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Preamble 
 

 A word of explanation seems appropriate.  The author, nor any of his family, has any 
connection to the Appalachia Insurance Agency (AIA). The other day a friend, Bruce Robinette,  
dropped off at my house a paper bag full of business records of the AIA.  A mutual friend, J. Fred 
Tate, had loaned them to him, and their owner, Frank Kibler, had loaned them to the succession 
of friends.  Frank’s father, Jack, had spent his life working for AIA, and Frank had started off 
working there.  That is the reason that he had wound up with the records.  I finished looking at 
the records, and started to return them when J. Fred sent me word that he thought I should write 
an article about them. I was perplexed.  I could not think why AIA, of all the businesses that had 
been in Appalachia, warranted an article.  I e-mailed Fred and asked him.  His answer was, in 
essence, that the agency had existed through most of the town’s life, and that many “unique 
personalities” were involved, especially as board members.  In the beginning Appalachia had only 
one bank, and it made almost all of the auto loans.  If you got a loan, they wrote you a policy 
issued by AIA.  The more I thought about it, the more human pathos I saw in the story.  The story 
of AIA pretty much is the story of the town, and the story of the town is the story of people.  
People who were born, lived, struggled, and died.  I was hooked. 
 
 A word about me seems to be required.  The town really got started in 1890 when the 
railroads came.  My grandfather had been there since before the beginning.  He had worked for 
subcontractors doing physical labor building the South Atlantic and Ohio Railroad yards there.  
After that he gotten a job on the railroad proper and ran trains from Bristol to Appalachia.  The 
SA&O was bought out by the Virginia and Southwestern in 1910, and in 1911 the main yards were 
moved to Appalachia.  That is really when the town started to grow and to assume pretty much 
its present appearance.  My mother was a year old when the family moved there.  She lived the 
rest of her life there.  I was born in 1940, and moved there when I was a month old.  I lived there, 
except for my college and medical school years, until I opened my practice in Big Stone Gap in 
1969, all of three miles away.  I am soon to be 81.  From this three generational experience with 
Appalachia, there is little about Appalachia that I do not know, except for that which I have 
forgotten.  There are few but J. Fred Tate that can equal that.   
 
 What follows is not a complete history of Appalachia.  But it is surprising how close it 
comes.  It is a collection of anecdotal material from my memory stimulated by AIA’s records.  The 
list of personages I discuss are not the only people whose stories are worth telling, but they are 
the ones most vividly bought to my mind by the business records of AIA. 
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The Corporate Story 
 

 What was to become the AIA started off as the Adington (also later spelled as Addington) 
Insurance Agency, owned by J. H. (Haz) Addington (or Adington) in 1919, when the agency bought 
lot 10, block 7,  on plat #1 of the Keystone Coal and Iron Company of the Town of Appalachia.  
That is located on the north side of Main Street more or less across from the water department.  
The Keystone Company was an affiliated enterprise of the Virginia Coal and Iron Company, and 
was managed by Otis Mauser(1)   It neither mined coal nor iron.  The parent company was the 
Virginia Coal and Iron Company.  Keystone was assigned the real estate that most of the current 
town of Appalachia (except the New Bottom) is situated upon.  Keystone sold the real estate, 
which had originally belonged to E. Joseph Kilbourn.  Judge George Morton and R. R. Parker put 
up a building called the Parker – Morton Building.  The deed had been certified by W. N. Breeding, 
Justice of the Peace.  Breeding owned the brick home on Spruce Street just across from the first 
house built in the New Bottom, which had been built by John Gibson for his mother.  John lived 
there also.  Mr. Breeding’s daughter and her family lived with him.  Their name was Myers.  Mr. 
Howard Myers ran the Collier Furniture Company where the Cultural Arts Center now is.  Justices 
of the Peace could perform marriages and swear out warrants in those days.  Virginia did away 
with that office soon after World War II. 
 

