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December Events 
Village Hall 

 
Holiday Toast  for 

Michelle Zachs, Ph.D.  
Sunday, Dec 8th 4 PM 

  

Seventh Annual 
Claiborne Christmas 

Pot Luck Dinner & 
Winter Association Meeting 

Saturday, Dec 14th 6 PM 
 

 
December Birthdays 

 
DeDe Ritner          December 11 
Luke Pritchard       December 14 
Ed Schaefer          December 22 
Norm Haddaway   December 26 
Owen Bond           December 28 
 

 
Anna & Stella with Andrés 

Photo Pete Gregorio 
 
 
 

 
 

 

Please remember the  
Claiborne Association  
for your tax-deductible  

year-end giving. 
 

Behind the scenes work 
continues as we move toward 

 a new brick path  
and a usable annex! 

 

 
 

. 

 

Toast for Michelle Zachs, Ph.D. 
Sunday, Dec 8th 4 PM  

Please join the community for a holiday cookie and dessert reception for Michelle 
Zachs, our newest Ph.D. We'll even have some bubbly on hand for an official toast to 
her success!  Please bring a dessert or cookie selection to share.  RSVP to Abby 
Cureton at awcureton@gmail.com or drop a note in her community mailbox.   
 

The Claiborne Concert Series Begins 
 Inspired and coordinated by Carrie Gould-Kabler 

 

     The Claiborne Concert Series is a collaboration between the Claiborne Association 
Program Committee, Tilghman Area Youth Association (TAYA), Carpe Diem Arts 
Outreach, and Talbot County Arts Council.  TAYA and Cape Diem Arts bring artists, 
musicians, and other performers to Talbot County Schools each year.  After the 
successful Claiborne concert with the Junkman and Dovetail Ensemble last spring, we 
thought it would be great to bring more artists to our wonderful community. 

     Our first performance was on Monday, 11/18 
by the charming and talented musician, Andrés 
Salguero. A native of Columbia, Andrés sang 
and played South and Latin American songs, 
while introducing Spanish words and discussing 
some of the cultural similarities and differences 
of the countries. He was amazingly engaging 
and was able to enchant even the youngest 
members of the audience.  
Tim, Koa, Leonardo, Atticus, Aidan, & Andrés 

Photo	  Pete	  Gregorio	  
Our second 
concert will 
be Eastern 

European Folk Music with Gerdan, on Tuesday, 1/28 
at 6 PM.  And the final show will be by Robert 
Kikuchi-Yngojo, Filipino musician, storyteller, and 
dancer on Monday, 4/28.  
     We ask that adults give a donation of $10. Kids 
are always free.  If you would like to give the gift of 
the ARTS to your community, you can sponsor one 
of our concerts and then it will be free to all! 

Mike, Michelle, Sarah & Eric enjoying the concert 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Martha & Jim  
on Togwatte 

headed South… 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 

 

 
Pat, Anna, Terry, Sarah, 
Mary, Suzanne, Mo, and 

Carrie contemplating next 
steps 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Jake in his Shop working 
on the Community Truck 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 

Walk of Fame 
 

If you haven’t ordered your 
engraved brick yet, just click 
the Walk of Fame button on 
the Clarion page of the 
Claiborne website or pick up 
an order form in the Village 
Hall. Completed forms can be 
put in the Claiborne 
Association mailbox. 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
Village Hall Work Day 

Pat Flory 
On November 17th, an intrepid group of cleaners descended upon the Village Hall 
armed with mops, brooms, vacuum cleaners, feather dusters, and a myriad of cleaning 
supplies. Windows were washed, wood polished, cobwebs removed, and the hall was 
de-cluttered. 
 
Working together much was accomplished. The hall looks and smells wonderful.  
Special thanks to Anna Kabler for polishing wood in the hall and organizing the 
bookcase… and to Jake Flory for hanging two paintings with so many bosses on hand! 
 

