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87 Eagles Point Road Lancaster, VA
First offering on this dramatic architecturally
designed home with contemporary flair and south-
ern exposure. Quality throughout and in pristine
condition! The exterior is maintenance free cedar
impressions with a stone foundation and blue stone
walkway.  The two acre site is professionally land-
scaped with a irrigation system. Upon entering you
will immediately see views of the river from the
large open living room which is light filled with a
vaulted ceiling and a beautiful stone fireplace.The
gourmet kitchen is open to the gathering room with
its fireplace and views of the Corrotoman River.
Only steps away is the screened porch overlooking
the heated pool. Other amenities include a generator
and pier with deep water and two boat lifts plus a rip
rapped shoreline.  NNAR MLS # 97886  $1,450,000

95 Hazzard Lane Lancaster, VA
Stunning historic home built by famed boat builder
John Hazzard in 1901 with major recent renovations.
Spectacular 270 degree water views from this 7.61
acre parcel which features 1,770 feet of waterfront and
5+ feet of water depth. Gourmet kitchen w/ 48 inch
stainless steel gas range, hood, granite counter tops, &
kitchen bar.  Lovely sunroom off the kitchen w/ gas
f/p and sweeping creek views.   Wrap around screen
porch.  The first floor master bedroom suite boasts a
large master bath,  walk-in closet,  French doors, pri-
vate deck & salon sitting area. Water views from every
room.   The 24 x 36 garage/workshop is detached and
offers great work space w/Man Cave above.  Two
piers on the property. Waterfront office at the foot of
the pier. NNAR MLS # 98226 $998,500

4421 Black Stump Road Weems, VA
First offering on this lovely coastal home with 3
bedrooms, 2 1/2 baths in the main house and a 750
sq. ft. detached guest house w/ living room, kitchen,
bedroom and bath. There is a 2 car attached garage
plus a 3 bay detached garage and workshop.  This
property extends from Moran Creek (447 feet
waterfront), with its protected waters, to the
Corrotoman River (176 feet waterfront) with a
SAND BEACH making it a truly unique property.
The great room with vaulted ceiling, a sunroom with
walls of glass, a large open family style kitchen and
breakfast room all offer beautiiful views and natural
breezes from Moran Creek. The master bedroom is
located on the first level also offering lovely views.
Heated swimming pool. The pier with a lift on
Moran Creek has 4 ft MLW. A future pier on the
Corrotoman would offer a sailor 10 feet MLW. A
must to see!  NNAR MLS # 97881 $1,375,000.

Bo Bragg (804) 436-7337 Bo@BraggCo.com Barbara Bragg (804) 436-6787 Barbara@BraggCo.com

Chesapeake Bay Waterfront Properties
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TWILIGHT POLO and VIRGINIA WINE 
In the Heart of Horse Country

Story by John Shtogren
Photos Courtesy of Greenhill Winery and Vineyard

A jug of wine, a loaf of bread and thou beside me
—watching a polo match at twilight time. 

There is just something that feels so right about a summer evening, a chilled bottle of wine, a
picnic basket full of goodies, muffled hoofbeats and the “thwock” of a polo mallet striking the ball.
Every Saturday evening from mid-May through mid-September, 2,000 or more spectators who
feel much the same way pull through the gates at the Great Meadow equestrian grounds in
Plains, Virginia, an hour west of Washington, D.C. At 6 p.m., the ball is tossed to the players for
the first chukker of Twilight Polo.
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It’s not a stretch to refer to Omar Khayyam’s Rubaiyat when talking about polo
and wine.  The first recorded polo match was in 600 B.C. when the Turkomans beat the
Persians. By the time Khayyam, a Persian, wrote his wine-laden verse 1,600 years later,
polo had spread across the Eastern world. By the Middle Ages it was the national 
pastime from Constantinople to Japan. It is the world’s oldest team sport, and wine may
well be its oldest beverage.

Arena Polo
On Saturday nights at Great Meadow they play arena polo, a scaled-down 

version of regular polo. A standard polo field is a full 10 acres and measures 300 yards

by 160 yards, three football fields long by
one-and-a half wide. Even the best 
vantage point leaves spectators at least
150 yards from the action—field glasses
are a must. By contrast, arena polo is
played in an enclosed area a mere 300 by
150 feet, with only a narrow four-foot wall
separating the riders and ponies from the
gallery. Arena polo is fan-friendly, up
close and personal.

At Twilight Polo there are four
matches with four chukkers, or periods, in
each. Each chukker lasts seven and a half
minutes with a short break in between for
riders to switch to fresh ponies. In arena
polo, there are three riders on a team
rather than four, which is all the enclosure
can safely accommodate. As the evening
goes on, the play becomes more and more
intense since the more novice players
compete in the earlier matches.

The rules of play are much the
same for both forms of polo: Hit the ball
through the goal posts but be careful while
you do it. The rules are primarily for the
safety of horse and rider. For example, a
rider in control of the ball has the right-of-
way and another rider cannot recklessly

The Old Guard from the U.S.
Army 3rd Infantry Regiment
opens the event.

Breaking for the goal!
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cut across his path to push him off course.
For the safety of the pony, a rider cannot
position his mount to block an opponent’s
shot with its body. Violate such rules and
the referee will ride up, blow his whistle
and award a penalty shot, not unlike what
is done in soccer when a violation occurs.

Polo ponies can be of any breed
but they need certain qualities to play well
in the arena. Since the arena is relatively
small, the pony must be able to accelerate
quickly as it drives for the goal. Just as
importantly the pony has to be able to stop
on a dime because there is a solid wall
behind the goal. In arena polo, the ponies
go from full tilt to full stop in a matter of a
few strides. (On the big, open field, the
ponies often race through the open goal
and decelerate at an even pace.) 

Maneuverability and a willing-
ness to work in close quarters are also
requisite qualities. Although the rules 
discourage unsafe actions, arena polo can
easily become a contact sport as riders and
ponies vie for the ball.

Arena polo is more of an every-
man’s sport than regular polo since the
economics are very different. Membership
in a full-field polo club can be costly since
maintaining a 10-acre grass field is no
mean feat. Not only is the arena a fraction
of a polo field, but its sand floor is easy to
care for. Since an arena match is shorter, it
can be played with only two ponies.  One
plays a chukker while the other rests and
then they switch. By contrast, regular
polo’s longer match time and distances call
for as many as eight ponies per rider. An
arena polo player can arrive at the match
in his SUV pulling a two-horse trailer
rather than in a heavy-duty truck towing a
$50,000, 30-foot horse hauler.

On the Berm
An elevated grass-covered berm

lines one side of the arena and provides an
excellent view of the match. While there
are reserve boxes for six along the arena’s
low wall, spectators on the berm are above

David Greenhill plays with passion.

Flying for the goal with all four hooves in the air!
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them and are less than 100 feet from the
action. The lush carpet of grass invites
spectators to spread out a blanket. Some
fans back up to the top of the berm, drop
the tailgate and enjoy the match. For those
without their own food and drink, there is
a food truck and the Greenhill Winery booth.

Twilight Polo fans are an eclectic
group. One contingent has the Pretty
Woman look, all decked out in summer
dresses and sun hats. Another is country
casual, denim and boots or flip flops. They
arrive in Range Rovers and Ford 150s,
carrying acrylic stemware and red Solo
cups. No matter the look, it’s a friendly
convivial crowd.

The action in the arena is fast and
furious. An announcer helps the gallery
keep up with who’s on the ball and the
penalties as they occur. Arena polo has
been called “hockey on a horse” and it’s
an apt description of the players’ bursts of
speed and almost instant changes of 
direction.  Fellow fans are quick to share
their view of the play and explain details
that newcomers might miss. It’s how you

might learn that the 1-2-3 numbers on
back of the riders’ jerseys indicate their
offensive and defensive positions. Number
3 is usually the most experienced player
and most able to make long-distance shots.

Twilight Polo is a kid-friendly
place. In fact, halftime is all about the 
children. Traditionally at halftime,
spectators go out on the big grass field for
15 minutes of “divot stomping,” resetting
the clods kicked up by the ponies’ hooves.
But since the arena floor is sand and easily
groomed, during halftime the kids join in a
giant tug o’war and then follow Polo Bear,
the official mascot, on a two-lap foot race
around the arena. 

After the last chukker and awards
ceremony, some spectators will pack up
and head for home. For them it’s getting
late at 10 p.m. For others, the night is
young and they will head for the Great
Meadow pavilion where the dancing will
begin and carry on until the witching hour.

Wine from the Heart of Horse Country
Greenhill Winery is the sponsor

of Twilight Polo, and its vineyard is only a
few miles north in Middleburg, the 
epicenter of Virginia horse country. The
connection is more than geographic:
Greenhill wines are known for their
European-style authenticity and evoke pas-
sion and joie de vivre which pair well with
polo. As owner David Greenhill remarked,
“Greenhill Winery's location in the center
of Virginia's horse and hunt capital has
facilitated a natural association with 
equestrian sports. Our partnership with
Great Meadow has been a great platform
to foster and promote Greenhill as a
lifestyle brand with our own polo team, as
well as an exciting and alternate venue to
share our wines with the public.”

Greenhill himself is not only a
polo fan, he is also an avid player.
Although he only got in the game last
year, you'll see him in the saddle every
week at Twilight Polo or at other polo 
venues, racing down the field, hell-bent for
the white ball. Greenhill plays polo the
way he makes wine, with passion and joie
de vivre. 
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John Gobin (center) is a top player for
Greenhill. Mallets are held high for the
safety of the horses.



For current details about Twilight
Polo, see www.greatmeadow.org. You will
find directions and the theme of the week's
match – Hawaiian Luau, Pirate Night,
Beach Party and the like. The parking fee
at Great Meadow is $40 at the gate for as
many people as you can squeeze in your
car. Greenhill Winery has a special offer –
order three bottles of wine online and there
will be a free parking pass waiting for you
at the gate. You can pick up your wine that
night at the Greenhill booth and only need
to bring a loaf of bread and your “thou.” 
To order wine and a free parking pass for
Twilight Polo, go to www.greenhillvine-
yards.com and click the About and Polo
tabs. 

John Shtogren is  senior  edi tor  of
V A S .  H e  welcomes comments  a t
jashtogren@yahoo.com.

Sponsor David Greenhill (center) prepares to give out awards to the winning teams. On his right are
Polo Bear, Twilight Polo's mascot, and Rebekah Pizana, sales and marketing director for Greenhill
Winery. (Photo by John Shtogren)
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As the possibility of Cuban tourism and travel continues to be a top news item
in the U.S. press, there is perhaps no group more excited than the angling
community. With recent policy changes that allow Americans to travel to Cuba
with fewer restrictions than in previous years, fishermen are scrambling to
secure prime weeks for Cuban fisheries that have been closed to U.S. sports-
men for the past five decades.  

Angler Greg Vincent comes tight with a Cuban tarpon in the Jardines de la Reina (the Gardens of the Queen).
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erceived by most American anglers
as a mysterious and closed-off
country that is home to plentiful

tarpon, huge bonefish and easy permit,
Cuba is a place they want to visit and fish
before it is forever changed by the coming
wave of tourism. 

The biggest question about fish-
ing in Cuba is whether it lives up to the
hype and attention.  And the short answer
is that it all depends. The flats fishing in
Cuba can be very good. In fact, it can – at
times – be downright incredible. At the
end of the day, however, it’s still flats 

fishing, which means that the fishing in
Cuba is not that different than the flats
fishing found in the Bahamas, Belize, the
Yucatan, or most other well known
Caribbean fishing destinations. It is never
a sure thing when fishing for any species
on any given day – no matter where you

P

FISHING CUBA
Story by Kristen Tripp

Photos by Jim Klug
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are fishing. The fish found in Cuban
waters may indeed be unpressured 
compared to other destinations, but they
are not stupid or easy.  It’s still saltwater
flats fishing. One week may be red-hot,
while the next may turn finicky and 
difficult. Some people have the perception
that this area has been totally locked off
and untouched since Castro took over and
that a trip to Cuba will allow them to be
the very first to ever fish these areas. That
is simply not the case. Cuban waters have
indeed been fished by many anglers from
Europe, Canada and even the U.S. for the
past two decades.

All of that said, when it comes to

flats fishing opportunities, low pressure
and impressive numbers and size of fish,
there is no doubt that Cuba offers the next
frontier for American saltwater anglers.
With ongoing diplomatic and economic
efforts to normalize relations between
Cuba and the U.S., the logistics and 
intricacies that affect fishing travel to
Cuba are changing fast and certainly
becoming easier. Many expect that things
will fully open in the very near future,
making a fishing trip to Cuba as straight-
forward and simple as a quick trip to the
Bahamas or Belize.

Cuba is a country that has seen
very little change over the past 60 years. It

still exists in a wonderful time warp where
the music, food, people and overall culture
have changed little since the early 1960s.
The downside is that the infrastructure of
the island is largely broken and dysfunc-
tional and the hotels, food, in-country
transfers and customer service in general
are rarely on par with other Caribbean des-
tinations popular with traveling anglers.
This means patience, a sense of adventure
and an appreciation for a destination that
has so far largely escaped the commercial-
ization that comes with Sandals Resorts,
Carnival Cruise Lines, Senor Frogs and
other mega-tourism offerings.  A visit to
Cuba today is definitely a trip back in

A bustling street scene in downtown Havana. Old American cars have been 
a symbol of Cuba and are found everywhere on the island. 

(Top) An old military installation in the small coastal fishing village of Cojimar.
Located outside of Havana, Cojimar was the port where Hemingway kept his
boat, Pilar, and the home of his first mate Gregorio Fuentes. (Lower left) The

Old Havana bar “La Bodeguita del Medio” - home to Cuba’s most famous 
mojito and a favorite haunt of Hemingway. (Lower right)  Havana Club is a 

staple when in Cuba.
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Angler Greg Vincent and Avalon guide Bemba release a standard-size
Cuban tarpon.

time, a chance to meet amazing people who are warm and 
welcoming to their American neighbors, experience incredibly
scenery and – if you’re lucky – find a few memorable fish.

