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The Legend of Broadway
By Pat McNally

equally long. His grandfather on 
his father’s side was the famous 
Roan Allen.

Merry Go Boy was born on Ar-
chie Wiser’s farm in Wartrace, 
Tenn.  When Go Boy was just a 
few weeks old, Archie’s brother, 
Winston Wiser, bought the foal  for 
$350. His first win was the Wean-
ling Horse Colt Class in 1943.

According to  walkerswest.com, 
Merry Go Boy won the  Year-
ling Colt Class and the Yearling 
Championship in 1944, and Elroy 
Mallard of Kentucky bought a half 
interest in him.

R.W. Norman bought a 1/3 inter-
est  in Go Boy, after which he won 
The Celebration’s  Two Year Old 
Stallion Class. He went on to win 

Once upon a time, there was  a 
horse who put the town of Broad-
way on the map.  If Broadway had 
an equine “favorite son”, it would 
be a horse named Merry Go Boy.

It seems like everybody has a 
story about Go Boy, the King of 
theTennessee Walking Horses, or 
knew someone who had a story 
about him, or knew someone who 
knew someone.  I was able to get 
in touch with a few, but I am sure 
there are many more stories out 
there.

This beautiful  horse is the stuff of 
legend.

Born May 4, 1943, Merry Go 
Boy’s sire was Merry Boy, and his 
mother  was  Wiser’s  Dimples. 
He has a pedigree a mile long, 
and a list of descendants that is 

Merry Go Boy 1948 “The Celebration” 
Turner archives furnished by  

Clint Good
(continued on p. 12)

Thank you, First Responders, for being there when we need you! Thank you for passing through our  
Broadway streets to reassure us that you’re watching out for us during these times of change  
and uncertainty. (story on p. 13)
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Dear neighbors,

Hope you are all staying safe and well. I think we can say that this has 
been one of the strangest springs on record.

I have been taking a lot of long walks, and I’m amazed at how ab-
solutely gorgeous spring is. The purples, yellows, blues, pinks, and 
whites of the plants and trees are in direct contrast with the oranges, 
golds, olive greens, and browns of fall. What an art show nature gives 
us if we take time to watch.

As with most beauty, though, spring is fickle. Several times I have 
started my walk with traces of sunshine only to come home in drizzle 
or rain. I don’t think I have a working umbrella, so I just walk faster 
and try to dodge the drops. So, if you see a crazy woman zig-zagging 
her way on the sidewalk, stop and wave. It’s probably me!   
 

I’m excited about the May issue of the Chronicle! We have so many 
interesting stories to share. A champion walking horse that made 
Broadway famous, local caves, old post offices, caring First Respond-
ers, the cross on the ridge in Fulks Run… lots of tales to keep you 
reading while you stay at home.

Thank you for reading The Chimney Rock Chronicle. Your words of 
encouragement mean a lot. We hope to keep printing the paper as 
long as we can. If you have friends who live out of the area who would 
enjoy reading our stories, yearly subscription are $36.00. Also, en-
courage your local businesses to advertise with us. We can assure 
each business that our paper gets into the hands of at least 1000 loyal 
readers!

Until next time, stay safe and be well!

Tammy
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The View From Here
By Pat McNally

You know how “they” say always 
keep a notepad beside your 
bed, so you can write down and 
remember your dreams? Well, 
that is how some of my story 
ideas evolve. I need a noteBOOK 
on my nightstand, next to the 
shower, in my car, in the barn –I 
never know when an idea will hit! 
Scraps of paper abound, with 
random thoughts and things to 
remember.

My thought process is random, 
never orderly or well thought out. 
A thought pops into my head, 
sometimes an opening sentence, 
sometimes just an idea to explore 
at a later time. I don’t know where 
the ideas come from, they just 
surface through the muck and 
mire of daily living that fills my 
brain to overload capacity! 

Sometimes  sleep is not even a 
welcome respite from an overac-
tive mind- the thoughts spill out 
in dreams, whether I want them 
to or not! What I wouldn’t give for 
an occasional deep, dreamless 
night of sleep. Especially in these 
troubling times……Rather than 
expound further on how my brain 
comes up with an idea for an ar-
ticle or my column, I’ll write about 
one happy aspect of life this past 
month at Mountain Meadows.

Imagine, if you will, the hum of an 
incubator, the glaring glow of a 
red heat lamp, a tangle of exten-
sion cords, the buzz of a saw.

My guest bathroom has been 
turned into a chick nursery! On 
a whim, I had a friend hatch a 
couple of my silkie eggs. “Cam-
mie’s Hatchery” gave me 4 lovely 
peeps! 

I am raising a gorgeous black 
Australorp/silkie cross, and 3 
pure silkies to add to my small 
flock.

This, of course, led to me pur-
chasing my own incubator, like 

Cammie’s, while peppering her 
with questions as to how best 
not ruin this clutch of eggs! 
While the incubator is great, 
the instructions were slightly 
mind boggling and not written 
by someone with English as his 
first language.

While fervently hoping that the 4 
chicks presently residing in my 
bathtub are ALL hens, I am now 
faced with the prospect of where 
to put what might potentially be 
21 hatchlings!

My grandson is ecstatic, his 
Pops, not so much! Callen 
checks on the chicks multiple 
times a day. He sweetly stands 
by their temporary bathtub 
housing, and sings them a lulla-
by every night. He helps Gram-
mae check the water level on 
the incubator, or “chicken ma-
chine” as he calls it. He checks 
off the days on the makeshift 
calendar next to the machine 
on the bathroom sink, anxiously 
awaiting the day that his chicken 
machine grows chicks! They are 
due to hatch the day the Chim-
ney Rock Chronicle hits the 
stands.

Mr. Green Jeans (AKA Pops) 
has been coerced in this down 
time the Corona fog has afford-
ed him, to build a third (and last, 
I promise!) covered coop and 
run for my new chickens. The 
chickens in my original coop 
are aging in place, becoming 
slackers in the egg producing 
department. And, that’s fine, 
they deserve their retirement. 
Two younger relative newbies 
are taking up where the elders 
left off.

The silkies are just for fun, and 
are cute, but have turned out 
to be pretty prolific egg layers, 
much to my surprise!  Dosey, 
Duckie, and Li’l Bit out egg their 
larger sisters big time!

The new coop will house and 

assortment of large hens (please, 
oh, PLEASE let them all be 
HENS!) The black Australorp/
silkie cross out of his mom Aus-
tralorp, Ruby Crow, is a keeper, 
no matter hen or rooster. The 
three silkie chicks, if hens, will 
move in with my present  silkie 
flock.

In my “old age”, chickens, for me, 
are easy keepers, and cheap-
er than horses. Although, as a 
side note, if anyone has a large, 
unflappable, outgrown pony (or 
small horse) suitable for a 4 year 
old to learn on and his Grammae 
to also ride, we are in the market. 
Animals that come here have a 
forever home. Cisco and his two 
donkey brothers would love a 
new companion!

Soooo, that is life as we are living 
it right now, in the midst of the 
world turmoil. Keeping it together, 
maintaining social distance, en-
tertaining and educating a 4 year 
old, and just living life day by day 
– oh, yeah, and hatching chicks 
in the bathroom! We will see you 
on the other side!

All is well at Mountain Meadows 
this bright sunny morning…..

Pat McNally lives in Fulks Run, 
VA, on 45 acres, with her family, 
plus 1 horse, 2 donkeys, 2 rab-
bits, her faithful guardian dog, a 
potbelly pig named Charlotte, and 
assorted chickens.  She is also 
a teaching artist at J&B Country 
Store in Broadway

You can contact her at 
ooglebloops@yahoo.com

Oh, Stump, I see out in the 
woods,

It makes me sad a tree once 
stood

where you are and now it’s gone,

and only you are there alone.

But then I thought that I could 
see,

The rest of you that was a tree—

Standing tall beneath the Sun-

and full of leaves – a lovely one!

So, I will not mourn you here,

but hold that memory crystal 
clear—

then each time I pass this way,

I will see you in your former 
way.
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The folks at J.J.s remind you to 
practice social distancing as you 

wait in line to place your ice cream 
orders
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Caverns, Caves, and Sinkholes
by Retta Lilliendahl

 If you live in the Shenan-
doah Valley, you likely live clos-
er to a cave than your favorite 
supermarket. This beautiful 
valley is peppered with caverns, 
caves, and sinkholes. Some are 
well-known, and others are un-
discovered. For decades, chil-
dren have been warned not to 
go into a cave. But for decades, 
curiosity has gotten the best of 
scores of young boys who spent 
many a day exploring. 

 Ronnie Branner and 
Jerry Grandle loved to investi-
gate small caves and sinkholes 
in the Broadway area. In the 
1950s, the town was still wide 
open for exploring and the boys 
were free to wander through 
open fields and property of peo-
ple they knew. And they knew 
everyone! One key seemed to 
be following a ledge of lime-
stone and looking for holes 
nearby. They also had favorite 
spots located in fields west of 
Daphna Road, behind the local 
cemetery, on the old Alger’s 
Dairy Farm, and along the 
Broadway side of “The Bluffs” 
in Timberville. They might find 
treasures of old bottles or an 
animal skeleton to identify. One 
cave named “Cold Spring” for 
the spring that ran nearby, had 
quite a collection of salaman-
ders. Jerry recalled they varied 
in color and pattern. Some were 
orange, black, almost opaque, 
and a few had spots as well. 
The young boys went as far as 
they dared, but when it got tight, 
or they couldn’t see ahead, they 
knew to retreat. They didn’t 
have sophisticated equipment, 
so they were limited to how far 
they could go. One of the boys 
often dropped a stone down a 
new opening to determine its 
depth. If it was a short distance, 
the hole “begged” to be opened 
more for further inspection. But 
Jerry still recalls the awesome 
feeling when he dropped a rock 

the size of his hand into a hole 
and never heard it land. 

 Frank Emswiler owns 
property containing a cave 
about ten miles outside of 
Broadway in Fulks Run. To 
enter the cave, he first had to 
descend about twelve feet by 
ladder, then walk along a nat-
ural ledge, continue down ten 
feet lower by another ladder to 
a large chamber. This chamber 
connected to a tunnel that led 
to a second sizable room. The 
cave included stalactites and 
stalagmites and was home to 
a large community of bats. The 
dried bat guano, or droppings, 
consists mainly of saltpeter 
(potassium nitrate). The Con-
federates stored saltpeter here 
during the Civil War. Saltpeter 
was an important ingredient in 
the old gunpowder, called black 
power. Mixed with sulfur and 
charcoal which acted as fuels, 
the saltpeter was the oxidizer. 
Often, salamanders lived inside 
the caves and fed on the bat 
guano. This cave, on private 
property, is closed due to its de-
teriorating conditions that make 
it unsafe to explore. 

