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The Recorder, founded by Westminster Canterbury resident Betty Lewis (deceased December 2020), a 
quarterly publication, contains submissions reflecting the lives and interests of residents at Westminster 
Canterbury Lynchburg. Occasionally, guests are invited to provide contributions.  
 
The 2019 issues featured three WC treasures: a Carousel Horse in the lobby of the main building, a mural 
on the exterior wall over the doors to Riverside, and a Coke Can Christmas tree found every Christmas in 
the James River Grille. In this issue, we offer two more treasures, sculpture behind the cottage at 127 
Westminster Way and eight ferns found along the Nature Trail and near WC’s main building.  
 
The pictures on the front and back covers remind us of the beauty of our campus during Spring. The 
wildflower garden, shown on the front cover, is at an entrance to the Nature Trail, and the Virginia 
bluebells featured on the back cover can also be found along the Nature Trail. 
 
As always, we enthusiastically thank the following for contributing to this issue:  
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456 Rivermont Avenue 
by Clifton Potter 

 

I  n September 1946, my family moved to 

456 Rivermont Avenue; I was only six 

years old and convinced I was living in a castle. 

We resided there until June of 1955, and during 

that time I explored every inch of the old 

George Morgan Jones home. Of course, old 

houses make odd sounds in the middle of the 

night as the wind whispers around the eaves, 

but there was one phenomenon that no one 

could explain. 

     

One staircase gave access to the second 

story and the attic, and it was built around a 

square stairwell. Sometimes in the daytime, but 

more often at night, we would hear what 

seemed to be a wire cage closing, followed by 

the sound of a large pulley straining with a 

great weight, and the sound of the wire cage 

closing again—but fainter than earlier. The final 

sound was that of wheels rolling across the 

upstairs hall into the bedroom shared by my 

aunt and uncle. The rolling sound always ended 

at the same spot—the twin corner windows that 

faced Rivermont Avenue. My father searched 

the house from the basement to the attic but 

found nothing. We became used to these strange 

noises, and by the time we moved I had all but 

forgotten them. 

     

When I was fifteen, I started working at 

Jones Memorial Library, and I quickly formed a 

friendship with Robert Fletcher, who was one of 

the two custodians. On my breaks I loved to 

listen to him talk about “the old days.” One 

afternoon I asked him how long he had worked 

for the Jones family. His mother was their cook, 

and so he was only six or seven when he went to 

work at the big house. I asked what a little fellow 

could do to earn a wage, and his reply made the 

hair on the back of my neck stand on end. Here 

are his own words as I remember them. 

     

“Mr. Jones had a stroke, and so after 

breakfast I would roll him in his chair along the 

walks in the backyard. When he was tired, I 

would bring him inside and take him upstairs to 

his room where he would sit and watch the 

traffic going up and down Rivermont Avenue.” 

      

Naturally, I asked Mr. Fletcher how he could 

help an invalid in wheelchair negotiate the steps. 

His reply answered more questions than he knew! 

     

“Why I just rolled him onto the elevator and 

closed the door which was made like a cage. 

Then I brought him to the second floor by 

pulling on the rope which rode on a pulley. 

When the elevator locked in place I ran upstairs, 

opened the gate, and rolled him into his 

bedroom so he could look out the windows.” 

     

For nine years, we had heard Mr. Jones 

make that daily journey on the phantom 

elevator. Perhaps he still rolls across the floor of 

the upstairs hall to watch the streetcar pass up 

and down the avenue. Robert Fletcher died 

years ago, so perhaps a little ghost still runs up 

the stairs to open the gate of Eternity.  
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I   grew up in the small Mississippi River 

town of Keokuk, Iowa. My aunt, who was 

a high school history teacher, told me some 

interesting stories about my “ordinary” hometown 

and as these tales accumulated, I began to 

realize that the past was sprinkled 

with some pretty amazing and 

extraordinary characters. I have 

always been inspired by the 

story of the “Angel of the 

Civil War,” Mrs. Annie 

Wittenmyer. I would like to 

share her story with you, one 

of Iowa’s most famous women 

of the 19th century. 

      

Born in August of 1827, Sarah 

Ann Turner or “Annie” as she came to 

be known, grew up in Adams County, 

Ohio. Annie’s Grandfather Smith 

(maternal) was a direct descendent of Captain 

John Smith of Jamestown, Virginia; she was 

named after her grandfather’s wife. Annie received 

a good education in an Ohio female seminary and 

at age twenty married William Wittenmyer, a 

wealthy merchant from Jacksonville, Ohio. The 

couple moved to Keokuk, Iowa, in 1850, and 

three years later Mrs. Wittenmyer opened a 

tuition-free public school for poor children of the 

community because the only other avenue to an 

education was to purchase tutoring.  

     

At first, she used an upstairs room in her own 

home for the school, but the demand for 

entrance was so high she converted a vacant 

warehouse building to use as her “Chatham 

Square School.” Annie made certain all children 

were regularly bathed, well dressed, and well fed, 

“luxuries” previously unknown to these 

poor little ones. Eventually, with the 

help of other Keokuk ladies, the 

school grew to care for more 

than 200 children.  

As a Christian 

philanthropist and with 

concern for the unchurched 

children under her supervision, 

Mrs. Wittenmyer opened a 

Sunday school. She parlayed the 

Sunday school into a new Chatham 

Square Methodist Church (later known 

as Trinity United Methodist). It 

appears that Mrs. Wittenmyer also had 

some talent for hymn writing (e.g., “A 

Wonderful Joy;” “Yes, Jesus Is Mighty to Save;” 

“The Valley of Blessing”) and she premiered 

them at the Chatham Church; later in 1885, her 

hymns were published in the Epworth Hymnal, 

where they were transcribed into many 

languages and sung all around the world. 

