank was a World War II vet and served with 
the 101st Airborne Division in Europe, where he 
was awarded the Bronze Star.  He was a proud 
American and veteran.   

 
Harmon & Ibbie Rasnick 

baby Doyle Wayne Rasnick  
 

Vivian Rasnick Redwine 
John Rasnick 
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Harry Hancil "Hank" Rasnick 
Taken from the Eulogy given by his brother, 

Doyle Wayne Rasnick 
February 19, 2007 

 
Reflections on the Rasnick Household in Our Early Years... 

 
     Hank was 16 years old when I was 
born.  I can't remember him leaving to 
serve in the military.  I remember our 
mother sitting by the radio wringing 
her hands and crying while she 
listened to the news broadcasts.  I 
remember the joyous day he came 
walking up through the yard wearing 
his uniform and carrying his duffel 
bag. The Rasnick family does not 
openly show affection and emotions, 
but that day you would have thought 
Alexander the Great was returning 
from battle.  In the days that followed I 
couldn't get enough of his attention.  
There was always some of his friends 
coming by wanting to go to town.  
Cracker Kilgore and L.D. McConnell 
are just some that come to mind.  He 
was so good to me.  It seems like he 
always brought me something from 
town.  I still have today a little black 
dog - stuffed animal that he bought for 
me.  He had compassion, he was 
thoughtful and Hank was a proud 
man.  Our father instilled a sense of 
pride, honor and faithfulness in all his children.  Hank 
served in the 82nd and 101st Airborne Division during 
WWII.  When he returned he would share lighthearted and 
funny stories, but as a young man he never talked about 
the death and destruction that happened all around him.  I 
learned after his death that he was awarded the Bronze 
Star.  To my knowledge he never shared the details with 
anyone.  There are a couple of stories he shared with me 
as we were recently traveling across country.  I learned he 
lost most of the hearing in his left ear.  He was in a foxhole 
in Western Europe and as the German tanks came across 
the battlefield a projectile fired by one of the tanks hit a 
nearby tree, exploded and damaged his eardrum.  I 
remember him turning his head sideways and saying 
"huh", but he never complained.  A couple of funny stories.  
His unit was camped out in the countryside in northern 
France when, on a Saturday, a big truck came by and 
asked if anyone wanted to go to town to get a shower and 
a change of clothes.  He jumped in the truck, went to town 
and cleaned up.  On the way back, a German plane 
approached, scraping the ground with machinegun fire.  
Hank jumped out of the truck into a nearby foxhole.  After 
everything cleared, he crawled out of the foxhole that was 
filled with rainwater and mud and climbed back onto the 
truck.  When he arrived back at camp, he was dirtier than 
before he left.  In the spring of 1945, Hank's unit was in 

western Germany camped near the 
Rhine River.  Hank was a jeep driver 
for a colonel.  One warm Sunday 
morning, Hank drove the colonel to a 
small airfield and waited while the pilot 
flew the colonel over the Rhine Valley 
to see if any enemy troops had moved 
in overnight.  They returned shortly 
saying everything was quiet.  The 
colonel suggested that the pilot should 
take Hank on a flight to see the 
countryside.  Hank was afraid of flying 
and told the colonel "no thanks".  After 
considerable urging, he felt you could 
only tell your commanding officer "no" 
so many times, so he reluctantly got in 
the little two seat plane.  They just got 
out over the Rhine when bullets and 
flack started bursting all around them.  
The pilot turned the plane straight 
down toward the river.  Hank said he 
knew he was going to die.  When he 
finally came to his senses, he was 
back at the airport being helped out of 
the plane by the pilot and colonel.  As 
the war was nearing its end, his 

company was opening the gates at some of the 
concentration camps.  I don't have to describe the pain 
and anguish.  We have all seen the pictures.  A man just 
released asked for some food.  Hank had a bar of candy 
as well as his Army rations in his bag.  He took out his bar 
of candy and broke it in half, giving one end to the man.  
Another man asked the same thing and he gave him half 
of the half, and so on and so on until all his food was gone.  
Hank was a generous man.  He always was eager to help.  
There are many of his buddies from Appalachian Power 
Company here tonight.  I have to tell one story.  Hank 
loved to fish.  One day he came by our house and asked if 
I wanted to go with him.  We needed some bait to fish with.  
He decided to dig some worms.  He poured two or three 
buckets of water on the ground.  He got heavy copper wire 
and climbed upon the old dairy where he could reach the 
electric service entry cable coming into the house.  He 
peeled the insulation back and tied his heavy wire to it.  
"Don't try this at home."   He stuck the end of the heavy 
wire in the ground where he had poured the water.  The 
worms began crawling out of the ground.  I remember 
thinking, I bet those worms were happy to get in that bait 
bucket.  He was kind, caring.  He was generous and 
considerate.  A loving family man.  He was my brother and 
my best friend.  Harry Hancil Rasnick, I salute you. 

Harry Hancil Rasnick 
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John Robert 
Rasnick, Jr. 

 
~ A.K.A. "Bobbie" ~ 

 
As seen through his memoirs and the 

eyes of his daughter Harriet. 
 

by  Charlotte Williamson 
 

This article originally appeared in The Pisgah 
Pathfinder, newsletter of Historic Crab Orchard 
Museum & Pioneer Park, Tazewell, Virginia, in 
Spring of 2006, and is reprinted here with 
permission. ~ Marie Rasnick Fetzer. 

