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EDITOR’S JOURNAL

Making it Official

Publisher

I’ve attended quite a few weddings over the years—weddings of friends, acquaintances, as well as 
those of complete strangers. In three of these ceremonies, I was the groom, but in only one was I 
truly conscious.

Formal weddings, especially the expensive American ones, have always made me a bit uncomfortable, 
I think partly because over the top formal ceremonies come off as artificial and an attempt to display 
how wealthy (or now in debt), how important, how stylish, or how worthy the bride (or her parents) or 
the groom (or his parents) are.  We’ve all been to such weddings.  They are often stiff and even cold in 
their formality.  The guests sit quietly, staring straight ahead with solemn anticipation.  Heaven forbid 
if anyone other than the bride, groom, or minister utters a word during the ceremony, or the angels of 
the heavenly host might crash down on their heads. The wedding party stands like statues except for 
the momentary twitter of excitement when the couple seals their love with a kiss. And we all know the 
celebrity weddings that cost tens or hundreds of thousands of dollars and how they are, in the end, just 
a fancy display, often empty of real love, illustrated by a six-figure divorce after a year or three.

When Tanya and I decided to tie the knot, we made a pact that there would be nothing traditional 
and predictable about our wedding.  It would simply be a full and emotional and real expression of 
our incredible love and commitment to each other.  We made this decision because of who we are, but 
also because there’s been nothing traditional about our relationship.  There has, however, been one 
predictable aspect:  the universe and some of our friends knew we were destined to be together before 
we did.

And so our ceremony was complete with an song sung a cappella, accompanied by American sign 
language, two e.e. cummings poems, a reading from The Velveteen Rabbit, a Rumi poem, a piece of 
scripture from the Book of Ruth, a singing bowl to create sacred space for the blessing of our rings, a 
passage about anam cara from Celtic wisdom, and a union tree of lights where we shared our vows.  The 
ceremony was lively but reverent, celebratory and full of love, with lots of laughter, tears, and in a word, 
unforgettable.

It was a fitting tribute to our love.  Tanya and I have known each other for thirty years, been friends for 
twenty-five, a couple for seven, engaged for two, and at this writing, married for just short of a month.  
Our official marriage was a long-time coming, but it actually began a long time ago.  Looking back over the 
years at all the long conversations on park benches or over coffee, the warm friendship and connection, 
our respect and admiration for each other, and of course the attraction that whispered just under the 
surface for so long, we realized that what we were doing was getting married for the past twenty-five 
years.  We just needed to make it official.  And this time, I was fully conscious. 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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F E A T U R E

Recollections of the Northern Neck 
and Other Happenings  

Dedicated to my children, grandchildren 
and their children’s children

1.  My Mother and My Father’s  
Courtship and Marriage

I start my recollections and family happenings as told me with 
the courtship of my mother and father.  I believe this courtship 
to be most unusual.  Father was attending Marvin Grove Camp 
meeting near Farnham and saw this young girl around thirteen 
years old and thought she was someone special.  He was eighteen 
years old at the time.  He asked her name and where she lived and 
they went their ways.  He never forgot her though and it was about 
four or five years later when mother was eighteen that he wrote 
her father, George Headley and asked if he could come to Coan 
(where they lived) to see the girl, Rebecca Headley.  Grandfather 
Headley wrote back that he would be pleased to have him visit, 

so father drove up to Coan and stayed overnight.  He proposed 
to mother two or three years later coming down the Washington 
Monument.  She was living in Baltimore at the time and father 
went to Baltimore to see her and took her over to Washington.  
Mother did not accept his proposal in marriage until some time 
later.  They were married in Baltimore on April 4, 1893.  Father 
was twenty-eight years old and mother was twenty-three years 
old.  Grandfather Gill had bought and given the farm in lower 
Northumberland Co., known as Cedar Hill, as a wedding present 
to my father.  It was a large farm, good soil, windmill, bank barn, 
ice house, etc.  The farm was 293 acres.  The farm to this day is 

By Virgil Headley Gill

 [Brackets denote editor Dan Gill's comments for clarity]

PART I
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outstanding in its productivity, due also to 
father’s interest in soil building and good 
husbandry.  He also had a store at Merry 
Point that was run by hired help. 

Father brought mother home to Cedar 
Hill and as they were driving down the 
lane the porch on the back of the house was 
on fire.  Father found a ladder, climbed on 
the roof and put the fire out.  He said he 
did not know how he was able to handle 
such a heavy ladder.  Aunt Matilda [the 
families black domestic helper] was there 
to greet them and stayed with them most 
of their married life.  Aunt Matilda raised 
all the family except me.  Aunt Patty, 
sister of Aunt Matilda, raised me.  Aunt 
Matilda was very strict in bringing us up.  
She would say, “you can’t play with them 
boys. . .” if she did not think they were the 

right kind of people to have around.  We all 
loved her as much as a member of the family, 
even though she was a colored servant. 

Father told mother if he could harvest 
1,000 bushels of wheat that year he would 
take her to the World’s Fair in Chicago.  This 
was a lot of wheat in those days, maybe ten 
bushels to the acre and all that cut by binder 
and stacked.  He made the 1000 bushels and 
they were off to the World’s Fair in Chicago 
in 1893.

I am the only member of the family 
that was born at Chestnut Hill; all the others 
were born at Cedar Hill.  Father had just 
bought Chestnut Hill with money from 
Grandfather Headley’s estate and had the 
place put in Mother’s name. It was a 175 
acre farm with an old house and not many 
outbuildings.  The soil was not as fertile as 

Cedar Hill, but did have a beautiful view 
of the Chesapeake Bay, after the trees and 
bushes were cut down.  We could stand 
on the back porch and see the boats going 
and coming up the Bay to Baltimore and 
Washington.  Papa redid the house, added 
five rooms, front porch and bay windows, 
built a large barn about 125’ x 50’ with 
drive through for hay unloading with hay 
forks.  It was the largest barn I know of 
in the Northern Neck.  Papa was a very 
proud and pious man, never smoked, nor 
drank, cursed or used profanity.  He had his 
close friends, the Christopher boys, build 
the bay windows on the back of the house 
at Chestnut Hill and he heard one of them 
refer to the bay windows as the (four letter 
word) house.  He lost his respect for them 
after that word.

Top:  Chestnut Hill front 
(large front porch lost when a tree fell) 
Left: Chestnut Hill walnut staircase

credit Dan Gill Sept 2010
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 I never knew my father, as he died 
when I was three months old.  He had 
pneumonia seven times and died with it at 
the age of forty-six.

2. Grandfather Headley
Grandfather Headley, my mother’s 

father, was a very astute businessman.  
He was an orphan and I do not know who 
brought him up.  He was a staunch 
Baptist, belonging to Coan Church 
and is buried there.  He had three 
wives and four children, [not 
counting Johnny Bramble]. Mother 
was by the second [wife], who was 
a Sarah Crowther.

It is said when they built 
Kirkland Grove Camp, near 
Heathsville, he supervised the 
building and would walk around 
and pick up the nails that flew off 
the hammers.  He built and had run 
for him the eating establishment; 
also the family owned a cottage at 
the Camp. Grandfather [Headley] 
had three large farms and a gristmill, 
and managed Mantua.  He was well 
off for his day and since there were 
no banks, loaned money in that part of 
the county.  Grandfather was Justice of 
the Peace in Northumberland County. I 
do not know for how long.  When he died 
at the age of seventy-five he left Johnny 
Bramble, the boy he raised, one of the 
farms, Summerfield. This farm was about 
one third of his estate.  Mother took her 
money and bought Chestnut Hill. 

The story of Grandfather getting  
Johnny Bramble is quite interesting, I 
think.  He was attending court day at 
Heathsville. This was a big time for every 
one in the county to meet, sell horses, race 
horses, drink, etc.  He ran into Mr. Bramble 
and remarked, “What a fine young son you 
have there.” Mr. Bramble replied, “If you 
want him you can have him.”  Grandfather 
said he would have to ask his wife and 
very shortly  Johnny came to live with 
them [at four years of age].   Johnny lived 
at Grandfather's and was brought up as 
a member of the family.  Johnny never 
changed his name but the love for each 
other was as strong as if he had been his 
son.  In fact, when I was young I used 

to visit Johnny quite often and thought 
more of him than I did of any uncle I had.  
Johnny married a Miss Booth, raised four 
girls, was a good farmer and lived well.  
His wife, Miss Estelle, was a pretty woman 
but awfully hard to get along with.  She 
gave  Johnny a hard time nagging all the 
time about something.

younger generation called him “Uncle 
Gooseberry.”  He also fitted glasses and 
did enlargements of pictures for a living.  
In his later years he bought Apple Grove, 
near Chestnut Hill and moved there.  He 
was very thrifty (under estimation) and if 
he had to go to court he pleaded his own 
case rather than hire a lawyer.  He bought a 

Ford touring car and had sticks and 
ropes tied to hand brake etc. so he 
could operate it with one leg.  He 
never would use an artificial leg, 
though he had one.

