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ohn Marshall was a good son, a kind older brother, a
loving father and husband, and a dear friend to many. He
was a soldier for the Revolutionary Army, a successful lawyer,
a congressman, and Secretary of State. Most importantly, he was Chief
Justice of the United States. As Chief Justice, John Marshall made the
Supreme Court the strong and powerful body it is today. Richly illustrated
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father history almost forgot—John Marshall, the Great Chief Justice.
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PL’s NEW WHERE IS IT?
CONTEST

B

eginning in 2008, we began bringing you
our Where Is It? Contest. Thousands of
crab (and fish) hunters poured over our pages to
find miniature crabs buried in obscure places—
and a prize was presented to a lucky winner
every issue for two years.
In 2010, we began a new challenge. Identify
the specific object, place, or image in this
photo and the specific location where the photo
was taken, and you can win a dinner. All the
correct answers will be thrown into a pot, and
we’ll draw a lucky winner each issue who we’ll
treat with a $25 gift certificate to your favorite
restaurant.
To
enter,
email
us
at
editor@
pleasantlivingmagazine.com, find us on
Facebook and enter there, or mail your entry
to PL Contest, 5 S. First St., Richmond, VA
23219. Be sure to include your name, email
address, and phone number so we can contact
you if needed.
Pleasant guessing!

Entry deadline: February 25, 2013

TOWN, STATE________________________
ZIP CODE____________________________

Now you can send us your entry on Facebook.
Find us at Pleasant Living Magazine!

November / December photo:
Pump House at Pump House Park, Richmond
Winner: Bill Griffinson, Richmond
Congratulations Bill! who wins a $25
gift certificate to his favorite restaurant!

E-MAIL______________________________
Visa and MasterCard Welcomed
NAME_______________________________
CARD #______________________________
EXPIRATION DATE___________________
_____________________________________
SIGNATURE
Go to pleasantlivingmagazine.com and click
on SUBSCRIBE, or mail this form with credit card information or check to
Pleasant Living magazine
5 South First Street
Richmond, Virginia 23219

READ US AND
YOU'LL SEE.

HOME DESIGNED BY WILLIAM DARWIN PRILLMAN & ASSOCIATES ARCHITECTS

WALDEN'S CONSTRUCTION
PROVIDING QUALITY SERVICES SINCE 1983

With 20 years experience serving the Northern Neck and
Middle Peninsula, we help build dreams one home at a time.
Whether you desire a new home or renovations to a family farmhouse,
when quality counts, count on Walden's Construction.

559 Moores Creek Drive, Deltaville, Virginia 23043
804.776.9753
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EDITOR’S JOURNAL
Ed Meets Spielberg

A

fter a week in the Barrier
Islands, walking the windy,
chilly beaches and watching
the dolphins, Tanya and I drove back
early to see Spielberg’s Lincoln with
friends. This was a very special event
because one of our good friends had a
part in the movie.
Our friend Ed McDonald had showed
up at a Lincoln cattle call for extras and
was initially turned away because he
was clean-shaven. For the next two and
a half months he didn’t shave or cut a
hair on his head or anywhere else, and
at the second cattle call, was welcomed
with enthusiasm and told that his look
was “perfect.” We weren’t surprised he
was hired. Originally from upstate New
York, Ed has been a professional stage actor for decades and an
extra in several films over the years. With his gray beard, resonate
voice and dramatic presence, he’s a 19th century political figure
reincarnate.
Along with seven or eight extras, he was hired for an initial seven
days as a member of the House of Representatives and appeared
in various scenes, especially in the Chamber during the Thirteenth
Amendment debate. After his first seven days, he was called back
for another seven, and on the thirteenth day, Ed got a big surprise.
Here’s how he described it in an email.
“So then it's time for close up reaction shots in the Chamber.
They set up the camera, and the Assistant Director and Mr.
Spielberg confer. He strolls back and forth and points at me and
says: ‘Number One’ and goes on to find #2, 3, 4, etc. The Asst.
Director comes over with a script and shows me a line and says:
‘This is yours.’ Three words into the camera—but the cameraman
was dismissed, and Mr. Spielberg climbs onto the machine and
drives it a couple feet from my face and says: ‘Number one...are
you ready?’ I nod....’Action!’ he says. I say my line ‘I vote yes’..
and he says: ‘Faster.’ I do as he says; he gives more direction...five
more times, all varying. Finally, he says, ‘Cut...that was very nice!’
and people applaud.”
I could feel Ed’s joy rising off the computer screen when I read
this. Working on a major motion picture in the company of heavy
hitters like Daniel Day Lewis, Sally Fields and Hal Holbrook was
a dream turned real for Ed. In the Chamber on set, his desk was
just two down from Tommy Lee Jones, so he was in what you
Pleasant Living January / February 2013

might call actor’s paradise—and then,
to be directed by Spielberg himself.
Then came the waiting. We all
waited anxiously for the film’s release
to learn whether his face and voice
would make the cut or be left on the
cutting room floor.
His scene did in fact make it
through the editing process, and on
November 9, Tanya accompanied
him to a special premier at the Byrd
Theatre in Richmond for participating
actors. It was a grand event, and Mark
Holmberg of Channel 6 interviewed
him for the 11 o’clock news. That
night, we were pleased that he also
made the cut on the news channel. He
beamed into the camera, “Wonderful
experience. Best experience of my life. Dream come true,” he
said. “Tonight the spirit in the theatre was beautiful. Everybody
in the audience was so proud. You could feel peoples’ joy to be
a part of Richmond and have this happen here.” His joy was as
palpable as the beard and the smile on his face. Beards were
everywhere at the premier—lots of great beards, including
Ed’s, and an infectious celebratory energy, especially when
the audience saw themselves or a friend on screen. As familiar
names appeared when the credits rolled, exclamations erupted—
an experience certainly more common in Hollywood than
Richmond. I wish I had been there.
The night we returned from the Outer Banks, it was my first
time seeing the film. To say Lincoln is a masterpiece of writing,
performances, set and cinematography is an understatement.
I’ve not studied Lincoln the man or the president, and know
little about him, but I can safely say that Daniel Day Lewis is
Lincoln come to life. We were excited just this week to learn that
the film has been nominated for twelve Academy Awards!
Ed’s brief moment on screen as Daniel G. Stuart was
classically played. His face filled the wide screen, and he said
three words. Right in our midst was a local actor who was
directed by Spielberg himself, and even though it was just three
words, for us and for Ed, it might as well have been a soliloquy.
pl
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Neck Tales: Stories from Virginia’s Northern
Neck is a collection of essays by Thea Marshall,
a talented storyteller and renowned radio
commentator on National Public Radio. First
broadcast on NPR, these stories paint a vivid
portrait of this part of Virginia that’s a world apart.
To Order: Visit www.brandylanepublishers.com,
or call 804.644.3090. $16 + s/h
6 x 9” paperback,
132 pages. Color cover.
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CAPTURING THE TRUE NORTHERN NECK
Pleasant Living Books is proud to announce A Long View
from Sandy Hook’s Pine Grove by Ruby Lee Norris. Editors
at PL have collected over fifty selected essays, stories, poetry
and recipes from her work published in PL since 1991.
This collection includes a variety of pieces about gardening,
wildlife, history, community, and Southern cooking—works
that have engaged PL readers for over twenty years.
___________________
Paperback, 186 pages, $15.95, plus $4.95 shipping. (add
5% Virginia sales tax if you are a Virginia resident and
$1 for each additional copy). Write to us at editor@
pleasantlivingmagazine.com, mail to Pleasant Living, 5 S.
First St., Richmond, VA 23219, or call us at 804.644.3090.

PL BOOKS
SINCE 1989

PLACE YOUR ORDER NOW!
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Designing with the Heart
By Nuala Galbari; Photos by David L. Justis

W

alking in to the Gloucester Florist shop on a
crisp autumn day, recalls memories of London’s
Portobello Market with its small, narrow
buildings full of charm and eclectic items, objet
d’art and botanical prints. In my younger days there was one shop
in particular that I loved to visit, situated near the florists’ stands
that extended some distance in the market. The flower vendors
were always fresh-faced and enthusiastic and delighted to help
you find the perfect bloom or bouquet. I used to stop there to
choose a few single flowers to brighten my very small apartment,
and then I would drift into the little antique shop, which also had
a tiny tearoom situated above a rickety wooden staircase. But,
up there – in the tea room that was not well known to tourists
at the time – they served hot, buttered scones and a perfect pot
of tea in fine but mismatched china. And, most of all, the little
room overlooked the florists’ stands, where you could admire the
profusion of beautiful colors and textures from above. Saturday
mornings at Portobello Road were special occasions, and the
smell of freshly baked, stone-ground bread and scones always
wafted up the stairs. It was like a scene out of a Dickens’ novel.
Now, while the Gloucester Florist does not have a tea room
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(at least, not yet), it is an enchanting place that also surprises
with its fresh, tantalizing flowers and blooms, European greens,
potpourri, candles, hand-made pottery, French milled soaps,
and exotic offerings. However, the selections do not end there:
unusual decorative art mingles contentedly with fine cards, teddy
bears and music selections by local artists. Delicate blooms
decorate a wine bottle vase and unusual crab pot trees draw your
attention to another corner. An old travel trunk that has witnessed
many adventures – yet keeps its secrets in tact – now takes on
a new existence as a design prop, upon which candles and a
luscious woven shawl now rest.
In the absence of a tearoom, I brought my own basket and
brewed some fragrant mango and passion fruit tea, while getting
to know owner, Kim Walthall, and her team of floral designers.
In 1968, Kim’s mother, Emma, opened a flower shop at Hayes
Plaza shopping center. Later, Kim, who had studied business at
Christopher Newport College (now CNU), began favoring the
creative life, and armed with her business acumen and natural
talent, became a partner in the business. In 1988, she assumed
ownership of the shop and later moved to the newly constructed
York River Crossing shopping center, becoming one of its first
Pleasant Living January / February 2013

