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What Happened to 
the Tooth Fairy?

By Gram Gardner 
Illustrated by Nancy Cecere LeBlanc

Oliver is excited to lose his big front tooth. It means a 
visit from the tooth fairy! But when Oliver wakes up, 

he discovers something awful: the tooth fairy never came!  
What could have happened to her? How could she forget 
to visit? 

To solve the mystery, Oliver comes up with a plan: 
he’ll build a fairy trap and ask the tooth fairy herself!
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EDITOR’S JOURNAL

Forty-Year-Old Winter

Publisher

Watching the snow fall across the street light reminds me of a winter now 
forty years old.   Sitting here, I can see it as clearly as I see this snow 
outside my window, and I can feel it, too, as if that winter has written a 

kind of history in my bones as a reminder.    
In the mid-1970s, my former wife and I moved from Richmond and took up 

residence about a mile southwest of the Mattaponi River, outside a little village 
called Aylett, in King William County, Virginia. The house was called the miller’s 
house, and it stood just up the hill from an empty 19th century mill that had been 
burned during the Civil War, then rebuilt. Behind us was the hourglass millpond 
that curved towards the river, and in front of us to the mill. The house was a shell, 
open underneath, with windows thin as glass, and no insulation or protection from 
the ice crackling on the tin roof except the two Fisher woodstoves that we stoked 
night and day. 

We were young, adventurous and prided ourselves on our newfound back-to-
the-earth philosophy, where the goal was to simplify, reject tradition, toss the electric 
can opener and any objects that suggested conformity or middle-class comfort. We 
had abandoned the city for the purer rural life, and we were determined to prove 
to the world that we could survive whatever nature and reality threw at us.

Outside, reality began accumulating amazingly fast.  The snow fell, ice gathered 
heavy on the trees, and the wind blew for three days.  We parked the car at the head 
of the lane and hunkered down for what would be one of the worse snow and ice 
storms Virginia had seen in decades.  One of those mornings, ice had accumulated 
on the inside of the windows, and there was a sheet of ice in the bathtub.  The stove 
in the adjacent room had gone cold during the night. 

Like today, the morning after the storm that year—1976—was pristine and 
clear.  There’s something about a winter storm that purifies and cleans the earth 
and makes it new.  Walking on freshly fallen snow and hearing the crust under your 
feet, you know that all is right with nature. pl  

READERS WRITE

We want to tell your stories—about life in the country, small towns and villages.  
Tell us why you came to live in Virginia's River Country. . .or why you never left.  

Email us at editor@pleasantlivingmagazine.com, or mail your story to PL READERS WRITE, 5 S. 1st St., 
Richmond, Virginia 23219.  
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John Ellis is a retired attorney who lives near Kilmarnock. Many years behind 
a desk separate his early sailing days in Hawaii from his return to the water on 
Chesapeake Bay.

Dan Gill owns and operates Something Different Country Store and Deli in 
downtown Urbanna, Virginia. In addition to being a master of barbeque, he’s a 
writer and food historian.

Pirkko Graves is a retired psychoanalyst and Johns Hopkins researcher.  Born 
in Finland, she earned her Ph.D. at the University of Michigan.  Before settling 
in White Stone, she and her husband lived in India and Nepal; and as a student, 
Graves lived in France.

Anne Hutchings left a teaching career and her native South Africa in 2000 to 
cruise with her husband Jonathan on their 35-ft sailboat.  They sailed into the 
Southern Chesapeake Bay in 2004, fell in love and in 2005 opened Annapolis 
Yacht Sales South in Deltaville.

David L. Justis, M.D., an avid photographer and emergency physician at 
Riverside Walter Reed Hospital, has written articles for various medical 
journals, Time, QST and World Radio and the Minnesota Department of Natural 
Resources.  He lives in Wicomico, Virginia.

Bryant Lampkin is a recent and proud graduate of The College of William 
and Mary where he majored in English. He was born and raised on Virginia’s 
Northern Neck in Lancaster County.

Alyssa Pruett is assistant to the editor at PL. She is currently a student at 
Virginia Commonwealth University.

Steve Scala has spent his entire life in Southern Maryland and the Northern 
Neck, where his family roots go back to the 1600s.  Along with his family, 
Steve spends much of his time on the waters, and in the fields and woods of 
the lower Northern Neck.  

Reservations: 
804.695.1900

www.comfortinn.com/hotel/va315

6639 Forest Hill Avenue, 
Gloucester, VA 23061
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F E A T U R E

The unique and natural beauty of the River Country 
draws visitors and travelers from across the country, 
and this is one of the main reasons why many folks 
decide to call it home. So it’s no wonder that the 

Rappahannock River Waterfowl Show continues to be one of the 
most frequented annual attractions, now celebrating its 35th year!

According to director Pat Bruce, it began at the Windmill 
Point Yacht Club on March 1st, 1980, when Pat’s husband William 
(a local decoy carver) was contacted by the club’s manager at the 
time, Phil Cross. William was a regular participant at previous 
shows in the mid-Atlantic region and was asked by Cross to help 
him with the first show. That year, thirty-five exhibitors made it 
to Windmill Point despite a whopping fourteen inches of snow! 
With such a large turn out and positive feedback from both 
exhibitors and patrons, plans were in place to make it an annual 
event, but to move it a couple weeks later in March.

In January of 1981, the Yacht Club moved out of Windmill 

Art of the River
The Rappahannock River Waterfowl Show Celebrates 35 Years

Point and was unable to host the show. At that time, William was 
a member of the White Stone Volunteer Fire Department, and the 
fire department was asked to use their facility as the display area. 
It has taken place at the White Stone Volunteer Fire Department 
ever since, with Pat handling the majority of the details, while 
William oversees the contest.

Beginning with thirty-five exhibitors that first year and 
peaking at ninety-three several years ago, the show now has just 
over eighty! This growth expanded the displays and exhibits from 
the firehouse into the former White Stone school building until 
2004, when the school building was sold. A large tent attached to 
the fire department now houses many of the displays.

How does one become a participant in the Rappahannock 
Waterfowl Show?  It is in fact a juried show, meaning that 
exhibitors must first submit photos of their work along with a 
biography. Following their submission, a selection committee 
chooses new exhibitors based upon the quality of the work, as well 

By Alyssa Pruett; Photos courtesy of Pat Bruce

Tim Kuca of Fredericksburg, VA is one of several carvers who work on their birds during the show. Visitors always 
enjoy watching the exhibitors work, and the artists enjoy answering questions about their carving or painting.
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as whether or not their art will enhance the 
show. Artists, carvers, and photographers 
who create waterfowl art are obviously the 
most sought-after, and nautical and wild 
game themed work is also considered. 

Pat says there are six faithful exhibitors 
this year who attended the first show: Art 
LaMay, Ned Ewell, William Bruce, Bill 
Bolin, Lewis Shelton, and Dick Cook. 
LaMay lived in Great Falls, Virginia when 
the show first began, but now lives in Palm 
Coast, Florida. This is his thirty-second 
year. Ewell of Cockeysville, Maryland 
is here for the twenty-ninth year, Bolin 
of Midlothian, Virginia is on his thirty-
fourth year, Shelton of White Stone is on 
his twenty-first year, Cook of Topping, 
Virginia is on his twenty-fourth year, 
and Wayne Baker of Richmond is on his 

thirty-fourth year. And celebrating their 
thirty-second year with the show include 
Diane Jackson of Montross, Jane Dashiell 
of Suffolk, Jane Partin of Petersburg and 
Mathews, and Curtis and Wayne Waterfield 
of Virginia Beach. (And William Bruce, 
the only thirty-five-year participant!) Well 
worth mentioning as well is Bea Berle, 
former resident of Duck, North Carolina, 
now of Faber, Virginia, who is the oldest 
exhibitor at ninety-one years of age, and on 
her thirty-third  year!

Not only do the artists themselves come 
from near and far, with exhibitors from 
ten states this year ranging from Vermont 
to Florida, but patrons also come from as 
many as ten to twelve states, including from 
the Midwest. For such a small show, the 
attendance is high.  “I think the reason we 

draw a broad group of visitors is that they 
like the charm of coming to this area. We 
know we have many who attend this show 
because some of the really large shows are 
just too big, and we have some of the same 
artists (like Art LaMay, David Turner and 
Chuck Robertson) and are easier to actually 
see and talk to.” 

As far as sales go, prints tend to be 
the biggest sellers. However, original 
paintings, framed and unframed prints, 
decorative carvings, working decoys, 
folk art carvings, photography, bronze 
sculpture, jewelry, and carving supplies are 
among other media and handicrafts that are 
available for purchase.

Sponsored by the Rappahannock 
Decoy Carvers & Collectors Guild, the 
IWCA Canvas Decoy Championship & 

. . .with exhibitors from ten states this year, 
ranging from Vermont to Florida. . .

