Memories ~
From Falls Church to Kilmarnock
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· Background Information
My parents were from the post-World War I generation:  polite, caring, trusting, and as most baby-boomer parents – a little strange. My mother, Eloise L. Lockhart, was a widow with five children, (one boy, the eldest, and four girls), when she met my father, Robert H. Adams, a widower with one child (a girl); together, they had me, Robert H. Adams Jr., in 1959;   [image: image1.jpg]


  God rest their souls.
Key Note: My brother is the oldest, then five girls and then me (13 years, between my brother and me); the baby in the family (or the spoiled rotten little brother, as my sisters always tell me!!).  I was born in Washington, D.C. - Columbia Hospital for Women, but the first place I remember was Falls Hill, a suburb of Falls Church, Virginia (Northern Virginia).

Mom was a Home-Economics teacher (for those who don’t know, that is a person who actually taught children how to cook, sew and do other chores, around the house!), for many years and then she became a Guidance Counselor, for a local high school in Falls Church, Virginia (George Marshall High School).  Being the mother to seven, she loved to cook – she loved to cook!  My father was a government contracted Chemical Engineer. As such, he helped create the first Atomic bomb, at Oak Ridge, Tennessee, and helped create the Department of the Air Force, as a civilian, in Washington, D.C.  Together, they set several rules, but the rule that was drummed into all of us, was fairly simple: “Dinner is at 6 pm, on the dot, and there will be NO snacking after 4 pm. You will eat all of your dinner, or you will not be allowed to leave the table, until you do so.” (Oh, yes, the entire family ate at the kitchen table; no exceptions, unless you were sick or at someone else’s house, for dinner).

More History: My grandfather, Robert Newton Adams and his brother, Charles Edwin Adams, from Baltimore Maryland, were diagnosed, in the early 1900’s, with Tuberculosis (TB) and spent many years in the Blue Ridge Tuberculosis Clinic (in 1920, Clinic was changed to Sanatorium), in Charlottesville, Virginia. There they met Beth Harding, who also had TB and later died from it. She had two sisters, Floride and Rebecca, who would come to visit, from time to time.  The two sisters met and fell in love with the two brothers and eventually got married (Robert married Floride and Charles married Rebecca). So, there is the link, of the Adams’ from Baltimore and the Harding’s from Kilmarnock. Kilmarnock Virginia is located in an area of the Chesapeake Bay, called the Northern Neck.  When my grandfather, Robert N. died in 1924, my father inherited approximately 60 acres of land in the Northern Neck (mostly Waterfront Property).  In 1960, my parents decided to take advantage of my father’s property, and they built a two-story cinderblock house (in 1961/62), that they called the ‘cottage’ on Dividing Creek.
  
And so, life as the youngest began.  Here are of few of the things that I can remember, growing up in Falls Church and in Kilmarnock.


Falls Hill (1963 – 1969)
1963
We lived on a cul-de-sac (court). Our neighbors at the top of the court had two cats and a dog. One of the cats was a Tabby named Ambush, Bushy for short. Bushy was a show cat. One show day, Bushy escaped from her owner and was rescued by Anne. Bushy had a pink bow attached to her head and another pink bow on her tail. Anne thought the cat was in pain so she removed the bow from the cat’s head and tried to remove the bow from the tail. Not being able to simply pull the bow off of the tail, Anne cut all of the hair off of the tail of the cat! Then, Bushy escaped from Anne and went home. The owner seeing the cat – freaked. She grabbed the cat and brought it over to our house. She rang the doorbell and mom opened the door. She, the owner, handed mom the cat and said “She’s your cat now” and left. Mom closed the door, put the cat down and said “so what else is new? We’ve only been feeding her for last year, anyway.”

1964
They didn’t have kindergarten in school when I was growing up. My parents found a lady, in Falls Church, who would watch children, only two at a time, while the parents were at work (day care provider). Everyday before school, my mother would take me and a neighbor’s child, Amy, to day care. We would be taught our numbers, the alphabet and play games outside if it wasn’t raining. At lunchtime, we would take turns choosing which soup we wanted for lunch. Her kitchen had a shelf along the top of the cabinets. This shelf held every variety of Campbell’s Soup that was available. We always had a bowl of soup and some kind of sandwich. After lunch, everyone would take a nap. The children's room had a set of bunk beds and an adult bed. Amy liked to be on the top bunk. I liked to be on the bottom bunk (typo) so I could punch the bottom of the top mattress to bug Amy. The lady slept in the other bed so she could keep an eye on us. After our nap we would play until being picked up by mom, usually around 3:30 pm. We would get back to our house around 3:45. If Amy’s mom wasn’t home, she and I would play in the basement. 

Falls Church didn’t have trash pick-up in the 60’s.  We, like our neighbors, burnt the trash in incinerators in the backyard (cheap incinerator is a metal trashcan with 1-inch holes, every 5 inches, up and down the can).

One day, we got home from day care. Amy’s mom was there, so she went home. Mom said, “I’m going out to burn the trash.” She came back in and said that she wasn’t feeling well. We went upstairs to take a nap. We woke up to fire engines, honking the horn. Mom and I jumped up and looked out back. Mom said “Oh Sh..!” The six-foot tall picket fence, that separated our backyard from our neighbors was on fire. Mom told me to stay put and she rushed down to the backyard. She talked to the fire captain for a while, then came back into the house, looking very upset. The captain told her, “You will have to pay for the fence and for the Fire Department services.” 

Amy’s house was similar to ours, except, it was only 2-stories. Her father didn’t like to cut grass, so their entire yard had been planted in ‘zoysa’. During the winter months, zoysa grass becomes brown and brittle. Another day, coming back from day care, mom saw smoke coming from the back of Amy’s house. She ran inside and called the fire department. Why? I don’t know! Amy and I filled a 5-gallon bucket with water and together we carried it across the street (picture 2 kids carrying a bucket, that is bigger than either one of them), up their driveway (their house was on a hill), to the backyard. The zoysa was on fire. We didn’t make it to the backyard, with the bucket. We couldn’t get the gate opened. Mom ran over to us and pulled us away as the firemen started putting out the fire. About the same time as the firemen putting out the fire, Amy’s mother arrived. She came over and yelled at both Amy and me, and said “What did you do?” At which point my mother stepped in and said “We just got home and saw the smoke. I called the fire department. They didn’t do anything, except, carry that 5-gallon bucket of water over here!” We didn’t know why, but they were both giggling, after mom's comment. 

The fire department spent two days investigating the cause of the backyard fire. They determined that the neighbor's (behind Amy’s house) kids had been smoking a cigarette. When their parents came out they flicked the cigarette over the fence and it landed in an old stump. The stump had dried out leaves in it. The leaves caught fire and fell out onto the grass. Since it was winter the grass caught fire and it spread across the entire back yard. It was ruled an ‘accident’ so no charges would be filed and the county covered the bill. Mom was pissed! She asked the fire captain “Why is the county covering ‘their bill’ and she had to pay the bill for our fire?”  The captain simply said “You lit your fire.”

The following Spring, Amy’s parents found out that zoysa ‘should be burnt’ every other year. It revitalizes the grass and makes it spread and grow more evenly.

1965 – 1966
We lived in a large 3-story house. My parent’s bedroom was directly over the den, which was directly over the laundry room. My parents had a clothes chute installed so mom didn’t have to carry dirty clothes down two flights of stairs. Mom would have Nancy, Gail or Mary go to the basement, open the washer's lid, pre-fill the washer with hot or cold water. Mom, up on the third floor, would collect the clothes she wanted to wash and drop them down the clothes chute. They would drop right into the washer. Then mom would yell down the chute to start the washer. The chute was a great idea, unless you have a 6 year-old boy in the house. 

I didn’t use the chute for dropping clothes, I used it for dropping other things... like toys, dolls, cats. I learned at an early age that cats have claws. And, cats with claws can do serious damage when little boys try to drop them down laundry chutes. Now wait a second! I never just dropped the cat down the laundry chute - there was a process that had to be followed: 
1) Run down to the basement and get out the step stool. Put the step stool next to the washer. Open the lid, set it to cold water, turn it on to ‘pre-soak’ for 5 minutes (or until the tub was full of water). 2) Close the laundry room door and run upstairs to where you left the cat. 3) Using two pairs of socks, as gloves, place the cat into a pillowcase. 4) Drop cat down the chute and listen for the splash. This was always followed by “Robbie! Leave that cat alone!”  Sometimes, though, someone would interfere with the process. Usually, mom would go into the laundry room and see the washer lid up. She would close the lid and turn the washer to drain. A second of two later, the sound of a screaming cat going down the chute would be heard, then a loud thud, followed by: “Robbie! Leave that damn cat alone!” After the third time, mom got smarter and kept a basket of rags next to the washer. Whenever she saw the lid up, she would put it down and then put the basket of rags on the lid – for a softer landing I guess! I grew out of it by the age 8 and believe it or not, Bushy lived to the ripe old age of 18 – very old for a cat.

1969
I was in the front yard playing when mom and Donna came home from the orthodontist. Donna just got braces. She would have to wear them for 18 months.  The first couple of days she would come home from school crying from the name calling: brace face, metal mouth, the usual. Two weeks later Anne, Donna’s twin sister, was to get her braces. Anne’s appointment was scheduled for Thursday. On the Tuesday before her appointment she went horse back riding. As stated before, dinner was at 6 pm, no exceptions. Anne was not home from riding so we had dinner. At 7 pm, still no Anne. Mom and Dad were starting to panic. They called the riding instructor, no answer. They called her friends, no one had seen her. At 8 pm, a blue ‘panel van’ pulled up, out front. Anne’s riding instructor got out of the van and then Anne got out. She was crying, but never said anything. Mom and Dad talked to the instructor outside. The instructor said, “We took care of everything, there will be no cost to you or your family.” Mom immediately said “what happened?” The instructor said “the horse stepped into a hole and bucked Anne off. Then the horse fell sideways and landed on top of Anne. Her helmet saved her life.” Mom and Dad both said “thank God.” Then the instructor added, “Anne’s mouth is wired shut and she will be in the braces for 8 weeks.” We, the kids, rushed inside to see Anne. Mom, Dad and the instructor talked for a little while longer. Anne was still crying. Donna asked “does it hurt that much?” Anne shook her head displaying ‘No’. Anne picked up a pencil and wrote down on a piece of paper, ‘They had to shoot the horse.’ She wasn’t crying from the braces, she was crying because the horse had to be ‘put down’.  Anne got her braces off 8 weeks later. Teeth straightened much better than regular braces. Donna had her braces for another 14 months, but Donna could chew her food.  Anne got food shakes. Whatever mom cooked for dinner, Anne received the same thing in liquid (blended) format. (Good thing we didn’t have Liver, YUCK!!)


· Ice Hockey (1967 or 68) 
Our neighbor’s, Boo (I don’t know how he got that nickname, his first name was James) and Emily, have four kids, two girls and two boys; Billy (my age) and Bobby (a year younger), we did everything together – once our chores were done for the day.  

One bitter cold day, in January, the creek was completely frozen over, and had been for at least a week. Billy and I thought that we might be able to walk or play on the ice. But, before actually attempting to walk on it, we first had to see how thick it was.  We threw rocks, lead sinkers, bricks and cinderblocks onto the ice, to try and break it.  Nothing we tried worked, so, I borrowed one of dad’s old bowling balls.  We were very clever. We tied a piece of heavy string to the ball and rolled it out onto the ice. It didn’t roll very far, because of the string, but we kept trying. Then one of us, I still think it was Billy, came up with a better idea; we will tie a rope around Bobby’s waist and let him walk out onto the ice. If, he breaks through, then we can pull him out and we will know for sure that it isn’t thick enough. We tied him off, and he started walking out, but before he got very far, dad grabbed the rope and said, “What are you trying to do, kill him?” We said, “No, we are trying to see how thick the ice is”. At that point, dad said, “Give me the bowling ball”, so we did. Dad took the rope off the ball and threw the ball as high as he could. The ball hit the ice and bounced, then, it rolled almost, to the center of the creek.  Billy and I looked at each other, and we both said, at about the same time, “I’ll get it, and we ran out onto the ice”. We got to the bowling ball and rolled it back towards dad.  