tenants. A professional designer who attends annual national
and international conferences in her subject, Kim has a natural
flair and an excellent eye, and she keeps up with the latest trends
in floral design, new species of flowers, plants and distinctive
arrangements for special events and seasonal holidays. She will
impart interesting details about the culture surrounding exotic
flowers and blooms in addition to the well-known and beloved
species that often grace our gardens and tables.
While we talked, several of the designers prepared dramatic
and gorgeous arrangements, working merrily with speed and

finesse; I thought I had stepped into Santa’s workshop. It’s a wonderful
experience to be among artists who relish their profession and for
whom each arrangement is a unique piece of art, created – and with
heart – for its intended client. After all, communing with flowers and
plants – whether home grown or exotic – is healthful and cheering.
Floral design is not only an art but a channel through which you
can give a little of yourself to someone you do not know, something
to help cheer, heal, comfort, delight or even romance. The delicate
flower and the handwritten card convey so much thoughtfulness on
a personal level; there is simply nothing so beautiful, so appreciated,

as the gift of flowers.
When considering the variety of offerings available from
today’s professional florist, it is interesting to retrace a little
history in this genre.
The first botanic gardens were created in 16th century Europe.
The gardens – often referred to at the time as ‘physic gardens’
-- served two functions: first, for the study of plants and flowers
as natural phenomena, and second, to investigate their medical
properties. England was a little slower to adopt the practice and
it was not until the mid-1600s that tropical varieties began to
find their way into English ornamental gardens.
Cut flowers have a much older story, having been cultivated

worldwide for centuries. Garden flowers permeate literature and
the arts and were celebrated throughout history for their beauty
and fragrance; however, the production of formal cut flowers
became established in The Netherlands during the 17th century
when greenhouses were first developed. In the United States, the
first greenhouses appeared around the mid 1700s and the harvesting
of flowers also began from outdoor crops. Improvements in
transportation – by road and air –during the 20th century created
wider distribution and production became concentrated within
major metropolitan areas in the eastern United States. With the
growth of South American production, which began during the
1970s, U.S. producers shifted gears from larger operations to

Pleasant Living January / February 2013
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Today, over 100 species of flowers are
grown in the United States
smaller or specialty growers, and the
industry experienced resurgence in
demand for fresh-cut, new and unusual
flowers that were now available through
farmers markets, florists, supermarkets
and wholesalers. Today, over 100 species
of flowers are grown in the United States,
and together with the numerous exotic
varieties available, consumers have wide
selections from which to choose, especially
at Gloucester Florist.
A visit to the Gloucester Florist is an
educational, as much as a pleasure-filled
opportunity. Today’s professional florist
8				

connects with a world-wide network of
growers and wholesalers who bring many
international varieties of flower and plant
to their clients. Tropical flowers hail from
Hawaii; many luscious greens are sourced
from Italy; roses and chrysanthemums
travel from Ecuador and Columbia;
and spring flowers, including roses and
carnations, are grown in coastal California,
a state which now dominates the fresh cut
flower industry. Our own Gloucester is,
of course, a producer of the daffodil, and
while we often associate the daffodil with
England, most likely due to the influence

of William Wordsworth’s classic poem,
the species is known to have originated in
southern Europe.
Fashions change in the world of
floral design. Kim notes, “With regard to
weddings, for example, bouquet holders
with handles are currently not considered
trendy, with many brides presently favoring
hand-tied bouquets featuring flowers such
as calla lilies and hydrangea in bright
colors.” She adds, “For Valentine’s Day, all
shades of roses are the mainstay, however
mixed hand-tied bouquets, Gerber Daisies
and Lilies are also among the desired
choices.”
When choosing flowers for special
occasions, Kim’s customers usually favor
particular species, although they may ask
for suggestions as to what is appropriate for
an event or an individual gift. Humorously,
she adds, “Children are the most demanding
with regard to floral selections!”
Speaking of the pleasure of working
in floral design, Kim says, “Each day is
different; we may work on Valentine’s Day
bouquets, then prepare flowers for a large
wedding or a commemorative service, or
create floral designs for a private estate.
Every project is unique.”
Certainly, she constantly calls upon
her natural talents, education and training
in developing new ideas. Kim attends
educational conferences through Teleflora,
and has recently studied under designer,
Ells Hazenberg, who presents nationwide
programs in the latest European design
trends.
If you find yourself in the Gloucester
Point area, do stop by and meet Kim,
Carolyn, Phyllis, Jane, Jeanne, Teresa and
Mildred. They may just introduce you
to a new species of flower, or provide a
unique insight into a flower or bloom you
already know. If you are seeking a special
arrangement for Valentine’s Day, remember
to call or visit as early as possible to ensure
timely delivery. Kim and her talented
team will ensure you find the perfect floral
language for this most romantic, midwinter celebration and you may just select
a perfect gift to accompany the flowers.
Moreover, you will leave the shop feeling
Pleasant Living January / February 2013

cheerful and content, having enjoyed the
excellent company – human and botanic.
The gracious carnation is the flower that
brings back memories of my early days in
London and of many Saturday mornings
spent at Portobello Market in Notting Hill.
A profusion of the flowers would stretch
from one corner to the next, their fresh,
aromatic scents beckoning me to the stands.
There is something so optimistic and
tenacious about the carnation. Seizing upon
this preference, Kim set to work, sending
me home with soft orange-toned carnations
set amid white hydrangea and selections
of fresh greens – the assembled company
floating like delicate lilies in a glass bowl.
Needless to say, my guests at dinner that
night were enthralled as two white candles
illuminated the lovely arrangement.
The Gloucester Florist, offering design
consultations for all occasions, is located
at 2336 York Crossing Drive, Hayes, VA
23072. For more information, please call
804.642.4555 or 800.551.6336, or visit
www.gloucesterflorist.com. pl
Kim Walthall (owner) and Carolyn Neill at Gloucester Florist.
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Richard Wenzel: Novelist, Physician
Interview by Caitlin Duffy

recommended I “let my imagination run
wild.” Then my wife raised the point that
I’d reach and influence more people through
fiction. Plus, I’ve always loved writing. My
day job kind of gets in the way, of course, but
writing is fun. It doesn’t feel like work.
The film Contagion brought this sort of
crisis to the big screen last year, albeit in
a slightly more apocalyptic fashion. What
do you think it is about bio-terrorism
and/or pandemics that is so fascinating to
readers and viewers?

Dick Wenzel’s thriller, Labyrinth of Terror,
was published last year by Brandylane
Publishers in Richmond. Caitlin Duffy sat
down with Dr. Wenzel last month to talk
about writing, bioterrorism, pandemics,
Greek mythology, traveling, and the
importance of an international perspective.
Richard Wenzel is a physician and former
chairman of the Department of Internal
Medicine at the Medical College of Virginia
(VCU) in Richmond, Virginia, and like his
character, Jake Evans, is an authority on
infectious diseases. Dr. Wenzel draws on his
medical knowledge and worldwide experience
to tell a story that takes us into the ailing heart
of today’s political and social realities.
____________
You’re well-experienced in publishing
articles and textbooks. Why the interest
in writing fiction? What does the genre
allow you to do that perhaps journal
articles and textbooks do not?
Wenzel: There are a couple answers to
this. First, I wrote a nonfiction book called
Stalking Microbes that was a series of essays,
some offering a historical perspective
of diseases and the organisms, which
was fun. An acquaintance read this and
10				

Wenzel: There’s a general interest in this.
I think it introduces people to a part of
microbiology that is somewhat abstract,
something that they don’t read about often.
Of course, bioterrorism has been going on for
centuries—everything from poisoning your
enemy’s wells to throwing plague-infected
people over defensive walls. And of course
there are more recent examples. The 2001
anthrax scare. In the first Iraq war, Iraq had
all sorts of bio-terror supplies. After the fall
of the Soviet Union, we found out they had
an actual program for bioterrorism, one that
had been ongoing for twenty years. It came
to light when there was an anthrax leak [in
Sverdlovsk] that resulted in a huge number
of deaths; all along a line people were dying
and coming down with symptoms. The
Soviets denied it of course, saying it was an
intestinal issue due to bad meat, but in all the
autopsies from that area, all of the damage
was found in the lungs. After the fall of the
Soviet Union; Ken Alibek (he was considered
the number-two bioterrorist at the time. I
actually met him once. The coldest creature
I’ve ever met) he was promoting a book in
which he claimed the Soviets were creating
biological “chimaera” viruses. Whether that’s
true or not—he was trying to sell a book after
all—the fact remains that a whole state had
a planned program for bioterrorism. It’s a
volatile field with uncertain results, where

mistakes could be dangerous (if, for example,
the wind blows the wrong way) and those
who use it usually stand to benefit from the
results. Still, it’s one of those things that can
potentially happen at any time.
In Contagion, the epidemic’s source
is simple chance and circumstance. In
Labyrinth, the antagonists are the source
and they play a major role. How important
was it to you to ‘humanize’ them and
explain their motives?
Wenzel: I think it’s very important. Terrorists
by definition want to hurt people in large
numbers for political or religious reasons,
that sort of thing. Plus, it allowed me to
incorporate Greek mythology, which I love,
and to bring in the Middle Eastern issues. It’s
important to remember that these [terrorists]
can be real people… they’re not Spiderman’s
enemy or anything! They’re human beings.
Loyalty is one of the overarching themes
in the book—from the Kontos twins’ need
to exact vengeance for betrayals and find
justice for past crimes, to Jake’s relationship
with his wife, Deb. Was this something you
intended from the beginning, or did it just
sort of blossom as you wrote the book?
Wenzel: Yes. It definitely was intended from
the start. It helped explain the intense feelings
Diana held for her past, her sister, and her
purpose. Her rigid need for loyalty comes up
again in the Charlemagne reference.
Greek Mythology crops up throughout the
book and is even referenced in the title.
Was there a specific reason you chose to
concentrate on the myth of the minotaur?
Wenzel: Once I settled on the antagonists,
I thought it fit perfectly. The people of
Palestine are literally trapped; it’s a very strict
society. They can’t work without permission,
Pleasant Living January / February 2013