David Turner (r), of Onley, VA, is a bronze sculptor of Turner Sculpture on the Eastern Shore.
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Buoy Decoy Contest takes place at the 
White Stone Women’s Club (the building 
next to the firehouse). Judging includes 
Grand Champion Award, Youth Class 
for sixteen and under, Best in Show 
in each category, and the World Buoy 
Body Decoy Contest. The categories are 
Buoy Body Decoys, Style, and Gunning 
Shorebirds. The Bench Class categories 
include Waterfowl, Songbirds, Fish, 
Natural Fish, Miniatures, Others, Antiques 
(contemporary), and Foam.  Each year, 
color prints are given away from an 
original painting by that year’s Artist of the 
Year. This particular show is the only show 
that gives a color print to all attendees! 
John Obolewicz of Powhatan is Artist of 
the Year, and his painting features a pair 
of decoys. Since 1984, the originals of all 
of the “show prints,” as they are called, 
are available for sale. A Preview Night 
takes place the Friday evening before the 
show begins and always requires advance 
reservations. Wine, beer and heavy hors 
d’oeuvres are served, as well as admission 
for the weekend and a cash bar. 

Two door prizes are given away every 
year; one at Preview Night (a hand-carved 
decorative Gadwall decoy by William 
Bruce) and one on the weekend (an original 
painting by Timothy Leary of Dumfries, 
Virginia). Also, The Virginia Waterfowler’s 
Association and the Holiday Lake 4-H 
Center plan on having demonstrations and 
fun hands-on activities for children during 
the show! Both Saturday and Sunday 

there will be food and beverages available 
for sale, including crabs, oysters, soups, 
barbeque, hot dogs and homemade desserts. 
The Northern Audubon Society and the US 
Department of Fish and Wildlife will have 
an exhibit, as well as a “Special Exhibit of 
the Best of Show Entries from the 2013 
Federal Junior Duck Stamp Program.” A 
raffle also takes place, where various items, 
including prints, paintings, carvings, books 
and jewelry are donated by exhibitors and 
are to be raffled off on Sunday afternoon. 
Raffle tickets are $1.00 a piece or six 
tickets for $5.00. Winners of the items are 
not required to be present. 

The Rappahannock River 
Waterfowl Show 2014

Preview Night Gala: 
(By reservation only) 

Friday, March 14 
from 6-8:30 p.m.

Saturday, March 15 
from 10 a.m. to 6 p.m.

Sunday, March 16 
from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m.

For more information, 
visit www.rrws.org

So, the final question is not what 
makes the Rappahannock Waterfowl 
Show so appealing to such a wide 
audience? But rather, what doesn’t make 
the Rappahannock Waterfowl Show so 
appealing to such a wide audience? There 
is something for all ages, tastes, styles, 
and appetites. For some, it may be their 
first time attending the show, and others 
may have attended every year since its 
birth in 1980. But regardless, this now 35-
year tradition remains an all-time favorite 
that highlights the area’s eclectic coastal 
appeal, and proves why we have dubbed it 
“Living the Pleasant Life.” pl

John Obolewicz (r), artist, of Powhatan, VA. This year's Artist of the Year!

Judges at work at the contest!
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F  O  O  D

Southern Cornbread, Corn Muffins or Corn Sticks

2 tablespoons vegetable oil 
2 cups stone-ground white cornmeal
4 teaspoons baking powder
1½ teaspoons salt
1½ cups milk 
1 egg

Preheat oven to 450°. Pour oil into cast iron skillet and place in oven until hot. Combine cornmeal, baking powder and salt. Combine milk and 
egg, add to dry mixture and stir until smooth. Batter should not be stiff and should have a soupy consistency. Add more milk if necessary.  Pour 
batter into hot skillet—it should sizzle. Bake 20 minutes or until firm to touch. For muffins or sticks: Pour ½ teaspoon oil into each cup of 
muffin tin or corn stick pan. Place in oven until hot. Pour batter in as above and bake for 20 to 25 minutes.

Contributed by Suzanne Best, Lancaster, VA

Dixie Cornbread and Waffles

1½ cups corn meal
¼ cup bread flour
3 teaspoons baking powder
½ teaspoon baking soda
1 teaspoon salt
2 tablespoons sugar
2 eggs, separated
1½ cups buttermilk
4 tablespoons melted shortening

Sift meal, flour, baking powder, baking soda, salt and sugar together several times. Beat egg yolks. Alternately add dry ingredients and milk to 
yolks; mix.  Fold in shortening and well-beaten egg whites. Bake in preheated waffle iron and serve with a vegetable dinner.

Stratford Pancakes

1 cup Stratford pancake flour
2 teaspoons baking powder
½ teaspoon salt
2 teaspoons sugar
1 egg
¾ cup milk
2 teaspoons shortening or vegetable oil (for waffles, use 6 teaspoons oil)

Sift together flour, baking powder, salt and sugar. Beat egg until light. Add milk and melted shortening to egg. 
Add all liquid to dry ingredients at one time and mix. (If too thick, add a little more milk.) Bake on hot griddle or waffle iron.

Old Richmond Spoon Bread

3 cups milk
½ cup white meal
3 eggs
½ teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon baking powder
4 tablespoons butter or margarine

Cook milk and meal on top of stove, stirring until thick. Let cool by putting hot pan in another pan of cold water. 
Quickly add eggs that have been slightly whipped together. Add salt and baking powder. Pour into greased pan and dot with butter. 
Bake at 450° for 30 minutes.  Serves 6.

A Little Bit of Virginia Country Heaven
Here are a few breads for your winter-soon-to-be-spring table, compliments of PL.
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O  U  T  D  O  O  R  S

The past few months have been a deluge of snow fatigue 
for even the hardiest of those who enjoy the outdoors 
and the longest winter in more than a decade hasn’t 
given up yet. A more personal version of the “big dig” 
hit some of us four or five times in just two months, 

but the hard winter hasn’t been all agony and abysmal times. 
A snow covered stand of pines with a heard of whitetail deer 
“yarded up” inside is a wildlife experience much of Virginia hasn’t 
seen in almost twenty years. Wild turkey tracks in the snow that 
lead to a covered foraging area where the mast crop canopy 
cover keeps the snow from being so deep is a nature lesson for 
those who have ventured into the wintertime outdoors. When 
is the last time you could take your friends, children or other 
family members into the woods and field edges for a walk-about 
session of identifying a multitude of wildlife tracks? If you missed 
your chance during the recent month’s snowfall, there may be 
an opportunity or two left through March.

Spring thaws as I remember them “thirty-some” years ago 
started in mid-March and by the end of the month snow covered 
ground gave way to dirt and pine needle trails. The rivers, creeks 
and ponds were free of ice by the end of March and could be 
navigated for the first early spring species of fish. White perch, 

crappie and big blue catfish were starting to stir. Their presence 
and feeding activities were a harbinger of the next wave to come; 
herring, shad and stripers. The shallow shore side waters hold 
the most fish in the spring thaw times so they can experience 
the warmer upper levels that soak up solar heat and draw in the 
smaller links of the food chain. 

On the land, deer, fox, coyote and rabbits begin to set 
up their springtime movements and habits and by mid-April, 
predictable travel and foraging patterns are in place for most 
species. Likewise, in the tidal estuaries big mature striped bass 
are completing their spawning runs in the upper reaches of 
tributary rivers of Chesapeake Bay. One of the things missed 
during the warmer unseasonable years of the recent past was 
trying to figure out when the fish would move upriver to spawn 
and feed their way back down to the channel waters of the bay. 
Having that predictable month or so to troll the upper water 
column of the channel depths in the Chesapeake Bay and Lower 
Potomac River will be a welcomed return to those who have 
chased stripers since the end of the moratorium. Some major 
adjustments may be needed this mid- to late April unless you 
have the memory of what is was like to fish the spring trophy 
striper season twenty years ago. pl

 Story and Photo by Steve Scala

SLOW SPRING THAW AND 
OUTDOOR CALENDAR RESETS
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F E A T U R E

William Styron, ’42, author of Sophie’s Choice, gave 
the commencement address at Christchurch in 1975. 
Styron, who had served as a Marine in World War II 

and was recalled to active duty in the Korean War, remembered 
being in study hall on December 8, 1941, the day after the Japanese 
surprise attack on Pearl Harbor. He said, 

As we sat in study hall listening to the radio and 
President Roosevelt’s call for a declaration of war 
against the Axis powers—few of us could realize how 
irrevocably things would be changed—for us and the 
world and how all of our lives thenceforth would be 
in one way or another determined by the existence of 
war.1

December 7, 1941, some twenty years after the founding of 
Christchurch, was the capstone of a period of gathering hostility 
that began in earnest on October 15, 1938, when German forces 
marched unopposed into the Sudetenland, an event that was not, 
as Neville Chamberlain earlier said after the Munich Conference, 
“peace in our time.” This was followed barely one month later 
by the terrible initiation of hostilities against Jews known as 
Kristallnacht, in which the windows and storefronts of Jewish 
shopkeepers and merchants all over Germany were shattered 
and the contents looted. In rapid succession, Hitler unleashed his 
forces against Poland, overran the Low Countries and conquered 
Norway and Denmark. By the summer of 1940, France was 
driven under the Nazi heel and England stood alone. The British 
Expeditionary Force (BEF), or what remained of it, had been 
hastily evacuated from Dunkirk. British Prime Minister Winston 
Churchill predicted in June 1940 that “very soon the whole might 
and fury of Nazi Germany would be turned against the United 
Kingdom for Hitler knows that he must break us in this island or 
lose the war…”2

From the fall of France in June 1940 until the Japanese attack 
on Pearl Harbor, President Roosevelt led the United States on a 
path fraught with danger. While there was widespread feeling 
that “something should be done” to assist the British, there was 
widespread disagreement about what exactly should be done and 
how much of it should be done. In September 1940, just prior 
to national elections, in a controversial act, Roosevelt  loaned 
fifty overage destroyers to the British in exchange for basing 

rights in Canada, Bermuda and the Caribbean, responding to 
Churchill’s impassioned cry for help.3 The Republican candidate 
for president, Wendell Willkie, criticized the President for not 
seeking Congressional approval of the deal. It was thought 
by some that the United States would be immune from attack 
because of the oceanic isolation between Europe and the western 
hemisphere.