What You Need to Know
On Aug. 14, 2015, the U.S. reopened an embassy in

Havana and the American flag was raised in this island nation for
the first time in 54 years.  Experts predict that radical transforma-
tions are indeed coming. President Barack Obama has eased many
travel and business restrictions but the fact remains that only
Congress can fully lift the 53-year-old embargo, something that is
unlikely to happen until after the November 2016 elections. 

The U.S. Treasury and Commerce departments unveiled
new rules that ease travel and trade restrictions for Cuba, thereby
greatly expanding the leeway for U.S. travelers visiting the island.
One of the most notable changes is that Americans will no longer
be required to obtain pre-approval from the U.S. Office of Foreign
Assets Control (OFAC) before embarking on a trip to Cuba. As
long as Americans certify that they are traveling under one of 12
legal and approved categories — which include educational, 
religious, people-to-people, scientific, journalistic and humanitarian
trips — they can simply head for the island without applying for
permission. Traveling to Cuba solely as a tourist (or an angler),
however, remains prohibited unless you qualify for one of the 12
approved categories. 

Yellow Dog Can Help
The saltwater team at Yellow Dog Flyfishing Adventures

members have taken a dozen trips to the island to shoot photos
and explore the fisheries. Yellow Dog can assist anglers in
obtaining licenses in the form of a people-to-people license (one
of the twelve approved categories) through a relationship that
they have with the Bonefish Tarpon Trust (BTT) in Florida.
Anglers who secure their paperwork through BTT may buy 
airline tickets and make travel arrangements through any travel
service or airline that provides service to Cuba.

Previously, direct flights from the U.S.-to-Havana were
operated by charter companies. In June of this year, the U.S.
Department of Transportation gave approval to American



Airlines, Frontier Airlines, JetBlue
Airlines, Silver Airways, Southwest
Airlines, and Sun Country to start flying to
nine Cuban cities – other than Havana –
starting this fall.  

Until Congress lifts the trade
embargo against Cuba and Cuba holds free
and fair elections and transitions to a 
democratic government, all U.S. travelers
to Cuba will be required by U.S. law to
travel under an OFAC license. Till then,
anglers wishing to arrange their own travel
to Cuba can book one of the direct U.S.-
to-Havana charter flights with proof of the
aforementioned license. They can also take
regularly scheduled commercial service

from Mexico City, Cancun, the Bahamas
or several cities in Canada. Be aware that
travel logistics to Cuba are constantly
changing, almost on a weekly basis!

It is also worth noting that 
travelers are now able to use select U.S.
credit and debit cards in Cuba, with more
coming online in the near future. There is
no longer a per diem rate for how much
visitors can spend once they reach the
island. Furthermore, U.S. travel and trip
insurers are now authorized to provide
coverage for travel insurance policies for
individuals who travel to or within Cuba.

To find out how Yellow Dog can
help you plan a fishing trip to Cuba, check

www.yellowdogflyfishing.com.  You
can email the company at info@yellow-
dogflyfishing.com  or call (888) 777-5060
or  (406) 585-8667.

Kristen Tripp is the Cuba program director
for Yellow Dog Flyfishing Adventures.
Born in and raised in Nepal, Tripp has
lived and traveled all over the world.
Tripp’s international experience combined
with her Spanish language skills and an
aptitude for complex trip logistics give her
the skills necessary to provide travelers to
Cuba with a fantastic experience.

Poling the coastline of Cayo Largo while hunting for permit
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Spectacular Ocean Racing
RORC Transatlantic Race  RORC Caribbean 600

Story by Louay Habib

The origins of racing under sail, east to west across the Atlantic Ocean, can be
traced back to the Clipper Route of the mid-19th century. However, with the advent
of steamships, the necessity to build fast sailing yachts for trade was diminished.
By the end of the 19th century, the clippers were no longer taking to the high seas. 

Offshore yacht racing, as a sport, was still relatively unknown until after WWI. The 
Royal Ocean Racing Club (RORC) was established in 1925 as a result of a race to
the Fastnet rock from Cowes that finished in Plymouth. The Fastnet Race 
predates all of the famous 600-mile yacht races such as the Sydney Hobart and
Newport Bermuda. Today, the RORC has more than 3,000 members worldwide
and organizes more than a dozen offshore races.

George Sakelaris’
Maxi72, Proteus - overall
winner of the 2016
RORC Caribbean 600
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In 2009, the club made a bold decision to
establish a new offshore race in Antigua, West
Indies. The RORC Caribbean 600 has blossomed
and is now in its eighth year. The 600-mile race
around 11 Caribbean islands attracts nearly 80 of
the world’s most powerful offshore yachts. Many
of the yachts taking part in the RORC Caribbean
600 sail across the Atlantic from Europe and, in
2014, the RORC decided to establish its own
RORC Transatlantic Race.

At the end of November 2015, a varied
and international fleet ranging from 40-foot to 100-
foot boats set off from Marina Lanzarote in the
Canary Islands bound for Camper & Nicholsons
Port Louis Marina, Grenada, West Indies, in the
second RORC Transatlantic Race. The 3,000-
nautical-mile race was a test of seamanship and
endeavour. The monohulls were competing for the
RORC Transatlantic Race Trophy, for the best
elapsed time under IRC, and any one of the fleet
had a real chance of winning the race and lifting
the 104-troy-ounce trophy. The multihulls included

two of the fastest offshore trimarans in the world, almost identical in construction
and the two MOD 70s had an epic high-speed duel for 3,000 miles.

Lloyd Thornburg’s American Mod 70, Phaedo 3, completed the RORC
Transatlantic Race in an astonishing elapsed time of 5 days, 22 hours, 46
minutes and 3 seconds, setting a race record. Another MOD 70, Tony Lawson’s
British Concise 10, skippered by Ned Collier Wakefield, was less than two hours
behind. The two carbon-fiber trimarans had enjoyed an epic match race across
the Atlantic Ocean.

Here are the notes of Phaedo 3 co-skipper Brian Thompson:

MOD70 Showdown - Tony Lawson's Concise 10 and Lloyd Thornburg's Phaedo 3 had an epic high speed duel across the Atlantic. 

The RORC Transatlantic Race
uses satellite tracking so race fans
can keep an eye on the fleet.



“The pirates on Phaedo 3 are still
being relentlessly pursued by the British
Navy...We are just out of cannon shot, but
any slip-up in our sail handling and we
will be seeing the might of our blue
pursuers...They are surely pushing as hard
to catch us as we are to stay ahead of
them. Every schedule is showing 30 knots

of speed. We are not holding back at all…
Carving our way through the waves like a
skier through a mogul field. Following the
liquid terrain to harmonize boat speed
through the ever-changing waterscape in
front of our three bows. Last night, despite
saving several flying fish from the net, one
came hurtling at me from the bow, closing

speed about 40 knots and got me full on
the Adam’s apple, lucky it was a small one
but we put him back in the sea, a learner
flyer clearly, just an accident...Anyway, time for
a nap and another good shaking in the bunk.” 

Jean-Paul Riviere's French Maxi
100, Nomad IV, crossed the finish line of
the RORC Transatlantic Race to set a new
monohull record  of 10 days, 7 hours, 6
minutes and 59 seconds. He was pleased
with his boat and crew:

“I’m very, very happy!” said
Riviere. “Nomad IV was built as a proto-
type, a one-off, and it has taken the team
some time to realize her potential. During
the race, we only had a few sail problems,
which is expected for a 3,000-mile race,.
Apart from that, the boat and the crew
performed extremely well and that gives
me as much delight as winning such a
prestigious race.”

In February 2015, the Royal
Ocean Racing Club organized the eighth
edition of the RORC Caribbean 600. The
race starts and finishes in Antigua, the
sailing mecca of the West Indies, and the
course weaves around 11 Caribbean
islands. The breathtaking scenery is
enhanced by phenomenal sailing
conditions with warm trade winds
propelling the magnificent fleet at full
pelt. Year after year, the entry list has been
growing and the 2016 edition boasted a
record fleet of 70 yachts, including some
of the world's fastest racing yachts.

Hurtling around the Caribbean at
speeds in excess of 30 knots and topping
out nearer 40, often barely a boat length
apart, the epic duel between Concise 10
and Phaedo 3 ended after 32 hours of hot
racing. Thornburg's Phaedo 3, co-
skippered by Thompson, crossed the
finish line at Fort Charlotte in an elapsed
time of 31 hours, 59 minutes and 4
seconds, breaking their own multihull race
record set last year by 1 hour, 34 minutes
and 26 seconds. Concise 10, skippered by
Wakefield, was just 9 minutes and 52
seconds behind.

Jean-Paul Riviere's French Finot Maxi 100,
Nomad IV, took Monohull Line Honours and the
overall win on IRC corrected time for the mono-
hull fleet.

The RORC Caribbean 600 Race has a
scenic course around 11 Caribbean
islands.
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“We weren’t thinking about the
record at any stage because we were so
focused on match racing Concise. We had
to dig deep and they were doing the same;
they gave us a hell of a race,” said
Thornburg.

Jim Clark and Kristy Hinze
Clark’s American Maxi 100 Comanche
crossed the finish line of the RORC
Caribbean 600 with an elapsed time of 40
hours, 53 minutes and 2 seconds, taking
monohull honors for the race, just 33 minutes
outside record pace.

“Comanche is built to come in
first to finish and when Mother Nature 
co-operates we have the pedigree to break
records,” was skipper Ken Read’s reaction
to the wind coming from the south-east,
making the leg from St Marten to
Guadeloupe a beat (for previous record
holder Rambler 100 it was a fast fetch). 

“Going around these islands is a
ball; whales breaching, volcanoes 
smoking, it doesn’t get any better than
that. We will be back, I promise you – this
is a great race.” 

A thrilling race between four
Maxi 72s concluded with the lead 
changing numerous times. George

Sakellaris’ Proteus was the first Maxi 72
to finish the race, just over 20 minutes
ahead of Dieter Schön’s Momo with Sir
Peter Ogden’s Jethou third. Last year’s
overall winner, Hap Fauth’s Bella Mente
retired with keel problems.

Proteus completed the course in
an elapsed time of 48 hours, 22 minutes
and 16 seconds to score the best time after
IRC correction to win the RORC
Caribbean 600 Trophy. 

“We have beaten some great

Jim Clark and Kristy Hinze Clark’s American Maxi 100 Comanche, skippered by Ken Read took
Monohull Line Honours for the 2016 RORC Caribbean 600 Race.

Some of the world’s most powerful yachts compete in the RORC Caribbean 600.



boats and the sailing was great, and we
had a beautiful venue. During the race we
had boat-on-boat action with all of the
Maxi72s — Bella Mente, Jethou and
Momo — and their teams are all great
sailors. I would like to congratulate all
competitors for attending such a great,
great event. I am glad to have been part of
it. We hope to be back next year,” said
Sakellaris, the owner and skipper of Proteus.

The third edition of the RORC
Transatlantic Race will start from Marina
Lanzarote on Nov. 26. The ninth edition of
the RORC Caribbean 600 will start on
Feb. 20, 2017. For more information visit
www.rorc.org

Louay Habib is a freelance journalist and
broadcaster with 30 years of experience.
Based in the United Kingdom, he writes for
some of the most prestigious magazines
and clubs all over the world, including the
Royal Ocean Racing Club and the New
York Yacht Club.
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isten,” Big John whispered,
cocking his head toward the
swelling sound.  A soft, low

rumble like an oncoming freight train was
closing in from the distance.  His gaze
swept the cornfield, lately reaped of its
golden harvest, the barren cornstalks bent
over like a regiment of withered old war
veterans.

Coo-coo.  Coo-coo-a.
“The wind?”
“No. The doves.” 
Coo-coo.  Coo-coo-a. The cooing

roar came from the roost area where
millions of birds were awaiting the dawn.

As the morning broke, streams of doves
thundered overhead, coursing the steel-gray
sky. 

“Where else but in Argentina do
you see this kind of spectacle? Where else
but in Argentina can you practice shooting
with this kind of repetition?” Big John
grinned, and the points of his salt-and-
pepper moustache curled up over his snow-
white beard.

It was the third week of May,
autumn in Argentina, when mornings are
brisk.  A band of six bird-boys, all local
men in their twenties, were huddled together
in conversation, the collars of their woolen

The Eared
Doves of

Cordoba
By Laurie Bogart Wiles

“ L
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jackets turned up and their knitted ski caps
pulled down over their ears. But the three
warm-blooded Jamaicans, two men and a
woman, standing with Big John further
along the hedgerow, did not feel the cold;
they were burning with excitement.  They
had traveled far, leaving the gentle clime of
their native Caribbean island to shoot, for
the very first time, fast-flying eared doves
in Argentina. Big John, their American
booking agent, had left his home in North
Carolina to ensure they’d have the dove
hunt of a lifetime.

“Las palomas, que siempre
anuncian la llegada del sol,” the bird-boy

named Luis called out, but the Jamaicans
knew no Spanish, and Big John did not
know enough to understand him to say,
“The doves announce the rising of the sun.” 

“The doves are flying high!” the
man named Mark Harris observed.  For
three decades a world-renowned polo player,
shooting and bird-hunting now consumed
much of his considerable energy.  

“When it is cold and windy like
this, they will fly high,” Big John
explained.

“How should we shoot them?”
asked Andrew, a bronzed, muscular
Jamaican of 50, clad only in a tee-shirt as a

small concession to the cold. 
“Aren’t you cold, Andrew?”
“Cold?” Mark, his friend of 25

years, cried out. “Back home, he goes
shirtless most of the time!” 

And Andrew added, “Even to
work!” 