Know Your Board Members  
Jake Flory, At Large Delegate 

 
Ed. Note: When I arrived to talk with Jake about being on the Claiborne Association Board, he was 
engrossed in a conversation with Kevin Garber about working on his truck.  Jake found a way to pay 
attention to both of us as only he can do.  Jake has a talent with vehicles and boats and wood, and 
he has even more of a talent with people… Here is some essential and unessential information 
about one of your at-large delegates…   
 
What’s your day job? To take care of our home… 
What’s your favorite place in your house right now? Right now… Our new 
bedroom… 
Favorite food at home?  It’s seasonal … gosh… apart from the obvious (oysters) .. I’d 
say tomato soup… which reminds me of my mom. She made it…. 
What object have you kept since childhood?  Sweet memories… 
What do you do when you aren’t at a Claiborne Potluck? Work on the house, the car, 
and the boat… In no pacific order… 
Favorite car? A 1982 300TDT Mercedes Benz… Actually my favorite car is a 
Volkswagen, and my favorite car of today is the Cheeto – [In case you don’t know, the 
Cheeto is that orange car Jake is driving, an ‘82 300TDT, of course.] 
Go-to in the car music? Dylan 
Signature dance move?  Oh, I don’t what you call it… you get your woman and bring 
her in and twirl her around and…. [he is up and demonstrating swooping his woman low] 
And try not to drop her on the floor… that ruins that move… 
Favorite musician? Dylan… (naturally…) 
Book on your bedside table? Wooden Boats by Michael Ruhlman.  I got it from Kirke. 
I’m loving this book… 
Favorite thing about Claiborne? The people, of course… 
Favorite place in Claiborne?  Renny’s table… 
Whom do you quote the most?  Probably Dylan… I quoted him the other day at Les’. 
Tim and Mo were over there, and Tim said, “I know that!!!!!”  He caught it right away… 
What’s the best advice you’ve ever received from anyone?  Well, Dick Woodard told 
me once, "If you’re going to work on cars, work on foreign ones… because everything is 
lighter and they pay more money". It's all about the pieces being lighter in weight, and the 
cars are exotic so they’re worth more money... and therefore are more expensive to 
maintain. So the mechanic makes more money. We referred to the cars back then as 
Foreign, but you may remember them as European or Imported.  I’ve never forgotten that 
… not heady but true… 
Your secret superpower? Manual dexterity… I don’t know if it’s a secret, actually… 
Whose talent do you wish you had?  Oh man… I always wished I had Captain Dick 
Hartge’s talent! He was a happy man…  he was content. He was a wooden boat designer 
and builder and that’s what he did his whole life. As a 12 or 13 year old I got to hang 
around in his shop…. and with his family… And just to be there in the Hartge Boat Yard 
which was, in that day, just a small little place… that was a big deal for me and really 
influenced my life… 
Secret Ambition?  There is a long, long, long pause…  There are so many... I guess my 
secret ambition is to be at peace… 
And why do you serve on the board, Jake?  Cuz they made me…. And I haven’t been 
smart enough to be on the committee that elects the board members… They never elect 
themselves….  
 

And to serve of course… 
 

After this interview, I happened to read a quote that seems to sum Jake up perfectly… 
 "What is success?  It is being able to go to bed each night with your soul at peace."   

Paulo Coelho, Manuscript Found in Accra 
 



 
Lew’s father with his model of 

the Screw Pile Lighthouse 
 
 
 

Lew’s Father on Bloody Point 
Lighthouse 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
It’s Funny What You Remember… 

A Conversation with Lew Carman  
Transcribed by Patti Cruickshank-Schott  

 

I had the pleasure of visiting with Lew Carman on a recent Saturday and hearing some 
memories of his early years in Claiborne during the late 1930s and early 1940s.  His 
father, Lewis R. Carman was in the Lighthouse Service stationed on Bloody Point.  His 
mother Gladys Elmore Carman was originally from Christfield. He has one sister, 
Caroline Carman Shockely. His family lived in their Claiborne home [now the Gregorios’] 
until World War II.   
 