Quickly, a sharply divided Congress enacted the first 
peacetime conscription act and by March 1941, created the Lend 
Lease Act, which enabled Roosevelt to “lend” vast quantities 
of war materiel rather than requiring “cash and carry” purchase 
as had previously been required. The debates surrounding the 
passage of the Burke-Wadsworth Act establishing the draft were 
so contentious that it was reported that two House members 
engaged in fisticuffs, and the bill passed. Since the initial term of 
conscription was for only one year, extension had to be approved 

War Comes to Christchurch
A Selection from In Service of Their Country

By Captain Alexander "Sandy" G. Monroe, United States Navy (Retired)

Editorial cartoon by Fred O. Seibel in the September 5, 1940, 
(Courtesy Richmond Times-Dispatch)
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separately, and its extension a year later was 
approved in the House of Representatives by 
only one vote! Earlier, in September 1939, 
the American government had established 
a Neutrality Patrol. After negotiation of 
the ABC Agreement of March 27, 1941, 
United States naval aviators flew in British 
patrol aircraft in highly sensitive, classified 
operations. In fact, on May 26, 1941, the 
battleship Bismarck, later to be sunk by the 
Royal Navy, was sighted through a break 
in the overcast skies by Ensign Leonard 
B. Smith, U.S. Navy, an officer on an 
exchange tour flying in a British Catalina, 
based at Royal Air Force Squadron 209, 
Lough Erne, Northern Ireland.4

While attempting to move gingerly, 
American naval forces were resolute, and 
concurrent with German U-boat attacks on 
the USS Kearney (DD432) on October 17, 
1941 and the USS Reuben James (DD245), 
which was sunk with 115 of her crew in 
the cold waters west of Iceland barely two 
weeks later, operated with “shoot to kill” 
orders. Later, on November 6, 1941, the 
cruiser USS Omaha (CL4) and destroyer 
USS Somers (DD381) intercepted and 
seized the German blockade runner MS 
Odenwald, which had been disguised as the 
American merchant ship SS Willmoto5. The 
expectation was that war with Germany 
was inevitable. 

 The time before December 7, 1941 
was a terrible period of undeclared war, 
and by the time the class of 1942 graduated, 
the United States, by then at war with the 
Axis powers, and its allies were fighting 
for survival. Corregidor, a tadpole-shaped 
island in Manila Bay commonly known as 
“the Rock,” had been surrendered on May 
6, 1942, after four months of siege. Earlier, 
on February 4, 1942, the USS Trout (SS202) 
removed some twenty tons of gold bullion 
and silver pesos, the reserves of Philippine 
banks, and transferred it to Hawaii. 
Slightly more than a month later, in the 
dusk of March 11, 1942, the Commander 
of U.S. Forces Far East, General Douglas 
MacArthur and his family left by PT boat. 
Lieutenant John D. Bulkeley, USN and the 
crew of USS PT41 travelled over 600 miles 
through enemy-infested waters, with no 
radar and unreliable navigational aids, and 
left the general and his family on Mindanao, 
where they were taken to Australia in a 

B-17. Some nurses were later evacuated 
from the Rock by a Navy PBY Catalina and 
the submarine USS Spearfish (SS190),6 but 
most of its brave defenders were marched 
off through the streets of Manila to former 
jails that were converted to POW camps. 
The allies had not yet achieved success at 
Midway and Guadalcanal.

Many of the students gathered in 
study hall on that Monday morning in 
1941 would depart to serve in the Armed 
Forces, and those who went before 
them also served. William Robards ’27 
commanded USS O’Reilly (DE330), which 
made repeated convoys to Algeria and 
Great Britain, later sailed to the Pacific 
and was decommissioned in 1946. Miles 
Libbey, Jr. ’35, a 1940 Naval Academy 
graduate who would later play a key role 
under Admiral Hyman G. Rickover in the 
development of the nuclear submarine 
USS Nautilus (SSN571), was assigned to 
the heavy cruiser USS Wichita (CA45). 
In late April 1942, the ship participated in 
operations covering convoys PQ 11 and 
15 to Murmansk in the Soviet Union, and 
fired on a German Condor reconnaissance 
aircraft in the Denmark Strait. Later 
it participated in Operation Torch, the 
November 1942 invasion of North Africa 
involving an exchange of shellfire with 
the Vichy French battleship Jean Bart and 

shore batteries at Casablanca, Morocco. 
During that exchange the ship was struck 
by shellfire, which injured fourteen 
sailors. In the 1943 invasion of Attu and 
Kiska in the Aleutian Islands, the ship 
prepared the landing grounds with heavy 
naval bombardment. Malcus Horton, ’39 
joined the Royal Canadian Air Force, later 
transferred to the Army Air Corps and 
ultimately retired from the U.S. Air Force 
as a colonel after a full career.

Freeland Mason, ’41 recalled that 
Headmaster William Smith, who was held 
in high esteem by the vast majority of 
students, observed that “true soldiers were 
dedicated and disciplined,” and that he 
kept the students who were still in school 
informed of the progress of the war at daily 
morning assemblies. Ray Winder, ’42 noted 
that “our football coach was summarily 
fired for being a Nazi sympathizer.” As 
masters enlisted in the services, “older 
retired teachers such as “Pop” Wylie were 
hired. The impact of the war was always at 
hand, and “gas, food, tires and other items 
were rationed…”7 

Robert Holloway, ’40 was killed on 
September 5, 1943 in a cross-country 
training flight in Lake Cormorant, 
Mississippi while in Army Air Force flight 
school at Hobbs Field, New Mexico.8 Robert 
Mumper, ’42 of Hagerstown, Maryland, 

United States Army Air Force aircraft number, 42-102590, “In Like Errol” (Courtesy 91st 
Heavy Bombardment Group Association)
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along with his classmate Randy “Dolph” 
Chowning of Lancaster County, Virginia 
joined the Army Air Force. William “Mick” 
Bowman, ’42 of New York City, mentioned 
in the 1975 Christchurch commencement 
address as a source of illicit beer by his 
friend Bill Styron, ’42, joined the Army 
Ground Forces serving first in the Signal 
Corps. Byrd Holloway, ’42, who survived 
the war, was drafted partway through his 
first year at Hampden-Sydney College 
and served in the Pacific, first in glider 
operations of the 11th Airborne Division and 
then as a paratrooper. Frank B. Tavenner, 
’42 landed in Normandy and fought across 
Europe, enduring the storms and combat 
of the Battle of the Bulge along with his 
classmate, James S.G. Davenport, who was 
known as “Port.” Bob Mumper, a radio 
operator in a B-17 nicknamed In like Errol, 
bailed out as the doomed aircraft, one of 
2,300 mounted in a major  March 30, 1945 
air strike to cripple whatever remained of 
the German Navy’s submarine pens in the 
Wilhelmshaven/Bremen complex,9 was hit, 
and he and a fellow crewman were thrown 
to the aircraft’s overhead. Only with 
the assistance of his comrade, Sergeant 
Chuck Majors, was he able to don another 
parachute and thus bail out.10 He landed 
in the backyard of a housewife who was 
hanging her wash out to dry in a residential 
suburb of Hamburg. He was marched off, 
surrounded by hostile German civilians to 
spend the remainder of the war in Stalag 
Luft One, a German POW camp at the edge 
of the Baltic Sea.11 

William “Mick” Bowman was severely 
wounded and frostbitten in the Battle of the 
Bulge, Hitler’s final spasmodic Christmas 
1944 attempt to avoid inevitable defeat by 
the Allies. Later, Ray Winder, ’42, who 
served as a pilot-trainee and later as a waist 
gunner, recalled while sailing with his 
friend in the school’s sturdy Hampton Ones 
the ineffable yet strangely healing powers 
of the Rappahannock. Mick, wounded by 
German 88 shrapnel on February 10, 1945 
in the aftermath of Battle of the Bulge, 
had gone without prompt medical care and 
awoke to find chaplains “saying the words” 
over him and doctors trying to determine 
whether they should amputate his leg. 
As Winder noted in a letter to Bowman’s 
children after his 1997 funeral at the 

Christ Church12 burial ground just down 
the road from school, he was appalled to 
find his friend in the state he was after 
being brought back to the United States to 
continue his recovery. Far from being the 
ebullient Mick Bowman he remembered 
from student days, the wounded soldier 
was “a walking dead man with no energy, 
no animation, no smile…” Gradually as 
they sailed during that furlough period, 
he saw his friend’s color return, and his 
strength was augmented, as if by an almost 
spiritual infusion. “The Mick was going to 
be ok…well ok if you forgot about the pain 
that never left him, whenever the weather 
got cool because of the frostbite he suffered 
in that hellish winter at the Battle of the 
Bulge.”

