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President i.mccln meets with Gen. McClellan at Antietam on October 4, 1862, shortly before relieving him of command. Page 10.
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POETRY IN MOTION

WALT HARRINGTON'S “THE SHAFE OF HER
Dreaming” [May 7], on Poet Laureate Rita
Dove, was at least three times a wonder:
beautifully written, terrific subject and a
wondrous look at the creative process at
work. As we follow Dove whittling one of
her lambent creations, we can only marvel
at this insight into the artist at work and
the resulting gift of beauty born. And we
feel we were there!
ROGER FENDRICH
Bethesda

WALT HARRINGTON'S COVER PIECE IS HIS

poetry. Rita Dove's poetry is her soul. Both
writers widened our world. Ad astra.

RICHARD H. GRAMANN

McLean

I'VE BEEN PRESENT AT MANY DELIVERIES,
and I always cry at the moment of birth.
Maybe that's why Walt Harrington's sensi-
tive treatment of Rita Dove's work brought
me to tears. | loved witnessing the birth of
her poem! In addition, we readers were
treated to a view of a poem'’s conception
and gestation seldom available outside the
fecund mind of the poet. Good stuff!

Then again, maybe [ wept to see the ag-
onies even a “real” poet goes through to
deliver a viable creature. | remember
thinking, “Yes, yes, that's how it is!” each
time the poet tried a new form, discarded it
and tried again. And T knew I was not
alone, that no poet labors alone, as long as
someone can write and print a story like
“The Shape of Her Dreaming.”

C.C. HIGGINS
Alexandria

STRAIGHT SHOOTER

“THE RIFLEMAN" [MAY 71 WAS A WON-
derful, informative and basically unbiased
article without the usual anti-NRA and anti-
firearm cant of The Washington Post.

I suspect Patrick Symmes's original in-

tention was to expose the Office of the Di-
rector of Civilian Marksmanship as a gov-
ernment boondoggle that, in addition to
wasting the taxpayers' money, contributes
to the crime problem or the murder rate or
something like that. In spite of the gratu-
itous sidebar sniping of Guy Gugliotta
[“Pork Barrel Potshots”], who calls the
DCM and its funding “stupid” without any
substantiation, the piece was a refreshing
journal of discovery for author Symmes,
who discovered that gun enthusiasts are
not wackos and that their sports are diffi-
cult and practice intensive.

As for his feelings, when he received his
DCM gun, that his training had evaporated
and his scores were not too good, there is
but one cure—practice, and lots of it.

KEITH G. GRAHAM
Fairfax

I WAS PLEASED TO SEE, FOR A CHANGE, A
reasonable article in The Post about an as-
pect of the shooting sports. But I don't see
why it had to be offset by Guy Gugliotta's
polemic. I would suggest to Mr. Gugliotta
that it is hard to understate the importance
of the rifle—and the rifleman—in all of the
wars since that weapon was developed, even
after “machine guns made it possible to kill
tens of thousands in a single day, almost
without aiming.” If the DCM programs have
contributed to that importance, or to
firearms safety, they're well worth it.
WILLIAM E. BONSTEEL
Chevy Chase

A MOTHER IS BORN

I WAS TOUCHED BY THE STORY OF PAT AND
Lenox Barzey Trams [“Mother and Child
Reunion,” May 14], and I don't think Pat
gives herself enough credit. How many
confessed free spirits—how many of us,
period—would have the patience and dedi-
cation to go through with an interracial, in-
tercultural adoption, no matter how “ro-
mantic” it seems? Becoming a parent is the
biggest commitment you can make.

Because Pat didn't experience the com-
plete dependence of a baby, she may have
judged Lenox more self-sufficient than he
was at various stages. But many of her
“mistakes” are the struggles that all par-
ents face. We're all in love, to some de-
gree, with a fantasy child, and we all have
to decide how much of ourselves we im-
pose on that child, and what he or she
needs. And just when we've figured it out,
it changes!

Welcome to parenthood, Pat. When you
doubt yourself, look at that handsome and
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Now Is The Perfect Time
Of The Year To Learn To
Play
Piano!

Music & Arts Centers would like to let parents know that it's a great time for your child to benefit
from private music lessons. Music & Arts Centers, features fun filled, professional lessons by the
area’s most talented teachers. Children love learning to play the piano, flute or other instrument,
and our friendly statf can help you and your child discover how easy and inexpensive it can be.
Stop in today and try one of our lamous Korg pianos that never need tuning and take headphones
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accomplished young man, and know
what a difference you've made in his life.
PAULA NOVASH LEAHY

Severna Park

PAT TRAMS'S ARTICLE WAS AWONDERFUL
Mother's Day piece. In a time when nu-
merous adjectives that modify the word
“mother” are often contemptuous (wel-
fare, single, working, lesbian), I congratu-
late you on choosing a piece that under-
scores the universal nature of mother-
hood, despite the myriad different presen-
tations and contexts in which it occurs.

It reminds us again that not only does
the mother “give birth to the child,” the
child “gives birth to the mother.” Rarely
do these two events happen at precisely
the same moment. The birth of a child
takes hours. The birth of a mother can
take a lifetime,

MARTHA M. MANNING
Arlington

IT CAN'T HAPPEN HERE . . .
MARC FISHER'S ARTICLE **HOW UGLY ARE
We Really?”” [May 14] addressed the
German reaction to the Holocaust
Memorial Museum, According to a
speechwriter for Helmut Kohl, “We can-
not understand why America wants its
young people to go to thal museum and
come out saying, ‘My God, how can we
be allies with that den of devils?' "

As an American Jew I must say [ do not
see the Germans as devils. I see them—
back in the '30s—as a population frus-
trated by economic setbacks, saddled
with a weak, indecisive government, re-
sponding to the charm of a forceful
leader who spoke with revolutionary fer-
vor of his plan for restoring the glory of
the fatherland. That his plan (his con-
tract with Germany) consisted of simplis-
tic solutions to complex problems was of
no matter; his vision was broad and so
was his appeal. Young politicians, thank-
ful to him for their rise to prominence,
rose to shout his name in unison every
time he spoke.

Forceful leader, revolutionary fervor,
simplistic solutions to complex prob-
lems, grateful young politicians—why
does this all sound so familiar?

LEONARD GREENBERG
Sterling

Blease address letters to: 20071, The Washington Post
Magazine, 1150 15th St, NW, Washington, D.C
20071, Lettérs must include name, address and day-
time telephone wuwmber and are subject to editing.
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ILLUSTRATION BY JAMES YANG

Loan Ranger

HE PRESIDENT OF Chase Manhattan Bank, James
C. Drozanowski, has written me a letter. It's a nice
letter, on handsome stationery. Mr. Drozanowski
suggests that [ take a look at the interest rates on
my monthly credit card statements. Then, in really
gigantic purple letters, Mr. Drozanowski offers me
a Visa with a “7.9 percent variable APR. Yes, you
read it correctly. 7.9 percent APR."
I never think of bank presidents as the gigantic-
purple-letter type, but there it is.
Usually, I like to answer my mail. But what
should I say to Mr. Drozanowski? Should 1 tell him
about Mr. Gooden? I've also received a nice letter from
Bruce Gooden, senior vice president of FCC National Bank.
Mr. Gooden says | have “an excellent credit history.” He of-
fers me a Visa Gold card with no annual fee and a fixed APR
of only 6.9 percent. Then he says, “REMOVE GOLD STICKER
FROM TOP OF LETTER AND PLACE HERE.”

| never think of bank senior vice presidents
as the gold-sticker type, but there it is,

Nigel W. Morris, president of Capital One,
has also sent me a letter. Actually, Mr. Morris
has sent me a lot of letters. He's probably my
favorite bank president. This time Mr. Morris
is telling me that I am one of his best cus-
tomers and, because of that, he wants me to
save money today! Well, Mr. Morris tends to
use a lot of italics and exclamation points!

By Jeanne Marie Laskas

Anyway, I would never write a check for the price of the
new computer and go on my merry debtfree way. In this
day of plastic financing, that would be just plain silly.

For instance, if | charged my new computer to a Volks-
wagen Visa, | could get a 5 percent rebate toward the pur-
chase of a new Volkswagen. If [ said yes to a Shell Master-
card, I could earn 2 percent toward gasoline purchases, If |
signed up for a Rolling Stones Visa, I could get discounts
on Stones merchandise.

And if I charged my new computer to my current,
beloved USAir Visa card, 1 could get 4,000 frequent-flier
miles. Which is what I figure on doing. But the interest rate
on that card is 18.9 percent, so naturally I'll need to transfer
the halance over to Mr. Morris's 5.9 percent card until Octo-
ber, when I can transfer it over to Mr, Gooden’s or Mr.
Drozanowski’s card. Unless a better offer comes in—for,
say, a four-feature phone and a three-month membership in
Shoppers Advantage for only S1, like I just got
from Tom Spitale, manager of GE Card Services.

It's hard to decide. I still have about two more
inches worth of letters to open. I'm organizing
them very carefully. I have a chart. Name of bank.
Teaser rate. Teaser rate expiration date. Annual
fee. Bonus offers. I thus compare each offer. It oc-
curs to me that I need my new multimedia com-
puter to calculate the best financing deal to make
on the purchase of my new multimedia computer.,

Come to think of it, a lof of bank presidents do! 1 am spending an otherwise delicious summer

You get used to it! Anyway, this time, Mr. Mor-
ris suggests that [ transfer my balances to my
Capital One account, all at my “low fixed APR of 5.9 percent!”

Yes, you read it correctly. 5.9 percent. This is why Mr.
Morris is my favorite bank president. The problem is, Mr.,
Morris is planning to turn my beautiful 5.9 percent to a
hideous 154 percent in October, so soon Il be having to
say goodbye to him. I feel kind of rude about that. He's
been good to me.

But there are other bank presidents. Four inches worth

ol bank presidents, to be exact. That's how thick my pile of

credit card offers is now. That's because I throw most of
them away. The ones [ deem worth reading—any offer with
a teaser rate lower than 9 percent—I put in a wicker basket
on my dining-room radiator where my cat Steve sometimes
sleeps. When the pile exceeds six inches, Steve can't fit in
the basket. So [ throw the ones from the bottom away.

When I have a major purchase to make, I shoo Steve
and start opening the letters.

Recently, it became apparent that [ needed to spend
84,000 on an amazing new multimedia computer, Why 1
need a new computer [ won't go into now, except to say it
has to do with a spilled Pepsi and a fried motherboard.

evening swimming with the plastic loan sharks.

I'm not sure this is what philosopher Edward Bellamy
was imagining in 1888, when he foresaw a world where
money would be replaced by a card. That card would have
been based on the credit workers built up by their labor.
These cards are based on money that has yet to be earned.

Something has happened to the relationship between
money and labor. Remember? There was something satis-
fying about stacking quarters into towers that stood as tan-
gible symbols of the work you did, the lawns you mowed
and the cars you washed. Those metal objects meant you
contributed to the world.

What do these plastic objects we now collect mean?
Something about freedom, we're told. Freedom from cash.
Now I'm free to consume before | contribute.

And so. And so [ am spending an otherwise delicious
summer evening swimming with the plastic loan sharks. I
hear the neighbor kids playving street hockey. [ have a swift
impulse, barely even a thought, to join them, to be 12 again,
or younger, 6.9 percent younger than my youngest year,
and live in a time when the neighborhood grocer would put
the salami on vour tab with a simple nod. m
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By Patrick Symmes

Movement for Piano

They're haltway up, too far to stop, and so they  haunches and puts his right shoulder to the
I{ h A : 1’] 1 3 l( “h base of the piano. William stands above,
eep heaving even as the splintering of cheap ready to pull it by one of the straps. Jim

e Q. i . o . scurries about, adjusting the plywood and
plywood shatters the Saturday morning calm: &4 “rte SREEE

Three men and a baby grand crest the make-  Ready, William? Brian asks.

“Yeah.”
shift ramp and come to rest on a landing, Ready, Jim?
edll.
Two steps done. Twelve to go. A long silence ensues, during which Brian works his fin-
Above them, up on another landing just outside the front  gers left and right, micro-adjusting his grip.
door of this town house in McLean, stands Marianne Carter, “One,” he says.
who could be a ringer for Michelle Pfeiffer. She likes to sing “Two.
at parties. Behind them, out on the street, is the truck. “Three.
“PIANO PORTERS,” it says on the side. “We baby your grand.” “HUHNNN!!" Brian says, loud as a cyclone ripping a
The three men have just pushed Marianne’s new Weber  house off its foundations.
piano from the back of the truck to the hydraulic gate, low- The piano slides up one step.
ered it to the ground, and slid it from the gate onto a dolly. “One. Two. Three. HUHNNN!"

Then they rolled it up the side-
walk and over the plywood they
laid upon those two small steps.

Marianne's piano now rests
before the main stairs. It is swad-
dled and trussed with quilting
and straps, standing legless on
its long narrow side like a giant
slice of toast with a bite taken
out. It's worth $8,000. It weighs
700 pounds.

Given the length of the piano
and the pitch of the stairs, they
can no longer roll it. Now it's
goodbye, dolly.

“Let’s go,” says Brian Porter.
He is the boss, he being the
owner of the business, but he
and the other two guys, Jim
Beams and William Barry, have
known each other since elemen-
tary school. Brian and Jim, both
36, are of average size, but they
have square shoulders, cannon-
ball biceps, legs that look like an
anatomical drawing made flesh.
William, the baby at 31, is barrel-
chested and huge. He is also un-
crushable, and they've proved it.

They lay more plywood on
the stairs and rock the dolly
easily from beneath the piano,
leaving it aimed upward on the
steps. Brian gets down on his
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The piano is up two steps.

Brian keeps calling out the ca-
dence: “One. Two. Three. HUHNNN!
One. Two. Three. HUHNNN! One.
Two. Three, HUHNNN!"

The piano is most of the way
up, and here it rests for a mo-
ment. But the men do not rest.
While William and Jim wriggle
around the crowded stairs to read-
just the plywood, Brian holds the
700 pounds in place, His face as-
sumes the look of an overripe
pomegranate ready to burst.

“You got traction, habhe?”
William asks his boss.

Brian nods, and then they are
back to it. “All set?” he asks.

“Yup,” says William.

“Yup,” says Jim.

“On three,” Brian says, and he
counts cadence again and emits
another HUHNNN!

“Okay,” says Jim. “We're over
the top.” And then there is a raw
scraping and the piano begins to
slide back down and there is that
familiar sound of plywood splinter-
ing and Jim says very quickly
“Okaymaybenot” and he and
William throw their weight into it
and stop the piano just as Brian is
beginning to see black-and-white
newsreels of his life,

They try again. Brian's voice
rings out through the hushed subdivi-
sion: “One. Two. Three. HUHNNN!"

The Weber's nose moves firmly over
the top, and one more heave puts its mid-
dle safely over, too. William leans on the
front, gently levering the last 200 pounds
of piano into the air, and then Jim gives it
a push and the whole thing slides onto
the landing.