can’t travel; so I did have a lot of sympathy
for them. While I was writing I actually got
to meet three people from Palestine who
had… well, escaped. They all had similar
heartbreaking stories—everything gone, no
homes, just holding a key. So there’s that sense
of entrapment, of being caught in a maze and
the minotaur is that threatening force. (It’s an
appropriate metaphor. In the myth, the beast
has to devour so many people a year.) And of
course there’s the matter of how do you escape
the labyrinth, how do you get away from this
danger? Myths are an important part of every
culture. They help us to explain the world and
they give people hope. There are always bad
guys, heroes, and gods, but in the end there’s
always some element of hope to be found as
well.
Psychology and criminal profiling are a big
part of Elizabeth’s character. What sort of
research did you have to do to make her
deductions plausible?
Wenzel: Most of the research I did for this was
online, researching MI5 and MI6, how they
interact and such. I knew I wanted a woman
for several reasons and knew I wanted to have
something about her that would help her
break through that bulletproof—not so much
glass, is it?—but bulletproof ceiling.
Global politics and relations play prominent
roles in your book, as does medicinal
politics (from the misguided concerns of
Cecil Barnes to Jake’s “candidacy” for a
prestigious Dean’s prize). How important
was it to you to make the little details in the
book just as believable as the medicinal and
political ones?
Wenzel: Well this is real stuff that happens
every day. Hospitals are full of fierce politics
that get in the way of people’s advancements
or comfort. And it’s when these forces are not
aligned that tension is created. In the end,
I think [including] it really humanizes this
environment.
In just the past year, security measures
worldwide have been under scrutiny, not
just for detecting material weapons, but
biological ones as well. Why do you think
this issue is so much more commonplace
now than perhaps it was when Labyrinth
first debuted? How real of a threat is an
engineered virus or has the concept been
blown out of proportion by Hollywood?
Wenzel: With this Arab Spring the Middle
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East has gotten very tense. That tension
has people racing to capture leadership and
power at almost any cost. They might see
themselves as freedom fighters while we see
them as terrorists—it’s all just labels. Now
there’s an increased awareness that terror
may not be state-sponsored any more but the
work of independent groups. I’m not positive
we’re more secure today even with all the
precautions. It’s so hard to prevent an attack.
I mean, if something on the scale of 9/11 can
happen… and there were signs beforehand.
And [with bioterrorism] it would only take
one person. Take smallpox for example. An
attack could be carried out by one person. All
they’d need to do is infect themselves with
it and ride a plane for four or five days. Of
course it’s another form of suicide, but that’s
all it would take. Think of how many people
it would reach.
Last I heard, you were writing a sequel.
Given the current tensions surrounding
Israel and the Middle East, do you plan
to keep your focus there or move onto
completely new regions? (If moving on,
why these regions? What do they bring to
the book that the Middle East might not?)

Bangladesh for a cholera epidemic when I
was younger, and we were in a small 25bed hospital full of people with cholera and
malaria. We were called out to a “nearby”
village (which was only accessible after an
hour by car, an hour by raft, and another
hour by foot) also afflicted with cholera.
It was the first time the natives there had
seen a white person. The very first patient
I saw was an eight-year-old girl dying of
cholera. I went inside a thatched hut and
there she was, surrounded by eight or nine
of the village elders. She was so dehydrated
that I couldn’t find a vein in her arms to
insert the IV. I had to use the femoral artery
in the groin, a liter for each side. After a
while I was able to detect veins in her arm
and inserted the IV there as well. She was
dying before I’d arrived but now she began
talking. I mean, think about it, there I was,
the first white man anyone had ever seen,
sticking needles into this eight-year-old
girl, hooking up bags of fluid, and I get her
better enough to start talking in just a few
hours. After that sort of experience, you
come away with a much more open mind.
That’s what travel does for my writing.

Wenzel: I’m planning to move elsewhere, to
a new part of the world and give the story
a different motivation… again, my day job
interferes a bit. I’m only about 20% done
with it at this point. We’ll definitely see
characters from the old book, though.
You’re clearly a well-traveled man. What
are some of the more memorable locations
you’ve been to or international experiences
you’ve had and how have they influenced
your writing?
Wenzel: For fun, probably Tuscany. I love
the people, the food, the wine. And Athens.
There’s something wonderful about Greek
history and literature. I love reading Plato
and Socrates. I travel a lot to Latin America
as well, training others and such. The people
down there are so nice. And Kuala Lompur
has to be high on my list, too. I love the
food. Last time I was there, I actually gained
weight!
As for writing influences, I think traveling
gives us an appreciation for cultural
similarities and differences. It helps us
recognize how many good people there are in
the world. In medicine, I would recommend
to everyone to spend time taking care of
people who don’t look like you. I was in

TO ORDER
Order direct from the publisher at www.
brandylanepublishers.com, from amazon.
com and bn.com. $16.00 plus shipping/
handling.
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F EAT U R E

T he Williamsburg Film Festival
Celebrating its 17th Year, March 6th - 9th, 2013
By Nuala Galbari

Outlaws cast 1960 l-r, Jock Gaynor,
Barton MacLane and Don Collier as
Will Foreman

Sherry Jackson:" Make Room for Daddy"
Robert Wolders: "Laredo"

E

ach year in March, a film festival
honoring Hollywood’s golden era
of western film and television slips
into town and puts up at the Holiday Inn,
Patriot in Williamsburg. During the fourday festival, hundreds of western fans from
all over the country, and even from other
shores, gather to enjoy the films, the fun,
the music, the camaraderie and meeting
the stars, among other activities. Yet, this
festival is one of the best kept secrets in
Williamsburg, quietly residing close to the
colonial area amid the multitude of tourist
attractions.
During the festival, film and television
stars walk around Williamsburg, visiting
stores, restaurants and other venues while
contributing to the local economy and
savoring Virginia’s hospitality. The festival
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is great fun for the guests and certainly
pleasurable for the actors and musicians.
And it all began in 1987 when a group of
five film buffs met at a private residence
for a film night gathering. Ten years later,
in 1997, the first official Williamsburg Film
Festival was held.
For the past three years, this author and
photographer have attended the festival,
clad in western apparel, and the event has
now morphed into a permanent fixture on
our spring calendar.
It is not an expensive, red carpet
occasion that precludes those among us
on a budget from attending. Far from that,
the festival is a family and film buff event
where parents, kids and fans can dress up for
a day or two and enjoy meeting celebrities,
viewing films or television programs on

16mm screens, browse the spacious Dealers’
Room for all kinds of collectibles and
treasures, while escaping from normalcy for
a while.
Captivating and humorous stories
abound in the interview suites as actors
talk about the earlier days on Hollywood
sets, often making you laugh so much your
muscles ache! (Now, be honest, how often
does that happen?) One visit will confirm
why these actors are stars of film and
television: they command your attention
with their warmth, intelligence, humor and
sheer magnetism.
Alongside the western film festival, the
Solar Guard Academy celebrates its annual
reunion, and fans of early science fiction film
and television gather to enjoy the fun. Last
year, I spent some time talking with a group
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from the SGA and found them absolutely
delightful; some NASA engineers among
the group explained the history and early
set design challenges, entertaining me over
my cup of tea with their creativity and high
comedy.
The ambiance at the Williamsburg Film
Festival is completely laid back. One can
return to a slow-paced and carefree existence
among old and new acquaintances, and
share an adventure. Guests love to discuss
the culture of the western film genre as well
as other subjects of interest, share a meal
with you or simply chat over coffee. Films
run continually in the screening rooms and
you can attend at will, while also catching
the stars presenting in the interview suites,
at various times throughout the program.
This year’s scheduled stars include Don
Collier (High Chaparral), Rosemary Forsyth
(Shenandoah), Burton Gilliam (Blazing
Saddles), Bo Hopkins (Wild Bunch), Jimmy
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Hunt (Invaders from Mars), Sherry Jackson
(Make Room for Daddy), Cliff Osmond
(Three Guns for Texas), and Robert Wolders
(Laredo). Daily star interview panels are
hosted by film historians; autograph and
photo sessions are offered at the end of the
presentations, and guests can chat with the
stars.
Guests can also sing along, dance and
enjoy the entertainment offered by western
composer and singer Belinda Gail, Larry
Maurice—the Cowboy Poet, Eddie and
Bobbi Beard, and The Virginia Rounders.
Each year, the memorabilia room offers
a greater selection of merchandise including
film posters, film stills, lobby cards, comics,
16mm films, toys, magazines, audio tapes,
records, CDs, autographs, western gear,
and other collectibles, such as classic
timepieces, jewelry, and books. The film
collections (VHS and DVD) include various
genres, such as Charlie Chan mysteries and

action films.
The Williamsburg Film Festival is fun
for film buffs, families, drama students, film
historians, and anyone who has ever enjoyed
western film and television. Even if you are
not a western or science fiction film fan,
you will find something of interest at this
festival, where good friends gather annually
to celebrate Hollywood’s Golden Era.
Tickets to the festival will go on sale on
Wednesday, March 6, 2013 at 1:00 p.m. at
the Holiday Inn Patriot hotel and conference
center, 3032 Richmond Road, Williamsburg,
VA. Tel.: 757-565-2600 or 800-446-6001.
Admission is inclusive of all festival
activities with the exception of the Saturday
Night Dinner Show, which will require a
separate ticket. For more information, visit
www.williamsburgfilmfestival.org,
call
Larry Floyd at 757.482.2490 (Virginia)
or Ray Smith (North Carolina), or e-mail:
info@williamsburgfilmfestival.org. pl
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SEASONAL CHANGE WITH ANOTHER VIEW
By Steve Scala; Photo by Al Briggs