Dad picked it up, and then got on the ice, himself. He walked gingerly, listening carefully, for any sounds of cracking.  He walked all the way out to us, and then we heard a loud bang. Not the ice cracking, but Billy and Bobby’s dad, Boo, fired a shotgun into the ice¸ near his house.  He measured the hole, so we thought, and then went back into his crab shed. About 10 minutes later he came out and threw something onto the ice, towards us.  Billy and I ran over to see what it was; it was a hockey puck!  We didn’t have any ice skates or hockey sticks, but for several hours, we had fun on the ice.  We never did hear any cracking sounds, so we figured we were all right. 

About, 3 pm, that same day we watched as Boo pushed a 1965 VW Bug, out onto the ice. We thought he was trying to see how thick it was, so we went over toward him. He told us to stop, so we did. He got into the car, started it up and drove around on the ice, sliding all over the place. He told us later, that the ice was more than 12 inches thick. He hadn’t just fired a shotgun blast into the ice; he had fired a shotgun slug. The hole the slug made was 12 inches deep, and it didn’t go all the way through the ice.  

The creek was frozen solid for another week, and everyone, from our families, moms and dads included, played ice hockey with us on the creek.

· Pyromaniacs: At Large (1967)
I think it was the summer of 1967 that Billy, Bobby and I spent three weeks building a 6 ½ foot long model of the Bismarck. We assembled the hull using rubber cement. Then we installed modified M-80’s (Modified by adding additional length to the fuses). The M-80’s were placed every 4 inches, inside the cavity of the hull and secured utilizing model cement. Additional model cement was used to secure the fuses to each other, so the fuses could be ignited in succession. We then installed the first deck plate which completely covered and sealed the M-80’s. After making several small glass vials, approximately ½ by ½ inches in size and filling them with gasoline, the vials were attached using rubber cement to the 1st deck cover. We installed the second deck cover, mounting it to the vials with model cement. A small amount of gasoline was then poured down the center of the 2nd deck cover, and allowed to dry. Regular fire-crackers were then placed and mounted down the center of the 2nd deck. Before mounting the 3rd deck, small pin holes were made to allow fire to pass through to the 2nd deck. Then the 3rd deck was mounted to the hull, using model cement. (Small note: Model cement is highly flammable, even when dry. Rubber cement doesn’t burn but it does float.) The 3rd deck is the last internal deck. On top of the 3rd deck we placed lady-fingers (small firecrackers) and covered them with model cement. We then mounted the gunnery deck. We made small holes, in the gunnery deck again, so fire could penetrate. We then hollowed out the guns and filled them with wick-wire fuses that passed through the gunnery deck onto the 3rd deck. The rest of the deck was assembled as per the assembly instructions. We would add a few drops of kerosene and gasoline and model cement to simulate fires on the deck - if they actually caught on fire. We then let the whole project sit and dry for 2 days – longest 2 days of my life. Dad got some pictures (I will include them if I can find them!)

Saturday, finally arrived. We carried the Bismarck out of the house and down to the cove. First, we had to do some ‘float testing.’ Billy and I would hold on to the ends of the ship and then let it go. If it started to lean, we would add counter-balance to the ship – usually an extra firecracker or two would do the trick. Once the ship floated evenly, we placed a one-ounce sinker and about 5 feet of fishing line to the anchor hold. The sinker had to be placed so it would fall overboard when the shipped rocked. We shoved the ship out into the cove and then threw big dirt-clods at the bow and stern of the ship. After several attempts, the ship rocked and dropped ‘our’ anchor. The ship was resting about 15 feet from shore, near the middle of the cove. My parents knew I was crazy and they pulled a hose down from the house, just in case.

Now the fun part! Billy, Bobby and I started throwing balsa-wood planes at the ship. Not a big deal except these planes had model cement on the nose and wings and were on fire when we threw them towards the ship. It took close to a hour before we started hitting the ship. Most of the time the fire on the plane would go out before it made it to the ship. Billy made a perfect toss. The plane, on fire, crashed right into the forward guns. We sat on the bank and watched as smoke started rising from the center bridge. Then the lady-fingers started going off. They sounded like machine-gun fire. Heavy smoke was billowing from the gun turrets. We sat amazed by the smoke and the popping sounds coming from deep within the ship. Then there was a big flash.  We assumed that one of the many gasoline vials had erupted. A huge fireball shot up from the center of the ship. After maybe 10 seconds, there was a very large explosion. One of the M-80’s near the mid-section of the ship exploded. It blew the ship in half. The front section was fully involved in fire and the back section was smoking and heading towards the shore. We started throwing dirt-clods at the back section to keep it away from the grass on the shore. Then we heard a small pop from the front section and then a series of five or six large explosions. Several of the explosions were under water so it made it appear as if torpedoes were hitting the side of the ship. We weren’t paying attention to the back section, still floating towards the shore, when another huge fireball shot up the back section followed by a big explosion that obliterated the entire stern of the ship. The explosion sent burning plastic everywhere and created a gas fire on the water. It was only seconds before the stern of the boat was gone. Dad with hose in hand put out the fires that made it to shore. The bow of the ship was still burning in the middle of the cove and was surrounded by burning gas on the water. Then the last M-80 exploded. We estimated that it was at least 18 inches underwater. The explosion obliterated the bow and sent small minnows to the surface. We collected the minnows and used them for bait to catch flounder the next day!

The whole process, once the ship caught on fire, lasted about 30 minutes. Dad walked over and said “Now, have you gotten that out of your system?” He then paused and also said, “You should have waited until it was just about dark, then it would have looked really good.” We thought about it and then looked at each other and said “we can always build another one!”
· Tangier Island (1967 – 71) 
Tangier Island is located in the center of the Chesapeake Bay on the Virginia / Maryland border. Once each summer, from 1967 through 1971, Boo (Billy and Bobby’s father) would take his family and our family to Tangier Island for a ‘fun day’ via his work boat. Tangier had some interesting landmarks. Going to the island, by boat, you have to pass three target ships. These ships were used during World War II for target practice by the US Army Air Corps and by the US Navy’s fighter planes. Remember, the US Air Force didn’t exist until 1954. After World War II, the Navy and the Air Force would fire ‘dummy missiles’ (no explosives) at the ships. Today there is nothing left of the ships exposed above the water's surface (very dangerous to non-suspecting speed boats).

Once we arrived on the island, the parents would walk around visiting the gift shops, checking out the different seafood restaurants and talking to the islanders. We, the kids, would play with the island kids at the islands ‘South Park.’ The South Park was located on the south side of the island on a huge sandbar. You could walk out about a half-mile and only be in 3 feet of water. On the western side of the sandbar, there was an area marked off with crab pot markers and a lifeguard. This area had been dredged out. It was approximately 60 feet wide, 150 long and about 10 feet deep. It was also marked with signs that read: ‘Landing Area – No Swimming.’ I know what you are thinking: “Landing Area” for what? Well it was the landing area for the mini-bike ride. If you were old enough and had your parents permission – no, they didn’t accept notes from a parent. An attendant had to actually meet your parent(s) and would explain to them details of the ‘mini-bike ride’ and then get permission and a signature. The ‘details’ were something like this:
“This is a ‘mini-bike ride’ for the children ages 8 to 15. This ride consists of the child riding at his or her own pace, around the island. Each bike has a ‘Speed Safety Switch’ installed that prevents the bike from exceeding 2 miles-per-hour and the bikes can only be ridden on specifically marked areas on the island.  Any deviation from these ‘marked areas’ will result in loss of mini-bike use for the rest of the day – No Exceptions. The ride ends when the child either returns the mini-bike to the Start / Finish Line or uses the ‘Finish Line Ramp (FLR for short)’. The FLR is this long ramp (attendant would point at a very long dock), the child brings the bike to this location. Then the fuel is removed and an alcohol fuel is added. A ‘bike safety line’ is attached to the back of the bike – Not the child, but the bike -  and the ‘Speed Safety Switch’ is removed. The child is then allowed to proceed at what-ever speed they choose off the end of the ramp, into the water. There are several lifeguards on duty and a bike recovery team. If you agree with these terms, please print your child’s name or children’s names, if you have more than one , and sign the bottom of the form.”

The first time I was 8 and both Mom and Dad listened to the attendant, asked some questions and then signed the form. (If they were trying to get rid of me, it didn’t work!) Billy, Bobby and I rode all around the island. After 3 or 4 hours we got bored and headed for the FLR. Bobby was too young so he had to turn his bike in at the finish line. I wasn’t too sure about the FLR so Billy went first. Only one bike is allowed on the FLR at a time as a safety issue. I watched as Billy sped down the ramp and then hit the angled ramp at the end. From my point of view, he was 50 feet above the water! The bike was held back by the safety line and Billy was catapulted off the bike, like a rocket or a rock, landing in the water feet first. He surfaced laughing and yelling, “That was great! Your turn. Come on!” I had to wait for the safety line to be pulled back to where I was located. Billy had to clear the ‘Landing Area’ before I was allowed to continue. They removed the Speed Safety Switch, drained the fuel, added alcohol and attached the safety line and I took off. I hit the angled ramp at the highest speed the bike would do and flew like Superman for a second or two before doing a perfect belly flop in the landing area. It was so much fun, it didn’t hurt until a few hours later.

Bobby was allowed to ride the next year. And every year, until 1971, we went to the island for a day of fun.  I found out many years later that someone complained that the ride was polluting the bay and in 1978 they stopped using the FLR for the mini-bike ride. They determined that over a ten year period, more than 250 kids had used the FLR and not a single person had ever been injured. That’s remarkable!
· The Sky is Falling (circa. 1968-69) – Names not changed to protect anyone!
Every summer, my family would spend three to five weeks, at the cottage.  Since, it was on the water, we owned a skiff (12-14 foot, all wood small boat), which had an Evinrude 9.5hp engine.  I was allowed to fish the creek, by myself, but never allowed to go past the number 7 marker, which marked the beginning of the bay.  On this particular day, Billy, Bobby and I, went out to the number 8 marker (for those who don’t know, the lower the number, the further out in the bay. Number 3, is the marker for our creek), and bottom fished for whatever we could catch.

Around 4pm, we heard the sound of a small plane, and the sound was getting louder and louder. We searched the skies and finally saw Mr. Brigg’s and his crop duster (a bi-plane, two wings) heading towards us.  Mr. Brigg’s was the local crop duster and where we were fishing, was directly in line with his runway, next to his house. We waved and he waved back by tilting the wings up and down.  Well on one of his upward tilts, we saw something that scared the you-know-what out of us; one of his wheels came off of the plane and was heading right at us, like a bomb.  All three of us, jumped out of the boat and watched as this wheel, hit the water not 15 feet in front of my boat.  We scrambled back into the boat, moved the boat over to where the wheel had hit the water and then we watched a semi-perfect two-point landing. It was neat, until the plane came down onto the area with the missing wheel and the propeller hit the ground, wow that was loud!  I handed the anchor rope to Billy and he jumped in and tied the rope to the wheel, by the way, the water was only five or six feet deep.

Mr. Briggs, yelled to us, asking if we were all right and then told us, not to worry, he would come out and get the wheel.  Now, we weren’t very old, but we weren’t stupid either, we hauled the wheel up to the water line, tied it off on the boat, we couldn’t lift it any further, and started, very slowly towards his house.  What he was thinking, we will never know, but he came out in a dingy. A dingy is a very small boat, 5 to 8 feet long, and doesn’t weight very much; also, they can capsize very easily if you don’t sit in the boat properly.  We yelled to him and said, “We already had the wheel, tied on, and we can bring it to him”.  Well, he being an adult and we only being nine or ten, at the most, he wouldn’t accept that proposal.  He came out to us and told us to give him the line. We did. Then we watched him flip the dingy. We laughed, semi-quietly and he said a few choice words, righted the dingy, climbed back into the dingy, and then proceeded to flip it, again.  At this point, he stood up, in about three feet of water, stated a few more choice words and walked the wheel to shore.  All of us were laughing so hard we couldn’t control ourselves.  We moved over and righted the dingy, that he had left out there and we pulled the dingy to shore, we were still smirking.  It was now close to 5 o’clock, so, we decided that it was time to go home.  I dropped Billy and Bobby off at their dock and went home, myself.  When I got there my mother saw my wet clothes and said, “What in the world happened to you, get your butt out back.” (With seven kids, my mother had an outside shower installed, on the back of the cottage, no hot water and no curtain) I told her the story and she figured, since I was just ten, I must have done something stupid and some how had fallen out of the boat.  About that time an old beat-up red pick-up truck came down the driveway. Mr. Briggs got out, walked over to my mother and me, and handed me a ten-dollar bill and said, “You three earned it.”  He told my mother the same story and left. I told the family, at dinner, what had happened and we all laughed together.  And, yes, my mother made me split the ten dollars with Billy and Bobby; Hey $3.34 was a lot of money to a 10 year old!