     

By the start of the Civil War in 1861, Annie 

Wittenmyer was personally familiar with tragedy, 

as four of her five children had died in infancy 

and then she lost her husband. She was a widow 

with a young son, but fortune had come to the 

family from her husband’s success, leaving her 

A Forgotten Heroine 
by Charles Driscoll 

Annie Wittenmyer
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continued on page 6

ample financial means. Much of Annie’s personal 

fortune would be unselfishly lavished on her 

various volunteer, philanthropic endeavors. When 

the Keokuk Ladies’ Soldiers’ Aid Society was 

formed in June of 1861, Annie volunteered to 

become their corresponding secretary and later 

gave herself the title of “active general agent.” 

She immediately started providing matron 

services at the Keokuk Estes House, a local hotel 

commandeered for a U.S. Army hospital. By her 

own report, she “closed the eyes of the first Iowa 

soldier to die in the war.” 

      

Annie Wittenmyer at first planned to help 

evangelize the soldiers, but the need for feeding 

and care of the wounded quickly became her 

primary focus. She expanded her local hospital 

work onto a national stage. Supplies (food, 

medicines, blankets, pillows, lint, bandages) were 

gathered throughout the state, shipped to Keokuk, 

and from there distributed to the battle fronts at 

Cairo, Pea Ridge, and Pittsburg Landing where 

Iowa regiments were actively engaged in the 

fighting. Iowa meant to take care of its own, and 

The Keokuk Ladies’ Soldiers’ Aid Society under 

the leadership of Annie Wittenmyer started these 

efforts months before the work of either the U.S. 

Sanitary or Christian Commissions even began.  

     

She made numerous trips aboard the 

Mississippi steamboats and was a visitor at every 

Iowa regiment in the field. Her contributions 

were so valued by the U.S. government that she 

received personal endorsement from President 

Abraham Lincoln in 1862 and was given a free 

transportation pass on all steamboats and 

railroads. In 1864, appointment as “Supervisory 

Agent for the United States Christian 

Commission” she was tasked with creating 

special dietary kitchens in all United States Army 

hospitals. When politics brought resistance to 

her work, Lincoln would have none of it and 

came to her defense stating, “Let this Lady have 

transportation to any of the Armies, and any 

privileges while there.” 

      

Annie exhibited no fear in her many trips to 

Civil War battlefields up and down the Mississippi; 

she disembarked a steamboat and went 

immediately into the 1862 battle of Shiloh, 

Tennessee. This, in her own words, is a description 

of what she saw: “I have been going around with 

a bucket and dipper through the boats and tents 

administering to the wants of our brave men who 

are very weak and faint—mangled bodies, 

wounded, dying, and dead are lying around me in 

every direction. I am here to do all I can.”  

      

In July 1863, Mrs. Wittenmyer was in 

Vicksburg with supplies for her “Iowa boys” 

during the final days of the siege. She was on the 

battlefield often, and during one day’s fierce battle 

with bullets buzzing past her head, she mounted a 

cavalry horse and rode to give aid at a Union field 

hospital. She fell from her horse into a swollen 

river and nearly drowned. Soon after her rescue, 

she rode off again; nothing was going to stand in 
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A Forgotten Heroine 
continued from page 5 

her way of reaching her “Iowa boys.” On another 

occasion, she lay on the floor of a racing 

ambulance to avoid being shot by Confederate 

sharpshooters. The last Confederate stronghold on 

the Mississippi fell when the siege ended on July 4, 

and Annie Wittenmyer rode her horse into the city 

alongside General Grant and his troops. Grant 

said of her, “No soldier on the firing line gave 

more heroic service than she rendered.” 

      

Mrs. Annie Wittenmyer once made a promise 

to a dying man that she would see that his 

orphaned children would be cared for. She 

proposed a first-of-its-kind home for the orphans 

of soldiers; until then no such “orphan asylum” 

anywhere in the world could be used as a model. 

The Iowa Soldiers Orphans Association was 

formed, and ninety-seven children were cared for 

in that first year of operation. A second home was 

opened in Cedar Falls, Iowa, and a third in 

Davenport, Iowa.  

      

After her war service ended, Annie served as 

the overseer and matron of the orphans’ home in 

Davenport until 1867; it was affectionately 

referred to by its children as their “Little Orphan 

Annie Home.” The famous baseball-player-turned 

evangelist, Billy Sunday, was one of the orphans 

cared for in the Annie Wittenmyer Home. In 

1975, the Iowa Legislature finally closed the home 

where more than 13,000 orphaned children had 

been cared for. 

      

In 1868, at age 40, Annie Wittenmyer resigned 

her position and moved with her son, Charles, to 

Philadelphia where she would finish her life as a 

temperance crusader, women’s rights activist, 

author of numerous books, lecturer, manager of 

the Ladies and Christian Union, and women’s 

relief corps officer. Annie Wittenmyer became the 

first national president of the Women’s Christian 

Temperance Union (WCTU) at its organizational 

meeting in 1874, and the Annie Wittenmyer White 

Ribbon Award was named in her honor.  

