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OUR NEIGHBORHOOD

Inside Our Neighborhoods

Welcome to the Spring edition. Welcoming spring is certainly wel-
come after the snow and cold of winter. However, the weather
seems to have kept our authors in doors writing the stories for this
edition. Here is a preview:

In “Saving Hickory Hollow” Tom Teeples tells the inside story that
he lived and created. But in all environmental saving sagas, he
was not alone. And no surprise, Tom has to point out where and
when to see the rare lady slippers.

Here’s another sailing story, prompted by the tale in a previous
edition. In “The Steering Wheel Came Off!” Mary Kay Rotert re-
calls the shock and action when, yes, her husband showed her
the separated wheel when, yes, the weather turned nasty on the
Bay. Time for a smart recovery.

Bill Estell retired from the Navy after 30 years as a Captain, USN
and decided to go back to school as a teacher, not a student. He
tells the story in “A Math Adventure That Nearly Wasn't”. It was a
dream job, but started off as a near night mare. Even after landing
a position, it took some time to settle in as a math teacher who in-
troduced new ideas.

For a job that didn’t turn out as expected, there is “Stay in the
Boat?” by Philip Cross. He follows the slap stick action of three
college buddies trying to make money on an old menhaden fish-
ing boat. Each day the boys have to deal with a fiasco highlighted
by the fact that they were not making any money. Along the way,
the story describes the workings of a menhaden fishing boat. You
find out what stay in the boat means.

In “Following the Pied Piper to Dinner” Betty Mill shares a fond
memory of a 1983 visit to a village in West Germany. After finding
lodging, the Pied Piper leads them to a small cafe/beer hall. Lan-
guage was limited, but it did not matter. Read the result.

Jay Walker
Editor in Chief
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Following the Pied Piper to Dinner

By Betty T.

There was a time around 1983, | ac-
companied my husband on a trip to a NATO
meeting in West Germany before we moved
to Landstuhl and Ramstein AF Base. | was
able to travel with him a great deal back then
as part of his work and had some amazing
experiences. One “adventure” that continues
to baffle me is the night we followed a com-
plete stranger in the dark to a restaurant for
which we had no address, knew no one, and
other than a greeting or two, could not speak
the language. This is what happened.

We arrived in Germany on a Sunday-
did a little sightseeing then drove into a small
village in early evening. We never made res-
ervations for lodging or meals when we travel
because so many guest houses and places to
eat were available. As was our custom, on
this trip we found a guest house that met our
needs.

Once we were settled in our guest
house for the night, we asked our host about
getting some dinner: Most places were closed
at that time. Visiting the same guest house
was a relative of our host: An elderly man but
very spry. He offered to show us a place to
eat and we could walk as it was ‘close’. So
off we went at dusk following our guide
through the streets of the small village.

Communication between us was very
limited- | didn’t speak German except | had
learned a couple of words and numbers be-
fore traveling: My husband knew some basic
words but mostly scientific words. And our
guide didn’t speak English.

Minimal conversation flowed throughout
our walk. Our guide would ask “hast du hun-
ger?” (Are you hungry?) Our reply,” Ya, Ich
bin hanger.” (Yes, I'm hungry.) The other
statement our guide knew was. “Deutche auto
kleina. Amerkaner auto grossa!” (German
autos are small, American autos are large.)

We walked for quite a while, fifteen to
twenty minutes, now in the dark, and were still
on the back streets of the village. We didn’t

Mill. PhD

know where we were going but followed (like
mice).

A bit later our guide stopped in front a
darkened door, but when opened we stepped
into a brightly lighted small bar and restaurant
with 8-10 tables. At the bar were several local
gentlemen imbibing in beer and conversation.
They all turned to look at us, welcomed the
guide, one of their drinking buddies, then
turned back to their beers.

We were shown to a small table and
greeted warmly while being watched by all the
men at the bar. In fact, our guide came to
check on us several times. “Alles es gu-
tes?” (All is good?) he would say. Then re-
turn for another beer.

