“… I can never forget thee,
The land of my fathers,… ‘

I live in Rostov region, Millerovo district. Millerovo is the most northen town of Rostov region. It is the center of a great agricultural district. Millerovo  was founded in 1786 . It became a town in 1926. Millerovo district was organized in 1965. Millerovo land has bright and glorious history, good traditions and wonderful people.
What could I tell about my land?
My native Rostov region?

It spreads its steppes on miles and miles

Blue ponds and lakes like natural eyes

Look smiling at the sun.

Great father Don welcoming us

Brings clear waters proudly for ages.

Admire power and strength of this impressive river.

It flows through history year by year

The river remembers past days and today

Its quiet magnificence astonishes men.

Long live iternal beauty!

Look Green combines work in the fields.
They walk through golden rye and wheat.

Rich harvest means that tasty bread

Come in the shop and on our plate.
Be quiet! Listen! Tuneful songs

Fly over the hills and river.

Some songs are full of tears
They remind of the years of sorrow.

But others brilliantly spark

And ask to dance with cosaks.
The pride and treasure of any land

Its people – that is true.

They are the best that we do have

I wish them to be happy!
I am 14 years old and I have lived all my life in a tiny village in Millerovo district.It is a quiet place surrounded by hills and fields. The countryside around the village is picturesque. I love my motherland. I have understood that one can love only what he knows well, therefore I try to learn a lot about the history of my native coner of a land.
Visiting our school history study you can see a stand with the information about the  foundation of the village. You can learn that it was founded in the middle of the 18th century. A retired soldier Turilov bought some land and  settled here. He invited people to live and work on this land. These are the recollections of a citizen of our village Rubanov Lukyan Trophimovich, born 1875.
This information gives me the idea to learn better the history of village. I have no doubt that the best way to do it is listening to old people’ s recollections, through their fates. One of these examples is my grandfather Lukyantzev Phedor Ivanovich.He  lived a very interesting life. When he was 17 years old he worked 
In Rovno establishing Soviet power. Later on he was sent to artillery school in Omsk. Furthermore he taught young soldiers at school for some time. In 1943 

He went to the front where in 1944 was wounded. My grandfather returned in Turilovka, worked as a secretary of a party committee. My grandmother also took 
part in the war. They grew up 4 children. Only one family, however I know plenty of such families.

Every morning going to school I met an old man. He is rather energetic and always interested in everyday life of the village. His name is Nikolai Grigorievich Derkachov.He had been a chairman of our state for 24 years. As a result our village has greatly changed during his work. A new school, a club, a kindergarten,
A building of administration appeared.

Nikolai Grigorievich showed an example of a man who in spite of hardship tries to do the best for his people. He had a very serious disease, however overcame it. He lost his wife, nevertheless went on living taking care of his native land. I have no doubt that he is a man of great character and fate.
I would like to tell that we have an exhibition devoted to veterans of the Great Patriotic war in a history study at our school. Pupils can see the photos of our grandfathers. Nikolai Grigorievich told the pupils about one of the first chairmen of our collective farm Dmitrii Phedorovich Bazhora. He was a chairman in difficult years before the Great Patriotic war. Later on he together with his father and two brothers became a serviceman. He served as a commander of the Red Army. During the World War 2 he served in an artillery regiment and perished on the land of Lithuania when his regiment repulsed attacks of fascist tanks.
I should tell the pupils of our school honour  and remember the veterans of the World War 2. We take care of the monument to heroes, do not forget to congratulate veterans with great holidays, help them when they need.
Our school is little. Only about 100 pupils study here. There are 13 pupils in my form. We are friendly and admire spending time together. One of my classmates is Denis Prishepa.One can describe him as an ordinary teenager. Nevertheless he had a very brave ancestor. In 1903 his great- grandfather Prishepa Denis Phedorovich was brought by tsar government to serve in a fleet on the Black sea.In the summer 1905 he together with other seamen took part in the rebellion on the battleship ‘Prince Potyomkin Tavricheskii ‘In 1907 he was arrested, spent 7 years in prison. After that he was sent to village Panteleevka under control of the police .Denis Phedorovich lived there till death, black prints on his wrists reminded of the rebellion.
Apart from this some of my classmates have heroic grandmothers. They showed heroism in peaceful years. You can ask how? This is my answer. On the third of May 1969, about 100 mechanic- women gathered at there first congress. It was announced that 15 women from the collective farm ‘The way to communism’ had organized the first on Don women tractor brigade. In 1969 Lyubov Andreevna Tikhomirova , the leader of the first tractor brigade gave the call ‘Women on the tractors  ‘. It was the beginning of the women mechanic movement. I am proud that I live next- door to such glorious woman.I can speak with her about my native village,its people and you could hardly believe that she is a hero. Lyubov Andreevna with her brigade worked on 1100 hectares of land. They had 7 tractors and 4 combine-harvesters. She told me about her girl – friends. Our villages are proud that L. A. Tikhomirova is a Hero of the  Socialist Labour. Nowadays she is a shy old woman who brings her grandchildren and lives calmly like all the villages of Turilovka. In general I have learned that more than 150 women of Millerovo district were awarded medals and orders for their work on the fields. Walking along the streets of my native place I meet shy ordinary women. You could not believe that they are real heroes.
I like my little quiet village.The common people are hospitable. A friendly smile meets you everywhere. My countrymen have been living here in spite of all hardship. They went through disintegration of the collective farm and destruction of the cattle farms. However they didn’t leave their motherland , worked and lived here.They are examples of real love to native land.
While writing this composition I thought over the questions: Is there any future for my village? Will young people stay here and continue the traditions of their fathers? What about me? Shall I choose to stay here or to go anywhere ? May be I am mistaken but I do believe in the best. My village is reviving, children walk along the streets, young people return into their native place. As for me I am going to enter a university and get higher education. After that I’ll come back to work in my village.
“…from east to west,

The loveliest home,

And the dearest and best

Is a little brown house, 

An old brown house,

Under an apple tree.’

I feel very strongly that love of Motherland comes to people in different ways. For some people it begins in a city street. As soon as for me it’s my own village and the house in which I have grown up. I adore neat houses, clean green streets and so familiar people. I appreciate the care of my native land. Taking everything into account I’m sure it’s my duty to make everything possible for it.
The scopes of  Donskoi Krai are wide. Our vast land has rich and bright history.We should know and love our land, be proud of its past and present, its people and glorious traditions, our small motherland.
Decades of years will pass,

Shallow waters will float,

Plenty of heroic deeds will be done,

Honour and self- respect will be our code.