Brian is not moving. He is bent over

on the steps, hands on knees, ripping
great gasps of oxygen out of the air. He
remains this way for one minute and 10
seconds. Slowly his face reemerges from
the monstrous red mask and he stands
up and looks around, as though he had
forgotten where he was.

To get the piano in the door, they have
to rotate it left 90 degrees on a brick land-
ing crowded with plants and people, then
go up a single step and through the door.

All Jim has to say is “Angle, slide, an-
gle, slide,” and Brian and William nod
and take up positions. William is on the
outside, leaning against the railing. He al-
lows as how this reminds him of the time
a piano went out of control and broke

William allows as how

this reminds him of the time
a plano went out of control

and broke through a railing

and took him with it

through a railing and took him with it,
driving him into the ground as il he were
Wile E. Coyote. He was unconscious for
a couple of minutes.

“No big deal,” he says,

Jim and William grab the heavy gray
straps and rock the piano counterclock-
wise a few inches at a time while Brian
pushes and pulls from the rear, using
every inch of the landing to squeeze the
rear end around. Once the piano is aimed
straight at the door, they give a quick huff
and the nose is inside the house. This is
easy. They are relaxed and chatting.

They give another huff, pushing the
piano farther inside along the left side of
the doorjamb, and when they let go the
whole world freezes, the clocks in the
house stop ticking, and every pair of eyes
watches the piano: It is tipping to the
right, it leans just to the edge of going
over, and yet no one can move [ast
enough to catch it. This time, gravity co-
operates: The Weber tilts back toward its
center and keeps on going until it thuds
against the left side of the doorjamb. A
random chord rings out into the street.




A few minutes later the piano is in
the living room, still on its side. The
three men slide it around the glassy
black floor, smooth as a skating rink.
They turn it this way and that, spin it
around like a 700-pound top, and begin
the undressing: First the straps come
off, then the padding, then a double
layer of plastic.

There is the piano: lustrous black,
dustless, as reflective as a mirror. With
screwdrivers they attach two of the
three legs and then gently roll the in-
strument right-side up. They put the |
third leg under it, and there it is. Brian |
crawls around banging on the under-
carriage with a rubber mallet, check-
ing the fit of the parts.

It has taken 15 minutes to move the
Weber 60 feet and up the stairs. Mov-
ing it the last inch takes longer.

“A little more this way,” Marianne
says, and they push it a little more
that way. “This part should come this
way,” she says, and it does. "You
should move this way a little bit . . .
This comes out . . . just a little bit. A
little bit more . . . Okay, now this
should maybe come back that way a
little bit..."

Finally, she is happy. William un-
wraps the bench, wipes the already
clean surfaces and, using an antique-
style key, unlocks the keyboard cover
and exposes the shiny ebony-and-ivory
array. With a slight bow, he hands
over the key to the keys.

“How does it sound?” Marianne
asks, and Brian slips onto the bench,
still sweating, and picks out a delicate
arpeggio. She answers her own ques-
tion: “Good.”

Qutside again, William and Jim pack
plywood and padding back into the
truck. Brian takes a tattered scrap of
paper from his pocket and reads.

They've already done the Weber
and another baby grand in Falls
Church. There are two uprights and
another baby grand still in the truck to
be delivered. There is an upright in Ar-
lington going to Falls Church. A cou-
ple of uprights and a grand are await-
ing pickup on Connecticut Avenue for
delivery in Silver Spring.

“That’s . . ."” Brian runs his finger
down the list. “Well, we've got to do
about eight more today.” m

Fatrick Symmes last wrote for Real Time
about the overnight shift at a photocopy-
ing shop.
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IT WAS THE BLOODIEST DAY IN AMERICAN HISTORY. BUT

FEW OF US ENOW MUCH ABOUT THE BATTLE OF ANTIETAM,

OR HOW THIS SAD AND TERRIBLE STRUGGLE SHAPED THE

NATION'S FUTURE B Y PETEHR CARLG SON

HERE'S NOT MUCH THERE.

It's just a field, really. But people come every day, sometimes from far away, to stand and look.

They park their cars on a road that rises and dips with the rolling hills. They step out and glance
around. They bow their heads to read the sign and then straighten up to stare out at the field.
There's a split-rail fence and, in the distance, some farm buildings—a white silo, a fading barn. In
between there's hay—30 acres of tall green stalks of grass topped with tiny seeds. When the breeze
picks up, the stalks begin to quiver, then shake, then sway back and forth like sea grasses caught in
gentle waves.

It's beautiful to watch, hypnotic and mesmerizing, but that's not why the people stand there for so

long. They're staring at the grass but they're seeing something else, something that hasn’t been




RANGER JERRY HOLEWORTH,

there for 133 years. They seldom speak. When they do, it's
usually in a hush, nothing loud enough to drown out the
drone of the crickets.

This field of hay is called “the Cornfield” because that’s

at dawn on September 17, 1862. By noon,
‘orn was gone, cut to the ground by bullets and
d with thousands of

what 1t was
though, the
cannon shells, and the field was cover:
dead or broken men. It was the bloodiest part of the bloodi-
est day in this country’s history—the Battle of Antietam.
Nearly 23,000 Americans were killed, wounded or missing
in action outside Sharpsburg, Md., that day—nearly four
times the American casualties on D-Day. When the sun set
and the battle ended, the two opposing armies were still in
about the same positions they'd been the previous night.
Yet something was won that day, something so profound
that George F. Will once called the Battle of Antietam “the
second most important day in American history.” July 4,
1776, gave us the Declaration of Independence. September
17, 1862, gave us the Emancipation Proclamation.
Tndw few Americans know much about Antietam, and
er visit the battlefield. More than a million and a half
Luunat\ cram into Gettysburg every year and nearly a million
visit Manassas, but fewer than 240,000 venture to Antietam.
Those who do find that Sharpsburg hasn’t changed much
since the battle. It has a few inns, a gallery of Civil War art
and a tiny museum, but not a single motel or souvenir stand
st-food joint. Except for a small stone visi
cemetery and some monuments, the battlefie
about the same as it did before the shooting started. Most of
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the fields where soldiers fought and died are still farms
where families coax crops from the ground.

Antietam is only 70 miles from Washington, but it's off
the tourist track, away from the interstates, tucked into the
beautiful hills of western Maryland. It's not a place you
btumb]e upon by accident. People tend to come to Antietam

of something—a fallen ancestor, a glimpse of his-
tory, a phw to contemplate their country. They find a field,
a sunken dirt road, an old stone bridge, a tiny white
church—all of them haunted by an air of tragedy so palpa-
ble that it compels almost everyone to whisper, as if they
were visiting a cathedral.

They stand silently, gazing out at the swaying grass of
the Cornfield. Ask them what they're thinking and nearly all
of them repeat some variation of the same three questions:

How could they have done it?

Could we do it today?

Could I?

“THE UNION FORCES IN VIRGINIA have suffered three cata-
strophic defeats in 18 s Jerry Holsworth. “They have
been humiliated by General Stonewall Jackson in the Shen-
andoah \'d]lev mauled by Lee in the Seven Days Battle,
and gam at Manassas. They huddle amund Washington,
in a state of very low morale .
sworth is a park ranger at the AI itietam National Bat-
: e's standing behind the visitors center on a swel-
tering afternoon, delivering the standard half-hour orienta-
tion speech in his own flamboyant style. Spread out in a




semicircle around him are two dozen tourists in shorts and
sneakers and T-shirts. Holsworth has asked where they're
from, and they've replied Colorado, Missouri, Pennsylvania,
Michigan, Ohio. Holsworth is from Texas. At 44, he’s work-
ing his second summer on the Antietam battlefield.

And now he'’s standing in his Park Service uniform—
gray shirt, green pants, Smokey Bear hat—telling the story
of the battle, enlivening it with dramatic flourishes and plen-
ty of body English. He tells how Robert E. Lee’s Confeder-
ates have driven the Union army out of Virginia and back to
Washington, how Abraham Lincoln is desperate for a victo-
ry so he can issue the Emancipation Proclamation, how Lee
has seized the initiative by crossing the Potomac and invad-
ing Maryland, hoping that a victory on Northern soil will
bring aid from England and France.

“Lee’s army is suffering, folks,” Holsworth says in his
Texas drawl. “Half the men are barefoot. They're in rags.
They've been fightin’ continuously for three or four months
without a break. Many of them are livin’ on green corn and
creek water.”

Still, the Rebels easily seized the city of Frederick, and
Lee decided to take a dangerous gamble. Knowing that
Union Gen. George McClellan was a slow, cautious man,
Lee figured that he could divide his already-outnumbered
army, send part of it to capture the Union garrison at Harp-
ers Ferry, and then reunite it—all before McClellan at-
tacked. Lee issued Special Order 191, which detailed his
plan. But one of his officers wrapped a copy of the order
around three cigars and accidentally dropped it in a field
near Frederick, where a Union soldier found it. It was
passed up the ranks to McClellan, who instantly realized
that he could destroy Lee’s divided army piece by piece. He
pondered this for 18 hours, then sent his army after Lee.

Holsworth sweeps his hand out in a long horizontal arc,
pointing out the ridge that his audience is standing on. “Lee
will bring what’s left of his army here to Sharpsburg Ridge
with the idea of giving up the campaign and skedaddling
back to Virginia,” he says. He pauses dramatically. “But that
night Lee would see the letter that would change his mind.
‘Dear General Lee: Harpers Ferry will surrender in the
morning. Signed T.]J. Jackson, Major General, Confederate
States Army.” "

The next day, as promised, Jackson captured Harpers
Ferry. He left Gen. A.P. Hill and a few thousand men to
handle the surrender, then marched his troops back here,
to the high ground between the Potomac River and Antie-
tam Creek. Reinforced, Lee decided to stand and fight. The
Rebels, about 40,000 strong, dug in along Sharpsburg
Ridge. The Federals, 80,000 of them, prepared to attack.
Everyone on both sides realized that tomorrow would bring
a cataclysmic battle. The sun set amid the sound of sniper
fire. Rain began to fall.

“THE DAY BEFORE THE BATTLE, the soldiers came around
and said, ‘You all better get out, there’s gonna be a hell of a
battle here,’ " says Earl Roulette. “That was on my great-
granddaddy Roulette’s farm. He stayed during the battle. A
lot of peaple took their families and went out along the river
to a big cave.”

Roulette had three great-granddaddies with farms on the
battlefield—a Roulette, a Snavely and a Rohrbach. He lives
on a fourth farm, on the other side of town, near the spot
where Lee made his headquarters. He farmed it for more
than half a century before he retired—“wheat and corn and
barley and hay and cattle, pretty much the same as they did
then.” In 1976, he sold a big chunk of it to a company that

built a development where the streets are
named after Confederate generals—Lee,
Longstreet, Jackson, Hill,

“Everybody thinks the Civil War was for-
ever ago,” he says. “I'm only 75 and a half,
and my grandfather was 12 during the bat-
tle. He hid down at Snavely’s Ford. 1 re-
member my grandpappy talking about it.
What I'm saying is: It’s just one generation.”

‘Everybody
thinks the

Civil War was

forever ago,

He’s an old man with a bald head fringed
by a few wisps of white hair, but he’s still
spry enough to hop up from his dining room
table to fetch a few mementos. He comes
back with an old document encased in plas-
tic. It's a handwritten list of everything his

Roulette says.

T remember my

grandpappy

great-grandfather William Roulette lost
during the battle—8 hogs, 12 sheep, 3
calves, 3 barrels of flour, 155 bushels of po-
tatoes, 220 bushels of apples . . . It goes on
for page after page.

“See, this was September,” he says. “These farmers
were all ready for winter. In those days, you didn’t run over
to A&P or Food Lion to get your stuff. If you didn’t have it
in the fall, you did without till spring.”

William Roulette filed his list with the federal govern-
ment, hoping to be compensated for his losses, but his
great-grandson doubts that he ever got a nickel. “He had to
prove it was taken by the Northern army,” he says, “and
how the hell could you prove it when both armies were
fighting there?”

He points to another item on the list—"burial ground for
700 soldiers.” He smiles wryly. “Can you imagine 700 sol-
diers buried in your back yard?”

He puts down the list, rummages through a metal tray
piled with battle relics he’s found on his farm over the
years—bullets, belt buckles, cannonballs. He picks out a
dime. It looks almost new, but the date reads 1861. “It lay

“THE CORNFIELD'

talking about it:
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out there for over a hundred years,” he says. “I just found it
a couple of years ago.”

He digs out a pair of bullets with tooth marks in them.
“You've heard the expression ‘biting the bullet’?” he asks.
“Well, here’'s a couple that was bit on.” He figures they
were bitten by soldiers fighting the pain of getting a wound-
ed arm or leg amputated—a common operation after the
battle. “You don’t go around biting bullets unless you got a
pretty good reason.”

He sorts through the pile and picks out a thin gold ring.
He didn't find it on his farm; it was passed down from his
grandpa Snavely.

“A soldier died in their house,” he says. “I believe it was
an officer and not just a plain soldier. Whichever side it was,

soldiers from the other side were coming and they
had to get rid of him, "cause if you had an enemy
soldier in your house, you were the enemy. Feel-
ings ran a little high along about then. So anyhow,
they took him and they dumped him in the creek.
And before they threw him in, my grandpa Snave-
ly took this ring off his finger.”

He holds the ring gently between his thumb
and forefinger. Its circle is broken. There's a
piece missing, a section cut or worn away. He
raises it up to where it can catch the sunlight that
streams through the window, but it's too old and
tarnished to glimmer.

“This meant something to somebody,” he s

“NOW IT’S DAWN, September 17, 1862,” Jerry

WHEN LEE
DECIDED TO
MAKE HIS
STAND AT
SHARPSBURG,
MD., THE
RESULT WAS
CARNAGE-
NEARLY 23,000
MEN KILLED,
WOUNDED OR
MISSING IN

A SINGLE DAY

Holsworth tells the tourists, speaking in the por-
tentous voice of a newsreel narrator, “and out of
the north woods emerges the First Corps of the
Army of the Potomac under Joseph Hooker.” He's
pointing north, past the Cornfield to a clump of
trees on the horizon. “They move forward into

s li nash into it! And the Cornfield

ckson’s line is cru '

Hoo Union troops, about 10,000 strong,
were headed for a little whitewashed church built
by the German Baptist Brethren, a pacifist sect
nicknamed the Dunkards. The church marked the
northern flank of Lee’s army, and Hooker’s or-
ders were to turn that flank and cut off Lee’s es-
cape route to the Potomac. As the dawn burned
away the early-morning fog, Hooker’s artillery
pounded the Confederates in the head-high corn,
sending cornstalks and mangled bodi yward.

Then his infantry charged, driving the Rebels into
the woods near the Dunkard Church.

Thinking they'd won the battle, the Yankees began to
cheer, but their celebration proved premature. John B.
Hood’s Texans, irked at missing what would have been
their first hot meal in three days, counterattacked, shooting
hundreds of Union soldiers and chasing the rest out of the
Cornfield. Seemingly victorious, the Texans moved for-
ward, right into the mouths of hidden Union artillery, which
ripped into them at close range. Fresh Yankee troops, led
by Gen. Joseph Mansfield, charged and drove the Rebels
from the Cornfield again.

