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From the Editor: Renewal Time

The photo you see here is from a recent GOLDENSEAL
field trip. The drive took us several miles out a ridgetop in
one of the southern counties and, as you can see, it got
pretty messy at times. This was one of the drier spots, in
fact, and about the only place where photographer Mike
Keller could jump out for a picture. In other places the
mud was bumper-deep or worse. We mired down a cou-
ple of times but finally got through, got the job done, and
got home before dark.

Such expeditions don’t win us any points back at the
State Motor Pool, when we return their Chevy Blazers
mud-caked from rooftop to wheel well. (Why do they buy
white ones, anyway?) We hope our readers appreciate our
backroads jaunts a little more, however. We have learned
that the good stories are not always found by the side of
the hard road.

So we plow the mud, break trail, ford creeks — and
sometimes get out and walk. Lest I give the wrong im-
pression, we spend our share of time on West Virginia's
fine four-lane highways and city streets, as well. We've
graced more than one cool back porch and hospitable
kitchen table, too. The point is, we try to find the best of
Mountain State traditional culture wherever the search
takes us. Any week of the year GOLDENSEAL staffers
and freelancers are out combing the state for material to
put in your magazine.

That costs money, of course. And publication of the
material gathered on such trips costs a lot more. Salaries,
overhead, and printing all add up. Beginning with this is-
sue, the entire cost of postage has been shifted to our de-
partment for the first time ever. That alone runs several
thousand dollars per quarter, adding substantially to our
costs.

Readers such as you are our main source of financial
support. That brings me around to the point of this edito-
rial. We need your help again. It's time to renew your
subscription to GOLDENSEAL or to begin one for the
first time.

If you've been with us for long, you know that GOLD-
ENSEAL operates on a voluntary subscription system.
That means we ask each reader to contribute to the maga-
zine once each year. Renewal time comes in September,
just after the fall issue is published. After that we won't
bother you for another year. There are no duns, no dis-
count gimmicks, and a minimum of expensive bookkeep-
ing on this end. It boils down to an honor system, and so
far it has worked quite well.

This fall we will proceed as in past years, making things
as convenient as possible. You will soon receive a letter
from me, asking for your subscription contribution. I will
include a coupon, already labeled with your name and
address, and a return envelope. Insert your check, drop it
in the mail, and you're all set for another year.

That check, incidentally, should be for $12.50, the same
as last year. We were able to hold the line, despite overall
cutbacks in state government, by doing everything possi-
ble to hold down costs. There will be no salary increases
here over the coming 12 months. The printing company
has agreed to work for the same price, too, and so has our
design firm.

Mostly, however, we were able to hold the price line by
demonstrating to our bosses the past history of strong
and growing reader support for GOLDENSEAL. The De-
partment of Culture and History remains firmly commit-
ted to the magazine, subsidizing every issue, but in these
lean times we must move toward self-sufficiency. So far,
we have made progress. Subscription revenues have
grown each year, keeping stride with circulation growth.
Otherwise, we wouldn’t be here. I believe that tradition of
reader support will continue this year, but only you can
make it so.

That puts it into your hands. If GOLDENSEAL is to
continue, you must help out. Please let me hear from you
soon.

In the meantime, give this issue a good looking-over.
You will find some great reading here, including the long-
overdue cover story on Ned Guthrie. The Zickefoose
piece takes us back to Randolph County for the first time
lately, and the Wellsburg story carries us on up to the
Panhandle. With family graveyards on both sides of my
own family, the Collins Cemetery struck deep chords
with me personally, and I was sorry to have to decline the
kind invitation to attend their reunion last month. And,
finally, we break ground with the big Joe Savage article at
the back, a major eyewitness account of the Mine Wars
which has laid unpublished for half a century.

In short, we're proud of it. It’s our best work and we
think it’s the kind of magazine you'll be willing to pay for.

—Ken Sullivan
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Letters from Readers

GOLDENSEAL welcomes letters of general interest from readers. Our address is Department of Culture and History, The Cul-
tural Center, State Capitol, Charleston, WV 25305. Published letters may be edited for brevity or clarity.

Columbia, South Carolina

April 23, 1987

Editor:

Please add our name to your list of

subscribers. A check is enclosed.
My husband, David Jordan, at-

tended schools in Fairmont and

Chester and is a graduate of WVU.
I'm from Mullens (actually the coal
camp of Itmann) and I especially en-
joy reading articles about southern
West Virginia. Most other publica-
tions seem to ignore that part of the
state, and it’s refreshing for me to
read favorable articles about the his-
tory and culture of that area.

We're looking forward to receiving
our first issue. We can then return all
the “borrowed” issues to our friend!
Sincerely,

Teresa McNeely Jordan

Vandalia Gathering

Keystone Heights, Florida

June 3, 1987

Editor:

Having read in Southern Living maga-
zine of your eleventh annual Vanda-
lia Festival, we decided to attend.

This was one of the nicest festivals
we've ever been to. You, the people
of West Virginia, have much to be
proud of in your Cultural Center,
your heritage, your festival, your co-
ordinator, the whole project. It was
excellent! People were friendly, your
city was clean and pretty. Your state
capitol grounds offer a top-notch
place to host such an affair. What a
shame more states don’t utilize their
facilities for such beautiful happen-
ings.

Each person who had a part in
these “goings on” is to be commend-
ed. The organization was superb, the
talent arrangement left nothing to be
desired. Crafts, arts, dances, quilts,
“jammin’ "’ sessions, food booths: All
offered only your best. It was espe-
cially nice to find good food at such
reasonable prices. And to think you
cared enough to concentrate on
things of a time past. No “cokes and
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hot dogs.” Just not enough superla-
tives in my vocabulary.
Congratulations to the Culture and
History staff, to Commissioner Nor-
man Fagan, your honorable governor
and to every citizen who had a hand
in it. Hope we will be able to attend
another year.
Sincerely,
Georgia Bullinger and Earl Mattox,
Sr.

although it might be true. I am en-
closing a reproduction of the old
bridge, built in 1846, taken from a
postcard. The hotel, at left, was built
in 1902, and was destroyed by fire in
1906.

The flood of 1918 almost complete-
ly destroyed the bridge. Water came
over the top, and heavy logs and
trees battered the structure. We lived
on the side away from town, and our

Sutton Memories

Philippi, West Virginia

July 22, 1987

Editor:

Imagine my surprise to find the ex-
cellent story on “The Engineer As
Artist,” written by Charles E. Swish-
er about his father, Thomas Swisher.
Having been born in Sutton almost
80 years ago, I remember Tom Swish-
er, as well as his family.

Also, T have a particular fondness
for the late Shelt Carpenter, who
taught me many things about Elk
River, especially how to gig fish and
frogs. I practically lived on the river
while growing up, and have been at
his home many times. The story
brought back many memories, and 1
thank you for it.

However, I never heard the story
about circus people putting lye on
the cables to destroy the old bridge,

school was not let out until around
noon. At that time, water was seep-
ing up through the bridge’s planking,
continuing to rise until the water was
40 feet deep at that point. For a
youngster, that was an experiexce to
remember.

Again, congratulations on a fine
magazine.
Sincerely,
Allen Byrne
Barbour Publishing Company

Color Printing

Greenville, West Virginia

June 12, 1987

Editor:

Please don’t ruin GOLDENSEAL
with color illustrations. I don’t be-
lieve it's the least bit necessary in the
first place or in character in the sec-
ond place.



Just let the people and the old pic-
tures talk. That letter from Mrs.
Greene from Ohio (Summer 1987)
was worth 14 and a half color pic-
tures. Her words hit like thrown
stones.