     

Annie was also a successful writer, editing 

two newspapers (The Christian Woman and The 

Christian Child), the Home and Country 

magazine, and authoring a weekly column for the 

New York Weekly Tribune. She chronicled her 

Civil War experiences in a book, Under the 

Guns: A Woman’s Reminiscences of the Civil 

War. Annie successfully lobbied for pensions for 

retired military nurses in 1892, receiving her own 

in 1898. Two years later in 1900, at the age of 

72, Annie suffered an asthma attack after 

delivering a lecture and died. She is buried in 

Sanatoga, Pennsylvania.  

      

Annie Wittenmyer was unmatched in her 

singular purpose of Christian charitable service. 

Soldiers whom she ministered to on the front lines 

first called her the “Angel of the Civil War.” She 

well deserved the praise given her as “supreme 

genius of mercy among Iowa women…the great 

mother of the Iowa men in the war. She was a 

mother of [the] human crowd by nature.” 
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Campus Trivia 
by Kendall Sydnor * 

H  ave you seen the sculpture located in 

the backyard of the cottage at 127 

Westminster Way and near an entrance to the 

Nature Trail? Have you wondered what it is and 

how it found its way to its current location? 

      

In 2009, Elliot and Rosel Schewel, both now 

deceased, moved to that cottage and brought with 

them a large stainless-steel sculpture titled Olive 

Branch. Its sculptor, Dale Rogers of Ward Hill, 

Massachusetts, created the piece for the outdoors. 

Olive Branch, placed on a concrete pad among 

trees, grass, and visiting wildlife, still holds that 

place of honor.  

      

Easily seen from the trail, its assorted metal 

shapes among a prominently perched black bird 

can cause one to ponder its composition and the 

artist’s intention. Rogers states on his website that 

he strives to create pieces that allow viewers to 

connect on an emotional level. According to Elliot 

and Rosel’s son, Michael, that is what happened 

for Rosel. When attending a large art show in 

Baltimore, her hometown, Rosel saw Olive 

Branch, fell in love with the piece and bought it on 

the spot.  

      

Thanks to the Schewel family, Olive Branch 

remains on the Westminster Canterbury campus 

for those who pass to pause, view, and connect as 

Rosel did.  

 

*   Appreciation to the Schewel siblings, Susan, 

Michael and Steve; neighbors on Westminster 

Way; and Westminster Canterbury staff. 
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W  hen you ask for a doggie bag and 

detailed instructions on reheating the 

food at your plush restaurant, the waiter knows 

the leftovers aren’t going to your pet. 

      

Getting on the Covid-19, two-person-

restricted-elevator at WC usually evokes a 

comment of surprise when my 

fellow passenger notices Murphy’s 

head extending over the edge of his 

L.L. Bean blue and white bag. 

“That’s what I got when I asked for 

a doggie bag,” I explain. 

      

My fellow WC residents often 

remark about his posh form of 

transportation. However, Murphy’s 

doggie bag carrier began as a 

necessity rather than a luxury, on the 

first morning in his new home on the 

fifth floor of Creekside, C515. 

      

The journey from our 

apartment to a dog friendly grassy 

area suitable for our dog’s 

bathroom needs starts with a long 

walk down the hall, waiting, getting on the 

elevator to the Terrace Level, down another long 

hall and out the automatic doors. Sandra and I 

were wary of walking him on a leash since, like 

most male dogs, Murphy wants to stop every ten 

feet or sooner to sniff and mark his territory. His 

ability to stop and deliver only a drop of urine, or 

worse yet a poop deposit in an instant before the 

walker can react, is uncanny and unpredictable. 

      

On the first morning in our new home, as per 

our usual morning routine, we would have 

Murphy go outside to the back yard to relieve 

himself and come back in for breakfast. As an 

early bird, it was six in the morning. For this first 

trip I decided to carry our eight-pound, 15 plus 

year-old Maltese outside, rather 

than walk with him on a leash and 

take a chance of any mess on the 

way. 

    After being carried, Murphy has 

the ability to urinate immediately 

when you place him on the ground. 

No different in this new environ. A 

quick pee in the cold, December 

morning air and we were ready to 

head back. I decided I would walk 

him along the hallway on his leash to 

get him used to it. Since he had just 

relieved himself, I could keep him 

from marking the Creekside carpet, 

walls, or furnishings.    

   When the elevator arrived, 

Murphy had a quizzical look on his face—

probably a little surprised with the newness and 

noise of the elevator. But once inside, fortunately 

by ourselves, as we made a non-stop ride to the 5th 

floor, there was a distinct smell of dog poop. 

Looking at the elevator floor there were scattered 

round brown imprints of the heel of my right shoe.  

     

“Oh, crap,” was at once an accurate 

description of the offending agent and my 

Doggie Bag, Please 
by Jeff Wilson 

Jeff Wilson and Murphy
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emotional reaction. In the short time waiting for 

the elevator, I realized that Murphy made a 

sudden deposit that I had not noticed but 

managed to step in. As soon as we exited the 

elevator, I slipped off my right shoe that had a 

squashed fresh poop remnant on the heel. 

     

Frankly, I panicked. There had been no one 

else in the elevator, and no one witnessed me 

limping down the hall with Murphy under my 

left arm and the offending shoe in my right hand. 

The plan? OK, drop Murphy in the apartment, 

grab some towels, and head back to the soiled 

elevator. With any luck, I could clean up the mess 

before any residents experienced an odoriferous 

elevator ride.  

      

A reasonable plan. But, of the tandem 

elevators, the wrong one came. OK, down to 

Terrace Level, find the poop smear I stepped in 

before I got on the elevator, clean it up, and grab 

the other elevator. So far, so good. Still too early 

for my resident neighbors. This could work. No 

one will be any wiser about this disastrous first 

morning trip. 