We ordered our food, Weiner Schnitzel
and Pommes frites (pork steak and French
fries), and a salad and waited only a short
time until the food was served: By the way,
enough food for 4-5 persons.

Waiting for our food | noticed our table
was different construction from all the other
tables in the room. Later we learned that in
some small villages the restaurants have a
special table, saved for “The town men” or
visitors who sit at that table with an invitation
only

Quite a time later when we were fin-
ished with our meal, had greeted other guests
and were ready to walk back to the “gust
haus,” our guide was in no condition to walk
back with us. We found our way back alone in
the dark and settled in for the night.

We left that small village in the morning
noting the hospitality shown to us. Even
though we never really got to know or com-
municate with those we met, we always re-
membered the evening we followed a
stranger for a long time, in the dark, not know-
ing him or where he was leading us. We had
several adventures while living in West Ger-
many and many delightful experiences and
memories. “Follow me...I'm the Pied Piper!”
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Maybe, 500,000. We steam north at all
possible speed. My fortune is at hand.
| have dollar signs in my head but a
very different feeling in my stomach.
Once we were “on the fish,” two
small boats, carrying the nets, were
launched and boarded in some very
rough water. These boats then race
out and surround the school of fish
with the nets. As powerful “blocks”
mounted overhead
start to reel in the
net, my job, with the
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oilskins and swim for shore. A couple of
large black fins quickly
bring me back to reality.

Once our catch is pumped
aboard the steamer, we head south to-
ward the factory. The Captain is hoping
to make another “set” on the way back.
I’m praying the fish will “go deep” and
not be spotted.

After a week we have had
enough! | think
the Captain was
relieved to see

others, is to spread : us go. There
the net evenly in the //&\\ were plenty of
bottom of the boat /// 12 able hands

in order to be ready e | around the

for the next “set.”By Vel docks to take
now the sun is up 7 R our place.

and the temperature We hitched a

is near 80. Inside ride with a spot-
my water proof, air J ter pilot and

proof oilskins, it is
much hotter. Some &\
cooling is felt by wa- i

ter pouring on me s SR
from the netbeing e — Tmer . i =

hauled in overhead.

Also pouring down are sea nettles, sea
weed and small parts of bloody fish, as
well as overhead contributions being
made by the thousands of seagulls
hoping for a free meal.

After an hour, I'm hot, exhausted,
and the boat continues to pitch. I've
throw up twice, those fig newtons are
history. We are off the Outer Banks of
North Carolina and | can
see the Wright Brothers Monument. It
does not appear to be
very far and in my hallucinogenic state,
I’m ready to peel off my

B flew home. After
= expenses, my
oilskins, movie,

= gESETS S f00d, refresh-

ments and my
share for the
room for a night, my “fish” money was
about depleted.

| just wanted to make a lot of
money in a short period of time...but |
couldn’t stay in the boat.

Editor’'s Notes: Menhaden fishing
boats from the 1950’s averaged 140
feet in length. Once power blocks
were developed to pull in the nets
crew size was reduced from approxi-
mately 25 men to 15.

(Pictures courtesy of Reedville Fisher-

men’s Museum)
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Saving Hickory Hollow
By Tom Teeples

Hickory Hollow (HH) is part of a much
larger tract of land, once owned by Lan-
caster County. The tract provided land
for the high school, dog

pound and county dump. HH is a 250
acre section in the middle of the county
activities.

The spark for a flurry of activity was set
off in 1999. In that year the county an-
nounced that HH was going to be devel-
oped into an industrial park. Never mind
that there were other similar facilities
standing idle, unused, in
other areas. The an- p
nouncement raised an up- J§
roar of concerned citizens
opposing the idea.

