














Goldenseal

The West Virginia Mine Wars were a
formative experience in our state’s
history and alandmark eventin the his-
tory of American labor. GOLDENSEAL
has published some of the best articles
ever written on this subject. In 1991,
former editor Ken Sullivan worked
with Pictorial Histories Publishing
Company to produce this compila-
tion of 17 articles, including dozens
of historical photos.

Now in its fourth printing, the book
is revised and features updated infor-
mation. The large-format, 109-page
paperbound book sells for $12.95, plus
$2 per copy postage and handling.
West Virginia residents please add 6%
state sales tax (total $15.73 per book
including tax and shipping).
lenclose 8 for__ copies of
The Goldenseal Book of the
West Virginia Mine Wars.

-Or-

Charge my

___VISA _ MasterCard
#

Exp. Date

Name

Address

Please make check or money order
payable to GOLDENSEAL.

Send to:

GOLDENSEAL

The Culture Center

1900 Kanawha Blvd. East
Charleston, WV 25305-0300
(304)558-0220

4 Spring 2014

Virginia at 100,” by John Lilly;
Summer 2013.]

I thought you and your read-
ers might enjoy seeing a future
GOLDENSEAL staffer cutting the
ribbon to open the first Mountain
State Art & Craft Fair at Cedar
Lakes in 1963. Yep, that’s me with
the windblown hair and oh-so-
fashionable eyewear, wielding
the scissors, with then-Commerce
Commissioner (later governor)
Hulett Smith looking on.

The opening ceremonies were
held the day before the fair was
officially opened to the gen-
eral public, and Cedar Lakes was
packed with the state’s movers
and shakers as well as with many
of the people who had worked to
make the fair happen. Mary Sonis,
mother of future GOLDENSEAL
staffer Debby Sonis, was bustling
around the fair trying to keep ev-
erything moving along smoothly.
I was there with my father, Tom
Stafford, associate editor of The
Charleston Gazette, who had been
quietly involved with various
planning stages of the fair and
other centennial events.

Although the fair itself wasn’t
actually open yet, most of the
vendors were up and running. The
day included tours of the facili-
ties, craft demonstrations, and a
luncheon for the assembled dig-
nitaries, featuring the usual long-
winded speeches and an entertain-
ing performance by [singer and
songwriter] Billy Edd Wheeler.
After singing a few of his better-
known songs, Billy Edd told the
crowd that he’d like to preview
a new piece he was working on.
He pulled a torn piece of paper
bag out of his pocket, unfolded it
on the podium, and proceeded to
reduce some of the most impor-
tant people in the state to tears of
laughter with the first public rendi-
tion of “The Little Brown Shack out
Back.” The version we heard that
day was somewhat longer, a little
more bluntly descriptive, and even
funnier than the version eventually
released by his record label.

After the luncheon, Hulett asked
me to cut the ribbon to officially
open the fair. I don’t think he
asked me to do the honors because
I was his niece by marriage, or
because he’d gone to school with
my mother, or because my father
worked for the state’s biggest
newspaper, or even because my
several times great-uncle had been
a delegate to the 1882 Wheeling
Constitutional Convention. I think
he looked around at all the VIP’s
on hand and decided to err on the
side of caution. Instead of choos-
ing a VIP and thereby risking
insulting all the others, he handed
the job to the youngest person
present.

One of the Charleston television
stations was covering the opening
ceremonies, and by the time my
dad and I got home my mother
had already seen the ribbon-
cutting on the evening news. A
typical mom, before we even got
in the door she was demanding
to know why he hadn’t bothered
to comb my hair and remove my
glasses before the ribbon-cutting
and photo op.

I now live in Clarksburg, which
had its own wide range of cen-
tennial-related activities in 1963.
Chief among them was “Out of
the Whirlwind,” a huge pageant
tracing the history of West Vir-
ginia, written by Salem College
professor and author Dorothy
Davis, with music and lyrics by
E.B. James. The most memorable
piece of music was one Bill James
wrote for the pageant titled “My
Home among the Hills,” which is
still performed by church groups,
string bands, children’s choirs,
and the WVU marching band. Bill
was the longtime director of the
Madrigal Singers of Clarksburg,
currently celebrating their own
75" anniversary. I've been a mem-
ber of the Madrigal Singers for
several years. Although it’s hardly
an Elizabethan madrigal, our most
requested and well-loved piece is
“My Home among the Hills.”

The 1963 West Virginia centen-


































































aze days, Iwo Jima days, Okinawa
days. After the Japanese surrender in
August 1945, we returned to Hawaii
and a month later were back in the
states. I was lucky all the way —
had some close calls but never put
a scratch on any of my airplanes.

Uponreachinghome, [immediately
put in a request for active duty and
transfer to the regular navy. After
using all my accumulated annual
leave, I was returned to active duty
and reported on orders to Naval Air
Station, Norfolk, Virginia, pending
action on my transfer application.
Upon arrival there, I found that I
had no orders; I had only to appear
at fleet headquarters each day to
check whether orders for me had
come. Receiving none, my days and
evenings were free.

I lolled around at the gym, wrote
letters, watched movies at the base
theater, and occasionally wandered
into the “O” Club. I'd been in Vir-
ginia about three weeks, when, on
a Wednesday evening in March, I
struck up a conversation at the bar
with a fellow aviator. He was amovie-
star-looking lieutenant assigned toa
ferry squadronbased there. Hisname
rang a bell — Reginald Parsons. He
was a Huntington native, and I was
well-acquainted with his younger
stepbrother, another guy named Bill
who was about my age. I told him
how long I'd been awaiting orders,
and that I had not flown since my
return from overseas. He said that
he was scheduled to ferry an SNJ to
Pittsburgh the next day, Thursday,
and would fly another airplane back
to Norfolk the following day. He
volunteered to ask his skipper if he
could take me along. I welcomed a
break from my dull routine, and I was
glad for the chance to fly again.