 
John Robert Rasnick, Jr., who was born in 

1926, grew up during a time when kids could 
safely be left to their own devices, using their 

imaginations to invent toys, create games and, 
in general, make their own fun.  It was freedom 
at its best.  For Bob Rasnick, and other children 
of this period, the downside to this glorious 
liberty was that schooling in rural America was 
often hard to come by.  As an economic 
necessity, parents were frequently forced to keep 
children home from school to work on the farm. 
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Although Bob did his share of staying 
home from school to help his parents Essie and 
John Rasnick with farm work, he successfully 
completed his public school years and graduated 
from Tazewell High School.  It was here that 
this THS athlete met his wife-to-be Betty Jane 
Porter.  They were married in 1946. 
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The upside of these times was that if a 
man worked hard and put his mind to it, he 
could make a good living.  And Bob Rasnick did 
just that - reinventing himself over and over.  
Initially, the young couple rented and worked 
various small farms in Tazewell County, but 
after a few years of working and saving, in 1953 
they were able to buy their own place in 
Mundytown.  They had six children: Linda Sue, 
Harriet Ellen, Patricia Ann, John Robert III, 
Clara Essie, and Lawrence Porter. 
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Bob and Betty Jane Porter Rasnick 
Just Married 

November 13, 1946 
N. Tazewell, Virginia 

They turned the new place into a very 
successful dairy farm, bottling plant, and route 
delivery service, which was in operation until 
1960.  Afterwards for a short period in the early 
1960's, Bob sold insurance.  True to his farming 
roots, Bob returned to the land and began 
raising sheep, trained and raised border collies, 
and raised beef cattle. 
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As a side business, he started a small 
mining service in which he repaired mining 
cables.  His daughter, Harriet, says that one of 
her dad's most successful ventures was 
inventing a machine to grind mining drill bits.  
Before his invention, she says, the bits were 
ground by hand.   As the business grew, he hired 
local men to help him.  Finally, after a lifetime of 
many careers, he retired in 1999.  "Dad loved to 
talk about his childhood and he wrote these 
stories in the early 1990's," Harriet says.  She 
says the following stories are just as he wrote 
them, edited only for clarity. 
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These stories, edited for clarity only, were 
written by my father, John Robert Rasnick, 
Jr., before he passed on September 1, 2003.  
They are proudly shared by his second child, 
daughter Harriet Ellen Rasnick.  
 

 
~ 

 
I was born at War, West Virginia on 

October 10, 1926 during tough times.  My 
father was John Robert Rasnick Sr. (son of 
John Morgan Rasnick>Gabriel Lafayette 
Rasnake>Jacob Rasnake Jr.>Jacob Rasnake 
Sr.) and my mother was Essie Clair Rose 
(daughter of Charles Mayland Rose and 
Charlotte Sizemore).  We moved from War, 
West Virginia to Maxwell, Virginia 
(Tazewell County) about April 1927.  The 
second child, James Leonard (Jim, also 
known as "Biggin"), was born on May 18, 
1928 in Maxwell, Virginia on a beautiful 
farm on the mill dam.  It was a wonderful 
place for young, mischievous kids like us to 
explore for a period of five years. 

The first spanking that I can remember 
took place at the farm in Maxwell, Virginia.  
Jim and I used a large rock and a small rock 
to hull chestnuts that fell from the big tree 
that stood above the road.  One day, when we 
were hulling chestnuts, brother Jim didn't 
think that he was getting his share, so we got 
into a fight.  I pushed Jim into a big pile of 
briars and he screamed, which alerted 
Mother, who came out to see what had 
happened.  She retrieved Jim from the briar 
patch and, even though I helped pick briars 
out of his rear end, I got a spanking and we 
both got confined to the yard behind a locked 
gate. 

From Maxwell, Virginia, we moved to 
a little, rocky, mountainous farm in McGuire 
Valley (Tazewell County) where we stayed 
for two years.  The third child, Donald 
Edward (Don) was born on July 30, 1932 at 
the farm.  It was during this time that Jim and 
I had begun to lose our teeth.  Since we took 
turns pulling each other's teeth, I carried a 
rusty pair of pliers in my pocket at all times.  

Pulling teeth was often uncomfortable and 
we were looking for some other, less painful 
way to accomplish this boyhood feat. 

One day, Preacher Conner stopped by 
to eat with us as was the custom back then 
when you were in the neighborhood.  At the 
table, Preacher Conner noticed that Jim was 
having some trouble chewing.  The loose 
tooth, which we had spent most of the day 
trying to pull, was giving Jim some problems.  
Preacher Conner jokingly told us that, when 
he was a child, they used to pull teeth by 
fastening one end of a string around the 
tooth, the other around a door knob, and then 
slamming the door.  Preacher Conner was 
hardly out the door before Jim and I were 
searching for a string, which we found, and 
assembled the job as Preacher Conner had 
described.  I did the door-slamming and Jim 
did the screaming with blood flying 
everywhere, over his face, his clothes, and 
Mother's clean floor.  Of course, Mother ran 
to see the scene of the string with the tooth 
dangling on one end and the bloody mess.  
She muttered something unkind about the 
preacher, I helped her clean up the mess, and 
Jim continued to complain.  I stopped long 
enough to look inside his mouth and, as you 
might have guessed, I had put the string on 
the wrong tooth.  Mother took away my 
pliers and that put an end to our amateur 
tooth-pulling. 