Sincerely,
Ken Warner

Timber and Coal

Scott Depot, West Virginia

July 3, 1987

Editor:

I am enclosing a check in the amount
of $12.50 for which I would like you
to enter a subscription for my sister.
While she is now living in Ohio, she
is still a West Virginian at heart.

I certainly do enjoy this publica-
tion. So many of the articles which
you have carried are about those with
whom I have been associated or
known early on in my life. The article
on lumbering in the current issue
brought back remembrances of what
my mother told me of this industry in
McDowell County. Her father sold
the timber on his land to the Ritter
Lumber Company in the early part of
this century and there, for a time,
was a booming lumbering industry at
what was known as Ritter, West Vir-
ginia, and near Avondale (which was
the location of my mother’s family
home).

The articles on the coal industry al-
ways remind me of my early years in
the coal fields. My father, Charles
Henry Sigmon, was sent to Kingston
in 1910 by the Solvay Collieries Com-
pany to supervise the building of that
coal camp. My parents, brother and
sister lived in a log cabin (one-room)
until the coal company homes were
built. Momma said that when it
rained she had to move the furniture
to one side of the room because the
roof leaked. Daddy didn't have time
to repair it because of his work in
completing the building of the neces-
sary structures to begin the operation
of the mine.

I was born at Kingston. Later my
father was superintendent at West-
erly and was with that company
(which later was known as Kingston-
Pocahontas Coal Company) until his
retirement in 1928, when he went to
our farm in Mason County. He died
in 1934. In the 1940’s, I was a secre-

tary to Walter R. Thurmond, who
was secretary for the Southern Coal
Producers Association, with offices
in Charleston, West Virginia, and
Washington, D.C.

Keep up the good work.
Sincerely,
Juanita Halstead

Fenwick, West Virginia

June 15, 1987

Editor:

Just received the Summer 1987 issue

of GOLDENSEAL, with the Spencer

Mountain article by Jim Bloemker.
We were more than pleased with

the writeup and photo display. You

did us up real proud. Thank you very

much, and please pass our apprecia-

tion on to the rest of the staff and es-

pecially to Jim Bloemker and photog-

rapher Mike Keller.

Sincerely,

Glenn Spencer

Mine Wars History

Rocky Mount, North Carolina

June 27, 1987

Editor:

Having just received my summer is-
sue of GOLDENSEAL, I was reading
“Letters From Readers.” In the let-
ter about the mine wars, Mrs. Etta
Greene, Gahanna, Ohio, mentioned
a book entitled Thunder in the Moun-
tains. Do you have any idea as to the
author of this book? Or by whom it
was published?

In the article by Carl E. Feather,
“First Cutting,” Carl failed to men-
tion the other Feather brothers who
also farmed in and around Eglon for
many years. The eldest, Guy, is still
dabbling in the land; younger brother
Clifford (my father-in- law), now de-
ceased, farmed in nearby Cash Valley
for many years; and brother Willard
is quite an entrepreneur in the Auro-
ra area.

Sincerely,
Judith Feather

Thunder in the Mountains, Lon Sav-
age’s history of labor warfare in the West
Virginia coalfields, was published by
Northcross House. You may order it for
$8.85, postpaid, from P. O. Box 357,
Elliston, VA 24087.

Our regards to the other Feathers of
Preston County. —ed.

The Trough

Springfield, West Virginia

June 26, 1987

Editor:

I read GOLDENSEAL and enjoy it
very much, but you failed to check
the map drawn for Mr. Giffin’s fish-
ing story.

John Ailes of the Hampshire Review
and others in Romney will not think
much of being placed in Mineral
County. No part of the Trough is lo-
cated in Mineral County.

We all make mistakes sometimes.
Sincerely,

William Milleson

Here it is, again, right this time. We will
make no excuses, but do apologize. —ed.

1
ROMNEY

"The Trough"
on the
South Branch
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More Games

Wenatchee, Washington

July 18, 1987

Editor:

In Shirley Young Campbell’'s story
“Coal Towns” she mentioned a game
where the boys knocked cans about.
This could have been the old game
we called “Kick the Can.” It was sim-
ilar to soccer, but there was no goal to
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it that I know of. It was sometimes
hard on the toes of some poor boy’s
shoes that were badly worn.

It might also have been the old
Irish game of ““Shinney,” also called
“Sow in the Hole.” There were four
to six boys in a circle, each with a six-
foot by two-inch green stick with the
lower end in a shallow hole. There
was one boy in the center of the ring,
with a similar stick, and a tin can in a
shallow hole.

The fun of the game was to see
who could knock the can away from
the guy in the center and get his stick
back in his hole, before the fellow in
the center got his stick in it. If this
happened, then the loser was can
tender. It was quite a trick to get the
can back into the center of the ring
without someone knocking it farther
away. You didn’t dare carry it back to

the ring by hand; so you learned to
be pretty handy with your stick, in
guarding a badly battered can.

The name “Shinney” is very ap-
propriate, as in the scramble over the
can, you could get whacked in the
shin by mistake. I've tried to get
modern sports editors to write some-
thing about this old game, but you
might as well talk to the wall. They
just give you a blank stare and hope
you leave real quick.

Sincerely,
Walt Thayer

Morgantown, West Virginia
June 15, 1987
Editor:
In reference to the Spring 1987 issue
of GOLDENSEAL, as to the game
you call Mill Morris:

It is a very old game — originating

in Babylon, but popular in Periclean
Athens and also in Shakespeare’s
England. We played a German ver-
sion (called Mooula) in which each
player had nine playing pieces in-
stead of 12. I do not know how many
pieces are typically used. The game is
also known as Nine-Man Matrix. The
game was first played with stones,
with the lines merely scratched in the
dirt.

The only reason I know of this
game is because it happens to be my
favorite board game. The Metropoli-
tan Museum of Art in New York of-
ten sells a wooden version in which
drilled depressions at intersections
hold colored marbles.

It is nice to know that other people
enjoy this game of strategy.
Sincerely,

Barry Row

Current Programs-Events. Publications

GOLDENSEAL announcements are published as a service, as space permits. They are not paid advertisements and items are
screened according to the likely interests of our readers. We welcome events announcements and review copies of books and rec-

ords, but cannot guarantee publication.

Flood Recovery Conference

The Interreligious Disaster Recovery
Task Force will hold a theological
consultation at Canaan Valley State
Park, November 16-19, 1987, on the
second anniversary of the 1985 flood.
The topic will be how to develop
skills and strategies needed for recov-
ery from community disasters and in-
vidual crises. Those planning the
conference include survivors of disas-
ters, care givers and nationally-
known experts on death and dying,
suffering and theology. A book will
be published covering the ideas and
resources discussed at the Canaan
consultation.

The Task Force is a non-profit or-
ganization formed by West Virginia
and Maryland church groups. It was
created to assist victims of the 1985
flood, which left thousands homeless
and jobless. Funding comes from
Church World Service, member de-
nominations and individual contribu-
tions. Since the flood, the Task Force
has assisted in rebuilding and repair-
ing over 8,000 homes in 36 counties.
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It has also provided staff and support
for the recovery.

For more information, contact Kris
Peterson or Dick Krajeski, 256 Beech-
urst Avenue, Morgantown, WV
26505 (304) 292-3059.

Air National Guard History

The West Virginia Air National
Guard was created in 1946 as a result
of the U.S. Army Air Corps’ effort to
extend its influence into all the states.
Photographer and engineering
draftsman Jack H. Smith has com-
piled a pictorial history of one of the
Guard squadrons entitled, The Coon-
skin-Boys: Men and Mustangs of the
167th Fighter Squadron.