 It is told he was driving from 
Rehoboth Church to Kilmarnock 
when a cop stopped him for driving 
in the middle of the road [roads 
were dirt then and graded for water 
to run off].  Asked why he was 
driving in the middle of the road 
he replied that, he was “leveling 
up his tires.”  Helen and I visited 
him several times and caught him 
off guard; he was counting his 
money and was stuffing it in his 
pockets to keep us from seeing it, 
but part of the bills were sticking 

out of all pockets.  He lived to be eighty-
three and was still planting apple trees at 
that age, when it takes ten years for a tree 
to yield. 

He was so tight he never spent any 
money even for food, ate mostly fruit, 
honey, etc. from the place.  It is said the 
meal was always wormy.  When he was 
about seventy-eight, Randolph Smith, 
a nephew, took him to court and had 
a guardian appointed for him to keep 
people from taking every thing he had.  
Uncle Asbury never got over this as his 
money was his life.  He left all he had to 
all members of the family. By the time 
lawyer’s fees etc. were paid and the large 
number of heirs it was not very much.  My 
share was around $325.00.  He is buried 
in the family burying ground at the home 
place at Miskimon.

4. My Mother
My mother was indeed a remarkable 

woman. Born and raised with everything 
she wanted, never taught to cook or keep 
house. Grandfather [Headley] tried to get 
her to go to Baltimore to a finishing school, 

Johnny Bramble and Miss Estelle 
(family photo)

3. Uncle Asbury
Uncle Asbury was a character. He lost 

his leg from what they called white rising 
when he was twelve years old.  He attended 
William and Mary and was about top in his 
class.  He went to Philadelphia and opened 
an art studio, fell in love with a girl there 
and when he gave her up came back to 
Miskimon and built a hut in the woods 
back of the farm.  He sometimes came 
to the house and ate but always ate with 
his hat on. I remember very well visiting 
Grandmother Gill.  I was about five years 
old and there would be fifteen to twenty 
at the table and Uncle Asbury sitting there 
eating and not looking up nor having any 
thing to say to any one else.  He got over 
this in a couple of years and bought part 
of the home place from Grandmother 
and raised all kinds of fruit to ship to 
Baltimore by boat.  He had several acres 
of gooseberries and some members of the 
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but she would not go. I do not know how 
much schooling she had, but would suppose 
about the same as 7th grade. However, she 
was always interested in affairs and kept 
abreast of them. When she married Papa 
she could not cook. He hired Aunt Matilda 
and the first thing he asked her was if she 
could cook. She told him she could so she 
took over the cooking, the house, and when 
the children came, nursed them.

We had everything a family would 
want as long as father lived. He had 
the store at Rehoboth and of course all 
supplies were ordered from Baltimore and 
sent down to Harding’s Wharf by steamer. 
We lived better than other people in the 
area, having our own ice [in an ice house 
– blocks of ice were cut from dammed ice 
ponds in winter, stored in an underground 
ice house, insulated with straw or sawdust 
and kept through the summer], which only 
one other in that part of the county had. 
Life was good and Mother did not have 
many worries. Then the roof fell in, Father 
died at forty-six, and she was forty, leaving 
her with seven children. Rexie was the 
oldest at sixteen, and I was three months 
old. Father was heavily in debt; besides 
his partner in the store in Kilmarnock was 
stealing everything from there. All she 
saved was Chestnut Hill, which she had 
bought with her money and was in her 
name and a $1,000.00 life insurance policy. 
The two stores went, Cedar Hill and all the 
livestock, etc. The barn burned at Chestnut 
Hill the night father died and most of the 
livestock and grains were destroyed. You 
will note their married life started with 
a fire and ended with a fire. Besides all 
this, the manager at Cedar Hill had been 
dishonest and had taken more than his 
share of the crops raised. Most folks would 
have given the children around to be raised 
as was common in those days, but mother 
held the family together. One family was 
very anxious for Mary. I am sure Rexie had 
quite a lot to do with this as well as mother.

Mother took the $1,000.00 insurance 
policy and sent Rexie to Blackstone Female 
Institute in Blackstone, Virginia and in 
two years she was teaching and helped 
Nell [second daughter] go to Farmville 
Teacher’s College, and so one helped the 
other and all were able to get a college 

education.
We damn near starved to death. If it 

had not been for the wild rabbits, I don’t 
believe we would have made it. Sam 
[middle son] had many traps and would 
come in each morning with three to six 
rabbits. We had a cow and had milk, butter 
and clabber. I ate so much clabber then, I 
have not touched it since. One of the big 
problems was getting all this crowd to 
school at Wicomico, about five miles away. 
We had to go in the carriage and that was 
full. After six years Mother bought the large 
house in Wicomico and moved the family 
there to be near the school and so she could 
keep the teachers. I believe the teachers 
were paid fifty dollars a month at that time. 
Sometimes a salesman would stop over for 
the night. His fare was $1.50 a night with 
dinner and breakfast. I believe the horse 
extra, stable and feed fifty cents. Mother 
could not sell the farm so had to borrow all 
the money to buy the place in Wicomico. 
The farm was rented for $175.00 a year and 
most did not pay. Mother and I would get in 
the buggy and go down and try to collect, 
but would come back empty-handed.

Mother was quite a traveler, how she 
found the time to visit as many people as 
she did I will never know. She would hitch 
up Old May to the buggy (May was raised 
from a colt and lived to be about twenty-
five years old) and set off for all day or for 
overnight if it was a long way. No one was 
ever notified she was coming, as we had 
no telephones in those days. If it was for 
the day, Mother and I would arrive about 
eleven o’clock and of course have lunch 
and get back home about dark. I never 
recall anyone who was not glad to see us 
and honored by our visit. The talk was 
about the neighborhood, who was sick, 
those who had gone astray, the church, 
etc. For the long trips to Aunt Jennie’s at 
Village and Mrs. Ramey’s at Fonderwood 
it would take all day to get there. They were 
delightful outings for a youngster of five 
or six years old. I was told all the things 
that had happened along the road and knew 
every house and farm, who lived there and 
anything of interest pertaining to the place. 
One house near Heathsville a son had been 
killed in World War One and I still know 
the house; made quite an impression on 

me. Further along we came to a hill near 
Heathsville, on this hill a small boy fell and 
was thrown out of the carriage going down 
the hill and was killed. This happened way 
back when Mother was small. I can point 
this out as I must have heard it ten times.

Mother did not visit just anybody, it 
was the top people of the country side. If 
anyone was sick or needed help, Mother 
was there for a visit. We used to visit Miss 
Maria Lou Ball quite often. She was Ed 
Ball’s and Miss Jessie Dupont’s Aunt and 
lived in Ball’s Neck. Miss Maria Lou was 
a fine old lady, the only Catholic I ever 
heard of in the Northern Neck. On one visit 
I heard what sounded like a bird chirping 
around Miss Marie Lou. I asked Mother on 
the way home and she said Miss Maria Lou 
had a bird up her dress. She wore a large 
bustle so I supposed it was possible. 

It seems that Mother would have 
married again, as she was only forty when 
Father died, however, I heard her say many 
times she had married one good man and 
that was enough. Mother always called 
Father “Mr. Gill,” and he called her Becky. 
Everyone thought Mother had a lot of 
money, always did even after moving to 
Wicomico. Her only thought seemed to 
be to hold the family together and get us 
educated. I remember the only time Mother 
had a caller with marriage in mind. We were 
behind the house killing a couple of rabbits 
Sam had caught in his traps before going to 
school; when he looked around the house 
he saw Mr. Sebra drive up in his buggy. 
Mother must have suspected something 
because she was around the house and at 
the buggy before Mr. Sebra could get out. 
She asked him what he wanted and he said, 
“Sy ‘sont’ me over.” Mother said, “Just 
stay where you are” and turned and went 
back to cleaning the rabbits. We never had 
another visitor with matrimony in mind. 
Mr. Sebra and Sy Kasier were members 
of Rehoboth Church but poor creatures 
indeed. We never called on them and the 
only contact was through the church. pl

Part II of Recollections will appear in our Jan/

Feb 2014 issue.  See page 14 in this issue for 

story on author, Virgil Gill.