Times were very hard, so Dad decided 
to leave our little Tazewell County, Virginia 
farm in McGuire Valley and try to get a job 
in the coal mines in West Virginia.  Using a 
wagon and a team of horses, we moved to a 
farm in the hollow above Turkey Pen, which 
was a part of the coal camp at Newhall, West 
Virginia.  We lived on this farm for about 
five years. 

It took about four trips to get all of our 
belongings moved, because there was no road 
to the farm and we had to leave the wagon at 
Turkey Pen and haul the furniture across the 
mountain and then up the hollow on a sled.  
Fortunately, on some of the trips, the good 
folks living in the camp would help carry 
furniture across the mountain and up the 
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hollow to our new home.  After we got the 
furniture moved, Dad's brother (James 
Walker Rasnick), and brother-in-law, Clyde 
McGuire, went to get Mother and my 
brothers, James and Don, and me and took us 
to Turkey Pen.  We had to park the car at the 
camp and walk across the mountain and up 
the hollow with Mother carrying Don, the 
youngest child.  Dad had arranged for us to 
stay, temporarily, with a neighbor, Mrs. 
Waldron, who was thrilled to see us and met 
us at her gate.  We were glad that she had 
prepared a late-evening meal for us, because 
we were very hungry after the long trip by 
car and foot.  I didn't know it at the time, but 
Mrs. Waldron would play another connection 
in my adult life as she was the sister of the 
wonderful neighbor, Mag Mundy (Mrs. Joe 
Mundy), whose farm bordered my own farm 
in the Mundytown Section of Tazewell, 
Virginia.   

Mrs. Waldron watched Jim and Don as 
Mother and I walked way up the hollow and 
went upon a bank where we could see our 
new home.  It was a one-room, log structure 
with a loft and only one full window in it and 
a half window in the loft, both of which were 
covered with tar paper.  All of the 
outbuildings (barn, crib, smokehouse, and 
spring house) were also made of logs.  
Mother immediately shed tears but managed 
to gather herself before returning to spend the 
night with Mrs. Waldron. 

The following day, Saturday, was spent 
hauling furniture in on the sled and placing it 
where Mother needed it to be placed.  On 
Friday, nearly a week later, Mother's sister 
(Eunice Rose) and her friend, Thelma Dye 
(who would later become a Spence), came to 
spend the weekend with us at our new home.  
Jim and I slept in the loft on a straw mattress 
and mother hung sheets across the room for 
privacy for Aunt Eunice and Miss Dye.  On 
Monday (April 3, 1934), we woke up early to 
about fifteen inches of snow on the ground.  
Because both visitors had to teach school that 
day, I walked in front of them to forge a path 
for them to get to their transportation. 

Our family had lived at our farm for 
about five months when Dad became friends 
with the Captain of the CCC Camp below the 
town of Cucumber, West Virginia.  Dad's 
new friend gave him two dogs that Jim and I 
had to retrieve from the camp.  After we got 
them home, we kept the dogs tied for about 
ten days and let them loose, from time to 
time, to exercise and play with us for a 
couple of hours.  However, one day, we 
couldn't find them to retie them for the night.  
I told Dad that the dogs probably left due to 
the food we gave them since they were used 
to Government handouts.  A displeased Dad 
sent Jim and I back to the CCC Camp to 
retrieve the dogs. 

The trip to the CCC Camp in 
Cucumber, West Virginia was a long trip.  
So, instead of walking the railroad tracks as 
we usually did, we decided to use the state 
road in hopes of finding a ride to the CCC 
Camp.  We country boys didn't know at the 
time that you were supposed to "thumb", so 
we were waving to the passersby, they 
returned the wave, and we didn't get any 
rides.  But, as we were nearing the CCC 
Camp, we looked around to see the most 
beautiful, yellow Packard convertible coming 
behind us.  Again, we waved and the two 
men returned the wave.  As we walked 
around the curve, we spotted the beautiful 
Packard parked in a wide place just off the 
road.  One of the two men behind it was 
dressed in a new suit and hat.  The other man 
was chewing tobacco and his work clothes 
looked as though he had spit into a fan.  The 
well-dressed gentleman introduced himself as 
Sid Peery (a very well-known individual 
from Tazewell, Virginia) and the other fellow 
as Cedar Bug, his brother (not so well-
known).  It appeared that they had a problem, 
because they had run out of gas.  This was 
lucky for me and Jim, because Mr. Peery 
gave both of us a quarter to walk to 
Cucumber, West Virginia and bring him four 
gallons of gas.  We were enthusiastic, 
because most folks we knew at that time 
worked all day for a quarter.  We ran most of 
the way to Mr. Rangsley's gas station, but he 
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didn't want to let us have the gas right away.  
Even though I told him that the gas was for 
Mr. Sid Peery, he wasn't impressed; but, 
when I told him who we were, he said that 
we looked like two honest boys.  He let us 
have the gas on the condition that we return 
the can right away. 