In September 1946, West Virginia's
adjutant general asked J. Kemp

McLaughlin to organize and com-
mand the 167th Fighter Squadron.
Flight training began in August 1947
at Clark Field in Putnam County. The
squadron later moved to the new
Kanawha Airport at Charleston. Pi-
lots started in P-47D Thunderbolts,
but soon switched to P-51 Mustangs.
The squadron finally moved to Mar-
tinsburg in December 1955, to be re-
placed at the Kanawha Airport by the
130th Troop Carrier Squadron.

The book uses interviews with the
Coonskin Boys to outline the squad-
ron’s history and their love affair
with the P-51 Mustang. There are
many photographs, black and white
as well as color, showing the men
and machines of the 167th. The book
closes with a list of the Mustangs
used by the squadron, names of pi-
lots and crew chiefs, and diagrams of
the three basic types flown. The
subsequent history of the Coonskin
Mustangs is also noted here, in-
cluding the one that was later flown
illegally to Castro’s Cuba.

The Coonskin-Boys is a 46-page
paperback book, well illustrated. It



may be bought from Pictorial Histo-
ries Publishing Company, 4103 Vir-
ginia Avenue SE, Charleston, WV
25304, for $8.95 per copy, with $1.50
extra for shipping and handling.

Happy Birthday Wishes

Our best wishes to former
GOLDENSEAL subject Oscar
DuBois of Morgantown, who
turns 108 on September 8. Mr.
DuBois was featured in our Jan-
uary-March 1980 issue, shortly
after his 100th birthday. ““The
first century is the hardest,” he
told freelance writer Norm Jul-
ian at the time.

Mr. DuBois, the son of a
glassblower, was born in Bel-
gium in 1879 and came to Amer-
ica with his family 13 years lat-
er. He moved to West Virginia
in 1901, among hundreds of
French and Belgian glass-
workers who came to the state
at the turn of the century. He
spent 60 years working in the
glass industry and a lifetime
writing poems.

Oscar DuBois’s latest pub-
lished poem, “To Meagan,” ap-
peared in the Morgantown
Dominion Post earlier this year.
Meagan is his great-grand-
daughter. That's her with him
in our photograph, made by
Ron Rittenhouse at last year’s
birthday party. Meagan is 100
years younger than her long-
lived relative.

We will be pleased to forward
birthday wishes from GOLD-
ENSEAL readers. Send them to
GOLDENSEAL, the De-
partment of Culture and Histo-
ry, the Cultural Center, Capitol
Complex, Charleston WV
25305.

New River Symposium Publication

Superintendent Joe Kennedy of the
New River Gorge National River re-
cently announced that the 1987 New
River Symposium Proceedings have
been published. They may be bought
at National River visitors centers or
by mail.

The publication is a result of the
multi-disciplinary Symposium held
at Appalachian State University,
Boone, North Carolina, last April
9-11. The articles include “Ecological
Impacts on Recreational Sites at New
River Gorge National River, West
Virginia,” ““Mary Draper Ingles: The
Story of a Pioneer Heroine’s Captivi-
ty and Escape,” and “The Town of
Kaymoor.” There are several more ar-
ticles about West Virginia, and others
about New River sites in North Caro-
lina and Virginia.

The New River Symposium, spon-
sored by the National Park Service,
the West Virginia Department of Cul-
ture and History, and others, is held
each spring in one of the three states
through which the New River flows.
The 1988 Symposium will be April
7-9 at the Holiday Inn in Oak Hill.

This year's Proceedings make up a
large-format paperback book 212
pages long, including 20 articles. It
may be purchased from Eastern Na-
tional Park and Monument Associa-
tion, P. O. Box 117, Lansing, West
Virginia 25862. Cost by mail is $12.50.
The book may also be purchased at
the Canyon Rim Visitor Center north
of Fayetteville or the Hinton Visitor
Center for $10.00 plus tax. Copies of
Symposium Proceedings from 1982-1986
are also available.

Davis History House

The Davis History House is the only
log house in Romney still standing
on its original lot. It is now a local his-
tory museum. Located on Main
Street, former Grubb Lane, the build-
ing houses family Bibles, Civil War
memorabilia and other articles from
private collections.

The story begins with an order
from Thomas, Lord Fairfax, for the
survey of 100 lots near the site of Fort
Pearsall in the 1700’s. These lots were
later incorporated by the Virginia As-
sembly as the Town of Romney. By

1795, Romney’s trustees had sold lot
26, the Davis House lot, to Matthew
Montgomery. The log structure was
built as a stipulation of this-sale to
Montgomery. In the 1800’s, the
house was purchased by William
Davis, a blacksmith, and his new
bride, the former Mary Magdalin
Endler. Strong supporters of the
Confederacy, Mr. Davis and his sons
enlisted in the service at Romney.
Donated by Mary and Kate Davis
in the early 1900’s, the Davis History
House is now maintained by the
Hampshire County Public Library.
Open to the public since 1984, the
house may be visited on Friday and
Saturday afternoons from 1:00-4:00
p-m. For more information, write
Brenda Riffle at Hampshire County
Public Library, Main Street, Romney,
WV 26757, or call (304)822- 3185.

Porte Crayon Collection

A collection of writings and drawings
by Martinsburg native David Hunter
Strother has been donated to West
Virginia University’s Regional Histo-
ry Collection. Strother, a mid-19th
century artist-reporter, specialized in
illustrated travelogues of rural Amer-
ica. The collection, which contains
over 500 drawings and 40 journal vol-
umes, was donated by a great-
grandson.

Strother became popular in the
1850’s after Harper's New Monthly
Magazine published his story of a
Canaan Valley sporting expedition.
After a series of similar travelogues,
Strother, better known by his pen
name ‘‘Porte Crayon,”’ became a cor-
respondent for Harpers Weekly. In
1859, he covered John Brown'’s trial at
Harpers Ferry. After serving in the
Civil War, “Porte Crayon’s Personal
Recollections of the War” was pub-
lished in 1866.

In the 1870’s, Strother produced a
West Virginia travelogue entitled
“The Mountains.” John Cuthbert of
the Regional History Collection said
of “The Mountains” that “Strother
depicted the domain of the moun-
taineer as a welcome outpost of nobil-
ity and tradition. He found the re-
gion and its inhabitants to be equally
rugged and unspoiled.

“Strother was a remarkably in-
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sightful artist, writer and man,”
Cuthbert continued. “We are very
fortunate to have this collection on
deposit for research.”

Hill and Valley's Best

Shirley Young Campbell, editor of
Hill and Valley, has published a new
book of choice selections from the
magazine’s 80 issues. Best of Hill and
Valley: Editor’s Choice is a collection of
short stories and poetry from a wide
range of the magazine’s writers.

Hill and Valley, no longer pub-
lished, was a small literary quarterly.
Its goal was to provide a vehicle to
previously unpublished writers. Fea-
tures were selected from manuscripts
submitted by writers from all over the
country, although the magazine had
a regional flavor.

Humor pervades the new Hill and
Valley collection. One example is a
Linda Cornett poem entitled ““Us
West Virginians.” The poem has a
New Jersey reporter talking with a
West Virginian about going barefoot,
eating “mustard greens and squirrel
meat,” and inbreeding. Needless to
say, the mountaineer comes out on
top, setting the outlander up for a
snipe hunt at the poem’s conclusion.