      

Finally, the other elevator arrived. Ready to 

charge in for the final part of my cover-up clean-

up, the door opened—and I was face to face with 

one of the security staff. He surmised what had 

transpired and had already sprayed an air 

freshener that was covering the offensive odor. 

Embarrassed, I thanked him and insisted on 

cleaning any remaining spots on the elevator floor.  

     

So that is how the blue and white L.L. Bean 

bag, starting at the next trip that day, became 

Murphy’s doggie bag, a transport of necessity, 

not luxury.  

 

      

Addendum: Hannah, our other dog, had died 

December 5, so Murphy was alone in Westminster 

Canterbury for almost six months. Our fellow 

residents and the staff loved him. Sadly, however, 

Murphy, “my boy,” was euthanized June 24, 

2021. He had been weakening with decreased 

appetite and increased sleeping. Each day we tried 

to find a food he would eat. We had a family week 

scheduled at Isle of Palms starting June 18. 

Murphy was boarded at Tracy Ferguson’s Kennel. 

This was the only place we felt comfortable 

leaving Murphy. Tracy was given written 

instructions to handle any of the contingencies that 

might occur.  

      

Tracy called Thursday morning, June 24, 

worried that Murphy wasn’t eating or drinking. 

He had some vomiting.  She tried various foods—

even cooking eggs, in addition to different foods 

we provided. She felt he was also becoming 

dehydrated. She contacted our vets at Peaksview 

who suggested trying intravenous fluids. I talked 

with the Peaksview veterinarian and, not wanting 

Murphy to experience more pain of needle sticks 

and IVs, ordered the euthanasia. Tracy agreed.  

      

I have only one regret—not being there to hold 

him at the time of his passing. For the first time in 

forty-nine years, Sandra and I don’t have a dog in 

the house, or in the doggie bag. 



  
10 | THE RECORDER

NON SCIURI (No Squirrels)  
by Sue Haugan 

I   am an empirical thinker, devoted to the 

scientific method and not given to 

hysterics (except for spiders, which are in a 

WHOLE different category). When it comes to 

squirrels, well, it’s complicated. 

      Sure, I have suffered with the rest of humanity 

at the paws of these greedy little thieves; listened 

and shuddered at three a.m. as they rumbled out 

their version of “Bowling for Dollars” and worst 

of all witnessed the squirrel version of 

“Demolition Derby.” I blanched as they 

systematically tore apart a lovely bird feeder, a 

redwood and glass affair where two panes of glass 

hold about a cup of bird seed and the little things 

flit by, landing on tiny bars of redwood to feed. 

Gone in a day and a half was the feeder, now only 

a pile of redwood kindling, broken glass, and a 

single length of copper chain as evidence of the 

crime, at least worthy of a felony. This was the 

first of many. 

     The list of squirrel offenses mounted 

through the years, but not surprisingly the 

defense force needed to match the threat that 

grew proportionally for the king of the castle 

(my husband). He tells me wistfully, and often, 

that he “really loves to see the birds.” 

     We were living in a lovely old forest 

overlooking a peaceful river on the Northern 

Neck of Virginia, admittedly square in the middle 

of SQUIRREL, INC., but I was determined to 

put a bird feeder outside our sunroom window. It 

was a cunning affair. Suspended from the deck 

railing, it swung onto the deck for filling and 

back over the railing to hang tantalizingly on a 

thinnish metal rod about 15 feet above the 

ground. It was a bird’s dream, because if 

somehow a squirrel made it to one of the feeding 

ports, the whole devise clamped shut.  

      The only time I ever saw a more efficient way 

to deal with the little pests was one day when I 

happen to be sitting in our great room, talking to 

a neighbor on the telephone. As I gazed out the 

window, I saw two huge wings flutter by one of 

our Virginia Pines and our female resident eagle 

had with a single grasp and a double wing beat 

snatched one of my furry gray friends in her talons 

for her fledge. Yes, it was a slow burning, guerrilla 

warfare kind of action. Their side had 

innumerable caches of nuts; the birds had nuts, 

berries, and birdfeeders.  

     I also had a much-envied Water Blaster 2000 

which I kept topped up winter and summer 

beside the sunroom door. Amazingly effective. 

Ever vigilant. 

      But was I always this way, always Dirty Harry 

or Wyatt Earp, you ask yourself? Well, walk with 

me back through the tranquil, misty lanes of 

yesteryear. See the new bride from Southern 
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California where the indigenous flora and fauna 

are cement and ants. Wildlife is classified as a 

cowboy bar on a Saturday night. The new bride 

finds herself in a quaint and picturesque town 

north of Boston. Old growth trees, church steeples, 

white clapboard houses, and squirrels, lots. The 

bride has never been this close to the little 

creatures, being acquainted only with western 

wildlife who start to run away like their hair is on 

fire if you get within 150 feet of them. The bride is 

channeling a cross between Snow White and 

Dopey, with an emphasis on the latter. 

      Anyway, I, the bride, was fascinated by how 

habituated to people and curious the squirrels in 

our yard turned out to be. They seemed to gather 

just far enough away to make it up a tree if need 

be, but they stayed close enough to “What”? This 

was spring in New England and on the rare days I 

could open the kitchen door to allow the soft air 

to waft on through the screen door were heaven. 

      Just outside the screen door was a landing with 

a wrought iron railing and five or six steps leading 

to a large flagstone patio. I opened the door, went 

about my appointed rounds, and coming back into 

the kitchen I noticed a smallish squirrel perched on 

the railing. How charming, I thought, doing my 

best Snow White and noting that this little 

fellow/girl had a notch in his/her tail; it looked 

nothing so much as an old treasure chest key or 

the key to a dungeon’s cell. 