Naturally, Mr. Peery and his brother 
were happy when we arrived with the 
gasoline and they left in a big hurry.  We got 
our quarters and took the can back to Mr. 
Rangsley.  Jim and I had never had a quarter 
before and we were thrilled to see what it 
would buy, so we bought a moon pie and our 
very first soft drink, a Pepsi.  Then, we each 
bought a double-dip of ice cream.  After the 
meal, we headed home with the dogs and 
were a little late, but Mother wasn't terribly 
mad at us.  This time, we kept the dogs tied 
up for about a month, because we wanted to 
make sure that they forgot about the 
Government handouts down in the CCC 
Camp. 

Times got much harder and we were 
very poor.  It was nearly a year before PWA 
built us a toilet, but Dad had managed to add 
two more rooms to the cabin, put siding on it, 
and it had started to look like a home.  We 
had no money for anything except for 
essentials like salt, sugar, and flour.  We boys 
bartered and hired off the farm.  I had a milk 
route and, two or three times a week, we 
would peddle the scarce vegetables (due to a 
four-year drought) from our garden and 
apples from the 150 fruit trees that we had on 
the farm.  Two years after moving to the farm 
above Turkey Pen, Dad finally found a job. 

The drought caused water to be very 
scarce, too, so we took our horses and cows 
across the mountain to Big Creek, West 
Virginia to get water.  In the Summer, we 
allowed the cows to graze freely in the 
mountains, but we placed bells around their 
necks so that we could find them every 
evening.  Jim and I always looked forward to 
Spring, because it was initiation time for the 
new cows.  Securing paper around the 
clapper inside the bell, we would place the 
leather strap around the cow's neck.  As we 

turned the cows onto pasture, we would 
remove the paper from the clapper and watch 
as the cows ran around and around with 
manure flying as they tried to escape the 
sound of the bell.  They would run until their 
tongues hung out and they had to lie down 
for a brief rest and then they were up and 
back to trying to escape the bell.  Eventually, 
they and we got used to the sound of the bell. 

The fourth and last child, Thomas Allen 
(Tom) was born near midnight on July 7, 
1934 in the log house in Turkey Pen, West 
Virginia.  I had been sent with our two mules 
to get Dr. Spahr, who made the delivery, and 
was escorted by me back home on the mule.  

 It seemed that mules were to become 
important to our way of life; they were used 
to work/plow and as our form of 
transportation.  I can remember our first 
mule, because Dad left one morning riding 
our horse and returned leading a mule.  He 
warned Jim and me to stay away from this 
mule, because he was considered dangerous 
and might hurt or even kill us.  The mule 
presented a boyish challenge to me and Jim, 
so we thought that we'd see if the mule could 
live up to his reputation.  To test the mule, 
we piled up lots of rocks at the end of the 
barn lot.  I would go into the lot so that the 
mule would chase me to the pile of rocks, 
and we would pepper the mule with the 
rocks.  Dad never could figure out how the 
mule kept getting whelps and bumps on him. 

On a day that Dad had to go down to 
the company store, he warned us again to 
stay away from the mule.  We knew that we 
would have lots of time now to see what the 
mule was made of, so we set about making 
our plans.  We went to the smoke house, got 
the last cow bell, stuffed the clapper with 
paper, and prayed that Mother wouldn't 
discover our antics.  We knew the mule's love 
for oats, so I scattered oats from the middle 
of the barn lot to his stall in the barn and he 
followed the trail just up to the door.  The 
smart mule knew that Jim and I were hiding 
behind the door, so he retreated to the middle 
of the lot.  Undaunted, Jim and I went around 
the barn, came through the back door, and 
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repositioned ourselves behind the door.  The 
mule fell for the trick, so we slammed the 
barn door as he ate his way inside.  The mule 
tried to climb the wall, but we managed to 
get a rope on him, pull him over to the wall, 
and slipped the collar and bell around his 
neck.  When we slipped the rope off his neck 
and the paper from the bell's clapper, he tried 
to climb the wall again.  When we opened the 
barn door, out he went with his ears laid 
back, his tail sticking straight out, and 
running with abandon until he had to lie 
down just as all the new cows would do. 

As we expected, Mother came running 
out to the barn to see what happened.  We 
could tell that she was really mad, but she 
started laughing at the mule trying to get 
away from the sound of the bell around his 
neck.  The next thing we knew, Dad returned 
early from his trip to the company store and I 
could see that he was furious.  I thought that 
we would get a good tanning, but he started 
laughing, too.  That night at supper, Mother 
insisted that Dad sell the mean mule and Dad 
left the next day leading the mule that found 
another home. 

Jim and I thought that we were big 
game hunters, so we stayed in the woods all 
Summer.  Our dogs weren't much at hunting, 
because they wanted to stay behind.  I told 
Jim that, if we found a wild animal, we 
would have to protect the dogs.  On one day 
that the dogs did go with us on our safari, the 
dogs alerted us by barking.  When we ran 
down the hill to where they were, we found 
both of them circling a possum.  Before I 
could dispatch the possum, it fell over and I 
was sure that he had died of a heart attack.  
Jim and I decided to take the dead possum 
home to Mother to cook, so I threw him over 
my shoulder and began climbing the 
mountain toward home.  Along the way, we 
decided to rest and drink from a spring that 
we crossed, so I laid the possum down.  A 
short time later, I went to get the possum, 
looked everywhere for him, but he had 
disappeared.  At supper that night, Dad 
imparted the wisdom to us that this is where 

the old adage of "playing possum" came 
from. 