“When do you pull the trigger?”
Big John repeated Andrew’s question as a
preface to his answer.  “When you can see
the head clearly, a dove probably is in
range.  By the time you see the center of its
body, it will be too late.”  

“Do we have enough gun?” Mark
asked.
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“Yes,” Big John replied. “You and
Andrew are shooting 20-gauge Beretta 391
semi-automatic shotguns with 7/8th ounce
number 8s.  Marguerite, you will be
shooting a Beretta Silver Pigeon
over/under with the same load.”  

“How far out should we shoot?”
Andrew asked.

“If you’re a practiced shot and
have skill, you can shoot 45 or even 50
yards.  Your guns are choked modified or
improved cylinder and Marguerite’s is
choked modified and improved,” Big John
replied. 

“How do you retrieve all the
birds?” Marguerite wondered.

“They fall within about a 55-yard
semicircle in front of each shooter.  The
bird-boys go out that far and sweep the field
back and forth and that way, they pick up 95
and often 100 percent of the birds.”

Now, a thick-set, hatless man with
a round, shiny, jovial face came jogging
breathlessly toward them like a trotting
bull.  He was Diego, Frontera’s most expert
head guide, a gentle giant of a man a few
years older than the bird-boys, maybe 30.
He had driven the shooting party from La
Zenaida, Tomas Frontera’s beautiful dove
lodge, where the guests were staying for
their five-day sporting holiday. The
distance was not far; they could have

walked but after dropping them off in the
field, Diego parked the Mercedes bus out of
range of the shotfall.  He already had given
out the day’s assignments before sunrise,
when the bird-boys reported for work. Big

John walked over to confer with Diego and
after a brief exchange, Diego gestured to
his crew to escort their padrones to their
pegs.

“I will stay with Marguerite, to
begin with,” Big John called out.  He had
not seen her shoot yet. Though her husband,
Mark, said she was a natural shot, he
allowed how she was relatively new to
shooting clay targets and today actually was
her first bird hunt.  Big John escorted her to
her peg, showed her where to stand, and
told her how to anticipate the birds.
Already the first wave of doves coursed the
breaking dawn sky.  Daniel, Marguerite’s
bird-boy, was assembling the Beretta that
had been fitted to her. It had a 13-1/2-inch
length of pull, which fit the slender woman
well enough. 

“If you focus on the head the gun
will go where it is supposed to.  Your mind
has the ability to calculate speed, distance,

Marguerite Harris of Jamaica (C) and John Wiles (R) of Best Wingshooting, discuss gun mount as a
bird boy loads Harris’ Beretta Over Under.

Marguerite Harris swings a
Beretta semi-automatic 20-
gauge at a high bird.
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and angle,” Big John counseled. As if on
cue, a flock of doves emerged.

“Focus on just one bird!” Big John
called out.  Caught off-guard, Marguerite
missed with the first barrel and with the
second.  

“I saw the body, but you’re going
to yell at me if I don’t look at the head!”
Marguerite cried over her shoulder.
Another dove whisked by.  “Is it too far?”
Again she fired and again she missed.

“Yes—or else you wouldn’t have
asked me!” Big John chuckled.  “When
you’re not seeing the head clearly, the bird
is probably out of range.  You can’t ride the
bird. You have to shoot ahead of the bird
and predict its flight path before it turns.”  

A wily dove came out of nowhere,
zig-zagging across the sky but Marguerite
rushed her swing—and again, a miss!  

“Whew!  He played a game!” Big
John chuckled, as the bird surfed the wind
like a surfer rides a cresting wave. “There’s
a good one!” he called out as another came
into range, and this time Marguerite put all
her concentration on the bird and pulled the
trigger.  A clean shot!

“Thatta girl!  You don’t want to

think too much.  Very well done!” Big John
praised.

But the overwhelming sight of so
many birds made the Jamaican woman

tense. “Missed!” she moaned and shook her
head in frustration.  A strand of auburn hair
broke loose from under her shooting cap.

“You’re trying to see the barrel
and the bird at the same time,” Big John
admonished.  “Don’t worry about the gun.
It will go where it is supposed to.”  He
watched Marguerite pick her next shot but
stopped her short. “No, no! You can barely
see the head.  That bird’s out 35 yards—
shootable but too far for someone who
needs practice.” She lowered the barrels
and took a deep breath.

“Here,” he said, and asked her to
hand him the Beretta. She opened the
breech to check there were no cartridges in
the barrels. “Stand right behind me, look
over my shoulder, watch the bird, and see
the gun move in with the bird.  Don’t look
at the gun, look at the bird, you’ll see the
gun come into the right relationship with
the bird and if you’re focused on the bird,
the gun will be in your peripheral vision.”
He demonstrated, and a bird fell cleanly to
the ground, practically at their feet.  “That’s

As morning broke, streams of doves coursed the sky.
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Encouraged by Big John and now
armed with a better visual understanding,
Marguerite focused on an incoming bird,
pulled the trigger and connected. 

“Beautiful swing, nice and
smooth!” he praised.  “Well done,
Marguerite!  You’re in your groove!”

The birds continued to streak across
the sky in droves throughout the morning.
By 10:30, however, the flocks began to thin
and a short while later, only a few singles
flew in—low, like kamikaze pilots.  With
more time between shots, the misses out-

weighed the hits. Exhaustion was setting in,
and the Jamaicans welcomed Big John’s
announcement that the morning shoot had
come to an end.  

Their first morning bag out-
numbered all the birds they’d ever shot in
all their lives in Jamaica. At home their six-
week wild bird season runs from August
into September, but shooting is only permitted
on weekends, and a bird-hunter’s season
limit is 20 birds.  It would take 30 years
without a miss to bag 600.  Andrew and
Mark each had taken that many on their
first morning.  

And on that morning, they had
come to understand, if only subliminally,
why that in the cornfields of Cordoba las
palomas are considered la plaga, the
plague, by farmers. Doves destroy more
than 30 percent of their crops and those
birds that are taken by wingshooters help
feed the local population.  Yet, generations
of doves will continue propagate and no

predator, neither human nor beast, has ever
succeeded in diminishing their terrific numbers.

To book a hunt, contact John Wiles at (443)
624-8719 or by email john@bestwing-
shooting.com.  

Laurie Bogart Wiles is an outdoor writer
and the author of more than a dozen books.
She is soon to publish The Biography of
Corey Ford and The Whole Lower Forty
which include Ford’s published (and some
never-before-published) Minutes of the
Lower Forty monthly columns, written for
Field & Stream from 1952 until his death in
1969.  

The La Zenaida dove lodge with charming interiors
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Anthony I. Matarese Jr.
A Sporting Clays Prodigy

Story and Photos 
by

Joe Shields 

Northbound Interstate 295
crosses high above the
Delaware River and drops
into Pennsville, New
Jersey, home of M&M
Hunting Preserve and shot-
gun and sporting clays
prodigy Anthony I.
Matarese Jr. 
Born in 1984, Matarese
started shooting sporting
clays at age six, the same
year he shot his first deer
on his family’s property.  
Three generations of 
Matareses have made
M&M a locally cherished
and internationally recog-
nized hunting and sporting
clays club. People who
enjoy shooting sports travel
from all parts of the globe
to learn from Matarese
because he is one of the
best shooters and shooting
instructors in the world. 

&M is a family business.  Father Anthony Sr. may greet you at the clubhouse.
Mother Donna is likely to be busy at the computer.  Brother Michael, also an
accomplished shooter, manages M&M operations.  Anthony Jr., who graduated

from Franklin & Marshall College with degrees in finance and economics, directs M&M
marketing as well as instructs shooters.  The clubhouse is decorated with his trophies
and awards. Several black and yellow Labs sleep on chairs and sofas.  

I learned of Matarese from a college friend, Mike Christopher, who lives in
nearby Wilmington, Delaware.  He shoots sporting clays at M&M and loves the course.
When I first met with Matarese we discussed my shooting experience. The discussion
was brief since my shooting experience was close to none. On the other hand, Matarese
had more than enough experience for the two of us .   

“When I was a kid, my parents wouldn’t let me cross the street unsupervised
but set me loose on the property with a shotgun,” said Matarese.  “I was Huckleberry
Finn, armed and destined to be a shooter, but I also had the advantage of growing up
with the sporting clays as it matured in the United States.” 

M
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M&M encompasses 2,000 acres of prime hunting habitat that integrates fields,
hedgerows, thickets, woodlands and feed plots. It also features one of the finest sporting
clays layouts in the world: two main courses, two tournament courses, 5-stand and
bunker trap. 

“We are the gold standard gun club and host all the big sporting clays events,
including the U.S. Open, Master’s Cup, and regional championships,” said Matarese.
“These events draw the best shooters from across the country, but we get a lot of international
shooters too. One of my students is a two-time Russian champion.  He travels to New
Jersey twice a year for instruction.” Another accomplished student under Matarese’s
tutelage, Brad Kidd Jr., was the 2010 U.S. National Sporting Clays Association (NSCA)
Champion. 

“Teaching is a fulltime business. I began teaching when I was 14 years old. I
enjoy watching shooters progress.”

While his students have had success at the national and international levels, it
would be difficult for any of them to surpass Matarese’s own achievements. He shot his
way onto 16 All-American teams.  He is a two-time U.S. Open Champion, a three-time
Great American Champion, a two-time Browning / Briley World Champion and a two-
time FITASC Champion,  a Continental shooting sport. 

In 2008, Matarese won the NSCA Championship. In 2014, he was the youngest
shooter ever inducted into the National Sporting Clays Hall of Fame.  That same year, he
earned a silver medal at the Nad Al Sheba World Championship in Dubai. 

Armed with perhaps more credentials and experience than anyone on the planet,
Matarese founded A.I.M. Shooting School for shooters at all experience levels.  Despite
the school’s name, which is derived from Matarese’s initials, he does not want students
to aim when shooting. The goal, he insists, is to shoot with both eyes open. I learned this
lesson soon after he administered a quick eye-dominance test. 

“Your left eye is the dominant eye,” he said.  “Even though you’re right-handed, you
have to hold the shotgun on the left side of your body and shoot with your left hand.”  

Since I had little previous 
shooting experience, I didn’t have to give
up old habits. Matarese continued. “You
don’t know any better so it’ll be easier for
you to learn shooting lefty.  Experienced
shooters with the same issue often refuse
to shoot with the proper eye and hand.
Stubbornness limits success.”

He  explained shooting clays is
both art and science. The speed of the gun
and the bird must move together in 
synchronicity.  “It’s about the harmony of
gun and bird,” he said.  “If you’re going
to throw an egg at a moving car, you want
the egg to move at the same speed as the car.”

Matarese incorporated shooting
fundamentals throughout the lesson.  We
covered the proper mount, stance, focus
and break and hold points. He mentioned
break point often, the range in which
shooters see the bird most clearly, when it
looks big and slow.  Ultimately, shooters
do not want the target to get in front of the
gun barrel.

As a left-handed shooter, I had to
point my right foot toward the break point.
He told me to bend my front knee slightly,
keeping 60 percent of my weight forward

Mike Christopher of Wilmington, Delaware, finds
the break point on the M&M sporting clays
course.

Anthony I. Matarese Jr. is highly regarded as one of the best sporting clays shooters and shooting
instructors in the world.
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and my shoulders level.  When I didn’t
balance properly on the first few shots, he
asked if I played other sports. Good
teachers engage pupils and relate subject
matter to their students’ lives and interests.
I told him I played tennis.

“When you play tennis, you don’t
lean back waiting for the other player to
hit the ball to you.  You don’t stand flat-
footed thinking, ‘Yeah, come on, man!’
No, you lean forward, ready to hit the ball,
and that’s exactly what I want you to do
when you shoot.” 

What he was saying became
quickly clear to me as old muscle memory
kicked in. Then he repeated a key
fundamental: “Shooting a shotgun is about
pointing, not aiming.  Try to focus on the
front edge of the clay. You will learn to
see the gun in your peripheral vision as
you see the hood of your car while driving.”  

Matarese said it was okay to
close my right eye to sight the gun so I
could find the end of the barrel with my
left eye.  But when I said, “PULL,” I was
to follow the bird with both eyes.

“Will do—I’m getting an itchy trigger finger,” I replied as I withdrew my hand
and showed him my crooked index finger.

He reminded me my trigger finger was on my other hand.
Sporting clays is the fastest-growing shotgun sport in the country.  Having risen

in popularity in the last two decades, the sport now attracts approximately nine million
U.S. shooters, according to the National Shooting Sports Foundation. 

The sport originated in England during the early 1900s, when live pigeons were

The Matarese family is transforming M&M’s recently acquired farmhouse into a lodge offering
overnight accommodations for hunters and shooters.

M&M Hunting Preserve offers guided
and unguided hunts for upland game
birds, ducks, deer and rabbits.
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released from cages called “traps.” When
clay targets were introduced, the sport took
on its own identity and today more closely
resembles field shooting than any other
shotgun sport.  Unlike the skeet and trap
shooting, sporting clays courses are
designed to replicate small game hunting;
shooters are presented with targets that
imitate flight paths of game birds or
bounce across the ground like rabbits. 

Sporting clays is often called golf
with a shotgun because each clays course
is unique.  The best have become travel
destinations because shooters want to
experience diverse terrain, background,
weather conditions and target presentations. 

M&M is conveniently located
near major cities and airports, making it
unique among hunting and sporting clays
destinations.  M&M is 30 miles from
Philadelphia, 60 miles from both Atlantic
City and Baltimore, 90 miles from
Washington, D.C. and 110 miles from

New York City. 
M&M offers both guided and

unguided hunts for upland game birds such
as pheasants and chukar as well as ducks,
deer and rabbits.  It recently acquired the
oldest operating farm in New Jersey on a
neighboring 20-acre parcel.  The family is
transforming the farmhouse into a lodge,
making M&M a full-on destination with
overnight accommodations. 