Best of Hill and Valley is a paperback
which sells for $6.50, plus $1.00 for
shipping and handling. West Virgin-
ia residents should add 38 cents sales
tax per book ordered. Send orders to
Hill and Valley, 4512 Lancaster Ave-
nue, Charleston, WV 25304.

Pricketts Fort

Pricketts Fort was built in 1774 by the
people of Pricketts Settlement in
what was then colonial Virginia, to
protect settlers against Indian at-
tacks. Later, during the Revolution-
ary War, the fort was used as a mili-
tary post. It was dismantled in the
late 18th century.

In 1976, Pricketts Fort was recon-
structed according to traditional de-
scriptions of the original. The fort, lo-
cated in Pricketts Fort State Park near
Fairmont, now offers a “living histo-
ry”’ program. Interpreters dressed in
authentic costume answer questions
and perform tasks of the time such as
spinning and dying wool, or black-
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smithing. The Park’s Visitors Center
offers an exhibition of the Mononga-
hela Valley’s history, and a gift shop
teatures handcrafted colonial repro-
ductions. Near the fort is a farm-
house built in 1859 by Job Prickett, a
descendant of the original settler.

In addition to the ongoing pro-
gram, special events are scheduled.
These include traditional music,

crafts, apple butter and militia week-
ends. The largest is the production of
the outdoor historical drama, “‘Prick-
etts Fort: An American Frontier Mu-
sical.” Some upcoming events are:

4

7
o

o 7

Apple Butter Weekend (October
10-11); French and Indian War En-
campment (October 24-25); and 18th
Century Christmas Market (Novem-
ber 28-December 20, weekends only).

Pricketts Fort State Park is located
two miles off I-79 at Exit 139, north of
Fairmont. Admission is $3 per adult
and $1.50 per child. An additional fee
is charged for the historical play.
Group rates are available.

For additional information contact
Pricketts Fort Memorial Foundation,
Route 3, Fairmont, WV 26554, or call
(304) 363-3030.
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Jonathan Rashaw
Walton

— S

A few years ago Calvin White replaced an illegible hand-carved gravestone at his
family cemetery in Clay County. The new marker reads:

JONATHAN RASHAW WALTON
DIED 1858
IN MEMORY OF AN UNKNOWN PERSON
WHO APPEARED AT GRANDFATHER WHITE'S
HOME, SICK, AND DIED A FEW DAYS LATER
BEING THE FIRST PERSON BURIED HERE
IN THE WHITE CEMETERY

Needless to say, there is a story behind an epitaph like that, a county legend, in fact.
According to the students at Jerry Stover’s “Hickory & Lady Slippers” local history
project at Clay County High School, it goes like this:

t was October in the year 1858. The

hills of West Virginia (then Virgin-
ia) were a riot of color — orange, red,
purple, yellow, tan, and brown. Lew-
is White and his four children were
outside their mountain cabin, the
youngsters running, skipping, and
jumping as small children do, and
Lewis admiring the scenery. Never
could he remember seeing such
beautiful autumn leaves.

““Meriba!”’ he called to his wife, “do
come out here and look at the hills
around. It’s the most wonderful sight
I've ever seen. I've been working so
hard lately that I've hardly looked at
the trees. There are leaves of any col-
or you can name.”

Meriba laid down her knitting and
came to the door of the little cabin.
““Yes, Lewis,” she said, “I've noticed
how pretty the leaves are this fall. We
should take time to admire the beau-
ty around us.”

The Whites had moved to this cab-
in only a few months before. They
had migrated from Pike County, Ken-
tucky, several years earlier and in
1857 had bought 784 acres of land

along Elk River. Now they were
working hard to pay for the farm.
There were no neighbors close by,
and the site they had chosen for
building was in a virtual wilderness.

While they were standing outside
their cabin enjoying the scene, one of
the children cried out in alarm, “Oh,
look Pa, there’s a man coming down
the path!” Visitors were rare and
both Lewis and his wife looked up at
the ridge path at the same moment.
Sure enough, there was a man com-
ing toward the cabin. “Who is it, I
wonder?”’ said Lewis.

As the man came nearer, it could
be seen that he was a stranger. He
stumbled along as if he were crip-
pled. “Good day!” he said as he ap-
proached the cabin. “Good day!” re-
turned Lewis. “What is you name,
my friend?” ‘Jonathan Rashaw,”
replied the stranger, as he fell at Lew-
is’s feet.

““Oh, this man is very sick,” said
Meriba. “Carry him into the cabin
and I will bathe down his fever.”
Lewis carried the man inside and re-
moved his outer clothing and put

him to bed. After they had bathed
him in cool water and fed him some
broth, he revived somewhat.

“Where are you from?”’ asked Lew-
s.

“From far away, far away,” the
stranger mumbled.

“What did you say your name is?”’
asked Lewis.

“Jonathan Rashaw Walton,” the
man replied.

All through the night Lewis and
Meriba watched over the strange
man who kept repeating his name.
“Jonathan Rashaw,” he would say;
then he said over again, “My name is
Jonathan Rashaw Wakefield Wal-
ton.” Early next morning, the strang-
er died. Lewis made a crude coffin
and placed the body inside. “We will
bury him up on that level place on
the point,” he said. “It is a lovely
place to start a cemetery.”

Lewis dug the grave, and after
Meriba had read a chapter from the
Bible and they both had sung a
hymn he lowered the coffin into the
ground. Having filled the grave, he
found a long narrow stone into which
he cut the initials ‘J. R. W.” He
placed the rock at the head of the
grave.

Many years have passed and gone
since that day, and generations of
Whites have been buried around the
stranger's grave. Both Lewis and
Meriba now lie there. On Memorial
Day each year, when members of the
clan gather at the White Cemetery
back on the ridge near the Clay-
Kanawha county line, someone will
ask, “Where is Rashaw’s grave?”
And someone else will say, “He died
of smallpox, didn’t he?”

But no one knows what he died of,
except that he had a high tempera-
ture. It could have been smallpox or
typhoid or almost any of the fright-
ful diseases of the time. Whatever
caused his death, the White family
did not catch it. If the risk of conta-
gion crossed Lewis’s mind, it did not
deter him in his deed. The long nar-
row stone with the three initials gave
mute testimony to his love for his fel-
low man, and his acceptance of the
command that we must comfort the
stranger and take him in.
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Record Review:

The Big Possum

arvey Sampson is not a big

man, physically, but he’s a big
possum among Mountain State fid-
dlers. Technically, he has met his
match a few times, at least as judged
on the contest circuit. But there are
precious few who can claim as close a
connection to the early roots of our
music. Buy his new record, “‘Flatfoot
in the Ashes,” and see for yourself.

Sampson, born in Clay County,
now lives in the hilly country where
Roane, Calhoun, Gilmer, Braxton
and Clay run together. That region of
central West Virginia evolved its own
music and special style of fiddling.
The sound is now diluted by outside
influences, but Sampson’s playing is
a throwback to earlier times when
the music was cleaner. He plays the
characteristic oldtime style of his
area, generally using a cross-tuning
(DGDG) unusual among fiddlers to-
day. The resulting sound is strangely
wild and free — or ““twisty, crooked,
even spooky,” in the words of his
friend, Larry Rader.

Harvey Sampson’s father and older
brother were both fiddlers. He took
his music mainly from them, starting
on the banjo. Somehow he kept the
tradition pure through the bustling,
distracting years of the 20th century.
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He has never strictly separated him-
self from the changing world, even
living and working in Baltimore for a
spell, but records and radio have af-
fected him less than they have many
others. In recent times he has come
to be treasured as one of the principal
carriers of a regional style that dates
back a hundred years.