One morning, just as Jim and I were 
coming down from the loft for breakfast, our 
two dogs were heard barking just over the 
ridge.  We were hoping it was a bear, so 
Mother permitted us to go check the situation 
before breakfast but instructed us to hurry 
back.  When we ran out of the hollow and up 
the mountain, we found that the dogs didn't 
have a bear up a tree but were barking at the 
end of a rotten, hollow log that had a crack 
running from end to end.  Now, we were 
hoping for a rabbit, so Jim and I split the log 
along the crack.  To our dismay, there stood 
three of the prettiest skunks, so we decided to 
catch them and take them home for pets.  The 
skunks had other ideas and backed up and 
sprayed we boys and the dogs.  I guess the 
dogs thought that we were the ones covered 
with scent, because they ran home ahead of 
us.  As we neared the house, we saw Mother 
swatting the dogs with her broom to get them 
out of the yard.  Dad stood on the porch 
laughing as Mother met us at the gate and 
insisted that we go immediately to the barn to 
change our clothes.  Mother made us eat our 
breakfast out in the yard. 

While we lived in the #6 Hollow, as it 
was commonly called, Dad began to abuse 
alcohol and would go down to a little beer 
joint in Cucumber, West Virginia every 
Saturday.  I often had to ride one mule and 
lead the other down to Cucumber on Sunday 
evening to bring Dad back home.  On one 
particular trip, I found Dad and Mace Fleener 
straddling a log over the river and trying to 
knock each other off into the water below.  
Most of the local men were glad to help me 
tie Dad onto one of the mules so that he 
wouldn't fall off on the way home.  When we 
got home, Mother and Jim would tuck him 
tenderly into bed for a long sobering. 

The third child, Don, started school 
while we lived in #6 Hollow.  It was my and 
Jim's responsibility to make sure that Don 
was with us on the long walk home.  One 
day, I thought that Jim had Don and I was the 
first to arrive home; but, when Jim arrived, 
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Don was not with him.  Hysterical Mother 
sent me back to get Don.  Half way down the 
mountain out of the hollow, I met the 
principal, Fred Combs, who was bringing 
Don home.  Mother instantly began smiling 
and thanked the principal for his good deed. 

As times got even harder, we moved 
from our little farm at #6 Hollow, by sled, 
across the next mountain to #8 Hollow at 
Newhall, West Virginia.  It had once been a 
thriving community of 50 houses and a 
company store, but now there were only four 
families remaining with no electricity and no 
water.  We had to carry water from a spring 
about two miles away.  When the coal 
company sank this source of water, we began 
hauling water from another source in 
Newhall, West Virginia, about two miles 
away in the other direction... 

The fourth child, Tom, started school 
while we were living in #8 Hollow.  He had 
several fights while in school, but his big 
brothers always stepped in to see that he was 
the winner of each one. 

During the first year that we lived at #8 
Hollow, Jim and I decided that we would 
become real farmers.  We plowed the side of 
the rocky, mountainous farm and fenced the 
plot so that the cattle wouldn't eat our corn 
crop.  We worked so hard that we wore out 
our equipment and had none to continue our 
farming venture.  We were disappointed.  

One evening, Dad came home with a 
new, double-shovel, orange-black plow.  We 
thought that we had hit pay dirt, so the next 
morning we decided to hook the young horse 
to the plow and resume our careers as 
farmers.  We looked the part with our straw 
hats and bibbed overalls, Jim with a hoe over 
his shoulder, and me leading the horse.  
Mother was so proud of her boys and was 
waving and smiling from the yard.  I just 
knew what she was thinking: "Those boys are 
going to make something of themselves." 

Not wanting to scratch the orange-black 
paint on the new plow, I had personally 
carried it through the small woods to the 
field.  I hooked the horse to the plow, plowed 
about five rows, and Jim began hoeing dirt 

over the newly planted corn.  I didn't think 
that Jim was hoeing to suit me, so I told him 
so, tied the check lines to the plow, and went 
over to demonstrate hoeing to him.  Not 
liking the demonstration, we got into a 
wrestling match and destroyed the newly 
planted rows.  Our commotion caused the 
horse to be startled and off he ran toward 
home with the new plow.  The horse took the 
post out of the bars, which I thought was 
fixable; but, he then proceeded through the 
woods where the plow became hooked 
around an oak tree, straightened out, and 
looked like a duck in flight.  Unfortunately, 
another tree was hit and parts flew 
everywhere.  Jim and I looked at the scene, 
helplessly, as the horse continued toward 
home with only his collar and bridle.  On the 
walk home, Jim and I gathered up plow and 
harness parts.  Mother was out in the yard in 
tears and concerned that we had been injured.  
Dad never replaced the ruined, new plow, so 
we finished our farming with the old one and 
raised a good crop despite a few more 
wrestling matches. 

Jim, Tom, and I were constant 
playmates and mischievous companions.  
One day, Don decided to go with us on one 
of our ventures.  The first thing that occurred 
was that Jim threw a rock at Don's head and 
from that moment on, Don was not eager to 
accompany us. 