Hunting season begins in October
and ends in April.  Sporting clays season
begins in September and extends through
May. In the summer, the Matareses run
Reel Chaos Fishing Charters in Ocean
City, Maryland. 
.
For more shooting information see
www.mmhungting.com  and
www.clayshootinginstruction.com. 
For fishing information call
Reel Chaos Offshore Fishing Charters,
(609) 685-0704

Joe Shields has led integrated digital
marketing and public relations programs
for consumer, biopharmaceutical and
government organizations. He lives with
his family near Charlottesville, Virginia.
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HOUNDS, HOUNDS and MORE HOUNDS!
Carolina Foxhound Performance Trial

Story by Carol Lueder

Imagine 63 foxhounds packed into a horse trailer waiting to be
released  for the day’s hunt.  Imagine 120 horses and riders ready to
follow the hounds.  Imagine being the person who has to open the
trailer door and liberate the hounds!  Yes, widespread pandemonium
until the huntsman sounds his horn and takes charge. Off they go to
chase foxes and coyotes.

Guest Huntsman Tony
Leahy at the start of the
hunt. (Photo by Liz Hall)
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The dark hound in the foreground with the flying ears is
Andrews Bridge Kendoll (Red Oak Hounds), the high scoring
foxhound on the second day. (Photo by Nina Berke)

Hounds being released from the trailer (Photo by Carol Lueder)

This year was the 10th anniversary of the Carolina Foxhound
Performance Trial and each year it has grown.  Thirteen hunts participated,
making it the largest foxhound field trial in the world.  Hounds, horses and
riders came from Maryland, Virginia, North Carolina and South Carolina.
Modeled after the Belle Meade performance trial, the members of Sedgefield
Hunt and Moore County Hounds combined efforts to produce an outstanding
event to judge the effectiveness of hunting foxhounds. Fred Berry, MFH,
Sedgefield Hunt (North Carolina) was emcee and spokesperson for the week-
end. Berry was assisted by a number of enthusiastic volunteers. Jan Sorrells
handled all the duties of an event organizer, including registration and
results. 

The event was held at the J. Robert Gordon Field Trial Grounds
near Hoffman, NC.  The state-managed property consists of 6,000 acres of
scattered pines and open fields. There is a 60-stall barn to accommodate
horses, along with dog kennels and a comfortable clubhouse. Unlike a 
traditional foxhound show, a performance trial runs hounds under actual
hunting conditions.  Foxhounds are numbered so mounted and road judges
know which hound they are evaluating.  This is no beauty contest.  It is a
wild and crazy hunt, as foxhounds seek foxes and coyotes. While there are
no jumps for the riders and their mounts, there were miles to run and fox-
hounds run fast and far.  

Every other year, there is an invited huntsman.  Blowing the horn
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this year was Tony Leahy, MFH,  from
Massbach Hounds and the Fox River Hunt
in Illinois. On Saturday, the hounds struggled
a bit to get acquainted but made a 
successful run after a coyote.  Sunday’s
hunt was a bit smoother as hounds got to
know each other quickly and got down to
business – hunting business.  Riders were
challenged to keep up with the fast chase.

With so many foxhounds and 
riders, anything and everything can hap-
pen— hounds outran riders, horses threw
shoes and riders took unscheduled 
dismounts (no one was hurt).  There was
even an impromptu horse race beteen a
teenage girl and the host master—and the
teenager won!  

Foxhounds have an opportunity to
run big at these field trial grounds. Riders
are encouraged to bring a GPS along as all
the sand roads, pine trees and trails look
exactly alike and it is easy to get turned
around. After each day, huntsmen and 
volunteers go searching for hounds that
did not come in. While hounds were wear-
ing tracking collars, the territory is so vast
that they often run out of range.  

Rockbridge Tansy was located
eight to 10 miles from where she was last
viewed.  A Camden Hunt foxhound was

not located until Tuesday! 
While the hunting was very 

serious, the rest of the weekend was spent
renewing friendships, viewing each hunt’s
best hounds, eating the delicious food and,
of course, telling stories,  Two ladies and a
host of volunteers prepared lunches and
dinners for two days for as many as 160
guests. 

Lead judge was Ed Fry.  With 20-
plus years whipping in, Fry is a valuable
resource who can quickly evaluate a fox-
hound’s performance. He was assisted by

Beth Opitz, Greg Thompson, Larry Pitt,
Anne McTosh and Mitzi Cabeen.  The
road judges were Gerald Movelle, Doug
David and Peter Howe. 

On Saturday evening after the
dinner, the results were read. Awards were
given for the best hunting hound, trailing,
full cry (or voice), endurance and total
performance.  Total performance hounds
were (1) Sedgefield  Mailbox; (2)
Mecklenburg Hounds Deacon and (3)
Stonewall Hounds Texas. This year’s
Cutest Huntsman contest was won by

Approximately 125 riders made up the
field on the first day's hunt.  (Photo by
Nina Berke)

Great hound work by a field judge with
Huntsman Tony Leahy observing in the
background  (Photo by Theresa Miller)
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Robert Taylor, Goshen Hounds. The 
annual whip- cracking contest was won by
Amy Brookshire who, incidentally, was
the teen who won the aforementioned
horse race.

Hounds and riders were greeted
by a foggy and misty Sunday morning
which improved scenting conditions for
the hounds.  After successful runs, the top
three hounds were (1) Red Oak, Andrews
Bridge Kendoll; (2) Red Mountain Hounds
Yolanda and (3) Last Chance Potomac
Talent. 

The top three participating hunts
for 2016 were (1) Red Oak Hounds,
Speed, NC; (2) Red Mountain Hounds,
Rougemount, NC and (3) Last Chance,
MD.  Top point-winning hounds for the
weekend were (1) Last Chance Potomac
Talent; (2) Green Creek Gallahad; (3) Red
Mountain Yolanda; (4) Red Oak Andrews
Bridge Kendoll; and (5) Mecklenburg
Deacon. The Huntsman’s Pick for best
overall hound was Sedgefield Mailbox.

Berry had a few comments
regarding the trials. “First, thank you to

the Moore County Hounds for letting
Sedgefield use the grounds which are part
of their registered territory.” Berry referred
to the Belle Meade’s field trial as “the
mother ship – the gold standard” of fox-
hound field trials” and “the inspiration for
the success of the Carolina trials.”

Usually held in late March after
foxhunting closes, the hunt's details can be
found at www.sedgefieldhunt.com/perfor-
mancetrial.html.  Since foxhounds hunt at
this event, spectator viewing is limited
unless you are mounted.  However, there
is no shortage of camaraderie, stories,
great food and fun.

Carol Lueder worked in Chicago advertising
agencies as a writer until she founded her
own company, Fair Chase, which specializes
in hunting, shooting and equestrian books
and sporting antiques. Lueder has been
published in Shooting Sportsman as well as
various Midwestern magazines.

Fred Berry (L) and Huntsman Tony Leahy talk-
ing about the day's hunt  (Photo by Carol Lueder)

Robert Taylor of Goshen Hounds being crowned
as 2016 Cutest Huntsman  (Photo by Carol
Lueder)

All in a day’s work: Huntsman Tony
Leahy calling in the hounds and heading
home (Photo by Theresa Miller)



Snapshots for Straight Shooting 

Henry Baskerville

Large lenses facilitate shooting

Figure  1.  (INCORRECT) Jane Dixon, international
huntress and a superb shot, demonstrates the 
problem which occurs if she uses her small, 
fashionable eye glasses for shooting. They look 
terrific but they make dreadful shooting glasses.
Notice how the top rim of her glasses interferes with
her line of sight (broken red line).  

Figure  3. (C0RRECT) Using her normal large lens
shooting glasses, Dixon can easily maintain a nice
firm cheek position and still see (solid green line)
her target clearly.  The barrel will smoothly and
accurately follow her line of sight towards the 
target.

Figure  2. (INCORRECT) Trying to make the best of
a bad situation, Dixon subsequently raises her head
as she tries to look through the center of her small
lenses in order to be able to see (solid red line) the
target. In so doing, her head lifts off of the stock,
causing her to shoot far above the target. Shooting
too high like this will always occur because the
shooter unconsciously lifts the barrel (curved yellow
line) to coincide with the elevated head position. 

Henry Baskerville is a NSCA- and NRA-certified shooting instructor and life member of the International Professional Hunters’ Association.
He is the director of Cavalier Sporting Clays near Richmond, Virginia. He can be reached at Henry@CavalierSportingClays.com or (804) 370-7565.

39 VAS  Fall 2016



Boyd Bragg
Virginia’s Junior Star Sailor

by
Joe Shields

Great journeys begin at the river.  That is the educational 
philosophy of Christchurch School, which opened in 1921 in the
Tidewater area as a “country school for boys on Virginia’s salt
water.”  The brackish Rappahannock River is the institution’s
greatest natural asset and centerpiece for the Christchurch 
experience.  For rising sophomore Boyd Bragg, one of the
school’s youngest and most accomplished student athletes, the
journey began at the river when he was eight years old and has led
him to national and international acclaim as a rising star sailor.

Boyd was raised in nearby Irvington, a small town in the
Northern Neck Peninsula on the eastern banks of Carter’s Creek, a
tributary of the Rappahannock. There, he began sailing seven
years ago after his father, Bo Bragg, encouraged him to take a
sailing course at the Rappahannock River Yacht Club.

“I loved sailing as soon as I got on the water,” said
Boyd.  “I didn’t know what I was doing at first, but with some
coaching, I eventually got the hang of it.”

That first course lasted only one week.  At age nine,
Boyd took the same course again before entering local regattas.
He initially found sailing challenging but soon began racing
Optimist (Opti) sailboats in the Unites States Optimist Dinghy
Association (USODA).

“When we learned the USODA Nationals were going
to be held at Fishing Bay Yacht Club close by in Deltaville, I
was excited to compete in the Green fleet,” Boyd explained.  “I
finished mid-fleet and was very happy with the result.  That was
it for me.  I was hooked, and my family bought me an Opti.  My
mom and dad told me they would support me as far as I wanted

Boyd finished 73rd out of 1,065 at
the 34th Lake Garda Optimist
Meeting in Riva Del Garda, Italy, in
March.
(Photo courtesy of Bo Bragg)

Boyd finished first in
the 2013 USODA
Southeastern
Championships. (Photo
courtesy of Bo Bragg)



to take sailing and they really have.”
The 15-year-old has taken sailing very far in a short amount of

time.  Before being recruited by Christchurch, Boyd attended Chesapeake
Academy in Irvington.  He spent winter months training in Maryland, New
Jersey and New York.  In 2013, Boyd successfully competed in regional and
national races, which qualified him for the USODA Team Trials in
Wisconsin.  After two Team Trials, he made the cut for the U.S. Optimist
National Team and Development Team (USNT/USDT) and sailed in the
British National Championship in Largs, Scotland. 

“I’ve been very fortunate to have trained with incredible coaches
and to have made lifelong friends,” he said.  “I was very excited to qualify
for the USA Optimist Team and make the trip to the British Nationals.”

The race in Scotland was held over three days in high winds and
cold temperatures.  Boyd finished 29th out of 117 boats and placed third out
of 20 Americans.

Back home, Boyd’s success continued; he was the 2014
Chesapeake Bay Junior Olympics and Bay Champion in the Opti.  Last fall
in Newport, Rhode Island, Boyd qualified to sail on the 15-member USA
Optimist team on the world stage in another regatta destination of a lifetime:
the 34th Lake Garda Optimist Meeting in Riva Del Garda, Italy.  

There were 1,065 international sailors participating in the event.
Boyd had several top finishes and qualified for the Gold Championship
Fleet. The winds blew from snow-covered mountaintops on Lake Garda at
15 to 22 knots during five days of racing.  Boyd finished 73rd in the regatta.

“Boyd came to Christchurch School as one of our top recruits,
determined to do it all,” said Headmaster John E. “Jeb” Byers.  “He wants to
continue his passion for sailing at the highest possible level. That means
national rankings, year-round work in the sport, extensive travel with his

At age 13, Boyd qualified for the USA Optimist Team and sailed
in the British National Championship in Largs, Scotland. (Photos
courtesy of Bo Bragg)

Boyd and Christchurch teammates placed fifth out of 20 teams
in the 2016 ISSA Mallory Cup National High School
Championship in Charleston, South Carolina.
(Below) Boyd and teammate Alara Sahin (Photos by Samuel
Hodges)



team, and a commitment to vigorous daily
practices. Boyd also wants to achieve
academically and position himself for 
college or university sailing at the most
selective schools. Our commitment to
Boyd as an elite student athlete is to make
certain he has the chance to pursue both
his sailing goals, competitive Opti career,
and his academic goals all in one place—
at Christchurch.”

Bo Bragg believes his son’s 
success is the result of instinct, hard work,
and a natural affinity for the water.

“Irvington and the small 
agricultural towns of Virginia’s Northern
Neck do not have the heavily funded
resources and big sailing programs that
exist in Annapolis, Maryland, Newport,
Rhode Island, and other well-established
sailing communities with famed 
infrastructures,” said the senior Bragg.  “I
am amazed by and proud of Boyd’s sailing
accomplishments.  Even though he has
spent much of his youth on the
Rappahannock, Boyd was raised in an area
known for farming, not sailing.  He has a
natural gift and balances it with a strong
work ethic.”

For conditioning, Boyd runs track

in the winter.  He sails day after day, often
freezing on the water in a dry suit.  He
loves the outdoors and is very physically
active, even when he is not sailing.   

“Boyd’s willingness to plan,
schedule and focus, along with an 
incredible work ethic, has resulted in a
great beginning for his high school
career,” added Headmaster Byers. “Boyd’s
parents, Bo and Camille, and sister, Reese,
have been full partners every step of the
way. What is most impressive to me is
that Boyd is fully a member of our school
family.  He is very much one of us, despite
his workload and travel commitments.
This is a credit to our people—students,
coaches, and faculty—and to Boyd and his
family. Everyone is going the extra mile
and this deserving young man is well
worth it. He is meeting his own high
standards. We are so proud to call Boyd
Bragg a Seahorse.”