 Wayne Dove discovered 
small, round rock formations in 
a cave which he called “mar-
bles.” Found in piles, he recalls 
scooping them up in his hands. 
They are also called “cave 
pearls,” which are primarily 
composed of calcite usually dis-
covered in limestone caves. In 
Carlsbad Caverns, in New Mex-
ico, a flowstone-covered area 
with pools of water called “The 
Rookery” contained a massive 
amount of cave pearls. At one 
time, visitors received them as 
souvenirs. 

 It is believed that caves 
were extending, but not nec-
essarily accessible from “the 
Bluffs” in Timberville all the way 

to Elm Street in Broadway. To-
day, brush covers some open-
ings, rocks block others, and it 
is reported that a sizable cave 
collapsed when rock was blast-
ed for the building of Broadway 
High School, which opened in 
1952. 

 

 *All the cave locations men-
tioned in this article are on 
private property.

Retta Lilliendahl is the former 
assistant director of North-
ern Virginia Christian Writer’s 
Fellowship, and the co-author 
of Regards to Broadway, Local 
Lore of the Shenandoah, and 
Stories from the Shenandoah. 
She resides in Broadway, Vir-
ginia with her husband, Al.

   This enjoyable book includes 
local lore gathered from seven towns 
in the Valley. It captures stories from 
the lives of more than seventy-five 
seniors and dozens of informative 
articles of years gone by. 

 Copies signed by the authors 
are available at J & B’s Country Store 
at 163 N. Main Street, Broadway, 
Virginia, for $20. 

 

Just a few of those interviewed  
in the book:

Nancy “Mitzi” MacAllister, Hank 
Gray, Joseph Fulk, from Singers Glen

Anna Coffman, Catherine Riddle 
Funkhouser, Harry Long, James “Jr.” 
Steptoe, of New Market

W. T. Burruss, Ralph & Bonnie Miller, 
George & Maxine Wenger, from Lin-
ville/Edom

Beck Whitmore, Charles & Gail Lohr, 
Mary Stewart Bell, Winnie Holsinger 
Martz, of Broadway

Berlin Dove, Kenny May, Dewey 
Moyers, and Daphne Ritchie, of 
Bergton

Margaret Fawley Custer, Velma 
Donavan Reedy, Granvil, Gifford, and 
Garnet Turner from Fulks Run  Bev 
Garber, John Coffman, J.B. Minnich, 
Betty Fitzwater, and Ruby Andes 
Rhodes, of Timberville

Local  Lore of the 
Shenandoah
By Retta Lilliendahl and  

Tammy Cullers
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From the Potting Shed 

PROS AND CONS OF LANDSCAPING FABRIC
By Barbara Finnegan

Okay, so I’m going to jump right 
into the middle of the landscap-
ing fabric fray (no pun intended) 
and tell you my own experience 
with it. I know numerous people 
who hate it, having inherited it 
when they moved and began to 
work in their new yards. They 
find the fabric to be a nasty sur-
prise when they try to plant new 
shrubs or bulbs. I understand 
that. But fair warning: I’m a fan. 
I’m gardening for the present, 
so here’s an apology to future 
owners of my property when they 
discover the vast swaths of fabric 
under my flower and shrub beds.

Indeed, I’ve put many, many 
yards of landscaping fabric 
under the new beds I’ve created. 
But here’s the deal. If you think 
landscaping fabric means you 
don’t have to weed, then don’t 
use it. Landscaping fabric beds 
still require weeding, but when 
used on areas as weedy as my 
lawn, it saves me many hours 
of work. I regularly pull small 
weeds and errant grass out of 
my fabric-based beds, and as 
long as I keep doing this, they 
don’t get out of hand. I try to do a 
brief weeding every week or two. 
It’s true, however, that if you let 
a bed go untouched, weeds will 
encroach and grow through the 
fabric. They’re hard to pull when 
that happens.

The lawn and gardens at my 
house cover a formerly neglected 
old barnyard. Until about three 
years ago, a decrepit old barbed 
wire fence surrounded the area, 
and the fencing was buried under 
20-foot-wide growth of sumac, 
poison ivy, thistle, Japanese 
honeysuckle, Virginia creeper, 

mulberry, honey locust, nasty 
grasses…you get the idea. 

The fence was taken out when 
we had a lot of clearing work 
done. Fast forward to fall of 
2018, when we moved into a 
new farmhouse on the property. 
The barnyard became my gar-
den design canvas. I jumped in 
to tame and shape it, and it’s still 
a work-in-progress. Landscap-
ing fabric has been a huge help, 
although it does require a mulch 
or stone topdressing. I have a 
couple of beds that I lined with 
thick piles of newspaper and/or 
cardboard. Those beds require 
much more of my time to main-
tain than the beds with landscap-
ing fabric. 

Ask yourself: do you usually wait 
until your beds disappear among 
the thistles and dandelions? 
Don’t use landscaping fabric. 
Newspaper or cardboard are 
better choices for you. Have you 
inherited a bed with fabric and 
an overgrowth of deep-rooted 
weeds? Go ahead and yank the 
fabric out.

Fact: there’s no such thing as 
a garden that doesn’t require 
weeding. My goal is regular, min-
imal weeding. Looking out on a 
tidy flower bed is more rewarding 
to me than housework. What’s 
the “weed load” of your garden? 
If you don’t have that many 
weeds lurking about, don’t go 
with fabric. But if your lawn is a 
wild, weedy place like mine, fab-
ric will help you tame the beast.

Decide for yourself what kind 
of weeding chores you can live 
with, then go forth and weed!

The Women’s Memorial 
Society of New Market, 

Cancellation

The Women’s Memorial Society 
of New Market, VA. has can-
celled the annual commemora-
tive service which would have 
been held on May 15, 2020, 
at St. Matthews Cemetery in 
New Market.

The Women’s Memorial Society 
of New Market, VA was orga-
nized in 1867.  In 1898, a monu-
ment to the memory of the south-
ern soldiers and the VMI cadets 
was unveiled in St. Matthews 
Cemetery.  The organization is 
responsible for the upkeep of 
142 Confederate graves located 
in four cemeteries in and around 
New Market.  Each year, the 
WMS gathers at the monument 
and conducts a memorial service 
on May 15, date of the Battle of 
New Market.  Barbara Blakey of 
Lexington is the 7th president of 
the WMS.  

Last year, in addition to the me-
morial service, the WMS dedi-
cated the new shell-struck post 
located near the cemetery.  

See the Women’s Memorial Soci-
ety of New Market, VA Facebook 
page for more information and 
pictures from previous memorial 
services.

Barbara Finnegan is a busi-
ness owner and master gar-
dener who lives on a farm near 
Tenth Legion with her husband, 
Basil.  She has worked in a 
wide variety of jobs including 
finance and operations, profes-
sional writing, marketing and 
teaching. She is a co-author 
of two Custer’s Mill Mystery 
novels with her fellow authors 
Tammy Cullers and Mary 
Smith. The trio write under the 
pseudonym Mary Fulk Larson, 
and are hard at work on a third 
book

From the Potting Shed is brought to you by  
Rockingham Cooperative, 368 5th Avenue

Timberville, VA 

Proudly serving agriculture since 1921
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now, his barn is full of invento-
ry. The mirrors he creates are 
magnificent.  His scheduled 
shows for this year, starting in 
March, have all been cancelled 
or postponed due to Covid virus. 
Fortunately, in the midst of the 
Covid shut down, John’s spin-
ning wheel repair business has 
recently picked up.  His talent 
with woodworking continues to 
lend itself well to refurbishing 
wheels since those early days 
with Priscilla and her husband .  
Despite the lack of shows right 
now, his creativity never ceases.

John and Sue’s bank barn is 
listed on The Virginia Artisan 
Trail Network.  John is also a 
juried member of the PA Guild 
of Craftsmen.  Up until recently, 
he held an annual craft event in 
his barn and home, starting just 
3 months after moving into the 
barn, in 1986. After marrying his 
wife Sue, she put her experience 

You could say John Robson has 
a way with wood. He has the 
ability to find a piece of driftwood 
or some   tree debris along a 
riverbank, or see a design inside 
a piece of log or fallen branch, 
and breathe new life into it with 
his hands.

From what was once a living, 
breathing tree, he can coax the 
remaining pieces into an inan-
imate object that exudes char-
acter and even whimsy. From a 
simple bowl to a quirky Alice in 
Wonderland artsy chair, his ability 
and talent with all things wood 
has charmed people for years.

The wood pieces may lie, uncut, 
in the bays of his barn until it’s 
their turn to be recreated.  They 
seem to let him know what they 
would like to be.

In his hands, a twig bends to 
become a replacement part of 
a spinning wheel, a lanky tree 
branch has just the right curves to 
become a handrail on a staircase. 
He can take a log or a piece of 
scrap lumber, see its potential, 
and give it new life. Call it art, or 
a utilitarian piece with flair, John’s 
talent earmarks his work to be 
easily recognized as a piece by 
Standing People Wood.

If you are not paying attention, 
you can easily miss the Timber-
ville turnoff, between the river 
and the railroad tracks, that leads 
you down a picturesque opening 
between the trees, to a big old 
bank barn. One end of that barn 
has been turned into an airy, 
bright, and artful home for John 
Robson, his wife, Sue Rippy, and 
their cats. Filled with examples of 
his work, the living area was built 
by John over the years.

John D. Robson’s story starts 
when he was born in Missouri, 
where his dad was stationed 
during the 2nd World War. Af-
ter the war, the family settled 

in Illinois, where his dad had a 
photography shop.  Eventually, 
his father took a job at the Penta-
gon, helping the government take 
aerial photos.  John, his younger 
brother, and mom soon followed 
John’s dad and moved to north-
ern VA.

Over the years, John moved 
around various towns in Fairfax 
County. He attended Northern VA 
Community College, and Univer-
sity of Md, stopping just shy of 
attaining his electrical engineer-
ing degree. He preferred working 
with his hands, which has proved 
to have served him well.

 As an adult, all of Robson’s 
“hippie friends” were moving to 
the country. He had started his 
own business in Oakton in Fairfax 
County, having honed his craft 
throughout the years, at various 
furniture repair businesses, rang-
ing from repairing staid military 
furniture to pieces at a high end 
furniture store in Georgetown. 
He also worked with a vocational 
group helping set up a toy making 
program.  John was just starting 
to show his original creations at 
the huge and famous artisan craft 
show Sugarloaf. 

One day, John met Priscilla 
Blosser-Rainey, a well-known  
Timberville spinner and fiber ar-
tisan. They got to talking, and he 
made a 5 year deal with Priscilla 
and her husband Jerry, moving to 
their farm in 1981, to live in their 
tenant house and fix it up. His 
dream to move to the country had 
come true.  John started making 
drop spindles, niddy noddies, and 
replacement pieces for spinning 
wheels for Priscilla’s spinning 
classes.  In 1986, he would move 
just across the field to the big 
bank barn.