One morning while Jim and I were 
playing in the road in front of our house, a 
noisy truck passed us carrying a black family 
and their personal belongings to a house 
directly above our house.  As they started 
unloading, Jim and I went up to meet the new 
neighbors; Bill and Ruth and son Aaron and 
daughter Jezzy (Jezabell).  In the larger 
Aaron, we thought that we had found another 
playmate, but he was never permitted to 
leave the yard as the weeks passed. 

One evening, the father, Bill, came 
down to talk with Dad.  He needed someone 
to move his brother's family, consisting of 
two sons about our ages, from Fayetteville, 
West Virginia to the hollow.  Since the trip 
would take a full day, Dad agreed to leave 
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that same night so that he could be back the 
following night.  Dad arrived about 11PM the 
next night with George and family, who 
selected a house close to Bill's house.  The 
two sons, Clifford and Clarence, were taller 
than me or Jim, but we were sure that we had 
found some new playmates.  We all pitched 
in to unload the truck, but hadn't made many 
trips before we were all playfully shoving 
each other, breaking fruit jars and some 
electric lights, which weren't going to be 
needed anyway.  Our parents settled us down 
from the rough-housing and we became 
playmates for about two years before the 
family moved on to #7 Hollow at Newhall, 
West Virginia.  The move left #8 Hollow 
directly under our control. 

While living at #8 Hollow, we 
experienced a tragedy.  After a brief rain one 
morning, while Jim and I were playing in 
front of the house, our neighbors began 
yelling and pointing at the apple tree behind 
our house that had high-voltage lines running 
through its top branches.  We ran over to the 
tree to find one boy, Roy, lying stunned on 
the ground and his twin brother, Coy, 
hanging upside down in the fork of the tree.  
Jim and I removed Coy from the fork of the 
tree and gave artificial respiration for nearly 
three hours; but, when the doctor arrived, he 
pronounced the boy dead.  The other boy, 
Roy, lived for about forty more years after 
the tragic accident. 

It was customary in those days that 
children would miss school to help with farm 
work and, so, I missed a full year of school 
while living at #8 Hollow to help with the 
farm and other jobs.  At that time, Dad was in 
the business of furnishing horses and mules 
to logging jobs and small coal mines.  One 
day, two men stopped and wanted to 
purchase a mule for their coal mines on the 
condition that they would pay for him or 
bring him back in one week.  However, three 
weeks went by before Dad instructed me to 
ride my pony to the mine and get the money 
or bring the mule home. 

When I got to the mine, I found several 
men standing around the chute where they 

dumped loads of coal.  I went over to look 
into the chute and found that the men had 
dumped Dad's mule in with the load of coal.  
The men constructed a canvas sling around 
the mule, tied it to a big birch tree above the 
chute, and hoisted the mule out of his 
predicament, unhurt but with a few skinned 
places on him.  The men said that they had 
had enough trouble with the mule and sent 
him home with me.  Dad was none too happy 
seeing his mule come home with skinned 
places on him. 

~ 
 

     After a full life, Bob Rasnick died at his 
farm in Mundytown with Betty Jane Porter at 
his side on September 1, 2003.  Betty 
followed him on February 26, 2005. 
 

Bobbie and Jim "Biggin" Rasnick 
circa 1935 
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PASTOR SAM RASNAKE 
 

J. Samuel Rasnake 
(Pastor Sam) 

Birth: 
South Clinchfield, Va. 

(July 1932) 
 

Family: 
Wife: Gray S. Rasnake 

(Married 1953) 
Children: 

John S. Rasnake, II 
Tondaleah R. Ollis 

Grandchildren: 
Jordannah R. Peters 

Ryan Rasnake 
Ian Ollis 

Meah Ollis 
 

Education: 
Attended four universities, 
one college, one seminary 

Degrees:  A.B., M.A., Th.D 
 

Special Work Appointments: 
United States Air Force, 

 Korean War (1951-1953) 
Teacher and Administrator, 

Sullivan Co. Schools (31 yrs.)
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Submitted by Raymond Rasnake 
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-Ministered in Israel, Russia, China and Japan 
-Author of Today's Thought, radio program     

(1973-1983) and newspaper column  
      (1975-1980) 
-Host of television program, Victory by Faith            

(1980-1986) 
-Appointed by Congressman James Quillen to 

We the People: The Citizen and the 
Constitution, a national committee, chaired 
by former Chief Justice Warren Burger 
(1987-1996) 

-25 July 2002, declared Pastor Sam Day, 
presented the keys to the city by  

      Bristol Mayor David Shumaker 
 
Ministry: 
   Avon Assembly of God (Avon, NC) -  
   1953-1954, 1956 
   Southside Assembly of God (Bristol, TN) -  
   1958 - 1960 
   Westhighlands Church (Bristol, TN) -  
   1960 - present 
 

Ministerial Administration: 
   Sermons - 6,816 
   Converts Baptized - 377 
   Baby Dedications - 114 
   Funerals - 201 

 

 

   Weddings - 110 
 
Selected Writings: 
Books: 
 An Investigation of the Policy of the Assemblies of       
God on Glossolalia and Its Effects on Education in   
Their Colleges (1965) 
 Pentecost Fully Come (1971) 
 Stones by the River (1975) 
 The Life-Saving Service on Hatteras Island (1999) 
Essays:
"The General Council of the Assemblies of God" - in 
History of Washington County Tennessee (Eds. Joyce 
and W. Eugene Cox, 2001)
"Eternal Life" - in If I Could Preach One More 
Sermon (Eds. Terry Bailey, 2007) 
"The Old Southeastern District of the Assemblies of 
God" - in the Archives, the General Council of the 
Assemblies of God, Springfield, Missouri 
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 Bee Hunters 