      As days went past, I could open the kitchen 

door and often “Notch Tail” would be there, and 

he/she sometimes brought some friends. One day I 

came up with the age-old anthropomorphic idea: 

Why don’t I give them a smidge of bread and see 

what will happen? (The Snow White soundtrack 

was playing in my medulla oblongata.) I rushed to 

my husband to see what he thought and 

surprisingly he said, “I don’t think I’d do that if I 

were you.” I replied something like the owner of 

the Titanic had when asked if the liner could ever 

sink. I was off to the races.  

      First, there indeed was just a smidge of bread, 

but the little gray greedies soon increased in 

numbers; first one, then three, and four, and seven. 

More smidges turned into half a slice, then they 

refused to wait until the half slice was torn into 

pieces, pounding on the metal skirt at the bottom 

of the screen door. Soon I was throwing whole 

slices out a crack in the screen door. This was just 

too much.  

     If the bread did not come and pretty darn 

quick, Notch Tail and one or two of his/her gang 

would launch themselves at the screen door from 

the railing and swaying their bodies cause the 

door to bang loudly, all the while their 

compatriots swarmed the landing and railing, 

screaming, yes, screaming and pounding for 

“More bread, more bread.” 

continued on page 12
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NON SCIURI  
(No Squirrels)  
continued from page 11 

      After I had started into the second loaf of 

bread devoted to squirrels, they prefer butter top 

wheat, by the way, the scales fell from my eyes, 

and I realized that I was enthralled to squirrels and 

that it had to cease. I decided cold turkey was best 

for all. We will just part as friends, they will 

certainly have enough acorns, and I will certainly 

cherish my peace and quiet. Except that’s not 

exactly how détente was achieved.  

      There were more days of squirrels launching 

themselves at the screen door, more rodent 

screeching, and furious racing around the landing, 

and then one day it was over, suddenly. “How?” 

you ask. I had heard nothing all morning, then 

came the familiar bang of a squirrel hitting the 

screen and then a quite different sound. I entered 

the kitchen to find that Notch Tail, trailing down 

the steps, had just peed through the screen door, a 

final parting salvo. It was, I believe, the squirrel 

equivalent of mud in your eye.  

      The squirrels never darkened my door again, 

but we became, alas, implacable enemies and 

although living four flights up here at Westminster 

Canterbury has kept squirrels at bay, I still miss 

my Water Blaster 2000. 

      Non Sicuri Semper Fi 

 

 

 

A quiet corner alludes to times 

Past and present. Daffodils bloom. 

Can we a yearning assume? 

 

What can be the situation 

As she sits in contemplation 

Without reservation or explanation? 

 

Married now? Lost a spouse? 

Wondering of a lover long ago? 

We'll never know. 

 

Yet, she lives to see the beauty 

Of weddings past, flowers blooming, 

A renewing; it must be spring. 

It Must Be Spring 
by Carol Hammer 

The whitecaps doff themselves briefly  

to the breeze and rise no more, 

But are spawned anew as each one dies. 

An alabaster icing on the deep blue of the sea 

As perpetual as the tides. 

These fragile creatures adorn the canvas of the 

sea, 

landing a sparkling veracity to a bright 

afternoon by the sea; 

The sea – the sea – the sea 

That mammoth living liquid mother of us all – 

ever constant, ever changing, eternal,   

Restless and beautiful. 

The Sea 
by Vic Millner 
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I   was aboard the secondhand jet prop 

plane of Zairean Air as it cruised over the 

endless rain forest heading toward Kinshasa, the 

capital city. It was siesta time, and the pilot lay 

fast asleep in the back of the cabin. A perfect quiet 

that did not last. 

      

Things quickly changed when the copilot came 

out of the cockpit to awaken the pilot. They walked 

back to the cockpit and almost immediately the 

pilot returned, stopping in the middle of the plane 

where he lay down on the floor and opened a 

marked square section. From my seat I could not 

see exactly what he was doing, but I assumed he 

was trying to adjust something below. 

      

Eventually he closed the floor, went back to 

the cockpit and announced over the public address 

system, “We cannot get the landing gear to work 

properly and may have to make a belly landing. 

To prepare for this possibility, place all of your 

luggage in the back seats and then move forward 

to occupy the front seats. 

      

A silence heavy with tension swept through 

me as I anxiously wondered about the safety of a 

belly landing. The other passengers looked equally 

concerned. Suddenly, someone commented, 

“There must be a bad person in this plane.” 

Nobody responded. 

      

As the monotonous drone of the engines 

remained uninterrupted, I considered my 

possibilities. In the best of all conditions the plane 

would land safely, I would get my luggage and carry 

on as if nothing had happened. Or, if the landing 

were to be rough, I would wake up in a hospital 

injured. My employer —World Bank—would 

arrange for me to return to the United States for 

more medical treatment or go home, if well enough.  

      OR, with a bad landing I would die! Just in 

case, I wrote a goodbye note to be sent to my 

beloved wife, Emma. I told her of my love and of 

the prospect of spending an eternity together. 

Hopefully, that note would reach her if it survived 

a crash and I did not. 

      We finally entered the Kinshasa airspace but 

kept flying in large circles to use all the fuel. Night 

had fallen when the pilot announced we could 

now land, and collective anxiety swept across the 

front portion of the plane. I looked out my 

window and saw several fire trucks and 

ambulances lining both sides of the landing strip. 