Photos coutesy of Dan Gill.
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H I S T O R Y

By Dianne Prentice Jordan

The End of My Summer Vacation
Aboard the Old Bay Line Steamboat City of Richmond 

Old Point Comfort to Baltimore, 1944

I 
loved the smell of creosote from the wharf as the 
late afternoon sun set behind the steamer while the 
last passengers were boarding. As an eight-year 
old climbing the gangplank to the second deck, it 
always brought that extra thrill of excitement as we 
began another overnight trip to Baltimore.

My mother and I visited my grandmother, aunts, uncles 
and cousins on the way home to Adrian, Michigan on the 
B&O train at the end of every summer spent at our cottage 
at Gloucester Point on the York River, and this was my 
favorite part of the trip.

The whistle sounded as we pulled away from the pier in 
front of the Chamberlin Hotel.  Moving into the channel and 
up the Chesapeake Bay, the purser tipped his cap and handed 
mother a small envelope with the ship’s logo, inviting us to 
join the captain’s table for dinner.

I could never sit still until the bong, bong, bong sounded 
for the evening meal, and I ran all over the boat while my 
mother settled into our cabin. We finally headed to the 

dining room, an elegant setting that looked like something 
from a Hollywood musical. The wide steps with gleaming 
wood and velvet carpeting led us down ten or twelve steps 
to the dining room with its formal arrangement. Crystal 
and china were arranged on the tables for the first course, 
and silvery place settings and flickering candles set the 
scene for a festive dinner. I can still see this scene in my 
mind’s eye after all these years. I felt like a princess.

After dinner the grown-ups settled in on the main deck 
for cocktails and horse racing, both legal activities since 
we had left the Virginia state line behind, and all of its 
restrictions about alcohol and gambling.

In the meantime, the younger children ran pell mell 
down to the second deck where the recreation room 
waited. There were ping pong tables, board games and 
trays of sugary desserts and cokes that stoked our high 
energy even higher.

But the main attraction was slot machines! The long 
banks of brightly colored one-armed bandits beckoned to 

Photos courtesy of Mariner's Museum
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Rt.17 and Short Lane, Gloucester
 695-2999 

Old-fashioned ice cream
with the freshest ingredients.

Home Made on Premises

 Also delicious organic 
fair-trade coffee and 
iced coffee drinks!

Pumpkin Custard 
and a Selection of 
Seasonal Favorites

We All Scream!

After October, ice cream is available 
(To Go only) 

at Ware Neck Produce on Main St.

Celebrating 10 years!

25 Years of Professional Service to the Northern Neck

Northern Neck Building Supply, Inc.
BUILDING MATERIALS, PAINT AND HARDWARE

17144 Kings Highway
Montross, Virginia 22520

804-493-9588
www.northernneckbuildingsupply.com

us as surely as if they had been alive. 
My mother had given me a little red 
change purse full of nickels, and I ran 
straight to my favorite spot.

 I was not as tall as the others, but 
I could still put the nickels in all by 
myself.

I dropped a coin into the slot and 
watched as it disappeared and fell with 
a clunk into the bottom of the grate. It 
took all of my strength to pull down the 
handle, and I gazed at the wheels as they 
began to turn, hypnotized by the sound 
and the rainbow blur until, at last, they 
slowed down and each wheel clicked to 

a stop. I held my breath and waited for 
the last cherries, bells and bars to line 
up and….jackpot! Dozens of nickels 
poured from the basket and rolled out 
onto the floor until they came to a stop 
against the deck chairs and walls on 
all sides. We ran to scoop them up, 
and kneeled down in a circle to count 
what looked like a small fortune--more 
than ten dollars! After racing upstairs 
to show our parents, we spent the rest 
of the evening talking about how we 
would spend it! 

The perfect end to another summer. 
pl

Open 6 days a week
Mon.– Fri. 10 a.m. – 6 p.m. 

Sat.10 a.m. – 5 p.m.

Conveniently located in the heart of the 
neighborhood at 417 6th Street in beautiful 

downtown West Point

For more information call 804.843.DOCK

Check us out on facebook
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I
nspiration can be drawn from 
many different sources. For first 
time author Graham Gardner, it 
was his daughter. Dr. Gardner 
is a Richmond, Virginia 

orthodontist, dedicated to helping 
people smile. He had the same goal in 
mind for his children’s book, The Santa 
Beacon, which was recently published 
by Belle Isle Books of Richmond. The 
Santa Beacon reminds children that 
Santa will find them anywhere if they 
have a good heart. 

 “It’s much more about being a 
dad than an orthodontist, “ Graham 
says about his decision to write a book. 
His children often asked how Santa 
would find them at their grandparent’s 
house on Christmas morning, and says 
that the story comforted them, and he 
passed the story on to others. 

As it grew into an oral tradition, 
Graham decided to make the book for 
the children only. “At first I was making 
the book for fun,” he recalls, but then 
it turned into something much more.  
The process of writing and creating the 
book and illustrations took four years, 
but he is pleased with the final result. A 
Christmas ornament is attached to the 
cover to hang on the tree. 

Graham is a beloved local 
orthodontist, who loves the idea 

of making smiles all day long. His 
inspiration for his career came from an 
orthodontist he had while growing up, 
someone who loved his job so much he 
was able to pass on that dedication to a 
twelve-year-old boy. Graham grew up 
knowing one day he would help people 
find confidence in their smiles. 

Between seeing patients and being 
a dad, finding time to write was the 
hardest part about creating this book for 
Graham. Writing this book “has been 
so much fun and I have lots of other 
ideas,” but being a father and being 
dedicated to work are his priorities. 
Graham hopes to make writing a bigger 
part of his life. “Also,” he says, “my 
other children are jealous that I made a 
book for Ava and not for them so I owe 
them one, too.” He plans to develop 

A Christmas Tale Reminds Us All that the 
Christmas Spirit Lies Within Our Heart

B O O K S

By Caroline Robey
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book ideas for each of his children. 
As for their own Christmas, 

Graham and his family enjoy many 
traditions such as decorating the tree 
and opening the advent calendar. 
The kids love to visit their cousins 
and grandparents every year in 

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. 
$19.95 plus shipping/handling. 

 

rappahannock hang-ups, inc. 
& gallery

Tuesday-Friday 10–5; Saturday 10–2
74 S. Main Street, Kilmarnock, VA 22482     804-435-6669

Come in and spend some time at the gallery.

Martinsville, Virginia—and they know 
that Santa will always find them. 

“Of course the part about the Santa 
beacon being your heart is completely 
true,” Graham says, and reminds us that 
showing compassion and love is the 
most magical part of Christmas. pl 
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P R O F I L E

M y father was a storyteller. He was 
born in the Northern Neck of 
Virginia in 1910 back when folks 
still hitched up the horse to the 
buggy to go calling on friends and 

family, or to go to church, or to camp meetings, or for court 
days. He was the youngest of seven children and was only 
three months old when his father died. His mother had to raise 
and educate the children during hard times with little income 
or money. Everybody contributed to the family; all were very 
close and helped each other through college. Whether at home, 
out visiting or while traveling, people told stories about other 
people and about events of the past and present. Storytelling 
was not only an art but also the primary way to keep up with all 
of the goings-on. My father listened, remembered and passed 
these stories on to us children. For us, these were treasured 
moments and treasured stories. 

Our family came into the Northern Neck as early as the 
mid 1600s and settled around Burgess. The will of the second 
Thomas Gill, who died in 1707, is extensive and indicates that 

he was styled as “Gent.” In those days, the title of Gentleman 
was applied only to those of wealth, education and property 
who did not need to work with their hands. Remnants of his 
mill dam are still visible at the head of Bett’s (originally Gill’s) 
Creek, but the tombstones were hauled off in the early part 
of the 20th century, piled on the side of the road and probably 
ended up as door steps somewhere in the area. Since then the 
Gills have been farmers and professionals spread throughout 
the Neck and beyond. Daddy once figured that he had “256 
grandmammas and 256 grandpappas” in his Northern Neck 
heritage. If we could go back through the generations and 
then follow the lines down to today, it is easy to see that we 
are related to everyone who has ever had roots in the Neck. 