Before September 2, 1945, when 
Foreign Minister Shigemitsu and his 
underlings clambered up the gangway 
to the quarterdeck of the USS Missouri 
(BB63), anchored in Tokyo Bay in sight 
of Mount Fujiyama, to surrender on behalf 
of the Emperor of Japan, six Christchurch 
Alumni had lost their lives in the conflict. 
They are Charles L. Darbie , ’26, of the 
U.S. Army, Richie N. Henderson, ’35 
of the U.S. Navy, Robert G. Holloway, 
’40 of the U.S. Army Air Force, together 
with Sydney A. Vincent, Jr., ’36 of the 
U.S. Army, Lewis B. Cardozo, ’44 of the 
Marine Corps and Joseph Thrift, ’44 of the 
U.S. Army. Faculty, staff and alumni had 

served, as the Marine Corps anthem aptly 
puts it, “in every place and clime where 
we could take a gun.” Vincent and Darbie 
died in Normandy and France respectively 
and rest in American military cemeteries 
with their fellow soldiers. Cardozo was 
killed in a kamikaze attack aboard USS 
Santa Fe (CL60) and is memorialized in 
the Punchbowl Crater National Cemetery 
in Hawaii. Richie Henderson is entombed 
in USS Wahoo (SS238), which was lost 
to depth charging and surface attack in La 
Perouse Strait, that stormy and treacherous 
body of water separating Japanese 
Hokkaido from Russian Sakhalin. Though 
that sturdy ship and gallant crew was lost 
in October 1943, the sea did not yield 
his and his brave shipmates resting place 
until 2006. They rest from their labors, 
entombed and undisturbed, in the wreck 
of the illustrious ship in which they died, 
as they have since October 11, 1943.13 In 
all but the most unusual circumstances, 
entombed remains are left undisturbed. 
The best example of this is the remains of 
the crew of USS Arizona (BB39) at Pearl 
Harbor. Sites of this kind are viewed as 
cemeteries and, except in unique cases 
such as the USS Monitor, never disturbed. 
When the turret of the Monitor was raised, 
two sets of skeletal remains were found and 
sent to the Joint Prisoners of War Missing 
in Action Command in Hawaii for study 
and possible identification. 

What is important is that members of 
the Christchurch family served in many 
places. In some instances, the duty was 
pedestrian, involving little risk of injury or 
death. In others, such as Richie Henderson’s 
service in Wahoo, the chance of death 
was enormous. One can only imagine the 
thoughts that raced through radio operator/
gunner Bob Mumper’s mind as he prepared 
to abandon his crippled B-17, which had 
lost two engines and was shaking itself to 
destruction as it dove toward the German 
countryside. One might imagine as well the 
emotions of Jack Monroe, ’30 of the 194th 
Glider Infantry of the 17th Airborne Division 
as he crossed the Rhine River in a glider 
as part of Operation Varsity in early 1945. 
One can consider the service of Thomas 
L. Grove, MD, later school physician, 
an Army doctor assigned to the 28th U.S. 
Army General Hospital in Egypt. Perhaps 

Gravesite of Major Charles L. Darbie ’26, USA, 
at the American Cemetery, Henri-Chappelle, 

Belgium (Courtesy of the American Battle 
Monuments Commission)
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one might think of Bob Yarbrough, the 
legendary ninth headmaster, who served 
in China in the Army Air Force and later 
told of watching transport aircraft land in 
China following long, oftentimes difficult 
flights across the Himalayas. They set a 
record of service, when the school was 
young, and in so doing provide a stirring 
example for those who followed. For a 
time they devoted their lives to defense 
of the country, and served admirably—
evidenced by numerous personal and unit 
awards, attesting to acts of valor and merit, 
often performed under adverse conditions, 
in the face of certain death.

It is fitting as we enter the new century 
to reflect on their deeds, not merely to 
remember them but to show how they 
have established a tradition of service that 
has been emulated. Selfless, valorous acts 
such as those of Sergeant Majors, who 
stayed aboard the crippled aircraft In like 
Errol to help Bob Mumper put on another 
parachute, left an indelible mark.14 In 
so doing, he enabled the terrified radio 
operator to escape a gyrating, barely 
airworthy craft that had lost considerable 
altitude in a nearly uncontrollable dive. 
Bob Mumper’s faith to “hold on,” to sense 
that he would be spared by a just and loving 
God, may have been a result of quiet hours 
in chapel or perhaps the recollection of 
what Sergeant  Joe Farrar, ’65, who was 
wounded in Vietnam many years later, 
termed young boys’ raised voices singing 
praise to Almighty God.15 Truly those 
named above, such as Bob Yarbrough, 
Tom Grove and Bob Mumper, were part 
of what has become known in our time as 
the Greatest Generation, and they cannot, 
must not, be forgotten. As this volume 
unfolds we will tell of their service in the 
records of places and times in which they 
served, for many are gone. We will see 
later service in the oral histories of those 
who have followed—in Korea, Vietnam, 
the Caribbean and the Middle East and in 
the Continental United States—and in so 
doing grasp the common threads of the 
heritage of service to school and country. 
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G
luten (from the Latin for glue) is the protein 
component of wheat that gives bread its 
elastic, chewy texture and holds dough 
together as it rises and bakes. It is also found 
in related grains, such as barley and rye, but 

not in rice, oats, amaranth, quinoa, buckwheat or corn. 
Celiac disease is an autoimmune digestive response to 

gluten in which the immune system destroys intestinal villi 
responsible for the absorption of nutrients, resulting in severe 
intestinal disturbances, malnutrition and weight loss. Only 
about 1% of the population is diagnosed as celiac.  Many 
more people have an intestinal reaction to gluten, but are 
not celiac. They report similar symptoms, which go away 
when gluten is removed from the diet. Only recently has 
the medical profession recognized that gluten intolerance 
and wheat sensitivities that do not pass the celiac diagnostic 
tests are actual medical conditions. There is no known cure 
for celiac or gluten intolerance — only gluten avoidance. 
In recent years, there has been a dramatic increase in celiac 
disease and gluten intolerance in the American population. 
Most people can handle gluten without problems, but 
according to National Public Radio, one third of the 
American population is trying to avoid gluten. 

F O O D

By Dan Gill, Ethno-Gastronomist 

Gluten
The food industry is taking advantage of consumer interest in 

gluten-free alternatives. Unfortunately, most of the products are 
highly processed and over-priced. It is estimated that the gluten-
free market share will top $6 billion by 2015. Restaurants are also 
starting to offer more gluten-free alternatives, but customers, 
and especially celiac patients, need to be prepared to ask the 
right questions. Some servers will ask if you are truly celiac or 
just gluten intolerant. The difference determines what measures 
kitchen staff need to take to avoid cross-contamination. In the 
case of a true allergy, prep surfaces and the grill must be cleaned 
and a dedicated deep fryer used for fried foods. 

Gluten is a compound molecule that is difficult to digest. 
Breaking it into nutritional components that can be absorbed 
requires healthy and diverse micro-flora in the intestines. 
A sub-optimal population of bacteria creates gas and acid, 
causing intestinal distress. There is no clear scientific consensus 
explaining the recent increase in the incidence of gluten-related 
problems, but there are a few poorly researched theories.  

It has long been known that children raised on farms, 
especially boys, are less likely to develop allergies, asthma and 
autoimmune disorders as they grow up. The hygiene hypothesis 
proposes that exposure to all sorts of “nasties” challenge 
and strengthen the immune system and establish a more 
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diverse intestinal micro-flora. Bacterial 
populations change in response to diet, 
and “good” bacteria can be killed by 
antibiotics, leaving only “bad” bacteria, 
which can damage the gut resulting in 
enteritis. Yogurt, probiotics or direct 
bacterial supplementation helps restore 
balance.

The second theory is highly 
controversial and proposes that the recent 
increase in intestinal and autoimmune 
disease is due to genetically modified crops 
(GMOs). There is anecdotal evidence to 
support this theory — people who claim 
general health improvement when they 
avoid GMOs — but little in the way 
of supportable science. The spokesman 
for this movement is Jeffrey Smith, an 
anti-GMO evangelist. His persuasive 
arguments are advanced on his webpage, 
http://www.responsibletechnology.org, 
so you can draw your own conclusions, 
but be aware that his claims have been 
refuted by reputable scientists. This is 
an attractive hypothesis in that it fits 
nicely with the timeline, and there is 
widespread mistrust of big agri-business 
and the regulatory process.  