In the furious fighting, Mansfield was killed and Hooker
was wounded, but the Federals held the advantage. The
Confederate line was thin and another attack could break it,
perhaps destroying army. Gen. John Sedgwick made
that attack, leading 6,000 fresh Union troops toward the
Confederate positions in the woods near the Dunkard

MAP BY MIKE REAGAN; PHOTOGRAPHS COURTESY BOB ZELLER COLLECTION




With one

Church. Desperate, Lee rounded up a division of Rebels
who'd just arrived from Harpers Ferry and rushed them in-
to the woods. They got there just in time to catch the ad-
vancing Yankees in an ambush. Within 20 minutes, more
than a third of Sedgwick’s men lay dead or wounded, and
the rest were running for their lives.

Exhausted, both sides pulled back. By mid-morning, the
battle for Lee’s northern flank had ended in
bloody stalemate. The Cornfield, captured
and recaptured four times, was strewn with

more than 10,000 dead or wounded men.

quiek pllSh, “Pale and bloody faces are everywhere up-

: turned,” wrote George Smalley, who cov-

MeClellan could ered the battle for the New York Tribune.
“They are sad and terrible, but there is noth-

have cut Lee’s ing which makes one’s heart beat so quickly

as the imploring look of sorely wounded men

army in two,

gave the order.

it. But he never

who beckon wearily for help . . .”
Answering their calls was a 40-year-old
former Patent Office clerk named Clara
Barton, who had volunteered to nurse the
wounded. When a soldier lying in the Corn-
field called to her for a drink, she bent
down, lifted his head with her right hand
and held a cup of water to his lips. As she
did, a bullet passed through her sleeve and
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into the man’s chest, killing him instantly.

SHANNON MOORE IS STANDING under a shade tree near the
Dunkard Church, wearing red sneakers, red shorts, a Min-
nie Mouse T-shirt and a cardboard sign that identifies her:
“Clara Barton.”

She watches as the other 35 fifth-graders from Pleasant
Valley Elementary School in Knoxville, Md., prepare for
battle. Their teachers divide them into Union and Confeder-
ate armies, and each kid gets a card that reveals his or her
fate. Number ones are head wounds, twos are stomach
wounds, threes are leg wounds. It's an exercise designed to
demonstrate what medicine was like on the Antietam bat-
tlefield. The two little armies spread out on the field next to
the Dunkard Church, just behind a metal memorial to Ker-
shaw’s Brigade of the South Carolina Infantry, which
fought there. “Nearly one half of the officers and men
of the brigade,” it reads, “were killed and wounded in
less than 15 minutes.”

Kris McGee, one of the fifth-grade teachers, gives
some last-minute instructions: “The theatrics—we
need "em, but don’t overdo it.”

“This is not a game,” says Mike Weinstein, the
park ranger who designed this program. “It’s partial-
ly a game, but it’s serious.”

McGee gives the word, and the two armies march
slowly toward each other.

“Twos!” McGee yells.

The twos in both armies fall to the ground, victims
of fictitious gunfire.

“Ones!”

The ones drop in their tracks, some of them writh-
ing and moaning theatrically.

“Threes!”

They fall, too.

“Okay, that’s the end of the battle,” McGee says.
“Freeze where you are.”

Clara Barton and her assistants begin separating
out the wounded. They’ve been instructed in the piti-
less art of Civil War triage: Wounded torsos are ban-

daged, wounded limbs are amputated, wounded heads are
given up for dead.

Barton kneels beside a boy wearing a Chicago Bulls
T-shirt. She pulls out a bloodstained bandage and wraps it
around his midsection, right over the Bulls logo.

Nearby, a wounded girl lies moaning. “Clara Barton, help
me,” she says. “Clara, help me.”

“Okay, nice job,” says McGee. “Give yourselves a hand.”

They applaud themselves, then file into the Dunkard
Church and sit in its austere wooden pews.

“What I would like to hear from you is your reactions—
what you thought and felt,” says Weinstein.

“It was kind of weird,” says one girl.

“Weird?” says Weinstein. “Why?”

“In the real battle, they didn't call out numbers,” she
says.

“Would you rather that we shot you?” Weinstein asks. He
turns to another girl. “You were one of the last ones taken
to the hospital. How did you feel about that?”

“Like I was going to die,” she says.

“Who were the number ones?” Weinstein asks. “How
were you treated?”

“Left alone,” says a boy.

“What was your wound?”

“Head wound.”

“We know that there was nothing you could do for a head
wound in the Civil War,” Weinstein says. “The surgeon had
to decide who he could help.”

He passes around a photograph of Clara Barton. “She
brought supplies to the surgeons on the battlefield,” he
says. “These were not army supplies. They were her per-
sonal supplies. You know what the surgeons were using to
dress wounds before Clara Barton got here? Grass. Leaves.
Corn husks. How would you feel getting your wounds
dressed with corn husks?”

The kids grimace and groan.

“It was very common for legs to be amputated in the Civ-
il War,” he continues. “They would take a sharp knife and
cut through the skin, then they would take a saw and cut
the bone.” He distributes photographs of a field hospital
set up in a barn. “The surgeons liked barns because they




believed that air was good for you. They
didn’t know about germs.”

Now, he prepares to pass around two
pictures of bloated, stiffened corpses on
the Antietam battlefield. They are famous
photographs taken by Alexander Gardner
two days after the battle and exhibited a
few weeks later in Mathew Brady’s Man-
hattan gallery, inspiring a horrified re-
viewer to write: “Mr. Brady has done
something to bring home to us the terrible
reality and earnestness of war. If he has
not brought home bodies and laid them in
our door-yards and along the streets, he
has done something very likeit . . .”

“These are pretty strong photographs,
Weinstein warns. “The purpose is to show
you that this wasn’t a game.”

Their curiosity whetted, the kids crane
their necks to catch a glimpse. But when
they see the grisly images, they don't recoil
or gasp. In fact, they hardly react at all.

In the 133 years since these photo-
graphs, shocked New York, even 11-year-
old kids have seen far worse countless
times, live and in color, right in their liv-
ing rooms.

”

“IF YOU TURN AROUND, folks, you'll see a
road like most of you have in your own
home town,"” says Jerry Holsworth.

He points south, to a sunken dirt road
set behind a snake-rail fence about 500
yards from the Dunkard Church. “See,
back in the Civil War, folks didn’t like
to get caught in traffic any more than we
do today. So what do you do? Why, you
build a bypass, that's what you do. This is
the Sharpsburg, Maryland, Civil War by-
pass. Over the years, it had worn down
from heavy use, and folks called it the
Sunken Road.”

The Confederates were crouched in
that Sunken Road. It made a good natural
trench—even better after the Rebels tore
down William Roulette’s fences and piled
the rails in front of them. Dug in, they
waited for the Federals to attack.

Just as the battle in the Cornfield died
out, the attack came. Gen. William French’s division was
supposed to follow Sedgwick’s troops to the Dunkard
Church, but French’s men got lost in the smoke and confu-
sion and marched, shoulder to shoulder, right toward the
Sunken Road. The Confederates waited silently, watching
the Yankees march over the crest of a hill that ran parallel
to the road about a hundred yards away—first the Ameri-
can flags appeared, then their heads and shoulders. Finally,
when the Rebels could see the bluecoats’ belts, they rose
and fired, blasting away 150 men in French'’s front line.

The Federals retreated, regrouped, then returned.
Again the Rebels blew them away. Again they fell back.
Again they attacked. Again they were driven back, suffer-
ing terrible casualties. Finally, after three hours of fighting
and the arrival of reinforcements, the Yankees seized a lit-
tle hill above the Rebels’ right. From there, they could fire
down into the Sunken Road, killing Confederates by the

THE BURNSIDE B

score, It was, one Union soldier said, like “shooting sheep in
a pen.

The Rebels fled, leaving behind so many dead comrades
that, as one Union soldier put it, a man could have walked
the road from end to end without ever touching ground.
The Sunken Road had earned a new nickname: Bloody
Lane.

Now, the Confederate line was broken in its center. With
one quick push, McClellan could have cut Lee's army in
two, then destroyed it. He had fresh troops ready to go. But
he never gave the order to attack.

“It would not be prudent,” he explained.

A BATTERED OLD school bus now painted the color of dried
blood bounces into the parking lot and rumbles to a stop at
Bloody Lane.

Inside are 20 members of the continued on page 24
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[llustration by
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EXBOYERIEND'N

£ﬂt€ly I've been feeling optimistic.
Which is totally uncharacteristic of me,

because my typical modus operandi, that
which has seen me through my more dif-
ficult moments, like childbirth and ‘

Thanksgiving dinner with my entire ex-

tended family, has been one of unrelent-

ing surly gloom. '

Let me elaborate on my current ‘

‘ happy mood. Despite efforts to the con- |
trary, I still have managed not to inflict

complete psychic damage on my older

som, now 5%, nor have | done some- ‘

‘ thing incredibly stupid to either one of

And we're gonna have a dinner party. Whose idea WAS this, anyway?
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my 1Y%-year-old twins, like drop them on their heads in
the bathtub.

e ['ve restocked the toilet paper supply.

» ['ve been pleasant to my mother three times in a row,

o I've washed my hair.

So it was in this clean, refreshed, relaxed, self-
actualized frame of mind that [ happened to run into an old
boyfriend, and then, a week later, invite him over for din-
ner. No big deal, right?

Only for me it was a hig deal. A big enough deal. Be-
cause, first off, this was a boyfriend my husband didn’t
even know [ had had, which opened up a whole long inqui-
ry that I'm not going to go into right now. Second off, this
boyfriend, whom I had dated for a few minutes when I was
a hip single gal living in New York and he was a first-year
law student, knew things about me—or more specifically,
had witnessed certain embarrassing moments that I'm not
going to go into right now—that no one else knew about,
And it turned out that—after all these years during which
I assumed he was still living in New York because that’s
what the ex-friend of mine who had originally introduced
me to my boyfriend had told me—he (my boyfriend) was
in fact NOT living in New York, but rather living just a cou-
ple of miles down the road from me in Washington, in a ri-
val all-Volvo neighborhood. And, and this is where it gets
really gross, in this small-world, can’t-turn-over-without-
bumping-into-a-lawyer-who-some-other-lawyer-you-know-
used-to-sleep-with-town, my boyfriend, it turned out, had
been working, for five, count them, five years, with my fa-
ther. Who, like my boyfriend and my husband and both my
sisters and most of my neighbors, is a lawyer.

Which meant that my boyfriend knew all about me, ex-
cept that he didn't, really, because my father, for whom
he’d been working, never talks. Even so, it was creepy to
think that if he had in fact known all about me, and was
still in fact friends with my ex-friend who had originally in-
troduced me to my boyfriend, then this would mean my
ex-friend knew all about me, too. And this is the kind of
ex-friend who definitely shouldn’t be on the receiving end
any such gossipy tidbits about you as: “Did you hear about
Jennifer? Not that there’s any news, because, after all, she
‘retired’ from her so-called ‘career’ doing whatever it was
she was doing, and is now staying home with the kids,
whining.” No, you do »of want your ex-friend to know this
about you. Especially if your ex-friend happens to be CEO
of a multimillion-dollar company in Connecticut, and is in
the midst of decorating a beach house.

Yes. Well, Whew. I'm glad [ got that off my chest. Be-
cause now I'm ready to describe the meal I made. Be-
cause after consulting my two former college roommates,
my across-the-street neighbor -Amy, my 5-year-old son’s
best friend, Nicholas, my next-door neighbor’s nanny, and
our babysitter (code name “Ta Ta”), I decided to call my
boyfriend and invite him to dinner after all. Because it
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turned out that my boyfriend was himself married and the
father of a 2-year-old son, and his wife, another lawyer,
surprise, surprise, had a second bun in her oven, so chanc-
es were that he wasn't going to say anything embarrass-
ing at the dinner table about me, the kind of thing that
makes me cringe to think about, such as—never mind.

SO IT WAS in a spirit of yuppie one-upmanship that I issued
the invitation to dinner at my house. Let me explain. Life
is a competition. Anyone who tells you otherwise is lying.
I learned this at the parental knee. I come from the type
of family where we children knew what was expected of
us. And what was expected of us was that we all go to ei-
ther Harvard or Yale, like our brilliant cousins in Boston.
Fortunately, my parents were realists, and they recog-
nized early on that I was blessed with strengths other
than academic ones, such as having good hair. And ves! I
might not have gone to Harvard, or even to a lesser
branch of Harvard, but to this day I not only have “good”
hair, the kind of hair that hairdressers coo over, but also, [
have the besf hair in my entire family! So put that in your
pipe and smoke it, why don't you?

My boyfriend, however, had gone to both a fancy col-
lege and fancy law school, and was now working for the
same major-league law firm where my father has been
known for years as a “moosehead,” making my boyfriend,
arguably, a more “successful” person than I am. My boy-
friend’s wife, too, had the kind of fancy-shmancy resumé
that people in places like Chevy Chase and Cleveland
Park go ga-ga over, and [ was intimidated before | even
met her.

1 still had one card left, though. 1 mean, besides my
hatr. I still had my cooking skills—which is to say, I had
my mother. Because the truth is that, despite my best in-
tentions, just reading recipes fills me with dread. So 1
called my mother, to whom I had recently been pleasant
three times in a row, and got her recipes for:

Chicken with artichokes and onions baked in clay.

Sweet-and-sour red cabbage,

Noodles,

Salad.

Wine.

And for dessert, I decided, we'd do something sinfully
simple. Something luscious yet easy. Something, in other
words, that you can buy. Strawberry sorbet smothered in
fresh strawberries, with some dark chocolate Bahlsen wa-
fers on the side.

Because, as everyone now knows, thanks to the profu-
sion of food magazines that show full-color glossy pictures
of such meals as double-truffle onion pie followed by chick-
en Anglaise on a bed of herbed mustard greens accompa-
nied by a frisson of grilled baby vegetables and twice-sau-
teed wild rice, it's important to remember to turn the
oven ON. No, what I really meant to say is that it’s impor-
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then a Little vinegar, and, so on, until it facs R\-‘J‘:"ﬁ;

tant to have a mix of easy and less-easy foodstuffs on your
plate, as well as a mix of texture and color. Hot and cold.
Fluffy and solid. That sort of thing,

“I'm looking forward to your coming,” I said to my boy-
friend on the phone.

But then, after I hung up, I wondered: Did I make an in-
advertent but terrible pun full of sexual innuendo? What
had he and | talked about, lo those many years ago?

“They’re coming, | mean arriving, around 7:30,” I told
my husband. “They’re bringing their kid. Be home on time
or I'll kill you.”