Daddy was born at Rehoboth Church on Chestnut Hill 
Farm at the top of Hard Bargain Hill and he was proud to 
say that he “drove a hard bargain” ever since. The family had 
been quite well off, owning farms and stores, until his father 
died and they lost practically everything. It is said that his 
father caught pneumonia after attending a Mr. Christopher’s 
funeral in the rain, without his hat on. The old house still 

Virgil Head ley Gill, 
Storyteller

By Dan Gill, Ethno-Gastronomist
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stands but has been abandoned for many 
years. Cedar Hill Farm is also at the top of 
the ridge over on Ball’s Neck Road and is 
still a working farm. When Daddy came 
along, Hard Bargain Hill was steep and 
sandy. Goods came into Ball’s Neck at 
Harding’s Wharf on Dividing Creek and 
had to be loaded on horse-drawn wagons, 
hauled around the head of the creek, then 
up the hill to get to the farms and stores 
inland. The story goes that wagons could 
not make it up (or down) the steep slope 
fully loaded, and some wagoneers would 
sell, trade or barter part of the load. Hard 
bargains were often struck in the process. 

After getting his degree in 
agricultural economics from V.P.I., 
Daddy taught school for a few years, 
then in 1941 came to Remlik Hall in 
Middlesex County as the farm manager. 
He said this was as close as he could get 
to the Northern Neck. He raised turkeys 
and did well enough to buy half of the 
farm ten years later. 

When Barbara and I got married, we 
moved back to the farm and borrowed 
the money to buy the other half from 
Daddy’s partner, Wallace Groves, the 
developer of Freeport on Grand Bahama 
Island. We had to find a way to ease my 
father out of his day-to-day management 
role so that I could take over. Daddy 
created the business, checked with the 
men every morning at 8:00 to arrange 
the day and kept close rein on how 
the farm was run. I had just gotten my 
master’s degree in poultry science with 
minors in agricultural economics, animal 
science, business and physiology. I had 
my own ideas as to how things needed to 
be done. We all knew that the transition 
of leadership was going to be traumatic. 
Fortunately, Daddy’s daily schedule 
included a two-hour nap after lunch, 
usually on his boat. Everyone knew that 
this was his private time and that he was 
not to be disturbed. After his nap he 
would work in the garden, check on the 
farm, or otherwise occupy himself until 
5:00—cocktail time. 

Every few years Daddy conducted 
a “Grand Tour” of the Northern Neck 
to reconnect the family with their roots. 
This was an all day affair with him 
telling stories the whole time. He knew 

every old house and farm from Reedville 
to Warsaw as well as all of the families 
and their stories. We would stop for 
lunch in a churchyard where we would 
fix drinks and look at old tombstones. 
When my aunts and uncles gathered for 
reunions or other events there was sure to 
be a marathon session of family stories 
often going on all night. Over the years 
we tried to get Daddy to write down his 
recollections for posterity but he was 
always too busy. 

After about two years of this, Barbara 
and I decided it was time for action. For 
Christmas we gave Daddy a leather 
bound book, a stack of blank vellum 
paper, a nib pen and a bottle of India ink, 
along with instructions to extend his rest 
time by two hours and write his memoirs. 
Our plan worked. For the next two years 
he spent every afternoon on his boat (out 
of my hair) writing. Many of the stories 
he knew so well that he wrote the first 
and final draft on vellum with India 
ink—with few corrections. 

When he was finally satisfied with 
the manuscript, he took it to the Bank of 
Middlesex and made ten copies, which 
were then sent to be professionally 
bound. Copies were passed around 
among friends to be returned and also 
given to immediate family members. 

His book reflects the cultural and 
social structure of a time and place 
foreign to most readers now. Some 
events and behaviors may seem odd or 
even bazaar, but back then the world was 
full of characters and individuals shaped 
by adversity and social isolation. Their 
role models were the people around 
them; many of those people were also 
somewhat odd for the same reason. As 
noted in the dedication, Daddy wrote 
his recollections for friends, family 
and future generations never expecting 
them to be made available to the 
general public. Some aspects may seem 
insensitive, politically incorrect or even 
offensive to some readers, but they must 
be considered within the context of the 
times. To edit or omit them would be a 
disservice to my father and our heritage.

Daddy was a gentleman of the “old 
school”—a self-made educated man of 
integrity. Though he was intense and 

worked hard, he also took the time to 
relax, read, socialize, travel, party and 
fish. He was always planning ahead. 
He knew what needed to get done on 
the farm the next day, the next week 
the next month and the next year. He 
planned his future adventures, parties 
or trips months ahead. He was cultured, 
couth and scrupulously honest. He 
had his own rules. He never used nor 
tolerated vulgarity, even though he was 
known to swear on occasion. He smoked 
heavily and drank according to a tightly 
controlled regimen. As with many men 
of accomplishment through adversity, he 
was self-assured, forceful and somewhat 
autocratic, but he always listened and was 
kind and caring. He said, “It is my nature 
to be sweet.” Mother took issue with this 
as she knew that he also had a devilish 
streak and was known to be somewhat of 
a rascal who liked to keep things “stirred 
up.” Above all though, he always said that 
he had to “tell it like ‘tis” as evidenced by 
the first few sections of his recollections.  
     (see Recollections, page  6 ) 
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H I S T O R Y

Recalling Christmas Past

This is the year that Virginia celebrated Jamestown 
2007 so successfully that conversations with many 
of my come-here friends inevitably turn back to their 
perception of the beginnings of America. I detect an 

admiration for the broad sweep of our celebration and a pride to 
be living in Virginia where the first English colony in America 
was settled. It occurred to me that this is an opportune time to 
talk about Christmases past as 2007 comes to an end. 

Our knitters group, dubbed “Knit-Wits’ by one of us, purled 
and knitted at our last meeting and chatted about our childhood 
memories of Christmas. From this gathering of retirees to River 
Country, a pattern emerged reflecting America’s melting pot.

It was not English traditions, in spite of Dickens’s 
Christmas carolers, that we envisioned, but memories of mothers 
making German and Scandinavian cookies that dominated 
our reminiscing. Recalling Christmas decorations made from 
materials at hand brought smiles and misty eyes to our faces as 
each of us happily, proudly recalled a special Christmas tradition.

Pat recalled how her mother strung popcorn, cranberries and 
pierced walnuts together to make garlands for the tree. At my 
childhood home, the children arose while it was still dark on 
Christmas morning and waited until our parents swept open the 
door to the living room, which had been closed on Christmas 
Eve when we went to bed. There was the Christmas tree standing 

in the corner, glowing with flickering flames of tiny white tapers 
seated in sockets that were clipped to the boughs of a cedar 
tree cut from our forest. Awestruck by the magic of those lights 
twinkling in a completely dark world both outside and inside, we 
almost forgot to see if Santa Claus had left gifts.

We recalled how live boughs of holly, cedar and pine 
outlined mantels, as well as the tops of picture frames, mirrors, 
dressers and doorways. Those freshly cut boughs added a forest 
scent forever afterward associated with other Christmas scents, 
such as baking fruit cakes, pies, roasting turkeys and special 
Christmas cookies.

When we talked of outside decorations, Ann recalled the 
big colored bulbs—as big as those we use in our lamps today—
which her mother and father strung around their front window. 
Her mother insisted on staggering the colors according to a 
pattern. When her mother suggested switching colors yet another 
time, her father, just off the ladder, said, “Damn it, Betty, it’s 
freezing out there.”

Almost all of us agreed that boxwood wreaths define a real 
Virginia Christmas wreath. Surely this tradition dates back to the 
eighteenth century when boxwood was the signature plant for 
landscaping and defining English gardens.

Rochella, who recently moved here from Texas, reminded 
us that placing luminaries along a pathway or walk is a tradition 

By Ruby Lee Norris

Since this article by Ruby Lee Norris appeared in the Nov/Dec 2007 issue of PL, some of the information 
may be out of date. This essay 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.
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from Mexico. Luminaries are lighted 
candles placed in sand in a paper bag. 
Tradition says that they lighted the way to 
the Christ child. 

While sleigh bells are not a decoration, 
this Christmas past talk evoked their 
sound in my memory. We have the bells 
that my parents used on the harness of 
Woodrow, our magnificent chestnut-
colored horse, to pull the sleigh whenever 
the snow was deep enough to hook him 
up and take a ride to a neighbor’s house 
for a drink of hot cider. We always hoped 
the snow would come on Christmas Eve; 
it never did. My parents rang them late 
at night on Christmas Eve to tell us that 
Santa Claus was coming to our house. 
Even after I married and rang them late 
at night on Christmas Eve for our son, I 
still believed that marked the time Santa 
Claus came.