Every summer my father would have me out to the lighthouse for a week, which was a 
treat for me. They did all their own cooking. There were 3 men - 2 worked while one was 
on leave, one week a month.  Dad was a good cook, extremely good. If they needed to 
take a bath they’d go on the outside strip and wash… on the side of the lighthouse away 
from the town.  The outhouse was a small room with a stool hanging over the water… 
That was okay in spring and summer  but not so good in cold weather….  We’d scrape 
the paint, and I used to chew the paint chips. My father must have done told me to stop!  
 

At Christmas my mother and us two kids would go out to the woods to cut down a cedar 
tree, and I’d haul it home. I loved chemistry and playing with lead army men. I got a 
chemistry set one year, and the company left out a bottle or something. I wrote them a 
letter to tell them about it, and they sent me a lot of free stuff. Getting a letter from a 12 
year-old kid and doing what they did…  I think that’s great. 
 

I went to elementary school in St. Michaels. The 
school was then on the green where the cannon 
is now. I was a school crossing guard—the bank 
and the  Episcopal Church—that was my corner. 
I’m surprised, looking back, that at that age I 
had that responsibility. 
 

I remember once, Dan Higgins (Greeley to us), 
took his father’s car before he was supposed to 
be driving and drove it off the road into the 
woods just as you’re going out of Claiborne. Us 
kids were all waiting by the church for the school 
bus when the story came out… 
 

Deborah and Kenny Bridges were the first stop 
on the bus on the way home… I bumped into 
Kenny some years ago at the historical museum 
when I was looking for information on 
Claiborne..  Howard Sinclair and Milford Warner 
were also in school with me. They are both dead 
now. Howard lived with Mrs. Bullen, his 
grandmother, I think. 
                                                                                         Lew as a Crossing Guard 
One year I was in a Christmas play in St. Michaels. I must have played a strange 
character image. I sang a song with these lyrics:  

Snowman, snowman I’m not afraid of you. 
Snowman, snowman tell me tell me true 

Do you think I’m selfish and bad as I can be….. 
Well, I’m very sorry, but I’ll stay that way you see…. 

 

Maybe a teacher made up the lyrics…  Miss Sue Marshall was one of my teachers, and, 
apparently, she felt the state flower, the Black-eyed Susan, was named after her! I don’t 
know if that’s true… She was a bit of a pistol.  Mrs. Shinn was another of my teachers. 
Her husband was a dentist. 
 

Another time we had to write a story on geysers, and the girl from the Black family was 
asked to read hers…. It started, “And there was a little gizer playing with his mother.”  
We were getting together a story about Yellowstone, but she didn’t know what a geyser 
was!! I didn’t know either, but I knew it wasn’t that, because other kids laughed…  
 

I used to sell newspapers at Maple Hall.  I’d walk over, and as I passed the people on 
the porch, I’d call out Bal’mer News and Sun!!  One day a man said, “If you say that 
again, I’ll give you a quarter!” I didn’t make much… so of course I said it again-- Bal’mer 
News and Sun!!. He was kind of mocking me, but he was a very kind man. And he gave 
me the quarter, which was a lot of money to me.  
 



 
 
 
 

Want a hard copy of the 
Clarion? Just click 

 ‘Download Printable 
Newsletter’ 

at the top of the online 
version. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

Chris Noyes wants you to know 
her new email address: 

miraclehousemusic@gmail.com 
 

Look for news about Chris 
performing in the new year…. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

One year the people who lived in the last house on the left going out of town [Sewells] 
gave me a gift. That was a first! I don’t know how they knew it was my birthday. The 
memory that they gave me a present meant a lot, even though I don’t remember what 
the gift was… I was not only surprised, but I felt great about it.  They were so nice.  
 

We’ d often go crabbing…  I couldn’t swim, but we’d wade out further than we should 
anyways… I also shot birds with my BB gun.  A man who lived across from us would 
say, “Kill all the sparrows you want, but not any of the others.” I shot too many sparrows, 
and I feel terrible about it now. One day I shot a redbird in the eyes… I felt so bad. I saw 
it in a little azalea, which is still there in the yard. I tried nursing it back, but it died….  
 