Instead of leaving on Thursday
— a sunny, spring day — our flight
was postponed for a day due to a
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These were typhoon days, Kami-

mechanical problem with the SNJ.
Coincidental with that change of
plans was the fact that when I checked

‘in at fleetheadquarters on Thursday

morning, my orders had arrived.
"I was to join a squadron on
the aircraft carrier USS Shangri-La,
scheduled to be deployed to Bikini
Atoll to monitor A-bomb testing
there. I had 10 days leeway to act
on my orders, so the flight to and
from Pittsburgh was still on!
Reggie and I arrived at the flight-
line about 0700 hours on Friday,
March 14, 1946. We pre-flighted the
SNJ, topped off the tanks, checked
oil level, and kicked the tires. His

‘chute was alrea in the front
cockpit, and I drew a ‘chute from
the parachute loft while he went to
r and file our flight
plan. Reggie took his place as pilot-
in-command in the forward cockpit,
Istrapped myselfinbehind him, and
we were on our way! Our course lay
across the Appalachian mountains,
with high ridges running northeast
and southwest. We were scheduled
to make an intermediate fuel stop
at Elkins.

As we approached the foothills
east of the mountains, Reggie asked
if we were on course. Our flight path
from Norfolk had taken us justsouth

Navy pilot Bill Garnette in his flight suit. Photographer and date unknown, photograph courtesy

of Penelope Garnette.





















































































































people had shown up to watch.

We waited for the competi-
tors. Slowly three beauties came
in. There was Mabel A. Adkins,
Dottie Ferguson Adkins, and
Letha Adkins Ferguson — none
of whom were related to each
other. And we waited and waited
for more.competitors. My buddy
went over to the other side to
see if maybe people had gone to
the wrong side of the building.

Before | knew it, he was pulling
that divider back because only
three goats had shown up for
the 4-H competition, and he had
made an executive decision to
combine the two competitions
so that the over-80 beauties and
the goats were now competing
against each other. They would
alternate rounds of competition
from one side to the other

So the first round of compe-
tition was the general beauty
competition. And the over-80
beauties came down the cat-
walk. They had made themselves
up. They had pretty dresses and
pretty make-up on with great
southern West Virginia beauty
queen hairstyles that | can only
describe as the Cement Mixer,
the Bundt Pan, and the Mush-
room Cloud.

Following them, the goats
came down. But they all re-
ceived low scores, because they
had all chosen to wear a beard
to a beauty competition.

After the first round, Bundt
Pan was in first place. Second
place was a breeding goat, and
third place was a tie between
a meat goat and Mushroom
Cloud.We went on to the sec-
ond round of competition, which
came from the 4-H side. This
was the milking competition.

The goats came down the
catwalk and a pail was placed
under each one. See, it was the
first competitor to fill their pall
who would win the competi-
tion. Bundt Pan, Cement Mixer,
and Mushroom Cloud looked
at each other, they nodded, and
they went up on the catwalk and
took a stool next to each one of
the goats. They decided it would
be a team competition, and they
began milking those goats. The
team that won was meat goat
and Mushroom Cloud, and that
just boosted them right up to
the top of the competition.

The third round was back on
the beauty pageant side, and
that was the talent competition.
That was really great. The judges
were really impressed because
there was a recitation of the
preamble, one of them played
the fiddle, a goat tap-danced a
little bit, and one of the beauties
came forth and she was singing
her favorite song,"...down upon
the Swanee River.."

Right as she got to that high
note, her mouth was so wide
open that her teeth fell out on
the floor And a goat, thinking it
was a can, came over and gob-
bled them up and kept going like
this as she sang, and it turned
into a really great ventriloquism
act that just pushed that meat
goat all the way up to first place.

Now there were several more
rounds of competition, but by
this point, Bundt Pan was so far
in the back that she bowed out
of the competition. Two of the
goats, they had decided that this
wasn't their thing anymore, and
they were eating hot dogs in the
back row. And poor old Cement
Mixer had fallen asleep.

So it was in a dead heat be-
tween the meat goat and Mush-
room Cloud. Then came the
final round of competition — the
interview.

The question was, “If you are
crowned the First Annual Miss
Over-80 Lower Wayne County,
what would you do to fight hun-
ger!”

Mushroom Cloud stepped right
up and answered without even
thinking, "I would bake more
cookies” So pleasant. And they
passed the microphone to the
meat goat, and the meat goat
gave another great answer, “Me-
hhh..ma-aa-hh,” which put all of
us judges into a big deliberation.

We thought . out it and ar-
gued for a while, and then finally
we decided that Mushroom
Cloud had come up with the
better answer. So we crowned
her the First Annual... . This is
when Cement Mixer woke up.

And she looked, and she stood
up, and she said, “Wait a min-
ute! She's 79!" Mushroom Cloud
was so confused and distraught,
she said, “It's true. I'm only 79."
Which meant that, by default,
meat goat won the First Annual
Lower Wayne County Over-80
Beauty Pageant.

By agreeing to be a judge,
| didn't know that | had also
agreed to take the winner out
on a date. Everyone thought the
joke was on me, but really the
joke was on the goat, because
Mushroom Cloud had actu-
ally won the goat from the 4-H
raffle to serve at her restaurant,
which is where my date was.

So, that is how | won a date
with the prettiest old goat in
Wayne County, and boy she sure
tasted good!
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