When he first started out, if you 
tried to research a woodworker, 
you would find about 700 wood-

workers listed, and very few 
spinning wheel repair folks.  John 
found until you attain a name for 
yourself, you tend to get lost in 
the sea of other woodworkers. If 
you look up John Robson today, 
he may well pop up as a spin-
ning wheel repairman first. He 
can also be found on Ravelry, a 
popular online fiber site.

The last couple of years, John 
feels he has been at the top of 
his game, his creative energy is 
there, and he is anxious to get 
back on the show circuit, as soon 
as he safely can. At almost 75 
years young, he is now very well 
known for his artistic creations. 
He has reached the top of the 
mountain, so to speak, just as 
the Corona fog blew in.

In the last 6 years, John’s sculp-
tural pieces, some of which have 
sat around for 10 years, have 
been “flying out the door” at the 
shows he has been doing. Right 

Meet The Artist
By Pat McNally

(continued on page 9)

Interior of Robson’s  
home with handrail

John sitting in one of his 
wooden chairs in a “meet 
the artist” event at Plains 

District Museum
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Musings From the 
Woodpile
By Tad Williams

To say these are strange times 
we live in would be an under-
statement.  We have been 
locked up in our houses because 
of the COVID-19 pandemic. No 
haircuts, no gyms, and no family 
gatherings. I have been working 
from home mostly along with 
sharing that space with my wife 
who is homeschooling our two 
boys. Although that additional 
time together has been a bless-
ing there are times when I need 
to get away. Many of you are 
looking for ways to get out and 
enjoy the outdoors. I have just 
the thing for you. Baling hay.

Baling hay may not sound like 
a walk in the park, but neither 
is hiking the Appalachian Trail. 
The hay baling process begins 
with the cutting of the grass. This 
involves a tractor and mower. 
The mower is pulled through the 
grass and a cutting bar slices the 
grass several inches above the 
ground. The mower may have 
roller bars that squeezes the wa-
ter out of the grass before laying 
it out like a mat on the ground in 
rows. This process is competed 
on over 1.3 million acres in the 
state of Virginia each year. The 
hay will lay in those rows for 2-3 
days depending on the weather. 
This part of the hay baling pro-
cess sounds pretty easy except 
I forgot to mention the uneven 
fields, the rocks, and the ground-
hog holes that make mowing hay 
similar to the video game Frog-
ger.

Then the big day arrives. It is 
time to bale the hay. Hay bales 
come in many shapes and sizes. 
Small square bales, big squares 
bales, and round bales. Square 
bales are not really square but 
rectangular shaped and can 
weigh up to 50 lbs.  Before baling 

hay you will need to rake the hay. 
The hay rake works by pulling 
it with a tractor over the rows of 
hay. The rake has a wheel with 
metal “teeth” that pick up the hay 
and roll it over into a narrower 
row. This narrow row is where 
the hay baler will be pulled with 
a tractor to produce square or 
round bales.

Round baling hay is a pretty 
solitary activity. One person 
with a round baler can cover 
many acres in just a few hours. 
Square baling is a different 
animal. Square baling involves 
a tractor, baler, and one or two 
people on a wagon stacking the 
hay as it comes out the back of 
the baler. For the lucky few who 
get to stack hay you also get the 
opportunity to sweat, get your 
arms scratched by the bales, and 
inhale a fair amount of dust. And 
if you are really lucky you get to 
unload the hay in the barn. One 
time I and two other people were 
unloading hay in the barn. I was 
on the wagon tossing bales onto 
a hay elevator that brought the 
bales to the other two people 
who were stacking the hay. I was 
told I was unloading the hay too 
slow and needed to speed up. I 
commenced sending a barrage 
of bales up the elevator which 
had the other two people scram-
bling to keep up. I was never 
given advice about unloading 
hay again. 

Right now everyday seems like 
yesterday and every tomorrow 
like today. One day we will look 
back at this time and wonder 
what the big deal was. But for 
now stay home, stay safe, and if 
you bale hay do it while the sun 
shines.

Tad Williams was born and raised 
in Broadway, Virginia. Graduate 
of Eastern Mennonite University. 
Part-time farmer. Part-time hunt-
er. Nutrient management special-
ist at Virginia Tech. Father to two 
sons. Husband to Erin.

as a former event planner at 
JMU to good use, organizing 
the open house every year, and 
putting the show “on the map”. 
It was always a success and 
very well attended, adding more 
and more artisans each year, 
but was a lot of work (mostly for 
Sue!) to put together. So, after 
holding a final, very successful 
last show, John now puts his 
efforts into creating and taking 
his art to other high quality craft 
events. And Sue can relax!

When asked how he decided 
on the name Standing People 
Wood for his beautiful work, 
John explained, “The Standing 
People is a Lakota Sioux phrase 
referring to trees. It is a concise 
statement of my primary pur-
pose – to show the beauty and 
character of the woods I work 
with in a way that preserves 
their natural forms and relates 
to their life as trees. I use the 
woods that are indigenous to 
the Shenandoah Valley.”  One of 
his favorite woods to work with 
in the early 70’s, was redwood 
burl. It became very expensive 
to get, from the west coast to 
here. That started him searching 
for good wood that was local 
to this area. His very favorite is 
osage orange, also a favorite 

among the Native Americans for 
making bows. John also uses red 
cedar, black walnut, apple, cherry 
– whatever speaks to him.

His original business name was 
Robson Woodworking. He ad-
mired Native Americans having 
reverence for all of the natural 
kingdoms, and considering trees 
as fellow people, so he changed 
the business name to Standing 
People Wood.

Until the artisan craft shows start 
up again, if you are interested in 
seeing the work John does, or 
purchasing a Robson original, 
you can find him on his website  
www.standingpeoplewood.com 

(continued from page 8)

Where’s This?
Where did our roving photographer 
take this picture? Guess correctly 
and be entered in our drawing for a 
$25 gift card! Send your answer 
to: info@thechimneyrockchronicle.
com OR mail it to  
The Chimney Rock Chronicle
P.O. Box 862 
Broadway, VA 22815
Congratulations to the winner of 
the March “Where’s This?”Robin 
Gehman of Criders, VA for win-
ning the April “Where’s this.” The 
picture was at Fulks Run Ruritan 
Park
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Book Notes-- 
New Southern Writers -- Ravi 
Howard
By Jean W. Cash

Book Notes -- New Southern 
Writers

Ravi Howard

 Ravi Howard, who cur-
rently teaches writing at Florida 
State University, was born in 
Montgomery, Alabama in 1975.  
He grew up there, hearing stories 
of Civil Rights demonstrations, 
the Montgomery bus boycott, and 
Martin Luther King. Through  ex-
tended family members, he also 
heard about the 1981 lynching of 
Michael Donald in Mobile, Ala-
bama, an horrific event that would 
forms the basis of his first nov-
el, Like Trees, Walking (2007).  
Howard graduated from Howard 
University in 1996 and earned 
an MFA in Creative Writing from 
the University of Virginia in 2001.  
Over the years he has received 
fellowships and awards from 
the Hurston-Wright Foundation, 
Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference 
and the New Jersey Council of 
Arts. Like Trees, Walking won 
the Ernest J. Gaines Award for 
Literary Excellence in 2008. He 
published a second novel, Driving 
the King in 2015 and short stories 
in Salon and The Massachusetts 
Review.  He has taught in various 
schools and produced shows for 
HBO and ESPN among others.  
He has also recorded commen-
tary for National Public Radio’s 
All Things Considered and ap-
peared with Ted Koppel in a 2008 
documentary, The Last Lynching 
on the Disney Channel.

 In a 2015 interview, Tayari 
Jones asked Howard whether 
he considers himself a South-
ern writer.  His replied,”Yes,” but 
added,  “I prefer the idea of layers 
of labeling.  We can define our-
selves with those layers.  Black 

Ravi Howard 
(Photo by Beri Iring)

Writer. Southern Writer. Some 
folks are Urban Southern. Histori-
cal Southern. Gulf Coastal Writ-
ers. Layers give you specificity. 
And you can use as many layers 
as you need to get to the heart of 
the matter.”

 Howard has a connection 
with Snowden Wright:  they both 
use history or historical people 
in their fiction.  Of his use of the 
actual lynching  in Like Trees, 
Walking, he told Michel Martin, 
“These are moments in history 
that happened.  And we can’t 
necessarily be ashamed of things 
that happened in our past, be-
cause I don’t think there’s any 
shame in discussing history or re-
flecting a fully textured version of 
American history.” For those of us 
who tend to “forget” the horrors 
of recent history, realizing that a 
lynching occurred in Mobile as 
late as 1981 comes as a shock.  

 In the novel, Howard 
novel deals with the reactions 
of two brothers, Roy and Paul 
Deacon, to this event--both in the 
immediate present of the lynch-
ing and at a further range. The 
African-American Deacon family 
is part of what they believe is a 
secure middle-class Mobile com-
munity, but the lynching awakens 
them to a continuing layer of 
racial hatred.  The central charac-
ter and narrator of the novel is the 
older Deacon brother Roy, who is 
both the 17-year-old high school 
senior experiencing the trauma 

of the lynching and a 40-year-old 
who has inherited his family’s 
funeral home.  In a recent article 
on Howard and his work Bes 
Spengler notes Howard’s ability 
to depict the “scenes, actions, 
and moods through Roy’s obser-
vations and memories [to] provide 
a palpable sense of reality.”

 Driving the King: A Novel 
explores race and class in 1950s 
America through a fictionalized 
Nat King Cole and his driver, Nat 
Weary.   Howard creates the two, 
as  boyhood friends in Montgom-
ery, Alabama; after World War II, 
both return to Montgomery, Nat 
Cole to perform and Nat to marry 
his high school sweetheart.  Their 
plans go awry when Nat Weary 
saves Cole from a brutal, on-
stage  attack and subsequently 
spends ten years in prison. Ulti-
mately, Nat becomes Cole’s driv-
er and bodyguard in Los Angeles, 
where both find a different brand 
of discrimination.  A writer for Am-
azon describes the novel as “An 
indelible portrait of prejudice and 
promise, friendship and loyalty. [It 
takes] a daring look at race and 
class in pre-Civil Right America.”  
In this respect, the novel reflects 
the recent movie, Green Book. 
We can anticipate more of the 
same combination of history and 
fiction from this talented writer.

*Like Trees, Walking. Harper 
Collins, 2007.  ISBN - 978-0-06-
052959-8 

*Driving the King: A novel. Harp-
er Collins, 2015. ISBN - 10: 
006052961X

Jean W. Cash, Professor of 
English, Emerita 

James Madison University

Photos from   
Delores Ritchie 
Reid

Waldo Ritchie is driving the 
tractor and I am standing bare-
ly visible on the wagon behind 
the water tank. We would raise 
turkeys in the poultry hous-
es until around 6 weeks old 
and then put them out “on the 
range” to get larger. We took 
feed and water out to them this 
way. We must have done this 
for around 8-10 years because 
of my pictures. 