The Christchurch varsity sailing
team won a number of awards in the
spring of 2016.  Boyd and his teammates
earned first place in the Virginia
Interscholastic Sailing Association (VISA).
The team also beat 17 other teams to win
the MidAtlantic Scholastic Sailing

Association (MASSA) District Mallory
Cup.  This qualified the Seahorses to 
compete for the Interscholastic Sailing
Association (ISSA) Mallory Cup (Fleet
Racing) National High School
Championship in Charleston, South
Carolina.  The Seahorses placed fifth out
of 20 teams.  The team also competed in
the ISSA Baker Trophy (Team Racing)
Nationals in Anacortes, Washington, where
the Seahorses earned ninth place.  

Meanwhile, Fishing Bay Yacht
Club in Deltaville sent Boyd, his sister
Reese, and three other sailors to the Opti
Team Trials in San Francisco.  Boyd 
finished 33rd out of 224 sailors; Reese 
finished 201st in her first team trial.
Based on his finish, Boyd qualified to 
represent the United States once again at
the 2016 IODA North American
Championship in English Harbor, Antigua,
in July. 

“Sailing gives me the opportunity
to meet great families around the country,”
said Boyd.  “I love to sail because it gives
me a chance to compete and make new
friends.”

The journey began at the river,
but Virginia’s star sailor Boyd Bragg is
going to meet a lot more friends sailing on
waters in the United States and in 
countries around the world.

Joe Shields has led integrated digital
marketing and public relations programs
for consumer, biopharmaceutical and
government organizations. He lives with
his family near Charlottesville, Virginia.

The international sailing community assembled at the opening ceremony of the Lake Garda Optimist
Meeting in Riva Del Garda, Italy. (Photo courtesy of Bo Bragg)
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Cheekwood 
Botanical Garden and Museum of Art, Nashville, Tennessee

A Treasure Not to be Missed.

Story by Keith Tomlinson
Photos courtesy of Cheekwood Botanical Garden and Museum of Art

Tennessee is a long, thin state running east to west and Interstate
40 runs its length from Knoxville to Memphis. Neatly situated in
the center of the state is Nashville, perhaps America’s greatest
center of musical traditions from country to rock. 

ucked away from all the music venues and recording studios is one of America’s most beautiful
and stately gardens. Situated in an elegant part of town in subtly rolling hills, Cheekwood

embodies an emotive and aesthetic magnitude found in few New World gardens. It feels like a much
older European garden. Grand at every turn, with specimen trees and large ornamental display 
gardens, Cheekwood is exceptionally beautiful and engaging. From the detailed train exhibit built
among bald cypress trunks with perfect roughhewn miniature bridges to monumental sculpture,
Cheekwood is a garden for all ages.

T
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Fall mums combined with heliconias make a striking display near the mansion.

The formal entrance of the Cheekwood mansion and art museum at the peak of spring

The centerpiece is the
Cheekwood mansion situated atop a
prominent hill with sweeping views of the
garden and distant hills. Built between
1929 and 1932, it is a traditional Georgian
mansion with 50 rooms spread among
four floors. The exterior is made largely of
limestone blocks cut from local quarries.
The original house included stables and a
multiple-car garage. In fact, before the
mansion was built, the family traveled to
England specifically to study 18th-century
Georgian architecture and furnishings.
Leslie and Mable Cheek’s fortune was
earned in several business ventures, most
prominently in association with Maxwell
House Coffee.

The mansion is now the primary
museum for Cheekwood’s permanent and
traveling exhibits. Room after room is



perfectly arranged into specific, intimate galleries.
Combined with the exceptional architecture, it’s a
nationally unique museum experience with curatorial

excellence. Spring 2016 featured the remarkably diverse
work of Steve Tobin, a Philadelphia-based mathematician
and artist. Tobin’s work ranges in material and subject
matter. With ceramics, wood, glass and even a Lantern
House made from archival film slides, Tobin’s work is
both mystical and mesmerizing. Some ceramics are 
intentionally exploded to create something akin to a giant
earth-star mushroom with a deep, colorful glass center.
Illumination often plays a central role in Tobin’s glass
work. Outside, several of Tobin sculptures tower among
the trees like giant spiders.

Departing the mansion, one is quickly reminded
that there is an entire garden to explore. Huge hackberry
trees dot the landscape, displaying their unique knobby
bark. Intimate creeks and hollows beckon the casual walker.
The Robertson Family Water Garden is a particular treat.
The flowing creek descends over several small water-
falls laced with yellow iris, purple wood sorrel and
native creeping wild ginger. The creek leads to three
ponds that shrink in size as they near a subtle wooded
edge. In the distance a neatly tended lawn sways up
a hillside, inviting further adventure.

The central hallway runs the length of the house toward the eastern terrace and wisteria arbor.                                One of two grand staircases circles a three-   
story atrium complete with chandelier as art.  

One of the drawning rooms paneled in fine hardwood with detailed filigree. Cabinets 
in the back display an intricate collection of silver vases, candelabras, serving 

dishes, tea pots and more. 
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Not far from the ponds is the
Japanese-themed Shomu-en Mist Garden.
This is the meditative highlight at
Cheekwood. A meticulously built garden
house looks out on a seemingly perfect
rocky landscape, complete with several
Asian conifers pruned to perfection. On
one side a bamboo alley leads to another
section of the Mist Garden where perfectly
naturalized, mossy steps ascend a hill and
deposit you near the visitor center and
Pineapple Room restaurant. Across from
the visitor center is the fascinating Turner
Seasons Garden, a must-see feature for
any serious gardener. Beyond the core area
around the mansion, one can stroll the
Sculpture Trail featuring 14 internationally
recognized artists.

Other Cheekwood highlights
include the Martin Boxwood Garden,
appropriately situated near the mansion.
Nearby the Herb Study Garden and the
lovely Burr Terrace Garden occupy a 
sloping hillside interspersed with many

large specimen trees. At the bottom of the
slope, the Howe Garden features beautiful
stone masonry walls, entranceways and a
pond. Above the Howe Garden is the First
Learning Center with more galleries and
classrooms. 

There’s an air of southern grace at
Cheekwood. One could imagine an ornate
garden party or traditional chatelaine in
the splendid landscape. Indeed,
Cheekwood hosts events large and small,
including a holiday light show. Between
art exhibits, classes, social events and
tours, there’s something special going on
all year.

Many gardens around the world
feature monumental sculpture outside and
in conservatories. The magical glass work
of Dale Chihuly is particularly popular in
North American gardens—the Missouri
Botanical Garden and the Phipps
Conservatory in Pittsburgh, among others.
But Cheekwood remains unique. The hilly
site crowned by the mansion nestled

among huge trees, beautiful perennial 
gardens and water features are exceptional.
The gallery space in the mansion is
Smithsonian-caliber. The combination of
these features makes Cheekwood the top
garden in Nashville and one of the most
unique gardens in the nation. No trip
through Nashville would be complete
without a visit to Cheekwood. 
For additional iformation, visit
www.cheekwood.org

Photos courtesy of Cheekwood Botanical
Garden and Museumof Art.

Keith P. Tomlinson has managed
Meadowlark Botanical Gardens in Vienna,
Virginia, since 1998. A naturalist who
specializes in plant diversity, conservation
and public garden interpretation, he has
traveled to Asia, Africa, the Pacific,
Europe and the Americas visiting gardens
and wilderness areas.

The mansion from the Swan lawn
on the south side of property
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A Stunning Collection of Photographs
Capturing the Soul of Cuba

t is fortuitous that photographer Jay
Seldin published his superb book of
photos of Cuban people and places just

as Barack Obama and Raul Castro are
trying to rid this tiny island country of a
quarantine/boycott in place for more than
half a century.

For more than six decades the
United States and Cuba have stared with
hostility at each other over the 90 or so
miles of water that separate the two nations.
During those years, the degree of self-
imposed communism from the radical
revolutionary bent of early beginnings in
the 1950s has moderated to a more gentle
form of socialism. Starting some years ago,
Cuba established commerce, tourism and
other international intercourse with the
world and now with the U.S.A. as well.

During these more tolerant times,
Jay Seldin, an American, began a series of
regular visits to Cuba beginning in 2008.
This book is the result of tens of thousands
of camera-shutter releases on those trips to
the island nation. The photos tell stories
like a narrative, only better in some ways.

“The images,” says Seldin, “bring
a strong sense of character and reality…my
photographs are my words that tell the story
of the people, the challenges, the loves and
the hope that I see through my lens.”

A book of photos allows the
photographer to tell a story with the
images, to convey much more than a one-
dimensional electronic image that captures
a scene in a fraction of a second when the

photo is taken. But it also provides a palette
for the reader/observer to visually absorb
the photos one at a time, and form
interpretations based on personal frames
of reference and individual imagination.

When I look at the black-and-
white pictures—yes, they all are black-and-
white—I can see, feel, imagine a number of
interpretations that perhaps go beyond the
image; and if we both viewed the same
photo, your interpretations, extrapolations,
and conclusions would most likely not even
be close to mine. And that’s the beauty of a
book of photographs with an idea and a
theme, in this case the island of Cuba and
its people.

The recurrent themes predominant
in the book include, as listed in Larry

McKim’s introduction, “…barber shops,
cigars, children, boxers, old people,
soldiers, vintage cars from the 1950s,
soccer players, dancers, and lots of
buildings with bright paint, much of it
peeling.” And the subjects also include the
Castros, Chè Guevara, old homes and
furniture, rum drinking, the Cuban flag,
and a crucifix or two.

One of the stereotypic views of
Cuba shows vintage 1950s American cars
that have been cared for and maintained
with loving attention for several generations.
A 1955 Chevy or a 1956 Ford roll down the
bumpy streets like celebrities from the past,
but really are machines of necessity since,
under all forms of hard socialism, there
isn’t much to go around and luxuries are not

byBarclay

BOOK  REVIEW

The Cubans 
By Jay Seldin

I

King Montgomery
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for the common people that form the
majority. Thus, the old Detroit wheels are
cared for, repaired with mostly handmade
parts and painted in colors that reflect those
of a subtropical Caribbean location. There
are several good shots of these wheeled
beauties in the book.

Another stereotype is the almighty
Cuban cigar, that has a special mysticism
for Americans since we can’t legally
procure them here. I personally abhor the
use of tobacco products, but can’t ignore
the importance and significance of the true
Cuban cigar to the casual user and aficionado
alike. At least five photos use the cigar
and/or the tobacco leaf as subjects.

There is a picture or two showing
Cuban rum somewhere on the page. We
forget Cuba was a major supplier of sugar
cane to the world before the American
boycott and the sugar beet ascended. But
the folks on the island continue to make
some mighty good rum from what I hear.

And, unless I’m mistaken, the Mojito got its
start, or at least its refinement, in Cuba.

As an outdoor sportsman doing a
book review in an outdoor sportsman’s
magazine, I must comment on at least one
subject that is not in this fine book: water.
Cuba is an island and the rich, shallow
waters that surround the land are full of
saltwater flats and off-shore gamefishes
that could provide a lot of sport for many
Americans. Now the Brits, Canadians,
French and Italians have been sportfishing
these waters for all the time the boycott has
been in place, but there still should be plenty
of room to spread out. Hopefully this
emerging sportfishery will be managed to
protect the resource as much as possible
while still providing a good source of
revenue for Cuban outdoors entrepreneurs.   

Seldin’s photos reveal, at least to
me, a relatively happy place where people
live in a world held together with duct tape,
baling wire and hope. And the hope has

been rewarded with an impending wider
relationship with those of us who welcome
the opportunity.

“The Cubans,” says Charles V.
Bagli in his afterword, “is his [Seldin’s]
love letter to Cuba and her people, without
sentimentality, but with lots of respect.”

Now that Cuba is open to
American travelers, I’d love to go and see
some of what Seldin shows before things
change too much. And change they will; let
us hope it is for the better—for the people
of Cuba and for us.

King Montgomery is a freelance
outdoors/travel writer and photographer,
who is an avid fly angler and wingshooter.
He recently moved from Virginia to the
southern coast of Maine to pursue various
finny and feathery wild game. Contact him
at kingangler1@aol.com.    
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event calendar
Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday

1 September 2 3
Twilight Polo

The Plains, VA

4 65 7 8 9 10
Twilight Polo

The Plains, VA

11 1312 14 15 16
Orvis Game Fair

Millbrook, NY

17
Orvis Game Fair

Millbrook, NY

Twilight Polo
The Plains, VA

18
NSL Annual Polo

Classic
The Plains, VA

2019 21

.

22 23

Vintage Gunners
Cup

Kennedyville, MD

24

Vintage Gunners
Cup

Kennedyville, MD

25

Vintage Gunners
Cup

Kennedyville, MD

2726 28 29 30 1 October

Capital Challenge
Horse Show

Upper Marlboro. MD
10/1-9

2
Capital Challenge

Horse Show
Upper Marlboro.

MD

4
Plein Air Festival
Bath County, VA

Capital Challenge
Horse Show

Upper Marlboro, MD

3
Plein Air Festival
Bath County, VA

10/3-9

5
Plein Air Festival
Bath County, VA

Capital Challenge
Horse Show

Upper Marlboro, MD

6
U. S. Sailboat

Show
Annapolis, MD

10/6-9

7
Plein Air Festival
Bath County, VA

Capital Challenge Horse
Show

Upper Marlboro. MD

8
Virginia Fall

Races
Middleburg, VA
U. S. Sailboat Show

Annapolis, MD

9
Plein Air Festival
Bath County, VA

Capital Challenge Horse
Show

Upper Marlboro. MD

1110 12 13
US Powerboat

Show
Annapolis, MD

14
US Powerboat Show

Annapolis, MD

Martha’s Market
Charlottesville, VA

15
US Powerboat

Show
Annapolis, MD

Martha’s Market

16
US Powerboat Show

Annapolis, MD

Martha’s Market
Charlottesville, VA

1817 19 20 21
Southern 

Side x Side
Georgetown, SC

22
International Gold

Cup
Warrenton, VA

Southern 
Side x Side

23
Southern 

Side x Side
Georgetown, SC

25
Washington

International Horse
Show

Washington, D.C.