 
 

   ADDINGTON HOUSE APPALACHIA, VA. 
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Haz, himself, is the first colorful character to come to mind that was connected to AIA.  
He was an attorney, and lived back and forth between his farm on the river bottom on the west 
end of Big Stone Gap, and his house situated on Cedar Street on the bluff over Brown Street 
overlooking the river.  In my memory it dominated the town at a time when all the brush was 
kept cut out.  I never met the man.  No one ever knew when he was in residence, and when he 
was down on the farm.  His house lot on Cedar Street extended to the back of the Presbyterian 
Church.  The lot nearest the church was an apple orchard when I was growing up. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I always enjoyed hearing my mother tell the story of why there were no free roaming 

cows in Appalachia, while there were in Big Stone Gap.  In the early years many of the people 
living in town let their cattle roam free.  In the New Bottom, the cattle were milked in the 
morning, and released from their sheds in the back yards.  They ambled down Spruce Street and 
turned up what is now Cold Spring Drive.  In my memory that hollow contained only abandoned 

THE APPLE HOUSE AND THE WELL HOUSE - ALL THAT REMAINS OF THE ADDINGTON FARM 
WEST OF BIG STONE GAP.  THE DWELLING WAS AN ART DECO OFF WHITE TILE HOUSE NEXT                                    

TO THE HIGHWAY, AND WHICH WAS TORN DOWN TO MAKE ROOM FOR THE WIDENED   
APPROACH TO THE NEW FOUR LANE 



 4 

farms.  The last building faced King Street.  In the evenings the cattle came home without 
provocation.  They came up Spruce Street single file.  Each cow pealed off and went to her shed, 
where she was again milked.  The philosophy was that if the land owner did not want cows on 
their property, it was their responsibility to fence them out.  Haz got into a feud with some of his 
neighbors because of some damage that his cow had done.  His response was to bring all his cows 
from his farm up and to turn them loose in the streets of Appalachia.  The town responded by 
passing an ordinance requiring cow owners to keep their cows fenced in.  My grandmother had 
to sell her cow, Cherry.  It was with great sorrow because Cherry was a lineal descendant from 
the cow my great grandparents had given my grandmother when she was married.  She took the 
money and bought a Selar’s Kitchen Cabinet, and used the rest to pay for a trip to Washington 
State to visit her brother, Coy Dye.   

 
Big Stone Gap continued to let its cows roam free until about 1950.  The Flanarys, who 

lived on the Air Port Road, maintained a commercial dairy there.  I remember my father having 
to stop his car dead on 5th Street at the start of Airport Road to avoid hitting a fat Guernsey.  Folks 
from Appalachia used to snicker about the primitive town of Big Stone Gap because of its cows. 

 
Another memory I have of Haz relates to his free use of dynamite in town.  There was an 

elderly gentleman who lived on Callahan who did labor for people in town.  One of the people 
was Mr. Hurt, who lived near me.  He was part owner of the Hurt-Young Hardware.  He always 
walked home for lunch.  He dressed immaculately like Jigs in the comic strip “Bringing Up Father” 
in a style called ‘Edwardian’.  The elderly gentleman was a Hungarian, and was severely humped 
forward at his hips.  He walked with his hands folded behind him.  If he carried anything, he held 
it in his hands behind his back.  He had an unruly mane of hair, and a long stubble of a beard that 
were as pure white as any I’ve ever seen.   He was known all over town as ‘Uncle Mike’.  One 
summer day I was walking down Brown Street toward home, and I looked up at the bluff between 
Haz’s house and the street.  There was Uncle Mike digging under a ledge with a pick.  He had 
exposed a vein of coal right under Haz’s house.  I stopped and watched from the WPA stone wall 
that held the sidewalk out of the river.   Before I knew it Uncle Mike had set off a charge of 
dynamite.  There had been no warning – no signs – no nothing.  A shower of rock went flying by 
Mike, over my head and into the river.  Gladys Maxwell came flying out of her house across the 
river, looked up at Uncle Mike, and went back into the house slamming her screen door almost 
as loud as the dynamite blast.  I never knew what happened after that.  Uncle Mike set off no 
more dynamite.  The ledge of rock is still there, but the facing of coal is covered again with dirt. 

 
The first drive-in movie theater I knew of was set up on Haz’s bottom land west of Big 

Stone Gap.  It was about 1950.  It had a large wooden stage built in front of the screen.  People 
like the Stanley Brothers performed between double features.   

 
The first Board of Directors of the Adington Insurance Company were J. H. Adington, M. 