I had to have a game plan (all the cooking magazines
tell you so) because you don’t want to have to do every-
thing at the last minute and discover, a few minutes be-
fore your little dinner party is supposed to start, that you
forgot to go grocery shopping. Check this out: A full day
before the event, I went to my neighborhood Safeway,
and [ even managed to take a list of ingredients with me,
so as not to forget, for example, the chicken. Then, on the
morning of our fete, while my 5-year-old was at school (in
my neighborhood you start your kid in school while he's
still in diapers, on the theory that you have to get him into
the right nursery school in order to get him into the right
day school in order to get him into the right college in or-
der to get him into the right law school), I made my moth-
er’s wonderful sweet-and-sour red cabbage.

MY MOTHER'S WONDERFUL SWEET-AND-SOUR RED CAB-
BAGE (a k a “glutinous cabbage”):

Ingredients: margarine or butter, red cabbage, white
vinegar, brown sugar, apples.

Method: In large skillet, melt some margarine if you
keep kosher, or some butter if you don’t. Chop up a bunch
of red cabbage, and, while you're at it, chop up some ap-
ples. Add cabbage and apples to skillet, then add some wa-
ter. Cover and simmer on low until cabbage is wilted.
Watch with horror as small toddling daughter reaches for
butcher’s knife. Grab knife away. Wonder just how pierc-
ing her screams can get, and if, at a certain point, she’ll
actually puncture her own eardrums. Run after small tod-
dling son as he attempts to toddle out the front door and
into the street. Tell 5-year-old that you just don’t want to
hear the Power Rangers tape that your sister, his aunt
Binky, the one who lives in New York and has snot-free
living room furniture, gave him for his birthday. No, you
mean it, Because if you have to hear that wretched tape
one more time, chances are that you'll die a violent death,
right here on the kitchen floor, and then won't he feel
guilty? When cabbage is sufficiently wilted, add a little vin-
egar, then a little brown sugar, then a little vinegar, and
so on, until it tastes right. Notice white slime on floor:
Clean it. Notice white slime in hair: Begin to cry. Simmer,
on low, for hours and hours and hours, making sure that
cabbage doesn’t congeal into little clumps of purple glue.
Add salt and pepper. Serve warm.

‘M@ﬂ O W“MU}S &ﬁ}

So like I said, I made the cabbage, and it was yummy-
good. My boyfriend ended up having two helpings.

When he and his wife and kid came, I mean arrived, at
our house, around 7:30, our 5-year-old was practicing his
Power Ranger karate moves in the living room, and the
twins were bathed and newly diapered and wearing their
“bunny suits” (zip-up pj's with feet). My boyfriend’s preg-
nant wife was bearing gifts—board books for the twins,
and a puzzle for our 5-year-old. My boyfriend’s 2-year-old
son smiled and said: “Pleased to meet you,” Then we all
sat around making nervous small talk, mainly about how
hard it is to make partner.

But dinner was well underway. Because in addition to
the red cabbage, which was simmering aromatically on
the stove top, the chicken and the other stuff were ready
to go. As was the table, which I'd set with the “good” chi-
na, which we take out at least once every 2% years, when
we have company. [t was just like my mother’s old dinner
parties—grown-up dinner parties; the table was pretty,
the kids were clean, there was food and wine, and the only
things people were talking about had to do with practicing
law. Except of course at some point during my mother’s
dinner parties, my brother and 1 would put on a one-act
play in the living room called “Daniel, Daniel,” written by
me, and involving a girl who gets lost in the woods while
being chased by bayonet-wielding storm troopers.

IN A MINUTE I will get to the recipe for the chicken with ar-
tichokes and onions baked in clay that I've made a thousand
times before, and trust me, it is seriously delish. But for
right now, a word or two on cooking in clay. For some rea-
son that I can’t fathom, the prospect of cooking in a clay
cooker intimidates a lot of otherwise excellent and adventur-
ous cooks. And it shouldn’t, because it’s really really really
easy. The trick with a clay cooker is that you immerse the
whole thing in cold water for 15 or 20 minutes before you
stick your ingredients in it—that way the clay itself soaks up
the water, and then, during cooking, slowly releases its mois-
ture into whatever is inside. This way you ensure that your
meat is moist and juicy. After you've arranged all your ingre-
dients inside your pre-soaked cooker, you place the cooker in
a cold oven, and then set the temperature, usually at around
425 degrees. If you don't start with a cold oven, the clay can
freak out, withholding its moisture or voting Republican in
the local elections.

My mistake, then, was nof that I forgot this small but
vital step, nor was it that I forgot to turn the oven ON. Nor
did I even make the same serious mistake that I had made
at a dinner party not long before. That time, | happened to
forget that the Sears repairman had recently made his bi-
monthly visit to my kitchen, this time to “fix” the “lock” on
my oven door that had become permanently locked. He
kept fiddling with the on/off and lock/unlock mechanism
until, at last, he was able to charge me $93.42 for the fol-
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lowing advice: “I suggest you be more careful in the future.”
Though he hadn’t actually fixed the lock/unlock device so that
I'd be able to lock my oven, he had managed to unlock the
lock, so at least I could #se my oven. Oh—and this is the im-
portant part—while he was at it, he’d mistakenly taken the
nobby-thing off the oven’s control panel. He did, however, put
it back. How was I to know that he put it back upside down?
So that when I went to set the oven at 425 degrees, I was
really setting it on “clean”?

At any rate, this time—i.e., the night I had my boyfriend
and his wife and kid over for dinner—I did not incinerate the
chicken. I merely cooked it for such a long time that it kind of
gooped up into this thick artichoke-encrusted muck that re-
sembled the stuff that they used to serve us at Langley High
School, where I was in the class of '77 (“'77 Is Heaven”),
which was so bad that even the jocks wouldn’t eat it.

What an incredibly dumb chick, you're saying. No wonder
she didn’t go to Harvaard, She probably couldn’t even spell
Harvaard. Why didn’t she simply check to make sure that her
chicken was chickening away properly? Well, you see, what
happened was that, an hour or so after I'd composed my
chicken and put it in my cooker and placed the cooker in the
cold oven, which I then set at 425 degrees, my 5-year-old
went outside to play and, within seconds, disappeared. Okay, I
thought. Let's be sensible, He's either (a) lost,
(b) lying in the middle of the road, a victim of a
hit-and-run accident, or (c) kidnapped by those
two men who drove up a few minutes ago in
what seemed to be a plumber’s truck but is ac-
tually a specially designed kidnapping-mobile.
By the time I'd found him (he was next door,
shnorring cookies) and made sure that he un-
derstood that if he ever disappeared again with-
out telling me where he was going I would have
to send him right back to the orphanage, it was time to feed
all three of them, give them their baths, etc. In the meantime,
the glutinous cabbage was giving off such a pungent and yum-
my odor that who could tell that the chicken was turning into
a frazzle of artichoke-encrusted goop?

Here's the chicken-and-artichoke recipe: Soak clay cooker.
Place minced garlic, chopped-up onions, mushrooms and what-
ever else might be good (like carrots or apples) in the bottom
of the cooker. Coat pieces of chicken with a flour-and-paprika
mixture, Place chicken and canned artichoke hearts in cooker.
Pour in some chicken broth and some sherry or wine, Place in
cold oven, then set oven at 425 degrees. Cook until done,
about, in my case, an hour or two before I actually opened the
oven door to see how my chicken was progressing.

“Screw it,” I said when I discovered my mistake. Then, see-
ing as I might have caused a slight ripple of embarrassment
among my guests, [ said: “I don’t mean that literally.” This, of
course, made things worse, and I went around the rest of the
evening wondering if I had said, “I don’t mean that literally,”
or, “I don’t mean that clitorally.” What had my boyfriend and I
talked about, lo those many years ago?

I did my best to clear up the confusion by explaining, calm-
ly, that the chicken was a tad overcooked. I had, however,
managed to make the noodles (recipe: boil water, stick noo-
dles in, drain) and the salad. (I made my favorite: Boston let-
tuce, avocado, scallions and unsalted peanuts. Then I made
this dressing: vinegar, Dijon-style mustard, sugar, salt and
pepper.) My husband, God bless him, had brought bread from
the upscale bread store down the street—the kind of store
that also sells $20 jars of mushed-up imported black stuff in
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olive oil. “Come on into the dining room," I said. Then I said:
“T mean: It’s time for dinner. Why don’t you enter the dining
room?” Then I said: “Sorry.” My husband, who usually resem-
bles his father, was looking more and more like the late Aya-
tollah Khomeini, and my boyfriend’s wife was looking at me as
if I had invited her over for dinner only to overcook the chick-
en and then say a lot of stupid and incomprehensible things.
And the whole time I was thinking about whether it would be
ethical to ask my father, the “moosehead” for whom my boy-
friend worked, if he could threaten to hold up partnership if
my boyfriend should so much as breathe a word about me to
my ex-friend, the Connecticut CEO,

WE SAT DOWN, and the table was really pretty, and the chicken
was surprisingly edible, and, after all, there’s nothing worse
than chicken that you cut into only to find this tough, pink, un-
dercooked gristle that you have to somehow gracefully dis-
pose of in your dinner napkin. Plus which: We had plenty of
wine, thank God. Of course my boyfriend’s wife, who was
about to have her second child, wasn't drinking, which was a
shame, because she didn’t seem to realize how completely hi-
larious it was when I told this little story about how, years
earlier, when my boyfriend called me this one time, I, in my
nervousness, answered that I'd been waiting “breastlessly.”
Come to think of it, my boyfriend didn't seem
to think this story was very funny, either. My
husband was looking more and more like the
ayatollah. Well. Just at that moment, we heard
a loud thump and then a piercing shriek from
upstairs, where we had sent the two older boys
to watch the Sesame Street Hanukah video.
We all ran up the stairs, where my boyfriend’s
son was lying on the floor with a bloody nose,
and our son was sitting on the sofa, with this
weird little smirk on his face. “T had to teach him a lesson,” he
said. Then he turned to my boyfriend’s wife and said: “He’s a
brat.” My boyfriend took his son down the stairs, with his wife
trailing close behind, and my husband and I proceeded to
scream at our kid, because, after all, if we had failed to
scream at him, our 18-month-old twins might have remained
sleeping soundly. As it was, however, they both woke up and
began to cry.

But the evening was not over yet, and | must report that
my boyfriend and his wife remained calm and pleasant. We
quieted the boys, put the twins back in their cribs, and went
back to the dining room for dessert. Ah yes. Strawberry sor-
bet with fresh strawberries, with a side of dark chocolate
Bahlsen wafers.

“Bottoms up,” I said, lifting my glass and indicating the
bowls of sorbet and strawberries before us. Then I realized
that once again, [ might have made an unintended sexual pun,
and said: “So? What are you going to do if you don’t make
partner?”

At the time, it seemed as if hours elapsed before my boy-
friend and his family were gone. But in retrospect I'd say that
the evening went fairly well. By the time my husband and I
had cleaned up the dishes and gone upstairs, our 5-year-old
had passed out on the sofa and all we had to do was carry him,
in his Aladdin pajamas, to bed. The twins were sleeping
soundly. By the next afternoon, my husband and I were talk-
ing again, and I knew that no old boyfriend of mine could ever
come between us. m

Jennifer Moses is a frequent contributor to the Magazine.
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CRISFIELD SEAFOOD RESTAU-
RANT—8012 GEORGIA AVE.,
SILVER SPRING. 301-589-1306.
Open: Tuesday through Thursday
11 a.m. to 10 p.m., Friday and
Saturday 11 a.m. to 11 p.m., Sun-
day noon to 9:30 p.m. Closed Mon-
day. No credit cards. No reserva-
tions. Smoking in bar only. Prices:
appetizers $4.75 to $15.25, entrees
$10.50 to $39.50. Full dinner with
wine or beer, tax and tip $28 to

$48 per person.

CRISFIELD AT LEE PLAZA—8606
COLESVILLE ROAD, SILVER
SPRING. 301-588-1572. L)Pd]i.‘
Monday through Thursday 11:30
a.m. to 10 p.m., Friday 11:30 a.m,
to 11 p.m., Saturday 4 to 11 p.m.,
Sunday 4 to 10 p.m. AE, CB, DC,
MC, V.. Reservations recommended.
Smoking in bar only. Prices: appe-
tizers $5.50 to $12.50, entrees $4 to
$23. Full dinner with wine or beer,
tax and tip $28 to $48 per person.

Fish Faithfuls

The Crisfield restaurant on Geor-
gia Avenue deserves to be called a
Maryland institution. (Okay, a Sil-
ver Spring institution.) After all, it
was serving stuffed shrimp and
crab imperial when Harry Truman
was in the White House, when cars
still had fenders and when most
folks considered squid just another
form of bait.

Eight presidents have come and
gone, cars have sprouted fins and
shed them, and people now pop
fried calamari like potato chips. But
nothing much has changed at Cris-
field. Not the menu. (People still
don't eat squid here.) Not the an-
cient neon sign, a faint beacon in the
lonely Georgia Avenue night. Not
the massive old U-shaped bar,
heavy as a battleship. Not the black-
and-white tile floor that re-
minds you of the bathroom
in the house where you
grew up. Not the baby-
blue, cinder-block walls
with the faded celebrity
photos hanging askew or

the exposed pipes or the original tin ceiling. Some
people love this funky ambiance. They see in Cris-
field’s well-seasoned dining room a certain Trillin-
esque charm: Plain-and-old can be something
special if it's the genuine article, the idea goes.
Others, less captivated, say Crisfield reminds
them of a YMCA locker room.

Perhaps to make both groups happy, several
years ago the management opened another, more
modern Crisfield on nearby Colesville Road. It, in
turn, has recently been taken over by new own-
ers. The dining room at the newer place is con-
ventionally pretty, with dark green walls, carpeted
floors and a few art deco touches. Although the
menu refains all the time-honored standards of
the original, it breaks with the old Crisfield’s tra-
ditional Eastern Shore fare by featuring a few pas-
tas, by daring to include newfangled stuff like
zucchini, and by offering a short but well-cho-
sen—and reasonably priced—list of American
wines. (Paul Masson and the Gallo boys still pre-
dominate at the old Crisfield.) And the newer
place accepts credit cards. At the old Crisfield, un-
suspecting diners who pull out their plastic are

sent off to the ATM down the street to get cash—an un-
usual policy in a restaurant where dinner for two can easily
come Lo §75.

At either place, it's important to calibrate your expecta-
tions. Crisfield earned its credentials by serving impeccably
fresh seafood, plainly cooked and served in big portions. It's
never been known for variety, nor for zippy seasoning. As a
matter of fact, some of the dishes hover precariously at the
border between simple and bland. And Crisfield isn't fa-
mous for bargains, what with broiled fish going for about
$18 and the broiled combo for $22.50.