Funny the things you remember…. 
 

We kids loved to go to the movies in St. Michaels.  The two mail carriers, Joby and a Mr. 
Callahan, would take us there on their way back to the post office.  Then we’d hitch a 
ride home.  Mr. Callahan would also take my mother up to Easton to a chiropractor. We 
also rode the mail truck to the McDaniel General Store ( I think that’s where the mail got 
delivered).  If you had to go to the bathroom, you went outside…  
 

Don’t know why I remember that… 
 

The other transportation for going to the movies was our friend Mrs. Warner. She would 
drive both families, and us guys (Milford and I) would ride in the rumble seat… We were 
good friends. Berta May, her daughter, moved to Easton, and I saw her some years 
ago. Sadly, Milford drowned. I remember going to the service. I think Billy Warner is 
related to these people, maybe he’s Milford's son… 
 

At some point in elementary school we were painting on pieces of glass, and I painted 
these little dogs. I gave it to our neighbor, Katy Price, who lived about 3 houses down. 
She was so tickled with this. I don’t know if she was married or not; I never saw a man 
there. It’s interesting how different people in a neighborhood become important to you.  
 

I remember Mrs. Davis was postmistress, and she also played piano at the church. My 
friend, David Faulkner, lived with her. My sister believes she was his aunt. Our friends, 
the Blacks, had moved to Easton. One of the girls came back to see my sister and 
myself.  I can’t remember her name now. I later wrote a postcard that said:  “Our friend 
came to visit us, and Mrs. Davis looked a hole through her!”  Next time I went to the post 
office Mrs. Davis really gave me a going over… It hadn’t dawned on me she would read 
the card!!  I was only 11… 

Fred Astaire with Ann Miller 
There was even a famous actress, who used to come 
down to stay in Claiborne every year. My sister says 
that it was Ann Miller, but I was too young to know 
who she was.  
 

Next door to our house was the Yerby Grocery. 
[Penny Rhine’s] They had a gas pump. I remember 
Mr. Yerby had diabetes.  During WWII our school had 
a metal drive, and I approached Mr. Yerby. He gave 
me an old gas tank, and we got a lot of metal along 
the train tracks.  Someone with a truck helped us get it 
all out…. That’s the kind of thing you did in those 
days. 
 

Then in the next house, Mr. Bergman had the bakery.  
Being of German ancestry, during the war people 
thought Mr. Bergman shouldn’t be around. There was 
a good side of Mr. Bergman though… and that’s what 
kids see. He had a cherry tree, and while we were 
waiting for the bus in the morning, we’d climb all over 
it. He never said a word!  He sold ice cream, and when they got down to the bottom of 
the container, he’d give me the rest to clean out! He was a very fine gentleman.  
 

Such nice people … We got all our food between these two stores…. 
 

The Shores lived next to the Bullens, I remember… By golly… for some reason we were 
playing around the big tree, and I fell and hit my head…hard. That tree is still there.  It’s 
funny what you remember…  
 

Captain Sherman was a ferry captain. I remember every week his wife would get 
flowers delivered.  He lived in the house Ted Jones owns now…Ted’s mother, Esther, 
actually called me and tried to convince me to buy our old house when it came up for 
sale [before the Gregorios bought it].   At that time it probably cost $30,000.  
I regret I didn’t do it…  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

Lew with his mother, Gladys, 
and sister, Caroline, in 

Salisbury	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

 

When I was very young the Cottons owned Rich Neck.  After Mr. Cotton died, his wife 
remarried and became Mrs. Burling. It was tough on her when her son drown there… 
They brought kids, I think, from city areas, to live there in the summer. [I wondered if he 
meant Miracle House, but Lew remembered Mrs. Burling doing this as well.] I often 
played with the son of woman who managed Mrs. Burling’s house.  We used to play 
croquet, and of course we played in the cemetery, as boys will do…  A. P. Roe also 
lived at Rich Neck …  His parents were the farming family. He was a little bit of a 
pistol… not a friend of mine.   He was bigger than me and got me whenever he could!  
 