D. Collier, Dr. B. Peters, Dr. R. W. Holly, John C. Gibson, W. L. Mainous, S. Gregory Thomas, H. L. 
Fuller, J. C. Jones, John W. Guntner, Judge Morton, J. D. Broadwater.  Joe Gardner was Secretary. 
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Dr. Peters and Dr. Handy owned the Masonic Subscription Hospital on Wise Street.  It 
operated on an early health insurance plan whereby for a monthly fee a Mason and his family 
could get otherwise free medical care.  Dr. Peters used his savings to build the Peters’ Apartments 
on Main Street next to the Methodist Church.  The hospital went bankrupt during the Depression.  
Dr. Peters died.  Dr. Handy quit inpatient work and thereafter practiced in an office and made 
house calls, including home delivery of babies.  After World War II Dr. J. J. Porter came to Norton.  
My father persuaded him to buy the hospital, which became the Appalachia General Hospital. 

 
John Gibson built most of the houses in town, and graduated to building the Appalachia 

Hotel, the Appalachia Hardware Building for Mrs. Donnie Thomas, who was the granddaughter 
of Col. Auburn Sizemore.  H. L. Fuller started Fuller’s Department Store.  John Guntner bought 
the farm where the New Bottom is and sold it off in lots, and made himself wealthy in the process.  
He built the ‘Mighty Oak’, the mansion on the hill between the ‘cut’ and the ‘pike’ in front of the 
Appalachia School all at the intersection of Inman Road and Main Street. J. D. Broadwater built 
the feed store where the parking lot of the hiking trail to Big Stone Gap is located.  Joe Gardner 
was secretary.  He later was clerk of the Wise County Court.  He started his own insurance 
company, which later was bought by AIA.  In 1924 Morton and Parker bought out Peters.  In 1927 
Parker sold to the First National Bank. 

 
Judge Taylor’s and Judge Morton’s homes sat across from each other on Blondell Ave. 

next to the river. 
 
In 1945 the business changed its name to AIA, and bought the Morton and Parker 

Building, which they had previously rented.  Brown Hampton Crizer, and Charles K. Polly became 
stockholders.  J. Lincoln Kiser became Secretary.  The widows of Parker and Morton sold their 
stock to the corporation. 
 
 Gibson, Guntner, and Crizer formed the People’s Bank located on Main Street.  The town, 
like the world in general, crashed during the Great Depression.  H. L. Culbertson was cashier of 
the People’s Bank.  On the day it was to close, he knew that it was closing for good.  He was in 
process of locking the front door when Mrs. Ott Crockett came up and demanded that Culbertson 
deposit her check.  He could not explain to her what was happening.  She insisted.  He let her in 
and deposited her check.  The money disappeared into the collapsing bank.  Be careful what you 
ask for, because you just might get it.  John Gibson poured all his assets into the bank in attempt 
to pay the depositors.  It was not enough.  My grandfather was one of the depositors who lost 
everything he had in the bank.  Gibson came crying to my grandfather’s back gate and apologized.  
My grandfather took him by the shoulder and said, “It’s all right, John.”  When was the last time 
you saw a banker that upset over losing your money?  The Wentz family poured their fortune 
into the First National Bank, and kept it afloat.   
 
 That brings me to J. Lincoln Kiser, who had been a banker at St. Paul during the 
Depression.  In order to avoid a run on the bank he took rolls of one dollar bills and wrapped 
them with single $100 bills, which he stacked in the front window.  People said, “See, this bank 
has plenty of money.  It is safe, and we will leave our money in it.”  He saved the bank.   
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 Hamp Crizer started off with a livery stable in Appalachia.  The building is still there, just 
down from the fire hall.  He rented horses and hacks to drummers (travelling salesmen).  Using 
that business as a springboard he started a delivery and transport service.  From that he went 
into concrete construction, especially streets.  He had the only air compressor and rock drill in 
town.  He towed the compressor with its steel tires with a Reo truck.  You could hear the noise 
all over town.  In his old age he drove a blue Dodge with out-rigger fenders.  He side swipped mail 
boxes and utility poles and damaged those fenders so often that his workmen just smeared them 
with tar and kept him on the road.  He parked that Dodge on the sidewalk in front of the post 
office.  Charlie Blair, the chief of police, told Hamp that he could not do that.  Hamp swore and 
said, “I built those sidewalks, and I was never paid for it.  I own them and I will park on them if I 
want.”  The General Pat Crizer bridge at the end of Main Street is named after Hamp’s son.  I 
went to college and medical school with Hamp’s grandson, who was named Brown Stegall, after 
Hamp. 
 