	 First, wheat is not genetically 
modified; it has been selected and bred 
over the past fifty years for higher yields, 
disease resistance and a higher gluten 
content, but has probably not changed 
enough to account for the dramatic 
increase in gluten-related problems. 
Currently, nine GMO crops that enter 
the food chain are grown for commercial 
use: soybeans, corn, cotton for oil, canola 
for oil, sugar beets, zucchini, yellow 
squash, Hawaiian papaya and alfalfa. 
GMO corn and soy products are found 
in most processed foods. Corn and soy 
have been genetically modified to tolerate 
the herbicide glyphosate (Roundup) 
and may contain residual levels of the 
chemical at harvest. Glyphosate is an 
antibiotic that may destroy beneficial 
intestinal flora. Corn has been genetically 
modified to produce an insecticide called 
Bt-toxin, which is designed to damage 
insect cells. Critics of GMOs claim Bt-

toxin can do the same to human cells and 
may be linked to the leaky gut syndrome 
associated with gluten problems.

Most corn and soybean products are 
now made from genetically modified 
crops, and are pervasive throughout the 
processed food chain. They are almost 
impossible to avoid unless you produce 
all of your own food and grow it in an 
area where it will not get cross-pollinated 
by commercial varieties. We may be able 
to reduce our exposure to GMO crops, 
but it is practically impossible to avoid 
them completely. 

The only practical remedy for gluten-
related problems is to eliminate gluten 
from our diet. Some of the health benefits 
of going gluten-free are undoubtedly 
due to an improvement in diet. When 
bread and pasta are removed, we eat 
more fruits and vegetables and switch 
to healthier carbohydrates and starches, 
such as potatoes, peas, rice, quinoa and 
amaranth. It is relatively easy to avoid 
gluten in most of our cooking, but 
breads, pastries and cookies can present 
a real challenge. Christopher Kimble, 
creator of Cook’s Illustrated Magazine 
and Americas Test Kitchen put his staff 
to work on creating gluten-free recipes 
several years ago and has just released The 
How Can It Be Gluten-Free Cookbook, 
which includes step-by-step procedures 
for baked goods.

Many restaurants are now offering 
gluten-free alternatives. At Something 
Different we are proud that we responded 
to customer requests long before gluten-
free became trendy. Most corn bread and 
hush puppy recipes call for wheat flour 
and sugar – traditional Southern corn 
breads do not. Our jalapeno hoecakes 
are gluten free and are leavened with 
buttermilk and soda – just like Grandma’s. 
She-crab soup and crab bisques are 
cream based and usually thickened 
with a flour roux. We discovered that 
we could make a very good gluten-free 
roux with sweet rice flour (also known 
as “glutinous rice flour”). Ironically, we 
had inadvertently made our traditional 

she-crab soup even more authentic. 
During the 1700s, Scottish immigrants 
came to Charleston, South Carolina 
and used the plentiful local rice to make 
partan-brie, a crab soup thickened with a 
puree of boiled rice. This Scottish bisque 
became a staple of Low-Country cookery 
until around 1908 when Mayor Rhett 
entertained President Taft and asked his 
butler, William Deas to make the plain 
soup a little fancier. Rhett’s butler added 
the red roe from she-crabs to add color 
and enhance the crab flavor. We also 
use sweet rice flour to make our cream 
of mushroom soup, and our seafood 
chowder is a clear broth or waterman’s 
chowder thickened with potatoes and 
is therefore both gluten- and lactose-
free. The popularity of our hoecakes and 
soups is proof positive that gluten-free 
does not need to be flavor-free. pl
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R E A D E R S  W R I T E

E
arly in 2008 my wife Mary and I learned that a 

sailboat kept near our Chesapeake Bay home was for 

sale. What we discovered was an attractive, 22-foot 

sloop. Built in Holland in 1964, it had classic lines, a 

dark blue fiberglass hull, cream-colored deck and natural mast, 

boom and trim. Sturdy sails and an ancient outboard motor were 

stowed within its compact four-bunk cabin. Though in need of 

care, this excellent craft was dry and sound.  Reacting quickly, 

we agreed to buy it, and on a blustery day in March went to claim 

our lucky find.

Once underway and clear of land, the boat’s old outboard 

sputtered to a stop. In a moment we were blown aground. 

Reluctantly, I jumped into waist deep water to push off, then hung 

on and managed to climb back aboard and restart the motor. This 

sudden crisis, though explainable, was a reminder that nature 

rules over all things afloat. Yet the lesson was forgotten by the 

time we arrived alongside our dock for our attention was focused 

on how this handsome sailboat seemed to belong there.

The state needed to know our boat’s name in order to record 

the sale and issue a new license. On the stern in white vinyl letters 

was the word Synopsis. “Not a bad name for a small boat,” I 

ventured. “Sounds almost like an ancient god,” my wife replied.  

However, she preferred Eolo, the Italian name for the benevolent 

god of the winds, who is often portrayed spewing air from puffed 

cheeks and puckered lips.  Eolo did seem right for a sailboat, 

more so than Synopsis or any nautical god such as Poseidon, the 

fearsome trident-bearing, dolphin-riding ruler of the sea. So, I 

promptly sent Mary’s choice to the authorities. Then, soon after I 

removed the old lettering to replace Synopsis with letters spelling 

out Eolo, a friend cautioned, “Don’t you know it’s unlucky to 

change a boat’s name?”

My wife and I were taken aback when research revealed that 

this warning was based on an old superstition, commonly held and 

widely accepted among mariners. We came across many accounts 

that claimed unwitting name change had caused disaster. One 

reported that a damaged World War II aircraft carrier was repaired 

and renamed over the crew’s vehement objection, and then sent 

back into battle only to be sunk immediately with terrible loss 

GOD of the WINDS
By John Ellis
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of life. After reading these examples Mary 

and I began to worry about having bad luck 

while sailing Eolo and wondered how we 

might avoid this improbable risk.

To our relief further inquiry suggested 

a remedy. Superstition experts wrote 

about performing a renaming ceremony 

to placate the gods of sea and wind and 

secure their permission to change a boat’s 

name. Their advice differed, however, on 

the exact nature of the ceremony. Some 

decreed that new owners must beseech 

the gods from the deck of their vessel and 

recite an elaborate apology. Others insisted 

champagne had to be poured over the bow 

during that recitation. One recommended 

writing the old name on a sheet of paper, 

burning it and tossing the ashes over the 

side on an outgoing tide. We didn’t care for 

these foolish-sounding rituals and put the 

matter off until I read of a simple solution. 

It seemed that if any semblance of the boat’s 

old name could be seen underneath the new 

letters, the gods would remain unaware of 

the change and bad luck could be avoided. 

Prior to my removal of the old letters 

spelling out Synopsis, exposure to the sun 

had bleached the paint around their edges; 

so after they were removed, their silhouette 

remained in a slightly darker color than the 

rest of the hull. Even though new letters 

for Eolo had gone on top, Synopsis could 

still be made out beneath them.  This was 

reassuring.  Then another thought occurred. 

We were re-naming our boat after the god 

of the winds -- why should he be angry?  

These realizations calmed our fears, and 

they were put aside entirely.

Over the next five years we sailed 

without mishap. Our boat handled nicely 

and the weather was reliably kind. On one 

perfect day, a school of dolphins crowded 

around and playfully escorted Eolo home. 

Their presence seemed magical and 

signaled peace with all of nature. The gods 

must have been smiling during that period, 

for our luck prevailed.

Over time we felt increasing affection 

for our boat, and spent hours restoring its 

condition. Yet, ironically, we sailed less 

often. Getting rigged to take Eolo out and 

setting sails underway began to take a toll 

on aging muscles, so Mary and I found 

excuses to avoid this labor. Friends invited 

us to cruise on their boats, but they could 

rarely help out on ours. As pleasant as it 

was to have a sailboat alongside our dock, 

rocking gently in the wind, it was hard to 

justify its upkeep for that reason alone. 

Last spring we faced fact and decided it 

was time to let someone else enjoy Eolo.

Selling our sailboat was not an easy 

matter. The resale market was down 

due to economic conditions; however, 

a larger problem was the age of our boat 

and its need for regular maintenance. 

We advertized in local papers and posted 

information in other places that might 

attract a buyer.  A few persons responded 

and seemed interested but found reasons 

not to buy. A yacht broker came to look and 

concluded that the boat’s price wouldn’t 

justify his fee. He suggested giving Eolo 

to charity, and had a particular charity in 

mind -- a church that auctioned donated 

boats. Its annual auction was just a few 

months away.

When Eolo didn’t sell, we decided to 

donate it as suggested, and were instructed 

to get our boat to a dock near the auction 

site the day before the sale. The dock was 

supposed to be in sight of our home, which 

made the task seem easy. But the day before 

the auction brought constant wind and rain; 

and I had a rough time getting over to the 

dock and tying up. The struggle reminded 

me of the difficulty getting Eolo home after 

we bought it, although this time the motor 

didn’t fail.  It did seem odd, however, that 

there were no other boats at the dock. Must 

be the weather, I thought.

The next day dawned clear and calm. 

As it wore on, I could see Eolo, still alone 

at the dock across the water. Eventually, 

I drove to the auction site and found out 

that I’d taken our boat to the wrong dock, 

where it had been overlooked.  Now the 

auction was over. This was indeed bad luck 

since donating the boat seemed a last resort.  