At both restaurants, the steamed shrimp has been ac-
ceptable if not truly succulent. At the new place, we found
it quite dry on one visit, moister the next time, The crab
cocktail at both is simply a mound of pure lump meat, to
which you can add lemon or cocktail sauce; it's sweet,
fresh and generously portioned. (At $12, you'd expect no
less.) Clams casino, available only at the new place, are
fresh and plump, nicely seasoned and not smothered in
bread crumbs. The clam chowder at both Crisfields is
rather like a thick, barely seasoned potato soup. The new

The Georgia Avenue Crisfield: Still briny after all these years.
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place has a cream of crab that's equally  what lighter at the old place. (For the non-
thick but better endowed with seafood seafood person in your party, consider the
flavor. Both restaurants serve a seafood old Crisfield’s fried chicken, remarkably
bisque, again as thick as gravy but nicely  light and with a fine, crackly skin.) But
spicy. The best of the soups is the crab  even at the old Crisfield the frying seems
gumbo, occasionally available at the old  a little inconsistent. One night we waxed
place. It's crammed with crab, chunky rhapsodic about the delicacy of the fried
with tomatoes and vegetables, and, un-  seafood, but the next time around it was
like some of the other dishes here, it's  no better than ordinary.

seasoned with spunk. At both restaurants, the soft-shell crabs

Salad at the old Crisfield means ice- have been outstanding, barely coated with
berg lettuce with commercial dressing a thin, crisp batter and bursting with juici-
packed in those tear-open pouches the ness. At the other extreme, the lobster tail
at each place was so dry we needed the
melted butter as a lubricant. Among the
pasta dishes at the new Crisfield, the lin-
guine with clams is a creditable version,
with chewy pasta, a chunky, nicely herbed
tomato sauce and plump, fresh-tasting
clams. And at $8.95 it’s a good buy.

There are a few worthy desserts at
each restaurant. At the old one, go for the
fine poundcake, laced with rum and
topped with chopped walnuts; at the new
place, it was somewhat rubbery. At the
new Crisfield, look for the dark, intensely
flavored chocolate brownie.

These days you can choose a seafood
airlines use. There are real greens at the  restaurant by pointing almost at random
new place, and a good house-made vinai-  to a world map. Would you like your sea
grette. (But beware the Caesar salad, bass gingered and garlicked in a Thai
whose dressing tastes like mayonnaise.) restaurant? Your grouper wined and
If you're a bread lover, have some before  olive-oiled in a Mediterranean one? How
you leave home. about some tandoori salmon? When

Crisfield's best-known entree is its you're boggled by the options and you
crab imperial, and it's still an excellent feel like some briny comfort food, you
dish at both places—plenty of lump can always build yourself a good meal at
meat, a consistency that's light but not  either of the Crisfields. Just make sure
over-moist and just enough seasoning to  you keep their special strengths and
escape blandness. The two Crisfields di- weaknesses in mind. m
verge when it comes to crab cakes. At
the original, the cakes are commendably  Mark and Gail Barnett are freelance
airy and grease-free, with a delicate crust  restaurant critics. Phyllis C. Richman is
and, like the imperial, just enough flavor  on vacation.
to be interesting. At the new place, the
crab cakes’ interiors on two visits had a

Something special at the old Crisfield.

near-liquid consistency. SOLUTION TO LAST WEEK'S PUZZLE
Both kitchens broil snapper and rock-
fish very well; the fillets are big and thick, [WtlcitlaRmlolulsieMRe olel IRE Bl
and taken off the heat in time to preserve TIAININHIAlUIS EIRIS I [E 1|EID
texture and juiciness. But there was a big  [glgle Lk F 4 ;%T i ‘.-os ; ';'
difference in the swordfish. At the old TIA LN T TR
place, it was an immense, inch-thick slab, A Tl R IMIE A O x
moist and sweettasting; at the new place, 1 NERRALD : : :I: E :. L : N m
thin and dry. The crab Stu_fﬁ.ng fOI‘ the fish RIE '. HIA NE Rlol0
dishes seemed firmer textured and better ASEN ED AlUGWUILINGS
seasoned at the old Crisfield (although it Lt a0 LM : ALt
was still too bland for our liking); at the P ] L E : . P AERnn
new place, more mayonnaise, less zip. [/lilg olE
The same goes for the stuffed shrimp. L < f : NESRIEV.L : ; : 'é £
We generally found the fried foods, in- AEN OONE EN0NA0N 0D
cluding the famous french fries, some- RENR NiE
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ANTIETAM
continued from page 17

Civil War Society, a group based in Berry-
ville, Va., that sponsors battlefield tours
and seminars. These are hard-core buffs.
They've come from Ohio, Texas, Louisi-
ana, Mississippi, even Bermuda to ride ca-
noes down Antietam Creek with historian
Dennis Frye. Last night, Frye, who grew
up near Antietam and has been studying it
since was 4 years old, delivered a long, pas-
sionate lecture on the battle. This morning,
he marched the group across the battlefield
s0 he could explain exactly what happened
to Sedgwick’s division. Now, he has
stopped the bus for a few words about
Bloody Lane.

“These attacks were never ordered by
McClellan,” he says. “They were acciden-
tal. They happened because they couldn't
see Sedgwick. They were lost.”

Frye isn't thrilled to be explaining all
this from the bus. “The only way you can
understand a battlefield,” he likes to say, “is
to stand on the battlefield.” But he’s eager
to get his students into canoes for their trip
down the creek, so he has to cut this lec-
ture short. He asks if there are any ques-
tions.

“How many casualties were there here
at Bloody Lane?" asks Lawrence Donohoe.

About 3,000 for the Federals, Frye re-
plies, more than 2,000 for the Confederates.

“In three hours?” Donohoe asks.

“Right,” Frye replies.

“Incredible,” Donohoe says.

He's a 68-year-old lawyer from Louisi-
ana, a short, portly gentleman with glasses
and a gray mustache. This is his second
trip with the Civil War Society. He went to
Gettysburg last year. His interest was
sparked by Ken Burns's Civil War series on
PBS. “All those old pictures intrigued me,”
he says.

Now, as the bus chugs down the road,
Donohoe recalls the day some 60 years ago
when he met his grandmother’s uncle, who
had fought for the Rebels at Vicksburg.
“He was kind of a scary fellow. He wore
dark clothes and had a long gray beard and
a walking stick, and he was frightening to a
little fella like me.”

After the fall of Vicksburg, grandma's
uncle got home to Louisiana by grabbing
hold of a big log and floating across the
Mississippi. Or so the family legend goes.

“I'm intrigued by the fact that: Here |
am, alive, and [ talked to a fellow who actu-
ally fought in that war 130 years ago,”
Donohoe says, “It’s amazing.”

“Don’t forget your great-great-grandfa-
ther,” says his son, Tim Donohoe, a psy-
chologist and Civil War buff who has re-
searched the family tree,

“My great-great-grandfather was killed



at the Battle of Mansfield,” Donohoe says,
referring to the fighting along the Red Riv-
er in Louisiana in 1864. “We tried to find
his grave, but we couldn’t . . . All we know
is that we could trace him to the battle and
he never came home. He was a young man
who just never came home.”

The bus stops at the Pry house, where
McClellan made his headquarters during
the battle. Frye wants to show the group
what McClellan could and could not see
from his command post.

Donohoe is talking about a book on An-
tietam that he tried, and failed, to read. It
contained those Alexander Gardner photo-
graphs of the battlefield. “I would take a
look at that book in bed,” he says, “but |
found I could not look at it without crying.
I'd look at those faces and read the names
of these kids 17, 18, 19 years old and I'd
get tears in my eyes. I was touched by the
fact that so many of these young kids got
killed there. It’s such a sad thing.”

Donohoe shuffles off the bus with the
other buffs and starts up the hill to the
overlook where McClellan watched the
carnage unfold in the valley below.

“This is quite an emotional thing for me
right now,” he says softly.

“THE FINAL PHASE of the battle concerned
the lower bridge—the Rohrbach Bridge,”
says Jerry Holsworth. “After this battle, it
will be forever known as the Burnside
Bridge. Why? Because Ambrose Burnside
is ordered to take his Ninth Corps and seize
the bridge! Take Sharpsburg! The bridge is
defended by 400 Georgians—and they
have the best defensive positions on the
field!”

Holsworth is really rolling now. Sweat is
pouring from under his ranger hat and drip-
ping down his face, but he keeps moving,
telling the story of the battle with plenty of
gestures and exclamation points.

“Early in the morning, Burnside affacks!
And it fails!

“Early afternoon, he tries again! And
fails again!

“The third time, though, he fakes the
bridge!”

Holsworth pauses, looks at his audience.
“Is there anybody here from Georgia? Your
guys just ran out of ammunition.”

He returns to his storytelling mode.
“Burnside brings the entire Ninth Corps—
9,000 Union soldiers—across that bridge,
forms them in line of battle, and begins to
attack Sharpsburg! Sharpsburg is defended
by an under-strength Confederate divi-
sion—barely 2,000 men. They’re hopeless-
ly outnumbered! They're being pushed
back everywhere because Burnside's attack
is relentless!

“Take Sharpsburg and Lee's escape will
be cut! Lee is watching this disaster from a

place pretty close to where our national
cemetery is today. There, he's watching
the destruction of his army! There, he's
watching the end of the war in fotal defeat!
There, he’s watching the lives of every one
of his soldiers who has died so far in this
war lost in vain! He has a broken wrist on
one hand, the other hand is sprained—both
from a fall off his horse a few days earlier.
He can'’t hold a telescope, so he calls over a
staff officer. He points in the direction of
Burnside Bridge: ‘Who are those men?
Staff officer comes over, pulls open his
telescope”—Holsworth mimes the action
as he describes it—"looks in the direction
of the Burnside Bridge, says, ‘General Lee,
they're flying the United States flag.” "

Holsworth stops. “If you remember,
don’t say a word! But I'll bet most of you
forgot.”

He resumes his story: “Now, Lee sees
dust clouds from another direction! ‘Who
are those men? The staff officer brings
forward his telescope, looks in the direc-
tion of Harpers Ferry, says, ‘General Lee,
they're flying the Confederate and Virginia
flags.’ Lee turns to the staff officer and
very calmly says, ‘It is A.P. Hill from Harp-
ers Ferry."”

Holsworth pauses dramatically, then
proceeds. “Hearing the shots very early in
the morning, A.P. Hill has moved his divi-
sion out! They've marched 17 miles in
eight hours! He's brought his whole divi-
sion across the wide, rock-bottom Potomac
River! It's one of the great military mira-
cles in American history—because now, as
Burnside is about to seize Sharpsburg and
end the war, A.P. Hill suddenly appears on
his left flank! Crashes into it! Throws Burn-
side back to the bridge! Ends the battle!
Saves Lee's army!”

“YOU DON'T KNOW what a thrill this is for
me,” says Edmund Burnside Sr. as his son
pulls his white Oldsmobile into the parking
lot overlooking the Burnside Bridge.

He's so thrilled that he can barely wait
for the people who are climbing into a car
with Indiana license plates to hurry up and
move out of the way. “Come on, you damn
Yankees, get on in!”

Finally, the Indiana Yankees drive off
and Burnside’s son, Edmund Jr., parks the
Olds. They climb out and walk past a group
of tourists studying a sign about the battle.

“If these people only knew who was walk-
ing by them,” says the senior Burnside.

“Calm down, Pop,” says his son.

But he can’t calm down. Burnside, 71, a
retired General Motors manager, is all
keyed up. He has come all the way from
Georgia to see where his most illustrious
relative fought. Gen. Ambrose Burnside
was, he says, the nephew of his great-great-
grandfather. Growing up in Michigan, Burn-

side was aware of this connection to history,
but he never paid much attention to it.
Then, in the '50s, GM transferred him to
Georgia, where he learned that many South-
erners looked askance at his surname. One
day, he was introduced to a man who imme-
diately asked if he was kin to that Yankee
general. Burnside proudly answered yes,
and the man promptly threw him off his
property. “They take it real serious down
South,” he says.

Curious, he started reading up on his
distinguished relative. To his dismay, he
found that many historians regard the gen-
eral as a bumbling incompetent. In fact,
quite a few of them blame Gen. Burnside
for failing to get his troops across Antie-
tam Creek quickly enough to seize Sharps-
burg. “Burnside wasted the morning and
part of the afternoon crossing the stub-
bornly defended bridge,” wrote James M.
McPherson in his Pulitzer Prize-winning
book Battle Cry of Freedom, “when his men
could have waded the nearby fords against
little opposition.” Other historians dis-
agree, however, arguing that the creek
was too difficult to ford, and Edmund Burn-
side Sr. is firmly convinced that they are
right, So convinced, in fact, that he once
delivered a lecture defending the general
to a group of Civil War buffs in Georgia.
And now he has come to Antietam to see
the place for himself.

“T didn’t know his bridge was this big,”
he says when he catches his first glimpse of
the stone span. He lights up a cigar with a
white plastic tip and watches the tourists
wander by. “I could give these tourists a
thrill if I tell 'em who we are,” he says.
“They want a history lesson? We'll give it
to them. Give me a crowd! I'll tell you
about this bridge!”

His son doesn't look too happy about
that idea. A 28-year-old tree surgeon, the
younger Burnside is a Civil War buff, too,
but he's more interested in reenacting bat-
tles than in rehabilitating the Burnside
name. The two men pose for pictures on
the bridge, then cross to the other side—
the side that Burnside's troops attacked
from—and look at the scene from the gen-
eral's perspective.

Not surprisingly, the elder Burnside
quickly concludes that it would have been
impossible to ford the creek. “If they
woulda got across the water, they couldn’t
crawl across the bank,” he says. “You've
got a 10-pound rifle and 60 pounds of
equipment on your back.”

“I'd hate to be in the first dozen or so to
get across,” says his son.

On the bank, the Burnsides read a Park
Service sign quoting Henry Kyd Douglas,
a Sharpsburg native who fought with the
Confederates at Antietam: “They might
have waded it that day without getting
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their waist belts wet in any place. Why
Burnside's Bridge? Is it sarcasm?”

“Stupidity,” the senior Burnside mutters
in disgust. “This is what the authors like
Bruce Catton and all them bastards that
wrote books about Burnside—this is what
they write.”

A few yards away is a monument to the
51st New York Infantry, the regiment that
seized the bridge. In steel letters, its
plague proclaims that the men took the
bridge “at the point of a bayonet.”

“They didn’t use any bayonets here!”
Burnside scoffs, “This is the kind of crap
that I just blow my stack about! I'm gonna
come here with my spray can and say,
‘Burnside says bull!" ”

As they walk back across the bridge,
though, his spirits improve. “I love it!” he
says, “I love walking where he walked!”

He stops, puffs on his cigar, thinks. “Ac-
tually, he rode,” he says. “His horse’s name
was Major.”

“THE NEXT DAY, Lee—his men down to
their last two or three rounds of ammuni-
tion—will stand on this ridge and dare Mc-
Clellan to attack him again!” says Jerry Hols-
worth. “George B. McClellan, true to his
personality, will not attack. That evening,
Lee will take his army back to Virginia, thus
ending the battle and the campaign.”

And so the bloodiest one-day battle in
American history ended in anticlimax. With
30,000 fresh troops that he'd held in re-
serve, McClellan could almost certainly
have crushed Lee's battered army if he'd
launched an attack on September 18. But
he was, as historian Stephen W. Sears
wrote, “so fearful of losing that he would
not risk winning.” So Lee was permitted to
retreat, rebuild his army and fight on for
another 22 horrific years.