I

n the blink of an eye the fall is gone and it’s wintertime in
Virginia’s Tidewater. Chilling winds and temperature changes
make the transition complete as they coincide with the
migratory patterns of waterfowl and striped bass. This is a time
of significant change that also provides the opportunity to see a
familiar summer locale in a different view. Cold weather brings
water clarity to tidal creeks and back bay watersheds that can
make a place appear totally different from what it looked like just
the previous summer. It’s no longer a time for sandals, water shoes
or bare feet. Protecting against hypothermia may even be in order.
During the summer, we can enjoy exploring tidal creeks and
guts along the tributaries of the Chesapeake Bay and its many
rivers and inlets. The Little and Great Wicomico Rivers are two
such Chesapeake tributaries that offer many options, both by boat
and wading. There are many opportunities for poling a small flat
bottom skiff in waters like these. With proper planning and a
survey of the weather before heading to the water with a small
boat, a wintertime visit to a marshland and the upper reaches of
a tidal creek can be an experience worth repeating. Tidal changes
this time of year can be extreme with both high and low water,
so a skiff that maneuvers well in a foot or two of depth is a good
option. Using a sturdy pole to push off the bottom is a real asset
in shallow tidal water. It allows for maneuvering in areas where
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winter winds have blown most of the water out of an area that last
summer was waste-deep wading depth.
Wintertime northwest winds can expose large expanses of
bottom that could not be seen during the previous fall or summer.
Shells, driftwood and hidden false channels are now exposed
for exploring, investigating and remembering for the upcoming
summer boating trips. Anglers can see where shore side grassbeds
or shallow submerged islands hold pockets that attract minnows,
small crabs and other food chain species that striped bass, sea trout
or red drum feed on. Shallow water exploring can be of special
benefit to fly fishing aficionados who target the marshy edges at
high tide during the late spring, summer and fall months.
This can also be a quiet but exciting time for shore side
exploring on foot, but keep those feet covered with ankle or
knee high boots. Warm insulated socks—including extra pairs to
quickly change into if your feet get wet—are a must to have with
you, as are extra dry clothes. A long sturdy walking stick or a pole
to help identify soft bottom that will swallow up your boots and
possibly pull them off your feet is another good tool to take along
on a wintertime tidal walk.
Enjoy this quiet time in Virginia’s Tidewater and store it away
for memories during the upcoming summer boating season. pl
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Indolent Garden Love
My garden grew near where the old barn
used to stand, at the field’s edge,
shadeless in noonday sun.
At night, stealthy worms feasted
on the vines ripening fruit,
like tiny machines in for the kill,
only vegetable corpses left behind.
I was never much of a gardener
but I liked to hoe the earth evenings
when love got the best of me
and anger took hold,
crashing the clods, one after the other.
There were seasons juicy tomatoes came in full,
fat beans ready for snapping,
and rains quenched the brittle soil,
the table abundant with the fruit of work.
Then there were other demands;
my hoe hung on the shed wall,
its edges dulled with rust and disregard,
and indolence crept in like the weeds
and the vines curled and went to soil.

We came here from the city, to this
farmhouse standing under giant walnuts,
to this sandy soil, gnarled peach trees
at the field’s edge, clapboards full of dust,
and lovers’ postcards in the attic.
At night, old demons came to call—
daydreams of old lovers, temptations,
the insidious worms of discontent,
like tiny machines in for the kill.
Our daughter was born, like a sunflower
at the field’s edge, her face round and smiling,
the boys playing their wars under the walnuts,
running wild in the wheat.
But after the brick was laid, the barn torn down,
after the wall of trees was cut and the geese
sounded their horns, there was the idleness,
and emptiness crept in like the weeds,
and love wilted and went to seed.
R. Pruett
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James R. Robusto, M.D.,
MBA, FAAFP Board Certified
Serving the community for over 20 years
Currently accepting new patients
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Urbanna, Va. * (804)758-2110
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A

dder in the Path is a tragic
chronicle of the Mormon
War, and two very different
families caught up in a maelstrom of
intolerance and violence. It is a tale
that teaches the fragility of human
connection and the destruction
caused by fanaticism and hypocrisy.
To order,
visit www.belleislebooks.com
Paperback, $16.95.
Free shipping.

Conveniently located in the heart of the
neighborhood at 417 6th Street in beautiful
downtown West Point
Open 6 days a week
Mon.– Fri. 10 a.m. – 6 p.m.
Sat.10 a.m. – 5 p.m.
For more information call 804.843.DOCK
Check us out on facebook
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FOOD

Warm Soup,
Cold Days
By Ruby Lee Norris

This article by Ruby Lee Norris appeared in the January/
February 2008 issue of PL. It appears along with dozens of
other stories by Ruby Lee in her new book, A Long View from
Sandy Hook’s Pine Grove, available for purchase from www.
pleasantlivingmagazine.com or by calling 804.644.3090. Ruby
Lee passed away in March 2012.

T

he history of soups coincides with the history of cooking. Ever
since ancient times, cooks have added water to vegetables and
pieces of meat to make soups. In fact, soups have historically
been prescribed for sick folks. The word restaurant comes from
restoratives. Soup was the first course served in public restaurants in
18th century Paris.
Today we enjoy soups particularly during wintertime. When the
cold winds blow and I have to put on my fleece-lined gloves and
hooded jacket to go for an early morning appointment at my doctor’s
office in White Stone, I stop afterwards at Rocket Billy’s for a bowl
of his bean soup. On such a day in November, I asked Billy if there is
a story behind his subtly delicious bean soup recipe.
“Sure is,” he replied as we sat outside in the sunshine beside
his gaily flagged and planted place next to Lambert’s Lumber on
Rappahannock Drive.
“A lady who ran a bait and tackle shop in Bottoms Bridge would
make sandwiches and hot soup for fisherman. She gave me her
recipe.”
“Will you tell me how you make it?”
With a twinkle in his eye, Billy gave me the following
instructions:
ROCKET BILLY’S BEAN SOUP
2 pounds Great Northern beans
1 medium onion, chopped
3 chicken bouillon cubes
Water to cover the beans. Add boiling water as needed while
cooking.
A smoked ham hock is good, but hog jowl is better.
Salt and pepper to taste
Soak the beans overnight or at least two hours before cooking.
Cover the beans with water two inches above beans.
After the soaking, wash beans and place in large cooking pot,
along with the rest of the ingredients, to be simmered on top of the
stove for two hours. Billy cooks his in a Crock Pot for five hours on
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low heat. Both methods yield a smooth, delicious soup. (I used 1
pound of beans, 2 chicken bouillon cubes and 1 small onion for a
family portion.)
No collection of winter soup recipes would be complete without
chicken soup and potato soup recipes; nor is a bowl of hot soup
complete without a slice of homemade bread. Here are the recipes:

CHICKEN SOUP (MY VERSION OF A FAMILY RECIPE)
1 pound cooked chicken parts (leg, thigh and breast)
1 cup white rice
2 teaspoons vegetable oil
1 large onion, chopped
2 medium carrots, chopped
2 cans fat-free chicken broth or 4 cups chicken stock
Salt and pepper to taste
Bring two cups of water and vegetable oil to boil in large
saucepan. Add rice and cook on low heat 20 minutes. Add chopped
onion and carrots. Add chicken broth, salt and pepper. Add more
water if necessary. Remove skin from chicken and chop in bite sized
pieces. Add chicken and cook slowly 15-20 minutes. Add salt and
pepper to taste (no pepper if soup is for a sick person).

POTATO SOUP (ADAPTED FROM MENNONITE
COMMUNITY COOKBOOK)
2 cups diced potatoes
2 cups water
2 tablespoons butter
1 quart whole milk
1 onion
Salt and pepper

		

Cook potatoes in salt water. Drain, but save 2 cups of water.
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Run potatoes through a ricer or mash them. Add hot, scalded milk,
potato water and butter to potatoes. Grate onion, put in soup tureen
and pour hot soup over it. Serve with hot bread.
SWEET BEER BREAD (from Southern Living magazine)
3 cups self-rising flour
½ cup and 1 tablespoon sugar
1 12 oz. can or bottle of beer, any kind
melted butter for brushing (optional)
Mix flour and sugar. Add any combination of ingredients, such
as grated cheddar cheese, sesame seeds, dried cherries, cranberries or
chopped pecans. Grease loaf pan. Add beer to dry mixture. Heat oven
to 350 degrees. Mix well until batter is smooth. Cook 45 minutes.
Remove from oven. Paint top with melted butter. Return to oven and
cook 10-12 minutes until golden brown.