But, while there, something good occurred. 

I heard about a buyer who might be 

interested in Eolo. Reached by telephone, 

he came immediately to see our boat, but 

was noncommittal about buying it. By late 

afternoon our old familiar sailboat was 

back home, looking as attractive as ever. It 

seemed as though Eolo didn’t want to leave 

us.

Then I heard about another boat auction 

sponsored by the Kiwanis Club. It was just 

two weeks away, and fortunately, the club 

offered to trailer Eolo to their site. Before 

that could happen, I received a call from 

the potential buyer I’d met at the church 

auction. He was going away for a week, 

but wanted to see our boat again when he 

returned. Still hopeful, I said we would 

wait as long as possible before giving our 

boat to Kiwanis.  Almost two weeks passed 
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without word from him. Then Kiwanis 

informed me that Eolo had to be hauled 

the following day. Reluctantly, I agreed to 

meet the club’s driver at a nearby marina 

and went to bed regretting the loss of our 

final chance for a sale.

Early the next morning, after Mary 

helped me drop a car at the marina, I got 

the boat there and tied up at the trailer 

ramp. Waiting on shore in the wind and rain 

was the Kiwanis driver in a pick-up with 

a decrepit little trailer hitched behind it. I 

asked if his trailer could handle the boat. 

He insisted it would and backed down the 

ramp. But things didn’t go well. It was hard 

to position the trailer under the boat’s keel, 

and when the driver thought he had it right, 

he couldn’t get the trailer’s rusty crank 

and cable to work. He struggled while the 

wind increased and more rain came down.  

After he’d done what he could, he tried to 

pull the boat out of the water. It wouldn’t 

budge. To help pull, the marina’s yard 

tractor was hitched in front of the pick-up. 

Together they got the trailer and its load 

up onto level ground; but lacking adequate 

support, the boat leaned precariously to 

one side.

Knowing this wasn’t going to work and 

waiting for the driver to agree, I happened 

to examine Eolo’s stern.  Something looked 

different. Then I realized that silhouette of 

the name Synopsis was no longer visible. 

After five years of bleaching in the sun that 

name had disappeared, leaving visible only 

the new name, Eolo.  Alarming thoughts 

came to mind. Were the gods finally aware 

of our unsanctioned name change and 

intent on extracting revenge? Had all this 

recent difficulty with our sailboat been a 

prelude to catastrophe?

The boat had to go back into the water 

while the driver went off to find a different 

trailer. He was gone several hours before 

returning with a slightly larger four-wheeled 

version. Again, with the rain and wind 

interfering, he had a hard time positioning 

the trailer under the boat and cranking it 

in tight. Once more it required help from 

the marina’s tractor to get the trailer and 

boat out of the water; and again the boat 

came out leaning to one side. As the driver 

walked around to determine why, he let out 

a groan and uttered, “Ye gods, what’s going 

on?” A tire, hub and all, was missing from 

the right side of the trailer. The driver was 

mystified.  He was certain that tire had been 

on when he picked up this second trailer. 

Although he had posed the right question, 

I hesitated to suggest that we might be up 

against a supernatural force.

By now it was late in the day. Both 

the driver and I were wet, weary and 

discouraged. He wanted to drive the loaded 

trailer, despite its unsafe condition, straight 

to a garage that might have a replacement 

wheel. He said he knew of such a place 

about five miles away. I warned that driving 

with so much weight bearing down on a 

single tire was an accident in the making. 

His quick response was, "If I don’t, your 

boat won’t be in the auction.” That was 

something I didn’t want to hear just then, 

worried as I was that the gods might be 

about to deliver some real punishment. Now 

my only options were to face it happening 

on the road or on the water while trying 

to get Eolo back home. I made the easier 

choice and told the driver,” O.K, let’s go… 

but please make it slow.”  

With me following in my car we set 

off at a turtle’s pace. I stayed close behind 

with lights flashing, awaiting the inevitable 

disaster. Each time the trailer’s single 

tire dropped off the pavement onto the 

shoulder, the boat lurched to the right, and 

I thought… This is it, there it goes! Images 

of our lovely boat on its side in a ditch, or 

worse, causing some horrible collision, 

coursed through my mind. Yet, despite 

traffic, without being stopped by the police 

and without causing the dreaded accident, 

we made it.  When we got to the garage it 

was closed for the night. The driver seemed 

resigned as he parked the trailer with its 

unstable load, and unhitched his truck. 

He asked me for the title to the boat, bid 

goodbye, and drove away. Surprised but 

relieved, I headed home thinking the gods 

had just missed an opportunity to do their 

mischief and wondering what would come 

next.

That night I got an unexpected call. 

Our prospective buyer was back in town 

and wanted to see the boat. Straining to be 

polite, I told him briefly how things had 

gone that day and ended the conversation 

with, “Guess you’ll have to go to the 

auction and bid, if the boat ever gets there, 

which it may not!”  He probably wondered 

what I was talking about, but there was no 

way I could explain. Several days later, 

curious to hear something more, I called 

the driver. He was quick to say, “Yeah, I 

got the boat there in time and it sold.” But, 

he wasn’t able to tell me who bought it. 

At that point, Eolo’s sale was good 

So, I’m undecided about whether I’d change a boat’s 
name again, at least without appeasing the gods. . .
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news. The boat remained intact, nothing 

terrible had happened, and now I could 

relax. The way things had come out didn’t 

really support the name change superstition; 

yet, I couldn’t dismiss it.  Certainly some 

bad luck had been involved.  We probably 

lost a last minute sale, suffered anxiety 

and had a hassle trying to part with our 

boat. In the end, however, we got off 

easy.  So, I’m undecided about whether 

I’d change a boat’s name again, at least 

without appeasing the gods. What’s more, 

after thinking it over, I have a theory about 

how all this could have happened; and my 

theory doesn’t discount the superstition.

What if the gods did discover we had 

changed our boat’s name, and realized 

we had never asked for their permission?  

Could it be that we were about to face 

the consequences, but, because we had 

renamed the boat in his honor, Eolo 

intervened to protect us? Perhaps a battle 

ensued that pitted the god of the winds 

against the god of the sea, one in which 

their fierce struggle threatened us with 

serious harm, but ended in stalemate. This 

would explain why we were permitted to 

escape with only minor punishment and a 

warning.

At this point I’m willing to admit my 

uncertainty and concede that this renaming 

superstition bothers me and is hard to 

get out of my mind.  And I confess that 

when I walk out onto our dock recalling 

the pleasant times we had with Eolo, I 

instinctively look at the sea with greater 

respect and search the wind for a measure 

of comfort. pl
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B O O K S

Dancing with Grace
Weldon Bradshaw’s Miracle

By Carl Athey

Weldon Bradshaw, a 42-year veteran teacher and 
cross-country coach at Virginia’s Collegiate 
School, is enjoying a second wind. In 2009, 

he was diagnosed with primary sclerosing cholangitis, 
a severe autoimmune disease of the liver. The disease 
progressed slowly at first, then drastically increased in 
virulence, and in November 2012, Weldon’s doctor told 
him that unless they found a match for a liver transplant 
within a week, he would die. 

Five days later, rescue came from an unlikely source. 
An eighty-four-year old woman in North Carolina passed 
away suddenly from a stroke. She was an organ donor, 
and her liver was, in the words of Weldon’s doctor, 
“pristine.” The surgery was a resounding success. It was 
a true miracle, and the rarity and value of miracles are not 
lost on this long-time teacher and sports writer.

His love of life and commitment to his family, friends 
and his students are what got him through those darkest 

of days, and they are what make it all worthwhile in his 
recovery. In the year since his surgery, Bradshaw has 
returned to his teaching job at Collegiate School, resumed 
his weekly column for their website, and published My 
Dance With Grace, a memoir of his race for life. The title 
is a nod to both Bradshaw’s love of his family and his 
driving resolve.  When he was initially diagnosed, he made 
a promise to his family: “I will dance at Grace’s wedding.” 
That she was six-years old at the time is a testament to the 
tenacity of Weldon’s thirst for life. The book, published 
by Brandylane Publishers in Richmond, is a moving and 
powerful recounting of Weldon’s experience and the 
lessons he has taken from it.

Among those lessons is a plea to all of his readers: 
become an organ donor. The ability to save a life is a 
powerful thing. Bradshaw is mindful of the woman whose 
liver saved his life, and vocally appreciative of her gift to 
him. He does not shy away from knowing that a donor almost 
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wasn’t found, and the implications of 
that reality for people everywhere who 
are in need of lifesaving transplants. 

He recently wrote in a column 
for the Richmond Times-Dispatch, 
“Always be positive. Look for the best 
in everyone. Don’t harbor grudges. 
Respect the opinions of others, even 
if you disagree. Don’t waste valuable 
energy on negative thoughts.” These 
are the words of a man who has seen 
the power of their practice. Throughout 
his struggle with PSC, Bradshaw never 
lost perspective on the many ways his 
life is blessed, the faith and love of 
his family, and the skill and wisdom 
of his medical caregivers. Many 
people come away from near-death 
experiences with renewed convictions; 
Weldon Bradshaw’s convictions pulled 
him through when he was in death’s 
clutches. 