I remember occasionally hav-
ing problems with foxes killing 
and eating the turkeys and dad 
going for the night to watch 
for and shoot the culprit. We 
also sold turkey eggs, and my 
dad built egg laying coops and 
nests for them to use. My dad’s 
main poultry was raising chick-
ens in the houses which he did 
before and after. 

(continued on page 11)
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Don’t Be Forever 
Frustrated
By Wes Dove

Over the last several months, I’ve 
focused this column on providing 
you with some practical tools you 
can use to begin understanding 
the people you interact with each 
day based on their primary com-
munication style. Remember The 
Platinum Rule we discussed as 
we started down this path? With 
that foundation in place, let’s start 
looking at some principle we can 
each apply to as we’re imple-
menting The Platinum Rule as 
part of our normal routines.

As John Maxwell opens his 2010 
book, Everyone Communicates, 
Few Connect, he shares that 
“according to experts, we’re bom-
barded with thirty-five thousand 
messages a day.” 

Think about that… Have you ever 
struggled to get, or keep, some-
one’s attention when you’re trying 
to get an important point across? 
We all have! But is that really a 
surprise when we consider that 
statistic? And considering that 
book was published an entire 
decade ago, I have to believe 
that there are far more messages 
competing for our attention each 
day now…

Getting our message across, 
whether it’s with our spouse, our 
children, or our coworkers, can 
be absolutely critical in deter-
mining whether or not we have 
strong relationships. And when 
the message we’re trying to 
share has tens of thousands of 
others to compete with, the odds 
can definitely be stacked against 
us!

In emphasizing the importance 
of learning how to make sure our 
messages get through, John says 
“If you can’t find a way to com-
municate effectively, you won’t be 

able to reach your potential, you 
won’t succeed in the way you de-
sire, and you’ll be forever frustrat-
ed.” Is it just me, or does the idea 
of being forever frustrated simply 
because we’re not communicated 
effectively sound awful?

I started studying leadership de-
velopment and personal growth 
material twenty years ago, shortly 
after Cindy and I got married. 
While I’ve been able to gradually 
apply that content into the various 
jobs I’ve had during that time, the 
information John Maxwell shared 
in Everyone Communicates, Few 
Connect was the kind I could put 
into practice right away! And the 
more I worked at it, the more I 
could see the positive results…

I can’t think of a single relation-
ship in my life that hasn’t gotten 
better by intentionally removing 
the barriers that were preventing 
effective communication. With 
that in mind, we’re going to start 
a journey through several critical 
principles for effective commu-
nication then we’ll dig into some 
critical practices for effective 
communication so you have a 
concise framework putting the in-
formation we looked at with those 
four different primary communi-
cation styles to good use! So stay 
tuned...

Prior to founding Dove Devel-
opment & Consulting, Wes and 
Cindy Dove developed strong 
professional resumes while work-
ing in both large corporations and 
small, family-owned businesses. 
In addition to extensive work in 
behavior-based safety throughout 
North America, Wes held respon-
sibility for safety compliance, 
human resources, and personnel 
development in multiple indus-
tries.

He and his wife, Cindy, are Ex-
ecutive Directors with The John 
Maxwell Team and serve on that 
organization’s President’s Advi-
sory Council. They’re Certified 
Human Behavior Consultants 
through Personality Insights, and 
contributing authors for the book 
Discover Your Team’s Poten-
tial – Proven Principles To Help 
Engage Your Team & Improve 
Performance, which made the 
Amazon Best Sellers List in all 
three categories its listed in just a 
few weeks ago. 

Fulks Run 
Follies

May is here and as the old saying 
goes, April Showers bring May 
flowers. If you remember last 
month a story was shared about a 
young man that just couldn’t wait 
until fishing season came in…
so let’s carry on with the fishing 
tales, and oh, I mean tales!

In the 1970’s the season would 
again close the last week of April, 
and the Virginia Game Commis-
sion would take the next week to 
restock the streams. Then on the 
first Saturday in May, the season 
would reopen again at daylight. 

It was on one of these daylight 
openings that a young man invit-
ed his even younger friend to go 
along with him fishing. It seems 
that he had checked out all the 
fishing holes and knew where 
the most and largest trout were 
located.  He would share with his 
younger friend some secrets of 
baiting; which bait is best and the 
patience that results in successful 
trout fishing. 

Now keep in mind that trout fish-
ing was usually a competition be-
tween anglers with no rule book…
Who could catch their limit first, 
or the largest fish and in some 
circles, who could catch the most 
fish even if they exceeded the 
Game Commissions daily limit. 

Now the morning arrived and 
to the Yankeetown bridge they 
went.  Now this happened before 
the ‘85 flood when the bridge 
was much lower.  In the darkness 
they waded in above the bridge 
and positioned themselves in the 
perfect spot.

”What you think? start fishing?”

“Close enough.  Lets start”. They 
both cast in.

Suddenly, the younger jerked his 
pole!  First fish on his line.  Reel 
it in.  Good job!  Bait back up and 
cast again. What happened next?  
The younger reeling in rainbow 
(continued on p. 13) 

The hay and wagon picture is 
with my grandfather, George 
Siever standing on the hay 
wagon unloading the hay 
bales into our barn and my 
dad (barely visible) Waldo 
Ritchie in the hay loft stacking 
the bales. These pictures were 
taken around 1955. 

(continued from page 10)
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the Three Year Old Stallion Class 
and the Junior Stake in 1946. In 
1947 he won the World Grand 
Championship.

So, how did a prize winning horse 
from Tennessee, come to live in 
Broadway?

Just before winning the 1948 
World Champion, he was pur-
chased  by Broadway’s  C.C. 
Turner.  A local gentleman, C.C. 
Turner  owned Turner’s Hatchery, 
and was a fan of the Tennessee 
Walking horses.  For many years 
he attended The Celebration, a 
3-10 day event in Shelbyville, 
Tennessee, dedicated to showing 
star quality walking horses. He 
purchased Merry Go Boy in 1948. 

People recall seeing Merry Go 
Boy being walked around the ring 
at the American Legion Show 
Grounds in Timberville, after being 
purchased by Mr. Turner. The 
horse was a local celebrity.

According to Clint Gordon, Turn-
er’s stepson, the purchase price 
was $45,000, the cancelled 
checks are in the Walking Horse 
museum in Tennessee. In 1948, 
that was quite a sum!

Mr. Gordon recalls “C.C. bred 
MGB at Broadway and in Ten-
nessee. C.C. sold half interest to 
S.W. Beech so he could breed in 
Tennessee more. Don’t remember 
exactly when he sold the remain-
ing interest, but suspect it was in 
the late ‘50’s.” 

He remembers being able to see 
Merry Go Boy “in Tennessee 
when I was a teen. He was greyed 
and old, but the owners took very 
good care of him until he died a 
couple of years later. I’ll never 
forget driving down a lane with 
white 3 board fences lining the 
finely graveled driveway. It was 
breathtaking.”

MGB had many wins to his credit, 
the most prestigious among them 
the 1946 Jr. Champion at The 
Celebration, and World’s Cham-

pion in 1947 and 1948 also at 
Shelbyville.

The walking horse’s stride and 
nodding  head, and smooth gaits 
were what made MGB a champi-
on.  Long before the practice of 
soring, chains, and weighted  keg 
shoes became popular, (and later 
banned), Go Boy’s  performance 
was the result of months of work, 
with a connection between the 
trainer, Winston Wiser, and the 
horse.  Merry Go Boy’s natural 
gait was perfected over time, 
through the years, developed by 
a talented rider and trust between 
the rider and horse. There were 
no short cuts in training him.

During the years 1939 through 
1945, mares with geldings held 
court in the show ring at The Cel-
ebration.

A stallion was thought not to be fit 

for the show ring. Merry Go Boy 
was a different kind of stallion. He 
proved them all wrong.  Research 
shows he won 10 Celebration 
blues, in addition to being the 
Junior and World Champion.  Go 
Boy was also among the induct-
ees into the 2015 Tennessee 
Walking Horse Breeders’ and 
Exhibitors’ Association (TWHBEA) 
Hall of Fame. 

C.C. Turner invented a “Humane 
Horse Tail” to achieve the arched 
tail look. Instead of what was com-
monly done, cruel tail cutting, he 
came up with a humane brace- a 
small steel  frame that fits over the 
top of the tail. Kind of a precursor 
to our human hair weaves, match-
ing horse hair was woven into the 
frame and then draped over the 
tail. Sometimes the hair had to be 
dyed. Nancy Hoover helped Pau-
line Nesselrodt color artificial tails.

The expression, “As fine as Go 
Boy”  was the standard walking 
horses were held to, and may still 
be.

All Breed Pedigree.com states, 
according to a stablehand,  Merry 
Go Boy “was supposedly bred 403 
times in 1963……..he stood stud 
at Mr. Brantley’s farm and also 
at S.W. Beech and Sons Stables 
(1954).” In all, Merry Go Boy sired 
1,989 foals, some of the descen-
dants of whom probably live in 
Rockingham County.

In that number, Go Boy sired 
3 World champions- Go Boy’s 
Shadow, Go Boy’s Sundust, and 
Go Boy’s Royal Heir.

In a C.C.Turner pamphlet from 
Jay Fulk’s collection, the “Ameri-
can Horseman” is quoted:

“One of the first things to strike the 
attention of the proud owner was 
the colt’s abundant and peculiar 
head motion- motion that could be 
described before the gang on the 
store boxes without need of ex-
aggeration. The motion belonged 
to the foal like wings to a dove. 
Along with the Walking Horse nod 
went that outlandish stride and 
drive, coupled with action, ease 
and grace galore. Winston Wiser, 
who trained Merry Go Boy and 
rode him to his many triumphs, 
soon noticed the large bright 
eye, the small, closely set and 
clean-cut ears, the short back, the 

Merry Go Boy - Continued from 
p. 1

Merry Go Boy (photo from 
 Pat McNally)

(continued on p. 13)

Merry Go Boy on a pam-
phlet (from Jay Fulk’s 

 collection)Merry Go Boy and Winston Wiser (courtesy of Clint Good 
from the Turner archives)



13

sloping shoulder, and the stallion’s 
distinctive personality. Merry Go 
Boy had the extreme playfulness, 
the exhaustless energy, and the 
tendency to play friendly pranks on 
mothers and brothers in the pas-
ture which continues to be charac-
teristic of him and his foals today.”

Merry Go Boy died July 7, 1969, 
where he lived out his last years 
in retirement, in Tennessee.  A fine 
headstone  commemorates  his 
life.

If anyone has any other memories, 
photos, or stories about Merry Go 
Boy, and his time in Broadway, 
email me at 

mountain.meadows@yahoo.com

.