The Big Possum String Band backs
Sampson on the new album. The
group was formed around Sampson'’s
music and exists to showcase his ar-
chaic style. Besides Sampson, the Big
Possum members are the banjo pick-
ing Rader of Wirt County, guitarist
Charles Winter of Charleston, and
Frank George of Roane County, him-
self a master fiddler. Rader is unoffi-
cial spokesman for the band and au-
thor of the cover notes for “‘Flatfoot in
the Ashes.”

The other musicians complement
the head possum’s fiddling when
that is called for, and stay out of his
way when it is not. Less than half the
tunes on the new record feature the
entire band. Other times Sampson
plays with a single accompanist, or
more often by himself. Seven tunes
are fiddle solos, with one vocal cut,
the familiar “Jack o’ Diamonds.”
Sampson fiddles in the old style, off

Stirs Again

the shoulder rather than under the
chin, so he can sing when he takes a
notion. He closes the album with
“Camp Chase,” a Carpenter family
standard.

Most of the other tunes are from
Sampson’s own family, as are almost
all the stylings. Two-thirds are played
in the manner of his father. Some of
the tunes evidently are unique to the
family, unknown to others in any
style. Sampson says no one else
plays the devilish “Tom the Booger,”
so far as he knows, for example. A
couple are universally known —
“Cumberland Gap,” for one — and
some others known in other arrange-
ments. Mainly, however, “Flatfoot”
is as close to a single-source album as
you're likely to find in oldtime music.

The album takes its name from
“Flatfoot in the Ashes,” one of the
tunes the whole group plays. The
band itself is named for one of Samp-
son’s many humorous anecdotes. It's
about a fiddler who was reluctant to
play on a particular occasion, and
kept putting his friends off until later
in the evening. Exasperated by their
persistence, he finally burst out with
the comment that “the big possums
stir late.”

Producing his first record at 77,
Harvey Sampson is stirring late, in-
deed, but mountain music fans are
apt to agree that he was worth the
wait.

— Ken Sullivan

“Flatfoot in the Ashes’’ by Harvey Samp-
son and the Big Possum String Band is
an Augusta Heritage Record (AHR 004).
It was produced by Larry Rader and
Gerry Milnes, with Margo Blevin and
Michael Kline as executive producers. It
may be purchased in record shops or or-
dered directly from Augusta Heritage
Records, Davis & Elkins College, Elkins

WV 26241 for $9.50 (postage and han-

dling included).

The album includes a reprint booklet of
“Big Possums Stir Late,” the Jacqueline
Goodwin article from the spring 1986
GOLDENSEAL.
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Ned Guthrie and his Charlestonians at Gypsy Village, located in the Ott Building on Dunbar Street. Here Ned and trumpet player Bob Lamm

stand up to make music. Date unknown, photograph by Robert W. McKinnon.

Facing The Music
Musician and Labor Leader Ned H. Guthrie

By Lori L. Henshey

Photographs by Michael Keller

——

hen Ned H. Guthrie’s name is

mentioned, music comes to
mind. And no wonder. The 77-year-
old has mastered the B-flat clarinet,
the lead alto saxophone, and the bari-
tone saxophone; has played profes-
sionally in bands since he was a teen-
ager; has taught music for years; and
has owned and operated a music
store. He has also, and perhaps most
importantly, spent what could have
been his retirement years as presi-
dent of Local 136 of the American
Federation of Musicians and as a na-
tional official of the AFM.

Ned’s story begins in May of 1910,
in Charleston, when he was born to
Robert Fleetwood Guthrie and Gold-
ie Maloy, both of Scottish origins.

The Guthrie ancestors had migrated
to the Kanawha Valley, receiving
land grants for service in the Revolu-
tionary War.

Ned remembers his boyhood years
as sad and puzzling. When he was
four years old his parents divorced.
Ned’s father joined the U.S. Marine
Corps in World War I, and his
mother worked as a stenographer in
the Elk Bank (now Charleston’s Na-
tional Bank of Commerce). With both
parents busy making a living, there
was no one at home to take care of
Ned. So, when he was seven he was
sent to boarding school in Grundy,
Virginia.

While in Grundy, Ned had an ex-
perience which had an effect on him

throughout his life. He remembers
the incident well. He was playing
marbles one day on a basketball court
located near a blasting site. Suddenly
some older boys on a porch above
yelled for him to leave the court. Ned
ran up to join them. “When I got up
on that porch,” he says, “they shot
that dynamite off and a rock larger
than a basketball sailed right up in
the air in a perfect arch and went over
there and lit right where I was squat-
ting playing marbles. I'd heard an
awful lot about God, you know, and
that was more than just luck.”

After boarding school, Ned at-
tended military school in Alderson.
His father came to visit him there in
1919, dressed in full Marine uniform.

GOLDENSEAL 9



“When my father addressed our class.

in a speech with all of his decorations
on, I was the proudest person in the
world,” he remembers.

When Ned was 10, his mother
died. He went to live with his father
and stepmother in Morgantown,
where he attended Central School.
There he became good friends with
the WVU football team cheerleader,
Fuzzy Knight, composer of the

University’s “Fight, fight, fight
Mountaineers” chant. Young Ned
went to college games with Fuzzy,
and eventually became what he calls
the team’s “‘unofficial mascot.” Often
Fuzzy would dress him up as a
“dummy” football player represent-
ing the opposing team.

In 1923 Ned’s father moved the
family to a farm at Point Pleasant,
and the boy was enrolled in Point
Pleasant High School. Ned liked to
keep himself busy. He wanted to join
the football team, but, at 135 pounds,
he was much smaller than most of
the other players. So, he joined the
school band. The director sold Ned a
clarinet for $25 — he had earned the
money picking strawberries — and
that band, he says, was the first true
home he’d ever found.

This, however, was not to last. Two
years later, the poor agricultural
economy preceding the Depression
caused Ned'’s father to lose his farm.
Mr. Guthrie took a job with the
government and moved his family to
Charleston.

Ned enrolled at Charleston High
School in 1925, joining the school’s
newly organized band. He fondly
remembers when “March King”’ John
Phillip Sousa, composer of popular
military marches, came to Charleston
with his 65-piece band. While there,

Sousa directed a Charleston High
School band concert.

“John Phillip Sousa was to people
then like Louis Armstrong was to my
generation,” Ned says. “When John
Phillip Sousa walked out on that
stage -he was a diminutive person, I
didn’t realize he was that small. He
got on the podium and the only thing
he said was ‘“Good afternoon, gentle-
men,” and he raised that stick up and
he came down. I was sitting there
just in awe and I missed that down-
beat. It took us about eight bars for
everybody to get assembled, but with
Sousa you didn’t stop. And I have
never missed another downbeat
since then.”

In addition to playing in the CHS
band, Ned joined the West Virginia
150th Infantry National Guard
Regimental Band; he stretched his
age a bit to join.

When Ned graduated from CHS in
1927, he went to work for the New
River Grocery Company in Rainelle.
He did not, however, stop playing
music. He organized a band called
the Midland Trail Five. The group
played evenings at Lee’s Tree Tavern,
a small place perched atop Sewell
Mountain and named for General
Robert E. Lee.

One night Ned made $58 playing a
dance at the tavern. It was a turning
point for him. As he says, “During

Above: Ned now works full-time for the American Federation of Musicians. As National Fegislative Director for the group he lobbies for “equal
representation, treatment and recognition for the performing musician.”