His spirit and strength have 
inspired many people, from students to 
university presidents. Michael Rao, the 
president of Virginia Commonwealth 
University and VCU Health System, 
says of Bradshaw: “When we talk about 
our commitment to human health and 
to catalyzing the human experience, it 
is with people like Weldon Bradshaw 
in mind.” May Weldon continue to 
teach us important lessons for years to 
come. pl
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R E A D E R S  W R I T E

By Pirkko Graves

Dumpster Diving in Irvington

On that Monday morning years ago, my husband 
Larry’s thundering voice interrupted my lazy 
recovery from a hectic week of work.  “Where did 
you put the brown bags?” he roared.   Usually an 

even-tempered fellow, his outburst baffled me.  What brown 
bags? I thought, casting my mind back to Friday when I'd 
returned from Baltimore to our home in White Stone.

All that week Larry had stayed in our Cherry Point home to 
work on an article and our income tax returns.  And on Friday 
afternoon, after four hours at the wheel and before our weekend 
guest's arrival, I had hoped for time to relax.  That was not to 
be.  I opened the door and saw our house in chaos.  Larry’s 
papers, notes, references, books, tax forms, and payment slips 
were spread everywhere.  We had to clear the mess right away, I 
told him.  So Larry and I began whisking bundles, cartons, and 
shopping bags into closets.  Gathering armloads of other stuff, 
we carried it to the car for recycling; and on the way to do last-
minute shopping, we stopped at the Irvington dump.

On Monday morning, our guest left, and feeling refreshed, 
Larry and I resumed our daily routines.  Or so I thought—
until Larry could not find his income tax material and began 
bellowing. He remembered clearly, he yelled, that he’d stuffed 
everything in two Tri-Star supermarket bags. Where were they?  

A disturbing image of the bags we’d left at the dump flashed 
through my mind. I put on my tennis shoes and took my car 
keys in hand. Larry understood my intention and shouted 
”Useless!  The trash is already gone.”  Still, despite this 
declaration, Larry decided to come along; and we drove to 
Irvington in uncomfortable silence.

The center’s ever-cheerful supervisor told us that all the 
refuse had been hauled away early that morning.  Hoping he 
was wrong, we walked to the container for mixed paper and 
found it jam-packed with refuse.  We returned to the supervisor 
and asked if we could make a search, explaining that on Friday 
we’d mistakenly thrown out important documents. He gave us 
a look filled with misgivings but let us pursue our folly.

At that time, in 2002, the Irvington dump collected its 
paper trash in a large green container that resembled a low 
windowless house or a railway car without wheels. Made of 
metal, it had a roof, a floor, and four sides—one of which was 
open to receive the trash. Anyone who used the container was 
expected to walk all the way inside and pile their paper on top 
of the other stacks so as to insure that every bit of available 
space would be used. Often, however, people dumped their 
trash at the entrance. 

Standing before the immense-looking container that 
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Monday morning, I tried to ignore a 
nagging question: What were our chances 
of finding two brown bags in that mountain 
of trash?  Yet our desperation forced us 
to try.  We divided the container in equal 
halves, and I took the left side. Before 
we could get to work, we piled bags 
and stacks of newspapers outside by the 
entrance, thus creating space in which to 
move around inside the container.  Then, 
like two moles scurrying underground, 
we began digging through the debris, 
searching each bag and bundle of paper.  
We examined bags above our heads, those 
at our sides, and finally those on the floor. 
Piling the examined material behind us, 
we took a step forward, stood in the newly 
emptied spot, and repeated our search.  
Soon the bundles and bags formed a wall, 
which left us nearly buried between what 
we'd searched and what still needed to be 
examined.

Deep inside the container, I began to 
have claustrophobic feelings.  The air was 
stuffy and vile, the papers dusty and dirty, 
and my imagination began playing tricks 

on me.  Were mice and other rodents 
nesting inside the bundles?  Had snakes 
made a cozy shelter among the refuse?  
Trying to ignore the container’s stench, 
as well as the grime on my skin and 
clothes, I forcefully stopped my mind’s 
games. 

To keep the all-pervasive dust from 
getting in our mouths, Larry and I did 
not speak a word to each other.  We 
became two automatons, our eyes and 
hands working in driven concentration.  
Eventually, the back wall of the container 
was visible and we’d found nothing. The 
thought of a hopeless search flickered 
through my mind.  Yet I felt unwilling 
to give up. Then suddenly a reward 
appeared.  Less than a yard from the wall, 
I found a brown bag of our old mail.  Our 
spirits soared.  Perhaps we would find our 
two brown bags after all.  Then, while 
searching two more layers, Larry found 
one of the income tax bags, and soon 
located the second. 

Our search was over.
Hugging our treasures, we climbed 

from the green container and walked 
over to thank the supervisor.  He looked 
pleased with our success and generously 
offered to reload the container that we’d 
disassembled in our search. 

 Larry and I drove home, placed 
the two bags on his desk, ripped off 
our clothes, and had a long, hot shower.  
Free of dust but still speechless, Larry 
mixed two strong martinis.  Then he 
and I sank into our favorite chairs on 
the balcony, looked at each other, and 
began to laugh.  And we laughed and 
laughed. 

Now, my eccentric, spirited 
husband is gone, and it has taken a 
long time before I’ve begun to laugh 
with him again, and to remember all 
the funny, silly, tender, maddening, and 
outrageous happenings that made our 
marriage precious and unique. pl
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C O M M U N I T Y 

Deltaville Dealer Days

T
he Deltaville Dealer Days has become one 
of the markers of early spring on the Middle 
Peninsula—an event that people love to put on 
their calendars. It’s something to look forward 

to, a tangible reminder of the change of seasons and the 
emergence from the long, cold winter. It’s an opportunity 
to climb aboard boats rather than just look at them on the 
Internet, a time to get out and compare the leading new 
boat brands at each of the Deltaville dealerships, and the 
chance to talk to knowledgeable brokers and compare 
notes with other boat owners.

Come into Deltaville along Route 33 on a Saturday 
morning in early May and you’ll notice signs dotted along 
the road advertising Open House or Deltaville Dealer 
Days.  As you come to the supermarket, there is a large 
sign announcing Deltaville Dealer Days, with an arrow 
pointing down the road. There are sidewalk sales to stop 
and peruse. Businesses have signs announcing weekend 
specials and sponsors of the event have signs on the door.  

A Sign of Spring

The closer you get to where the dealerships are located, 
the more Deltaville Dealer Days signs you will see.  

Where to start?  Turn left to Norton Yachts first? Push 
on to Chesapeake Yacht Sales at the far end of the line up?  
Turn right somewhere between the two for S & J Yachts 
and Annapolis Yacht Sales South?  It doesn’t matter. You 
have two days, so take your time, enjoy the welcome 
(which includes refreshments), look around and move on 
when you’re ready. It’s a perfect way to see what each 
dealership has to offer.  There’s no guesswork, no boat 
show crushes, and there are plenty of like-minded boating 
people keeping you company, buying or researching and 
dreaming of the boating lifestyle.

Deltaville Dealer Days was conceived seven years ago 
when the four new boat dealerships in Deltaville agreed 
to hold their spring open house on the same weekend and 
work together to make it a Deltaville Event as well as a 
Spring Sales Event, by pooling their resources and asking 
local businesses to participate. The role of organizer 

By Anne Hutchings
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rotates every two years.  
Participating boat dealerships 

are Chesapeake Yacht Sales, dealers 
for Carolina Classic and Catalina 
Yachts; Norton Yacht Sales, dealers for 
Marlow Hunter, Marlow Mainship and 
Jeanneau Yachts; S & J Yachts (formerly 
Gratitude Yachting Center), dealers for 
Island Packet and Southerly Yachts;  
Annapolis Yacht Sales South, dealers 
for Beneteau Sail, Beneteau Power, 
Sabre Yachts, Harbor Daysailers, 
Greenline Hybrid, Edgewater, Steiger 
Craft and Vanquish.  At each dealership, 
new and used boats are available, either 
on the land or in the water, for visitors 
to board and view, and brokers are on 
hand to answer questions.  Not every 
manufacturer represented will be on 
display, but what better way to find out 
what is out there and obtain information 
from the experts?  Over 100 brokerage 
boats will be on view, so you don’t need 
to be a new boat candidate to come to 
this event. It’s the ideal time just for 
boat shopping.

Local businesses and many 
boating/lifestyle-related publications 
have supported the event over the 
years by sponsoring in various forms, 
allowing extended advertising beyond 
the immediate area, thus bringing 
people from afar. 