Before continuing this nar-
rative, there are a couple
of backstories that support
the conclusion of this sto-
ry: backstory 1....Henry
Bashore was a retired VA
forester living in Kilmar-
nock. In Henry's active life
as a forester, this area was £
his domain. So Henry was familiar with
HH and to say he loved it is an under-
statement. In Henry's retirement he con-
stantly visited HH to trim overhang-

ing branches from the trails, take the Boy
Scouts camping, meditate and en-

joy. There were some who claimed that
Henry had a pet name for all the

trees. Before there was a crisis Henry
would lobby anyone who would listen

to preserve HH as a natural area.
Backstory #2....Back in the 1980's,

a Kilmarnock childless couple passed
away and left their estate to some local
non-profit organizations......the li-

brary, Audubon chapter, churches,

ter received a bountiful chunk of money
which they put into a special fund. Earn-
ings from the fund would be used to sup-
port birding and conservation efforts. All
this was in place as | was serving as
president of the chapter in 1999.
After the industrial park plan was an-
nounced, the public uproar convinced
the county to hold a public meeting so
they could hear the grievances. The
meeting was held at the middle
school. About 300 people showed

up. Not one
& supported the
| industrial
B park. So
= the county
cancelled the
idea. But
hey contin-
ed to sit on
: HH.
x Good tim-
2ing....... The
! state an-

R s &®& nounced the
establishment of a new fund. The money
in the fund would be available, on a
matching basis, for preserving conserva-
tion areas. And at the next Audubon
board meeting, a motion was passed to
pursue the possibility of obtaining
matching funds to save HH. This would
require something that had never
been done before....... dipping into the
principal of our fund. As chairman, |
made sure that all members understood
what we were doing and allowed each to
voice their opinions. Some were more
enthusiastic than others, but no objec-
tions. The motion passed.

And now to work. The proposal required

etc. As aresult, the local Audubon chap- a great deal of information and a lot of
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gave a list of birds seen at HH and
Ann Messick, local botanist, provided
a list of plants IDed there. Henry
knew nothing of computers so my
computer became the producer of the
proposal. My wife did much of the
typing. At one point in the work,
someone said, "Should we mention
the rare plant at HH?". | said, "What
rare plant?”. It turned out that a W&M
graduate student had done a plant
study of the watershed that runs
through HH.

He discovered a Cypriped

um kentuckiense, Kentucky lady
slipper growing there! The discov-
ery was shared with only a few peo-
ple. This plant is called a disjunct. It
only grows at HH and no place else in
the state. | said, "l think we just saved
HH!".

Finished the proposal just before Lady Slipper: |
the deadline. My wife and | drove it to Painting by Amy Lewis
Richmond and turned it in one

day early. Ours was the first re- paperwork, lawyers and accountants

ceived. Took that as a good sign. We involved. And my signature is on the

heard nothing from the state, ev- deed papers.

er. But it was some time after Y2K the There are 3 trails at HH that are

editor of the local paper called me named for people......Henry Bashore

and said, "What is this about Audubon trail, Ann Messick trail and Tom Tee-

receiving state funds?". That was my ples trail.

first word! The state had issued a If you want to see the rare lady slip-

press release to newspapers. Lots of per, plan on a late-April, early-May vis-
it to HH. Wear good hiking

3 shoes. Take the Ann Messick trail

shortly after reaching the board-
{walk. There are usually 3, some-
times 2 visible at this
point. These are the only ones
visible to casual visitors Other
<8 specimens require knee boots

§ and muck-about dress.

We walk up the street to the com-
pany office
building. Everyone has left for the day
except two young
secretaries. After a little conversation,
the girls agree to let us
use the executive office showers After a
quick clean up and
some “borrowed” Ag-
ua Velva, we are
ready to hit the town.
Some food, a movie
and a few refresh-
ments later, the time
has
slipped away.

We head back
to the town dock and
our boat only to dis-
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We leave port sometime after mid-
night. All crew members are required to
stand a “trick at the wheel,” steer the boat
for a two- hour shift. My turn comes at 2
am. It’s pitch black outside and the only
light in the wheel house is a small light on
the

= compass. A sea-
~_Isoned crewman is
 with me. He has a
mug of

coffee in one hand
and a lighted ciga-
rette in the other. He

. says “steer this

S course.” “Aye, Aye,’ |
. reply. ('m a pro.)

cover our boat has

moved from the town

dock further down to the fish factory. We
start walking...it's quite a hike and it’s
getting late. Walking turns to jogging...

it's getting later. Jogging turns to running.