(continued from p. 12)

C. C. Turner riding another horse (from Jay Fulk’s  
collection)

First Responders Parade  
Through Broadway -By Tammy Cullers

If you happened to be in Broad-
way on Sunday afternoon the 
26th of April, you would have 
seen a lot of flashing red and 
blue lights and heard a cho-
rus of sirens. You would have 
witnessed our town’s First Re-
sponders traveling through the 
streets of Broadway, reassuring 
our community that they’re here 
for us during these strange and 
uncertain times.

Broadway Police Chief, Ran-
dy Collins, said the idea of the 
“parade” came from Broadway 
Town Councilman, Chad Com-
er. He said the plan grew when 
Albert Strawderman, a Broad-
way firefighter, was planning a 
7th birthday celebration for Ryan 
Whetzel, the son of Dreama 
Whetzel and the late Captain 
Anthony Whetzel on that same 
day. So, what started as a 
trip through the town to show 
support to citizens of Broadway 
turned into a sound and lights 
show.

Collins said that surrounding 
towns also participated. “(There 
were) 6 Police from Broadway 
and Timberville, approximately 
12 fire apparatus from Broad-
way, Timberville and Bergton, 
approximately 3 from Broadway 
Rescue, 2 from Rockingham 
County Fire/Rescue, and “Em-
bers” the fire dog. Guessing I 
would say we had 60 plus per-
sons that were in the parade.”   

Social media posts encouraged 
citizens of Broadway to be on 
their front porches or in their 
yards to greet the parade of 
First Responders as they made 
their way through the town. 
Collins said the parade covered 
about 10 miles of streets in the 
town limits. 

The community gave a wel-
coming reaction to the parade. 
Collins says, “The community 
was very responsive to this. 
There were so many people out 
throughout the route; many had 
signs, flags and even sparklers. 
And everyone had a thank you 
for everyone that passed. It 

wasn’t planned to be as large 
as it was but it just grew tre-
mendously, the volunteers that 
was in the parade all said that it 
was a great inspiration to have 
the community that we live in.”

trout number two. 

By this time the morning light’s 
a little brighter so throw in again 
and a third time, fish number 
three. 

“What you using?”

“Salmon eggs, he replied.

“Well me, too.”

As the younger man was bring-
ing in number four, he figured out 
the elder’s problem, but didn’t 
want to instruct an experienced 
fisherman on how to fish.

 As the morning light brightened, 
the older exclaimed, “No won-
der I’m not catching anything!  
My bait’s laying on TOP of the 
bridge!”

“I know,” replied the younger……

The Bible tells us in John Chap-
ter 21 

“Simon Peter saith unto them, I 
go a fishing. They say unto him, 
We also go with thee. They went 
forth, and entered into a ship 
immediately; and that night they 
caught nothing.

4 But when the morning was now 
come, Jesus stood on the shore: 
but the disciples knew not that it 
was Jesus.

5 Then Jesus saith unto them, 
Children, have ye any meat? 
They answered him, No.

6 And he said unto them, Cast 
the net on the right side of the 
ship, and ye shall find. They cast 
therefore, and now they were not 
able to draw it for the multitude of 
fishes.”
So remember we should cast our 
lines on the right side to catch 
fish

Believe it or not, until next time 

Mr. Anonymous

(continued form p. 11)

Part of the First  
Responders Parade 

in Broadway, Sunday, 
April 27.
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You may or may not be familiar 
with Genoa, Star Lick, Tunis, 
Paul, Palos, Hoover, and Yank-
ton, but they were all commu-
nities located in Brocks Gap. 
They all had post offices to 
serve their residents.

Before the late 1880s, rural 
folks traveled to the post office 
to pick up their mail. Before 
1850, all of Brocks Gap area 
was served by a post office at 
what is now Cootes Store. That 
Brocks Gap post office was 
established in 1826 with Isaac 
Riddle as postmaster. Imagine, 
if you lived on the Shenando-
ah Mountain, it could take two 
days’ walk or horseback ride 
through numerous creeks to 
reach Cootes Store to check 
your mail. Probably men trav-
eling “out the way” on other 
business stopped by Samuel 
Cootes’ store to see if there 
were any letters for family or 
neighbors. 

In 1850, the first post office in-
side the gap began when Ulrich 
Wittig was appointed postmas-
ter of Dovesville, named in 
honor of the numerous Dove 
families who lived there. And in 
1873, Fulks Run post office was 
established for that area of the 
gap.

A national movement for free 
mail delivery service to rural 
homes. Began about 1880. In 
1893 a federal law established 
Rural Free Delivery (RFD). Lo-
cal farmers could petition their 
Congressman for a local post 
office. In the early 1900s, sev-
eral dozen small offices sprang 
up in Rockingham County. RFD 
brought fashion and goods 
from mail order companies like      

Sears & Roebuck and ended 
much of the isolation of rural 
life.

Petitions included informa-
tion on the nearest river, road, 
railroad station, and number 
of people to be served. The 
proposed postmaster often 
requested that the office be 
named for him or his business, 
like Cootes’ Store, Crider’s 
Store, Bowman’s Mill. Some-
times the request was partially 
granted—Criders instead of 
Crider’s Store, Mayland in-
stead of May, Roark instead of 
O’Roark. Often the personal 
name request was denied. 
Bruce was chosen instead of 
Bixler, Genoa instead of Custer, 
and Palos instead of Sidney.

Rockingham county petitions 
are on National Archives micro-
film 1126, roll 623, the source of 
much of the following informa-
tion. We will highlight the Brocks 
Gap post offices, in chronolog-
ical order. Other information is 
from Dr. John Wayland’s series 
of articles in the Daily News-Re-
cord in 1953.

Brock’s Gap (1826)

 Isaac Riddle was Brock’s 
Gap’s first postmaster when the 
office was established in 1826. 
Isaac’s farm was on what is 
now Winfield Rd., Fulks Run. 
Likely he distributed mail from 
his home which is inside Brocks 
Gap. Later postmasters, who 
probably moved the office to 
homes or stores outside Brocks 
Gap, were Thomas Doughty, 
Jacob Cootes Jr., Jacob Coo-
tes Sr., Jeremiah Rife, Jacob 
Custer, and Samuel Cootes 
(1852). In 1858 the name was 
changed to Cootes Store. Dr. 
Wayland’s article stated that 
Reuben Moore and Elisha Swift 
also served as postmasters. At 
the time of Moore’s service, the 
office was in Turley on the west 
side of Brocks Creek, in the 
vicinity of Route 613.

Local Post Offices  
Part 1

By Pat Turner Ritchie

Charles L. Souder and wife Rhoda. He was postmaster of Dovesville from 
1907-1934. The name changed from Dovesville to Westgap to Bergton 

during his time in office. Photo from Biography and Genealogy of Some of 
the Anthony Souder and Margarite Maurer Family by Warren J. Souder.

Wittigs Store where Dovesville post office was likely located from 1850 until it moved 
in 1907 to Charles L. Souder’s store. This site is now owned by the Peevy family. From 
Atlas of Rockingham County, Virginia by Noah D. Showalter.

Home of Isaac Riddle, first postmaster of Brocks Gap, 1826. Only a chimney re-
mains of this home on Winfield Rd., Fulks Run. From Ruddle-Riddle Genealogy 
and Biography by Pauline Ruddle Harman.
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Dovesville (1850)

An immigrant from Saxony, Ger-
many, Ulrich Wittig was the first 
postmaster of Dovesville (now 
Bergton) starting in 1850. At first, 
the mail came from the Brocks 
Gap post office which was 
served once a week on the Har-
risonburg to New Market route. 
The nearest office in the western 
direction was Brakes Run, 14 
miles west. The new Dovesville 
office was on the south side of 
the North Fork of the Shenando-
ah near its source. There were 
25 families living within 2 miles 
of the office. Mr. Baltazar Moyers 
was to carry the mail 12 months 
for the proceeds of the office, 
and if the proceeds exceeded 
$30, the balance was to be paid 
into the Department. The office 
was discontinued June 28, 1866 
but was reestablished. In 1872, 
George Wittig became postmas-
ter. Charles L. Souder (father of 
historian Warren Souder) was 
next in 1907. In 1923, Dovesville 
was renamed Westgap, and in 
1924 it was renamed again, to 
Bergton. More on Westgap and 
Bergton later.

The Man Who  
Wrote the Book

By Tammy Cullers
Eldon J. Layman of Broadway has been involved with the Virginia 
Association of Retired Educators (VARE) almost since its beginning in 
1992. He retired from teaching in 1993 and became a member shortly 
after.

Mr. Layman was responsible for collecting and compiling information 
from the members of VARE to form a handbook for members. He 
designed the logo (pictured below) using the traditional educational 
symbol – the apple. 

The handbook contains the organization’s officers—past and present, 
a history of VARE, the By-Laws, programs, membership, memorials, 
and member information. Layman says, “It is my hope that everyone 
who has a copy of it will use it and that it will be placed with other 
valued books where it can easily be found.”

Mr. Layman says he “retired” from compiling the handbook after the 
2013 edition. 

Logo designed by  
Eldon Layman

Eldon Layman  
dedicating the VARE 
handbook to Edith 

Good

“Never say anything bad about 
anyone, because they’re prob-
ably your cousin,” Pat Turner 
Ritchie’s parents stressed to 
her when she was growing up 
in Fulks Run. After her 8th grade 
family tree project, she began 
finding out how true her parents 
had been. Older residents told 
her stories of even older times, 
like Fort Hogg in the 1750s 
and the Civil War. Over the 
years she has been able to 
verify most of those oral history 
stories. She’s researched and 
published 13 books on her own 
family and has typed nearly 
50 books for other authors, 
including several books for 
Harrisonburg-Rockingham 
Historical Society. For 30 
years, she and her family have 
sponsored an annual Brocks 
Gap Heritage Day to celebrate 
the families and history of 
Brocks Gap.

What’s This?
Each month, Jay Fulk will pull a mystery object out of 
his stash. Send us your guesses of what this might 
be! All correct guesses will be entered in a drawing- 1 
winner will be randomly chosen! That lucky person gets 
a $10 gift certificate to J&B Country Store- where you 
can hunt for your own treasures!! The answer and the 
winner’s name will be posted in next month’s Chronicle.

Last month’s object was an asparagus sorter and wrapper.
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Band Notes
FINDING THE CONFIDENCE TO BE CREATIVE

By Cathy Brown, JFHMS Band Director

As I figure out my own “new 
normal” in today’s Covid real-
ity, I have realized that one of 
the most valuable things that 
I learned to do as a kid was 
learning to use my imagination 
to entertain myself.  

Computers weren’t a thing yet, 
we didn’t live in a subdivision full 
of other kids to play with and we 
only had three TV channels to 
watch, so I had to get creative 
with my free time. 