Several years ago I was fortunate enough to be invited to lunch with Mrs. Burling.  She 
died quite soon afterwards.  She was a fine, fine woman… a terrific lady. Later Mrs. 
Nigra gave me permission to come on the property any time. 
 

This got us talking about Miracle House Road.  Lew had stopped by the Murdoch’s 
before he came to my house.  He was trying to remember the names of the folks who 
had lived there. 
  

I was telling Will that when I was living in Claiborne, hunters, or maybe it was farmers… 
would kill pigs every fall and rip them apart down on what is now Bayside Drive. It made 
me sick and mad as a kid… The pigs were hung up in the trees. It was an awful looking 
mess.  It really tore me up! Will said deer still get hung up next door at the Haddaways. 
 

Captain Jump used to have me working in his yard, but I think I’d cut up more flowers 
than weeds. Mrs. Warner lived in the house as you turn on Miracle House. There were 
girls I went to school with in the big house (across the street). It used to be a hotel. After 
the hotel burned, these people built a house. They had 2 girls and a son… I can’t 
remember their names. 
 

When World War II came my father was sent to the Coast Guard Cutter, Wisteria, as 
chief boson’s mate. [A crew member made an oil painting of the ship and gave it to my 
father. I still have it on my wall in my bedroom.] 
 

But that meant my mother would be down in Claiborne by herself with us kids… So she 
moved us to live with her mother in Salisbury…  After the war my father resigned from 
The Lighthouse Service and became an electrician. So Salisbury became our home. 
 

To have your father away was something you missed… but we were just trying to make 
ends meet… And at the same time having a mother who cared and so many people 
who helped out…. That was wonderful… If my dad could have been home more, we 
would have been able to enjoy Claiborne more… But we met some wonderful, 
wonderful people…  
 

I still live in Salisbury. As a teenager I had a job as an usher in the movie house and 
then became the projectionist. One day I saw an opportunity in the daily paper to go to 
work in a men’s clothing store.  So I applied even though I didn’t know anything about 
retail and I didn’t have much to wear to an interview. I knew I didn’t want to be a 
projectionist for the rest of my life. Two weeks passed  after the interview, and when I 
didn’t hear anything, I thought,  ‘I’m gona back. …’ The owner told me they hadn’t made 
up their mind yet.  Then I went back again a week later…  And, perhaps out of 
desperation, Mr. Gaskill hired me.  
 

It turned out to be the best experience of my life!   He took a real interest in me and sent 
me to all sorts of trainings and seminars. After I came back from the Korean War he 
eventually made me manager of a store. Later I told Mr. Gaskill I wanted to make this 
my career. He continued to help me, eventually making me general manager of all three 
stores, and I came to own 10% of the business. It was a wonderful, wonderful 
experience and led to many opportunities. I became president of Rotary and finally 
Tourism Director for the county. All because of this one man….    
 

I’ll always remember that…. 
 

 
Photos of the Carman family, courtesy Lew Carman 

Ann Moore and Fred Astaire,  http://lalalandhistory.blogspot.com/2011/08/didja-know-
part-ii.html  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The Fireflies of Claiborne 

Tim McHugh 
Dedicated	  to	  Claiborne,	  a	  place	  I	  love.	  

	  

Editor’s	  Note:	  When	  friends	  were	  invited	  to	  write	  notes	  for	  Jim	  and	  Martha	  to	  take	  on	  their	  trip,	  
Tim	  began	  this	  poem	  to	  include	  in	  the	  packet.	  He	  continued	  to	  work	  on	  it	  and	  kindly	  agreed	  to	  
share	  it	  with	  us	  in	  the	  Clarion	  once	  the	  good	  ship,	  Togwatte,	  was	  on	  its	  way.	  	  
	  