ROASTED BUTTERNUT SQUASH SOUP
This modern light recipe appeared in a Rite-Aid publication,
Good Eats. My daughter-in-law tried it and highly recommends it, not
only for its savory goodness but also for its smooth, pureed texture.
Canola oil cooking spray
1 pound large carrots cut into quarters lengthwise
2 sweet onions, halved and diced
4 teaspoons olive oil
5 pounds butternut squash (about 2 medium squash) halved and
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cut lengthwise and seeded
4 cups low-sodium chicken broth
1 cup whole milk
2 tablespoons margarine
Chopped fresh parsley
Freshly ground pepper to taste. Salt optional.
Preheat oven to 400 degrees. Coat flat pan with Canola oil.
Arrange squash on pan with carrots and onions around squash. Put
margerine in squash cavities. Roast 90 minutes, stirring carrots and
onions every 30 minutes. Let vegetables cool for 20 minutes. Scoop
out squash flesh. Put in blender with carrots and onions. Puree until
smooth. Put mixture in saucepan. Stir in chicken broth, olive oil and
whole milk. Bring to boil. Cook 10 minutes. Add salt and pepper.
Serve in bowls with chopped parsley.
Finally, I discovered that the word “soup” is derived from a
Latin verb supare, meaning to soak. The Germanic root sup evolved
into the noun suppa. Since soup eventually came to be served during
the lighter meal at the end of the day, that meal became “supper” in
English. There are similar words in other languages such as Italian
zuppa, German suppe and Danish soppe.
In Virginia, soup has been served since colonial times and prior
to that by our first Americans in the Powhatan Nation. William Parks,
a colonial printer in Williamsburg, recorded green pea and crawfish
soup recipes, among others, in the first American cookbook. The
Powhatan Indian tradition speaks of birch bark soup, and a California
Indian recipe uses acorn meal. pl
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Sisyphus on Crosshills
Story and Photo by Gail Kenna

O

n the Virginia roadway
I’ve adopted in memory
of my father, I’m keenly
aware of how ambivalent
Father would be about his daughter
picking up trash. The word resonated
with him, related to a place and a time
he did not easily call his own. Too
many years of Dust Bowl refugees
flooding California, cinematic images of The Grapes of Wrath,
and words like Okies. I don’t recall a time during my California
youth when Father talked about being from Arkansas.
Odd memories come to me as I collect litter in the Northern
Neck of Virginia on Route 679, known as Crosshills. One
afternoon with a bulging thirty-gallon trash bag in my hand, I
remembered the night when a date in an elegant San Francisco
restaurant began eating a Caesar salad with his fingers, leaf by
dripping leaf. Seeing my expression of disbelief, the wealthy
young man said, “If you know who you are, you can eat however
you like.”
Such privileged insouciance was not my father’s birthright.
He never shed an old coat of the rural, segregated South, and
the unease of being thought, white trash. As a young man living
in southern California in the late 1920s, Robert Wilson went to
college on a basketball scholarship at a university for rich kids.
In a photo at the University of Southern California, my father
is surrounded by handsome young men from the SAE fraternity
house, all elegantly dressed in West Egg finery, sweaters tossed
over their shoulders. My father’s sweater looks ill-shaped and
has a hole in one sleeve.
One day as I collected trash on Crosshills, a former student
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came to mind from a class I studenttaught outside San Francisco in
1966. A year later, Sue surprised me
in southern California, arriving in
Haight-Ashbury attire, with a stash
of pot in her backpack. What was the
probability of running into my father
in a tiny Mexican restaurant in Palos
Verdes? Mother was away at the time,
and Father had gone out to eat. Sue and I were already in a booth
when I saw him sit down at the counter. I assumed at some point
he would swivel on the stool and see me. So I walked over and
invited him to join us. My memory of that meal is like a dry, bean
burrito stuck in my throat. Later Father said that he hadn’t paid
for college so I could rescue “street people.”
Recently, my neighbor Tom stopped while I was gathering
litter on Crosshills. “They’ll throw trash just to spite you,” he
said, without identifying they. Shortly after he said this, someone
sprayed angry epithets on several adopt-a-highway signs on Route
200. Hostility seems woven into littering. To open a car window
and toss the remains of a meal, right down to the tiny packets of
pepper and salt: Can this be unconscious behavior? Often on my
adopted roadway, people dump household garbage, old tires, and
automotive parts. Once I found a rusted wheelbarrow and hauled
that to the dump.
As I gather trash, there is no accounting for the images that
come to mind. Alice’s Restaurant? Didn’t Arlo Guthrie’s film
character get arrested because his litter was found in a dumpster
where it didn’t belong? This memory led to a fantasy of finding
evidence that identified a litterbug, although what my action
would be wasn’t clear until I came across envelopes from the
Pleasant Living January / February 2013

Department of Labor, addressed to a man
whose post office box was a row away
from mine. So I wrote Clarence a note,
returned his several envelopes, said I
hoped he hadn’t meant to leave his mail on
Crosshills.
One aging woman.
One long stretch of roadway in a county
and country strewn with trash.
Sisyphean.
This word came to me one day when my
neighbor Tom stopped a second time and
called out: “You’ll be doing that forever.”
It was his comment that made me think of
Sisyphus, whose punishment in Hades was
to roll a boulder uphill eternally. Sisyphean:
endless, heart-breaking work. Accounts
vary as to Sisyphus’s misdeeds, but one
unrelated fact is clear: My behavior with
my father was often adolescent, not unlike
the actions of those who throw trash to
spite those picking it up.
Like my father, I’ve led a migratory

life, absorbing traditions of other cultures.
Yet by the time I moved to Malaysia in the
late 80s, Father was dead, and I regretted
that I’d not asked him more about his work
in Asia. Even though I was in California
to attend my father’s memorial service, I
wasn’t there when Mother spread his ashes
among their avocado trees. Yet from living
in Asia among the Chinese, I’d observed
the practice of ancestral shrines, of creating
a place to honor ancestors. For Robert
Theron Wilson, an ancestral shrine had to
be outdoors, as nature was his religion. A
storm could wipe out his avocado crop, but
he accepted the devastation with a stoical
attitude I admire.
Now.
For many seniors, memory is a litter
that exhibits a worrisome tendency to
live in the past. Yet my father relished old
stories of his foreign travel, which began
during college when he took a year off and
worked on a tramp steamer for free passage
to Europe. In a small journal, he recorded
his adventure of traveling around the

continent in the early 30s. Decades later,
when Sunkist Growers began exporting
fruit to Europe and later to Asia, my father
spent long periods abroad. He even devised
the system for pallets that kept exported
citrus from spoilage.
One day last winter, as I traversed a
barren Crosshills, I thought of a last walk
with my father. He and my mother had
driven to Vacaville, California, following
Father’s open heart surgery. As he and I
walked in an area of new homes, I noticed
how he was shuffling—the only way I
knew how weak he was from the operation.
Although he rallied, Father soon began
to decline. His surgery was before the
widespread news about AIDS. I picture a
desperate soul, a drug user or prostitute,
selling his or her blood in San Diego. No
testing of blood in 1983 for HIV. Two years
later, was it AIDS that took my father’s
life? My mother’s request for an autopsy
was not granted: she had wanted to know
why her husband recovered from surgery,
then fell into a lethargy so deep he couldn’t
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get up to work on the ranch. There were
strange lesions on his body, too. Eventually
hospitalized with an infected lining of the
heart, Father wasn’t treated with antibiotics,
as if his death were a foregone conclusion.
He died alone in a hospital in Escondido,
with my mother having left for the night.
My brother was not there either; and I was
away in Germany with my family. As I
walk my stretch of scenic Virginia Byway
that bears my father’s name on four signs,
I think about his final moments and what it
means to die alone.
Recently, I heard an interview with the
British author Julian Barnes and took note
of something he said. Until his late thirties
he had seldom thought about death. But
after he turned forty, he couldn’t believe he
had ever thought of anything else. Unlike
this writer, I began thinking about death
very early in life, which is why I found
comfort in the eternal motion of waves as
I wandered the shore in early morning at
Newport Beach where my family spent two
weeks each June. Enchanted by foam and
spume, and sand bars on which I walked
into the Pacific, I also began noticing
flotsam and jetsam, and the seagulls diving
into it. Today, when I see advertisements
for cruise ships, I think about their waste
polluting the oceans. In my childhood,
ships dumped garbage at sea, which high
tide distributed and low tide revealed:
orange peels, celery stalks, tin cans, and a
residue of tar that stuck to bare feet.
Have I been noticing trash my entire
life?
“Hey, bag lady,” my neighbor Kay
called out recently. For ten years this
woman’s church adopted Crosshills. She
speaks of the experience unfavorably.
It was hard to recruit help, she said. But
more than that, they would throw trash
even as she and other volunteers picked it
up. Recalling her words, I recognize how
easy it would be to debase those who heave
trash and garbage on roadways. Yet in
the Northern Neck, I’m finding claimants
of “they’ll throw trash just to spite you”
similar to persons in the U.S. Embassy
in Caracas, who expressed dismay that I
worked with incarcerated Americans, all
20				

of whom were imprisoned on drug-related
offenses. Mules, scum bags: I heard those
words often. The stereotypes of drug users
seldom held any truth, and the memory
serves to remind me not to judge those
who litter, even though I can count on two
hands the number of water bottles I’ve
found while beer bottles number in the
hundreds. Thus far on Crosshills, I haven’t
come across any dead animals. The other
day I read an interview with the writer
Barry Lopez, who described removing
dead animals from roadways as a gesture of
kindness, so cars will not hit the creatures
that feed on carrion. Through this action,
Lopez believes a person honors both the
animal and nature.
In his years after retirement, when my
father had a small ranch in California’s
Pauma Valley, he religiously fed quail,
waiting each evening at dusk for a covey
to come in. Only now at sixty-nine, have I
begun to understand why Father patiently
sat and watched quail. In so many ways,
he and I are alike: our impatience with
pretense, our need to tell stories whether
anyone wants to hear them or not; and at
the end of a thin stretch of time, a father
and a daughter happy to feed birds, relish
sunsets, and wade in tides of memory.
“I have had to learn the simplest things
last, which made for difficulties,” the poet
Charles Olson wrote.
Driving past corn and soybean fields in
the Northern Neck of Virginia, I like to sing
“My Way” with the soulful, foot-stomping,
Spanish-singing Gipsy Kings. Regrets,
I’ve had a few. One is that my father read
only one of my books, a short work used in
literacy programs in which I fictionalized
my great-great grandfather’s 1849 Gold
Rush letters. Father pointed out that I had
mistaken Cape Hope for Cape Horn. That
was it. He wasn’t a man to heap praise on
me, which means I feel no need for drivers
to stop and thank me for removing the
trash from Crosshills. I do this because it’s
Sisyphean: climbing in order to descend,
then climbing again, struggling to be just a
bit kinder and wiser.
All is still this Sunday morning, as I
listen to Gregorian Chants and look at the

marshlands of Mill Creek. The last piece I
wrote for money was on a Peruvian potter.
The artist loved it, as did I, until the editor
left her irksome changes on every page.
“Forget the commercial world,” a writerfriend recently told me. “Write to make
discoveries.”
Hearing her words, I asked myself:
What are the fragments for if not to be
rejoined? So here I sit, an archeologist of
the spirit, digging into the past, fingers in
a remembered desert, trying to reshape an
urn, studying rediscovered pieces to see
how they fit together. How very different
from finding tiny liquor bottles in brown
paper sacks, or the remains of fast food,
right down to the salt and catsup: Modern
trash, not ancient earthen vessels. Yet to
discover who you are, what formed you,
what shape fragments have given to life:
This is what I seek as I traverse the miles
on Crosshills, between signs that say, In
Memory of Robert T. Wilson. pl

Echoes in
Ferryland
by Nancy
Hubbard Clark
is one woman’s
account of
growing up on
the Northern
Neck of Virginia
in the 1930s
and 40s,
when “born-heres” got around by
steamboat, young people hung out
at the soda shop, and innocence
reigned true. Readers are sure to feel
nostalgia at Clark's treasure chest of
vivid memories.