Still, the Union army had repulsed the
Confederate invasion and driven the Rebels
off Northern soil. That was certainly a vic-
tory, and Abraham Lincoln, a man with a
deep mystical side, had already privately
concluded that “if God gave us victory” it
would be an indication that “God had decid-
ed this question in favor of the slaves.”
Somewhat less mystically, Lincoln had al-
ready concluded that a crusade against
slavery would infuse the Union cause with
a new moral fervor—and keep England
and France from intervening in support of
the Confederacy. On September 22, five
days after the battle, he issued a proclama-
tion decreeing that on January 1, 1863, all
slaves held in rebellious territories “shall be
then, thenceforward, and forever free.”

“As a result of this battle—as a direct
result of this battle—Abraham Lincoln will
issue the Emancipation Proclamation that
will begin the process that will eventually
put an end to slavery in the United States

of America,” Holsworth says, He has come
to the conclusion of his speech. “Today, it
doesn’t really matter where you're from,
folks, or who your ancestors fought for. I'd
like to encourage all of you to visit our na-
tional cemetery. There, you'll find the final
remains of 4,776 Americans who, here on
Sharpsburg Ridge on September 17, 1862,
gave up all of their tomorrows so that this
nation might have a new birth of freedom.
Thank you.”

His audience applauds. Somebody says,
“That was wonderful!” Holsworth takes off
his Smokey Bear hat and mops the sweat
off his balding pate. Half a dozen people
rush up to congratulate him. A couple from
Oregon tell him that they've traveled
cross-country, stopping in national parks all
the way, and his speech was the best
they've heard yet. Somebody else tells him
he speaks with the cadence and the spirit of
an inspired evangelist.

“l grew up in a Baptist church in Dallas,
Texas,” he says, smiling. “And we are evan-
gelists here. Our religion is this battlefield,
We love it more than words can describe.”

He pulls out a pack of cigarettes, “Mind
if I support the North Carolina economy?”

Nobody minds, so he lights one up, takes
a long drag, and starts talking about how
he came to work here. He'd spent 13 years
teaching history in Dallas, but he got sick
of middle school kids and decided to try
something new. A Civil War buff since he
was 7 years old, he'd been spending a cou-
ple of thousand dollars every summer visit-
ing battlefields, so he decided to move to
Virginia, where he'd be closer to them. “I
was going to spend the rest of my life
studying the Civil War,” he says.

And he has. First, he started volunteer-
ing at Antietam; then, a couple years ago,
he got a job as a seasonal ranger. Now, he
works summers at Antietam and spends his
winters writing freelance newspaper and
magazine articles, many of them about the
Civil War, These days, he’s toying with the
idea of writing a novel that would popular-
ize the battle of Antietam the way Michael
Shaara’s bestselling novel The Killer An-
gels popularized the Battle of Gettysburg.
“We’ve got so many human interest stories
here,” he says.

All these activities have the same goal:
remembrance. “How do we thank those
people who we'll never meet, who did
these things 130 years ago?” he asks.
“The answer is: We can come here and re-
member. We make them immortal when
we remember.”

THEY CLIMB OUT OF the blue-and-tan pick-
up truck, leaving the motor running, as if
they're only going to take a quick look at
the Cornfield and then move along. But
they end up lingering for a while.



They look down at a sign titled “Every
Stalk of Corn.” It's illustrated with a Gard-
ner photograph of dead soldiers lying next
to a split-rail fence, and it quotes Union
Gen. Joe Hooker’s description of the Corn-
field after the battle: “In the time I am writ-
ing, every stalk of corn in the northern and
greater part of the field was cut as closely
as could have been done with a knife, and
the slain lay in rows precisely as they had
stood in their ranks a few moments before.
It was never my fortune to witness a more
bloody, dismal battlefield.”

They read the sign, then stand for a long
moment, silently staring out at the field
where the tall grass trembles in the gentle
breeze,

“I try to envision what they had to go
through, what they did and how they did
it,” says Kevin Master, a 22-year-old col-
lege student from Palm, Pa. “I don’t think
the people of this country will do the things
they did anymore. Attitudes change. Gov-
ernment changes. I don't know if people
will fight.”

“T don't know if people have that respect
for the government anymore,” says his fi-
ancee, Barbara Decker.

“They’re too much involved in material
things,” Master says, “and not what this
country really stands for—the democratic
ideals.”

They look at the Cornfield for another
few moments, then climb back into the
pickup and drive off, headed for Bloody
Lane and the Burnside Bridge.

The Cornfield is quiet for a while, and
then another car pulls up and two brothers
step out. Their great-grandfather fought in
a West Virginia regiment that stormed the
Sunken Road, and they’ve come to see the
battlefield. They, too, read the sign, and
they, too, begin to stare silently out at the
field of grass.

“It's just incredible to me the way these
people fought,” says John Pratt, 40, a cor-
porate investigator from Mount Gilead,
Ohio. “T think I wouldn't have done it. I
wish I could, but I tend to think I would
have looked for a wall somewhere to hide
behind.”

“T don't believe in war,” says his brother
Ray, 51, a steelworker from Weirton,
W.Va. “1 believe it's a waste. But I admire
their courage. I don’t think the generation
we have now would fight that way.”

“They kill each other in the street,” says
John. “They just won't fight for a cause.”

“What a waste,” Ray says, looking out at
the field where 10,000 men once fell.
“When you think of the widows and the or-
phans—what a waste.”

In time, they, too, move on, and the
Cornfield is quiet again. Across the roll-
ing country road stands a beige farmhouse
with a white satellite dish in the yard and

red, green and purple clothes hanging out
to dry. Little white butterflies dart play-
fully past metal plaques erected by the War
Department a hundred years ago. De-
signed to teach military tactics to young
soldiers, they are simple, matter-of-fact
statements of where a regiment was and
what it did. Here at the Cornfield, how-
ever, the various plaques end with chill-
ing statistics: “Of the 550 engaged, 323
were killed or wounded,” or “226 officers
and men, of whom 186 were killed or
wounded.”

Now, a woman, two boys and a dog walk
along the edge of the Cornfield and sit
down on the base of a monument to the
troops from New Jersey. It's a 20-foot-tall
pedestal crowned with a statue of a soldier

raising a sword over his head. The two
boys—Kevin Kunkel, 9, and his brother
Scott, 10—are filling out the Junior Ranger
activity booklet they got at the visitors cen-
ter. Their mother, Debbie Kunkel, 40, is
gazing out at the Cornfield.

“I get goose bumps sitting here,” she
says. “I wonder, when it comes down to it,
how many of us could pick up a gun and
charge into the lines?”

She and her sons have come from Penn-
sylvania to camp nearby. They’re here be-
cause she wants them to to learn about
their country’s history. “I don’t think most
Americans really understand the signifi-
cance of this,” she says. “l worry about the
generation coming up. We have a really
hard problem talking about slavery issues
and black-white issues, and they need to be
talked about.”

She is a slender woman with curly hair.
As she talks, she is petting the family sheep
dog and looking out at the Cornfield, imag-
ining the battle that was fought there and
the soldiers who fought it. “I'm a psycholo-
gist,” she says, “and I get into wondering

what they were feeling. What gave them
the courage?”

She thinks a moment, then tries to an-
swer her own question. “You're in a situa-
tion where you've got two possibilities—
you win or you die, It's the fight-or-flight
thing. I kill this individual or he kills me.
There were also those who ran in fear—
more of them than we realize. Men would
literally pick each other up and say, ‘Let’s
go! Let’s go!’ I think in those days to be a
coward was such a disgrace”—she mimes
the act of shooting herself—"that you may
as well do it yourself, I don’t think we have
as much of that now as we did then—fight-
ing was a way of life.”

Her son Scott has finished his activity
book, and she turns to him. “You're a 10-

EARL ROULETTE,

A FARMER FOR
MORE THAN
HALF A CENTURY,
HAD THREE
GREAT-GRAND-
FATHERS WITH
FARMS ON THE
BATTLEFIELD.

year-old,” she says. “Could you pick up a
drum and march to war?”

“1 wouldn’t want to,” he says,

“Could you have done it?”

“I don't know.”

They move on, heading off to see the
rest of the battlefield. Other tourists come
and go. Then the sun begins to set and the
people stop coming.

To the west, the horizon is splashed with
pink. To the south, a half moon hangs in a
sky turning a darker shade of blue. There
is no breeze at all, and the grass in the
Cornfield is perfectly still. There is the
sound of crickets and a motor running at a
nearby farmhouse. The sky darkens. The
motor stops. Far away, a train blows its
whistle, then blows it again, then again.
The whistle fades as the train moves on.
Now the only sound is the chirp of a million
crickets. A faint breeze rises. The grass
quivers, then sways gently.

It's night now, and the Cornfield—the
bloodiest part of the bloodiest day in Amer-
ican history—is as peaceful as any place on
Earth. m
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Honeymoon/annlv/wknd,/golf pkgs. Beechmont Inn 800-553-7009

HIGHLAWN INN. 2 hrs. DC. Elegant Vict., Rm w/pvt whirpool ba. Midweek
specials. Berkeley Spgs, WV 304-258-5700; 1-800-CALL-WVA.

LURAY, VA/SHENANDOAH RIVER INN — 1812 Colonial, breath:
taking view mtns & river, pvt baths, fpls, also mtn cabin 703/743-1144

MARYLAND'S EASTERN SHORE/ASHBY 1663 — Magnificent
front colonial mansion near St Michaels. Swimming pool, tennis court,

VOICE MAIL—$15/month. 24 hours per day, Di i
We have FAX mailboxes too. TELEPHANT: 202-363-6637

ANTIQUES & COLLECTIBLES

19th C. IRISH, ENGLISH & FRENCH PINE WAREHOUSE « IMPORTER
New Shipment! Norma Tolmach Antiques, Near Dulles. 703-430-4717

ANTIQUE LINENS & QUALITY ANTIQUES A specialty at .
BANBURY CROSS ANTIQUES. Great Falls, VA. 703-757- 7300

ANTIQUE REPRODUCTIONS Solid Cherry, Oak & Pine. 18th Century,
Shaker, Queen Anne, Chippendale. Alex., VA. showroom. 1-B00-466-481

FLEA MARKET AT EASTERN MARKET— Sun 10-5pm. On
Capitol Hill. 175 dealers, Arts, Crafts, Imports, etc. 703/534-7612.

exercise rm, canoe, paddleboats. Very romantic, 410-822-4235, Easton, MD

MERCERSBURG INN Romantic retreat, canopy beds, mtn views, candle-
light dining. 90 mins/DC Golf Pkges w/Greencastle greens, 717-328-5231

POTOMAC,/THE PRINZ INN— A Bed & Breakfast in the Euro-
pean Tradition. DC’s romantic close-in getaway 301-299-5101

REHOBOTH BEACH,/TEMBO B&B— Romantic & cazy ambiance.
1 bik beach. No smkg. Special Wkday Rates. 302-227-3360

SHENANDOAH FARMHSE— 1hr DC, quiet country betw Harpers
Ferry & Winchester, pvt BA's, Cottonwood Inn 800-868-1188.

STONE MANOR/Frederick — Pre-Civil War Manor, Gourmet
food, Lodging, Pri Baths, whirpool, beautiful country. 301-473-5454

PRECIOUS MOMENTS 700 — T. Clark G f
Cats Meow,/D. Winter. Chelry Tree Cards & Gifts 301-498-8528 WA5H|NGTON HOUSE INN— 1899 elegant Victorian, exceptional
pitality! Priv. BAs. Antiques. Charles Town 1hr-DC. 1-800-297-6957.

Highest Quality, Widest Selection Silk Flowers plants, trees, drieds,
ribbons & supplies. Floral World; Wholesale; Rekvl; 301-881.6611

AT YOUR SERVICE

WORLD WIDE WEB — Home Pages — Business or Personal
“Your calling card on the Info SuperHighway"
301-340-9524 FORMAL FORMULATIONS

BEAUTY WORKS

BUSINESS SERVICES

$100/MONTH  ALL YOU NEED FOR AN OFFICE
Downtown prestigious address: 1133 15th St, NW. 202-728-1195.
Incl. receptionist/fax/copier/confer. rms/registered agts, more!

$50/MONTH YOUR OFFICE IN DC — 22nd & M Sts, NW.
Business address, phone, ans., office, conf. rm, etc 202-293.2952

PREPAID CELLULAR PHONE— Local, long distance & interna.
tional calls. No bills, no hassle. Best buy. 301-248-8878

BEAUTY WORKS—Specializing in Hairweaving and problem
hair. Summer Specials, For free consultation 703-644-2961

SUMMER-HEAT-PERSPIRATION
PERMANENT MAKEUP LOOKS PERFECT FOREVER
GIGI RONI SKIN CARE 301/ 656-7999

BED AND BREAKFAST

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

301/854- 5033 FOR PEACE OF MIND 703/691-0334
VY NANNY DIMENSIONS WV

A C+H+0=1+C-E N+A«N+N+Y—F/T PT, temps, livein/out,
personal interviews, Backgrnd checks. 24 hr het line. Rosslyn; 703-525-2229

CoeH+0«1sCsE MN+AsNsN-Y

A
Bethesda...... 301-652-BABY Tysons....... 703-827-BABY

A CHILD DESERVES THE BEST
Infant, Toddler Family Day Care of NoVA  703-352-3449

AU PAIR PROGRAMME /USA—Live-in, legal, affordable. Avail. in
4.6 weeks. Avg. $195,/wk. Greater D.C. area 703/938-0444

AUPAIR HOMESTAY USA— European live-in childcare,
screened, legal, cultural exchange program. 202-408-5380

¥ CARRIAGE TRADE NANNIES,LTD ¥
The quality cholce for in-home child care. 703-534-6269.

* * * HEALTH INSURANCE FOR NANNIES * * *
Comprehensive/Economical Coverage. (C.0.B., Inc.) 800-729-0458.

MONDAY MORNING MOMS— has reliable, monitored, insured Child
Care for infants & toddlers in Montgemery County. 301-384-1212

¥¥ MOTHERS' AIDES, INC.¥Y
Committed to be providing the BEST! VA, MD, DC, 703-250-0700

EF AU PAIR

European Live-in Child Care
EF au pairs are carefully screened, professionally trained,
have legal visas and speak English. Experience the benefits
of loving intercultural childcare! Avg cost $199/wk, regard-
less of the number of children. For more information call:
1-800-333-6056
Gov't designated, non-profit program

DATING SERVICES

“ Any single guy with the desire and financial resources to get
married who doesn't use your service is nuts.” (Tom H.).
photes and videotaped interviews of 400+educated, carefully-screened ladies
of Russia, Start by calling ENCOUNTERS INTERNATIONAL at

(301) 530-7759. Featured on CBS' “Eye to Eye” and in The Washington Post.

