Iron Roots -- 100 Years Deep
As the new kid in town and Director of the Virginia Community Foundation, some people have asked me about my connection to Virginia.  It’s a fair question, since I commute from Duluth. 

I could cite the fact that for more than 12 years, I was the school liaison for public television and visited the schools all over the Range, conducting inservices and workshops for teachers, talking to media directors and principals, providing teacher guides, programs, and materials, and consulting with schools, like the St. Louis County Schools when they installed their distance education network (ITV system). All the schools in this region were “my schools.” If I saw the Virginia High School band in their blue and white uniforms marching in the Christmas City of the North Parade, I’d say out loud to anyone near me:  There’s one of my schools. (Same for Ely, Eveleth, Hibbing, Chisholm, MIB, and the rest.)
I could point to the fact that my family had a cabin on Sugar Lake just west of Grand Rapids and every summer we spent time there, so we thought of Grand Rapids as our summer hometown. And tennis, being my favorite summer sport, pitted me against good Virginia players more than once in summer tournaments at Longview in Duluth and also in Hibbing.
Of course, I know that in Virginia, hockey is king!  But then again, so was my brother Phil (who played for Los Angeles Kings). His name is on a nameplate up there on the hill off of Hat Trick Avenue in that Big Stick Hockey Hall of Fame. He played for UMD and then went on to play professional hockey. At first, the Kings sent him out to their farm team in Massachusetts, but by season’s end, they called him up for the playoffs. Our whole family went down to the Cities to see the Kings play the Minnesota North Stars. At one point during the game, Phil had an open break on the goal, and a North Star player reached out his stick and tripped him from behind. You know what that meant… the ref gave Phil a penalty shot.  It was the rookie at center ice going up against the veteran goalie, Cesare Maniago, and he scored.  So, his first goal in the major leagues was scored on a penalty shot. It was one for the record books, and they let him keep the puck.
My real link to this community, though, is my grandparents who worked here, met here, and had six children here, including my mother.  Her father, Edward L. Boyle, was a Hoosier (Indiana University) who played Big Ten football there, lettering in1904, 1905 and 1906. To work his way through college, he also played minor league baseball in the Wisconsin-Illinois League during the summers. He played for the Green Bay Tigers. It’s how he paid for college and law school.
After he finished law school, Grandpa came here to Virginia to be the Assistant County Attorney. That was 100 years ago. He met my Grandma, (Frances) Elizabeth McCarthy—they called her Bess—who was a mathematics teacher. They were married on June 30, 1914.  

Their twin boys, Charlie and Eddie, were born in 1915, and then my mother, Margaret, in 1917. At the time, they lived at 401 5th St. South in Virginia.  Later, they had another set of twins (Jack and Betty), and another son, Dick. 

Most of the stories passed down through the family about their days in Virginia were delightful. The twins were rascals, getting into mischief from time to time. Like the time they decided to take the train to Duluth without telling their parents. They walked to the depot (that’s now Northern State Bank) and boarded the train. When the conductor came by and asked for their tickets, they told him, “We don’t need tickets; we’re not five years old yet.”  They had ridden the train before, so they knew how things were supposed to go.  The conductor laughed and then took them by the shirt collars and hauled them over to the courthouse to their Dad’s office. “I’ve got a couple of stowaways for ya,” he said.  
Later in the 1920s, the Ku Klux Klan tried to secure a stronghold throughout Minnesota—even here in Virginia.  The KKK was very much anti-Catholic, and they did not like the fact that a Catholic had a “government” job.  One day when my mother was only about seven or eight years old, the KKK marched down the street, stopped at their house, and burned a cross on the front lawn.  Well, Grandma was not about to be intimidated. She walked outside and went right up to them and said, “Do you think I don’t know who you are? I see your feet and how tall you are… why don’t you take off your hood and talk to me.”  (Way to go, Gram!)
Several years after that, they moved to Duluth when Grandpa went into private practice as a partner in the Fryberger Law Firm. (The firm that today is Fryberger, Buchanan, Smith & Frederick used to be Fryberger, Fulton & Boyle in the1930s –1940s. My grandfather was the Boyle.)

I guess you could say my roots here are100 years deep. 
Nancy Hoene is the Executive Director of the Virginia Community Foundation. She has a masters in Media/Communications, a bachelors in English, and brings a wealth of experience with grants and fund-raising. She looks forward to meeting all the great people who make this community the heart of the Range.