To Order:
Visit www.belleislebooks.com
or call 804.644.3090.
Also available on amazon.com
and bn.com. $15.95 plus s/h.
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Stepping Out ‘n’ Tripping Around
By Nancy Hubbard Clark
The following is an excerpt from Echoes in Ferryland: A Remembrance of
Virginia’s Northern Neck by Nancy Hubbard Clark (Belle Isle Books, 2012).

I

n the thirties, when I was very young, an exciting summer
event was the arrival of Adams Floating Theatre. It was a
special treat to step on board and see live actors on stage
in a theatre that was on a BOAT! It always docked at the
Irvington wharf—next to the ferryboat, which, at that time,
operated from the landing at the foot of the hill, below Irvington
Beach Hotel.
Getting a box of Cracker Jacks at the floating theatre was very
important to my little girlfriends and me. We seemed compelled
to compare the prizes that we got in our boxes. I don’t remember
what the tiny prizes were, but they served to promote a lot of
review and discussion among us over who had gotten the best
prize in our box. Cracker Jacks were new treats for us—and they
first came to us on the floating theatre.
In the thirties, late forties and early fifties, another big summer
event was the Irvington Fourth of July celebration. People came
from all over the Northern Neck for the full day of festivities.
There were baseball games galore with teams representing towns
from the lower end of the Neck. The powerboat races were the
biggest attraction.
Boats of several classes participated: workboats, yachts,
and speedboats. There were no sailboats in these races, which
took place on Carter’s Creek, and the races were very noisy and
competitive. They were exciting events. Large crowds stood on
private piers along the creek and on the dock at the Rappahannock
River Yacht Club to get a full view of the action. Loud cheers
could be heard with enthusiastic talk among the onlookers as they
discussed the outcome of each race.
My family and friends always stood on the Yacht Club dock
to view the spectacle. We watched as the speedboats raced by—
bobbing and spouting their fountain sprays of water with noise
that was deafening to our ears. The drone and din of the loud
motors was coupled with the noxious odor of gasoline fumes
and heavy drifts of smoky air. As the little boats raced round
and round, their motors seemed to imitate the annoying buzz of
large ornery mosquitoes zooming around our ears. We anxiously
watched the drivers as they fiercely held onto the steering wheels
of their tiny boats. We feared that one of the drivers might pop

up and be flung overboard by the force of hitting another boat’s
wake in the water. The racers were flipping high in their seats and
appeared to be much like horseback riders jumping high fence
rails. We thought that the speedboat races were the best. They
created more excitement for everyone. The workboat or yacht
races had more appeal for people who knew participants in those
classes.
The sprawling little town had only a few streets that spread
out in lengthy directions of east and west. Crowds milled about
throughout each end of town during the day, attending different
events. Hot dogs and soft drinks were sold at intermittent spots
along the way. It was a day to see everyone you knew and
definitely plenty of people that you didn’t know.
In the late afternoon a beauty pageant was held and “Miss
Rappahannock” was chosen by a judging committee. The
candidates were young girls who represented their towns on the
river.
Miss Rappahannock and her court of attendants rode on a large
buy-boat that was decorated for the occasion. It motored from
a branch of Carter’s Creek to the same pier where the floating
theatre had docked—near the old ferry dock at the east end of
town. The coronation was held there. Little girls serving as flower
girls were also aboard with the queen’s court. They were chosen
by the celebration committee. Once I was one of the flower girls
and remember how beautiful I thought Miss Rappahannock
looked. I’m sure that she was Madeline Fisher, from Ocran,
who was known locally for her beauty. The queen and her court
attendants wore full-length, pastel-colored organdy dresses and
carried large arm bouquets of garden flowers. The flower girls all
wore dresses similar to the attendants and carried small baskets of
flowers. Senator R. O. Norris usually did the honors of crowning
all queens at area events. He was a colorful and eloquent speaker,
so he probably made the coronation address that year when I
was a flower girl. I was about five years old, so remember very
little about speech making. But I do remember the things that
impressed me: clothes, colors, flowers, and beauty—as well as
the boat ride filled with pageantry. pl
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Auction or Estate Sale?
Here are some tips. . .

By Scott Duprey

A

prospective client called me last fall to place his parents'
estate at auction. He had come from Florida and was
here for the sole purpose of liquidating their real and
personal property. After taking an inventory of the estate and
finding significant value, I suggested that he would be better
served with an estate sale first, before offering the property at
auction.
A three-day estate sale on-site allows the property to be
displayed in an optimum setting. The dining set, for instance,
displayed in the dining room with its colors and accents no
doubt will bring out the beauty of the furniture. Their vintage
dark mahogany desk and leather furniture will also appear in an
optimum setting with hardwood floors in the study. In this case, an
on-site estate sale was far more profitable than selling at auction.
Depending on the size and value of the property, an
estate sale can be a wise decision before considering going to
auction. Unlike an auction that demands buyers to participate in
competitive bidding, an estate sale offers buyers a less stressful
venue, one where buyers can browse and make an offer at their
leisure.
So, what about the items that do not sell, even after the third
day of the sale with all items going for 50% off? The next step
is the auction.
The dynamics of an auction are more complex than that of
an estate sale. The auction contract specifies what, if any, of the
items will be placed on "reserve." An item placed on reserve may
not be sold for less than what the seller is asking. An item not
on reserve will be auctioned "absolute"—that is, to the highest
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bidder.
Recently, a client consigned a number of items to be
auctioned, including a vintage rocking chair. With the audience
that I was expecting, I thought the chair could bring as much as
$150 at auction. Despite my suggestion to my client to place the
chair on reserve, he chose not to. The rocking chair sold to the
highest bidder for $50, much to my dismay and my client’s.
Similar to the estate sale, the auctioneer is responsible for
ensuring that the property is vigorously marketed and targeted in
a way that will help ensure maximum exposure to the public. The
client should be fully aware and agree to the marketing plan, as
well as the terms.
The Virginia Auctioneers Association (VAA) Contract for
Auction of Personal Property calls for the client to cover marketing
costs, which can get expensive with newspaper, radio, magazine,
and online expenditures for advertising. The seller depends on
the auctioneer to successfully target a specific audience, which
is imperative when collectibles such as dolls, coins, and firearms
are involved.
A recent client was interested in auctioning off her collection
of over twenty vintage and antique dolls. We were able to research
and appraise most of them with a catalog and markings on the
back of the dolls' necks. They would have brought a tidy sum at
auction, but in the isolated Northern Neck? I doubt it. I advised
my client to sell her dolls on eBay or another online site that deals
exclusively with dolls, then consider an auction, and only then, to
hold it in Richmond or Fredericksburg.
One of the most important parts of the auction contract
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specifies the auctioneer's commission,
which can range from 10% to 30% percent,
depending on the total value of the personal
property. In my view, the percentage of the
commission should decrease as the estate's
value increases.
Whether or not a buyer's premium will
be imposed at the auction is also stipulated
in the auction contract. A buyer's premium
puts a set amount added to the price of
every lot or item sold. Buyer's premiums
are not crowd pleasers, nor are they that
effective in my judgment. A buyer's
premium merely lowers bidders' bidding
power. For example, if I intend to bid on
an item and have set a $100 limit, a 10%
buyer's premium only forces me to bid no
higher than $90.
The auction contract has several other
important provisions of which the seller
should be fully aware. If you would like to
see a sample VAA auction contract, e-mail
me at eagles20091992@live.com with
your name and address, and I'll be glad to
send you one. pl

It went for WHAT!?
Evander Holyfield's World Boxing Council Cruiserweight World
Champion belt had a "knockout" price of $28,125 at auction. His red
Everlast boxing gloves commanded $35,200.
A 1967 Fender Jazzmaster guitar owned by Don Wilson of the Ventures
"Wiped out" at auction to the tune of $75,000.
A U.S. dollar signed by the Beatles sold at auction for $16,640, but
"Money Can't Buy Me Love."
A collection of tobacco cigarette baseball cards that included Ty Cobb
and Cy Young sold for $10,600.
A white jade vessel from the Chinese Han Dynasty sold at auction for
$690,000.
A 1976 Hot Wheels' die-cast Wonder Bread delivery truck brought $4,500
in dough.