The fireflies of Claiborne shine so bright 
Ten Thousand fold into the night. 
On and on they go on as far as two eyes can see, 
Causing my mind to wander back thru history! 
From the kitchen where Ms. Dolly Thompson taught, 
to the Plantation at Rich Neck and the battles that Tilghman fought. 
Tunis, Oldmans, Harrisons, Lowes, Jumps, Cockeys to name just a few, 
The Mitchells, the Turners, the Lednums, the Binghams, the Higgins, the Haddaways, the 

Sewells… I’m sure I missed one or two. 
The British had landed at McDaniel Towne as close as one bell,  
as could be viewed from the shores of Claiborne in the War of 1812. 
Yes, those fireflies of Claiborne glowed like shining stars, 
listen and you can hear to just what that regards! 
Let’s go now to Old Claiborne on Tilghman Point to sit just for a whiles, 
and watch Steamships and Skipjacks travel up and down the Miles. 
Eight Streets would call Claiborne their own, 
But as time would pass these streets, most be un-known. 
Of Rich Neck, Leeds, Ward, Progress, Monument, Tilghman, and Dom Pedro, only one still be 

there,  
and in the center of them all would exist for a time Henry Clay Square. 
The town that was built on steamboat wharves and a Claiborne Mill,  
least said, a lot of blood, sweat, and toil lies buried on that hill. 
A New Town “Bay City” be born in 1886,  
to ferry people and goods from West Shore to East on the quick. 
And then back again those ferries would travel,  
with memories and mysteries of Claiborne unraveled! 
Built were hotels, general store, churches, buildings, bakery, and all, 
To join the fireflies that would arrive in summer to light up Maple Hall! 
A post office we know and love was added in eighteen and ninety-three, 
Bustling with people, ferries, cars and trains, so many they had to build “root” 33! 
A breath of “fresh air” would soon be the boast, 
and Miracle House was built along the Eastern Bay coast! 
Built to treat the devastating effects of that chronic cough, 
and to touch the children who without Miracle House might as well be lost. 
Every summer those fireflies would spell thy cast, 
And every fall they would become a thing of the past! 
By sea Claiborne was ferrily linked to Romancoke, Annapolis and Bay Ridge,  
until Nineteen Fifty Two when they opened up that damn Bay Bridge. 
No more need for ferries and that joy one would feel, 
Now we rolled on tires over asphalt and steel! 
Old speak, centuries and generations to turn, 
those fireflies were there to watch old Miracle House burn. 
And as the sparks flew high just as fireflies do, 
Old Claiborne was gone and New Claiborne was too! 
Yes, these towns would seem to fade as time marched on, 
But once again a new town would soon be born! 
New fireflies would come as Johnson, Babbs, Scotts, Kablers, Boos, Richardson, Hamlyn, Florys, 

Todds, Sayres, Burdetts, Harralds, Murphys, Beavers, Wrights, Harpers, Murdochs, and 
Gregorios too. 

Please don’t hold it against me if I haven’t mentioned you! 
This poem’s not big enough to mention us all, 
but Friday come by for the “Pot Luck” up at the Village Hall!  
Hey Jake! Hey Pat! Hey Renny! Hey Patti! Hey Chris! Hey Pete, Hey Mary, Hey you,  
Shirley, Susanne, John, Rob, Suzanne, Judy, Jack, Beav, Susan, Sally, Alice, Bill, Phil, Sarah, 

Chris, Danielle, Jess, Kevin, Kathy, Dawn, Mimi, Owen, Molly, Barbara, and I don’t know 
who. 

There’s Jim, Martha, Kirke, Linda, Mike, Carrie, Carol, Will, Lida, Mary Eileen, Adine, Tenny, 
Priscilla, Tom, Terry, Les and Flo,  

I can’t think of everyone, let’s see now, did I mention Tim and Mo? 
And if it still wasn’t mentioned and your name should be known, 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Donate	  Your	  Books 
&	  Other	  Treasures 

	   
St. Michaels High School Alumni 
Association will have a "Spring 
Festival” on May 24th.    We will have 
a booth for book sales and would love 
your books.  We especially appreciate 
getting children’s books! 
  