· Funny what you remember (@ 1968)
A good friend of my mother, was Gladys Walker she was an English teacher, from Marshall High School back in the 1960's when my mother was a Home Economics teacher.  One day, she came over to our house for a visit. I remember walking into the living room and mom said, "do you remember Mrs. Walker?"  I just smiled and sat down, on the couch next to mom. For no reason, Mrs. Walker looked at me and said, "Do you know the difference between a single petunia and a double petunia?"  I said, "no, what is the difference?"  She proceeded to tell me, this ....

A petunia is a flower, like a begonia.


A begonia is something you eat, like a sausage.


You can get arrested for sausage and battery, cause that's a crime.


Monkeys crime trees and trees a crowd.


Roosters crowd in the morning and that's a noise.


You have a noise on your face and also two eyes.


The opposite of eyes is nays.


A horse nays and a small horse is called a colt.


If, you go to bed at night with a colt, you may wake up in 

the morning with double-petunia.

It's funny what the brain remembers!

· Chessie (circa. 1970) 
For those who don’t know, Chessie is the name of the “Chesapeake Bay Sea Monster”, like Nessie, the Loch Ness Monster, only smaller… I hope!

My mother as previously stated loved to cook and to make things worse, she and my father loved fruitcake (I told you they were strange)! Mom decided instead of buying dried out fruitcakes that she could make them just as easily and probably better.  So, after figuring out what the ingredients were, she started her new recipe.  She quickly found out that Rind Melon (as claimed), was a key ingredient and that none of the stores in or around Kilmarnock, carried it.  However she did find, from one of the stores, that Southern States carried the seeds, and she could grow it herself.  Sure they carried the seeds, but no one there knew anything about its planting process.  She found a book and determined that it is a kind of melon; so, she made a few of hills (that is the way melons are planted), in the garden and planted the entire package of seeds. She ‘never’ planted a small garden.  Our garden had to feed seven, plus our neighbors. Not our neighbors in Kilmarnock, but all our neighbors in Falls Hill, at that time maybe 50 that we knew, but that’s another story!  Needless to say, our garden was 100 feet by 50 feet, or PDB (Pretty Darn Big).  The tomatoes, the beans, the onions, the squash, the radishes, the cucumbers, the corn, the watermelon, the cantaloupe all came in as usual, and then a couple weeks later, the rind melon was ripe, so we thought. If you don’t know, a rind melon looks like a sugar baby watermelon, without the green stripes, solid dull green and hard as a rock.

One mild September morning, my mother woke me up, around 3:30 to 4 am, and told me to get dressed and meet her out at the garden.  When mom says get up, you get up!  So, I get dressed to go outside, sleepy-eyed, and dad looked at me and said, “So, she got you, too”.  We both headed toward the garden, mom, being the smart one handed us each a flashlight, and told us where to stand and what to do (by-the-way: at 4 am, it’s very dark outside). We formed a line, from the garden to the creek. I was in the garden with a flashlight and small pruning shears, dad was about 25 feet away (flashlight at his feet) and mom was about 25 feet from dad (flashlight at her feet). Mom was the closest to the creek.  I cut the melon from the vine, (imagine a ten pin bowling ball, that weighs about two pounds), I tossed it to dad, he tossed it to mom and she tossed it (brief pause), into the creek. This went on for about an hour and a half, and then we left, with broken backs, and went back to bed. 
Do you know how many rind melons grow from one seed? 

Meanwhile, our neighbor Boo, Billy and Bobby’s dad, a waterman, got up (everyday at 5 am), ate his breakfast and walked down to his boat.  He saw, what he later described as, ‘Chessie mosey’d on by, bobbing up and down and was headed up the creek’ (that means, the tide was coming in).  About 8 hours later, Boo came back home from working the water and saw ‘Chessie mosey her way back down the creek’ (now the tide is going out).  Boo went up to his house and called our house. I answered the phone and he asked, “Is your mother home”?  I called to mom and she talked to Boo for a few seconds, then, my mother rushed to the kitchen and looked out the window and said, and I quote “Oh Shit!”; mom never used that word unless something was really, really wrong.  Then she started turning red and laughing, hysterically.  Dad and I rushed to her aid, where she looked at us, pointed at the creek and said, “Look!”  We did, and then it dawned on all of us – Rind melons float!  I never asked Boo but some how he just knew; it had to be, Eloise.

As we were told later, mom found out (she probably read it in some plant magazine), that for planting Rind melons, you cut one seed in half, plant one half and save the other half for next year.  One-half seed will grow between 8 and 10 melons, she planted an entire bag, around 50 seeds (you do the math).  Also, for a fruitcake, you need a piece of a rind melon about ¼ inch by 2 inches cut into tiny, tiny pieces and then mixed into the batter.  My father and I also found out, the next spring, that saltwater doesn’t kill Rind melons. They were growing all along the creek bank, for many, many years to come.  I still think our Chessie is much, much longer than Nessie!!!!

Oh, and by the way, fruitcakes without rind melon taste much, much better than store bought and are fun to eat; especially, while you eat, you tell this story. 


· For Sale (1965 – 1973) 
Mom’s garden was very large, too big for just our family (even with seven kids).  Mom loved to plant, almost as much as she loved to cook. The garden, typically, would have at least the following:  3 rows of corn, 2 rows of squash (zucchini, winter, yellow and white, varieties), 1 row of mixed items (onions, radishes, carrots), 2 rows of tomatoes, 1 row of string beans, 1 row of lima beans and a row of potatoes.  Along the inside of the fence, surrounding the garden was asparagus.  Also, in the garden were a Red-delicious Apple tree and a Georgia Peach tree.  The garden was always set, around these two trees.

Every year, at the end of the season, my sisters and I were sent out to meet our neighbors! Actually, we were sent out to sell our excess garden crop, to our neighbors.  We were allowed to keep all the monies acquired from the sales. Mom and Dad’s way of not having to give us an allowance!  For the first couple of years, 1965 to 1968, I was given the little items: onions, asparagus, beans, radishes and carrots. These items usually ended up in the sewer (either I threw them away, or mom did), since, no one liked those items (dumb people).  After 1969 I was given more of a burden - not really. I actually developed a rather nice sized client list for squash and corn, and by 1972, I knew all of the people in Falls Hill by name. 

Several people told me “that Giant (the only supermarket in the area) had pitiful vegetables.”  They sold zucchinis that averaged 10 inches in length, for $3 each. I sold for $4 each, zucchinis that averaged 15 to 18 inches in length and were home grown. I also, always, sold all of the corn, potatoes and tomatoes that we had leftover, every year.  It was kind of funny, but for some reason, the last two years that we lived in Falls Hill, our neighbors started to like; beans, radishes, onions and carrots.  But strangely, no one other than our family, and the families on our court, ever bought the asparagus (more strange people).

The last year we lived in Falls Hill (1973), I was the only child still living at home. I sold $225 worth of vegetables to the people of Falls Hill.  The next year, we were living in Falls Church, mom sent me out to meet our new neighbors. I tried, but most of the “Falls Church” neighbors had gardens of their own and weren’t interested in what I was selling. I found it easier, to go back to Falls Hill, to sell our vegetables.
· Spotlighting (1965’ish)
”Spotlighting (shining a light, on an animal at night, with a gun in the vehicle) is illegal.” Enough said!  

Ricky, the oldest, was the hunter in this family.  If it was alive, and not a current pet (he had many pets: squirrels, snakes, lizards, cats, dogs), then he would hunt it.  One night, when my parents were not at home, Ricky told us to get in to the car (his idea of babysitting). He got up on the roof of the station wagon, with his rifle. Nancy (second oldest girl) was driving, Gail was ‘riding shotgun’ (she was in the front passenger seat). Donna, Anne and I were in the back seat. Ricky would shout to Nancy the directions: Left, Right, High beams, Low Beams.

Rick yelled, “Slow down!”  Nancy, either didn’t understand what he had said, or wasn’t paying attention, she slammed on the brakes.  Ricky flew off the roof, skimmed the hood of the car and hit the gravel payment (Roads weren’t paved in asphalt, still aren’t), all of this while holding on to the gun.  Needless to say, words of a foreign language were screamed at Nancy. 

A normal person would not get back on the roof of the car, at least not with the same driver. However, Nancy was the only person, other than Ricky, with a driver’s license.  Ricky got back up on the roof, and said, “Pay attention this time!” 

Nancy crying - while driving (always a bad combination), followed his directions, again.  We are now back on the main road, headed towards our road, when all of a sudden Nancy slammed on the brakes and starts screaming, “Oh my God, did I hit it? Did I hit it?” Super Rick goes flying, again! This time, though, Nancy jumps out of the car, first, before Rick can say anything, screaming and crying, “Oh my God, I killed it, I killed it!”  Rick, probably realizing he was an idiot to get back on the car, with her driving, limped over to what she was screaming about and picked up a very dead rabbit and said, “Yes. Not only did you kill it, you skinned and gutted it, too!”

Calmly he placed the gun in the back of the wagon, got in next to Nancy and Gail, and drove back to the house –mumbling to himself, the whole time. As he pulled down the driveway, Rick told all of us, “You will not tell Mom and Dad what we did tonight, or you will look like that rabbit, when I’m done, with you. Understand?”  Everyone said, “Yes.” Ricky then looked at Nancy and said, “Didn’t you see that dead rabbit, when we passed it going out?”

A long the same line, but worse!

I came down to the Kilmarnock house, one Friday night and noticed on the side of the road, at a stop sign a whole bunch of broken glass. I asked around and no one knew where the glass came from. The next day, I was talking to a neighbor in town and I mentioned the glass and he told me what had happened. He said, “One of his hunting buddies, Jack, had been hunting all day and never saw a single deer. It was the last day of the Deer Hunting Season. On his way home, after dark, a deer crossed in front of him and stopped at the Stop sign. Jack thought smart deer (stopping at a Stop sign)! So, Jack pulled his gun out from behind the back seat and shot the deer, from his driver’s seat. Well he didn’t kill the deer, just scared it. He didn’t, because he didn’t, put the passenger window down!” And then Jack told me, since he didn’t think before he acted; he called his insurance agency and explained what happened. The agent said, “When did this occur?” Jack said, “just now.”  The agent said, “are you still at the scene?” Jack said, “Yes sir.” The agent said,  “We have a estimator in your area, he should be there in a few minutes.” Jack said, “Great. I’ll be waiting right here.” Ten minutes later, the estimator arrived, in his Deputy Sheriff’s uniform and in a county Sheriff’s car. He wrote Jack a ticket for firing a weapon from inside a vehicle. He wrote him another ticket for “Spotlighting” and then wrote him a warning ticket for “Hunting Out of Season,” as the season ended at dusk. Then the officer then explained to Jack, “The insurance agency does not cover ‘Stupidity’. You have to pay for the window yourself.”

· No Snacking (1965 – 1972) 
Mom’s # 1 rule: Dinner is at 6 pm; there will be No Snacking of any kind, after 4 pm….
The house in Falls Hill was a large, 3-story house. It was big enough for seven children and two adults and several animals.  This story primarily relates to the basement, the kitchen and the garage.  Let’s start in the basement, and work our way up.