 Roby Kernan Rasnake  
and son Ambrose Jackson Rasnake 

Shooting Lessons 
Byrl Rasnick with grandsons 

Garrett Rasnick, Benjamin and 
Joshua Fetzer 

Lyman Counts and Bob Rasnick Bird Hunting in Snow  ~  Moccasin Creek 2003 

36



 

Tom Rasnake and his dog "Heck", Hunting Foxes Craig Counts Shot this Coyote ~ 2004 

Cousins Dennis and Gordon Rasnick 
on a Big Hunt with Dogs and Guns 

 circa 1960's Craig Counts with his Fall Turkey ~ December, 2001 
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Obituaries of the Rasnake,Rasnick,Rasnic Family

JUNE R. RASNICK, 85, of Roanoke, VA, went to be 
with the Lord on Wednesday, January 24, 2007.  
OLITA G. RASNAKE, age 94, of Lawrenceville, GA, 
died Sunday, January 28, 2007. Burial, Westview 
Cemetery, Atlanta, GA. Mrs. Rasnake is survived by 
daughter: Walita Ann Olson, Franklin, NC. 
EDITH SPEARS RASNAKE, age 84, of Abingdon, 
VA, died Monday, January 29, 2007, at her home. Born 
on December 23, 1922, in Wise County, VA, Edith was 
a daughter of the late William Spears and Martha King 
Spears. She was also preceded in death by her beloved 
husband of over 60 years, Leslie Remire Rasnake, and 
her loving daughter-in-law, Mary Rasnake. Edith was a 
loving mother, grandmother and great-grandmother and 
was a beloved member of her community. She retired 
from the Statzer-Stout Café, where she had been 
employed for over 30 years. Burial was in Forest Hills 
Memory Gardens.  
HARRY H. "HANK" RASNICK, 80, of Gate City, 

VA, passed away quietly 
on Saturday, February 17, 
2007, at Holston Valley 
Medical Center in 
Kingsport.  Hank retired 
from Appalachian Power 
Co. after 40 years of 
service. He was a proud 
American and Bronze Star 
decorated World War II 
veteran who served with 
the 101st Airborne 

Division in Europe. He later served with the 82nd 
Airborne Division, prior to being discharged. He was a 
member of New Bethel Baptist Church.  Graveside 
services were held at Henry Family Cemetery, 
Snowflake,  conducted by the American Legion 
Hammond Post 3, Gate City No. 265, and Tennessee 
National Guard. 
ZORA KISER RASNICK, 91, of Lebanon, VA, died 
Tuesday, February 20, 2007, in Bristol Regional 
Medical Center. Born May 18, 1915, in Russell County, 
the daughter of the late Powell Kiser and the late Mary 
Caroline (Aunt Carrie) Kiser, she was the wife of the 
late Con F. Rasnick. She was a retired teacher in the 
Russell County Schools, having taught for 38 years at 
Sourwood Mountain, Rasnake, Clinchfield and Clinch 
River Schools. She attended Emory & Henry College. 
Burial was in Russell Memorial Cemetery.  

CARL E. RASNICK, 70, of 
Cincinnati, died Sunday, 
March 18, 2007 at Bethesda 
North Hospital.  Born in 
Beckley, WV on July 29, 1936, 
he was the son of the late 
Willie E. and Goldie Graham 
Rasnick.  He was a retired 
equipment operator.  Burial 
was in the New Salem 
Cemetery. 
JUANITA RASNICK, 79, Cumberland, KY, died 
Wednesday, May 30, 2007.  
SILAS A. RASNICK, 84 years of age of the Wolford 
area of Rt. 3, Grundy, 
VA, passed away 
Monday, June 18, 2007 
at the Buchanan General 
Hospital following an 
extended illness. Born in 
Dickenson County, he 
was the son of the late 
George W. and Mary 
Bell Barton Rasnick. He 
was a resident of 
Buchanan County most 
of his life and served in 
the United States Army for 3-years and the United 
States Air Force for 3-years. He was a devoted 
husband, loving father, grandfather, great-grandfather 
and was a Retired Coal Miner. Mr. Rasnick was 
preceded in death by his wife: Oma Stacy Rasnick, June 
5, 1973.  Burial was in the Willis Blankenship 
Cemetery on Main Knox, near Hurley, VA.  Full 
Military Rites were conducted at the cemetery by 
members of John Ratliff Post No. 164 of the American 
Legion.  
 