CLASSICAL MUSIC LOVERS' EXCHANGE. Nationwide for unat-
tached music lovers. P.0. Box 31, Pelham, NY 10803, 1.800-233-CMLS

OPTIONS...THE ALTERNATIVE DATING SERVICE FOR GAYS AND
LESBIANS. Call for confidential screening & qualifying. Service avail. for
HIV+ (heterosexuals incl.). 202 /OPTIONS (202/678-4667)

JOB UNCERTAIN? — Earn $1K-$80K/mo, w/15 yr hm-based
herbal products $1B NASDAQ firm. Expand to 27 nations easily
products DO pull the business! $70 investment. 800-844-0300

TRIPLE YOUR INCOME IN 90 DAYS— GUARANTEED! Never
waork again! Financial Independence With Strategic Advertising.
Manual $9.95 JPM, PO Box 410, College Park, MD 20741,

1795 c. SPRING FARM — Historic Stagecoach Inn, Ideal hi
Luray Caverns,/Skyline Dr/full wedding arrangements avail. 703..-’?43-4?01

CAREERS

B&B NETWORK OF NY — Funky to fabulous! Over 200 accomm.
hosted & unhosted, mostly Manhatten fr $50/night
1-800-900-8134, 134 W. 32nd St, Ste 602 New York, NY 10001

BATTLETOWN INN/Berryville, VA — Lhr DC; rms. w/priv whirlpool
ba, gourmet restaurant. 1 nite, dinner w/wine for 2.- $130. 1-800-282-4106

BAY MOON B&B— In historic Lewes, DE. Charming, eclectic Vict.,
Priv. Ba., brkfst, coctail hr, beach supplies & more. 302-644-1802.

AMERICAN RADIO INSTITUTE Now accepting students for fall
semester, Begin your career in broadcasting today, 301-870-5551.

BARTENDING — Professional 1 or 2 week course. Free
placement assistance. Call 703-841-9700,

CHILDCARE

1-800- 964-4038 ?03—504 3149 ADDED HANDS AGENCY. Account-

able Prof /1 Live-in/out, background ck,

BERLIN/OCEAN CITY...MERRY SHERWOOD PLANTATION
¢. 1859. Elegant Htalianate Vict. mansion on 18 ac., prvt, baths, guurmet
breakfast & afternoon tea. Weddings & special mnts

SINGLE BOOKLOVERS—A nat'l. group has been getting unattached
peopie together since 1970. Box 117, Gradyville, PA 19039, 610,/358-5049

TRADITIONAL RUSSIAN WOMEN— Sincere matchmaking
svc. Choose from 2000+ Russian clients, Call 800-947.9779

ELDERLY CARE

ALFREDHOUSE Assisted living facility, professional 24 hr care &
supervision in a beautiful, licensed home. 301.924-0268,/460-8763.

ARE YOU GOING ON VACATION & wondering who will care
for your home-bound relative? Fairfax Nursin? Center is a
skilled nursing facility that provides vacation care for 2 daysto a
manth, Call for a coupon for one free overnight stay for first-time
vacationers. 703-273-7705

ELDERLY CARE—Affordabie care for your loved one. 24 hrs. my
pvi. Vienna home. 30 yrs. exper. RN. Excel. refs, 703-242-2476

301 567-0997 ABLE PROFESSIONALS-—Nannies/hsekee-
pers, Criminal/DMV check, CPR req. EXTRA HANDS 301-567-0997

EXCELLENT PROFESSIONAL WARM CARING CLIMATE —
Lic. supervised elderly care, Qualified RN. Call 703-960-7962



GETAWAYS/VAOATIOHS

LANGUAGES

FURNITURE
1.202.234.0021 1.703-450.2133

IDS
NORTH CAROLINA IN NORTHERN VIRGINIA Save up to 60%
everyday on over 200 furniture manufacturers. Northern Va, full
service showroom. 1000's of local refs., many years in business.
Degreed designers for in-home service (ASID, IDS).

G:m Agemy 800-447. Mgl

GREECE — R

I'III.TD!{ HEAD * 1-800-334.8678 * Coastal Home & Villa Rentals,

1-703-904-9100 DESIGN INTERIORS
Why buy from N.C. when you can buy locally at similar prices & better service!
Best local price policy-free del-free in home design-Northern VA showrm

1-800-262-9898 PLAZA FURNITURE
# 4 i1SOURCE # ¢
Save up to 60% on major lines direct from the Carclinas

1-800-322-5850, HOUSE DRESSING FURNITURE
E&mﬁﬁ% savings on Major Brands delivered In-home,
FREE BROCHURE. 3608 West Wendover Ave, Greensboro, NC 27407,

1-800-359-6320 * *HIGH POINT FURNITURE OUTLET*
**MAJOR BRANDS **SAVE* *MAJOR DISCOUNTS**
*Weekly Deliveries From Richmond, VA Showroom,/Whse.

800-334-8174 Puts you in contact with America's leading
turniture manufacturers at super savings. BARNES & BARNES.

CAROLINA FURNITURE DIRECT—National lines, up to 60%
savings, insured delivery. Quotes & brochure. 1-800-838-7647

CHERRY SOLID CHERRY CHERRY
Solid cherry warehouse outlet. Alex., VA. showroom. 1-800-466-4817

COUNTRY FURNITURE Pine Din Rms, Bedrms, Armaires, Jelly Cup-
boards, Pie Safes. Stained & painted. Alex., VA showroom. 1-B00-466-1310

FURNITURE AMERICA - COUNTRY FURNITURE GALLERY.
Solid Oak, Pine, Cherry & Maple handcrafted antique
reproductions at discount prices. Rockville, MD 301-231-5900

DAK SOLID OAK DAK
Solid oak warehouse outlet, Alex., VA. showroom. 1-800-466-4817

* SLEEP SOFAS, 50% SAVINGS * Stearns & Foster, Sealy, Rowe,
Flexsteel. All sizes. Showroom in Alex,, VA, 1-800-466-1310.

SLIPCOVERS — Custom Made. 301-424-.1900
Area's premier slipcover manufacturer offers in-home service.
Just $79/chair, $99/s0fa with fabric purchase.
1,000's of fabrics/styles. Rockville Interiors & Fabrics.

WHY BUY NEW ? Quality pre-owned furniture & decarative acc '

at affordable prices. CONSIGNMENT FURNITURE GALLERY.
1800 C-1 Rocky. Pike, Rocky., MD. 301-770-4400. Open Tues. to Sun.
New location now on Capltol Hill 1005 H. 5t. NE 202 397-4100.

SAVE UP TO 60%
FURNITURE CONNECTION OF CAROLINA
Free quotes » Top Lines » High Point  Insured Delivery
800 - 869 - 5664

, fairway views, golf pkges,/free tennis. FREE BROCHURE.

HILTON HEAD * 1-800-662-7061—Special oceanfront, golf ar tennis
Villas, pools, beautifully decorated. 1 to 4 BR's. Low OWNER rates.

202-362-9777 Professional m Associates. Public speaking
Far a COMPELLING VOICE, Clear rful Speech, Accent Modification

LEGAL SERVICES

CEREBRAL PALSIED BABIES AND CHILDREN
MAJOR MALPRACTICE AND PERSONAL INJURY
JACK. H. OLENDER & ASSOCIATES, P.C. 202-879-7777

HORSEBACK RIDING — BUCK VALLEY RANCH, PA, 2 hrs DC.
Meals, lodging, pool, sauna. For brochure call 717-294-3759.

KIAWAH ISLAND SC— Specializing in the finest beach
accommedations at affordable rates. Call for FREE Brochure.
BENCHMARK RENTALS 1-800-992-9666

KIAWAH ISLAND, SC — Luxurious 1-5BR priv. owned villas and
homes with ocean, golf or scenic view. Priv beach, planned children's
activities, leisure trails, goif & tennis. Short drive to historic Charles-
ton. FREE CATALOG. Beachwalker Rentals. 1-800-334-6308.

CRIMINAL DEFENSE— Civil, Corporate, Trial Lawyers, The
Heideman Law Group, P.C. 202-462-8990 Day or Night.

LIMOUSINE SERVICE

PLANNING A WEDDING?—New Lincoln & Cadillac stretch
limousines at reasonabie rates. Call Ellen for a FREE brochure,
discount coupons and details. 301 984-2909.

MAIL ORDER

MARCO ISLAND, FL—Homes /condos avail “;ﬂﬂﬂml]. Beaut sunsets
on tha gulf. Cent. 21, 15T Southern Trust 1-800- 55-9487, ext 10.

MYRTLE BEACH ***** FREE COLOR CONDO BROCHURE
1, 2 & 3 bedrooms condos. Oceanfront or golf. 1-800-247-5459

SHOP AT HOME— Join the fastest growing Mail Order Club in the
cnunt;y Send $10 for catalog, get ST!D toward a $40 purchase, to:
KIMAT, Inc., PO Box 75482, Washington, DC 20013-5482

MusIC

NAGS HEAD, NC— Timeshares condos for rent or resale,
Outerbanks Resort Rentals, Free Brochure, Call 919-441-2134.

SOPHISTICATED SWING: Dancing, lively tasteful ambiance, FREE
brochure, tape: Hot Mustard Jazz, Dave Burns Music (202) 462-2129

OUTER BANKS, NC—Corolla to Nags Head. Oceanfront & ocean-
side. Fall rates. FREE brochure, Seaside Realty; 1-800-395-2525

PINE TREE FAMILY NUDIST CLUB — Tennis, swim, camp,
hot-tub, trails. Min, /Beltway. Info: 301-261-8787 AANR

SANIBEL/CAPTIVA ISLANDS— Condo & home rentgals on Florida's
Gulf Coast. Mi, of white sandy beaches, blue skies & warm sunshine +
tennis, golf, pools. GRANDE ISLAND VACATIONS 800-551-7788.

SHENANDOAH RIVER OVERLOOK— Secluded co , fish, hike,
relax, CAC, slps 6. Reasonable wk or wknd rates, 703-635.5314.

ST JOHN — Gallows Pt. Magnificent oceanfront condo, beach,
snorkeling, pool. 1BR sleeps 4. Call Bill; 703-893-5638.

ST JOHN— Luxury Condo, meticulously equipped. Pool, great
location & views, Special rates now in effect. Scott, 703-536-1860.

ST. MAARTEN Luxury time sharing, RC| Beachfront Resort
Now at closeout pricing from $3675. B00-B09-6020 ext. 23.

VERMONT/JAY PEAK — New lux TH, sips 6, 2BR, 2BA, fish,
swim, hike, boat, golf, tennis. Nr. Canada, 703-759-6413

PHOTOGRAPHY

703-222-6100: WEDDING SPECIAL $195 for all day photogra-
phers time plus costs, FREE Preview prints, yours to keep

CREATIVE PHOTOS WEDDING & PORTRAIT SPECIALIST
Call 301-593-9281 or 301-540-1134,

ELEGANTLY SIMFI.E— W'edcllng coverage that does not mtrude
B/W-photojournalism, S ing in portraits that are uni
sonalized either in studio, outdoors or in your home. 301-470- lf3ﬂ

JOHN BATCHELLER PHOTOGRAPHY (703) 803-3798.
Creative, Elegant, Wedding & Portrait Photography.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF PHOTOGRAPHY—Est. 1976
Waorkshops & professional certificate program, 301-654-1998

REAL ESTATE/SERVICES

ARE YOU LOOKING FOR A PERFECT SUMMER HOME? You
found it! Capon Bridge WVA, 2 hrs DC, riverfront w/wrap-around
deck & great mountain views, 2BR, mod, Byrs old, nr, Rt, 50, 20
min W m‘ WInchesier VA, Must see to believe! Asking $79,500.
P 1 C ith 800-794-6661 or 703-768-5589

GENEALOGY

VIRGIN GORDA, B.V.l.— Lux beachfront & secluded hiliside villas,
Views, priv pools, resort facilities, hotel rooms/condos. V. G. Villa Rentals,
Box 63, Virgn Gorda, B.V.|. B09-495-7421; or 8-7081.

IRISH GENEALOGY—Write to: Hibernian R
Company, Ltd, Post Office Box 3097, Dublin 6, Ireland
Tel: 011 353 1496-6522 Fax: 011-353-1-497-3011. (24 hrs.)

GETAWAYS/VACATIONS

1-703-743-14594 « GOURMET ESCAPE FOR 2 $98— 90 mi DC, Pvt
ba's & fpls, spa, chef prepared dinner/bkit. # 44 Woodruff House

1-800-845-5552 « FREE BROCHURE = HILTON HEAD VACATIONS
Homes or Villas, 1-6BRs, Ocean Front, Galf, Tennis.

ALMOST HEAVEN, WVA—Uncommercialized, non-resort mtn gutam
Riveriront cabins with hot tubs & FP $105,-’up, rmfeficy $43/up
dining. Hiking, biking, fishing, Cheat River Lodge, Elkins WVA 304- 535-2301

AMERICA'S 1ST SPA »» BERKELEY SPRINGS WV
Free concerts, August 12 & 13 Studio Tour Free calendar
2 hrs from DC or Balto. 800-447-8797

BARBADOS OCEANFRONT VILLA — On Bluff overlooking ocean!
3%BR, 4BA, ac, pool & prvt stairs to beach, Owner 703-527-5154

BLUEFIELDS BAY, JAMAICA — All-inclusive, waterfront villas
each w/pool, sand beach, childcare. OWNER 202-232-4010,

BULGARIA— From the Balkans to the Black Sea
Customized tours for your group of 6-10 persons
Histary, Art, Music, Beaches, Spas, Folk Arts
From $1500/person, air fare incl, 800-600-1952.

COUNTRY PLACE—Rwverhouse, reunion camp and chalet, near Luray.
Fireplaces, decks, views, secluded, camps, fishing gear. 703 743-4007.

** DEEP CREEK LAKE « MD**
Don't miss out on summer. Golfing, skiing, baoting, fishing & more!
Rent a cabin/chalet/condo, rustic to modern, some w/hottubs,
access to pools/tennis, Reserve a wknd or wk by calling: A&A REALTY
9am-5pm daily B00-336-7303 Free brochure.

GOURMET FOODS

NEW! WORLD RICE CONNECTION — Nutritious, delici

HOME BUILDING CONSULTING— Prof. costing, inspections
or full site mgmt. for any home bldg. project. Call for brochure:
RESOURCES, RCM, Inc. 301-698-1451, 301-815-1730

RETIREMENT LIVING

easy. One recipe KIT + general information. Send $6 chk/MO to!
LMC Trends 2000, 903 Lynnhill Ct NE, Vienna, VA 22180 or fax
to: 703-281-0275, Perfect gift. 100% guaranteed.

