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Fries…Forever in My Mind
By Bayne Grubb

Bright lights and big cities never did too much to thrill me.

I’ve always been a small town boy and I’m sure I always will be.

Though I’ve been away from Fries for thirty-three long years now,
I come back almost every day, so listen and you’ll hear how.

I reminisce almost daily about some aspect of Fries.
It might be about New River and its borderline of trees,

Or maybe about the Cotton Mill and all of those who worked there.

It could be about “Sut” Holler and the ghosts some kids thought lurked there!

I dream about the “Y”, where I spent so much of my time;

About bowling for twenty cents, playing Ping Pong for a dime.

I think about “Sap” Jones, Kyle Porter and others employed there.

I remember all the ball games and sock hops we enjoyed there.

I think back about Fries High School and all the years I spent there.
I remember all my childhood friends and other folks who went there.

I think about my teachers and our principal, Ned Davis,

About life’s lessons that we learned and advice that they all gave us.

I think back to my senior class, from 1967.

Fifty-one of us graduated and six are now in Heaven.

Larry Goodnough, Martin Jefferson, as well as Bobby Keyes,

Lois Blevins, Frankie Funk and Rick Phibbs are now deceased.

I often think about them and how they left us all too soon,

But then my spirits are lifted, at about this time in June.

Here at the Sports Convention, I see many a familiar face,

And know that those departed are now safe in God’s embrace.

Though physically I can’t be there to enjoy the fest this year,
Don’t think you’ve gotten rid of me, my spirit is always near.

 I’ll make it to next year’s convention, for those of you who might care.
I won’t be hard to recognize; I’ll probably just have less hair!