There will also be a white elephant 
table, raffles, a cake wheel, and a 
silent auction. The proceeds go for 
scholarships, the banquet, and other 
needs at the schools. 
 
Please contact Shirley Cockey with 
any donations you may have in the 
coming months. And we’re happy to 
pick up your bags and boxes. 
 

 Nellebell38@gmail.com 
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With pencil or pen you can just add your own! 
Yes, Fire flies all and fireflies one, yes the fireflies of old and new ones just begun. 
The fireflies of Claiborne come year after year. 
Watch for them each summer as they always appear, 
to do their dance and light our way, 
like the billion stars of the Milky Way. 
As wind under masted sails and paddled boats do, 
they live in this Claiborne or they’re just passing thru. 
Come you sailors and boaters and fisherman alike! 
By land, by sea, or like Becky Otter, you can just ride a bike! 
As the geese, crop and fireflies come and they go, 
And time speeds by although at times seems slow. 
Indians, British, slaves, settlers, sailors, soldiers, and common folk came thru, 
and left this Claiborne so quaint and beautiful for me and for you. 

 

 
Public domain image - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Claiborne_Wharf_t.JPG 

 

Places I Have Eaten... 
by Anonymous 

The	  Yum	  Report	  thinks	  we	  all	  need	  to	  take	  stock	  of	  the	  dwindling	  number	  of	  local	  restaurants	  
worth	  eating	  at	  during	  the	  long	  winter	  dark	  times.	  	  Soooo...	  	  here	  are	  Yum's	  favorite	  five:	  
	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  1.	  	  Gina's.	  	  Terrific	  everything.	  	  Freshest	  ingredients.	  	  Delicious	  sauces.	  	  Very,	  very	  small	  and	  
cozy.	  	  Order	  a	  margarita,	  a	  couple	  of	  appetizers	  and	  one	  of	  the	  ample	  entrees.	  Basically	  very	  
imaginative	  Southwestern	  food.	  	  A	  cut	  above	  many	  places.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  3	  Yums	  
	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  2.	  	  Osteria	  Alfredo	  in	  Easton.	  	  A	  shopping	  center	  Italian	  that	  deserves	  to	  be	  
patronized.	  	  Chef/owner	  Alfredo	  is	  from	  Milan.	  	  How	  he	  found	  his	  way	  to	  Easton	  is	  a	  
mystery.	  	  But	  one	  could	  spend	  a	  small	  fortune	  at	  Scossa	  and	  not	  come	  close	  to	  the	  authentic	  
Northern	  Italian	  cooking	  of	  Alfredo.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  2	  Yums	  
	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  3.	  	  Ava's.	  	  Always	  packed	  and	  predictable.	  	  Great	  pizza,	  wasabi	  oysters,	  meatballs,	  market	  
salads	  and	  some	  yummy	  wines.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  2	  ½	  Yums	  
	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  4.	  	  Bistro.	  	  Not	  the	  old	  Bistro	  by	  any	  means	  but	  still	  worth	  the	  time	  is	  one	  wants	  a	  special	  
dinner	  out.	  	  Last	  time	  we	  ate	  there,	  we	  had	  absolutely	  perfect	  scallops.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  3	  Yums	  
	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  5.	  	  Bay	  Hundred.	  	  Reopened	  by	  two	  guys	  who	  have	  been	  around	  restaurants	  and	  now	  have	  
their	  own.	  	  Some	  rough	  edges	  and	  not	  everything	  is	  yum	  worthy,	  but	  these	  guys	  are	  putting	  in	  
real	  effort.	  	  Also	  a	  lovely	  spot	  to	  watch	  the	  boating	  world	  go	  by.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  1	  Yum	  and	  rising…	  
	  

4	  Yums	  max	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Like	  all	  serious	  culinary	  critics,	  the	  author	  must	  remain	  unnamed.	  	  We	  wouldn’t	  want	  
restaurant	  owners	  clambering	  to	  offer	  free	  desserts	  or	  libations	  in	  exchange	  for	  more	  Yums…	  	  	  

 
 

Did	  You	  Hear	  Wedding	  Bells???	  
	  