24 26
Washington

International Horse
Show

Washington, D.C.

27
Washington

International Horse
Show

Washington, D.C.

28
Washington

International Horse
Show

Washington, D.C.

29
Washington

International Horse
Show

Washington, D.C.



event calendar
Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday

30
Washington

International Horse
Show

Washington, D.C.

131 2 3
Virginia Film

Festival
Charlottesville, VA

11/3-6

4
Southern City
Film Festival

Aiken, SC
11/4-6

5
Montpelier Hunt

Races
Montpelier Station, VA
Virginia Film Festival

Charlottesville, VA

6
Southern City Film

Festival
Aiken, SC

Virginia Film Festival
Charlottesville, VA

87 9 10 11
Waterfowl
Festival

Easton, MD

12
Waterfowl
Festival

Easton, MD

13
Waterfowl
Festival

Easton, MD

1514 16 17 18 19

20 2221 23
.

24
Thanksgiving

.

25 26

27 2928 30
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he broom of autumn has swept
away summer’s heat. With water
temperatures ticking downwards,

fish sense a need to eat and Virginia
sportsmen are happy to oblige.
September, October and November are
perhaps the best times of all to catch that
fish of a lifetime. A muskie, for example.

Without much fanfare, Virginia
has become a top destination for muskie
fishermen. They say it takes 10,000 casts
to catch one of these big fellas, but two
Virginia rivers have been decreasing
those long odds. Some boats on the James
and New rivers are landing as many as
five muskies per day and many fish are
being caught on fly rods.

Muskies are the largest members
of the pike family, which includes northern
pike and chain pickerel. Adult muskies
run between 25 and 40 pounds. The
Virginia state record muskie weighed 45-½
pounds and was landed in the New River
in 2007.

A muskie is a vicious predator. A
favorite meal is a 2-pound smallmouth
bass, so anglers trying for muskies should
throw the biggest lures or spinner baits in
their tackle boxes. Fall is an excellent
time to pursue these great gamefish. In
addition to the James and New rivers,
Smith Mountain Lake, Claytor Lake,
Rural Retreat, Burke Lake, Flannagan
Reservoir and the Clinch River offer gen-
uine opportunities to catch a trophy fish.

Smallmouth bass fishing is also at
its peak come fall. Throughout the
summer, smaller bass often beat the
larger fish to a bait or lure, so in warmer
weather, smaller fish are the norm. When
the  temperatures drop, however, the ball-

game changes. Big smallmouth feed
more aggressively and the smaller bass are
less likely to bite. The best bets for a nice
autumn smallmouth are the James, the New,
the Upper Potomac, the Staunton River and
Lake Moomaw. Moomaw, in fact, is one of
the most underrated smallmouth fisheries in
Virginia. An abundant food supply allows
the smallies to grow fat and sassy in a short
amount of time. The average fish in
Moomaw will weigh two pounds.

Freshwater action in the fall is also
good for largemouth bass, catfish and crappie.
And, with decent water in the mountain
streams, the Virginia Department of Game
and Inland Fisheries kicks off a new
stocking season for trout in the month of
October.

On the saltwater scene, October is
probably the best of all months for
saltwater angling in Virginia waters.
Nearly every species is biting, including
striped bass, gray and speckled trout, croakers,
spot, bluefish, mackerel and drum.

Some of the biggest flounder of
the year bite in October, as all the saltwater
species sense that winter – and leaner times
– are on the way. Other saltwater fish to
consider are tautog, sea bass and
sheepshead. Late fall is also an ideal time to
prowl the deep blue waters of the Gulf
Stream for marlin and sailfish, dolphin,
wahoo and king mackerel.

As for hunting, things really begin
to happen in early fall when doves bombard
cornfields and wood ducks splash down in
small farm ponds.

Dove season kicks off the first
Saturday of September and this should be a
good year. Doves, prolific breeders, have
enjoyed good weather in the form of a mild,

early spring. Doves generally have three
broods, sometimes four. Find a cut corn-
field, get a few friends to surround the
area and you have the makings of a good
shoot and lots of fellowship to follow.

The woodie season opens in
early October. There has been plenty of
water this spring, so the local birds should
be strong in numbers. The migratory
ducks move in later, as the cold weather
arrives.

Come late September and early
October, squirrels shimmy high in the
hickory trees and feed heavily on their
favorite nuts. Some hunters have trained
dogs that will tree squirrels, bark mightily
and notify any interested party that there
are squirrels in them thar’ trees. But most
Virginia sportsmen simply sneak in the
woods with a .22 rifle and wait ‘em out.

Rabbit populations are up and
down, running in cycles. As rabbit
numbers peak, so do the number of foxes.
Rabbits then become more scarce, the
foxes leave, then it’s back to a bumper
crop of bunnies. We’re now on an up
cycle so this fall should be a good one for
rabbit hunters.

Deer and black bear offer early
targets for bowhunters as archery season
gets under way in the early part of
October. Except in the western mountains,
the deer herd is stable and increasing. A
severe winter a few seasons back along
with a poor mast crop reduced the deer
herd, but last winter was mild with plenty
of available food. 

The black bear population stands
at an all-time high in modern times.  A

Continued, Page 65
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eautiful, historic Aiken, South
Carolina, will begin a new tradition
this fall. The city will host the first

annual Southern City Film Festival Nov. 4-
6. Emmy award-winning actor and film-
maker Justin Wheelon founded Southern
City in order to create and nurture a film
presence in Aiken, which has superior
culture in other arts. The festival will
benefit the Southern City Institute, a non-
profit charitable foundation, which helps
local youth and adults alike experience
and learn all aspects of film and theater. 

The  Fes t iva l  w i l l  s c reen
bo th  ama teu r  and  p ro fes s iona l
f i lms i n five categories: Feature Films,

Documentary Films, Short Films, Script to
Screen, and Homegrown. The festival will
also feature several parties, discussions,
question-and-answer sessions, and
opportunities to meet the filmmakers. 

“Eight,” written and directed by
Peter Blackburn, is one of the films in the
Feature Film selection. Filmed in one
continuous take, “Eight” tracks the
psychological battle that Sarah faces each
day with her obsessive-compulsive
disorder. Imprisoned within her mind and
shut off from the world, Sarah’s only hope
of escape is social worker Jane and the
memory of a happy life that is slowly
slipping from reach.

Southern Art
Rising

OFF THE

TOPIC

Story 
by 

Barclay Rives

Photos Courtesy of Southern City
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Charlie and his foster child in “Dogwood” 

Charlie and his foster child in
“Dogwood” 



“Janey Makes A Play” is a docu-
mentary film directed by Jared Callahan.
The film follows 90-year-old Janey as she
writes and directs her latest original,
social ly relevant community theater
production for her small town. Watch the
creative process unfold with a cast of
colorful townspeople, as they engage with
the arts amidst a local economy devastated
by the recent recession.  

An elderly school bus driver
befriends a foster child on his route in rural
Tennessee in the short film “Dogwood,”
written and directed by Christopher
Maloney. 

In the film “Lucky Lou,” Kara and
Wendell want nothing more than to have a
baby, but that has proven to be difficult.
After trying various medical procedures
without success, they reach out to an
unlikely source — a man called Lou who
has the unique ability to bring anything he
touches good luck. Written and directed by
Jonathan Cook, “Lucky Lou” will be
featured in the Homegrown selection.  

The last category is Script to
Screen.  “Tom’s Missed Call,” written and
directed by Denton Adkinson, is an
example. The story is about Tom getting a

voicemail from unknown origins which
each of his coworkers deciphers in their
own unique way.

Film festivals are essential for
independent filmmakers to achieve
recognition and distribution. Winners this
year at Southern City will receive distribution
deals through BlueWave and Cinematix.
Wheelon hopes to grow Southern City’s
reputation and influence in future years
throughout the Southeast and across the
country. However, he is pleased with this
year’s entries, including films from over 25
countries. Current winners from Cannes,

Sundance, and other festivals have submitted
films. “That’s exciting for us that we’re getting
such high quality films in our first year,”
Wheelon says. The festival website,
www.SouthernCity.org, contains sample
films that festival organizers have liked.

Born in 1987 in nearby Augusta,
Georgia, Wheelon grew up in Aiken. He
was a highly dedicated, tournament-win-
ning golfer, until his priorities changed on a
movie set in 2006. He received an invitation
to watch the nearby filming of Death
Sentence, starring Kevin Bacon. After having
lunch with Bacon, John Goodman, Aisha

Kara and Wendell  in “Lucky Lou” are trying to have a child when they meet a man called Lou.

Sarah in “Eight” battles  her obsessive-compulsive disorder every day.

Janey in the documentary
“Janey Makes A Play”
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Tyler and other stars, Wheelon “just
became hooked on the whole business.” A
friend who was an agent helped him secure
his first acting roles. Supplementing his
opportunity with hard work and perseverance,
Wheelon advanced to representation by a
bigger agency. He has appeared in dozens
of films, including Iron Man 3. Wheelon
maintains his golf skills by playing in
celebrity charity tournaments. He won a
tournament hosted by actor Bill Murray in
Florida and his brother Joel Murray’s
tournament in Chicago. 

Donating his time and energy
to charity demonstrates Wheelon’s
commitment to service to others as part of
his Christian faith. In a 2013 Sports
Spectrum Magazine interview, Wheelon
explained that as a Christian actor he avoids
parts that call for explicit sex scenes or
unacceptable language. He attends New
Spring Church in Aiken, and says that he
would not want to have to tell people in his
church not to see one of his movies
because of offensive content. 

As a director, Wheelon has won
two Emmy awards for Public Service
Announcement (PSA) short films.
Produced by Georgia-based Emmy-win-
ning production company Tranter Grey

Media, the films concern texting and driv-
ing, and teenage drinking and driving. Both
films are disturbing, as intended. The films
are also compelling, creative and artistic,
which helps convey their messages. Their
purpose of saving lives is the ultimate service.
They should be required viewing for
all driver’s education students. 

Locating the festival in Aiken
shows Wheelon’s loyalty and love for his
hometown. He has been able to live and
work close to home much of the time as his
career has advanced. He hopes the event
will boost tourism and benefit area
businesses. “In the movie industry you’d
think LA or NYC would be the place to be,
but I think Aiken is so special and it’s just
home.” City of Aiken Tourism Supervisor
Jenny Burghardt adds, “Justin has done an
excellent job of working with the Aiken
Community to put on this event and to
showcase not only the festival, but the
beauty and uniqueness of Aiken as a
whole… Aiken certainly is a place like no
other, and this film festival fits right into
this fabric of who we are.”

Screenings will take place
throughout downtown at the Aiken Center
for the Arts, AECOM Center for the
Performing Arts, and several other venues.
Aiken offers festival attendees numerous
other attractions. Burghardt says visitors
will enjoy shopping, dining, viewing the
city’s beautiful streets, and “iconic oak
canopy,” as well as appreciating Aiken history.

For updated information visit:
www.SouthernCity.org, and www.visitaiken-
sc.com. 

Barclay Rives’ biography of his 19th-
century ancestor, William Cabell 
Rives: A Country to Serve, has been
published by Atelerix Press and is 
available from Amazon.com.  He lives on a
small farm near Cismont, Virginia.

Aiken, South Carolina
The city of Aiken was officially

chartered in 1835 as a stop along a rail-
road line from Charleston west to the
Savannah River. The 136-mile line was
the longest in the world when it was
completed in 1833. The city was named
for William Aiken, Sr., an Irish
immigrant who became a successful
cotton merchant. Aiken was the first
president of the South Carolina Canal
and Railroad Company. His son William
Aiken, Jr. was a U.S. congressman, gover-
nor and in 1867 served as a trustee of the
Peabody Education Fund for restoring
Southern schools wrecked by the Civil
War. On Feb. 11, 1865, Confederate
forces under Gen. Joseph “Fighting Joe”
Wheeler defeated Union raiders com-
manded by General Hugh Judson
Kilpatrick in the Battle of Aiken. The
area's beauty and a climate that is milder
than most of the state prompted north-
erners to return. Beginning in 1870,
they brought wealth and horses to estab-
lish Aiken as a fashionable winter resort. 

Polo arrived in Aiken in 1882;
the Whitney Polo Field is the country's
oldest continually played field. The
Palmetto Golf Club opened in 1893. It is
the state's oldest, and the second-oldest
golf club in the country in its original
location. Several recognized foxhunts,
including Aiken Hounds, provide sport
for local members and invited guests in
fall and winter. The Aiken Steeplechase
Association presents spring and fall race
meets. The Aiken Thoroughbred Racing
Hall of Fame and Museum complements
the local racehorse breeding and train-
ing farms. The 2,000-acre Hitchcock
Woods, established in 1939, is one of
the largest urban forests in the U.S.
Equestrians, hikers, dog walkers and
joggers can enjoy 70 miles of trails.
Other attractions include a historical
museum, visitors center and train
museum, and the DuPont Planetarium.

Justin Wheelen
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ecently we had an old army friend
of High Tower’s (HT) to stay
whilst over on business from

Kenya.  I was fully expecting trouble from
Errol from the outset — even though he’s
44 and married with three children, his
ability to go alcoholically off piste is
legendary. I emailed him a list of house
rules in advance. 1) Don’t wake the baby
(or us). 2) No puking 3) Please help your-
self to breakfast or any food if you are hungry.
No standing on ceremony. That’s it.