 I learned early on that I could 
travel anywhere and experience 
endless adventures through 
whatever book I was reading at 
the time. I created artwork from 
whatever I could find, wrote and 
illustrated stories, and playacted 
to recreate my favorite scenes 
from books and TV.  

Once I learned to play the 
recorder in elementary school, I 
was totally hooked on learning 
to play instruments.  I joined 
Band in the 5th grade, and 
playing my flute offered me a 
new way to fill the majority of my 
time.  

I liked playing the music we 
were doing in school, but I also 
listened to music and learned 
to play many of my favorites 
by ear, just for fun.  It became 
a game--I could play anything 
I heard, if I worked on it long 
enough!

As my skills in all of these cre-
ative pursuits grew, so did my 
self confidence.  Whenever I 
created a piece of artwork, wrote 
a story, or figured out how to 
play something new on my flute, 
I was empowered.  By creating 
something, I was able to ex-
press myself and say something 
in my own unique and personal 

way.  It was mine, I owned it and I 
was totally responsible for it.  

This was a huge sense of pride 
for me, especially when I was 
only 12.  Mom and Dad were my 
biggest supporters, of course.  
As my Dad shares things he has 
found as he goes through photos 
and keepsakes, it amazes me the 
“treasures” that were stored away 
by my Mom.  

Since I began teaching middle 
school, I have often wondered if 
kids still get this type of satisfaction 
from the myriad of activities they fill 
their time with in this day and age.  

Some might say that today’s dig-
itized kids are less creative than 
those in the past.   I don’t think the 
kids who I am privileged to work 
with in Band are any less cre-
ative, but at times they definitely 
do seem more stressed and less 
confident in their own abilities.  

This is really sad to me, because 
they are so incredibly talented and 
capable, when they take the op-
portunity to create, follow through 
and share their own ideas and abil-
ities, instead of just copying what 
someone else did in a viral video.  

The dreaded “screen time” that 
seems to dominate the lives of 
today’s youth does offer some 
advantages for creativity; they can 
explore museums and instantly lis-
ten to and view quality music and 
theater performances from around 
the world.  

They can look up just about any-
thing and find an explanation 
and often a “how to” instructional 
video, in mere seconds.  These 
are amazing opportunities over the 
coveted World Book encyclopedias 
that I grew up with. 

On the other hand, I think it would 
be overwhelming as a kid to think 
that I had to be “as good as” (“as 
pretty as” or “as successful as”) 
those folks I see going viral online. 
As an adult I have to keep this 
in mind myself, as I view other 
family’s photos of magazine worthy 
homes and tropical vacations.   

During our time self-isolating at 
home this spring, I was worried 
about how much screen time was 
happening for all of us, not just our 
kids. Then I watched our younger 
daughter put down her phone, 
and take her time to create lovely 
paintings that she has designed 
herself. I hear both our girls spend-
ing lots of practice time learning 
the ukulele. 

Throughout our little house, I 
regularly hear singing, piano, flute, 
trumpet, saxophone, and it warms 
this Band Mom’s heart to think 
that creativity is the driving force in 
their work ethics, just as it was for 
me.  

Most of this happens behind 
closed doors of course, so “no 
one can hear”, but it’s part of our 
family soundtrack. I don’t make a 
big deal about it “in the moment”, 
but applaud and cheer in my heart 
everytime. I do comment casually 
in passing later on, with “I liked 
that song you played today”, or 
“you sounded great this morning” 
though.

I have no doubt that my Band kids 
love making music too, and I know 
they play better than they think 
they do--when they play confident-
ly. I have heard from a few who are 
too self-conscious to play much at 
home. 

They “don’t like to play alone” or 
“are afraid someone might hear 
them”; worse yet, they ”don’t like 
how it sounds”.  It is easier to play 
(hide?) in a group, but just be-
cause we can’t play together right 
now, doesn’t mean you stop play-
ing completely! Most of the time, 
when a young musician “doesn’t 
like the sound of something”, it’s 
because they are trying to hide by 

playing really quietly, and using 
very little air. That’s counter pro-
ductive, since using lots of warm, 
fast air (among other things) is 
what makes your instrument sound 
good.  If you have one of these 
“hide and seek musicians” in your 
home, encourage them to play 
more often, and to play with pride.  

Give them some privacy by help-
ing them to set up a practice space 
where they can close the door.  
Tell them that facing into an open 
closet while playing can help to 
dampen the sound even more.  
That might make them more com-
fortable, and more willing to play 
by themselves.   

I think creativity is an innate skill in 
all of us, but it has to be cultivated 
to grow.  If kept under the surface 
for too long, it can take a lot of 
effort to allow yourself the courage 
to let it show. 

In my opinion, we are not fighting 
the loss of creativity among our 
youth, but need to encourage the 
confidence to share it. For my 
Band family, we will make music 
together again!  

Find the confidence to keep on 
making music by yourself for now, 
and also take time to explore some 
other avenues of your creativity 
too. You might be surprised what 
you find in there!   Now where did I 
put my sketch pad and pencils….

Cathy Brown is Band Director 
at J. Frank Hillyard Middle 
School.
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Encouragement During  
Times of Trial
 By Ken West Jr.                                                       

       We are certainly living in 
trying times. Who would have 
thought a year ago that the 
whole world would be battling 
a pandemic as we are today? 
No one really saw it coming. It 
has changed the way that we 
do things and conduct our daily 
lives, from how we go to the Su-
permarket, to how we relate to 
one another (social distancing) 
to our jobs and our homes. It’s 
during this time that many are 
spending a great deal of time on 
lockdown and for some, this can 
be very hard because we were 
designed by God to be relation-
al beings. And so the “social 
distancing”, the limiting of our 
contact with one another can be 
difficult, especially for Christian 
people who are used to attend-
ing Church. 

  Fellowshipping and 
worshipping together is, for the 
Christian, part of our DNA. We 
thrive on fellowshipping with one 
another and getting together for 
encouragement and building 
each other up, whether it’s in our 
Sunday service’s or our prayer 
cells and life groups. 

   With the current situa-
tion, it has moved us to setup 
temporary ways to still connect 
with one another. One way that 
many are doing this is through 
live streaming, be it YouTube or 
Facebook Live. The other way 
is through having a “Drive-In” 
service, where the service is 
setup outside the church build-
ing where the pastors can still 
share the Word while everyone 
remains parked in their cars still 
submitted to guidelines of social 
distancing. Both of these seem 
to be working well, though it 
will never fully replace person 
to person contact. But for now, 
that’s what we have to do. But 

during this time, does it mean 
that we have lost our sense of 
pursuing God because we can-
not “go to church?”

   Well, it’s during times 
like this that we should take 
advantage of seeking the Lord 
with all our hearts, especially 
with everything going on. If there 
was ever a time that the world 
really needs us to be seeking 
God, especially on their behalf, 
it is now. There is so much fear 
in the hearts of many people in 
the world that really need the 
prayers of believers. But what 
about believers who are afraid? 

   Sadly, there are just as 
many believers who are afraid 
just like those who are in the 
world. That’s not to say that 
there are not some genuine con-
cerns or that we, even as Chris-
tians, should not be following 
the guidelines and restrictions 
of this lockdown. We should 
and we should diligently. But if 
we as Christians are overcome 
with fear, and not just fear, but 
an outright “panic”, whom does 
the world look to for strength 
and encouragement? When the 
world and those who are unbe-
lievers look at us, do they see 
the peace of God on our lives 
or the same terrified look that’s 
surrounding them? Jesus said 
the following:

Matthew 5:13-16 - “You 
are the salt of the earth. But 
what good is salt if it has lost its 
flavor? Can you make it salty 
again? It will be thrown out and 
trampled underfoot as worth-
less. “You are the light of the 
world—like a city on a hilltop 
that cannot be hidden. 15 No one 
lights a lamp and then puts it 
under a basket. Instead, a lamp 
is placed on a stand, where 

it gives light to everyone in the 
house. 16 In the same way, let your 
good deeds shine out for all to 
see, so that everyone will praise 
your heavenly Father.

   So, I want to encourage 
you during this time, to be strong 
in the Lord and the power of His 
might (Ephesians 6:10). I believe 
these are times when God is 
calling on us as Christians to be 
strong and trust in His goodness. 
But even as a Christian, if you are 
feeling fearful, go to Him in prayer. 
He is your Heavenly Father and 
He loves you. He will not condemn 
you, but will help you instead. 

Hebrews 4:16 - Let us 
therefore come boldly to the 
throne of grace, that we may ob-
tain mercy and find grace to help 
in time of need.

   He is always there to help 
us during our storms. Let Him then 
fill you with His strength and with 
only the “hope” that He can give, 
so that you can then turn around 
and be an encouragement to 
those around you.  Remember, He 
is our Hope.

Romans 15:13 - I pray that 
God, the source of hope, will fill 
you completely with joy and peace 
because you trust in him. Then 
you will overflow with confident 
hope through the power of the 
Holy Spirit.

   And though at this time we 
cannot “go” to church and assem-
ble like we are used to, let’s take 
advantage of this time to “BE” the 
church. Remember, the church is 
not a physical building. The church 
is the people of God. We are the 
church! We are God’s building! (1 
Corinthians 3:9)

  

 

Look for opportunities to be a 
witness and demonstration of 
the love of Christ, not in arro-
gance or pride, but in humility of 
spirit. 

  Remember to read Psalms 91 
as often as you can to strength-
en your faith in God. Be encour-
aged. Be strong. Stay humble. 
Trust God. 

God Bless!

Ken West Jr. is a former 
Long Islander now living in 
Broadway, VA with his wife 
Joni. Married 30 + years, 
they have 4 children; Ken-
ny III, Rachel, Joseph and 
Gloria. Ken has been work-
ing in Information Technol-
ogies for over 35 years, is 
an author and loves to read 
and write. He and his wife 
Joni are also very active 
with their church, Corner-
stone Church of Broadway. 
You can reach him at ken-
jwest2@gmail.com.
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 Demascus      Nov. 4, 1883

Dear Miss Dorcas,

I will give you the news of De-
mascus. Me and Billy just came 
back from taking a walk over 
Demascus. We came by where 
Jakes girl lives. I saw her sister. 
Jake has just started out to see 
her. Billy says he is out there two 
or three nights every week when 
he is at home. 

Fil raised his barn the next day 
after we got down. We got to 
Mount Airy about half past two o 
clock. Jake and Billy was there. 
We came on out to Phils house 
till sun down. On Wednesday me 
and Jake went to the Mill about 
a Mile and a half a bove Mount 
Airy. We are Sawing far a man by 
the name of Mr. Tom Mulenax. 

We are boarding close at the 
Railroad. We have plenty of Mu-
sic. There is an organ there and 
the number of one Band Meets 
there once every week. The 
biggest trouble is we can hardly 
sleep far the trains. They are 
runing all night. 