At this moment of recalling Christmas 
past, I spoke of how my grandmother 
made mincemeat for our pies by cooking 
the pork, raisins and spices for hours 
on the back of our big black cast iron 
cook stove. I also recalled that just after 
Thanksgiving I helped my mother-in-law 
chop fruit to make the fruit cake early 
enough to let it season with some bourbon 
before Christmas. One of the ladies said 
that at her house, right after the ladies 
cleaned up from the Thanksgiving feast, 
they started making the Christmas fruit 
cake. What an ingenious way to capture 
workforce while available! Have you 
thought of how much hand chopping 
went into preparing fruit for a cake in the 
days before Cuisinart?

As my childhood Christmas Eve 
memories resurfaced, I recalled how we 
hoped that Santa Claus would take time 
to eat our grandmother’s oatmeal raisin 
cookies and drink the glass of milk we 
had left under the tree. 

Now our conversation turned to 
cookies of German and Scandinavian 
origin. The German pfeffernusse, or 
peppernut cookies, enjoy a special place 
in Pat’s memory. They get their name 
from having a healthy potion of black 
pepper as the main seasoning ingredient 
in the original recipe. The idea was to pop 
a whole cookie in your mouth and get 
an immediate “bite.” Now pfeffernusse 
recipes incorporate spices, orange peel 
and almonds. Here is a recipe from the 
How Food and Drink Editor:

1 cup all-purpose flour
1/4 cup baking powder
1/8 teaspoon soda
1/2 teaspoon black pepper
2 tablespoons brandy
1/2 teaspoon cardamom powder
3/4 teaspoon cinnamon
1 egg yolk
1/4 cup toasted ground almonds  

       (or ½ teaspoon almond extract)
1 teaspoon fine ground lemon peel
1/4 cup molasses
1/4 teaspoon nutmeg
1 tablespoon finely minced orange peel
powdered sugar for dusting
1/8 teaspoon salt
1/2 cup sugar
1/3 cup salted butter

Combine flour, baking powder 
and baking soda in a bowl. Combine 
rest of ingredients, except powdered 
sugar, and gradually mix into the flour 
mixture, beating just until blended. Shape 
tablespoon-sized pieces into balls. Dust 
hands with powdered sugar to prevent 
sticking while forming cookies. Wrap in 
plastic wrap and refrigerate until firm. 

Place balls an inch apart on prepared 
baking sheets and bake 15 minutes at 350 
degrees or until slightly cracked. Cool 
slightly on baking sheets before removing 
to a wire rack. When cookies are slightly 
warm, roll in powdered sugar. Store in 
airtight container. 

I spoke of the spritzes that my next 
door neighbor from Denmark taught me 
how to make when we lived across the hall 
from each other during World War II in 
suburban Philadelphia. The name spritzes 
comes from a German word spritzen, 
meaning “to squirt.” We used a cookie 
press gun to work the soft dough through 
decorative templates (Santas, trees, stars, 
etc.) onto a baking sheet. We would 
decorate them with fruits or sugar or just 
dust them with powdered sugar. Here is 
recipe from a 1959 Mennonite cookbook. 

1 cup butter 
2/3 cup sugar
3 egg yolks
2 1/2 cups flour
1/2 teaspoon salt
1/4 cup ground almonds  

       (or ½ teaspoon almond extract)
1 teaspoon vanilla

Cream butter and sugar together. Add 
vanilla. Add beaten egg yolks. Add ground 
almonds. Sift flour; add salt and measure; 
sift again. Gradually add flour to creamed 
mixture and beat until smooth. Chill dough 
in refrigerator for several hours. Drop by 
teaspoonfuls onto greased baking sheet. 
Space 2 or 3 inches apart.

Bake at 400 degrees for 7 or 8 minutes. 
Makes 4 1/2 dozen cookies. 

Among our family recipes I found our 
oatmeal raisin recipe with a note to my 
grandchildren that says, “This is your Great 
Grandmother Ruby’s recipe modified by 
your Grandmother Ruby Lee.” Here it is:

1 cup margarine or corn oil
1 1/2 cup light brown sugar
2 eggs
1/2 cup sour milk
2 cups flour
2 1/4 cups oatmeal
1 teaspoon soda
1 teaspoon cinnamon
1/2 teaspoon nutmeg
1/2 teaspoon ground cloves
pinch of salt (optional)
1 teaspoon vanilla
1/2 cup raisins
1 cup chopped pecans.

 
Cream butter and sugar. Add beaten 

eggs. Add oatmeal. Add 1/2 of the milk. 
Add flour sifted with soda and spices. Add 
vanilla and rest of the milk. Dough should 
be stiff. If not, add a sifting of either flour 
or oatmeal. Drop onto greased cookie sheet 
with a teaspoon. Cook at 350 degrees about 
10 minutes. Makes about 12 1/2 dozen 
cookies.

As you have reminisced with us, I 
hope visions of sugar plums have danced 
through your heads and that it has brought 
a happy moment of nostalgia. If you are 
so moved, maybe you will try one of the 
cookie recipes at any season of the year. pl

LP SINCE 1989
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C O M M U N I T Y

I
've been going to Raleigh Balderson's Barbershop 

next to the Dairy Freeze in Montross for over twenty 

years. Raleigh isn't a hair stylist; he's a barber.  

There's a difference.  Barbers come from a long line 

of professionals who kept leeches for bloodletting, who 

pulled teeth, and in life and death situations, filled in as 

part-time surgeons.  Hair stylists come from a long line of 

glamor magazines, which isn't necessarily bad—just that 

there’s not much history.  Another difference is that hair 

stylists are mainly concerned with how you look.  Barbers, 

on the other hand, not only make you look good, they also 

make you feel and smell good too with powder and lilac 

lotion.  I notice that women smile and get a little closer to 

me after I've been to Raleigh's. That might be one of the 

reasons I keep going back. 

Walking into Raleigh's barbershop is like walking into 

a time machine, arriving instantly into a vanishing part 

A TRIP TO RALEIGH'S BARBERSHOP

of Americana as soon as the door shuts. Comfortable, 

hardback chairs ring the room, all facing Raleigh as he 

tends with diligence to his customer sitting in the barber's 

chair, pumped up to Raleigh's eye level. It can also recline 

for a full shave. Those next in line read magazines and 

newspapers and lend an ear to whoever is getting his 

haircut, perhaps a harbinger of some good or news of his 

own:  the storm that whipped off the river, who's got their 

crops in and who didn't weather the storm, who got (never 

missed) their spring gobbler or fall buck, who got locked 

up, who got turned loose; who got born, who died, and who 

got married.  And, if you’re fortunate to be third or fourth in 

line, the latest on the scandal in town and in Washington. 

No one talks politics at Raleigh's unless someone brings it 

up. Actually, politics gets a good rinse at Raleigh's. Oh, to 

have been a fly on the wall at Raleigh's barbershop during 

the WPA and prohibition. Raleigh's more popular than any 

By Scott Duprey
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Available from belleislebooks.com, amazon.com, 
and from your favorite bookseller.  
For more information call 804-644-3090 

politician. Everyone knows that he can 

be trusted not to scalp you.      

The conversation at Raleigh's will 

sometimes turn to more important 

things like baseball, like who's on top 

and who's in the cellar.  Raleigh will grin 

and mention his exploits at shortstop 

for the Chesapeake League after the 

World War Two,  almost speaking in 

cadence with his clipping scissors. He 

reminisces about the  mid-forties and 

early fifties when baseball was king all 

around the Neck and Tidewater area, 

when a lot of the fellas who played had 

just gotten back from the war and were 

ready for some fun—mostly just pick-

up games every Saturday afternoon 

and Sunday too, after church. The 

team warmed up fifteen to twenty 

minutes before the game, which was 

the extent of their weekly practice. 

Sometimes they'd play at the old high 

school, which became Washington and 

Lee.  According to Raleigh, sometimes 

the foul balls landed in Saint Andrew's 

Chapel cemetery. 

It was a simpler time then, Raleigh 

says, when folks came from all around 

to watch the boys play ball.  Farm and 

family came first, then friends and 

neighbors, then baseball.

Visiting Raleigh's barbershop, 

where the past lives and haircuts are 

still only $8.  All part of living the good 

life. pl

Photos courtesy of the author.