. Below: The early 1930's were Depression days, and Ned says that a musician’'s goal was to stay on the road. Here he poses with the Jan
Campbell Orchestra, third from left, front row, in New York. Photographer unknown, 1931.
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that time $58 was like having $600.”
He quit his job, hitchhiked back to
Charleston, and later entered New
River State College (now West Vir-
ginia Institute of Technology) at
Montgomery. At Tech he played in
the college’s Campus Boys orchestra,
earning $50 a semester plus his room
and board. The band played for
school functions, such as the ““So-
cial,” a Wednesday night dance held
in the gym. Ned also played across
the street at the Avalon Theatre,
where he accompanied the piano
player for the silent films.

In 1929 and 1930 Ned also played
with a local band called Charlie and
his Vagabonds. They performed on
the third floor of the Kearse Theatre
in Charleston, and on the Kanawha
River dance boat, the “Edwards
Moonlight.” ““The Kearse Theatre
was a big vaudeville house,” Ned re-
calls. “They had all the big acts
there.”

In 1930 Ned joined a traveling
band called Del Willis and his Ken-
tucky Wildcats. He worked in Har-
lan, Kentucky, and played his first ra-
dio program there, at a station he
calls “a little old 250-watter.”” The
band saved up enough money to go
and play at Carolina Beach that sum-
mer. ““Once I had seen the ocean,”
Ned says, “and got paid and had a
good time — why, that did it. That’s
when I made up my mind to be a mu-
sician regardless.”

In the winter of 1930, the Kentucky
Wildcats booked a big time job at the
Hotel Richmond in Richmond, Vir-
ginia. “If you were playing there,”

Ned says of the Hotel Richmond,

“you were playing for the elite.” The
band lived in the hotel, and also
played six times a week on WRVA, a
50,000-watt station.

At this time, Ned received a tele-
gram, forwarded by his father, from
Senator Henry D. Hatfield. It was an
appointment to the U.S. Naval Acad-
emy. As an old Marine, Ned’s father
had always wanted him to join the
Academy; Ned, however, had other
plans for himself.- When he told his
dad that he was turning down the
appointment because he wanted to
play music, Mr. Guthrie was not
pleased. “My dad says, "You're crazy,
this is an appointment to the Naval
Academy,”” Ned recalls. “And I said,
“Yeah, and I got a chance to play the

Hotel Richmond and we're going to
broadcast.””

While Ned loved music and bands,
he learned very early that a musician
without union protection was vulner-
able. Three experiences convinced
him of that. The first two happened
when he was in the Point Pleasant
High School Band.

Once in 1924, the director took the
band on a river cruise to nearby Galli-
polis, Ohio, where they picked up
the great orator and three-time presi-
dential candidate, William Jennings
Bryan. The band played all the way
back to Point Pleasant, and then went
to the courthouse to play for a cam-
paign speech that Bryan gave for the

1924 Democratic presidential candi-
date, West Virginian John W. Davis.
““Someone said the band director got
$50, but our 26-piece band didn’t get
anything,” Ned said. “We got the
honor of, ‘Gee, don’t you want a boat
ride?. Don’t you want to feel impor-
tant?” "

Another instance was more dra-
matic. It was summertime and school
had been out for a few weeks. Ned
and fellow band members were told
to meet at the high school at dusk
with their uniforms and instruments.
The band director then took them to
a field used for baseball and football
games. By this time it was dark, and,
although the kids could hear voices,

Ned Guthrie and his wife Gladys have lived and worked together for nearly 55 years. They were
married two days after their second meeting, on January 6, 1933.




they could see nothing. Even the cars
they heard driving in had no lights
on. They were told to start playing
when the lights came on.

“When they turned the light on —
what it was was about a 16-to-20-foot
cross, right out at the pitcher's
mound,” Ned says. “Our band was
at first base. And all the way around
that diamond was a circle of people
all dressed in sheets with hoods on.
It was a Ku Klux Klan rally. Some of
them were - on horseback. They
scared us to death. We played and af-
ter it was over with we left. That was
exploitation. I knew something had
to be better than that.”

Then, in 1930, he was with Del
Willis and the Wildcats, and they had
booked a concert at Big Stone Gap,
Virginia. The boys traveled 60 miles,
120 round -trip, to make the date.
When they arrived, the local promo-
ter took the band to a park where
they began setting up. “Wasn’t any
crowd, no people,” Ned said, “but
that happened lots of times. We'd get
there maybe an hour ahead of time

and we wouldn’t see anybody. And
our band leader said, ‘Well, where
are the chairs?” He says, ‘Oh, I'll go
get some chairs and bring them here.’
And we asked him, ‘Do you want us
to go with you and help?” He said,
‘No, I can handle it.”

“That was the first week of May
1930, and that guy hasn’t gotten back
yet with those chairs. I told the band
leader, 1 said, T'm gonna tell you
right now, I'm not going anyplace
with you. Neither are some of the
others if we don’t join the union.’
That was it. Three times was enough.
I'joined the union then, and I've nev-
er been sorry for it.”

As a union member, Ned began
playing with many traveling bands.
This was the early 1930’s, the Depres-
sion era, and Ned says bands kept
moving, booking all the shows they
could. “The main thing,” he says,
“was not to come home.” He played
with Mark Goff and his Wonder
Orchestra — “I used to say he won-
dered what it was all about,” Ned
jokes. He also made music with Felix

Ferdinando and Paul Graham and his
Crackers, among others. He played
in many areas, including West Vir-
ginia, Virginia, Tennessee, Penn-
sylvania, Ohio, Maryland, Florida,
New England, North Carolina and
Washington, D.C.

Ned was. playing at the Remo res-
taurant in D.C. with Hugh Alexander
when he met Arthur Godfrey, then a
radio announcer and banjo player.
“He would go around and want to sit
in,”” Ned says of Godfrey, “but he
played his own style and he didn't fit
in with bands. And we didn't let him
sit in. He played a jazzy style like you
would play a ukulele, and dance mu-
sicians wanted a different beat.”

It was during. this time of heavy
traveling that Ned met his wife
Gladys. Ned prides himself on his.
alertness, and feels it was well
demonstrated when he found her. It
was 1933 and, as usual, he was on-
the road. His roommate and fellow
musician, Jack Evans, Gladys’s broth-
er, invited Ned and bass player Fats
Parrish home for dinner on January

The union label hung beside the "God Bless America” sign when Ned's band played at the Rathskellerin the 1930's and 1940’s. The place was
located on Summers Street, then “the street” in Charleston. Date and photographer unknown.
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The Guthrie band plays in the Blue Room, located next to Charleston’s Arcade Building. Up

front, left to right, are Ned Guthrie, Dick Fultz and Eddie Stuart. Behind are June Wolfe, who
Ned calls the best piano player he ever had, and drummer Steve Kaman. Date and

photographer unknown.

4. Ned had been to Jack’s North Car-
olina home once before, on Thanks-
giving Day 1932.

Ned recalls the evening. “Fats Par-
rish owned a car, and he took me out
there,” he says. “And he went back
to town after dinner, I rode with him.
Halfway there I asked him to stop the
car. He said, ‘What's wrong?’ I said,
Tve got to go back.” Now, this is
where I was really alert. I said, ‘I
have to go back there, you have to
take me back there.” He said, ‘What
for?’ I said, ‘Because I've found her.’
And he took me back there and I got
out of the car. Mrs. Evans, Gladys's
mother, came to the door and said,
‘What are you doing back here? I
said, ‘I came back for another piece of
pie."”