Last evening we came home and 
will not go back be fore a Wdnes-
day. Tuesday me and Jake is go-
ing to Frederic City. I have seen 
Several of the Demascus girls. 
I don’t think they are so terible 
good looking as Jake says. He 
thinks they is no such girls as is 
down here. 

You ought to be down to see 
the Bugy riding. They was some 
three or four went past Since I 
commenced Writing. They are 
the Best kind of roads here. Fil 
and I are a going to take a Buggy 
ride to Mount Airy this evening. 
I like it very well down here. So 
far they is every thing handy 
Stores  Churches not more than 
a few hundred yeards off though 
it is a great deal more hilly than 
I thought it was and the land is 
not as good as I thought it was. 
To Night I am going to play some 
prank on Jake when he comes 
home. So I will close as Writing 
goes hard. I mashed my finger 
badly yestarday.

My Best Love and Respect to 
you Miss Dorcas

 C.W. Souder 

Answer Soon and give me all the 
news of Virginia.

  
Several decades ago, Judy Several decades ago, Judy 

Ruleman Liskey and her hus-Ruleman Liskey and her hus-
band, Leon, discovered a trea-band, Leon, discovered a trea-

sure trove of letters tucked away sure trove of letters tucked away 
in their attic in Fulks Run. Over in their attic in Fulks Run. Over 
the years, Judy has transcribed the years, Judy has transcribed 
the letters and collected many the letters and collected many 
of them in two separate publi-of them in two separate publi-
cations. We are continuing the cations. We are continuing the 
saga of Dorcas and her many saga of Dorcas and her many 

friends in the upcoming issues of friends in the upcoming issues of 
The Chimney Rock Chronicle.The Chimney Rock Chronicle.

The Cross on the Hill
By Tammy Cullers

For over half a century, anyone driving route 259 west in Fulks Run 
might have noticed a little white church near the river. On the moun-
tain behind the river is a steep ridge, and on that ridge is a wooden 
cross.

Back in the middle 1960s, the pastor at what was then called Fulks 
Run Baptist Church decided that a flat rock pressed against the ridge 
would be the perfect place to hang a cross. Rev. Robert Taylor and 
one of his deacons, Denson Weaver, made the cross from the slats of 
a church pew. 

Taylor’s wife, in her book Carry A Little Honey (Taylor, Mrs. Rob-
ert. Carry A Little Honey. First and Berkley Streets, Radford, Virginia 
24141, Commonwealth Press, Inc, 1974.) says,

“I believe the greatest sermon Bob ever preached was…when 
he and one of the deacons carried nails, wood, saw, and paint 
to the top of the mountain near the church, and there they 
fashioned the cross…” She goes on to say “You should have 
seen the tired bodies of these two men after they had finished 
nailing this cross and hanging it down over a large rock.”

After nearly a decade, the cross began to deteriorate, and the pastor 
at that time, James Fulk, and other church members decided it was 
time to replace the cross with sturdier wood. They chose 2” thick 
rough oak boards to make the new structure. A group of men, includ-
ing Bobby Estep, Sr., Gary Wittig, Larry Moyers, Randy Cullers, Jerry 
Dove, and Berlin Dove carried the materials up the steep ridge, and 
built the cross after they got to the site. The finished cross weighs 
about 200 pounds and is held up by a cable. At one point, the cable 
broke and Estep and another church member, Robert Griffith, climbed 
the ridge again to fix it.

The cross has been a conversation piece for many years. Mrs. Taylor 
says in her book that the original cross had been filmed on Candid 
Camera, and has been featured on numerous religious post cards. 
And as Estep’s daughter, Phyllis (Estep) Anderson says, “Hopefully 
the cross will be there another 50+ years!”

 

The cross on the hill. (Photo by  
Phyllis Estep Anderson)
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One Who Died Well    

By George Bowers

                This month I share 
a story about my mother’s 
little sister, Ruth Burner. This 
precious little girl went to 
RMH in October of 1937 when 
she was only six years old. 
According to a short piece 
written by a nurse who cared 
for her there, she suffered from 
appendicitis and abdominal 
peritonitis. 

                The nurse referred to 
her as “a little Dunkard Girl, hair 
parted in the middle and braided 
in two soft pigtails on each side 
of her tiny precious head…Her 
smile was like a beautiful ac-
complishment of nature that no 
words in the English language 
could describe.”   

                Following surgery 
for her ailments, she began to 
improve and her nurse recounts 
how she sang hymns, “stayed 
happy constantly, and never 
spared her smile from anyone.” 
If she were sleeping when her 
doctor made his rounds, he 
would wake her for he said, “Her 
smile is too much to miss.” 

                Eventually Aunt Ruth 
recovered and went home only 
to return three short days later 
with an intestinal obstruction. 
The account indicates that she 
suffered unmercifully as her 
“big blue eyes dimmed with 
hurt tears, but still she smiled, 
and made childish apologies for 
being so sick.”

                Following a second 
surgery she seemed to 
be improving when things 
unexpectedly turned worse. 
She told her doctor that her 
“tummy hurts so.” The nurse 
concludes her narration by 

saying, “Then suddenly her 
little head turned, the eyes 
closed, the heart stopped, and 
the little spirit with its bundle of 
sunshine and happiness passed 
on to scatter a deeper, purer 
sunshine around the One who 
said, “Suffer the little children to 
come unto Me and forbid them 
not, for of such is the Kingdom 
of Heaven.”” 

                And with that, my 
mom’s little sister passed 
into eternity long before I had 
the privilege to know her. I’m 
looking forward to meeting 
her in heaven, but I’m sure 
this death had a profound 
effect on her family, church, 
and community even if child 
mortality was higher then than 
now.

                Nevertheless, we 
have here a remarkable story 
of an individual facing suffering 
and death with incredible 
courage and resolve. Although 
still very young, Aunt Ruth had 
already accepted Jesus into 
her heart and was enjoying the 
peace that only He can provide 
in the midst of life’s fiercest 
storms. Her bravery and lack 
of fear in staring down death 
inspired not only her family but 
also the nurses and doctors who 
tended her. 

                In John 21 the 
resurrected Jesus is walking 
with Peter on the Galilean shore 
and gives His newly reinstated 
disciple a glimpse of his 
eventual death. Verse 19 tells 
us, “Jesus said this to indicate 
the kind of death by which Peter 
would…” We would assume the 
next word would be “die.” But 
it’s not. Instead the sentence 
reads, “…the kind of death by 

which Peter would glorify God.”

                We understand from this 
passage that not only in our living, 
but also in our dying, our purpose 
is to glorify God in whatever way 
we can. We cannot choose the 
circumstances nor the timing of 
our deaths, but we can develop 
such a close relationship with 
Jesus before then that when that 
time comes, our passing will be a 
continuation of what we’ve been 
doing up to that moment. 

                I’m thankful for my 
Aunt Ruth and for the Christian 
testimony she provided in her 
living and in her dying and I pray 
that each of us might do the same. 
Blessings, George

 

Timberville  
Historic Notes

By Bev Garber

--August 1927 – Supervisors de-
cided to post signs at each end of 
the covered bridge limiting weight 
to six tons, They were getting 
ready to repair the bridge. At that 
time, the bridge was 43 years old.

--January 13, 1912 --Fifteen to 
twenty townspeople were skating 
on the river below the bridge. At 
1:30 that morning the tempera-
ture dropped to 20 degrees below 
zero at the Miller-Jones store.

--January22, 1904 – The very 
first literary society meeting 
was held. It was given the name 
“Timber-ville Literary Society.” 
The first debate was “The railroad 
should be owned and operated 
by the government.” The judges 
decided for the affirmative side 
– that they should be owned and 
operated by the government.

--Saturday, February 9, 1924 – 
The Harrisonburg High School 
boys and gi9rls played basketball 
with the Timberville High School 
teams in the Timberville gym. 
The Harrisonburg girls won over 
the Timberville girls 18 – 6. The 
Timberville boys won over the 
Harrisonburg boys, 28 – 16.

--Thursday, February 7, 1924 – 
On this night a singing was helf 
at the Old Folks Home from 7:00 
– 8:00. 

--Thursday, February 8, 1923 – A 
pie social was held at the school-
house. It was given by the alumni 
association. About 30 pies were 
sold. Total receipts were $68.40.

George Bowers is the Senior 
Pastor of Antioch Church of 
the Brethren in Woodstock, 
VA.  He spent 17 years teach-
ing Agricultural Education and 
enjoys writing poetry while 
hunting.  He can be reached 
through www.georgebower-
sministries.com or at gabow-
ers@shentel.net.
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GOOD Job! Valley  
Association Of  
Retired Educators  
By Karen Whetzel

The Valley Association of Re-
tired Educators (VARE) began 
in 1992, when Edith Good of 
Broadway, VA., a retired teacher 
(who taught at Broadway High 
School, Spotswood Elementary 
School, Broadway Elementary 
School, and Plains Elementary 
School over her 35 year career) 
invited some retired educators to 
meet to discuss starting a group 
affiliated with Virginia Education 
Association - Retired (VEA-R).  
Other retired educators at the 
first planning meeting were the 
Lester Burtner, Walter Daggett, 
Stella Couch, Elizabeth Myers, 
Katheryn Roche, and Shirley 
Wilkerson.  A staff member frpm 
the Virginia Education Associa-
tion, George Hudgins, met with 
the group and provided informa-
tion.  

The group started as an organi-
zation for Rockingham County 
retirees, but soon expanded in 
1993 to be called Valley Associ-
ation of Retired Educators and 
to include Harrisonburg City, 
Page County, and Shenandoah 
County.  Later, Augusta County 
and the cities of Staunton and 
Waynesboro were added and 
today, VARE has active members 
from the school divisions listed 
plus Highland County and retir-
ees from many other places!  

From the beginning, VARE in-
cluded not just retired teachers, 
but also retired administrators 
and support personnel.  VARE 
works to increase and protect 
benefits for retirees, but also is 
committed to working for current 
educators and their students.  

Edith Good was the first presi-
dent of the VARE and was elect-
ed to serve as president each 
year from 1993-1999.  She was 
also president from 2002-2004.  
Eldon Layman of Broadway 
succeeded her as president from 
1999-2000, and also served as 
president from 2004-2007.  Bea 
Morris of Harrisonburg served as 
president from 2000-2002, and 
was legislative chairman from 
2002 to present.  Deloris Shank 
of Bridgewater was president 
from 2007-2009 and again from 
2012-2014.  Marcia Elliott (who 
now lives in Richmond) was 
president from 2010-2012, and 
Bea Crantz of Harrisonburg was 
elected president in 2014 and 
has served as president from 
then until now!