Another difference is that hair stylists are mainly 

concerned with how you look.  Barbers, on the 

other hand, not only make you look good, they 

also make you feel and smell good too with 

powder and lilac lotion.
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B O O K S

KHJ:  When we talk about Martin Luther King or you or Gandhi—
or any icon in history for that matter—we tend to think of people 
who were somehow different from us or, certainly, “better” than 
us.

Ambassador Young:  Let me respond to that statement with 
a question I posed to the congregation earlier this afternoon. I 
asked them, “Was Martin Luther King a genius?”  Of course the 
answer to that was a unanimous yes.  I followed that up with a 
second question:  Are you a genius?  Are you a genius?  Now 
the room got quieter; people were unsure of how to respond.  
But you see, if we say Martin Luther King was a genius without 
acknowledging that the same genius exists in ourselves, then 
we risk feeling relieved of the responsibility to pursue our own 
capacity for greatness. 

Now, having said that, this book is for young men—and some 
people get mad at me when I say this—but I think it’s normal 
for young men to be rough and tough.  It’s normal for them to 
be vulgar and rowdy and callous.  It’s normal to see them trying 
to be too cool and too hip.  Saint Augustine—a saint—struggled 
with his faith and his conversion until he was thirty-five!  He 
said as a young man, “Save me, dear God; but not right now!”  

A Conversation with 
Ambassador Andrew J. Young, Jr.

In other words, I want to follow you, but I’m having too much 
fun!  (laughs)  Youth is a time of excess, and that is true whether 
you are a saint or Martin Luther King or whoever.  And, by the 
way, Martin was a pretty wild kid.  He had his struggles just like 
everyone else.  He grew up in the YMCA and he was a good 
basketball player.  But he always thought that he wasn’t very 
good-looking and that he was too short.  He had all sorts of color 
complexes and complexes about his hair—as all young men do!  
In fact, he was still struggling with some of these things when 
I met him, and I was struggling with my own things.  So we 
struggled together in these “ordinary” things even as we made 
our way doing “extraordinary” things.  But people look at Martin 
and they forget this.    

KHJ:  So how did two “regular guys” achieve such incredible 
things?  How did you find it within yourselves to face the kind of 
hatred and very real, physical danger placed in your path?

Ambassador Young:  Well, I was very lucky in that, at a relatively 
young age, I had what could be called a revelatory or divine 
experience.  I was sitting on the top of a mountain in North 
Carolina and, as I sat there taking in the majestic view before 
me, it suddenly became clear to me that everything out there, 

Editor’s Note:

When I went to Atlanta to meet with Ambassador Young, I did so with the understanding that 
our interview would last thirty minutes.  I arrived early for my appointment; however, some 
last-minute demands on his schedule pushed our meeting back several times.  Finally, his 
executive assistant came into the room where I was waiting and told me to grab my things 
and follow her.  I did as I was told, and to my eternal delight, found myself accompanying 
Ambassador Young for the better part of the day as he moved from engagement to engagement.  
I watched him preach extemporaneously to a crowd for thirty minutes; I was witness to the 
grace with which he greeted every person who wanted to shake his hand (and they were 
many); and I saw his terrific sense of humor on display during a private lunch with his 
beautiful wife and three colleagues.

When I returned home and began to transcribe our interview, I found that my questions and comments most often seemed like 
awkward interruptions in an otherwise eloquent soliloquy.  I quickly concluded that his words stood best on their own.  Thus, 
while I have kept some of my questions and comments for clarity, by and large, I have chosen to simply “let the man speak.”  

I am honored to introduce one of the last surviving members of Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.’s inner circle, Ambassador 
Andrew J. Young, Jr.

By Kelly Johnson
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everything I could see, had a place, and 
that there was a perfect order to everything.  
The sunflowers, the corn, the fields with 
the cattle—everything in the world had a 
place in God’s order.  And I knew also that 
there was a place for me in that order.  I 
didn’t know what that place was, but at that 
moment, I knew God had a purpose and 
plan for my life simply because there was 
a purpose and plan for everything in life!  

From that moment on, my life has been at 
peace.  And when I left that mountain top, 
everything began to unfold—everything 
from the jobs I had, to meeting my wife, 
to meeting Dr. King.  From the moment 
in North Carolina to this day, my life has 
unfolded in order.  The right doors have 
always opened . . . eventually. (laughs)

Likewise, the thing that I think set Martin 
apart was that he understood early on 
his power was not in the flesh, but in the 
spirit.  He understood that he was not a 
human being who had occasional spiritual 
experiences; instead he was a spiritual 
being in the midst of a human experience.  

Now certainly, we grew up fast during 
the fight for Civil Rights—there was a 
great deal of responsibility placed on all 
our shoulders.  But the thing that really 
allowed us to overcome the tear gas and 
the dogs and the physical abuse was our 
faith in God.  We had faith in God and we 
had a cause that sustained us.  When you 
have those two things—there really are no 
limits to what you can do and what you can 
endure.

KHJ:  That, to me, sounds extraordinary!

Ambassador Young:  No, we were, as my 
daughter once described us: ‘just some get-
down brothers in the right place, at the right 
time, trying to do the right thing.’  Do you 
know what we were doing right before he 
died?  We were having a pillow fight!  I 
came into the hotel room1 after being in 
court and he laughed and said, “Where have 
you been?!”  And he took a pillow off the 
bed and threw it at me.  “You’ve been gone 

 
1   The Lorraine Motel in Memphis, Tennessee served 
as the make-shift headquarters for Dr. King and 
key members of his Southern Christian Leadership 
Conference who had come to Memphis to help 
organize peaceful marches in support of the Memphis 
sanitation workers’ strike.  It is now the site of the 
National Civil Rights Museum.   

all day long.  I don’t know what you’ve 
been up to!”  I said, “I’ve been in court!”  
Well, he grabbed another pillow and threw 
it at me, and by the time he threw the third 
pillow at me, I started throwing them back.  
Then everybody picked up pillows and we 
started in . . . anyway, that is what we were 
doing.  A few minutes later, Martin walked 
out the door of the hotel room and was 
assassinated.  

We were all headed out to dinner and I was 
in the parking lot when I heard the gunshot.  
Honestly, at first I thought someone was 
just playing around—with firecrackers or 
something.  I called for Martin and when 
he didn’t answer, I assumed he was playing 
a trick on me.  But then I saw his shoe 
sticking through the railing of the balcony, 
and I knew.  I ran back up the stairs and I 
saw him . . . and I knew he was gone. 

KHJ:  That must have been a devastating 
blow for you personally.  

Ambassador Young:  His death was 
shocking, yes, but it was not unexpected.  
He had foreseen his assassination.  He knew 
it was coming, and he took it seriously.  
But, you know, he also used to joke with 
us about it.  He would pretend to give us 
our eulogies because he said that the guys 
shooting at him were bad shots, and since 
we were always standing next to him, we 
were likely to go before he did! (laughs)  

KHJ:  Weren’t you afraid?

Ambassador Young:  The truth is that no, 
we were not afraid.  We were ignited with 
passion for the cause of Civil Rights, and 
we fought for those rights using the dual 
powers of love and forgiveness.  When you 
are filled with that forgiving love, you no 
longer fear.  The most that they can do is 
kill you, and what is death but a pathway 
to heaven?

KHJ:  But weren’t you angry when he died?  
I feel angry about the way he died, and I 
(obviously) didn’t even know him!

Ambassador Young:  I was mad, yes.  But at 
him!  I said, “How dare you leave me here 
with this mess!  How dare you go on to 
the Promised Land without me.”  I wasn’t 
angry with his killer because, as Martin 
often said, there can be no resurrection 
without a cross.  This is how it is.  We learn 

through our suffering.  Whether you’re 
talking about Christianity or free enterprise, 
we know that you learn through failure.  If 
you are succeeding at everything you’re 
doing, you’re not doing enough; you’re not 
risking enough.  It is not until you push the 
envelope that you have a break through and 
new things happen.

Martin went to jail in Birmingham on 
a Good Friday, and when he went into 
that Birmingham jail, he did it because 
he thought the movement had failed!  
Everyone was convinced the movement 
had failed.  The black leadership was 
telling him, “You have to leave here and 
raise money to bond our people out of 
jail.”  But he refused.  He said, “I can’t 
leave them.  The only thing I can do is go 
to jail with them.”  While he was in jail, 
eight white clergymen published an open 
letter attacking him [for engaging in civil 
disobedience and urging him to allow the 
matter of civil rights to be resolved in the 
state and federal court system].  And it 
was then that he wrote his, “Letter from a 
Birmingham Jail. 2”   He wrote it around the 
borders of newspapers and on toilet paper 
and whatever scraps he could find to write 
on.  Everything began to change after that.  
That’s the cross and the resurrection!