As we get closer, we see the lights
on the old steamer as it makes its way
out of the fish factory port. We have
missed the boat.

Now we have to walk all the way
back to town to find a place to sleep,
which turns out to be a shared room in a
boarding house. We paid a lot of our
money for a very short night.

We hang around the factory all the
next
day waiting for our boat to return. Finally,
in late afternoon, she
lumbers in, loaded to the gunnels with
fish. Not our fish. No
fish, no funds. My money is going out but
so far, none has come
in. But tomorrow we fish. Day four has
now passed.

A giant swell sudden-

ly lifts the boat.
When it settles, it’s pointing, by the com-
pass reading, several degrees to the left.
Make that “port.” | am a pro.

The helm is about five feet in diam-
eter and | man handle it to the right
(starboard). Now I’'m several degrees in
the other
direction. After two hours of zig zagging,
my relief takes over.

We reach our holding spot in the
ocean. We drift, waiting for the sun to
rise so our spotter aircraft can search for
fish. It's time for breakfast, but after all
that ship rolling, | don’t think my stomach
is ready for whatever is being fried in the
galley. | grab a large package of fig new-
tons and have my breakfast on deck.
Dawn breaks, the airplane is up. I'm
decked out in my new black oilskins, hat,
pants, jacket and black rubber boots. It is
now day five.

The spotter pilot reports he has lo-
cated a large school of Menhaden.
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Stay in the Boat?
By Philip Cross

| was looking for a way to make a
lot of money in a short period of time.

My teenage friends and | heard
about an older menhaden fishing boat
that was ready to go south, but was
short on crew. We talked to the Captain
and signed on. The boat was to sail the
next day at first light. It was summer
time and our futures looked bright!

We went aboard to inspect the
vessel and found an unused storeroom
on the main deck. With permission
from the
Captain, we clean it out. It is to be our
sleeping quarters. It
seemed so much better than sleeping
below with the rest
of the crew. As it turned out, this did
not sit too well with
some of our mates. | guess they
thought we were receiving
special privileges. The first day at sea
they threw a lot of our
personal gear overboard. We had to
stay vigilant...we could be
next.

By the second day out we have
entered the inland waterway. This is
idle time for most of the crew and after
hearing some not too subtle remarks in
the galley at breakfast, this could be
the day we go for a swim. Since there
were no duties for the three of us, we
decided the safest place for us to be
was the crow’s nest at the top of the
mast!

We climbed the thirty-five feet up
the rigging, got in the crow’s nest and
stood on the trap door. No swimming
today...we’re safe!

We soon noticed a vessel to our
stern. It was one of the new steel hull
fishing steamers. It was much larger
and faster than our old wooden boat.
As it drew closer, it was obvious it did
not want to be held up by our slower
boat.

Our Captain moved over as far
as possible in the narrow water way.
The big boat, with its horn blaring,
started its run past us. When we
were side by side, somehow the two
boats collided. There was scraping
and banging as parts of our railings
and cabin doors were ripped away. The
impact caused our old boat to keel over
to the left as the steamer slipped past.
When our boat started to right herself,
the movement in the crow’s nest,
where we were still hiding out thirty-five
feet above the deck, was swift and vio-
lent. We struggled to hug the crow’s
nest railing to keep from being catapult-
ed into the pine trees on the opposite
bank.

Once the boat had settled, the
crew discovered the collision had
opened planks in the boats hull. We
were taking on water! The crew did the
best they could to stop the leaks but it
would not hold for long. We were
forced to stop at a shipyard for repairs.
| could see this delay would cost me
money. No fish, no funds.

When the repairs to our boat are
finally complete, we head for our home
port in North Carolina. It is now day
three.