Bea Morris, past president of 
VARE, has been the VARE 
Legislative Chair for many years. 
She joined VARE when she 
retired in 1995. She also serves 
as state Legislative chair for the 
Virginia Retired Teachers Asso-
ciation (VRTA), District G VRTA 
Legislative chair, Augusta Retired 
Educators Association (AREA) 
Legislative chair, Virginia Delta 
Kappa Gamma Society Interna-
tional (DKG) Legislative Co-
Chair, and local DKG Legislative 
chair!  Morris states that “having 
been a member of VEA since I 
began teaching in 1962, I try to 
keep VARE members informed 
about VEA activities and legisla-
tive priorities.”

Bea says of VARE and Edith 
Good’s leadership in getting 
VARE started:  “Edith succeeded 
in organizing a group which met 
together once a month to make 
new acquaintances, to keep up 

with old friends, and to keep 
current with and to contribute to 
the profession to which they had 
dedicated much of their lives.  
From the beginning, I always 
enjoyed the interesting programs 
that were entertaining and in-
formative about the community.  
Edith did a wonderful job of wel-
coming newcomers, but she and 
the other four who started VARE 
ensured that it would become a 
lasting organization by providing 
good organization with bylaws 
and officers that would guide 
the organization into the future.”  
Good is still a member of VARE 
and goes to as many meetings 
as her health permits.

VARE usually meets the second 
Tuesday of each month for lunch 
and a meeting from Septem-
ber through May at Sunnyside 
Bethseda Theater in Harrison-
burg.  This year, the April and 
May meetings had to be can-
celled because of the COVID-19 
pandemic.  VARE hopes to begin 
monthly meetings again in Sep-
tember, 2020.

VARE now has a Facebook page 
(Valley Association of Retired 
Educators - VARE).  In addition 
there is a VARE directory avail-
able to members which has infor-
mation on each member, history 
of VARE, and more.  For infor-
mation on joining VARE, contact 
Vice President Marsha Gordon at 
mgordon1229@msm.com.  

Karen is a retired educator 
with 38 years of experience in 
Shenandoah County Schools, 
most as an elementary librarian 
and a high school principal.  She 
is originally from Hardy County, 
WV. As a retiree, she is a “pro-
fessional volunteer” who does 
children’s programs and works a 
Sunday shift at the New Market 
Area Library, works monthly at 
the New Market Area Chamber 
of Commerce, and serves on 
the Shenandoah County School 
Board.  She does publicity and 
Facebook pages for a number of 
non-profit organizations including 
several retired teachers groups!

Edith, Bea, Eileen at a 2017 VARE meeting
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In Your Prime                                                                

Elliot Sexton Fuller

I misread-I didn’t see

The person who you are

Never knew just why you limp

Or have that nasty scar

Time has had its way with you

A shell is all that’s here

But travel back would tell the 
tale

Things aren’t as they appear

You held the beach at  
Normandy

In second world war

Nearly froze yourself to death

At Chosin Reservoir

Perhaps the wounds are from a 
march

With Martin Luther King

Sometimes the battles that you 
fought

Were a domestic thing

But thankful yes-I promise you

To pause and take the time

And recognize the you-you were

When you were in your prime

My daughter, Jacklynne, shared 
a post on Facebook the other 
day. It was a picture from a 
page called Thinking Minds. 
The picture shows elderly 
people standing at a mirror in 
a nursing home. The mirror 
reflects who the person was 
back in their prime. An old lady 
sees the young nurse that she 
had once been. Old men are 
looking back at themselves in 
soldier uniforms. The caption 
reads, “Respect the elderly, we 
have no idea who they were be-
fore we knew them.” This post 
immediately brought a person to 
mind.

A couple of years ago I ran a 
small maintenance business. I 
got a call to install a new dryer 
vent. When I entered the base-
ment, I saw a huge picture of an 
aircraft carrier and a rack filled 
with hanging flight suits and 
matching helmets. 

I asked the fellow if he was a 
Navy aviator? He confirmed my 
suspicion. He looked to be in his 
mid-eighties. I did my messed-
up mountain math and decided 
that I could safely place him in 
Korea. 

The gentleman laughed and 
said that he had in fact been 
in WW2, Korea, and Vietnam. 
He saw the puzzled look on 
my face and explained that he 
joined the military just 2 weeks 
before WW2 ended.  

As I crawled around under the 
house installing the new vent, 
he stood at the access door 
and explained the differences 
between the planes used by 
the Air Force and those that the 
Navy fly. 

When I had completed the job, 
we fired up the dryer to make 

sure that there were no residual 
lint obstructions still in the pipes. 
The man said that there was 
still one more thing to check 
before he paid me. He went 
to his garage and got a piece 
of surveyor’s ribbon. With the 
dryer running, the man held the 
ribbon at different places around 
the dryer vent where it exited 
the house. I chuckled to myself 
as he measured the length of 
the ribbon which was blowing 
straight out before it went into 
a flapping curl. The man smiled 
and said that all was well.

Just for fun when I returned 
home, I googled the man’s 
name. I found an excerpt from 
a book which stated that a man 
with the same name had been 
the first American pilot to shoot 
down a Mig-17 in the Vietnam 
War. There was a picture of the 
pilot standing on the bridge of 
an aircraft carrier. He was hold-
ing a coffee mug full of scotch 
that the ship captain had re-
warded him with upon his return 
from the dog fight. The man in 
the picture looked much like the 
man I had just met. Had I gotten 
to see an older version of the 
pilot on the bridge who was now 
concerned about airflow from a 
different source? It still makes 
me smile, thinking how aerody-
namics were still important to an 
airman long after his flying days 
were over.

As I read this article to my wife, 
she asked If I had ever followed 
up with a visit to see if the man 
was who I believed he might be. 

I drove back out to the place. 
I knocked, and a lady came to 
the door. I told her the story of 
my previous visit. She intro-
duced herself as Nancy and 
invited me in. She said that she 
was sorry, but that her husband 
had died four years ago. She 
showed me pictures, models 
of all the fighter planes that he 
had flown, and a plaque induct-
ing Lou into the Phantom Club 
for his downing the Mig-17 in 

1965. Louis Page, had been 
who I had suspected him to be. 
Nancy, blessings to you as you 
grieve the loss of the man that 
you love so deeply. Thanks for 
sharing some memories of Lou 
with me.

I agree that we need to respect 
the elderly. So many of them 
are just waiting to share a rich 
history lesson with us. They 
will have a better grasp of the 
reality of their times than the 
history books are willing to give 
to us. Learn from the champions 
of the past, as we shape the 
champions of the future. Strafe 
you later, Elliot              

You can reach the author at 
elliotsextonfuller@gmail                                  

The Ham Van  
is Open! 
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Congratulations to the 
April Puzzle Solvers!

Bea Fulk 
Broadway, VA 
 
Sarah Kline 
Edinburg, VA 
 
Rose Harper 
Timberville, VA 
 
Randy Sherman 
Bergton, VA 
 
Dick Hottinger 
Phenix City, AL 36869 
 
Martha Brady 
Broadway, VA 
 
Crystal Moyer Jennings 
Bergton, VA 
 
Karen Miller Haneke 
Chesterfield, VA 
 
Geneva Lantz 
Broadway, VA 
 
Phoebe Bowman 
New Market, VA 
(It is the little things, 
Indeed! Thanks for  
your note!) 
 
Claudene Spencer 
Bergton, VA 
 
Pat Halterman 
Broadway, VA 
(Glad you enjoy 
reading the paper!) 
 
 
Karen Dixon 
Broadway, VA 
 
Butch Bowman 
Timberville, VA 
 
Paula Bowman 
Timberville, VA 
(Thanks for the note!) 

Butch Bowman 
Timberville, VA 
 
Carolyn Long 
Chesterfield, VA 
 
Alyssa Grandle (age 6) 
Broadway, VA 
 
Ed Harper 
Timberville, VA 
 
Nancy Callahan 
Rockingham, VA 
 
Becky Keplinger 
Bergton, VA 
(Thanks, Becky! 
You stay safe too!) 
 
Jane Robinson 
(Papers should 
be available at 
Bergton Grocery 
as well as the 
post offices) 
 
Vicky Jenkins 
Lutherville, MD 
(Thanks for 
your note!) 
 
Cindy Woods 
Criders, VA 
Violet Sherman 
Linville, VA 
 
Marian Ennis 
Bergton, VA 
 
Blanche Collins 
Timberville, VA 
 
Doug Propst 
Criders, VA 
 
Harvey E. Dove 
Fulks Run, VA 
 

 
 
Bruce Dispanet 
Mathias, WV 
 
Woody Brown 
Bergton, VA 
 
Mrs. Vivian G. Knepper 
Broadway, VA 
(Your note was so 
sweet!  Thank you!) 
 
Roger Conner 
Broadway, VA 
 
Donald Reedy, Sr. 
Broadway, VA 
 
Jennifer Turner 
Timberville, VA 
 
Bernice Keplinger 
Criders, VA 
 
Donna Whetzel 
Mathias, WV 
 
Linda M. Payne 
Linville, VA 
 
Johnny Hottinger 
Bergton, VA 
 
Judy Hottinger 
Bergton, VA 
 
Debbe Coffman 
Broadway, VA 
(Thanks for the 
encouragement!) 
 
Suzi Vasquez-Lopez 
Harrisonburg, VA 
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Vintage Board Games 
We’re all spending more time at home these days. Maybe it’s time to remember the old board 

games many of us played as children. The word search this month may jog your memory! 
 

 
N M U D N A L Y D N A C Z B E S B W L Y 
E O U N S Z Q W O M H X A U R Y O V Z E 
J H I F C X Y H D O D T L E S L G E N D 
S C X T X L H X W A T C D H J O N P B Z 
E S X F A I E T P L Z D P T P P I H M V 
Z H E L M R S W E C A A R M U O B M K C 
I K U H Z P E S I L T O K Y N N I G Y L 
N V B Z C P H P D G U C D S O O E W V P 
E D J X T I C N O B G S P T Q M Q U N U 
Y Z B B P K A V L D T L F E A C A U A B 
K U O A E S D E X X W U Y R R O S R T P 
K P C H E C K E R S I C T Y L I F E W E 
B S A T I E D R X F S B F D A R B C L M 
C K U S W F C A M F T S O A N F I B U R 
T H C O S C M I W G E Y N T B A B S A F 
C F U F I W Y Q V G R B W E L A P T K X 
O D U A P X O F Z D L F E H R V Y T L B 
C O N C E N T R A T I O N C F H G Q S H 
U R D R Y Q C K D I L R S V T X B L W Z 
B D X U X U M R O E Q P X C G A J W P Z 

 
Monopoly 
Clue 
Scrabble 
Uno 
Sorry 
Life 
Candyland 

Uncle Wiggly 
Chutes and Ladders 
Operation 
Risk 
Checkers 
Chess 
Battleship 

Twister 
Bingo 
Concentration 
Trouble 
Mystery Date 
Password 
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