 In 1951 the new names on the Board included W. B. Gibbs, Brownie E. Polly, Sr.  Mr. Gibbs 
was best known for his wife and son, Jack.  Mrs. Gibbs taught piano lessons for decades.  She 
would rap your knuckles with a ruler if you made mistakes.  Jack led the ‘Southlanders’, a 
professional grade choral group.  He was choir director at Trinity Methodist Church in Big Stone 
Gap, and led the annual Broadway musical production locally.  Brownie Polly, Sr. was alternately 
head of VCI and Stonega Coke and Coal Corp.  He was considered to have been the local hero for 
personally saving the lives of the miners who had survived the Derby Mine Explosion. 
 
 The 1951 minutes make reference to the American Legion Building, which at this time 
was just a surplus Quonset hut built on what is now Cold Spring Drive.  Years later it was replaced 
by a more modern building, which is now a church. 
 
 In 1952 W. A. Jones was noted as a stock holder.  He was from East Stone Gap, where to 
this day he is still known as ‘Banker Bill’.  J. E. Fugate, a state trooper, became a stockholder by 
inheriting the stock of his aunt, Mrs. Josie B. Haderer.  They owned the Houston Hotel at the 
corner of Main and Virginia.  In my memory it served more as a retirement home.  When it was 
torn down, the oil furnace was taken to the ancestorial home of the Fugates in Rye Cove.  I recall 
‘Mrs. Josie’ living on Spruce St with her daughter, Mrs. Bardsley. 
 
 The economy of Appalachia imploded in 1953 and 1954.  The Southern Railroad 
dieselized, which was a double whammy.  One diesel combination of four units could be driven 
by one crew and pull as many coal cars as four steam engines.  That cut the number of train 
crewmen by 75%.  Also, the steam engines of the entire Southern Railroad system ran on coal 
mined at Imboden, Virginia – two miles from Appalachia.  At the same time the Stonega Coke 
and Coal Company mechanized.  One mine at Crossbrook mined as much coal as all the old hand 
loading mines put together.  All the mines except Crossbrook closed.  The effects on the Town of 
Appalachia were catastrophic.  As an example, before it started there were five new car 
dealerships in town.  When it was over, there were none.  Evidence of this upheaval began to 
creep into the AIA minutes.  In 1954 the minutes noted that two large insurance companies have 
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withdrawn from AIA due to “bad economic conditions in our area”.  Restrictions were placed on 
selling insurance to coal companies.  It is poignant to know that Brownie Polly, Sr., the head of 
Stonega Coal Company had to sit through these meetings and listen to this information.  Past due 
accounts were discussed, and not for the last time.  The only bright event to the year was that 
Mr. and Mrs. Charles Morris provided the entertainment at the annual meeting.  Mr. Morris was 
the shoe repairman in Big Stone, but had the best trained baritone voice I ever heard.  He had 
sung in a chorus before Queen Wilhelmina of Belgium.  That year it was noted that attorney 
Raymond C. Shannon had bought stock, and that his office was upstairs in the AIA office building.  
He was known by everybody, including his wife, as ‘Shannon’.  He was a true icon in Appalachia.  
He won the first environmental law suit in the United States when he sued Foote Mineral at 
Sunbright.  He did not live to know it, but Foote Mineral was just a front organization for the 
Atomic Energy Commission.  The lithium they were refining there was used to make the hydrogen 
bomb.  Shannon had a pet ground hog that road around with him in the front seat of his Rolls-
Royce.  Shannon was the only one allowed to spit tobacco juice on the floor of the Wise Court 
Room.(2).   That year the board discussed buying the property of J. P. Wolfe.  Wolfe had been a 
surveyor for the VCI, and was iconic in the formation of that company. 
 
 In 1954 James True provided the entertainment.  Mr. True was the first curator of the 
Museum in Big Stone Gap, and had done the dioramas, some of which are still on exhibit.  He 
was a professional artist, and worked for the WPA during the Depression.  The board discussed 
the bankruptcy of the NEHI Bottling Co. that was located on Callahan Ave.  NEHI sold a number 
of fruit drinks, and also Royal Crown Cola. Tom Dockery, who lived on Norton Road, was discussed 
as being hired to paint the building, but they decided that they did not have the money to invest 
in the building. 
 