We tie up at the town dock. There
is nothing for us to do so the Capitan
dismissed us for the evening. The boat
will sail again at midnight.
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THE STEERING WHEEL CAME OFF!
One of the Nine Lives of Charles and Mary Kay Rotert

By Mary Kay Rotert

Some 40 years ago, the yacht club was
returning home after a Potomac River
cruise up to Washington. On the final

“Patch Fog” was tossing wildly in the
seas, and was being blown toward the
shoals of Smith Point. She was in dan-

day of travel, winds were stiff, and there ger of being broached with every wave.

were rolling waves in the Chesapeake

Bay. Most of the fleet elected to wait

one more day in their safe harbor in the

lower Potomac, but three boat captains
decided to “stick their noses out,” and
see just how bad it was. They included:

1. Charles & Mary Ro-
taert aboard their ,li’
Kadey Krogen, (
“Patchy Fog”

2. Norm & Betsy Hel-
ler aboard their N
Kadey Krogen,
“Serendipity”

3. Fred & Linda
Byrum, aboard their
“Lord Nelson Tug”

As they neared Smith

Point, Charles Rotart

was at the helm, and

Mary Kay was doing

the navigating.

Charles camly said to

her, “I think we have a

problem.” As Mary Kay looked up,

Charles slowly turned toward her-with

the steering wheel in both hands! It had

The Hellers and Byrums hove to, but
were helpless to render any real assis-
tance. With Mary Kay struggling on the
tiller to keep the boat pointed into the
wind, Charles struggles to try and en-
gage the auto-pilot. When it finally
clicked in, “Patchy
Fog” began to
make a wide, slow
turn down the
(3 Chesapeake Bay,
where they would
| at least have the
wind behind
them—and follow-
ing seas. It was
impossible to turn
around and return
to the safety of
the Potomac Riv-
er.
Mary Kay prayed
to every saint she
could think of, to
keep the auto-pilot engaged.
As the three boats neared the Rappa-
hannock River in a tight convoy, “Patchy

come cleanly off the pedestal-and could Fog” again made a wide, slow turn into

not be re-attached.

Charles tried in vain to climb the ladder
to the topside steering station, but the
boat was heaving so badly in the heavy
seas that he feared he would be thrown

overboard. They engaged the emergen-

cy tiller in the stern, but could not see
around the high super-structure of the
Kadey Krogen.

the river. Once in the calmer waters of
the lee of the land, Charles was able to
climb up to the top steering station, and
bring “Patchy Fog” safely home to
Carter’s Creek.

At the Commodore’s Ball that year,
Charles Rotert was given the yacht
club’s first “Helmsmanship Award.”
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A Math Adventure That Nearly Wasn’t
By Bill Estell

I retired from the Navy after 30 years as a
Captain, USN. The highlights of my ca-
reer were three years in command at sea
and a two year tour in Madrid, Spain to
work with the Spanish Navy in their ship-
building program. They were building the
same ships | had just commanded. |
managed to parley the tour into four and
a half years. The Navy lost me! My wife
Jinny and | loved Spain and we took full
advantage of the those years.

| returned as a program manager for four
years of the largest

non-shipbuilding program in the

Navy. When | retired | received many
lucrative offers for employment which |
turned down. They wanted my contacts,
not me.

My decision to teach was the dream job
for me. | chose Arlington, VA.

because they had three high schools
and a number of middle schools. Also
we had purchased a condo in Crystal
City and Jinny worked at Georgetown
University hospital. When | retired | had
two Master Degrees in Oceanography
and Systems Management. | needed a
Master Degree in Education which | re-
ceived from Marymount

University in Arlington

| attended a job fair for teachers in
Arlington. Filled out all the paperwork
and was eventually offered employment
in one high school and three middle
schools. | interviewed all with my lesson
plans and what | thought experi-

ence would bring to the classroom. They
seemed enthusiastic about a male teach-
er.

| never received a call back from the
schools.

