


From the Editor - Play Ball!

A s a boy I was obsessed with baseball. My
father coached little league, so we had
bats, balls, bases, home plate, catcher’s mask,
and pitching rubber in our garage. And we
weren’t afraid to use them! Many summers
there was a diamond-shaped path worn into
our back yard from April through October. My
mother'was forced to make a rule — no mitts at
the table. I slept most nights with my baseball
cap on.

I played second base and dreamed of
greatness. In reality, I was little more than
average at my peak, and was cut during the
first round of tryouts in high school. But that
hardly matters now. What does matter was the
intensity with which we played the game. My
dad, the coach, was fond of saying that there
was not a lesson in life that could not be gained
on the ball field. While I might quibble around
the edges of that statement today, I still find it
to be largely true.

A few baseball lessons: Everybody gets their
turn at bat. Be patient, wait for your pitch, and
keep your eye on the ball. You don’t succeed
every time you try — .300 is a pretty good
average! You win a few and lose a few — be
gracious as a winner and graceful as a loser.
Success depends on individual excellence and
a strong team effort. Sometimes it’s boring.
Listen to your coach. It’s not over till it's over.
Tomorrow is another game.

I still enjoy baseball, though I no longer sleep
with my cap on nor bring my mitt to the table.

I have found a batting cage about an hour drive
from here and occasionally go out and drop five
bucks. I am humbled and honored to sing the
national anthem before the game at Appalachian
Power Park a couple or three times a year. It is

a thrill to stand at home plate, under the lights,
in front of a couple of thousand fans and sing
that difficult but grand song, of which the last
unsung line is surely, “Play ball!”

My pay for
singing the
anthem is a
couple of free
tickets to the
game, and |
consider it to
be a great deal.
For those who
have never had
the pleasure
of attending a
minor league
baseball game, I
highly recommend it! It is affordable, you are
close to the action, and it is a lot of fun to be in
among the crowd. The players are barely out
of their teens many of them, and there are a
few who will indeed one day graduate to the
Big Leagues. In fact many major leaguers have
come through Charleston over the years on
their way to “The Show.” We are pleased that
Bob Barnett and Mike Whiteford have written
two fascinating stories about minor league
baseball in Charleston. Those stories begin on
page 8.

Elsewhere in this issue we meet several
nurses (pages 20 and 26), and ride several boats
(pages 30 and 38). We read about a daring
train robbery up Campbells Creek in 1945
(page 44), and meet a World War II war bride
from England who makes amazing miniatures
in Bridgeport (page 54). Charles “Moondog”
Waldrum takes a bite out of crime in Wheeling
(page 60).

I hope that you enjoy these stories as much
as I do. If you can make it to Charleston some
summer evening, consider taking in a ball
game. | just might see you there!
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fire call with smoke in an apartment
that was part of a complex where
Moondog lived. As the firefighters
contemplated how to break into the
locked apartment, Moondog came out
the front door — he’d gone up a fire
escape and through a window to get
into the smoke-filled apartment.

The fire chief says Moondog has
always been fascinated with fire,
and at one point in his life, that
infatuation put him in trouble with
the law.

“Atonetime, he was the arsonist,”
Larry Helms says. “Back in the 1980’s,
he was incarcerated for a mental
health condition and since then ...
he’s been around whenever we are
on the job. In a sense, he does take
a bite out of crime. He’s changed
because of his situation. He’s defi-
nitely a special individual.”

The city’s firefighters showed
their appreciation to Moondog for
his assistance by donating to him
some discarded turnout gear, which
he wears as he rides around the city.
Residents say it doesn’t matter how
hot the day is, Moondog always
wears some kind of heavy outer
garment.

In addition to patrolling the city
during the afternoons, Moondog is
a fixture at the convenience store
on East 16" Street, which is near
his apartment. He sweeps, mops
the floor, stocks coolers, and greets
customers, like Janice Reed, who
is Moondog’s neighbor. She says
Moondog plays his radio too loud
for her tastes, but otherwise concurs
with the others who praise Moondog
for his protection and vigilance.

“He helps me watch over my house.
He’s a nice neighbor; I like him,”
Janice says.

Moondog treats his friends like
royalty. A couple of weeks before
Christmas, he surprised Sheryl Small
and her coworker at the convenience
store with ornate picture frames.

“This is my man, I love him,”
Kathie Loos says. “He’s my ‘Boo” —
that’s what we call him. He’s a very
thoughtful person.”

Moondog stands outside of his apartment with one of the many bicycles he has owned. He

estimates that he has had at least 500 of them in his years of battling crime and helping people.

Goldenseal

63




S

Neighbor Janice Reed, at left, talks with Moondog as night falls on Wheeling's east side.

“Someday I'm going to be his wife,”
Sheryl says. “I love him.” She adds,
“But he won’t marry me.”

When asked why not, Moondog
turns to the inquisitor and replies,
“You marry her.”

Moondog says he’s never had a
driver’s license, but that has not
kept him from traveling. By his ac-
counting he has owned more than
500 bicycles. Whenever his bicycle
is stolen or wrecked, the police de-
partment or a friend comes up with
areplacement. The Wheeling Nailers
gave him a new bike in 2008 as part
of their Moondog recognition, but
that prize is long gone. Larry Helms,
the fire chief, says firefighters have
given Moondog bicycles over the
years, but he’s fussy about what he
rides and won’t accept a bicycle he
doesn’t like.

Sgt. Bill Nolan has his own nick-
name for Moondog — “Tree Trunk
Legs.” “He’s gotlegs like tree trunks,”
the sergeant says. Moondog adds
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weight and air resistance to his bi-
cycle by attaching hundreds of flags
to poles mounted on the rear of the
bicycle’s frame. There is a flag from
every state, plus several Old Glories
and flags of other nations.

“I got 283 flags. You put them on
there, and then you can’t pick up
the bike with all that weight on it,”
Moondog says. “I got another bike
at home that has 592 flags on it, and
it's so heavy I can’t ride it. [ just
leave it inside the house.”

Leslie Thompson, administrator of
Woodsfield Nursing and Rehab Center
in Woodsfield, Ohio, says Moondog
rides hisbicycle to the nursing home,
a distance of 50 miles one way, just
to visit with his friends. His connec-
tion to the nursing home is personal:
Moondog convalesced there on two
occasions. Leslie Thompson says that
during his first stay at Woodsfield,
he received several hundred get-well
cards from students in Wheeling’s
elementary schools.

True to his character, Moondog
continues to remember Woodsfield’s
staff with gifts and cards.

“He uses the phone at the 16"
Street convenience store to contact
us, and they help him send presents
and cards tousevery holiday,” Leslie
says. “There is not a holiday that
goes by that we do not hear from
Moondog.”

When one of Woodsfield’s em-
ployees became gravely ill and was
hospitalized in Wheeling, Moondog
dressed up in asuitand visited her at
the hospital, Leslie says. She knows
of at least 10 visits that Moondog
has made to the nursing home on
his bicycle, just to reconnect with
friends there.

“On most occasions we are not
aware he is coming for a visit until
he reaches Clarington, and someone
usually calls to say they spotted
Moondog,” Leslie Thompson says.
“We have gone to pick him up and
given him rides home. One night he


