Why did I suddenly feel some doubt about their 

readiness to help if help was needed? 

     And then we landed, smoothly and safely—

the landing gear functioned correctly. The tension 

vanished as the plane filled with loud and joyous 

applause. 

      I have rarely felt such relief. 

      I shared a taxi with my colleague, Leif, a 

personable livestock specialist. With no hesitation 

we stopped at our hotel’s bar for a very strong 

drink. As we were unwinding, Leif remarked, 

“From now on, every day we live is extra.” 

     That unnerving day in my life was thirty-

three years ago, an extra 12,045 days, and I am 

still counting. 

An Extra Thirty-Three Years 
by John Pelissier 
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Ferns At Westminster Canterbury 
Part One 

by Nancy Young, Susan Wyatt, and Fran Albertson 

M ost people recognize a fern as a fern 

because of its three popular uses—

landscaping, cut foliage in flower arrangements, 

and as a houseplant. Around 10,500 species exist 

on earth with some 380 in the United States. Eight 

of the U.S. species, along with four of 

approximately 3,000 Asian species, thrive on the 

Westminster Canterbury Lynchburg campus. Part 

One of this article includes discussion and pictures 

of WC’s U.S. species. In the August issue, Part 

Two will do the same for the four Asian species. 

continued on page 16

Cinnamon fern grows to be       
4 feet or more tall.

Ostrich fern grows to be 3 to     
5 feet tall.

Christmas fern grows to be 2 
to 3 feet tall.

Royal fern grows to be 4 to       
5 feet tall.

Maidenhair fern grows to be 12 
to 24 inches tall.

New York fern grows to be 12 to   
18 inches tall.

Sensitive fern grows to be 9 
to 18 inches tall.
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The Native Ferns At Westminster Canterbury 
Four Ferns Found Only On Westminster Canterbury’s Nature Trail

FERN 
 
*Maidenhair Fern, 
Northern (Adiantum 
hispidulum, 
previously known as 
Adiantum pedatum) 
 
 
*New York Fern 
(Thelypteris 
noveboracenis) 
 
 
*Royal Fern 
(Osmuda regalis)  
 
 
 
*Sensitive Fern 
(Onoclea sensibilis)  

CHARACTERISTICS 
 
Deciduous with coiled pink fiddleheads 
appearing in the spring. The finely 
textured, somewhat frilly fronds and 
black wiry stems divide into finger-like 
projections. 
 
 
Deciduous, yellowish green in color. 
The frond tapers at both ends making 
the longest leaflets in the middle of 
the frond.  
 
Deciduous. Emerges green in spring 
and turns yellow to brown in fall.  
 
 
 
Deciduous. Emerges green in spring 
and turns yellow or russet in fall. Easily 
identified by broad fronds.  

WC-L LOCATIONS 
 
Across the Nature Trail from the first 
overlook. 
 
 
 
 
 
Along the Nature Trail at multiple 
places between the wildflower garden 
and the first overlook. 
 
 
Before you completely exit the first 
overlook on the Nature Trail this fern 
is immediately to your right.  
 
 
Across the Nature Trail from first 
overlook and, also, to the right as 
you exit the lowest end of the first 
bridge.  

SPECIAL NOTE 
 
Dormant in the winter and 
spreads slowly. Especially 
noteworthy is its water repellant 
foliage. Nonscientific name 
comes from black stems 
suggesting hair. 
 
Found throughout Eastern U.S. 
and so named because some say 
that in New York many burn a 
candle at both ends. 
 
Common name based on the 
fertile sections at the frond tips 
that look like the plumes atop a 
royal hat. 
 
Broad fronds quickly die when 
touched by the first frost of fall, 
thus called Sensitive Fern. 

Two Ferns Found On Nature Trail And Near WC’s Main Building
FERN 

 
*Christmas 
Fern (Polystichum 
acrostichoides) 
 
 
 
*Ostrich Fern 
(Onoclea 
struthiopteris, 
previously known as 
Matteuccia 
struthiopteris) 

CHARACTERISTICS 
 
Evergreen. Deep green in color with 
young silvery fiddleheads that emerge 
in the spring. Forms individual clumps 
rather than spreading as a continuous 
plant.  
 
Deciduous. Fronds grow very tall and 
form a symmetrical, vase-like cluster 
resembling an arrangement of green 
ostrich feathers. Turns from green to 
copper or yellow in the fall.  
 

WC-L LOCATIONS 
 
Nature Trail, multiple places and 
under trees near terrace entry to 
main building and under maple tree 
near entrance to reception in the 
main building. 
 
Nature Trail near the picnic table, 
under trees near entrance to Terrace 
level of main building, and St. 
Christopher statue flower bed near 
Marketing office and visitors’ 
parking. 

SPECIAL NOTE 
 
Common name refers to its 
evergreen habitat and to 
resemblance of the leaflets to 
Christmas stockings. 
 
 
Foraging for the edible 
fiddlehead is popular in the 
Northeast, especially in Vermont 
and Maine. 
 

*Picture of fern on Resident Website

Two Ferns Found Only Near Westminster Canterbury’s Main Building
FERN 

 
Cinnamon 
Fern (Osmunda 
cinnamonea) 
 
 
 
Hairy Lip 
Fern (Cheilanthes 
Ianosa) 
 
 

CHARACTERISTICS 
 
Deciduous with young silvery, furry 
fiddleheads that emerge in the spring. 
The upper portions turn chocolate 
brown. 
 
 
Deciduous with soft brown hairs that 
cover both sides of low tufted clumps 
of finely divided fronds.  
 