The basement consisted of two parts: The first part was 2/3 of the first floor - the finished family room. This is where the Christmas tree and all the gifts would be located. It was also the main location where all the neighborhood kids would gather before going outside to play. It had a sliding-glass door to the backyard, a wood burning fireplace, the main house TV and several pieces of furniture, for relaxing or for rough-housing. The other third of the basement was an unfinished laundry room, separated from the family room by a standard door with a hook and latch at the very top of the door. The laundry room consisted of an old-style metal wardrobe cabinet that was placed under the stairs, which led to the second floor from the family room side of the basement. Next to the wardrobe was a huge stand-up freezer. In front of the freezer was a shelf, large enough to place folded clothes, or frozen items, to be put into the freezer. Next to the shelf were the washer and dryer and next to them was a washbasin sink. In front of the washer/dryer and sink was the area where dad kept several model train sets. The set that was always there was an 'O Gauge' train set, which the kids were allowed to use. There was a small block-and-tackle hanging from the ceiling; it was used to lower dad's train set, from the ceiling down onto the kids train set. Dad's set was a fairly large 'HO Gauge' set, complete with tunnels, mountains, small handcrafted people and animals. The kids were not allowed to touch dad's trains, unless dad was there to supervise. And since dad had the temper, No One Touched dad's set. Behind the train sets was the back door that went into the backyard. This door was located directly under the kitchen and the kitchen windows.

In the summer time: The freezer would be stocked with all kinds of frozen goodies; Twinkies, Cup Cakes, Ho Ho’s, Ice Cream sandwiches, Fudge Cicles, you name it, it was in there.  The ritual: everyday at precisely 3:55 pm, mom would go downstairs and go into the laundry room. She would go to the back door and lock it; she would then come out to the laundry room / family room door and count kids. If, the ‘kid count’ was right, she would then set the latch in the hook on this door.  Mom had excellent hearing; she could hear that latch being unhooked from the kitchen, even with the blender running!  My job was simple: since I was the youngest and the smallest in the family (at that time); after mom went into the laundry room, to lock the back door, I would sneak in and hide between the wardrobe and the stairs. I would then listen for mom going up the stairs; at which point, I was to count to 50 slowly.  When I reached 50, I would come out from behind the wardrobe and go to the back door. I would unlock it and open the door. Meanwhile, the other kids would be, purposefully, seen by mom, from the kitchen window, playing out back. My sisters would separate from the other kids, run over to the side of the garage, sneak down between the holly tree and the side of the house, towards the back door. The key here was to keep your whole body as close to the wall of the house as possible, as not to be seen by mom in the kitchen. They would then open the screen door, I don’t know how they got away with that, and prop it fully open. My sisters would then come in the door, that I had already unlocked and opened, and would raid the freezer. Then all of us would again sneak out, with the goodies, keeping as close to the wall as possible. The last sister out would lock the door and pull it shut, then release and quietly close the screen door (couldn’t let it slam, or the jig was up). Then all the kids would gather, next to the garage, where the goodies would be divided.

In the wintertime the garage was used as an extra freezer. The garage, normally, consisted of dad’s car, a Rambler or Dodge Dart, a step ladder (which was never kept by the garage door), the big ladder, dad’s tools, the snow shovel and it also had a side door. It also had rafters. Up in the rafters were all of the outside Christmas decorations; the lights, two wood cutouts of Rudolph the Red-nose reindeer and one of Santa Claus. There were also the screens for the windows, so they wouldn’t freeze and break from the winter snowstorms. All of this stuff was put into the garage rafters, and also, usually around 3:45, there would be at least 3 if not 4 kids, hiding quietly in those rafters. I wasn’t old enough so I had another task to accomplish. My sisters, usually the twins and a couple of the neighborhood kids, would climb into the rafters and hide and be very, very quiet, for at least 20 minutes.  Now, you are asking, “Why would they do that?” 

As I stated before, mom loved to cook! Cookies, brownies, fudge, assorted holiday candies and holiday cookies, would all be stored in the garage in cookie tins during the winter months.  Again, mom’s winter ritual; at 3:55 pm, she would go out into the garage with a flashlight, and she would shine the light up into the rafters, then when satisfied, she would lock the garage’s side door, then go back into the kitchen and lock the kitchen door.  My job again was simple, but this time I was in the house, usually in the kitchen. At 4:05, by the clock in the kitchen, I would ‘be helping mom’ and knock something off the counter. It didn’t matter what it was, as long as it made a mess. Mom would always yell, “Robbie get the hell out of here and go outside and play!” That was my sisters’ clue to climb down out of the rafters (that they had been hiding in, since 3:45’ish) and unlock the side door of the garage.  I would then go outside and all of us would raid the garage.

The garage wasn’t as much fun as the basement, but come 6 pm, and dinnertime there wasn’t a single hungry kid, on our court or in our family; especially, when mom was cooking liver!

Speaking of Liver: The kitchen had baseboard heat and the kitchen table was centered to the kitchen windows.  The table was fairly large, and consisted of bench seats on both sides and standard kitchen chairs on both ends. The other part of rule #1 was that you had to eat all of your dinner or you couldn’t leave the table.  Whatever the dinner consisted of, there was always something that someone didn’t like. Whatever that food was, it ended up in the top portion of the baseboard heating system.

Many years later, mom and Mary (the oldest sister), both would tell the story of how every week when they cleaned the kitchen floor they would find stale, smelly food crammed into the baseboard heating grilles. 

· Moving Day (June 1973)
The house in Falls Hill was a three story, 4 bedrooms, full-size living room, full-size dining room, eat-in kitchen, whole house basement (one-half was the laundry room, the other half was a finished family room), and single-car garage; needless to say it was a big house, but by 1973 had served its purpose. The children count had gone from seven to one, and this house was no longer required. So, my mother, my father and I got up, around 6 am, had breakfast and prepared for the moving van to arrive.  Around 7 am, my mother asked my father to move my sister Donna’s car, out of the driveway, so the moving van could park there.  My father was very busy at the time so I volunteered to move the car (boy was that a mistake)!

I was 14, had never driven a car and had never used a clutch.  I ran out of the house and jumped into the car.  Donna’s car was a Fiat Spider, lemon yellow, two seater (i.e. no back seat), the keys were above the visor as everyone in our family kept their keys there. Lock your car, are you stupid! If you lock it, then they will break something, in order to steal it. Are you nuts!??  I figured out that the car wouldn’t start unless you depressed the clutch, but I couldn’t seem to get the car in reverse. So I let gravity do its thing and just let the car roll down the driveway.  Well it stopped when it got to the pavement so I had to figure out how to find reverse.  On the top of the stick shift lever, it showed a R in the top right side of the knob.  I put the shifter to the R and released the clutch. It stalled out, several times, so, being 14, I figured it just needed more gas.  This time, I started it up, gave it more gas and released the clutch. Wow! What a ride.  I made a complete 360 in less than a second, all going forward by the way, and put Donna’s car, front bumper first into the side of my father’s Dodge Dart. 

Well, I don’t know why, but the only person I saw was my father; I didn’t see any of my neighbors, just dad.  He didn’t say a word. I had to climb out of the cars window, cause the door wouldn’t open, walked to the front of the house, where my father was standing, and he just pointed at the inside of the house, still not talking.  I walked past him into the house, where my mother looked at me in disbelief and said, “get in the basement, pack some boxes and pray he doesn’t kill you.”  All of this occurred at precisely 7 am.  A few minutes later, my father came in. He had to pry Donna’s car door open, and he parked her car behind his car.  He walked into the kitchen, to the closest phone, and called the insurance agent.  He calmly explained to the agent that his foot had slipped off of the brake and he put his daughter’s car into the side of his car.  My name was never mentioned.  Dad hung up the phone and mom was the one who called Donna, at her boyfriend’s house, and told her about the accident.  Mom expected Donna to be furious, but for some reason Donna wasn’t. Instead Donna was sobbing into the phone and said, “Jack is going to kill me, I just wrecked his truck.”   My mother, being her mother too, asked if she was all right and then quietly asked, “what time did this occur?”  Donna told her, around 7 am.  They talked for a bit, then mom hung up the phone and told us, the main part of the conversation. i.e. Donna wrecked Jack’s truck at 7 am.  About ten to fifteen minutes later, Anne calls from Virginia Tech (Anne is Donna’s twin sister) and asks for mom. I hand the phone over and Anne proceeds to ask for the number to the car insurance agency.  Mom didn’t flinch, just read Anne the number and then asked “what happened, are you alright?”  Anne told mom “that she was fine, but while pulling out of her parking space, she backed into the side of a car that she didn’t see, behind her”, mom, again being mom, asked, “When did this happen?” Anne told her, “at precisely 7 am.”  There are seven children in this family, one isn’t old enough to drive (me) and the other six are not in the general area (I always thought, that they knew moving day, would mean they would have to help, too, if they were there). 

About ten minutes later, after hanging up the phone with Anne, the phone rings again.  It’s Gail, who lives with her husband in Warrenton, Virginia, she is crying and tells mom, that she wrecked her truck backing into a tree. Mom looks at dad, and says, “This is one strange day”. Of course, Gail has no idea what mom is talking about.  And mom explains to Gail and everyone else who is in the kitchen, the moving men, dad and me, that over the last hour, four of our family has had some kind of car accident.  And then mom asks Gail, “What time did this accident occur?” Gail replies, “Around 7 am”. Mom giggles a bit and hangs up the phone. For a little while, mom stays in the kitchen, waiting for the phone to ring. She hasn’t heard from her son, Rick, who lives in the southwest part of the state, with his wife, or from Mary (dad’s daughter) who lives in Washington, D.C.  An hour or so later, around 9:30 am, the phone rings, it’s Nancy calling from Salt Lake City and she is crying.  I hand the phone to mom, who simply asks, “What happened to your car?” Nancy, probably in shock, explained to mom that she nearly hit her husband, John, with the car and instead swerved and hit the side of the house.  Mom stated, “Oh my, are you alright, how is John and what time did this happen?”  Anyone not in our family, would probably say, who cares what time it happened. But Nancy simply said, “She was fine, so is John, it happened about 30 minutes, ago”; you could see the gears turning in moms head as she figured out that Utah is two hours, behind us, so that would make the accident right around 7 am, their time. Mom talked to Nancy for a while, and we went on with our move.

We are now in the new house (the house was my father’s first house in Virginia, and he had been renting it out for the past 14 years, well it’s new to me!)  Around 6 pm, the phone rings. It’s Rick calling. He asks, “How did the move go?” And mom begins the explanation of what had happened that day. Well, some where along the way, Rick cuts her off and says something to the effect, “That’s kind of funny, Wanda (his wife) at 7 am, parked the car in the car port, didn’t set the emergency brake, left the car in neutral and the car rolled down the driveway and hit the telephone pole, knocking out the electricity and phone service, to the entire street. We just got it back on.”  Mom had to find a chair, she was laughing so hard, and Rick continued, telling her, “That their Mennonite neighbor’s, were the ones who found the car, and that if the electric company saw the car there that Rick would be charged for the repairs.” Rick then told her that he quickly moved the car back into the carport and set the brake. As he was walking back down the driveway, he heard his neighbor explaining to the power company man, that as they were going by, their horse got spooked and reared back, forcing their buggy into the power pole.’ Rick was ecstatic because he knew that there was nothing that the power company could do as Mennonites don’t use any modern devices or electricity. Rick thanked them and told them anything they needed help with; he was the one to ask. Mom hung up the phone, looked at dad and said, “I need a drink, make it a triple”.

At 7 am, on a day in June 1973, the Adams/Lockhart family managed to damage eight (seven of our own) vehicles, at least one tree, the side of a house and at least one power pole. My father, then called my sister Mary, his daughter, and asked, “How are things with you and Gerry (her husband) and is your car alright?” Gerry’s car was fine, probably because, Mary didn’t get her license, until she was 40, just didn’t need to drive in DC. 

· Stones (1970 – 1978) 
Mom was born in the mountains of Virginia in a small town called Clifton Forge. Clifton Forge is right on the Virginia / West Virginia border. (What I always thought, was interesting, it has a sign that states: Kilmarnock 389 miles:  However, no single road covers that whole distance, so why have a sign?) Mom told me that she always wanted a house with a ‘stone fireplace and chimney’.  And, she wanted stones from Clifton Forge’s Cow Pasture River for her fireplace.