Let me put it in football terms.  You don’t 
make a touchdown on every play.  You know 
that when you go off-tackle and there’s a 
big guy in front of you, sometimes you’ll 
get by him; but most of the time you’re 
going to get knocked on your behind.  So 
you get back up and you try to go around 
him.  And maybe you get thrown for a loss, 
but you get back up and you try again.  You 
have four tries and then you have to give 
the other guy a chance.  But you know your 
turn is coming back around.  So football is 
a very good metaphor for life.  

KHJ:  You said earlier that one of the 
things that allowed you to face danger 
and opposition without fear was your faith 
in God and the strength that came from 

2 Dr. King’s ‘Letter from A Birmingham Jail’ is widely 
considered one of the greatest historical, social, and 
spiritual statements ever written.  Within four months 
of its publication, a group of 250,000 supporters 
congregated in Washington D.C. to hear Dr. King’s 
history-making “I Have a Dream” speech.  It was the 
largest civil rights demonstration in history.  One year 
later, the Civil Rights Act of 1964 was signed into law.
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having a purpose in your life that went 
beyond yourself, beyond self-interest.

Ambassador Young:  Dr. King used to say 
that if a man hasn’t discovered something 
he will die for, he isn’t fit to live.  In other 
words, if you’re world-view is dominated 
by self-interest, it’s going to be a small 
world, and a petty world, and its not going 
to get you through.  There will be nothing 
to hold you up when the bumps in the road 
come—and they’re coming!

Just take a look at the stars who walk the 
“red carpet”— practically every one of 
them has a screwed up life.  Why is that? 
It’s because their sense of validation comes 
from outside of themselves.  The things 
that are most important to them are “self” 
centered:  how they look, how they dress, 
how much money they make, how well 
their movie did.  A few months ago, every 
kid in this city had a number 7 Michael 
Vick jersey.  He was the ultimate success.  
A multi-millionaire!  Then came the bump 
in the road.  Now he’s in prison; the crowds 
are gone; the amenities are all gone.  You 
look at all he had, yet none of it can provide 
him any consolation.  The only hope is for 
him to find something within.  Malcolm 
X did.  He went to prison and found his 
soul—or at least started the process.  Mike 
Tyson didn’t.  Prison broke Mike Tyson.  
He was not able to put aside the external 
and find meaning beyond his own desires.  
His despair, which continues to this day, 
is a natural consequence of the choices 
he has made.  I don’t know how to say it 
any more plainly.  You are not simply this 
flesh and blood!  You are spiritual beings, 
and because of this, you will not achieve 
the happiness you desire by living selfishly.  

You cannot survive like that!

Now does this mean you cannot be 
successful?  Of course not.  We formed 
this business, GoodWorks International, 
because we felt called to help American 
businesses get into Africa, and we have 
been very successful.  But before we began, 
I asked myself—Does this feed the hungry?  
Does this clothe the naked?  Does this heal 
the sick?—and it does.  Business does that.  
Jobs and work and wages and prosperity 
do all of those things.  Nevertheless, I get 
criticized all the time for associating with 
Chevron and Walmart.  But to my way 
of thinking, it is very simple:  if we want 
lights, we need oil.  If we want to drive 
cars, we need oil.  It is ultimately very 
hypocritical to want to live as we do and 
not want to associate with the companies 
that allow us to do it.  

So I say by all means, be successful.  Be as 
successful as you possibly can!  But find a 
way to serve God in your work at the same 
time, either directly or indirectly.  

In the end, what we do here [on earth] 
doesn’t much matter.  Our time here, 
whether its thirty-nine years as it was 
for Martin, or ninety years as it was for 
Benjamin Mays3, or however long our time 
is, is short when measured against eternity.  
The bottom line is that we’re all going to 
die.  Maybe—maybe—you have something 
to say about when . . . but not much.  But 

you have something to say about what you 
die for!  And you have something to say 
about what you live for!  

KHJ:  Do we have time for word 
association?
Ambassador Young:  Surely, yes.

KHJ:   Compassion
Ambassador Young:  Love

KHJ:  “Boys Don’t Cry”
Ambassador Young:  Crap

KHJ:  Bullies
Ambassador Young:  Weak

KHJ:  Respect for Women
Ambassador Young:  Real Men

Ambassador Andrew Young

An ordained minister and graduate of 
Howard University, Ambassador Andrew 
Young was a fixture in the Civil Rights 
movement alongside his mentor and good 
friend, Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. He 
was appointed by Dr. King to serve as 
the Executive Director of the Southern 
Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC) 
in 1964, and it was in this capacity that 
he would help draft the Civil Rights Act 
of 1964 and the Voting Rights Act of 
1965.  A gifted strategist and negotiator, 
Ambassador Young often worked behind 
the scenes, securing agreement and 
compromise in situations most thought 
impossible.  However, this does not mean 
that he escaped the brutality of that era.  He 
participated in and helped lead marches 
across the South, suffering the violent 
consequences that accompanied them, 

The bottom line is that we’re all going to die.  
Maybe—maybe—you have something to say about 
when . . . but not much.  But you have something 
to say about what you die for!  And you have 
something to say about what you live for!

3  Martin Luther King’s friend and spiritual mentor, 
Benjamin Mays, served as President of Morehouse 
College (Dr. King’s alma mater) from 1940 - 1967.  
Keeping the promise he made to Dr. King before he 
died, Dr. Mays delivered the eulogy at Martin Luther 
King’s funeral.
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and he was with Dr. King when he was 
assassinated in Memphis, Tennessee in 1968.  

Ambassador Young continued to serve the 
SCLC after Dr. King’s death until 1970.  He 
would then go on to serve as a representative 
to the United States Congress (three terms), 
Mayor of Atlanta (two terms), and as the 
United States’ Ambassador to the United 
Nations.  

He served as co-chair of the Atlanta 
Committee for the 1996 Olympic Games, 
and was instrumental in securing Atlanta’s 
spot as an Olympic venue.  In 1998, Dr. 
King’s alma mater, Morehouse College, 
renamed its Center for International Studies, 
the Andrew Young Center for International 
Studies.  The following year, Georgia State 
University renamed its School of Policy 
Studies the Andrew Young School of Policy 
Studies (where he currently teaches a course 
as a public affairs professor).  He served 
as president of the National Council of 
Churches in 2000-2001.  

In addition to serving on the boards of several 
Fortune 500 companies, Ambassador Young 
is a member of the President’s National 
Security Council Advisory Board, Chairman 
of the $100-million Southern Africa 
Enterprise Development Fund, remains 
active in numerous charitable activities 
and organizations, including the Martin 
Luther King Jr. Center for Non-Violent 
Social Change.  He is also the author of two 
books, A Way Out of No Way: The Spiritual 
Memoirs of Andrew Young, and An Easy 
Burden: The Civil Rights Movement and the 
Transformation of America.

Ambassador Young is the recipient of 
countless awards including the Presidential 
Medal of Freedom, the French Legion 
d’Honneur, and the Bishop Walker 
Humanitarian Award.  He also holds more 
than sixty honorary degrees from prestigious 
universities world-wide.    
 
The co-founder of the Atlanta-based 
GoodWorks International, Ambassador 
Andrew Young continues to travel 
extensively across the globe in his on-going 
work for peace and justice.

LP SINCE 1989

". . .An experience that 
can't be bought."

        Read us, and you'll see

Visit us online 
www.pleasantlivingmagazine.com

Hardcover, color cover,  
288 pages, 6 x 9”
Retail:  $25.95
ISBN 978-1-883911-84-3

This is an excerpt from A Better Man: True 
American Heroes Speak to Young Men on 
Love, Power, Pride and What it Really Means 
to Be a Man.  Edited by Kelly H. Johnson.  A 
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O  U  T  D  O  O  R  S

Chesapeake Bay anglers are heading into 
the late fall striped bass season with some 
welcomed news from north of the Virginia line. 
In October, Maryland’s Department of Natural 
Resources announced that in comparison to 

last year’s data, striped bass numbers are on the increase. 
Given that the 2012 striper data was among the worst 
news in two decades, it wouldn’t have taken much for an 
improvement. Still, the nature of the 2013 index number 
of 5.8 is significant and represents a year-to-year sampling 
increase of almost five times the 2012 index number of 
0.9. When compared against the results tracked since 
1954, Maryland’s striped bass spawning success of 5.8 
appears less robust than the sixty-year average indices of 
11.7. Fishery biologists expect and account for results that 
include high variations of striper spawning data on a year-
to-year basis and thus take into consideration other trends 
or data that is gathered. 