Ned brought Gladys back to
Charleston and they were married
two days later, on January 6, in a
house on the corner of Delaware Av-
enue and Kanawha Boulevard. The
couple will celebrate 55 years togeth-
er next January. “Now, that’s really
being alert when you spot that one,”
Ned says proudly. “She went on the
road with me and we went through
all those things in New York togeth-
er, all those terrible days.”

Ned is referring to hard times on
the road, when playing in a band was
not always fun and exciting, times
when musicians were at the mercy of
promoters. Many band members

took their families with them, and
might run out of money before it was
time to draw their pay.

Once, Ned was playing with Jan
Campbell’s Orchestra, traveling in
New Jersey, Maryland and New
York. The band had come back to
New York to the Mount Morris Thea-
tre in Harlem to play a revue, with
Ben Barton and his Californians. In a
revue, Ned says, a group of enter-
tainers, usually an orchestra, a come-
dian, dancing girls and other acts

would perform. It was a Wednesday,
payday was two days away, and the
band members were broke and their
families hungry. They had asked for
their pay, but were told no. The men
were ready to strike when Ned had
an idea.

After the matinee, Ned, Gladys,
and the band members and their
families, 27 people in all, headed to a
local cafeteria. “We went into the
restaurant, ordered and ate,” Ned
says. “And when it was over with I
just picked up all the checks and
went up to the cashier and I said, ‘I'm
with the show at the Mount Morris,
I'll sign these and pick them up to-
morrow.” He says, ‘Wait right here.’
He stepped out the door and called a
policeman.” The fiasco ended as Ned
had planned, with the disgruntled
theatre manager paying the bill.

When Jan Campbell’'s Orchestra
played with Ben Barton and his
Californians, Ned says that the act
opened with the band situated
around a simulated camp fire. The
music would be the familiar “Get
Along Little Dogie.” Ned laughs
when he recalls what he had to do for
that act. ““Ben Barton told Jan
Campbell that he wasn't going to
have a bald saxophone player in his
opening act — I started going bald
when I was 17, he says. “And he
wouldn’t let me be up there on the
stage unless I put shoe polish and
painted me some hair on my head.”

The “Blue Room” band played mostly jazz and blues, taking the show on the road whenever
they could. Ned stands second from the rear. Date and photographer unknown.
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The Guthrie and Beane Music Store operated for over 20 years. Gladys was the store’s cashier.
in 1973, Ned gave up the business to devote full time to Local 136. Date and photographer

unknown.

While at the Mount Morris Theatre
Ned had another visit from his guar-
dian angel. He and brother-in-law
Jack Evans and trumpet player John-
ny Best were on stage. Suddenly one
of the large pipes that held up the
curtain fell and stuck in the floor
amidst the three of them. “It was like
the rock that missed me back in
Grundy, Virginia,” Ned says. “My
man was right there again.”

Ned was playing in Baltimore in
1935 with Louis Armstrong when
Gladys became pregnant with their
first child, Ned, Jr. Ned didn't want
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to start a family on the road, so he
quit the band and he and Gladys
came home to Charleston. It was a
hard decision, but his family came
first. “That just killed me that I had to
give it up,” Ned says, “cause the
band went right away on the first trip
across the ocean on the ‘Normandie’
— that was the big new French boat
— and I just couldn’t do it. [ wasn’t
going to drag a wife and kid on the
road. So that’s when I decided to go
into business here at home. I started
a band in a place called the Rathskel-
ler in 1936.”

The Rathskeller was located under-
neath the Lincoln Hotel at 180 Sum-
mers Street. “Summers Street was

called ‘the street” in those days,” Ned
says. “There was a lot of night life at
the time. There was a section of town
that was later taken over by urban re-
newal, where the inhabitants’ night
off was Monday. They all ended up
down there where we were playing.”

Ned Guthrie and his Charleston-
ians played mostly jazz and blues. In
1938, he was looking for a trumpet
player and a friend suggested a fel-
low named Bob Lamm, but Ned hesi-
tated. Bob was blind, and Ned wor-
ried that his handicap would depress
audiences. “I called him,” Ned says,
““and he said, “You can’t tell I'm blind
by looking at me. If you'll let me
come down for two weeks, I'll pay
my own way, and if I'm not satisfac-
tory, I'll come back.””” Ned met Bob
and his family at the old B&O Sta-
tion, on Broad and Smith, and set
them up at the Park Hotel, where the
Charleston National Bank is now.

Ned remembers Bob’s audition at
the Rathskeller. “When we got to
playing that first night, everybody
came to see the new trumpet player,”
he says, ““to see if Ned Guthrie was
going to let him stay or run him off.
After he played the first tune, every-
body was grinning, and they knew
that he’s got a job.” Bob later began
singing, with Ned’s encouragement.
That was the beginning of a success-
ful vocal career. Lamm made Nash-
ville’s first million-copy seller with
his song ““Near You,” which he
recorded in 1942.

The band also played the Blue
Room, located next to Charleston’s
Arcade Building, and the Gypsy Vil-
lage, which was in the Ott Building
on Dunbar Street.

In the late 1930’s, many big-name
bands came to Charleston. “They’d
play at the Virginia Theatre,” Ned
says, “and they would play Fridays,
Saturdays and - Sundays. Then on
Monday they would be in the hotel
waiting until they’d go to the next
place. They'd ask the bellboy,
‘Where's the action? And he'd tell
them, ‘Right close.” Then the band
comes and sits in with us. Johnny
Best came in here in 1939 with Artie
Shaw. And he brought Billie Holiday
down there with him to sing with



me, and she tore them down. Billie
Holiday made them all stand up and
scream.”’

In 1937, Ned began teaching music
at the McKee Music Company on
Capitol Street, now Herbert Music
Company. He gave private music les-
sons for years, and remembers a cer-
tain trumpet player from Cabin
Creek. “He took lessons and I taught
him for a long time,” Ned says,
“about 1950-52. One day he came to
me and said, ‘Mr. Guthrie, I've got to
change my lesson to Saturday morn-
ing. I can’t come in on Fridays.” I
said, ‘Why is that?” He said, ‘Well, 1
am going to play basketball at the
Chelyan Junior High.” I didn't want
to lose a pupil and my first reaction
was that'd he’d do better in the band.
I said, ‘Oh, Jerry, you'll never make a
basketball player.” Guess who that
was? Jerry- West.”

In 1943, Ned left Charleston to take
a job in Nashville. By this time his
daughter Diane had been born, so
the four Guthries, along with Bob
Lamm and his family, headed for
Tennessee. He and Bob played in
Francis Craig's staff orchestra there
and on radio station WSM, the “Air
Castle of the South,” every Sunday
night. “Craig’s programs were broad-
cast on NBC,” Ned says. “We had
the red network and the blue net-
work, which is now ABC. The red
network still remains NBC.”” They al-
so played at the Hermitage Hotel. In
1945, the Guthries returned to
Charleston.

Throughout the '40’s, '50's and
'60’s, Ned played commercially in the
Charleston area. He and friend and
fellow musician Jim Beane bought the
Withrow Music Company (formerly
McKee Music Company). The Guth-
rie and Beane Music Company lasted
for over 20 years.

During this time Ned was becom-
ing more and more involved with
Charleston Local 136 of the American
Federation of Musicians. The AFM
represents musicians, protecting
them by blacklisting bookers who
won’t pay, making contracts to en-
sure fair pay and good treatment,
and more. Or, put more formally in
the Encylopedia of the Music Business,
the AFM is ““a labor union that repre-
sents U.S. and Canadian instrumen-
talists, orchestras, leaders, contract-
ors, arrangers, orchestrators,

copyists, and orchestra librarians in
the following fields of work: club
dates, lounge dates, and other casual
engagements, recordings, jingles, ra-
dio, television, motion pictures, thea-
ter, and symphonic and concert pre-
sentations.” It is comprised of local
unions and an International Union.
Representatives from the locals gov-
ern the International Union.