 In 1955 Dr. Charles H. Henderson of Norton became a stock holder.  He was a head, eye, 
ears, nose, and throat physician.  He was trained before ophthalmology was split off from ENT 
physicians.  I went to medical school with his son of the same name, and who became a 
radiologist.  E. Glenwood King and his wife Charlotte were approved as new stock holders.  Known 
in Appalachia as ‘Pat’, he and my mother had been in the same class in school, and both lived 
their lives out on Spruce Street.  Pat was Laz Mainous’s second at the bank, and later became its 
President when Mainous retired.  He bought the first Studebaker my father got from the factory 
after it opened up after the war.  Past due accounts were again discussed.  Jack Kibler was hired. 
It was noted that the Wise Insurance Co. was for sale, and it was likely A. L. Witt would buy it. 
 
 In 1956 it was agreed to continue spot radio advertising on WLSD and WNVA of 
Appalachia football games.  An exception was made if advertising had been broadcast by the 
public address system at the game.  Incidentally, Jack Kibler announced all the Appalachia football 
games.  Unremembered by anyone other than the author is that I set up the PA system at 
Appalachia home games.  A Mr. Grubb had owned a radio repair shop of Callahan Ave. and had 
a public address system that he rented out.  He, like so many others, had starved out and moved 
up north.  He sold his PA system to my father, who knew nothing about it.  Neither did I, but my 
father was not fazed by any of that, and sat me up to installing and running the PA system at the 
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ball field, and other venues.  Grubb’s son, James, was an accomplished magician, and performed 
widely in the region. 
 
 In 1957 it was noted that W. A. Jones had died.  It was a passing of an era in East Stone 
Gap. 
 
 In 1958 it was noted that Lola G. Collier had become a stock holder.  She owned Collier’s 
Style Shop located in the Peter’s Apartment Building.  Lola went to New York City annually, and 
brought to her store some of the best dresses in the area.  Ladies came from the whole larger 
region to shop there.  There was nothing like it even in the Tri-Cities.  J. Fred Tate, Robert Qualls, 
and Glenn Wendell were considered for hiring.  Wendell taught (or tried to) me typing in high 
school.  J. Fred and I had always been close.  He got his first job at my father’s Studebaker agency 
washing cars.  He worked his way up to parts department manager.  Later in life his wife, Opal, 
was my father’s secretary at his Chevrolet – Olds agency in Big Stone Gap.  Qualls was a route 
manager for the Kingsport Times, and I was his delivery boy in Appalachia.   
 
 In 1959 J. D. (Joe) Flanary, the Appalachia band director, provided the stock holders with 
‘entertainment’ at their annual meeting.  He was a talented trumpet player, as is his son, Ron.  
Joe sold cars for my father at the Studebaker agency in the summers of 1953 & 54.  The standing 
joke was that he never sold a single Studebaker.  His family were all Chevrolet lovers, and he sold 
them new Chevies, which my father bootlegged.  Profits were noted to have been down by 8.5%.  
George Taylor was mentioned as a stockholder.  Taylor lived in East Stone Gap.  Before the war 
my father coached football there.  The football field was in the Taylor Bottoms located on Powell 
River.  The bottoms ran all the way up beside present US 23 and included the campus of the 
entire Union School System.  Taylor would have been proud of this, as he was an ardent supporter 
of the County School System.  In November it was noted that the Gardner Insurance Agency was 
for sale.  
 
 In 1960 Roy Green was mentioned as a stockholder, having come in when AIA bought out 
the Gardner Ins. Agency.  Roy’s father had owned a general merchandise store that was located 
where the present bank is.  Among other things, he sold coffins.  He must have done well, as he 
built a fine brick house that later became the site of the Green Funeral Home.  Three generations 
of Greens have worked there.  Mary Ruth Green, Roy’s wife, went to school in the same class 
with my mother and Pat King.  It was noted that AIA’s pledge to the Powell River Industrial 
Development Corporation would be honored, despite poor economic times.  Merchants had 
given a thousand dollars each to that effort to boost the local economy.  It succeeded in getting 
a sewing factory put upstairs in the Appalachia Hardware Building.  The factory went broke, and 
took PRIDC with it.  However, just as the Phoenix rose from the ashes, LENOWISCO (Lee, Norton, 
Wise County Industrial Development Corp) was formed by the heroic citizens of the area, using 
the lessons learned from PRIDC.  It has been an outstanding success, and the source of national 
pride. 
 