Beginning in 1970, mom, dad, the twins and I would pile into the green station wagon, to go to Clifton Forge to see my grandmother.  Eventually we would go to the Cow Pasture River to collect stones. (If you know anything about cars they are only designed to support a specific amount of weight.) Well that didn’t mean anything to my mother! We would put between three and four hundred pounds of stones in the back of the wagon every time for at least 12 trips. (The part of the trips that I remember wasn’t playing in the river or swinging on the suspension bridge or determining which stones to collect it was the ride home).  

The ride up the mountain was boring you were always going up-hill and the top speed was around 30 mph. But going down the mountain was another story! My mother grew up driving those mountain roads and dad was never allowed to drive down the mountain. The drive down averaged around 70 mph winding and making very sharp curves with at least three screaming kids and always one scared-to-death father in the car. She (mom) would laugh sing carry on weird conversations and we knew when we had reached the bottom because she would look at dad and say “Now that wasn’t that bad was it?” Dad never answered she would pull over and they would switch positions. Dad would drive the rest of the way back to Kilmarnock.

After the forth or fifth trip dad would stop coming with us to Clifton Forge. He told us “that someone had to work to pay for all the car repair bills” but we all knew he just didn’t like mom’s driving.  Well about the sixth or seventh trip the car was worn out. We knew this because after coming down the mountain at 70 mph and reaching the nice flat road at the bottom the shocks in the back broke. The car then rode on the springs with the front of the car pointing at the sky. Mom had to sit on a pillow in order to see over the hood of the car!  The car repairman must have had some strange thoughts about this family. Every other week the car would be brought in for another pair of shocks. The first set cost money to replace but all the other sets were under a warranty so mom would double-load the back of the car with rocks so we wouldn’t have to make more trips (around 800 pounds of stones for 5 of the trips).

In 1979 my parents had a builder come see them one weekend in Kilmarnock. They drafted some plans and walked the area where the new house was to be built. The builder pointed out problems and other key points with the design of the house. One of the problems was that is was going to put my parents way over budget building a stone fireplace. My mother maneuvered him to a specific location and quickly asked “Why?” The builder stated “That the stones would have to be brought in and that would be expensive.” My mother then looked at my father and then looked at the builder and said “look out don’t trip!” The builder looked down where they were walking and said “Holy mackerel where in the world did you get all these stones?”  My mother simply said “From my home where I was born”. Need I say more?

Most stone fireplaces are made of cinderblock and then have a veneer of stones covering the face and hearth of the fireplace. Our stone fireplace is 100% stone with only a cinderblock shaft for the chimney. If you go into our crawlspace or into our attic you will see a real ‘stone fireplace and chimney’.

Sub Note:  My co-workers don’t understand; Why, I don’t like roller coasters!
Bridging the Gap (1969 – 1979) 
I grew up in a card playing family. We played canasta, tripoley, poker, hearts, spades and of course, bridge.  Bridge was my favorite card game, primarily because both of my parents, my sister Mary and her husband Gerry, and my uncle Chas, all played. Both of my parents said I was a natural card player because I could remember which cards, of any suit, had already been played - a definite plus, in bridge.  Bridge is played in one of two styles: Party bridge is the normal ‘family style’ game and duplicate is more of a ‘professional style.’

Party Bridge:
As I was learning the game, Mom and Dad would invite our neighbors over for a night of cards. We would play Party Bridge and I would be taught the dos and don’ts of the game, no one seemed to mind, since, I was learning.  No one, that is, until one weekend when my Uncle Chas came down, from Delaware; to go fishing with dad and to play cards.  Mom and I played against dad and Chas. Chas was a very good Bridge player but he was also known to be a ‘psych bidder.’ A psych bidder would make a bid that he knew he couldn’t make. But the bid would be made to scare the competition out of bidding.  That type of bidding only works when your partner ‘knows that is what you are doing!’  One night and during one particular hand, Chas decided to make a psych bid. However, dad actually had a good hand and he didn’t read it as a psych bid. The bidding went as follows: Mom opened with 1 diamond, Chas then bid 1 no trump, I passed and dad said 3 clubs (that is a jump, stating a very good hand and please continue to a game bid). Mom passed and instead of being smart and just passing, since he had nothing, Chas said 3 no trump. I immediately doubled, and both Mom and Dad explained to me, that my double meant that you think you can set the hand, if the bid stays in the currently stated contract. I said I understood and I left in the double. Now Dad didn't either  trust Chas’ bid or he didn’t think I knew what I was doing, and he bid 4 clubs (4 clubs is asking for Aces). Chas’ reply was 4 no trump, stating either all or no aces. As it turned out, dad had 3 kings, 3 queens and 2 jacks and a void in spades (that’s 17 high card points, plus 5 points for a void). I doubled again. Dad didn’t want to play in no trump, because of his void, but it seemed impossible, since mom had opened that Chas could have all 4 Aces. Still dad bid 5 clubs, either asking for Kings or telling his partner to shut up. Chas being Chas (dumb) bid 6 no trump. I immediately doubled and dad looked frustrated and passed. Now it was my lead. Mom looked at me and said, in no trump you lead the 4th from your longest and strongest suit and remember, we only need two tricks to beat the hand.” I said “I know” and I led the Jack of Spades. Mom looked at me strangely and dad looked shocked. I took that trick and then proceeded to take the next 7 tricks: I had the A, K, Q, J, 10, 9, 8 and 3 of Spades. After I played the 3rd round of Spades, mom discarded the 10 of diamonds. That told me that when I was done, she wanted a diamond lead. After I won the 8th trick with the 3 of Spades, I lead the Jack of Diamonds, which sent both Mom and Dad into a tailspin. Dad had the Queen, mom had the Ace and King and a little one. Chas did not cover the Jack, so I returned another diamond. Mom then proceeded to take the rest of the tricks; for a score for mom and me of 2100. Dad got up, stated simply “You may be my brother, but I can’t play with you” and he and I changed seats. Mom wrote down the score and put ‘Rob’s best’ next to the score and we started a new game.  Chas and I then played the rest of the night and we won.


· Duplicate Bridge:
The first Friday of every month, was Duplicate Bridge night at the Women’s Club of Whitestone. It cost $2 per person to play and usually husband and wife would be partners.  Mom and Dad preferred to play North and South because once seated, they would never have to move.  The partners who played East and West were called the ‘roaming pairs,’ because, after each set they would move to the next table.

We would have to leave Falls Church by 4 pm, on Bridge Friday. We would stop in Tappahannock, and pick up chicken at KFC and then drive the rest of the way to Kilmarnock. We would get to the cottage, usually by 6:30, take our clothes and things in, set up the chicken on the dining room table and eat dinner. At 6:50, Mom and Dad would leave to go play Bridge in Whitestone.  They would get home around 11 pm, and I got to stay up late, so I could hear how they did, at their night of cards.  Dad always kept a running total, so he was usually very close in his tracking of standings (if he thought they had won, they usually had).  When I was old enough, 1973/4, they would take turns to let me join one of them, for a night of Bridge in Whitestone.  Until then, I was allowed to play Party Bridge with them or our neighbors, or who ever came down with them for the weekend. 

The first time I went to play Bridge in Whitestone, I went with my father. Some old man, in the back of the room saw my father and bluntly stated, “Damn the Adamses are here.” His wife quickly noticed, and said but not Eloise, maybe we have a chance. After that night, I never saw that couple again.  Dad introduced me to the usual couples and we sat down at table number 1. Dad showed me the scoring card and told me that he would do the scoring, which was fine with me.  The first couple sat down, we introduced ourselves, told them our playing style (a Bridge thing) and we started playing Duplicate Bridge. We would play 4 sets of hands, the scores for those sets would be tallied, and then the East/West couple would move to the next table. That was the way the game continued, the rest of the night.   Everything that night went our way; actually it went my way, but ‘our’ sounds nicer.  I could do no wrong and we won for North/South that night. 

So, for many years we took turns, going to the Women’s Club of Whitestone to play bridge, until, in 1979 when they moved Bridge Night to Wednesday. (I always wondered, if they wanted to make sure that the Adamses didn’t play, anymore.)

Westward Journeys (1969, 1974 and 1992) 
My first westward journey began in April 1969 and ended in May 1969. My brother, Rick, and his wife, Wanda, took me on a trip to Yellowstone National Park in Wyoming. Our trip started on a Saturday.  Rick estimated that it would take four days to drive across the country from Virginia to Wyoming. He didn’t estimate how long it would take with a ten-year old in the car. The car was a Chevrolet Camero, the ‘first design’ with electric rear quarter-windows.

The first day there were no problems. We stopped for the night in Ohio and checked in to a motel. I, being ten, watched some TV – Hawaii Five-O was on at 8 pm. The next day, Sunday, we only made it to Indiana because the car broke down. The repairman told Rick, “that he would have to order a part and it would be in the next day.” We spent the night in another motel. I immediately turned on the TV, again at 8pm, and we watched the same episode of Hawaii Five-O that we had watched the night before.  Monday, the part came in and we hit the road again. It was about 5 pm and I was asleep in the back seat. It was starting to rain so Ricky put the back window up and I gave out a deathly scream! I had fallen asleep with my foot partially sticking out of the back window.  Ricky swerved. I was screaming and crying and then he finally pulled off the road and stopped. (It felt like he took forever, to pull over!)  After assessing ‘what was going on’ he put the window down, so I could get my foot back into the car. At this point, Wanda was on my side and made some statement like, “Rick you should have checked before putting the window up.”  And then she asked if I was okay. We stopped at a motel in Iowa at around 9pm. We went in, and as usual, I turned on the TV and we watched the exact same episode of Hawaii Five-O (I think this is where I lost Wanda’s affection). Tuesday and Wednesday, we followed the same routine: Drive nine or ten hours, find a motel, turn on the TV and watch the same episode of Hawaii Five-O. Finally, on Thursday, we arrived at Yellowstone.
We checked in to a cabin in the park. The first thing I noticed… no television set!

We spent Friday morning driving around the park. At some point, I’m not sure what time it was, Ricky pulled over and stopped. He was looking at a huge deer. He said, “It’s an elk, be quiet.” He got out of the car and made sure that the door didn’t close. As he was sneaking up on the elk, I got out and then Wanda got out. Rick was just about to reach out and touch the elk when the door slammed shut. The elk ran off and Rick turns and screamed at me “Robbie! Why did you slam the car door?” I was standing halfway between Wanda and the car and Ricky, and I said “Why are you yelling at me, she did it.” Wanda said, “sorry I was getting the camera and forgot why the door was open.” He was furious. He walked over to me, grabbed me by the arm and pushed me into the back seat. We drove around for a few more hours and no one said anything. We stopped, this time, at the ‘Old Faithful Geyser’ exhibit. The sign stated that the next eruption would occur at 5:09 pm. Rick looked at Wanda and said, “What time is it?” Wanda said, “I don’t know, my watch has stopped.” So we went into a restaurant to find out what time it was and the waitress said, “It’s 5:10”. We ran back out and sure enough ‘Old Faithful’ was shooting steam. Rick said “dammit!” and we went back to the restaurant. The waitress said, “Sorry you missed it, but it will go off again tomorrow at 5:10 pm.” Rick said, “It figures, we have to start back tomorrow.”
That’s all I remember about the trip! 

Many, many years later I was told that Mom and Dad had ‘paid’ Ricky to take me on that trip. I have always wondered “was it worth it?”


My second westward journey was in March of 1974. My sister Anne and I flew out to Salt Lake City to visit my sister, Nancy, and her husband, John. When we left Dulles Airport it was 30 degrees. Anne and I played cards on the plane and about 4 hours later, the captain came on the loud speaker and said, “We are about 50 miles from the airport. Flight attendants, prepare for arrival.” We put the cards away and peered out the window. About ten minutes later, we saw another airplane flying below us and there was a helicopter flying in front of the airplane. We said, “Look at that plane, it has a hole in the cockpit!” It seemed like everyone in the plane moved to our side and watched what was happening outside. We watched as someone was lowered to the airplane from the helicopter, by a tether line. Right as it appeared everything was fine, all of a sudden the person being lowered was released from the tether line and everyone watched in awe, as a parachute opened a long ways back. Then our captain came over the intercom and said “Don’t worry ladies and gentlemen, they are filming a movie, called Airport 1975.” Our plane landed and everyone was talking about what they had seen up there!  Nancy met us at the airport and asked, “Did you see them filming?” We said, “Yes, it was neat.”
 