ELBA

Estate Sales and Auctions
Offering personal and professional inventory, appraisal,
marketing, and auctioning of deceased and living estates.
Built in 1690 by Vincent Cox

REAL ESTATE & REAL PROPERTY
PERSONAL PROPERTY
BANKRUPTCY
LIQUIDATION
CONSIGNMENT

CATTLE, HORSE, FARM EQUIPMENT
ANTIQUES
COLLECTIBLES
FIREARMS
TRUCKS & AUTOMOBILES

CONSTRUCTION/COMMERCIAL
FINE JEWELRY
CHARITY
GOVERNMENT SURPLUS

CALL TODAY FOR PERSONAL AND PROFESSIONAL SERVICE!
SCOTT F. DUPREY
VAA #2907004060
AUCTIONZIP.COM ID #31390
EAGLES20091992@LIVE.COM
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AUCTIONS ARE A PROVEN MARKET FOR THE FASTEST,
EASIEST, AND MOST EFFECTIVE WAY
TO ASSET LIQUIDITY.

ELBA AUCTIONS
6862 SANDY PT. RD., HAGUE, VA 22469
(H) 804.472.4199 (C) 804.313.7217
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HISTORY

Sunderland
Story and Photos by Dan Gill, Ethno-Gastronomist

O

ur farm lies on the south side of LaGrange Creek on
the Rappahannock River not far from Urbanna. The
creek was not always known as LaGrange. Before
the land on each side was claimed by English settlers,
the creek was known as Sunderland. No one knows for sure why
the creek was named Sunderland, but here are four plausible
explanations:
1) T
 he literal meaning of the word is to sunder, separate or
divide land. The entrance to the creek is defined by two
opposing points of land sundered by water.
2) T
 hough not likely, some of the explorers may have been
from the northeast coast of England and familiar with the
township of Sunderland with a similar harbor entrance.
3) Frequently,

places were named after the person who
discovered or mapped them, but I have found no
references to a settler named Sunderland in any of the
records.
4) S
 ince the creek was probably named by Royalists during
the late 1640s, it was most likely named after Henry
Spencer, the first Earl of Sunderland. Young Henry was
the wealthy and influential 3rd Baron Spencer who was
elevated to Earldom by Charles I in June of 1643 for
his contributions as the King’s negotiator and financial
supporter. Tragically, he was killed only three months
later, in his 23rd year, at the indecisive battle of Newbury.
Henry was succeeded in title by his two-year old son,
Robert. From Robert, the Spencer line led to Sir Winton
Churchill, Lady Diana, George Washington, George
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Bush, and many other leaders and notables on both sides
of the Atlantic.

Settlement
Settlement started and land patents were issued on the
peninsula of land lying between the Rappahannock and the
Piankatank Rivers, now known as Middlesex County, as
early as 1642. Two years later, the ancient and feeble Chief
Opechancanough, successor to Powhatan, orchestrated his
second concerted attack designed to drive the English from these
shores. Surviving settlers north of the York River were ordered to
abandon their holdings and “repair speedily” to the south. Chief
Opechancanough was subsequently captured and then killed by a
guard in Jamestown. The ensuing treaty designating the peninsula
as Indian hunting grounds delayed the inevitable settlement until
1649. During this interim period, cattle were grazed, the land
was explored, and geographic features and places were named in
anticipation. Most of this exploration was conducted by a closely
associated group of planters living in York County. They were all
in cahoots and privy to the information that the peninsula would
soon be open for settlement in spite of the treaty, and they wanted
to claim the best lands for themselves. They were wealthy,
aristocratic second (or subsequent) sons of wealthy, aristocratic
English families. All were Royalists. Some had fought for the
King and were known as Cavaliers. They were all connected
socially; they served together in the House of Burgesses or the
Royal Council and three were married to Eltonhead sisters. They
were all adventurers eager to risk their lives and fortunes to
establish new dynasties and add to their personal prestige and
family wealth. All would have been familiar with the fate of the
young Earl of Sunderland and were in a position to name the
creek in his honor.
As soon as settlement was permitted, these and other
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adventurers filed their claims: Ralph Wormeley, married to
Agatha Eltonhead, claimed the land on each side of Nimcock
Creek, later to become Urbanna Creek, and named his extensive
holdings “Rosegill” after the family manor house in England;
Capt. William Brocas, married to Eleanor Eltonhead, settled
land adjacent to Rosegill; and Rowland Burnham, married to
Alice Eltonhead, patented land on both sides of Sunderland
Creek. Soon the creek was known and recorded as Burnham’s or
“Sunderland alias Burnham’s” Creek.
[Richard and Ann Eltonhead were married
in 1607 and lived in Prescot, England just east of
Liverpoole. They were blessed with four sons and ten
daughters. The youngest, Alice, was born in 1630. The
Eltonhead family owed a debt of service to the royalist
Earl of Derby: a knight’s service and two gauntlets.
Despite the gallant efforts of Henry Corbin and other
Cavaliers, King Charles I was beheaded, Cromwell
took power and the Eltonheads lost their wealth and
prestige. Consequently, the sisters faced the unhappy
circumstance of approaching womanhood without
sufficient dowry to secure satisfactory unions in British
society. Fortunately, brother William had already settled
in Maryland as an agent for Lord Baltimore, and was
able to secure husbands for the five younger sisters in
Maryland and Virginia. In settling new lands, dowries
were not deemed as important as good breeding and
good breeders.]

Married Often and Well
Life was uncertain in the colonies at that time and all
three Eltonhead sisters were soon to be widows. With inherited
property and the proper relationships, they married three of
the most prominent men in Virginia and literally mothered the
Virginia aristocracy.
Burnham died in 1651 and his “relict,” Alice, married Henry
Corbin, a Cavalier of Norman descent, who sought refuge in
the Colonies. Henry entered Maryland and then settled on the
South side of the Potomac. He married Alice in 1656, moved
to her holdings on "Sunderland alias Burnham’s” Creek and
built Buckingham – reputed to be the finest mansion of its time
in Virginia. They had three sons and five daughters, including
Laetitia, great-great-grandmother to Robert E. Lee. Alice’s
sisters also did well: Eleanor Brocas married John Carter of
Corrotoman, forming the "King Carter dynasty" and Agatha
Wormeley married Sir Henry Chicheley, Deputy Governor of
the colony. Through their descendants, Eltonhead genes spread
amongst the gentry of tidal Virginia and then westward across the
nation as the frontier expanded. Practically anyone who claims
Virginia blue blood will find an Eltonhead or two lurking in their
family tree.

The Upper Chapel of Ease
Overland travel was difficult and dangerous during the
early colonial period. Colonists were required by law to carry
guns to church to fend off marauding Indians. Where our
paved roads are now, ancient trails cut through woods, farms
and Indian fields, skirting the headwaters of the creeks that cut
deeply into the backbone of the county. Sunderland Creek was a
major impediment as it was wide, deep and extended far into the
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peninsula. When Christchurch was established on land belonging
to Wormeley, it was a major ordeal for settlers at the upper end
of the parish to cross the creeks to get to the "Mother Church"in
the center of the county. "Chapels of Ease" were ordered built,
but a dispute arose between plantation owners as to which side of
Sunderland Creek should benefit from the location of the “Upper
Chapel." Plantation owners from both sides met at Buckingham,
could not reach agreement and ultimately drew lots to determine
where the Chapel of Ease would be built. The lot fell to the North
side. Mr. Corbin provided land at Buckingham, near Waterview.
To even things out, each major landowner on the north side of the
creek was required to crop the ear of a heifer calf for identification,
and maintain her for one year. Then the heifer and any increase
was given to the church to help offset the cost of construction.

LaGrange
After Henry married Alice and assumed her inheritance, the
creek became known as “Mr. Corbin’s Creek”. Henry died in an
Indian uprising in the 1680s. Indians also raided the funeral party
and carried off forty persons. Henry’s brother assumed his share
of the estate and sold the land lying on the south side of the creek,
then known as LaGrange Plantation, to the Robinsons of Hewick.
Because LaGrange Plantation had its own tobacco rolling road and
natural landings for shipping, it became a destination and the creek
became known as LaGrange. The name Sunderland lay dormant
and unused for over 350 years until I rediscovered it while doing
patent research and resurrected it. Our house overlooking the creek
is named Sunderland and the road leading to it is Sunderland
Creek Road. pl

Something Different
Country Store and Deli
3617 Old Virginia Street

Home of THE Virginia sandwich

Smoked Turkey & Country Ham Salad
BBQ, Ribs, Smoked Meats, & Salmon
Freshly Roasted Coffees & Peanuts
Homemade Sides & Desserts
Deli Sandwiches - to order
Fine Wines & Cheeses
Homemade Ice Cream
Parties & Platters
Between Urbanna and Remlik

Rt. 602 & 603 in Downtown Pinetree

Winter Hours:
Wed – Sat
10 am – 6 pm
Sun
8 am – 3 pm

Closed:
Mon. & Tues.
Righteous Ribs &
Bodacious Butts!
Call in orders 758-8000
www.pine3.info • sdcsdeli@yahoo.com

"Keep up with us on Facebook"
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FEATURE

On Victoria Island
By Dennis Sifton

Dennis Sifton is a Canadian trained doctor who has been living and working in Williamsburg
for the past fifteen years. He has had a life long interest in the Arctic and this journal documents
his third trip to the far north to work with the Inuit people. This is his second time in Cambridge
Bay. His first trip was to Baffin Island, where he served mostly doing emergency work. He lived in
the town of Iqaluit, located at about 65 degrees north latitude and did outings to Igloolik on the
northern end of Hudson's Bay, as well as at Pond Inlet, which he describes as the most beautiful
place in the world. It is located at 70 degrees north latitude.