A friend | knew in the school system
heard of my tale of woe, called me and
told me why. The lady in charge of hiring
in Arlington had had a bad experience
with a retired Air Force officer and vowed

no military veterans would teach in Arling-
ton schools. She also told me she had
made an appointment for me to see Dr.
Marie Gawaddi the Principal of Wakefield
High School. When | asked her how this
was different, she said just go and you’ll
see.

| arrived the next day in Dr. Gawaddi’s
office. There were three Assistant Princi-
pals, a Guidance Counselor and the Math
Department Head. | gave the full routine |
had done before and when | finished |
told Dr. Gawaddi that this was my last in-
terview in Arlington. She thanked me and
said | would
hear shortly
about the po-
sition. My
friend called
me the same
day and said |
got the posi-
tion and
should be at
the school to-
morrow to
sign and get
my room.
When | got to
Wakefield the
next day the
office secre-
tary told me my room was at the end of
the hall. When |

arrived | was in the manual arts

section and my room had no desk or
chairs, no file cabinets and only seven
desks. | went back to the office and
asked how to get furniture for my

room. The secretary said to fill out a re-
quest form. | then asked where the custo-
dian’s office was. She told me.

Eddie’s room was in the basement to the
right of the hall. | knocked on the door
and went in to introduce myself as a new
teacher who needed some help.

Eddie said you look pretty old to be a new
teacher. | told him | spent 30 years in the
Navy. He responded, Navy, my son is in
the Navy. Were you ever in Norfolk? |
said yes, three times, two on ships and
one on staff.
| asked Eddie what his son did, he
replied that he was a machinist mate 2™
class. | said that’s a great rate and | hope
he likes it. Eddie said he loves it and is
doing quite well. Then Eddie asked how
can | help you. | told him my sad tale
nd he said that room is nowhere near the
Math Department. | realized that and he
said | think | know why. Come in tomor-
row and you will be all set.
| went back to my classroom and intro-
duced myself to my neighbor across the
hall. He told me | was here
because the Math Department head was
terrified that because of my age and expe-
rience | would take his job. | told him |
wasn’t interested in his job, all | want to do
is teach students in the classroom. You
know that and | know that but he will never
believe it.

The next morning when | came into my
classroom there was a desk, two chairs,
two file cabinets, 24 desks, an American
Flag and a Virginia flag.

Additionally the desk had all the
necessary supplies.

The first year went well and the kids were
pleased. After speaking to Dr. Gawaddi |
got a room on the second floor in the mid-
dle of the Math
Department.

Before the year started she got a group of
teachers together to see what we could do
about the incoming Freshmen class. They
were getting lost in the new environment
of high school and we needed a plan to
help. Our group met and came up with a
brand new idea. We would form three
“‘Houses”, each with an English teacher, a
Math teacher, a History teacher, a Science
teacher and a Social Studies teacher. The
Houses would accept all the incoming
Freshmen. Additionally, | got approval of
a two hour class period. That meant we
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would need our own bell schedule. We
had created a “School within a School”,
way ahead of our time.

Another requirement was that each
student pick a topic to work on during the
school year and then make a presentation
to the school board at the end of the
year. At the end of each year | received
cards and letters from parents thanking
me for their son or daughter understand-
ing the importance of math, enjoying it and
doing quite well.

Our experiment was an overwhelming
success and was continued for three
years until the “Standards of Learning”
were implanted in Virginia in 1996

and “teach to the test” became the stand-
ard. Our program went out of use and
was never recovered.

| left at the end of the year. Four very hap-
py and fruitful years.

Math Story Sidebar
School Days

The first year went well and | was
pleased with the students. The first
thing | had to do was assure them that
even being old didn’t mean | was a
substitute teacher but would be with
them all year. | took the approach of
math as a second language with a vo-
cabulary and symbols. For my pre -
algebra students | reminded them that
“fractions are our friends”.

| had all the desks removed from the
room and replaced with four person
tables (Eddie was a big help). That
way they could work in small groups
and solve problems.

The classroom became an exciting
place and a good learning center. The
results of the year end proved to be
excellent.

| was touched when the class had
a new name tag for me, “BOB ( Big,
Old and Bold)”.