Once they arrive, newcomers 
realize that Deltaville is more than 
a name. It’s a special town with 
something for everyone, especially 
boat lovers, and they keep coming back.  
Join us again this year in Deltaville, 
the Boating Capital of the Chesapeake 
Bay! pl

For more information go to 
www.DeltavilleVa.com
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P R O F I L E

When Luther Welch passed away in the fall 
of 2012, Virginia’s Northern Neck lost an 
important figure of the local agricultural 

community. Born in 1932 on a small farm in the Avalon area 
of Northumberland County, Luther stayed on the Northern 
Neck his entire life and dedicated himself to making his 
living as a farmer. In fact, he went on to become one of the 
region’s most successful and well-known farmers due to 
his likeable personality, his willingness to be innovative, 
and, most importantly, his sincere passion for his trade. 
Moreover, he has perhaps done more than anyone in the 
region to recognize, preserve, and promote the agricultural 
lifestyle that has been a vital part of Northern Neck’s 
history and culture for centuries through establishing the 
Northern Neck Farm Museum in Heathsville. To learn 
more about this influential man and his life’s work, I talked 
to his wife, Margaret Welch. 

Can you talk about Luther's background? What 
kind of man was he?

Well, to start off, he was a wonderful husband, father, 
grandfather, and great grandfather. He cared a lot about 

his family and loved to spend time with his three children, 
six grandchildren, and two great-grandchildren. He was born 
and raised on a farm and was a farmer all his life. We were 
eighteen and nineteen years old when we got married in 
1954. When we were first married, he was the kind of person 
that never worried about anything; he was very laidback and 
carefree. In the latter years of his life, however, he began to 
worry about the direction this country was going, particularly 
in how farmers were being treated and the way farming 
seemed to be a trade that was getting harder and harder to 
achieve success in. But he always thought of others and was 
a very generous person. One thing about him that stood out 
was that he was always very witty. He loved to tell jokes and 
he was a great story-teller—everyone loved to listen to him 
tell stories. He also hated to travel places. If it had been up 
to him he would have never travelled off the Northern Neck, 
but I forced him to travel a few times.

What were some of his accomplishments as a farmer?
He was very involved in the agriculture community 

throughout the years and served twenty-nine years as a 
director for the Virginia Soil and Water Conservation Board. 

Remembering Luther Welch

By Bryant Lampkin
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He won several corn contests for 
having the best corn crop in the county. 
Luther was also one of the very first in 
the Northern Neck area to practice the 
farming practice known as “no-till.” 
(No-till is a technique in which the 
land is not tilled before planting new 
crops, allowing the soil to retain water, 
organic matter, and soil microbes such 
as earthworms, which, as Margaret 
noted, Luther was quite fond of because 
he saw the benefit of them living in the 
soil.)

Can you talk more about why he 
started this technique?

He learned about it from reading 
farm magazines and going to soil 
conservation meetings. When he first 
started, he would only do it in back 
fields so no one would see. Farmers 
around here back then were suspicious 
about the technique because it was 
unfamiliar to them, which is funny 
because now it’s mandatory for farmers 
to practice it in order to preserve the 
soil and grow healthier crops. Luther 
saw the benefits of it early on and he 
played a part in promoting it to other 
farmers in the region.

What inspired Luther to be a 
farmer and to make his living on the 
Northern Neck?

Farming had been in his blood for 
generations. His father was a farmer, 
he grew up on a farm, and out of four 
children, he was the only one who 
decided to stick to it. He was meant for 
it. He took to grain farming more so 
than livestock early on. When we were 
first married he started off buying small 
farms around and he worked his way 
up, eventually inheriting his father’s 
farm. Luther’s love for farming has 

passed down to our son, Alan, who has 
taken over the business and farms all 
the land.  

In what other ways was he 
involved in the community and did 
he have any other passions or hobbies 
outside of farming?

Religion was very important to 
Luther. He was a good Christian, and 
he served time as a charter member 
at Rehoboth Church and as a Deacon 
at Morattico Baptist Church.  Though 
farming was his main hobby, he also 
enjoyed working with wood; he made 
things like book shelves. He was a 
great story-teller and he loved to tell 
tales about his childhood and talk 
about his father. He even wrote a book 
of these stories called The Boy and the 
Mule (available at the Northern Neck 
Farm Museum’s gift shop).

What inspired Luther to start 
the farm museum?

He wanted to let the younger 
generations know about agriculture and 
how important it is, and he wanted them 
to be aware of where their food comes 
from. That’s why education is a big 
focus at the museum. We have school 
groups from around the area come in 
frequently for classes and educational 
activities. Luther and I used our own 
land to build the museum on, and 
Luther replanted most of the timber that 
he had to cut down in order to construct 
the building. The museum is filled with 
antique farming equipment that people 
from all around the area have kindly 
donated.

Was he concerned about the 
disappearance of agriculture in this 
era?

Yes, that was one of his biggest 
concerns and that was why he wanted 
to start the farm museum—not only 
to educate younger generations, but to 
preserve the agricultural lifestyle that is 
so much a part of the culture and history 
of the Northern Neck and of America. 

Are there any special memories 
of Luther that you want to share?

My favorite memories of Luther 
are of him telling his stories—I loved 
to listen to him. And he loved ice 
cream. I remember that when I would 
go buy a gallon of ice cream at the store 
he would sit down at night and he could 
eat half a gallon all by himself right out 
the container! 

After talking with Margaret, the 
impression of Luther Welch that stuck 
with me the most was that he never lost 
sight of the things that mattered to him 
most, and he was blessed with some of 
the most extraordinary gifts that one 
could ask for in life: he was surrounded 
with family and friends who loved 
and cared for him, colleagues who 
respected him, and he was fortunate 
enough to have his passion turn into a 
fulfilling, lifelong career. pl

Our thanks to Margaret Welch.

" Fa r m i n g  h a d  b e e n  i n 
h i s  b l o o d  f o r  g e n e r at i o n s ."

LP SINCE 1989
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Kilmarnock, VA  •  Since 1916

Rappahannock 
Record

Serving the lower 
Northern Neck audience 

in print  and online.

18,317*
readers of the printed 

paper each week.

108,599**
monthly page views on our 

RRecord.com website.

To reach our audience, 
call 804-435-1701

*Pulse Research survey of Record readers     
**Google Analytics report
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Flowering Fields Bed & Breakfast
"Where Southern Hospitality Begins"

Near Irvington, Kilmarnock & White Stone
 232 Flowering Field  - White Stone, VA 22578

RESERVATIONS: (804) 435-6238
floweringfieldsbandb@gmail.com
www.floweringfieldsbandb.com

Breakfast includes famous Crabcakes

GLOUCESTER 
Edgehill Shopping Center

(804) 693-4155

for all your office needs see

SERVING THE COMMUNITY FOR OVER 25 YEARS

READERS WRITE IS BACK!

Welcome to our Readers Write column, another boomerang section of PL that was 
discontinued and is now back with a vengeance! Readers Write is a place where you, 
our readers, can share your personal stories, poems, essays, perhaps even illustrations 

in response to special topics that we announce each issue. A heartfelt thanks to those who have 
bravely shared their inspired thoughts with us in past issues! We hope to see many new contributors 
in PL in the coming year, so we’d love to hear from you! 

Our March/April 2014 issue topic: What do you love about spring? 

May/June 2014 issue topic: A beloved pet, past or present
	

No limit on length.  Your contribution can be as long as you like!  (We reserve the option to edit).  Send your 
submissions to editor@pleasantlivingmagazine.com, or mail to 5 South First Street, Richmond VA 23219. 
(Kids are welcome participants, too).  Your contribution will appear in the pages of PL or online, depending 
on available space in our print edition.

LP SINCE 1989
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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

Monday- Saturday
9:00 a.m.-5:00 p.m.
www.wfbooth.com

3 3 3 3

Toll Free
800-543-8894

$15.95, Paperback, 6”x 9”
Release: FALL 2013

In Service to Their Country
BY CAPTAIN ALEXANDER G. MONROE, USN (RET.)

ORDERING INFORMATION
This fall, order direct from the publisher at www.pleasantlivingmagazine.
com/books, or call 804.644.3090. Also available at amazon.com, 
bn.com and from your local bookseller. $15.95 plus shipping/handling.

On a Virginia hillside overlooking the Rappahannock River, at 
Christchurch School, sits a simple granite monument. It was 
placed there to honor the school’s faculty, staff, and alumni who 

have served in the American uniformed services. From its early years, and 
continuing still today, Christchurch has been home to men and women 
of diligence, accountability, and humble valor, often taking in struggling 
youths and cultivating in them the virtues and life skills they’ll need to 
make their way in the world. The path many graduates have chosen is 
one of service to country.

Together with the hillside monument, this book exists in tribute 
to those members of the Christchurch family who have dedicated years 
of their lives—often their best years, and sometimes their last—to the 
protection of the United States of America. 

www.pleasantlivingmagazine.com BOOKS

O     O     O
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WANT TO SEE ADVERTISING THAT WORKS?

List Your Business FREE!

.COM

FIND US AT

WWW.MYVMAGAZINE.COM

Click on the SOURCEBOOK for WOMEN LOGO LINK

For more details, write vsponsorships@gmail.com • 804.644.3091

WITH A SPONSORSHIP,

WE’LL ALSO TELL YOUR STORY IN WORDS, PICTURES AND LINKS

AND BLAST IT TO THOUSANDS OF WOMEN

Women's Sourcebook 

NEW WEBSITE 

@ www.WOMENSSOURCEBOOK.com

Women's 
Sourcebook 
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