January 2, 2013
The pitch of the engines changes as we get to Victoria Island,
the massive island that is home to Cambridge Bay. The outline of
the island comes into sight and then we are low over the western
arm of the bay. The dusky light shows us the village to the right
and the familiar outline of the NORAD station closer to the runway
running down a ridge. We set down on the scarified ice and grit
runway and skid to a stop at the tiny terminal. Upon debarking, we
are greeted by a cold west wind carrying minus 32 degree Celsius
temperatures. (minus 40 Celsius is minus 40 Fahrenheit). Even
though I am well dressed there is no time to dally. The familiar
stuffed musk ox flanks the terminal door to the left. My glasses
are immediately clouded with frozen water vapour. We are greeted
by some of the nurses from the health centre. I am relieved that
my bags arrive as I hadn't seen them since Toronto. Quickly, we
load everything in the back of the clinic pickup truck left running
outside the terminal. One cannot turn off the engine of a vehicle
even for short periods and hope that it will start again unless the
engine heater and battery heater are plugged in. Even though the
truck is running and the air intake through the grill is blocked,
only enough heat is generated by the engine to keep the windshield
partially clear but not enough to heat the truck interior. Leaving the
airport, we drive down the hill on an icy road with vast reaches of
tundra to the left and the frozen bay to the right.
A final curve in the road brings us into the hamlet and its lowslung buildings. The small houses are shrouded in wind-driven
snow that obscures the bright colours visible in summertime
photos. The wind even coats snow on the window glass. Clouds of
water vapour from the chimneys is blown by the wind horizontally
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to the east. We pass the Arctic College on the left that is built to
resemble an igloo and then the Coop store that sells everything
from bananas to rifles and furs. We pass the hockey arena and
community centre before turning left at the RCMP station. Wind
whips the colourful flags high on poles at the health centre. On
the right is "The Doctor's House," which will be my home for the
next few weeks.
I am immediately handed a local cell phone as I am the only
doctor in the region with five communities to serve. My typing
ability is poor and gets worse as evening sets in.
January 2, 2013
As my dad would say, it was colder than billio*, as I left the
clinic tonight. Fortunately, it is only 50 yards to my house from
the door of the clinic. The powerful northwest wind drives the
loose snow along the ground and also blows the cold through
the too light clothing that I am wearing. The wind is blowing
from behind me thus saving my face from the worst of it. My
eyelids are starting to stick together as I fumble with my key. The
airport is reporting temperatures of minus 37F with a 25 mph
wind, creating a wind chill of minus 62.
Cambridge Bay is huddled against the cold on the southeast
coast of Victoria Island on the northern edge of what is called the
Northwest Passage. The island is separated from the mainland by
portions of the Arctic Sea—Dolphin and Union Strait, Coronation
Gulf, Dease Strait and Queen Maud Gulf from west to east.
Cambridge Bay is at 69 degrees north latitude about 200 miles
north of the Arctic Circle. The island is almost entirely unknown
by most Canadians but it is our biggest island at four times the
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size of Vancouver Island and twice the size of Newfoundland.
It is the world's eighth largest island covering a massive area of
the arctic archipelago at 85,000 square miles. Three quarters of
the island lies within the territory of Nunavut, and the northwest
quarter is governed by the Northwest Territories. Besides
Cambridge Bay, there is one other small community in the NWT
portion called Ulukhaktok or Homan. Previously there was
a small town called Fort Collinson, which was a Hudson's Bay
trading post for arctic furs. This has long since been abandoned.
The island is basically divided into three geographic areas.
The southern portion is low rolling tundra and then a low vast
valley, some of it only 100 feet above sea level transitioning
into the northwest mountainous terrain. It is rumoured to have
incredible resources. Vast copper deposits are located here and
archeologically it is known to be home to the 'Copper Eskimos,'
who are extinct and who somehow used this metal to make tools.
I must go. My book on Thomas Jefferson calls and sleep is
not far off.
Quvianaq Ukivaq Nutoaq Tiingmivuq
(Happy New Year in the Inuktitut language)
*Joseph Billio was a Methodist preacher in England in the
1690s, who filled his church to capacity every Sunday with his
impassioned sermons thus evoking the expression of comparing
anything else to billio, now spelled billy-o.
January 4, 2013
The Inuit people first appeared on the north slope of what
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is now Alaska about 15,000 years ago. It is believed that they
crossed the Bering Sea on an ice bridge. Over the next 4,000 years,
they spread across the northern reaches of the Arctic all the way
to present day Greenland. They were not the first residents of this
area. They were preceded by what are called the Paleo-Eskimos,
who were here as a result of much earlier similar migrations. The
people who were in this area were, sequentially, the pre-Dorsets
and the Dorsets. Little is known of the pre-Dorsets, but they are the
subject of study. There is an oral and archeological history of the
Dorset Eskimos. They were larger in stature than the Inuit but were
described as timid and became extinct for reasons that are not quite
clear. They may have been attacked and killed by the Inuit. Some
researchers believe that cannibalism was involved. Parenthetically,
there were other races in the Arctic. The Beothuks were hunters in
the Eastern Arctic and came as far south as Labrador. The last of the
Beothuks lived into the 19th century. It is unknown if any of their
DNA persists.
The Inuit people, in their earlier state, were of dark skin, short
stature and oriental facies. It is unlikely that any of current day Inuit
is of pure bloodlines. They are still short with olive skin and have
the slightly oriental facial appearance, reminiscent one of what we
popularly think of as Mongolians. They were a largely Stone Age
people, nomadic hunters, travelled in family groups, and had no
tribal organization. They were guided by the wisdom of the elder
members of their families and friendly with their neighbours. The
young people brought new genetics to the family by taking mates
from neighbouring families. Several families would gather annually
at sites of traditional good hunting or fishing. They would celebrate
with feasts marked by drumming and chanting songs. Traditional
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dances, especially the drum dances, persist
to this day. This lifestyle continued well
into the 19th century.
With the intermittent presence of the
explorers such as Franklin, and later in
the 18th century, the summer presence
of whaling ships from America and
Europe, their traditional life style began
to change. Historically, their survival and
prosperity depended soley on weather and
the availability of food. People from the

ADVERTISERS' DIRECTORY

PL

SINCE 1989

Page #
IBC		
4, 5, 15, 20, IFC,IBC
17		
15		
23		
28		
5		
15		
17		
28		
25		
19		
15		
OBC		
2		
9		
13		

Advertiser
Booth and Son, Inc.
Brandylane Publishers
Comfort Inn
Divin' off the Dock
ELBA Auctions
Flowering Fields B&B
Friend, Jeff DDS
Office Supply of Gloucester
Rappahannock Hang-ups
Rappahannock Record
Something Different CSD
Tidewater Physicians
Urbanna Family Practice
V for Women
Walden’s Construction
West Point Public Schools
Williamsburg Film Festival

south were mostly well greeted, but visitors
presented the Inuit with new challenges
such as small pox, diphtheria, measles,
syphilis and the like to which they had
no resistance. These diseases wiped out a
large portion of the population who were
exposed. The Inuit also gleaned some iron
from the visitors that they fashioned into
tools, replacing their usual stone and bone
implements. These semi-circular knives are
still the staple tool in their food preparation
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Our thanks to Dennis for sharing his
experience and photos, and to David
Eberly for making us aware of this story.
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and are called ooloo.
I will try to follow the history of the
people to the present day when my energy
to type returns.

Flowering Fields Bed & Breakfast
"Where Southern Hospitality Begins"

Breakfast includes famous Crabcakes
Near Irvington, Kilmarnock & White Stone
232 Flowering Field - White Stone, VA 22578
RESERVATIONS: (804) 435-6238
floweringfieldsbandb@gmail.com
www.floweringfieldsbandb.com
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NEW FROM BRANDYLANE

Strawberry
Wine

Richmond's Unhealed History
by Rev. Benjamin P. Campbell

Lee Adams

I

n a detailed look at the history of Richmond,
Benjamin Campbell examines the contradictions
and crises that have formed the city over more than
four centuries. Campbell argues that the community
of metropolitan Richmond is engaged in a decisive
spiritual battle in the coming decade. He believes the
city, more than any in the nation, has the potential
for an unprecedented and historic achievement. Its
citizens can redeem and fulfill the ideals of their
ancestors, proving to the world that race and class can
be conquered by the deliberate and prayerful intention
of honest and dedicated citizens.

Paperback, $15.95. Available from
brandylanepublishers.com, amazon.com,
bn.com and fine booksellers.

en years have passed since Tanya
Smith’s last summer at Laurel
Lake—the summer of Marie. Today Tanya
is a confident, successful music promoter—a
far cry from the naïve seventeen-year-old who
showed up at the lake full of rosy notions of
first love, lifelong friendships, and evenings
spent sipping strawberry wine on the shore.
That September changed everything, and as
far as Tanya is concerned, there’s no going
back. That is, until a mysterious phone call
from Marie’s lawyer brings Tanya face to
face with the past. Suddenly she finds herself
returning to Laurel Lake and to everything
she left behind there.

About the Author
A native of Arlington, Virginia, the Rev. Benjamin
P. Campbell studied political science and political
economy at Williams College in Massachusetts, and
studied theology as a Rhodes Scholar at the Queen’s
College in Oxford. He received a Master’s in Divinity
and an honorary Doctorate in Divinity from the
Virginia Theological Seminary in Alexandria. He has
ministered to three Episcopal churches, and served as
Communications Director and subsequently Program
Director of the Episcopal Diocese of Virginia. In
1987, he became Pastoral Director of Richmond Hill,
an ecumenical Christian community and retreat center
on Church Hill in Richmond.

To Order
Order direct from the publisher at www.belleislebooks.
com; 804.644.3090 or write 5 South First Street,
Richmond, Virginia 23219. Also available at amazon.
com and bn.com. $15.95 plus shipping/handling.
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Our services include:

Home Decorating Consultation
Furniture for any Decor
Floor Coverings
Window Treatments
Bedding
Home Accessories
Pool and Patio

;

Main St.
Kilmarnock, Virginia
(804) 435-1329
Toll Free
800-543-8894
Monday- Saturday
9:00 a.m.-5:00 p.m.
www.wfbooth.com
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