 At the annual meeting in 1961 Barbara Polly, wife of Brownie, Jr. (the dentist), and Judy 
Womack provided the entertainment.  Mabel was the wife of Jack Womack, the owner of 
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Stamack Coal Company.  It did some of the first major strip mining in the area.  After he died on 
Sugar Run going on a fishing trip his family honored his pledge and were the major donors of the 
Big Stone Gap Clinic Building.  AIA bought stock from the Big Stone Gap Baptist Church which was 
building its new church.  John Fisher was noted as a stock holder.  John managed the Pet Dairy in 
Big Stone.  He collected strange and unusual articles, and used that collection to give programs 
for local clubs.  He entitled his programs as ‘Magnificent Junque’. 
 
 In 1962 Mrs. Jack Gembach inherited the stock of Mrs. Christie Jones, who was the niece 
of Banker Bill.  It was noted that Howard Myers had died. 
 
 In 1964 it was noted that the family of H. I. Horne wanted to sell the People’s Bank 
building.  It had remained empty since H. L. Culbertson had locked it up after depositing Mrs. 
Crockett’s check. 
 
 In 1965 it was noted that the Wise Inn was in bankruptcy.  This magnificent old balconied 
structure had stood by the county court house for decades.  Its failure was a symptomatic of the 
general collapse of the local economy.  AIA had an investment in the Inn, and lost it all.  Dr. 
Brownie Polly, Jr. was noted as having taken over his father’s stock. 
 
 In 1966 air conditioning was installed.  We people of today have to pinch ourselves to 
remember that there was a time in our lives when we just opened the windows, and sweated it 
out.   
 
 In 1967 a donation was made to the Lonesome Pine Drama.  This, like so much that the 
AIA did, was an act of community building, and not a good business decision.  So many of the 
local merchants were doing similar things.  There is no better example of the dying of a way of 
life that added so much quality to the community.  The small businesses died, trying to help their 
communities, and both went down together. 
 
 In 1968 Dr. Frank Handy was mentioned for the first time.   General Trucking of Dryden 
bought shares.  This corporation trucked the coal that was mined by Stamack Mining Co.  J. 
Lincoln Kiser announced his pending retirement.  He recommended hiring “a male”.  You could 
get put in jail for saying that today. 
 
 In 1969 the company decided to lease two electric type writers.  One has to pinch one’s 
self to make us remember how far and how fast we have come in so short a time.  That was the 
year I opened my practice in the county.  To think that that recently we were pounding away on 
those unforgiving mechanical monsters.  When Lonesome Pine Hospital was opened I recall Gilda 
Henry Sturgill (Charlie Henry’s, the brick mason, granddaughter) proudly showing me her new 
electric typewriter had had some memory to it, and could store short documents.  A couple of 
years, even these marvels were obsolete, and we had computer keyboards.  Gilda’s mother, Iris, 
had run Henry Construction Co. out of the old Hamp Crizer Building.   
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 In 1970 the board discussed closing the business.  The board members had been numb to 
the realities of the economy.  Neither the coal nor the railroad businesses were going to come 
back.  My father had closed his business a decade earlier. 
 
 In 1971 AIA celebrated its Golden Jubilee.  The celebration must have been bitter sweet. 
 
 In 1973 the board discussed opening a new IRS Profit Sharing Plan.  This plan, and its 
descendants, changed the American economic system.  No Load Mutual Stock funds were 
sprouting up all over.  In retrospect the AIA had functioned much like a mutual fund, as they not 
only sold insurance, but they also bought government bonds and invested in local businesses.  
When I was a young man, my father advised me to buy insurance company stocks.  Only now, in 
very long retrospect, I understand why.  Well run insurance agencies, of which AIA was a leading 
example, were the predecessors of Mutual funds. 
 
 In 1974 Dave Isaac bought shares.  Poor Dave.  His father had opened up a department 
store in Appalachia in the early days.  Before the economic bust, not only Dave, but two brothers, 
Bill and Baily, opened stores in town.  I went to college completely dressed and outfitted at 
Dave’s, right there in Appalachia.  Even my foot locker came from there.  They were all kind, 
gentle, public spirited people.  Dave’s wife, Julia, knitted a red coverlet and gave it to my mother.  
She kept it on her bed in the nursing home the last years of her life.  I still have it. To me, it is 
iconic of the many fine people of Appalachia. 
 