The next day, John took us further up in the mountains to do some skiing. He told us how to stand, on the skis, how to change directions and how to stop. What he didn’t tell us was “what to do when you are heading for a creek!” So I just sat down and prayed it wouldn’t hurt too much. He said, “You did it right.” I said, “Thanks a lot, you could have told me that sooner!” On the way home, from our ‘skiing attempt’ we met one of their neighbors. John introduced us as Nancy’s brother and sister and we said, “Hi, pleased to meet you.” We thought their response was rude when they said, “What an accent. Where is you from, ‘downnn souuth’?” John quickly replied, “Yes, from Virginia, just like Nancy.” John apologized for their behavior (in front of them I might add!) and we left and went home. John told Nancy how the neighbors reacted and what he had said. Nancy said, “Oh, just ignore them they are Mormons.” I looked at Anne and thought, to myself, “Aren’t John and Nancy Mormons?”

Anne and I spent a couple days with Nancy and John. Then we rented a car and drove down to the Grand Canyon. It took a whole day to drive down, especially, since we stopped in Zion National Park and took about 6 rolls worth of pictures! Eventually we got to the North rim of the Grand Canyon. The North rim’s motels were full. We were told, at one of the motels, that they could make us reservations at their South rim’s motel. Anne said, “Great and got directions.” Thirteen hours and one very, very long bridge later, we finally arrived at the South rim’s motel. We were exhausted and checked in to the motel, around 9 am. (It took 6 ¼ hours to get to the bridge that crossed the Grand Canyon and 30 minutes to cross the bridge and then another 6 ¼ hours to get to the motel. They need either more motels or more bridges!)

We stayed at the canyon for a couple of days taking a lot more pictures and then drove back to Nancy and John’s. We talked about the beautiful sites but mostly talked about the length of time it took to go from the North rim to the South rim. The next day was our last day before we had to head back to Virginia. It was 18 degrees when we left Salt Lake City, we stopped in Denver, we didn’t have to get off the plane. It was 12 degrees in Denver. About 4 hours later, we arrived at Dulles Airport. The captain said, “Ladies and gentlemen welcome to Washington’s Dulles Airport. Please, don’t get upset, but the temperature here is 96 degrees.” 96 degrees in March! What the heck is going on?  People on the plane were stripping off jackets, coats, and shirts. 


My third westward journey was in 1992. My ex-boss, Frank (still a very good friend, too) and I had to train Army personnel in Sierra Vista at Fort Huachuca. We left Richmond Airport and the temperature was 50 degrees. We flew into Tucson, Arizona, and the temperature was 105. Arizona has a relative humidity level of 6% ± 2%. That means: Arizona’s 105, felt like Virginia’s 85, with no humidity. Frank and I thought it was very comfortable. We were going to be there for three weeks.

The first week we taught the personnel and that Friday, a lieutenant from the class told us that we should drive up to Tombstone, to see the O K Corral re-enactment. We said “Thanks.” And Frank got the directions. 

Note: Sierra Vista is a strange place, it’s right on the Arizona / Mexico border. For example, the radio stations gave the weather forecast and high temperature for Phoenix, not Tucson, not Sierra Vista and definitely not for Tombstone. However, we knew that if the temperature was going to be, let’s say, 110 in Phoenix then subtract 10 for Tucson, subtract 20 for Sierra Vista and subtract 50 for Tombstone – unless weather was expected, then subtract 70 to 80.

We got up early Saturday morning to drive up to Tombstone. Frank asked the breakfast waitress about Tombstone and she said, “Tombstone is in the high mountains and they are calling for an afternoon cold front to move through.” So, we brought our heavy jackets. We got to Tombstone around 8 am. We stopped by the tourist’s center and picked up the usual stuff: map of the area and a re-enactment schedule. The schedule stated that the O K Corral shootout would be at 4 pm, so, we brought a long our heavy coats. Other tourists thought we were crazy. We first went to ‘Boot hill’ and took pictures of the head stones. We laughed at the good ones: here are a few: “Here lies Lester Moore, 4 slugs from a 44, No Les No More”, “Bill Blake – Was hanged by mistake”, “Rebecca Freeland 1741 She drank good ale, good punch and wine. And lived to the age of 99.” and lastly “here lies AN atheist, John Doe All dressed up and no place to go!”

At 3:30 pm, we headed towards the re-enactment arena. The clouds were moving in and the temperature started to drop. We put on our heavy coats and watched as people in shorts and short-sleeved shirts started leaving, quickly. We watched the gunfight, while it was snowing. We talked to the ‘re-enactment actors’. One of them said, “You can tell the city tourists, cause they aren’t wearing the right gear.”  We talked and laughed with these guys for a while and then we left around 6 pm.  Frank and I joked about the roads. The road sign would simply state “Dip Ahead” and Frank and I would determine the size of the ice-cream cone by the drop. The first two or three were single dippers, then we hit a triple-dipper. Frank slowed down a lot after that one!

The next weekend, Frank’s boss, Louise, flew in for a meeting. Frank always drove and I rode in the front passenger seat. Louise was in the middle of the back seat, leaning forward and talking to Frank. We decided to drive to a diner in Bisbee, known for their cheesecake, about 15 miles east of Sierra Vista. We were in the right lane when we saw a sign that read “Right Lane Ends.” Frank and I looked at each other and at exactly the same time we went: “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!” Louise sat back, in the seat, and said, “Oh my God, they are both crazy!” Frank and I both laughed and said, “Yep. We are crazy.” About 10 minutes later we arrived at the restaurant. Frank and I looked at the steaks, and Louise looked at the salads, on the menu. One of the steaks was listed as a 64 oz. Sirloin and it stated on the menu ‘Eat the whole steak and it’s free.’ Frank and I looked at each other and said “nope, not today.”

Frank and I made three more trips to Fort Huachuca, over the next two years. The first was by far, the best!  However, on our last trip in June of 1987, we stayed off base at the Marriott. The Marriott had a pool, yet, we never saw anyone in the pool. One night after work, Frank and I went down to the pool. The water was delightful. Then, we found out why no one was using the pool. The evaporation rate was so fast, because the humidity is so low, that when we got out we nearly froze to death! (That will wake you up, in a hurry.)

· 4th of July (1976)
As far back as I can remember, we always did something special for the 4th of July.  For many years, we (our family) would celebrate the fourth with our neighbors in Falls Hill. Either a cookout on the street or a group congregation to Pennsylvania Avenue, in DC, to watch fireworks, something neat always happened on the 4th.  After my parents moved from Falls Hill to the City of Falls Church, the 4th seemed to be a quiet night, usually just watching the fireworks on the TV.

In 1976, my parents told me that they had decided to spend July at the bay. So, in March, I decided that this 4th of July was going to be different. I found a catalog to a firework’s wholesaler, out of Pennsylvania. I filled in the order form and sent them a check for around $300.  A couple of weeks later, I got a form in the mail stating that I had to submit a letter from the Kilmarnock Fire Department, stating that it was allowed, for these items to be displayed. I like any 17 year old, of the time, forged the document and sent it back. Three weeks later, four huge boxes arrived via UPS.  I separated the items into four main groups and spent the next two months, taking the items down to Kilmarnock, stowed away in my suitcase (Mom would definitely notice me packing four huge boxes into the station wagon) this had to be done discreetly. 

On the 1st of July I told mom what I was planning, and she thought long and hard and finally said to please be very, very careful. I said I would and I proceeded to set up the program.  I picked a spot, in the front yard, that pointed the projectiles, if any, toward the center of the creek (Dividing Creek is approximately 3/8 of a mile wide and 12 feet deep in the middle).  I built a launching station, mounted it to the ground so it wouldn’t move.  I even took the boat out and set up cheaply made buoys (plastic milk bottles) that identified a “no parking zone,” in case any boats came down the creek while the show was in progress.  The 4th finally arrived and with the help of my neighbors, the show was ready to begin. At precisely 9 pm, after covering myself with bug spray, I went out to the launching station. I set off the first of many rockets; a highflying ear piercing screamer that ended in a big bang. If they weren’t awake before, they were now!  It was definitely the right item to start the show.  About 30 minutes into my program, a mid-sized sailboat came down the creek and stopped right in the middle of my “no parking zone.” I yelled to the boat and told them where they were located and asked them to move. They shouted back “don’t worry about us, and just continue the show” (from the way they were leaning and yelling, you could tell that they were already drunk). Both Mom and Dad assured me that it was okay, and to go ahead with the show.  The next item on the agenda was a six-inch tube shell. According to the label, it was designed to go up about four hundred feet and then burst into a red carnation display. It was terrific!  The next, to follow, was another six-inch tube - a chrysanthemum shell, however, this one didn’t go according to plan. The shell went up, and you could see the outside fuse burning for the display, but then it started coming down. It detonated, approximately 20 feet above the main mast of the sailboat, all of us were scared and shocked. Then we heard yelling from the sailboat “Do it again, that was great! Do it again, yeah, again!” Now we knew they were drunk. I fired the rest of the show with no other mishaps. The last item to be fired was the largest item which the firework’s company sold; it was a massive 12-inch mortar shell. This thing stood 3 feet tall and had a 10-inch fuse. The warning label read: Ear protection required.  I lit the fuse and covered my ears. There was a huge flash of red and blue light, the percussion wave knocked me to the ground. I stayed, laying on my back, as I watched this huge round ball shoot into the sky.  It kept going and going up, until about 20 seconds later (okay, maybe 10) there was a huge flash that lit up everything for miles, followed by another percussion wave and a beautiful display of red, white and blue stars. That was the best ending anyone could have asked for.

The next day about 8:30 in the morning, we got a call from a neighbor who loved the show. They thought it was much better than the show which was put on in Kilmarnock. We got several more calls, before the ‘kicker’ that arrived around 1 pm. It was the Fire Marshall for the town of Kilmarnock. He was not pleased.  He wanted to know everything: who purchased them? Where were they purchased? Who authorized their use? And, where do you live?” Well my mother gave him directions and I knew I was ‘dead.’ About 2 pm  the Fire Marshall arrived and I hid behind my mother.  Mom said “Stand up straight and take it like an adult”. I stood up and said, “I did it, sir. It’s my fault.”  He walked over to me, looked me squarely in the eyes and said “Can you do it for us, next year?” Both Mom and Dad started laughing. (I didn’t know that mom had talked to his wife earlier; she was the one who thought my show was better than Kilmarnock’s.)  High praise for a 17 year old! Later that day, the Fire Marshall also told me, that a 747 flying at 37,000 feet had seen the last shell. He said they liked it, too! The next year, the 4th of July Fireworks show was put on by the Kilmarnock Volunteer Fire Department and me (and the A&W Sales Company of Pennsylvania, where I bought the fireworks). The display was set off, on Bluff Point, over-shooting the bay.  Oh, and the bay was lit up, for miles, too.  I don’t recommend the 12-inch shell - unless you are already deaf.
· English Paper (1977)
In 1977, I was a senior in High School. Around the third week of school, my English teacher got sick and was going to be out the rest of the year. So Mr. Thoms, the principal of the school, elected not to hire a substitute. Since he was an English major, Mr. Thoms would take over the class. His first day teaching the class, he assigned everyone an essay, to be turned in two-weeks before the end of the year. He assigned the paper’s subject, and the papers themselves would be at least 20 pages in length, double spaced, and had to have a bibliography. He assigned me, since my last name started with an ‘A’, “The Atomic Bombs of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.” 

I spent at least an hour in the library, everyday for a week, gathering note cards on which books contained the correct information, for the paper I needed to write.  Basically, I created the bibliography first, and then I wrote the paper around it.  Somewhere along the course, dad read my paper and looked at the diagrams and then proceeded to throw the 10 pages I had already written into the trash. He said, “It’s nice, but all your diagrams are wrong.” I said, “but that’s what I could find in the encyclopedia.” He said, “here, use this instead.” He handed me a whole bunch of papers, and some small engineering manuals. I started the whole thing over, and when I was done I had a 25 page, double-spaced report with diagrams, and a bibliography. Dad read the paper, corrected spelling and grammar errors, and then told me, “that will get an A, for sure”. So, I retyped the pages that dad scribbled on, and then turned in my paper.