It was all going swimmingly for
the first few days. Errol was back by mid-
night most evenings and had even banked
the 100k investment he had come over to
secure. I marveled at how grown-up he’d
become. However, on the last evening,
when meeting up with some old military
compadres, he dropped the ball. Big time.

HT and I are clearing up after
supper when Errol bursts in through the
front door, staggers towards me, grabs my
hips and says I look ravishing, breathing
whisky fumes into my face. I push him
away and tell him to fetch the spare key I’d
left for him under the mat. He goes to look

for it, bends down and follows his head,
face-planting heavily on the doorstep and
tumbling into the flower bed.  High Tower
and I have seen enough and retire to bed,
tired after hosting a modest luncheon for
25. An hour or so later we hear unnatural
groans and noises coming from the bath-
room. 

“There is wickedness happening
in that room.”  I tut to HT. 

HT sits bolt upright in bed, looks
at me steadily and says, “Hang on a minute,
lofty [I am the taller one], what about your
long list of crimes?”  He cites a global ban
from Uber taxis after a Christmas party in
2013. I blame the oxycodone after my leg
operation; he blames the five tequila
slammers. More moans emanate from the
porcelain torture room; Errol is now firmly
in the seventh alcoholic circle of hell.

HT continues his denunciation.
“What about the Alto Bus in Argentina, the
downstairs bathroom at the Jolls’
house….Oh, and remember Middleburg?”
Oh. Yes. Middleburg.

We had been to a fabulous jazz
party in the area with locals, polo players
and musicians from New Orleans. Our
generous hostess (who at that point we
hadn’t even met) had left a key and told us
to return at whatever time we were ready;
she would be at another social function that
night. However, she probably didn’t mean
four in the morning.

As HT and I drunkenly try to put
the key in the lock of a house we have never
visited before, our hostess opens the door.
We enter like guilty teenagers and stagger
to our well-appointed room with a four-
poster bed. We are comatose until 9 a.m.,
when I wake with a jolt remembering I have
signed us up to four arena chukkas at
Virginia International Polo Club at 10 a.m.
What have I done? We are in no state to
watch polo, let alone play. HT curses me as
he turns on the shower. He turns off the
shower with a sigh as I demand to use the
loo with urgency. 

Now, without going into too much
detail, let’s just say that American plumbing
differs wildly from the traditionally robust
plumbing in England. I am a self-confessed
bathroom bureaucrat (fastidious with the
paperwork), which has caused me many
issues in America. I flush and immediately
we have a serious problem on our hands.
Literally. The water starts to gush over the
top. I shout for HT to do something!  He
runs in and doesn’t know what to do. We
are both flapping around with hangovers
the size of Canada and still the water keeps
flowing and there is no loo brush or

American Wild Life

Charlotte Reather
Illustrations by Olivia DoullHouseguests From Hell
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plunger. HT closes the lid; the water cas-
cades down the sides. I run to the bedroom
door. I will find a plunger in another bath-
room, but where? Argh, someone’s coming!
Our hostess? No, a small child. Brilliant. I
coax the blonde-haired daughter into the
room and tell her we need a toilet brush or

plunger urgently. I am sending her on a
very important mission and it’s absolutely
top secret. She promises not to tell anyone
and runs off down the corridor. HT is
yelling from the bathroom. “It’s still over-
flowing!” After what seems an eternity the
child brings me a loo brush. I kiss her and
remind her to keep her lips sealed. She nods
innocently.

We sort the problem, swab the
decks and place all the towels and bathmats
in the shower to look as though we’ve had
an accident with the shower and not the loo.
Heinous, I know, but we are hung over and
can barely think straight and now our host-
ess is calling us to come down for breakfast
and chukkas…

Urgh.
Errol is still in the bathroom

knocking and banging about. HT shakes his
head solemnly at me.  “Then there was that
diplomat’s house in Maryland, the
ambassador’s residence at the British
Embassy… Shall I go on?” he says. I shake
my head. 

However, in spite of my own
extensive misdemeanors, the next morning
upon discovering the destruction in the
bathroom, I decide to give our houseguest a
stern lecture. “I only hope,” I say with
gravitas, “you are more disappointed in
yourself than I am.” Errol, weighed down
heavily by alcoholic paranoia and an
abundance of self-loathing, hangs his head
in shame. “Yes. Yes. Will you ever forgive
me?” I tell him perhaps in time.

A few hours later he returns to the
house with the biggest bouquet of flowers
he can carry, rather similar, in fact, to the
one our hostess in Middleburg received
from us – only she (we hope) never
discovered the real reason they were sent!

Charlotte Reather writes “Charlie’s
Challenges” for Countryside magazine, and
is the former “Wild Life” columnist for
The Field.  She is the co-author of
actor and angler Robson Green’s book
Extreme Fishing. Visit her at www.charlot-
tereather.com.

58 VAS  Fall 2016



ike most families, my mother’s
branch included greater and lesser
individuals. My maternal

grandfather Sam Hodges was a bank
president and mayor. Sam’s brother Dick
spent his days watching trains for fun.
Uncle Dick had a peculiar habit of licking
his fingertips after a meal, then patting
them around his place at the table to
retrieve stray crumbs. I may have inherited
Dick’s work ethic, but not his table manners.

My mother was born and raised in
Shepherdstown, West Virginia, a town
chartered by the Virginia House of
Burgesses in 1762. (West Virginia later
separated from Virginia during the Civil
War.) The founder, Thomas Shepherd,
wanted to name his town Charlotte in honor
of George III’s new bride. However,
Charlottesville’s application had arrived a
few hours earlier, so that Shepherd had to
select another name. His second choice was
Mecklenburg, Queen Charlotte’s birthplace
in Germany. Because British royalty
became less popular after the revolution,
Mecklenburg became known as Shepherd’s
Town, and later Shepherdstown. 

Shepherdstown lies on the south
bank of the Potomac, across the river from
Sharpsburg, Maryland, and Antietam
Creek, where armies clashed on the
bloodiest day of the Civil War, Sept. 17,
1862. One cousin scoured the battlefield for
relics, which people told him were worth-
less in the 1920s and ’30s, but museum-
worthy by the time of the war’s 1960s
centennial. 

I have visited Shepherdstown a
few times, mostly for Hodges family funerals.
My mother’s stories about her family and
her childhood home always enlivened the
drive. She had mixed feelings about the
place. She loved its small-town characters
and the river. My mother rowed her wooden
boat on the Potomac where James Rumsey
demonstrated his steam-powered boat in
1787, 20 years before Robert Fulton’s first
steamboat ride on the Hudson. However,
my grandmother, who married my grand-
father after the death of his first wife, was
not always popular with her stepchildren
and in-laws. My mother absorbed her moth-
er’s discomfort.

Old family photos and ancestors
have always fascinated me. A great-aunt

told me when I was 12, attending one of
those funerals, “You’re too young to care
about family.” I sincerely objected. The
accompanying photo, circa 1915, shows
Grandfather Hodges with his first wife’s
family. He is in the middle row, wearing a
dark jacket, next to his mother-in-law Sarah
Asquith Hall, in the striped blouse. The
children on the left are my Uncle Buddy
and my Aunt Brissie, whose funerals I
would attend some 70 years later. I believe
Grandfather’s first wife is on the right in the
back row. The white dog resembles the
Little Rascals’ dog Petey. 

My Uncle Tom, born after the
photograph was taken, suffered from a
delusional disorder. He told me, when I was
in high school, that he was Nixon’s most

A Country Gent’s Note

Family Matters Barclay Rives
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influential advisor, and that he controlled
the world’s supply of tungsten. For a college
application essay, which demanded
description of “an unusual experience,” I
wrote about my unusual uncle. I described
Tom’s strange aura, the pain of his illness
visible in his face and how his gaze and
manner precluded laughter at his preposterous
claims. My application was accepted.

My grandfather appears confident
and satisfied in the photo. Within a dozen
years he would lose his hair and his first
wife, remarry and die of cancer in his early
50s. Although some remembered him as
“all business,” he burst out laughing when
my three-year-old mother told his mother,
“Grandmother, you shouldn’t say ‘ain’t.’
It’s bad grammar.” My great-grandmother
was less amused.

Portrait photographers in the
1920s crouched under black cowls attached
to their tripod-mounted cameras. The black
fabric reminded my mother of her father’s
death, resulting in tearful childhood pictures. 

My mother had her own brush
with death when she was in grade school.
She was playing baseball with boys, a treat
for a girl who loved sports. Excited that her
turn at bat was coming up, she rushed
toward home plate as soon as the boy ahead
of her connected with the ball. Her forehead
caught his follow through. A blow to the
head transported Wizard of Oz Dorothy to
Munchkin Land. My mother nearly ven-
tured farther beyond the rainbow. She lay in
a coma all day and night. A family doctor
applied stitches and ice packs. 

My grandmother prayed. In swift
succession, she had already lost her first
child, her first husband, her mother, and her
second husband. Although a devout
Catholic, every day she wore a cameo
image of Alceste, a Greek heroine brought
back from death by Hercules. 

My grandmother liked to sit in the
front pew in Shepherdstown’s St. Agnes
Church. A few years after my mother’s
recovery from the baseball bat blow, my

grandmother tripped and fell beside her
pew. She had arrived late as usual. The
church was full. My mother felt piercing
pre-teen embarrassment and began laugh-
ing uncontrollably. Her mother’s order to
“Stop that foolish laughter,” was ineffective.
My mother preferred sitting at the rear of
any congregation ever after.

After the Shepherdstown funerals,
my mother and I visited her old friends and
favorite places. She would recite favorite
grade-school poems. She described the
tubular-slide fire escape that made school
fire drills fun. The school playground was
next to an abattoir, where the Cookus
brothers slaughtered cattle. Town residents
snickered at their sign: “COOK US
BROTHERS, BEST MEAT IN TOWN,”
which seemed to offer the brothers’ own
carcasses. One of the brothers sired a
colossal number of children and attributed
his potency to daily consumption of fresh
bovine blood.

An elderly lady in an antebellum
farmhouse welcomed us and showed me
her curio case, which included a lock of
Andrew Jackson’s hair, a ticket to Andrew
Johnson’s impeachment trial and a piece of
the rope that hung President Garfield’s
assassin, Charles Guiteau. All of the
artifacts attached to stories of her ancestors,
who had collected them. Another home
boasted an ancestral portrait of an early
19th-century officer in uniform. Beneath
the portrait hung his sword and gold sash. I
savored the history and the authenticity.
Though she enjoyed revisiting her past, my
mother told me the place no longer felt like
home. We were always happy to head back
home to Virginia.

Barclay Rives’ biography of his 19th-
century ancestor, William Cabell 
Rives: A Country to Serve, has been
published by Atelerix Press and is 
available from Amazon.com.  He lives on a
small farm near Cismont, Virginia.
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ld Route 1, the Washington
Highway, was the main East
Coast caravan route until the

1960s when Interstate 95, a few miles to the
east, took over most of the heavy traffic.
The highway north of Richmond is more of
a testament to American enterprise than a
scenic byway. Shopping centers, car lots
and light industry line the corridor. But six
miles north of town there is a break in the
commercial landscape: green lawns and
towering shade trees instead of blacktop
and vapor lights. It’s an oasis called James
River Cellars Winery where travelers can
shake off the road or local folks can shake
off the work week and refresh with some of
the best wines from the heart of Virginia.

In the late 1990s Ray Lazarchic
looked long and hard for a source for
Gewürztraminer grapes but then decided it
would be easier to grow his own on his 20-
acre farm in Montpelier, 20 miles northwest
of Richmond. As they say around the winery,
“It started as a hobby and grew out of
control.” James River Cellars Winery
(JRCW) opened to the public in 2001.
Today the winery is a family affair:
Lazarchic’s daughter Mitzi manages the
business while her husband James
Batterson crafts the wine. Ironically, she
has a doctorate in biochemistry while he
majored in finance—go figure.

Alex Morgan is the general
manager and, like the Battersons, he
proved that the path from halls of ivy to the
vineyard is not always straight and narrow.
Morgan recently completed his master’s
degree in English, which is evident in his
picturesque write-ups for each of JRCW’s

wines.  The part-time staff and volunteers
genuinely like being part of the JRCW team
and share in the overall family feeling.
Visitors frequently comment on how every-
one at the winery is friendly, helpful and
knowledgeable, a Cheers-like atmosphere
where everybody seems to know your
name. 

The Wines—Red, White and Douce
Our variety of red, white, dry, and sweet
allows every palate to find something
enjoyable!

When I first saw that there were 14
wines on the tasting list, I wondered which
would be served that day. As it turned out,
all of them—six reds, five whites and three
sweet wines. The servings were not thim-
ble-sized sips, but sizable mouthfuls that let

WINE
James River Cellars Winery John Shtogren
An Oasis on the Old Road
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you know what you were having.
I like wine but even when I go to a

winery I like, I usually end up thinking:
“I’d buy about half of what I tasted; I’d
drink another quarter of the samples if you
bought them for me; but no thanks to the
other quarter, even if it was free.” However,
at the end of the JRCW tasting, I was happy
to say that I’d gladly drink all 14.

My top six picks included four
whites and two reds, mainly because I drink
more white than red wine. Each of

Morgan’s wine profiles vividly describes
the wine’s highlights.

2014 Reserve Chardonnay
Personally, I like my chardonnay a little
oaky so I picked this over the other very
good Old-World-style chardonnay aged in
stainless steel. This New-World style of
producing Chardonnay is softly oaked and
laid back. A smooth talker with great eye
contact, we urge caution to stay focused
through the almond, vanilla, and lemon

curd flavors, which aim to distract from the
hidden acidity and possibility of quality
food pairings.

2015 Petit Manseng
It is a new grape for Virginia and a chilled
glass would be a very nice substitute for a
brunch Bellini. Need an excuse for day
drinking? It is pronounced, “brunch.”Colored
by a honey shade of daylight and with an
intricate swirl of walnut, peach and apricot
aromas, this version of petit manseng was
made for sunglasses and fancy breakfast
food. Try with crepes, parfaits or savory
excuses to use brown sugar.