WILLIAM ROSS RASNICK,
VA, passed away Monday, 
August 27, at the Norton 
Community Hospital. He 
was born the son of the late 
Bob and Lutishia Rasnake of 
Cleveland, VA. He was a 
veteran of World War II, 
serving in the U.S. Army in 
the European theatre. He was 
a recipient of the Bronze Star 

 age 82, Clintwood, 
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and Purple Heart. He was a lifetime member of the 
DAV chapter No. 35 and the Clintwood Church of 
Christ. He retired from Pike Electrical Contractors. He 
was preceded in death by two brothers, Delmer and 
Carl Rasnake, and two sisters, Edith Earls and Agnes 
Rasnake.  He is survived by his wife of 56 years, 
Christine Rasnick; two daughters, Lutishia Skeen and 
husband Mike, Clintwood, and Pam Hamilton and 
husband Greg of Pound; one brother, Hobert Rasnake, 
Tombstone, AZ.; one sister, Shirley Johnson, 
Cleveland, VA.; four grandsons, Jaimie and Jordan 
Skeen and Will and Wyatt Hamilton; and several 
nieces, nephews, other relatives and friends.  Funeral 
services for William R. Rasnick were conducted at 11 
a.m. Thursday, August 30, 2007, at the Clintwood 
Funeral Home, with Shirley Mullins officiating. 
Entombment followed at the Temple Hill Memorial 
Cemetery, Castlewood. Military graveside services 
were conducted by the Dickenson County Honor 

 

 Burial was in the Grandview Memory 
ardens. 

ss. She was preceded in death 

service conducted in Forest Hills Memory 
ardens.   

n the 
Greenhills Memory Gardens, Claypool Hill, VA. 

Guard. 
MAGGIE RASNAKE DAVIS, 92, of Scottsville died 
Monday, September 10, 2007.  She was preceded in 
death by her husband, James Calvin Davis Sr.; her 
parents, William M. Rasnake and Jane Nash Rasnake; 
two sisters, Lola Mae Hall and Della Saunders.  
Survivors include three children, James C. Davis Jr. and 
his wife, Audrey, of Lynchburg, William E. Davis and 
his wife, Carolyn, of Scottsville and Shirley Layne and 
her husband, Julian of Scottsville; two sisters, Delphia 
Rasnake of Bishop, VA and Hazel Donchatz of 
Bluefield, WV; seven grandchildren, four great-
grandchildren and numerous nieces and nephews.  Mrs. 
Davis was the last of the charter members of Fox 
Memorial Baptist Church in Scottsville.  A funeral 
service was held at 11 a.m. Thursday, September 13, 
2007, at Fox Memorial Baptist Church in Scottsville 
with the Reverend H. Courtney Powell Sr., the 
Reverend Randy Golladay and Mr. Jim Davis
officiating. Interment followed at the church cemetery. 
MARTHA ALICE RASNAKE, 91, of Asheville, NC, 
formerly of Bluefield, VA, died Friday, September, 14, 
2007 in Asheville.  Born in Mingo County, she was the 
daughter of the late Charles Callaway and Rhoda Cloud 
Callaway.  She was a member of the Graham Christian 
Church and former beautician at Elizabeth's Beauty 
Shop in Bluefield, VA for over 40 years.  She was an 
avid bowler.  In addition to her parents, she was 
preceded in death by her husband, Ambrose Jackson 
Rasnake. 
G
 
JANET LANCRAFT RASNICK, Abingdon, VA, 
noted area artist, passed away Saturday, October 20, 

2007, after a lengthy illne
by her husband, John 
O. Rasnick.  Mrs. 
Rasnick came to live 
in SW VA from 
Riverside, CA in 
1954.  She worked as a 
clerk for the USDA 
until her retirement in 
1992. She was an 
active member of the 
Abingdon Baptist 
Church where she sang 
in the choir for many 
years.  Mrs. Rasnick was an accomplished artist.  She 
was a member of the VA Watercolor Society and was 
one of the original members of a group known as 
“Wednesday Morning Painters.”  She was also an 
original member of the Depot Artists Association.  She 
served on the VA Highlands Festival Board for 25 
years and was a Fine Arts Committee Chair and Co-
Chair many times.  She was a resident artist at the Arts 
Depot for 14 years and just recently retired from her 
studio.  Her paintings were in numerous exhibits both 
locally and regionally and won many awards.  She was 
a passionate supporter of the arts.  A memorial service 
was held at Abingdon Baptist Church with a graveside 
committal 
G
 
LENA ALPHA RASNICK 
RAINES, 90 years of age, 
of Vansant, VA, passed 
away Wednesday, Oct. 31, 
2007, at the Clinch Valley 
Medical Center, Richlands, 
VA, following a brief 
illness.  Born in Dickenson 
County, VA, she was the 
daughter of the late Joseph 
and Ida Honaker Rasnick. 
She was a resident of 
Buchanan County most of her life and was a member of 
the Vansant Presbyterian Church. She was a devoted 
wife, loving mother, grandmother, great-grandmother 
and was a wonderful homemaker. She was the last 
surviving member of her immediate family. 
Mrs. Raines was preceded in death by her husband of 
62 years, Theodore Raines, June 27, 2001.  She was 
also preceded in death by six sisters, Esther Rasnick, 
Eddie Rasnick, Reba Counts, Viola Counts, Lou Davis 
and Nannie Edwards, and four brothers, Charlie, Grady, 
Tyler and Woodrow Rasnick.  Burial was i
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Family Album  

 
 
 

Avery Rasnick Fishing 
Blake Rasnake's Touchdown 

Bonnie Counts Carico and "Elvis

Josh Fetzer and "The Beast" 

T. J. Rasnick's Head Ball
Aces and 8's Band

Pearl Rasnake's Birthday!
Tom Rasnick's new Harley 

Rasnake Reunion at Council, Va. 
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