The next week, the Principal returned our papers with a grade marked on them; He gave me a D and specified that none of the diagrams matched those in the encyclopedia and he couldn’t find any of the books mentioned in my bibliography.  I was shocked and very disappointed.  I took the paper home and handed it to my father.  Needless to say, he was shocked too!  The next day, my father accompanied me to school. It was maybe 30 minutes before school started and dad walked into the Principal’s Office, unannounced, with his leather satchel and he shut the principal’s door.  The principal’s door was one of those heavy wooden fire doors which no sounds could traverse.  Well on this day, the people in the cafeteria 75 feet away, could hear the yelling coming from the principal’s office!  About 15 minutes later, I was called into the office where I received another copy of my paper.  This one had an “A+” marked on it.

What the principal failed to realize, and since he failed to look at my ‘student folder’ to see, who my parents were. My father was on the design and engineering team of the Hiroshima and Nagasaki bombs. The papers that dad gave me to use to write my paper were the recently declassified notes and diagrams that he had helped to write 35 years earlier, in Oak Ridge Tennessee.  My father explained, loudly, to the principal that “of course the diagrams in the encyclopedia are wrong. Do you expect the United States to show the world how to build an Atomic Bomb?!!” Luckily for me, it was the end of the school year. If, I had to see that principal again, for another year, I would have died from numerous humiliations!

Oh, in case you would like to know, the bibliography consisted of books by: 
Einstein, Oppenheimer, Lingstrum and a few others on the ‘Oak Ridge’ project. 
· Aunt Becky [b. 1880 d. 1982] (1965 – 1981) 
Aunt Becky (Rebecca Harding Adams, actually my great-aunt) was thankfully one-of-a-kind.  Imagine a little old lady, with 10 times too much makeup and way too much rouge. Her face, to me, always seemed to be bright white, with red puffy cheeks, and red lipstick, and she always smelled like a perfume factory! Her attitude in life was simple; “Men worked for a living and always looked professional, and women always wore a dress”. If you were a man and seen by her, not wearing a coat and tie, she would not talk to you. If you were a women and not wearing a dress, she would simply say “What are you, a hussy?” As my brother-in-law always says, “Aunt Becky was proof, that the good die young.” 

Anyway, since her husband and sister had passed away, she had been living in the Lancashire, ‘an assisted living complex’ in the town of Kilmarnock. When she bought a room, at the Lancashire, it was a lifetime contract. (Everyone knew, you weren’t expected to live more than 2 or 3 years, after moving in). She moved in to the Lancashire in 1965, and passed away in 1982 (she always got her money’s worth!) At least once a month, usually every other Sunday (rain or shine), my parents and I would visit with Aunt Becky and then take her out to lunch. Everyone knew she was special and followed the ‘old ways of living’, but not everyone knew that even God was scared of her. Blasphemy? No, it was a fact!

The first time, for me, I was 6 years old: Imagine going to visit, a ‘little old lady’ and to take her out to lunch and it’s pouring down rain. (Happened a lot, back then.)  My parents and I would get out of the car, open an umbrella and run to the front door of the Lancashire. We would go in for a while, it was always too long for me, and then we would come back to the front door of the Lancashire, with Aunt Becky.  Dad would open the umbrella to cover Aunt Becky’s head, and she would push it away and exclaim “You are not going to hold that thing over my head”! She would step out, into the pouring rain and suddenly, without any sign, it would stop raining.  (If it only happened once, I would say it was “just a coincidence”). Every time is was raining, when she stepped out, it would stop – Just turn off. However, and we learned that you had to be quick, once she was in the car and the door was closed, it would start raining, again.  

We determined, that as crusty and ‘ornery’, as she was, that not even God was willing to let one strand of her white haired head, get wet, or she would give Him a lot of grief, when she met Him.
· A.K.A. or Also Known As (1980-1982)
Most people go to college to get a degree. Then there are others who go to college because they are forced to go. I fell into the latter grouping. I wanted to go directly into the computer field, from High School, but Mom and Dad convinced (told) me, that I needed a degree – even if only a two-year degree.  I didn’t qualify for the college that I wanted to go to, with all my friends from high school – Virginia Tech. So I was forced to choose a smaller “cheaper” school.  Mom and I went to three different colleges to ‘check them out.’ Northern Virginia Community College was nice but it didn’t have any technical training in computers and it was to close to home. Shepherdstown College also had a nice campus but again, no technical computer training. The last college on the list was Potomac State College of West Virginia University located in Keyser, West Virginia. Potomac State offered a two-year, Associate of Sciences, degree in Computer Programming. Most of the students, in this field of study, would complete this degree then transfer to West Virginia University to complete the four-year  Bachelor of Sciences degree. I said ‘most’. I wasn’t interested in any of it, but I was still forced to go to college so I chose Potomac State – or as students there called it “Pot State.”

First day at Potomac State College, a Saturday – check-in and registration day.  Each new student was assigned a ‘resident assistant’ (RA) for the weekend. The RA would show the students around the campus, take them to the library to get their books and then take them to their ‘class counselor’. The class counselor was usually a teacher who the students would be spending most of their time with, because, this teacher taught the major classes. In my case, Mr. Hoy was my counselor and he taught Computer Sciences. The last place the RA would escort the new students was the cafeteria.

I walked into the cafeteria, around 7 pm, and a guy at the back of the room stood up, pointed and shouted, “Hey! That guy looks just like Avilini.” At that time, Mark Avilini was the quarterback for the University of Maryland’s Football team.  I didn’t know what or who he was talking about, so I continued to the food. The cafeteria was free to the students, as long as they had their student identification. I went through the line and then sat at one of the many open tables, by myself.  My RA (Doug) and his brother came over to my table and sat down. Doug introduced me to his brother, Dave, and then told me to ignore those guys in the back of the cafeteria: “They are football jocks.” I laughed a bit, and then started to eat.  After eating Doug, Dave and I went back to the dorm. Both of them helped me set up my dorm room, make the bed, set up the stereo and generally just put clothes away, in the drawers. Then we went over to their room, which was three doors down on the left. We talked for a while, they told me where they were from – Brandywine, Maryland and what major they were planning on achieving. Both Doug and Dave were going for an Engineering degree – Doug Civil and Dave Electrical Engineering. About 9 pm, there was a knock on the door, Dave opened it and they introduced me to Danny.  Danny was also going to school for computers. So he and I would be attending most of the same classes, if not all.

The next day, Sunday, I woke up to a knocking on the door, around 8 am. I got up, threw on a pair of sweat pants and answered the door. Doug was standing there and asked me “would you like to attend church with me and my brother?” I didn’t know what to say since I don’t do church, so I just said, “Sorry, not today, but maybe some other time.” I went back to bed and woke up to another knock on the door, around 10 am. This time is was Danny. Danny said, “Come on get up, you can’t sleep all day.” So, I got up and got dressed and we went outside and he showed me all the “cool places” around campus. The first place was the Student Union. The Student Union was set up like a ‘pool hall’ – arcade games in one section, pool tables in another section, a TV room and the an open area with a concession stand. Behind the Student Union and down the hill, was the Student Tavern. The tavern was accessible to all students, but you had to be 18 and prove it, to be able to get beer.  It was a nice place to hang out, watch TV and be able to smoke. The tavern was the only place on campus where you could smoke – and smoke anything: Cigarettes, cigars, and joints were all visible. After a few hours in the tavern, Danny and I headed back to the dorm. We got there and someone had hung a sign on my door that said, “Abilini’s Room”. We thought it was funny and I left it there. Doug and Dave had made the sign, but they misunderstood what the jock had said.

Monday morning, 7 am wake up call – by Danny. Got up, got dressed, went to the cafeteria for breakfast and then headed to the computer lecture hall for our first class. Mr. Hoy entered the room and said, “Good Morning. This is Introduction to Computers and I am your teacher, Mr. Hoy. For all of you who are actually here to learn Computer Programming, I will be holding another class, in this same room, after this one. For everyone else, please let me cover this topic as quickly as possible so you can get on to whatever course major you are attending.” He may have meant well, but it didn’t sound very nice.  Mr. Hoy proceeded with the class and fairly quickly found out that 99% of the class had no clue what he was saying or talking about. Anyway, after 5 or 10 questions, about the same thing, I had to intercede. I moved from the back of the class and moved to the middle. Mr. Hoy would say something and then looked toward me; I would turn around and put what he said into ‘layman’s terms’ for the rest of the students. At first I thought, he just couldn’t express/teach the basic knowledge of Computers, and then I discovered the real problem. I knew more about computers than he did and he didn’t like that.  In every class, I was the mediator -  he would say something and I would translate – most of the class quickly found out that most ‘Computer Programmers’ are not good teachers and believe me he sucked.

Anyway, Wednesday or Thursday, after classes I would go to the Tavern. One particular day, I went in and the TV was sitting on the bar counter. I asked what had happened and the “Bar Administrator” (if you called him a Bartender, he would throw you out), told me that it died. I asked, “if I could take a look at it”, and he said, “sure, knock yourself out.” It was an old TV it still used tubes. I went down to the local electronics store and bought a tester, came back to the Tavern and determined which tubes were bad, took the bad tubes back down to the electronics store, tested them and purchased new tubes. I went back to the Tavern, put the tubes back in to the TV and powered it up. It worked perfectly.  He was shocked. He said, “I never met a student who actually knew anything about electronics, before going to college.” I said, “When you live in a house with 5 older sisters, you quickly learn how to fix radios, stereos and TV sets.” He laughed and handed me $20 for the parts and the tester and said, “My name is Thomas, Tommy. Anything you want, while you are at this college, is free.” I said, “Thanks and you are welcome.”

Two weeks later, the TV in the dorm’s lounge stopped working. I asked if I could look at it, but the Head Resident said, “No, the school will find someone to fix it.” The next day, after several students had complained to the school, Tommy and the Head Resident (John), knocked on my door. I opened the door and the John said, “Okay, you can try. But, if it blows up in your face, I’m not taking you to the hospital!” Tommy said, “don’t worry about it, grab the tester.” I did, and we went to the lounge. Tommy and I put the TV on the floor so I could get a better look at it. Another tube type, TV. I checked each tube and quickly found the problem tube. I went down to the electronics store, got the tube and came back to the lounge. I replaced the tube; Tommy and I lifted the TV up onto the platform, plugged the TV back into the wall, hooked up the cable and turned on the TV. Perfect, just like the one in the bar. John was impressed; Tommy just winked and said, “See John, I told you he could fix it.”  John handed me $20 and said, “Thank you very, very much.”

For the rest of the school year, I would go back to the dorm after classes and would find notes, attached to my door. The notes were from the Head Residents of the other dorms, and would usually just state the dorm number and a room number: D4 / Lounge 3. I would get the tester and go to the other dorm to fix a radio or a TV, and the head resident of that dorm would hand me $20 for the job.  One day, a Friday, I came back and found a folded note (which was unusual), attached to the door. This note said, “G1 Special”. Well there was only one “G” dorm, the girls’ dorm. The Girls’ Dorm had a sign over every entrance that said, “NO MEN BEYOND THIS POINT”, it also had armed security guards.  I took the note and went to the G1 dorm. I showed the note to the guard and I was told to wait until the Head Resident could escort me to the room. I waited wondering, what room is ‘Special’?  The Head Resident, Shirley, came and escorted me up to the 4th floor lounge. There was no TV, in this lounge; there were no radios; no electronics of any kind, the room was empty. I was told to ‘wait here’, so I did. 

About 15 minutes later Dave, Doug, Danny and four of the most beautiful girls, I had ever seen came into the room. Dave and Danny carried a stereo and Doug had the speakers. A cooler of cold beer, and soft drinks was provided by Shirley. And Shirley said, “Have a good time and she left, locking the lounge door behind her.” I’m not going into many details, here, but by midnight Dave, Doug and Danny left. I started to leave with them and was told, “No! You stay put.” Danny handed me a packet and winked and said, “Don’t do anything, I wouldn’t do.” They left and again locked the door. The packet was ‘rubbers’!  Early Saturday morning, after finding the items I had brought with me, I said “see you later” to the nice “young” ladies (they were young to me, I was 21 they were 18; at least I hope they were 18). I returned to my dorm, to a to find a ‘real wood’ plaque mounted to my door. Inscribed on the plaque was “Abilini’s Repair Service – Abilini can fix ‘Anything’.” No one asked any details, but lets just say the Susan and I spent many nights, alone in the bar’s back room (Tommy had given me the only key!) And, No! Mom and Dad did not meet and never knew anything about Susan. As a matter of fact; I don’t think I ever told anyone about Susan, until now. 