Ned became more active in his lo-
cal union because he was impressed
with the AFM. “I had many good ex-
periences,” he says, “like when I
played on the steamer ‘Washington’
one summer. Went seven weeks, go-
ing up and down the Ohio River,
from Paducah up to Pittsburgh and
back. It was an excursion boat, had a
crew of 80, including the band. And
at that time the band made more than
the captain did.” Ned cites another
example of the union’s help to road
musicians. “If we played in the Gray-
stone Ballroom in Cleveland, and we
needed some assistance, the Cleve-
land local, Local Number 4, would be
right there to help us,” he says.
“Those things made me want to go to
the union meetings in Charleston
when I came home. So I became ac-
tive.”

Ned became a leader in the AFM
by belonging to his local, and then by
being elected by his home local to be
a delegate to the International Union.
One of his first projects was to raise

the pay scale for nightclub acts, then
$2 a night. About five years later, the
pay was doubled to $4.

Ned served on his local executive
board intermittently after 1942, was
eventually elected sergeant-at-arms,
and then trustee. Trustee was a four-
year term, and at the end of that Ned
successfully ran for president of Local
136. He began serving in 1973, when
he was 63. He sold the music store
that year. The president’s job was ini-
tially part-time, but by 1974 the local
had grown so that they needed a full-
time president. It seemed natural for
Ned Guthrie to take over that posi-
tion.

“When I got to be 63 and I was
elected president,” he says, “I dis-
posed of a going store, because I
wanted to devote the rest of my life to
something I enjoyed most. I kept on
playing shows, but I turned my band
over to Mel Gillespie, who was the
head of the band department of West
Virginia State College. I said, ‘I don't
need a partnership, you take the
band. The union business is too
much and TI'll play when you need
me.l ’

One union struggle Ned recalls
was the circus strike, which occurred
in mid-1970. There were long-
standing problems: The circus was
using too few musicians in the or-
chestra; pay was low; working condi-
tions were unsatisfactory. “It's hard

Ned is comfortable behind his desk in the Local 136 Charleston office, where he conducts
much of his union business. He calls his work to repeal the Lea Act "“a very important part of
my life.”




In June 1987, Ned Guthrie was inducted into the

West Virginia Labor Hall of Honor for his work

as a union leader and labor organizer. Labor History Association president Richard Knapp

presented the award. Photograph by Greg Clark.

to play for the circus,” Ned explains.
““You don’t just play music, you play
music that’s been chopped up to fit.
If you've ever seen elephants at the
circus keeping time with the band,
you'd have an idea of how hard it is.
Because the elephants don’t keep
time with the band, the band has to

keep time with the elephants.

“The different acts require a
change in tempo,” he continues.
“The orchestra leader has to know
the show because the way he moves
his stick gives us the tempo, but it’s
not like it's written down on sheet
music. Now if you're going to have to

do this, you should be allowed to re-
quest a fair enough number of musi-
cians to do the job. One of the things
I accomplished being president was
to get up from a seven-man mini-
mum to 16. It took years.”

The monument to Ned’s union
work, so far at least, is the repeal of
the Lea Act. He calls that ““a very im-
portant part of my life.” The Lea Act,
passed by Congress in April 1946,
made it illegal to pressure broadcast-
ers to engage in collective bargaining
with musicians. The legislation came
at a bad time. Improvements in re-
cording technology had put musi-
cians increasingly at a disadvantage,
making their need to bargain for live
work a desperate one.

Matters came to a head when re-
cording advanced from the 78 RPM
single records to high-quality 33 1/3
RPM long-play albums. “In 1937,”
Ned says, “Columbia Records Com-
pany came out with the very first hi-fi
records and they were slow plays,
just 33 and a third. So, right away the
engineers at the radio stations found
that they could play them over the lo-
cal broadcast right through their con-
sole and it would sound just like a
live orchestra. They started using
these, displacing musicians and
knocking us right out of work. So we
started fighting that, the union did.”

Guthrie

hen Ned Guthrie was in-

ducted into the West Vir-
ginia Labor Hall of Honor on June
27, someone told the story of the
time he “carded” Elvis Presley. It
seems Elvis was in Charleston for
a concert and Guthrie, then presi-
dent of AFM Local 136, demanded
to see a union card before he let
the King of Rock ‘n’ Roll take the
stage. When Elvis complied, the
show went on.

It was that sort of scrappy deter-
mination that brought Guthrie
into the Hall of Honor, West Vir-
ginia’'s highest labor accolade. He
joins the state’s union aristocracy,
past and present, in receiving the
special recognition. Prior induct-

Enters Hall of Honor

ees include Wheeling’s Reuther
family, the legendary Mother
Jones, Paul Rusen, Sr., and Arnold
Miller. The Labor Hall of Honor is
administered by the West Virginia
Labor History Association, with
the membership plaques on dis-
play at the AFL-CIO Building in
Charleston.

Guthrie’s induction brought out
Hugh McPherson and other old
friends from the music business,
many Association members, and
the top brass of the American Fed-
eration of Musicians. Victor Fuen-
tealba, AFM International Presi-
dent, was the lead speaker,
followed by International Secre-
tary-Treasurer Kelly Castleberry II,

a Charleston native and Guthrie
protege. Labor History Associa-
tion President Richard Knapp pre-
sided and George Daugherty, a
Local 136 member, led the lively
audience participation which
closed out the ceremony. Mr.
Guthrie was joined by his wife,
son and brother.

The West Virginia Labor History
Association is composed of union
members, labor scholars and
friends of the labor movement.
Those desiring more information
on the Association or the West Vir-
ginia Labor Hall of Honor may
contact Secretary Richard Fauss,
624 Elk Estates, Elkview WV
25071.
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And it was a long fight, too. From
1939 to 1941 AFM President James
Petrillo led the musicians in a nation-
al strike, refusing to make any rec-
ords. They won a royalty of 1 1/4
cents per single record and 8 1/2 cents
for an album, which went into a mu-
sicians’ trust fund, and was then dis-
tributed by local unions to members
playing at free public concerts. But
the victory brought hard feelings
against the musicians. Petrillo and
the union were vilified in the press,
according to Ned.

“If you go back and look at it,” Ned
says, “you'll find that during 1937 to
1946 there was a lot of trouble be-
tween the musicians’ union, the pub-
lic, Congress and the record com-
panies and the broadcasters. The
National Association of Broadcasters
prevailed upon Congress to pass a
law, sponsored by Senator Van-
denburg of Michigan and Congress-
man Lea of Indiana, that said it was a
federal crime to try to get a radio sta-
tion to use live music instead of rec-
ords. It was a crime even to try to
make the broadcaster sit down and
talk to us against his will.

“Now the only way the law got on
there,” Ned continues, “was that
many people who owned the radio
and television stations were
congressmen and senators. Senator
Taft from Ohio — Taft Broadcasting
Company, both radio and TV. Right
here in West Virginia we had a con-
gressman who owned a radio station
in Bluefield. It was WHIS, owned by
Hugh Ike Shott. In Beckley we had
WIJLS, owned by Joe L. Smith.”

Ned says that because of the Lea
Act, musicians were denied their
right of freedom of speech as guaran-
teed by the U.S. Constitution. “We
couldn’t talk,