2014 Gewurztraminer 
This was a total surprise! A drier Alsatian
version of a wine that is often too sweet for
me. With a golden diamond hue, this wine is
perfect for a romantic, candle-lit dinner by
the fire. The sophisticated profile exhibits
tropical fruit flavors, which are both sour
and sweet. Persistent and stubborn,
Gewürztraminer is a labor of love, as it
tests your resolve throughout the
relationship.

2014 Chardonnel  
This was the sixth wine in the tasting which
may have had a bit to do with my grin. This
sassy vintage both comforts you and pokes
you in the ribs. There may be flavors of
cantaloupe, honeydew, or white flower, and
even a perception of effervescence.
Nurturing, yet mischievous, this wine is like
running through a wild meadow in the early
Spring sunshine, while grinning from
ear to ear.

2012 Petit Verdot
I don’t always drink red wine, but when I
do I like them big. This is JRCW’s heaviest
red. A deep, dark, earthy fruit flavor covers
the palate. The hint of tobacco will remind
you of a cherry cigar, smoked on a brisk fall
evening. There may be some spice or tart
fruit, though it finishes quite smoothly, for
its dusty tannin, on the back end.

The country house and patio provide a pleasant setting to enjoy JRCW wines.
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2012 Meritage
The second-heaviest red was my next
choice. From the combination of “merit”
and “heritage,” this blend exists to be a
Bordeaux-style wine made in America.
Brawny, rustic and robust, this blend of
noble reds emits dried fruit, tea leaf, and
sage aromas, while smoldering nuances
from wood fire smoke fill the glass.

I would be happy to drink the
other two whites and three reds not
described here. I’d even sip the three sweets
with a smile if served chilled, perhaps
because each tasted more off-dry than
sweet to me, true to their fruit, unlike some
of the sugary offerings from other wineries
which strike me as millennial wines.

Special Events 
Since JRCW is within minutes of

much of Richmond, it’s not unusual for
regulars to stop by for a tasting or a glass of
their favorite just as they would at other

local watering holes. Unlike the Virginia
wineries along the Blue Ridge, it is not a
day trip. And there are other good reasons
to drop by JRCW besides being almost in
your own backyard.

Fridays on the Patio
On every other Friday from June

through September, there is live music,
food trucks and wine, 6:30-9:30 p.m.

Sundays in the Shade 
On every Sunday 11 a.m.–5 p.m.

you are welcome to bring a picnic and relax
on the lawn. You can listen to live acoustic
music and yes, there is wine available.

Special Classes   
Yoga and Wine, Barre and Wine

and Wine Glass Painting Night are popular
classes. Wine can be had during the
painting class but only after yoga and barre
sessions, which makes good sense.

The Wine Club
More than 300 JRCW fans have

joined the Wine Club. Membership is free
but requires you to purchase 3-6 bottles
each quarter. As a member you receive
discounts, free tastings and invitations to
members-only events. Your wine can be
shipped, picked up at the Tasting Room or
at the new-wine release parties where
members mingle with the staff while tasting
wines paired with different hors d’oeuvres.

Visit JRCW’s website for a complete
description of its wines and upcoming
events, www.jamesrivercellars.com. Better
yet, come in off the road and refresh, 11008
Washington Highway, Glen Allen, VA 23059.

John Shtogren is senior editor of VAS.
He welcomes comments at jash-
togren@yahoo.com
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rowing up, I became accustomed
to the sight of a tidy row of
blackened skillets, ordered by

size, hanging in my grandparents’ garage.
They hung across from the neatly arranged
tools, facing the cork dartboard, and they
usually stayed there…unless my grandfa-
ther—and only my grandfather—decided to
take one down. Then, he would disappear
from the kitchen for a moment and reappear
holding one or two by the handle, twirling
them in the air. Though the reason for the
pan was never momentous in itself, the
fetching of these heavy objects seemed
shrouded in ceremony—so to me, the food
cooked in them always tasted deeper, richer
and full of mystery, like the pans themselves. 

Some years later I discovered an
untidy, rusting stack of cast-iron skillets in
my parents’ garage, buried beneath sporting
equipment and other cooking implements
deemed too crusty or cumbersome for
indoor storage. When I asked my mother
why they weren’t in the kitchen, she
answered: “Those things are nasty—too
much trouble. I let your father deal with
them…but if he doesn’t do something with
them soon, I’m throwing them out.” 

Intrigued, I rescued one when I
left for college. Once I cleaned it up I
discovered, beneath the grime, a pan that
was far superior in performance and heft
than the starter set of aluminum ones I had
purchased at an outlet. It has since become
one of my favorite pans, joined by a

growing family of cast-iron cookery.
Though I’m a fan of copper and stainless
steel, there is something substantial and
reassuringly old-fashioned about cooking
with cast iron. It distributes heat evenly,
holds it for a long time and transitions
effortlessly from stovetop to oven. Iron
skillets are indestructible, and they’re made

in one efficient shape, so handles and knobs
can’t come loose and fall off. And, once
you master the simple art of seasoning (and
it is simple, despite my mother’s warnings),
they are relatively easy to prepare and
maintain. 

Since they are prone to rusting if not
in regular use, they are best stored with
paper towels between them, dried fully
before putting away and stored in a cool,
dry place. If you get into the habit of using
them often, as my husband Ben and I have,
their specific care becomes second nature.
We use them for frying chicken, sautéing
fish, roasting birds and baking cornbread. I
simmer Bolognese sauce for pasta in them,
since the acidity of the tomatoes reacts with
the surface of the pan and gives us an extra
dose of iron. If I were stranded on a desert
island and could only bring along one
cooking vessel, my 12” skillet would be
it…and the next time I visit my parents, I’m
checking their garage. If that abandoned
stack of pans is still there, it’s mine.  

Seasoning and Care of Cast-Iron Skillets
When you first purchase a cast-

iron pan, it will look dull silver. You need to
“season” it with heat and oil to protect it
from rust and create a non-stick cooking
surface. First scrub the pan with soap and
water (this will be the only time you wash it
with soap or detergent), then dry it well.
Preheat oven to 350°. Coat pan evenly,
inside and out, with vegetable or canola oil

FOOD
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(do not use olive oil). Place in the oven
upside-down on a foil-lined tray to catch oil
drips. Bake for about an hour, then shut the
oven off and let the pan cool. 

After each use, scrub the inside of
the pan lightly with hot water and a scrub
brush or steel wool—just enough to remove
any burnt-on bits. Do not use detergent or
put in dishwasher. After pan is clean, heat
on the stove to dry, and then rub surface
with a coating of vegetable oil. You can
cook with your skillet after the first
seasoning, but it will take several cycles of
cooking and oiling before it acquires the
coveted, shiny black look of a well-
seasoned pan. 

Two-Skillet Birds
Note: You will need skillets in pairs, as one
of them will be used to weight down the
birds. Serving size will vary according to
the number and size of birds you are cooking. 

Ingredients
 2 or more smallish birds such as quail, 

pigeon, chukar or partridge, dressed
 Extra-virgin olive oil
 Salt and pepper to taste
 Fresh or dried thyme, minced or red 

pepper flakes

Instructions
1. Select one or two pairs of skillets that
will comfortably hold the birds you are
cooking without crowding. Place all the
skillets in oven and preheat it to 425°. 
2. Prepare birds by butterflying them: cut
along either side of backbone with a pair of
kitchen shears and remove backbone. 
3. Spread birds so that legs and wings are
on the outside, and flatten by pressing down
on the breastbone. 
4. Rub birds liberally with olive oil and
sprinkle with salt, pepper and seasoning of
choice. 
5. Using thick oven mitts, take bottom
skillet(s) from oven and heat on stovetop
over medium-high heat, until almost smok-
ing. Put birds down in pan, breast side

down, and cook for a minute or two without
moving.
6. Take top skillet(s) from oven and place
on birds so they are weighted down evenly.
Align handles and place back in the oven.
Bake for about 15-20 minutes (longer for
larger birds), or until skin is browned and
juices run clear. 

Cast-Iron Cornbread
Serves 6

Ingredients
 1 1/4 cups cornmeal
 3/4 cups all-purpose flour
 1 1/2 teaspoons baking powder
 1 teaspoon salt
 1 stick (4 ounces) unsalted butter plus 

more for greasing pan
 1 cup milk
 1 egg, lightly beaten
 1 tablespoon honey

Instructions
1. Place a 9-inch cast iron skillet in oven
and preheat oven to 400°. 
2. In a large bowl, combine dry ingredients
and stir well with fork. 
3. Put milk, honey and butter together in a
small saucepan and heat on medium just
until butter melts. Cool slightly, then stir in
beaten egg. Add this liquid mixture slowly
to the dry mixture, stirring as you pour,
until just combined. 
4. Remove skillet from oven and grease
inside of it with additional butter. Pour in
the batter and bake for 20-25 minutes, or
until a toothpick inserted in center comes
out clean. 

Claiborne Williams Milde is a Virginian
who lives in New York and works as a
writer and chef. She studied cooking in
New York and Paris. Read her blog at
www.butteredbreadblog.com.
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on their faces, drooling in their soup and
writing on a napkin: If there are 16 ounces
in a pint…wait, maybe it’s 8 ounces in a
pint, or is that a peck? Let’s average it out
at 12 ounces. 12 ounces divided by 50 is .24
ounces. Is that a tablespoon?

Truly, boat motors are the work of
the devil.

Jim Brewer is a longtime Virginia outdoor
writer and co-founder of The Virginia
Sportsman. Follow his weekly outdoor
report at CvilleBuzz.com

*******************
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total of 2,331 bears was harvested in
Virginia during the 2015-2016 bear hunting
seasons, the second-highest harvest ever
recorded in Virginia. The general firearms
season starting in November should pro-
duce a good harvest for both bear and deer.

And don't forget about geese. The
resident goose season gets under way in
early September and farmers are generally
delighted to have hunters thin these birds
from their grain fields and ponds. Liberal
bag limits for the past five years have
helped stabilize what was becoming an out-
of-control goose population.

Wild turkey numbers also look
promising for the fall season, though most
serious turkey hunters save their tags for
spring gobbler season in April.

With lots of fishing and hunting in
store, this fall will be a truly exciting time
to be a Virginia sportsman.

Jim Brewer is a longtime Virginia outdoor
writer and co-founder of The Virginia
Sportsman. Follow his weekly outdoor
report at CvilleBuzz.com
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ot long after Satan slipped Eve an
apple and got himself kicked out
of the Garden of Eden, he began

his evil campaign to inflict as much pain
and woe on the human race as was
diabolically possible.

Satan thus devised male-pattern
baldness, cellulite in women’s thighs,
accordion music, mosquitoes, sand burrs,
tonsils, voles, lawyers and mothers-in-law.

“A helluva list! That should do it,”
said Igor, the devil’s second in command.
“That’s enough evil to last throughout
eternity.”

“No,” said the Master of Hades, “I
need something even more sinister. I think
I’ll create the gasoline boat motor.”

“But boat motors will help
humankind,” said Igor.

“Not if they don’t work,” Satan
said with a sly grin.

Thus, Satan inflicted his most
diabolical curse upon us unsuspecting
sportsmen – gasoline boat motors.

As any fisherman can tell you,
there are two types of motors. Those that
don’t work now and those that soon won’t
work. The Johnsons, Mercurys, Evinrudes,
Suzukis and Yamahas of this world are all
the work of the devil. When you most need
one to function, it doesn’t.

Like on a balmy day on the
Chesapeake, drifting along for flounder, not
a care in the world. You turn the ignition on
and the engine fairly purrs. You reach a
sandy hump on the bottom, cut off the
engine for another drift and catch more fish.

Then, in the east, dark storm clouds begin
to assemble. Could be bad, you think. It’s
time to get back to the dock. You turn the
key and nothing happens. Dead silence.
You turn it again. Nothing. The motor was
just tuned and was chomping at the bit,
ready for a spark, but the ignition switch is
having a bad hair day. The storm lashes out,
tossing the boat like a toy in a bathtub,
soaking everyone to the bone. 

Two hours later, a boat finally
passes and offers a tow. Perhaps worse than
seeing the flashing lights of a state trooper
after you were clocked at 45 miles per hour
through a school zone is having to be
towed. You can hear them snickering in the
other boat.

“Poor suckers – they shouldn’t
have bought that Evinrude. Everybody
knows they are lemons. A Yamaha is the
ticket.”

But Yamaha or not, their time will
come. When dealing with boat motors, it’s
always a losing battle.

Motors that start by hand-cranking
are the most sinister. At the dock, one
gentle tug fires up the little five-horse
engine and it’s out to the creek to check
your crab pots. You kill the engine, shake a
dozen crabs from the pot, re-bait and pull
on the rope to start up again. You pull and
pull and pull, and nothing. Something
called “flooding” has just occurred.
Flooding means that for no particular
reason, the boat motor won’t start. 

After another 100 violent tugs, the
motor finally says, “What the hell. Let’s
go.”It starts, you head in and the next
morning you see your orthopedic surgeon
to schedule a rotator-cuff operation.

In Satan’s masterful scheme, he
also deemed that the average boat motor
should not only operate solely on gasoline,
but with a blend of petrol and motor oil. He
could have devised a 50-50 ratio. Half gas,
half oil. That would have been easy to
figure out. But no! The devil decreed that
boat motors operate only with a 50 to 1
ratio of gasoline to motor oil. 

Ever tried to divide 50 into, say, 2
½ gallons? In the hot sun after three beers
and without a calculator?

Let’s see, half of 2 ½ gallons is 1-¼
gallons, and a 10th of 2 ½ gallons is…I
have no idea. How in hell am I supposed to
figure out how much motor oil to put in a 2
½ gallon tank if it’s 50 to 1?

Many mental institutions today are
filled with former boat owners, blank looks 
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