The second year of college, “Yes, Susan was still there “wink”, I didn’t attend many classes, and I wasn’t interested in learning what the school had to teach. (Though, I was very interested in what Susan had to teach… never mind). I did fix several more TV’s and had devised a way to steal cable from the school. Several dorm rooms had their own TV’s (which was against school policy), and each room had to be wired with cable. The trick was the cable could not be visible by anyone from the outside. It was a major undertaking, but I figured out a method and it worked. Each TV cost $10 to hook up, and by the end of the second week, I had over $500 and had a contract, with the school’s administration, to fix the schools authorized TVs, too.

The last day of school, one of the security guards came up to me and said, “I want to talk to you in a few weeks, about fixing TV’s. How do you spell your last name?” I said, “ADAMS” at which point, he looked puzzled and said, “Where did ABILINI, come from?” I just laughed and said “Lonnnngggg story!”  Susan and I hugged and kissed and ‘made out’ one last time at the bar. I gave Tommy his key and said, “Thank you for every thing.” He said, “You are very welcome, and I hope you two have a good time together.” I said, to myself, “I hope so too” but Susan had to go home to Michigan. She said to me, “Abilini, we need to keep in touch.” We never did and now that I recall this story, I don’t think I ever told her my actual last name. 

In 1983, I started working for Computer Sciences Corporation in Prince George Virginia. In 1985, after fixing numerous TV’s, stereos, car radios and other things, I registered the name “Abilini” with the state of Virginia and created “Abilini’s Repair Service” as my own business. In 1990, I changed the name legally, to “Abilini's Computer Services” and moved into the ‘building and repair’ of computers. In 2004, I stopped building computers and started creating websites.  Search the Internet if you like; the only American ABILINI is me! 

Not related to Abilini’s Repair but it was part of college.  One day, I think it was a Sunday, after the Thanksgiving break, I went down to the tavern. Danny and I were talking to Susan and a couple of her friends. Susan asked a question, “which is better JD Black or Green?” I had no clue what she was talking about. Then she rephrased the question. “Which is better Jack Daniel’s Black Label or Jack Daniel’s Green Label?” Since I wasn’t a drinker I said, “I have no idea.” Danny said “Black label is better. It’s smoother.” Susan said, “lets find out.” That’s all I remember about that night! I remember waking up Wednesday, naked, covered in vomit. My bed, my books and most of the clothes that were lying on the floor were also covered. It was very gross. I was told by several people that after I finished the Green label, I started and finished the Black label. They also told me, that I am a very pleasant drunk – Just stare and drink, don’t talk, don’t eat, just stare and drink. I don’t even remember taking the first drink and I still have no idea as to which is better!

Now when asked, if I want a drink, I just say “No thank you, I’m allergic to alcohol.”
· Shouldn’t Park There (1984) 
In 1983, my parents decided to have the ‘Old Farm House’ destroyed before someone got hurt.  The house (Great Aunt Becky’s) had been empty since 1959 and was falling apart.  Anyway, my parents called many construction crews, getting prices, on how much it would cost to have the house torn down.  The cost, as my mother put it, was outrageous. Through one of her many sources, she found out that the local fire department would gladly burn an old house down to use it as a training platform.  So, my mother called the local fire department, in Kilmarnock, and they set up a date to burn the old house down.

A little history: The Old Farm House was built in 1848 and was rebuilt in 1900 after the house had been damaged by an electrical storm fire (lightning hit a nearby tree, a burning branch came in through a window, and the house was severely damaged).  When the house’s owners (my great-great grandparents) rebuilt it they used, instead of standard plasterboard, a wall compound called ‘sheet-rock’. This is not the same sheet-rock as today - it was much harder and stronger and it wouldn’t burn.  Also, the roof was replaced with a steel roof (heavy, very strong metal) not like the tin roofs of today.
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One February day, in 1985, the local fire department along with a photographer from a local newspaper came to our road to burn down the old house and to show trainees how to deal with a house fire.  The fire captain parked the fire truck in front of the ‘old farm house’ and the firemen pulled two 2-inch hoses from the truck.  I walked over to the house about a half-mile from my parent’s house and when I saw where the truck was parked, I immediately told the captain that he might want to move the truck. As he explained, “the truck is exactly where it needs to be in order to maintain the fire properly.”  I said fine and went over to the photographer.  I asked the photographer if he could take a couple of “before” shots and if he could make sure to get a picture, with the fire truck. He said “sure thing” but he also asked, “Why get the truck?”  I told him what the captain had told me, about the truck’s placement, and I told the photographer why it shouldn’t be there.  My explanation seemed very reasonable to the photographer and he and I laughed, as he took “before shots” of the house and the truck.

Now I know a lot about fire (I like fire!) and what, I explained to the photographer, was this:  This old house has a steel roof, not a tin roof that will melt and bend with heat, but a steel roof.  Steel reflects heat and it can also intensify heat, under the right circumstances.  This house was built back in the day, when a 2-by-4 was actually 2 inches by 4 inches. The wood used was not pine, like it is today; it was a hardwood, like oak, cherry or walnut. Hardwood burns at a much higher temperature than pine.

Now for the fun part. The firemen punched a few holes in the floor and in the walls and poured kerosene over the openings.  They proceed to set the kerosene on fire and watched as the kerosene was burned off (the house did not catch fire).  They proceeded with ‘Plan B’, and placed old tires in the house and set the tires on fire. We watched for several hours, as the tires burned and melted into the floor of the old house, but never caught the house on fire.  The captain at this point was stumped.  I walked over and asked, if I could try, since I knew this house better than anyone there. He said, “Sure, go ahead and try”.  (I knew he expected me to fail, on my attempt, too).  But, what he didn’t know, was that when we had salvaged everything that we wanted from the house, we had found that the stairs, that went to the second story were made of walnut. Hard to get started, unless you drilled holes in the wood and let it soak in kerosene.  After 15 minutes of soaking, I tossed in a flaming bottle of kerosene, and the house was on fire! And, about 20 minutes later, the whole second floor was involved (firemen’s terms for heavy fire, throughout).  

The training commenced and the fire got hotter.  The photographer and I had moved back, a safe distance, and watched as the captain screamed commands to the trainees. Then, the captain yelled, “get another 2-inch line off the truck, and spray the roof”.  A trainee ran down to the truck and started to get another hose, then he yelled back to the captain; “Hey Captain! I think we need to move the truck.”  The captain ran over to the truck and with a look of amazement, he looked at me.  The heat, being directed by the steel roof, was melting the paint off the side of the fire truck. I laughed a bit, and the photographer took pictures of the captain as he moved the ‘smelting’ truck. Yes, I said, “I told you so,” to the captain. He wasn’t too happy, but later told me, “That I never in my 25 years with the fire department ever saw a fire hot enough to get the paint bubbling on a fire truck.”  I asked him, “How many fires had he gone to that involved a 1900’s house?”  He said, “I think, this is the first”.

An article in the Rappahannock Record, came out the following week and read as follows:
Local fire department burns down ‘Old Farm House’ and melts fire truck, in the process.

Needless to say, it was very funny!

· Moms Pies (1987) 
As stated before, mom loved to cook and she loved to make pies. All kinds of pies; Apple, cherry, rhubarb, peach, meat, apricot, just a whole lot of pies!

One Saturday in 1987, she pulled out of the freezer a meat pie, for dinner and an apple pie for desert. She cooked both during the afternoon and made side dishes to go with the meat pie. She called us (me and dad) to dinner at 6 pm. We sat down and dad cut into the meat pie. Before mom could say anything, dad asked mom, “Ella would you like some cherry pie?”
Mom looked at him and said, “Oh shit! That is supposed to be a meat pie.” She quickly got up and went into the kitchen and brought in the other pie, we were going to have for desert. She cut into the pie and said, “I wonder if broccoli goes well with peach pie?”  Dad and I started to laugh, when mom glared, then she started laughing, too.

Mom was a great cook; she just didn’t know how to label anything that she put into the freezer.

After mom passed away, the girls cleaned out the freezer. They estimated that there were at least 50 pies, 100 crab cakes and several different types of meat. Mom sure loved to cook!

· Reincarnation of Eloise (2002) 
Both of my parents passed away in the year 2000.  First my father in September and then my mother two months later in November. After my mother’s funeral, family gathered at Mom and Dad’s house and we reminisced about the many things that had happened over the years. There were a lot of fun times and of course a few sad times.  Eventually, we had to have an ‘estate sale’ in order to get rid of the items that no one in the family wanted. Most of the good furniture had already been earmarked by mom for a specific member of the family (mom physically wrote each child’s name on the back of each piece of furniture). The family was given first option to buy the items not earmarked from the estate.  Some of the items, which were ear-marked or bought by the family, were: a red velvet couch, a blue velvet love seat, a leather recliner, and a small convertible couch. A couple items not bought, but rather sold,  were: a plaid covered sofa, a converted player piano (converted to be a regular piano) and several prints of various birds and flowers.

In 2001, after officially inheriting the main house (you know lawyers take their own sweet time), I cleaned it up, repainted the entire inside of the house, purchased new appliances and put the house on the market (for rent, that is). I received several offers, but most just couldn’t afford $1000 per month rent. Then I got a call from a couple from Rhode Island. They were very interested, so I created a webpage, documenting the entire inside and outside of the house, describing the things that needed to be described, such as the fact that the house has an apartment in which I live on weekends and that I would handle all of the landscaping around the house, which included cutting the grass (7 acres is a lot to cut). They wanted to come to see it, so I asked, “when are you planning to come down from Rhode Island?" The reply wasn’t expected: “oh, we are visiting my parents in Virginia Beach, we can be there tomorrow.” So, after a brief pause, I suggested they come by in the morning and they could spend as much time as they wanted, checking out the place. They arrived around 10 am, and, after a 30-minute tour, they signed the lease and provided both the first and last month’s rent.  They planned on moving in September of 2001.

September 2001 arrived and while I was cutting the grass around the house, a moving van came down the driveway and parked in front of the house. I waved to the new tenants, Mr. and Mrs. Hinch, and the movers were directed into the house.  I continued cutting the grass when I noticed what was being brought into the house: a red velvet couch, a blue velvet love seat, a leather recliner, and a small convertible couch (looked like the same fabric, too). And when I saw not one but two plaid covered sofas, I almost ran the lawn mower into the side of the garage!  I thought to myself, “Mom is back!”  I laughed and finished cutting around the house, and then I went into my apartment and had to call my sister, Mary, to tell her about the items that were just moved into the house.  She didn’t believe me, until I sent her pictures! 

The Hinches invited me in and showed me where they were planning to put their furniture.  They put the velvet couches and love seat in the exact same place in the house as where mom had hers. The recliner went into the same location as dad’s, and to my surprise, they put the convertible couch in the same place too! I told them about the items that were sold or taken by the kids in our family, and even told them about the prints. Then my tenants showed me the dining room - I nearly fainted. Everything was the same as moms, right down to the picture prints, hanging on the wall.  Fortunately, they put their piano in a different place but it was close to the same size as the one we sold.

As it turned out, and they pointed it out to me…. The picture prints on the dining room wall were in the house when they moved in. I said, “I thought they looked familiar.” 
· Grace (some time after 2003) 
My previous tenants (Rea and Jan Hinch) invited me over to dinner. Unlike Mom and Dad, dinner was not at 6 pm, closer to 7:30 or 8 pm.  We had appetizers. I had a Pepsi or two and they had ‘drinks’ before dinner.  This particular night the grill was not cooking properly, so they had more drinks than usual. Around 8 pm, dinner was ready so we sat down at the table and held hands while Rea said grace.  All was normal until he said, “ … and make us needful of the minds of others. Amen.” (He never hesitated.)

Jan and I started immediately laughing. And, every time I go over for dinner, I have to remind Rea “Yes we are needful of the minds of others. Just not his after he has been drinking!” 
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