 

WC-L LOCATIONS 
 
Under trees near terrace entry to 
main building. 
 
 
 
 
Under trees near terrace entry to 
main building. 
 
 
 

SPECIAL NOTE 
 
Native range extends from 
Newfoundland to the U.S. Gulf 
Coast. 
 
 
 
Found on rocky granite slopes 
and ledges in the southeastern 
United States. 
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Ferns At Westminster Canterbury 
continued from page 15 

     Ferns, among the oldest living perennials on 

earth, are unique in that they consist of roots, 

stems, and leaves. With a lack of seeds and 

flowers, they reproduce by releasing spores onto 

a moist protected surface where germination and 

growth occur. A delicate appearance hides a 

durability that allows for a care-free and long life 

with some species living up to 100 years.  

     A prized feature of ferns is that they show 

coiled fiddleheads that frequently look edible. 

With maturity, the fiddleheads uncurl and expand 

into fronds (leaves). Two of the ferns growing at 

Westminster Canterbury—Ostrich and 

Cinnamon—have fiddleheads that can be eaten. 

If raw, there is the possibility of feeling dizzy and 

nauseous. Both, when cooked, are safe and taste 

like young asparagus, broccoli, and spinach. But 

beware, all other natives are poisonous.  

     Ferns thrive in a combination of shade and 

light that occurs in the open shade of mature 

trees, a condition found on the Nature Trail and 

close to the main building. Four of Westminster 

Canterbury’s native ferns grow only along the 

Nature Trail. Two natives can be found on the 

Nature Trail and elsewhere on campus. The 

remaining two natives exist near the main building.  

     Conversations about plants, including ferns, 

may turn to soil conditions and the amount of 

water needed to promote growth. Most ferns do 

best in rich, organic soil (pH<6) but vary in the 

degree of desired wetness. The Maidenhair, New 

York, and Christmas ferns grow best with 

medium moisture, whereas the Royal, Sensitive, 

Ostrich, and Cinnamon ferns prefer wetter soils. 

Hairy Lip ferns, which naturally grow on rocky 

slopes and ledges, are more drought tolerant than 

the others. 

     Also of interest is the question of the plants’ 

resistance to deer and rabbits. Of WC’s eight 

natives, three—the New York, Ostrich, and 

Sensitive ferns—escape damage from the gnawing 

teeth of deer or rabbits. The Christmas, 

Cinnamon, Hairy Lip, Maidenhair, and Royal 

ferns do not experience full protection and 

occasionally fall prey to these grazers. 

     All of WC’s native ferns emerge in the spring 

and remain in view during the summer and fall 

months. Throughout these months, ferns provide 

shelter for small animals and nesting materials for 

birds. Both the New York and Ostrich ferns 

quickly multiply and spread, while clumps of 

Christmas fern will increase in size but not spread 

like most other ferns.  

     As a group of plants, ferns are not of 

economic value but have been used in various 

parts of the world in different ways—for food, 

medicinal purposes, as a biofertilizer, and for 

remediating contaminated soil. Closer to home, 

especially in the month of May, ferns invite us to 

step outdoors and enjoy nature.  
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“Y  ou must be some kind of a moron.” 

That is what George’s first wife said to 

me! It was a long time ago, but I remember it 

well. This is how it happened. 

      

Ours was a second marriage for each of us 

and by all accounts it was a perfect union for 46 

years, until George passed away three years ago. I 

could never understand how that first wife could 

turn loose such a first-rate, nifty guy like George. 

After all, she was very smart—Phi Beta Kappa 

with an anthropology degree. From the pictures I 

had seen she was also rather attractive. Still… I 

wondered about her, what she was like, how she 

sounded, her voice. 

      

One day early in our marriage George and I 

were stuck in the Kennedy Airport waiting for a 

flight to Europe. This was an occasion for serious 

boredom. I happened to look over and see a wall of 

pay telephones with thick phone directories hanging 

down from each one. Today there are not many 

pay phones around and phone directories are long 

obsolete. When I saw those phones, I realized it was 

my opportunity to hear how Helen, that first wife, 

sounded. 

      

“You know, George, I’d really like to call 

Helen just to hear her voice. She would never 

know who it was, and it would satisfy my 

curiosity.” George, who had the same amount of 

curiosity as most men, which is zero, said, “Oh, 

Marion, why would you want to do that?” 

      

“I know it’s quirky, but I just want to hear 

how she sounds. And, besides, we don’t have 

anything else to do.” 

      

Big sigh. Eye roll. “All right.” 

      

We walked over to the phones and selected a 

phone with a big Manhattan phone book 

attached. Finding the number was tricky. The 

directory was heavy with thousands of tiny print 

entries and several pages of Kellys, but finally we 

found “Kelly, Helen C.” with her address and 

phone number. 

      

George gave me the coin, a dime, I think. I 

dropped it in, “Ding,” and carefully dialed the 

number. Rattle, rattle, rumble, ring, ring, ring, 

“Hello.” 

      

I was ready with my line, “May I speak to 

Martha, please.” She was supposed to say, “You 

must have the wrong number,” and hang up. But, 

NO! She went completely off script and said, 

“What number are you calling?” 

      

Number? Number? I had closed the phone 

book and I had no number, so I had to make one 

up. I blurted out, “Six-five-seven-nine…” It was 

then that she said, “You must be some kind of a 

moron.” Click. 

      

George who had been monitoring the episode 

said, “How’d it go?” I told him about the number 

problem and how she had called me a moron and 

hung up. He burst out laughing. When he had 

recovered, he asked, “Now, are you satisfied?” 