 The 1970’s were a decade of resurgence in the coal markets.  AIA’s premiums were the 
highest in corporate history.  In 1976 Lonesome Pine Country Club was selling bonds.  The original 
building, its sweeping porches facing the setting sun, had been iconic of a vanished way of life.  
The building had been burned, and a new one was being built.  But 1977 brought the troubling 
news that the twin bridges located at the mouth of Callahan Creek were being rebuilt.  They had 
flooded in the century flood of 1977.  The highway department wanted to overpass the Interstate 
Railroad tracks that contained a ‘Y’, which could not be relocated.  This would require the 
destruction of all the buildings past AIA’s office all the way to Callahan Creek.  AIA was concerned 
what this would do to the appearance of their building.  Of passing interest, the main buildings 
to be destroyed was the Hurt-Young Hardware, the Acme Drug, and an old restaurant next to the 
creek.  It had been started selling hot dogs from an old piano crate (recall that pianos in that era 
were upright models).  Also, there was a small wedge shaped building that filled in the space 
between the larger buildings caught up in the curve made by Main Street as it made its way 
around a bluff at the end of town. That building contained a tailor shop, where a man could have 
a custom made suite made from a bolt of cloth of his choosing.  The tailor was Mr. Abercrombie, 
who made enough suits to afford a fine house on the corner of Spruce St. and Inman Road.  The 
soda fountain from the Acme Drug is on display in the Cultural Arts Center.  Plans were 
announced to relocate US 23 above the town.  There were survey markers with red flags attached 
that placed the road above Bee Rock Tunnel, present Kelly Street, and King Street.  It went 
between the houses of the Old Bottom and the water tank above it.  There were concerns about 
what that would do to business in downtown Appalachia.  In the end, that relocation of US 23 
placed the road on the southern face of Little Stone Mountain over Powell Valley.  The new bridge 
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was named after General Pat Crizer, the son of Hamp.  In 1979 the flood control measures being 
considered in response to the flood of 1977 were rocking the premiums for houses in the flood 
zone.  Inflation was discussed, as it was threatening the economic paradigm of the insurance 
market. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 

In 1985 Papa Joe Smiddy and the Reedy Creek Band provided entertainment at the annual 
meeting.  The board was proud that their office was now fully computerized.  In 1987 Ron Flanary 
was listed among the stock holders.  Jack Kibler announced his retirement.  His son, Frank, had 
gotten another job. In 1988 the M. D. Collier Furniture Company went bankrupt.  The coal 
business was collapsing again.  The small businesses of the American small towns were being 
closed by the Walmarts and Lowes of the new world.  There new strip mall national chains did 
not buy stock in local churches, nor in local golf courses, nor in industrial development endeavors, 
nor in local arts and crafts clubs, nor buy new band uniforms for the high schools of the country.  

AIA AND THE SPACE TO THE RIGHT WHERE THE HURT-YOUNG HARDWARE, THE ACME DRUG, 
ABERCROMBIE’S TAILOR SHOP, AND A RESTAURANT HAD BEEN LOCATED – THE GENERAL 

PAT CRIZER BRIDGE IS IN THE BACKGROUND 
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In 1989 the company lost money.  In 1992 Jessee Trucking went bankrupt.  There was a storm of 
stock being sold back to AIA by its investors.  In 1993 AIA borrowed money from the bank in order 
to meet operating expenses.  The bank required the individual owners to endorse the loan.  
President Kenny Gilley quit his job with AIA, and took a job with another insurance company.   
 
 In 1995 AIA sold to the Reidman Corporation of New York State.  Jack Kibler was the last 
President of the Corporporation.  Lonnie Kern, a lawyer, bought the building. 
 
 I am trying to say something of transcendental significance.  I cannot quite give birth to 
it.  But something fundamental about American had irrevocably changed.  Small towns across the 
country continue to dry up.  It is not just Appalachia.  It is national.  AIA was looked up to as a 
source of virtuous people, people who built the community.  Nay, they WERE the community.  
People of integrity, who gave when they had nothing to give.  The J. Lincoln Kisers and the Jack 
Kiblers of the world are gone, and almost forgotten.  So is the world made up of small towns.  
What are we to do?  Where does the future lie?  God alone knows.  All I can say is that it will be 
different. 
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