HEALTH & FITNESS

GET IN SHAPE— Fast Paced Drills/Aerobic Workout W/Evening &
Whend Tennis Clinics For ALL Levels, Tennis USA 703-379-4455

QuIT SHOKIKG;OHEREAYING—- Create | New Habits. Weight loss
groups. Bach Flower C Reg. Hyp! 202-265-0178

HOTEL SPECIALS

MANHATTAN - A PARK AVENUE GEM— Step from the hustle
& bustle of New York City into the Sheraton Park Avenue.
Tranquil, elegant and full of old world charm, the Sheraton Park
Avenue will make your stay in Manhattan special. You'll find
yourself in a quiet residential neighborhood with many
attractions like the Empire State Bullding and Fifth Avenue
Shopping all within walking distance. Weekend rates slartlng at
$149. For reservations call 212-685-7676 or 8B00-537-007

INTERIOR DECORATING

AFFORDABLE CUSTOM WINDOW TREATMENTS
Area’s premier furnishing showroom offers In-Home Custom
Decorating. Window Treatments, Shades, Blinds, Bedding. Wall
Coverings & More, Call for Free in-home consultation.
“We Do Windows" at CL Barnes - 703-780-7444.

LATEX FOAM MATTRESSES, FOUNDATIONS — Water Beds
Cushions Any Size or Shape, Custom Covers. 241-7400,
American Foam Center, 2449 N. Harrison St, Arl, Va. 22207.

Penn National Golf Course Community
Live Close To Family And Friends
1#:hours from Metro area. Just over PA line, no retirement
income tax. Safe, friendly recreational community,

mountain views W. of Gettysburg, Affordable second homes
townhomes and homesites, Visitors” center open daily.
Call for

FREE VIDEQ
800-338-7523

Registered with
the N Real Estate

Commission.
sunaimnec,  PENN NATIONAL

90 Miles From The D.C./Balt. Beﬂ'ways

AFFORDABLE GOLF COURSE HWHG'

27 Hole Golf * Year-Round Swimming,
Tennis & Exercise Facilities

Viacation or retire ot Eastern W\'s premiare resort
community. Luxury foirway-front homes from the
$120k’s incl, homesite & golt mambearship inil. tee
Underground utll., poved roods. security. Good
heaith core & shopping nearby

The Q_V!god_s_

Models Open 7 {M} ]
A Week 2am - 5pmf

(304)754-3358




SCHOOLS

SCHOOLS

WEDDING SERVICES

NATIONAL SCOUTING REPORT— Scouts 32 HS Sports, M/F
for all colleges. Qualified prospects call 301-831-5992

A residential ratol
4 cm)emy school enrolling:
* students with learning,
) attention, sequencing, or processing
difficulties * students with difficulties in
esteem and interpersonal confidence
(302) 337-3200 PO Box 103, Bridgeville, DE 19933

WILDERNESS LEADERSHIP ACADEMY
Academic residence program for
“at risk” boys ages 13-18
Summer, fall, and winter semesters.

YEAR - ROUND ENROLLMENTS

Metivation, respect, confidence, leadership.

Wilderness therapy, experiential education.

Backpack, rock climb, rappel, cance, kayak, cave,

mountain bike, ropes course, zip line. (703) 864-7016

* Fishburne
AY Military School

College Preparatory Classes Average 12 Students.
Structured, Caring Environment. Supervised Study
Halls. Clganizaﬁonai & Study Skills. Sports. Band, Art.
Drama. Clubs. Grades 8-12 & PG. ESL. Army JROTC.
Faculty Advisor for Each Cadet.

Non-Military Summer School

(703) 9431171
A Tradition of Excellence Since 1879
Non-Discriminatory

Doris W. Brown, P.O.Box 988, Waynesboro, VA 22980

Success Begins Here. 4

« Individualized Learning
Plan with small classes

» Coed, structured environment
« College credit available

» Creative financing plan

» Band, fine arts, and athletics
« AFJROTC and Flight training

Randolph-Macon Academy

Middie School 6-8 ¢ Upper School 9-12 & PG
Front Royal, VA [ (800) 272-1172

TRAVEL & TOURS

. J

A HARP— Will add elegance & romance to aour Wedding
Ceremony, Reception, or Rehearsal Dinner. Call 703-768-1531

A JAZZ COMBO— Add an elegant touch to your wedding. Romantic
tunes for listening, swing for dancing. Best Rates. 301-593-4209

BRENDA SCHRIER, PERSONAL PHOTOGRAPHY
Weddings; Formals & Candids; Family Emphasis. 703-533-2929.

CALLIGRAPHY — Have your beautiful invitations beautifully
addressed. O'DONNELL INK. 301-588-7618

CERESVILLE MANSION—A granrl home for gracious occasions in
historic Frederick, Maryland, Baliroom seats 200, 301-694-5111

GETAWAY WEDDINGS: in distant locales. Order B4-pg Sp.
Edition of Romantic Wedding Destinations. US, Bermuda, Ha-
waii, Caribbean. $24.95+s/h. Innovanna. 1-800-577-9810.

ALL CRUISES **
Best Ships, Service, Value. Call now!

SAVEUPTO50%! **
301-258-SHIP.

CUSTOM CRUISE HQ * The Best rates on all cruises! Lipgrades/
great service, Call Now! 703-764-2787 or 800-4-SAIL-42.

WEDDING SERVICES

1-202-537-6814
Unitarian Universalist Minister

REV. DAVID MACMILLAN
All Faiths Welcome

1-301-654-1998 WEDDING PHOTOGRAPHY—WSP Studios, est.
1976, offers aff le & itive photography. Neg. buy-out avail.

301-984-0824 ALL FAITHS/INTERFAITH/BILINGUAL Wedding
Ceremonies, ordained clergywoman, DC/MD/VA/WV. Call 7-10pm.

A BRIDAL SHOW WEEKLY As seen in *Washingtonian” magazine.
Elegant Receptions in Unique, Historic Places. 703-739-1020

HISTORIC SPHINX CLUB
Ceremonies & Receptions, 50-500, Call 202-408-5567

RASPBERRY PLAIN— Historical Georgian Colonial Estate.-
Weddings/Events. Some '95 avail. Leesburg. 703-777-1888

SILVER PLATE RESTAURANT— Elegant, Best Value, Reception/Re-
hearsal dinners, banquets. 9910 Main St. Fairfax, VA 703-273-3014

THE KENNEDY-WARREN
Art Deco Reception Rooms. Let the experts at Uptown Caterers
create your dream wedding. Call 202-483-2058

THE ULTIMATE LOCATION for your Wedding Reception. The
Roof Terrace Restaurant at The John F. Kennedy Center For The
Performing Arts, Superb view & elegant setting for up to 250 for
dinner, 400 for cocktails. Parking available. Let our European
chef design a menu to reflect your good taste. (202)416-8555,

A CLERGYMAN ALL FAITHS/INTERFAITH FOR YOUR WEDDING
Chapel available, Short Notice. MD, VA, DC, WVA. 703-550-6161

YOUR BRIDAL BOUQUET—Beautifully preserved. Invitations
framed in real flowers. POSEYS, 301-469-4984.

ADVENTURES
ALTERATIONS
ANSWERING SERVICES
ART

AUCTIONS
AUTOMOTIVE
BALLOONS

CAREERS

CARE FOR THE EYES
CARPETS/RUGS
CLEANING SERVICES

-d4

IT'S AMAZING WHAT BIG RESULTS
A LITTLE AD CAN PRODUCE
WHEN YOU KNOW WHERE TO PUT IT.

MAGAZINE MARKET

INCLUDES MANY MORE CATEGORIES THAN WHAT YOU SEE EACH SUNDAY
HERE ARE JUST A FEW OF THE MANY CATEGORIES AVAILABLE:

DANCE

DATING SERVICES
ELDERLY CARE
ENTERTAINMENT
FASHION & ACCESSORIES
FINE HOMES
FURNITURE

GIFT IDEAS

GOURMET FOODS
INTERIOR DECORATING
LIMO SERVICES

IT'S ALSO AMAZING WHAT A LOGO CAN DO
TO GIVE YOU A COMPETITIVE EDGE.

We can prepare your logo for a nominal one time production fee, or
you may choose from any one of our logos (partial list only/no production fee):*

v = ot
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E ARE NOT ALONE.

[ make this statement in light of an article
in an academic journal called Popular Music
and Society. The article, written by a college
professor named Cherrill P. Heaton, is titled
“Air Ball: Spontaneous Large Group Precision
Chanting.”

The article concerns a phenomenon that
often occurs at basketball games when a visit-
ing player shoots an “air ball”—a shot that
misses everything. Immediately, the crowd, in
a sportsmanlike effort to cause this player to
commit suicide, will start chanting, “AlR-ball . . . AlR-ball . . ."

Prof. Heaton, who teaches English but is also interested
in music, noticed an odd thing about the “Air Ball” chant:
The crowd members always seemed to start at precisely
the same time, and in perfect tune with each other.

“As any director of a church choir or secular chorus
knows,” Prof. Heaton writes, “getting a mere 20 or 30
trained singers to sing or chant together and in
tune is not always easy. Yet without direction
. .. thousands of strangers massed in indoor
auditoriums and arenas are able, if stimu-
lated by an air ball, to chant ‘Air Ball’ in
tonal and rhythmic unison.”

But there's more. Using his VCR, Prof.
Heaton taped a bunch of basketball
games; he discovered that, no mat-
ter where the games were played, &' o
almost all the crowds chanted “Air ®
Ball” in the same key—namely, F,
with the “Air” being sung on an F
note, and the “Ball” on a D note,

This is an amazing musical achieve-
ment for Americans, who are not noted for
their skill at singing in unison. Listen to a random group of
Americans attempting to sing “Happy Birthday,” and you
will note that at any given moment they somehow manage
to emit more different notes, total, than there are group
members, creating a somber, droning sound such as might
be created by severely asthmatic bagpipers, so that the
birthday person, rather than feeling happy, winds up weep-
ing into the cake. It's even worse when Americans at sport-
ing events attempt to sing “The Star-Spangled Banner,” be-
cause not only does this song contain an estimated 54,000
notes, but also the crowd has only the vaguest notion of
what the words are, so what you hear is a cattlelike sound
created by thousands of people murmuring uncertainly, in
every conceivable key, about the ramparts’ red gleaming.
And yet according to Prof. Heaton, somehow these same
sports fans, all over the country, almost always sponta-
neously chant “Air Ball” in the same key, F.
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Failure in the Key of F

[ decided to check Prof. Heaton's findings out for myself.
Under the carefully controlled scientific conditions of my
living room, I chanted “Air Ball” out loud several times. I
then picked up my electric guitar, which I keep close to my
computer for those occasions when, in the course of my re-
search, I develop an urgent journalistic need to sing “Mony
Mony.” Using this guitar, I figured out which key I had
chanted “Air Ball” in: It was F.

Still skeptical, I called my office. The phone was an-
swered in a spontaneous manner by a writer named Meg
Laughlin.

I said: “Meg, I want you to do the chant that basketball
fans do when a visiting player shoots an air ball.”

And Meg, with no further prompting, said: “Nanny
nanny boo boo?”

Meg is not a big baskethall fan.

Continuing my research, [ called Charlie Vincent, a pro-
fessional sports columnist who claims he has never sung on
key in his life, and who immediately, without prompting,

chanted “Air Ball” smack dab in F. Then I
called professional musician and bas-
ketball fan Al Kooper; he not only
chanted “Air Ball” in F, but also
told me that, back in the 1960s,
he used to spend hours eaves-
dropping on people and painstak-
ingly writing down the musical
notes that they used in ordinary
conversation.
“Hey, cool!” I said. “What did
you do with this information?”
“I lost it,” he said.

Anyway, my research convinced
me that Prof. Heaton is correct: Some-
thing is causing Americans to chant “Air
Ball” in F. But what? I believe that the most logical explana-
tion—you probably thought of this—is: extraterrestrials.
As you know if you watch the TV documentary series “The
X Files,” when anything weird happens, extraterrestrials
are almost always responsible. In this case, beings from an-
other galaxy are probably trying to communicate with us
by transmitting powerful radio beams that penetrate bas-
ketball fans' brains and cause them to “spontaneously”
chant in the key of F. I imagine that eventually the aliens
will switch the fans to another key, such as A, and then
maybe C, and so on until the aliens have musically spelled
out some intergalactic message to humanity, such as
“FACE A DEAD CABBAGE.”

Or it could be something else. I have no idea what
they're trying to tell us; I just know we'd better do what
they say. And now if you'll excuse me, I'm feeling an over-
powering urge to do “the wave."m

MARC ROSENTHAL
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Big Business. Big Hearts.

Together, these businesses donated $80,000
to this year’s Good Neighbor Food & Funds Drive.

Thank You

American Petroleum Institute

Blue Cross & Blue Shield of the
National Capital Area

The Ann and Don Brown Family Fund

British Aerospace

Britches of Georgetowne

The Bureau of National Affairs, Inc.

Capitol Fiber, Inc.

Centre Group

Chambers Associates Incorporated
Chevy Chase Bank

Com Tech Systems Inc.
Business Telephone Systems

Marshall B. Coyne Foundation, Inc.

Delon Hampton & Associates,
Chartered

De Leuw, Cather & Company
Diplomat Parking Corporation
Euro Motorcars

FannieMae

Finnegan, Henderson, Farabow,
Garrett & Dunner

First National Bank of Maryland
The Folger Fund

The Foundation for the National
Capital Region

Fresh Fields Markets

Gannett Foundation

Glant Food Inc.

Louis and Marilyn Glickfield
Terence C. and Kathleen S. Golden

Partners & Staff of Grossberg
Company LLP

HECHT'S
Heishman BMW, Inc.

Herb Gordon Auto World

00D
NEIGHBOR

Human Genome Sciences, Inc.
Independence Federal Savings Bank
The Industrial Bank of Washington
The John Akridge Companies

The Lemon Foundation

Judd’s, Incorporated

Kiplinger Washington Editors, Inc.

Lockheed Martin Corporation
Donations go to the Capital Area Community Food Bank.

Marriott International, Inc.

Marsh and McLennan, Inc.

Michael Baker Ir., Inc.

Morgan, Lewis & Bockius

New York Life/Health Plus

Norwest Mortgage, Inc.
Patterson/Smith Associates
Potomac Electric Power Company
Powell, Goldstein, Frazer & Murphy
POWELL TATE, a Cassidy Company
Rogers & Wells

Rosenthal Automotive Organization
Sensormatic

Sutton Place Gourmet

Tompkins Builders

Tourmobile Sightseeing

United Services Life Insurance
Company and Bankers Security Life
Insurance Society

VSE Corporation

Washington Gas

The Washington Post Company
Washington Vista Hotel

The Widmeyer Group

Wilkes, Artis, Hedrick & Lane
Foundation




Its inspiration was the flamboyant ironwork of the 16th century, its shapes the
lyrical forms of the Spanish Baroque.

Its design is unabashedly romantic, yet simple and strong. Its forms are dra-
matically overscaled, yet never overpowering.

Its classic lines-will adapt to any decor and its price will let you sleep easy for
years tocome., . %

The “Bareelona Bl In oné size only and one store only.

Crate and Barrel Furnittre. In Spring Valley at 4820 Massachusetts Avenue N.V.,
Washington, D.C. Tel: 202-364-6500. Crate&Barrel

Wake up rested, refreshed, and
e e]mg 400 years older.

The “Barcelona” queen bed, $599,