      

“Oh, I suppose so. Actually, she sounded quite 

nice, kind of refined.” 

      

“I think she would be pleased by that. Too bad 

she’ll never know,” he said. 

      

So ended my little telephone adventure. 

      

Soon after that our flight was called, and I was 

off to Europe with my wonderful guy for a real 

adventure. 

The First Wife 
by Marion Kelly 
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Book Review  
The Trials of Harry S. Truman: The Extraordinary 

Presidency of An Ordinary Man, 1945-1953 
by Bob Kaiser

T he Trials of Harry S. Truman: The 

Extraordinary Presidency of An 

Ordinary Man, 1945-1953, by Jeffery Frank and 

published in 2022, is the first book about 

Truman since David McCullough’s monumental 

Truman (1993). While McCullough thoroughly 

explores Harry Truman’s entire life, this book 

covers in more detail some of Truman’s decisions 

as president and their implications in today’s 

world. Frank portrays an ordinary accidental 

president achieving extraordinary, long-lasting 

results. 

     

Divided into two parts, the prologue runs 

about forty-five pages and summarizes Truman’s 

life including his ten years as a senator from 

Missouri. Frank highlights the resulting 

reputation built by Truman’s steady practice of a 

serious and thorough approach to his 

responsibilities. One example, from 1941, of his 

success is his appointment to chair a Senate 

Special Committee to investigate the National 

Defense Program. So notable was his work the 

committee became known as the Truman 

Committee.  

     

Frank devotes the remaining 380 pages to 

Truman’s life from April 11, 1945, when he 

became president of the United States due to the 

death of President Franklin Roosevelt. President 

Truman privately told some close friends that he 

believed the job was beyond his capabilities. 

Unlike Churchill and Stalin, he had not led his 

nation through WWII, yet in an instant he 

became the leader of the world’s most powerful 

nation. 

     

Despite his private uncertainty, Truman 

knew how Washington and the government 

worked, and he had access to many advisors 

whose knowledge and expertise he could draw 

upon. His presidency faced daunting challenges, 

least of which were the victories against 

Germany and Japan, the first use of an atomic 

weapon, the beginning of the Cold War, creation 

of the NATO alliance, the founding of the 

United Nations, the Marshall Plan, and the 

commitment of troops to fight in Korea. The 

New York Times declared that he was perceived 

as a person with “soundness of judgment and 

clear-headed progressiveness.” 

     

The book is well written and assures a 

Truman aficionado that he was “the right man 

for the job.” He was a president serious about 

his responsibilities and not intimidated by his 

peers, congressional power brokers, or other 

world leaders. If you want to update your 

understanding of Truman’s leadership and the 

role of America in the late 1940s and 1950s, this 

book is worthwhile. 
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The Lincoln Highway: A Novel. Amor Towles 
(F T742L) Historical Fiction. Set in the 1950s, 
the novel follows two brothers as they leave 
their Nebraska home after the death of their 
father to embark on a road trip to New York 
City. 
 
Win. Harlan Coben (F C655w) Windsor Horne 
Lockwood, a supporting character in Coben’s 
Myron Bolitar series, is the lead investigator in 
this novel. He delves into a “cold case” involving 
domestic terrorists, a stolen painting, and a 
kidnapped cousin. 
 
Four Wars, Five Presidents: A Reporter’s 
Journey from Jerusalem to Saigon to the White 
House. Terence Smith (B S662s) Smith’s memoir 
draws on experiences in a journalistic career 
with The New York Times, CBS and PBS.  
 
Lightning Strike: a Novel. William Kent Krueger 
(F K94L) Mystery Fiction. A prequel to Krueger’s 
Cork O’Conner mystery series, the story is set in 
the small town of Aurora, Minnesota in 1963. 
 
Hamnet: A Novel of the Plague. Maggie 
O’Farrell (F O31h) Historical Fiction. A 
fictional account of the marriage of the young 
Shakespeare to an eccentric young woman 
known for her gifts as an herbalist and healer. 
The death of their 11-year-old son Hamnet, 
victim of the bubonic plague, threatens to 
shatter the family.        
 

The Last Garden in England. Julia Kelly (F 
K31L) Historical Fiction; Romance Fiction. In 
the hundred years from 1914 to modern times, 
three women have designed and/or tended the 
garden at Highbury House and lived  
complicated lives there. 
 
Great Circle: A Novel. Maggie Shipstead (F 
S557g) Historical Fiction. A present day actress 
is cast to play a pioneering female aviator born 
in 1914. The two women, separated by decades, 
strive to achieve their ambitions. 
 
The Splendid and the Vile: a Saga of Churchill, 
Family, and Defiance During the Blitz. Erik 
Larsen (B C563L) Larsen provides a detailed 
look at Churchill’s first term as Prime Minister, 
his political life, and events in his family. He 
shows how Churchill coached his countrymen 
in “the art of being fearless.” 
 
Empire of Pain: the Secret History of the 
Sackler Dynasty. Patrick Radden Keefe (B 
S121k) Business, History. Keefe provides both 
family history and business history in a 
thorough and detailed investigation of the 
Sacklers’ role in the opioid epidemic. 
 
Four new Danielle Steel novels have been 
added, all in the field of Romance – Fiction: 
Complications: A Novel (F S813 c); Flying 
Angels: A Novel (F S 813 f); Nine Lives: A 
Novel (F S813n); The Butler: A Novel (F 813b). 
 

Strickler Library Notes 
Titles Recently Added  

Compiled by Martha Wilson 

 (In No Particular Order)