STRIPER NEWS A HARBRINGER 
FOR LATE FALL FISHING

The reproduction cycle successes of striped bass 
egg dispersal, fertilization, larvae hatch and fry survival 
is tracked and documented by Maryland and Virginia 
fisheries managers via a Young of the Year survey (YOY). 
Several environmental factors impact the success of striper 
spawns, including fresh water flow into tidal estuaries, 
water temperature and salinity. Monthly visits conducted 
by fisheries field biologists take place from July through 
September and include fish sampling with a 100-foot long 
beach seine. Two sweeps with the net are made at each 
visit. The actual juvenile striped bass indices at each visit 
are determined by counting and calculating as the average 
YOY catch per seine sample.

By-catch that result from YOY surveys in Chesapeake 
Bay and tributary waters include as many as fifty-one 
different species, including white perch and shad. This 
year, the haul seine samples in Maryland waters indicated 
that the reproduction of American Shad was almost four 

Story by Steve Scala
Photo courtesy of Gil Briggs
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times the long-term average. One of 
the more successful sampling areas 
for shad was in the Potomac River. 
Another popular Chesapeake Bay and 
tributary species, the White Perch, 
showed reproduction indices that 
were near average when collected 
via YOY beach seine surveys. YOY 
striper surveys in Virginia waters are 
conducted by the Virginia Institute of 
Marine Sciences (VIMS). Interest in the 
reproductive success of striped bass is 
shared by Federal Fisheries managers 
in the Atlantic State Marine Fisheries 
Commission (ASMFC). They work with 
Maryland and Virginia to manage both 
sustainability and successful spawning 

recruitment of Striped Bass and other 
species populations. 

A harbinger of late fall striper 
fishing is the annual Casey Neal Rogers 
(CNR) Memorial Rockfish Tournament, 
which this year takes place on 
Saturday, November 23, 2013. In 
addition to the chance to win cash 
prizes, CNR tournament participants 
know that their entry fees go to 
support local Northumberland County 
High School scholarships and the 
Fairfields Volunteer Fire Department. 
For information on how to enter the 
2013 CNR Rockfish Tournament, call 
(804) 453-7507 or visit the website at 
wwwcnrtournament.com. pl

Maryland’s Department of Natural Resources announced 
that in comparison to last year’s data, striped bass 

numbers are on the increase.
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T
he Gloucester Florist will celebrate its 45th 
anniversary this month and invites you 
to join the festivity at its Open House on 
November 9 and 10.   Owner Kim Walthall 
and her design team will create seasonal 
arrangements and new floral designs, and 

present creative ideas for your special occasions.
With the arrival of autumn, a splendid profusion of 

color bursts forth from foliage and late flowers. Even when 
plants are exhausted as the summer wanes, they give us 
one last shower of vibrant color to cheer our spirits before 
the onset of winter.  

B U S I N E S S

If you are planning an autumn or early winter wedding 
or would like some fresh ideas for floral design in your 
home, you will have an opportunity to enjoy the seasonal 
arrivals at the store. Yellow and orange Calla Lilies, 
Orange Unique Roses, Hydrangea, Hypericum Berries, 
Holly, Boxwood and the regal Balsam and Noble Fir, 
among many other varieties of flower, plant and bloom.  
Kim and her staff can design a unique, small bouquet or a 
grand arrangement to suit your occasion.  Orange roses, for 
example, present in many rich shades including tangerine, 
coral, salmon, apricot, peach and tropical fruit-colored 
varieties, and they create the most sumptuous bridal 

So now is come our joyfulst feast;
Let every man be jolly.

Each room with ivy leaves is dressed
And every post with holly.

                 ~  George Wither

Celebrating Seasonal Traditions 
The Gloucester Florist

By Nuala Galbari; Photos by David L. Justis
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bouquets, centerpieces and decorative 
arrangements.  Hydrangea assume fall 
shades of gold, yellow and red and 
team splendidly with seasonal greens 
and other blooms.

Pumpkins and gourds of varying 
shapes and sizes create dazzling 
displays that delight the eye and boldly 
announce the new season.

Hypericum berries (Hypericum) 
of pink, yellow and orange shades 
enhance any floral design and 
complement blooms in memorable 
arrangements. The berries also 
make beautiful landscape borders.  
Winterberry Holly (Ilex verticillata), 
is another deciduous native holly that 
produces stunning berries.  When the 
leaves depart from this shrub during 
late autumn, you can enjoy a multitude 
of brightly colored berries clinging to 
every stem, or simply ask your floral 
designer to include these joyful fellows 
within an arrangement. One of the most 
adaptable evergreen plants, holly—
easily recognized by its dark green 
spiky leaves and vibrant red berries—
was used in pagan celebrations around 
Yule, which is held at the same time as 
the Christian celebration of Christmas.  
Today, holly is still used to decorate 
the home and is vivid and attractive 
during the holiday season, especially in 
mantelpiece arrangements.

Although considered primarily for 
hedging and in shrubberies, boxwood 
(Buxus) is used widely in floral 
arrangements and its branches or cut 
greens can be assembled into any form 
as holiday decorations. Its smooth, 
rounded leaves and pleasing texture 
conform well to swags, wreaths and 
even table centerpieces, and it may also 
be shaped into a miniature Christmas 
tree for a table top arrangement.  
Boxwood is excellent when paired with 
Hypericum Berries or the mahogany-
bronze shades of Hydrangea for a 
delightful contrast.

Another seasonal favorite is the 
Poinsettia (Euphorbia pulcherrima)  

The plant is indigenous to Mexico 
and parts of Central America and was 
brought to the United States in 1825 
by the then United States Minister to 
Mexico, Joel Roberts Poinsettia, after 
whom it was named.  Its association 
with Christmas is based upon the story 
of a young girl who was too poor to 
afford a gift for the baby Jesus.  An 
angel informed her to gather weeds 
and place them on her church’s altar; 
it is said that they transformed into the 
striking red poinsettia as soon as she 
did so.  The poinsettia is also available 
in pink and white.

The Christmas tree can be 
associated with many species and the 
mainstays of the season are firs, pines 
and conifers.  Although the origins of 
the Christmas tree often recollect the 
Victorian era, this festive decoration 
can be traced back to pre-Christian 
times.  The Egyptians were said to 
use evergreen trees in their customs to 
represent eternal life.  Today, there are 
many choices of fir, pine and conifer 
available from managed forests and 
tree farms, and we can acquire synthetic 
trees for decoration.   This season, the 
Gloucester Florist will create a Glacier 
Pine Aspen Tree, decorated in red, 
white and black tones, adorned with 

tiny Aspen wool hats and sweaters, as 
well as formal decorative trees.  Owls 
are also popular in this season’s décor, 
in ceramic, brush and other offerings.

The Gloucester Florist’s customers 
hail from far and wide, and among 
the many requests Kim fulfills are 
orders from active duty members of 
the military forces stationed overseas.  
Kim often receives orders by phone or 
e-mail requesting floral arrangements, 
bouquets or gifts for families and loved 
ones in Virginia.

“We are proud to be a ‘generational 
florist’, says Kim. “Many of our 
customers have been with us since the 
1970s, and their families carry on the 
tradition.”

Kim and her professional designers 
embody that rare quality to which many 
business leaders aspire: the ability to 
inspire in others a passion for their 
art, quality and outstanding customer 
service.  Excelling in customer 
service comprises several ingredients: 
anticipation, thoughtfulness, creativity 
and the ability to listen to, and take an 
interest in, your customers.

These are the tenets of the Gloucester 
Florist and the reason customers remain 
loyal to the business.

If you visit the store during the Open 
House on November 9 and 10, or over 
the holiday season, you will experience 
the colors, textures and scents of the 
exquisite blooms, flowers, ornamental 
trees, plants and seasonal greens, and 
you will delight in a cornucopia of 
unique, hand-crafted gifts.

The Gloucester Florist offers 
design consultations at its premises or 
in your home, for all occasions.  The 
store 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
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Edgehill Shopping Center

(804) 693-4155

for all your office needs see

SERVING THE COMMUNITY FOR OVER 25 YEARS

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. 

___________________

LP SINCE 1989 BOOKS

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.  

CAPTURING THE TRUE NORTHERN NECK

www.pleasantlivingmagazine.com/booksPLACE YOUR ORDER NOW!
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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
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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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