In	  case	  you	  didn’t	  know,	  Dawn	  Lednum	  and	  Mimi	  Holt	  were	  married	  on	  Friday	  November	  29th	  

after	  being	  together	  for	  26	  years.	  	  They	  have	  a	  huge	  Thanksgiving	  gathering	  each	  year	  and	  
decided	  to	  take	  advantage	  of	  so	  many	  family	  members	  being	  in	  town	  and	  celebrate	  their	  
relationship	  by	  exchanging	  wedding	  vows.	  Congratulations	  and	  best	  wishes	  to	  you	  both!!!	  	  

We	  are	  so	  happy	  for	  you!	  
	  
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
WHAT I AM THANKFUL FOR… 

 

“This	  year,	  2013,	  I	  am	  MORE	  THAN	  
THANKFUL	  for	  the	  wonderful	  people	  
of	  Claiborne.	  	  Nowhere,	  and	  in	  no	  
way	  have	  I	  ever	  been	  so	  cared	  for	  and	  
loved	  by	  so	  many.	  	  My	  wish	  is	  to	  
thank	  each	  and	  every	  one	  of	  you	  for	  
making	  my	  unfortunate	  break	  so	  easy	  
to	  bear.	  	  	  What	  a	  bunch	  of	  great	  
cooks	  we	  have	  in	  our	  little	  
village	  	  	  Sitting	  and	  chatting	  with	  and	  
getting	  to	  know	  my	  neighbors	  better	  
has	  been	  a	  true	  blessing!	  Thank	  You	  
All!”	  	  

Love,	  Barbara	  Reisert  
 

 
 

Mark Your Calendars 
 

MOVIE NIGHT IS BACK!   
Wednesday, Jan 8th 7 PM 

 
CLAIBORNE CONCERT 

SERIES - Gerdan  
Tuesday, Jan 28th 6 PM 

 
 
 

LOOKING AHEAD… 
 

January Birthdays 
 

Barbara Haddaway         January  2 
Stephanie Pritchard        January  3 
Koa Cureton                   January 21 
George MacMillan          January 23 
Daniel Pritchard              January 29 
 

If anyone in your family doesn’t 
have a birthday listed in the 
Clarion, please leave a note in 
Patti’s box so she can get it on 
the list…  

 
 
 
“I am thankful for having to do housework on 
the weekends after a long week of work 
because it means I have a home in which to 
live and "stuff" to clean.  I would also be 
thankful for a housekeeper.”     Sallie Cwik 
 

“I am thankful for all the wonderful things my life contains so far - a loving 
family, good health, a caring community, the ability to participate in helping the 

community, a beautiful place to live, an old flatulent dog, good shoes, magic ways 
to communicate, whisky and garbanza bean flour.”             Kirke Harper 

 

“I am so grateful to be in our house in Claiborne. Last year it seemed like a dream,  
but now it is a reality.”                                                                                    Mary-Eileen Russell 
 

“Be happy with what you have.  Be glad you’re not working in fields.  Be glad 
you have family. Be glad you have a home. But most of all be glad you have 
people who love you.”  Anna Kabler (Anna told me she was inspired by a book she’s 

reading in fourth grade about the Great Depression) 
 

“I am thankful that as we put up storm windows, stack firewood, and ready the house for winter, 
the trees are taking care of themselves, protecting their little buds, putting their sap where it 
needs to be.  Then I will be thankful in spring when, without my help or even a nudge, they do 
their annual trick of blooming again.”                                                             Sarah Sayre 
 

“I am thankful for so many blessings.  
My family, my friends (old and new), my health, my home...” Shirley Cockey 

 

“Happy	  to	  be	  a	  friend	  –	  We	  are	  very	  happy	  to	  be	  members	  of	  the	  Claiborne	  Community	  
Association,	  even	  though	  we	  live	  in	  Sherwood.	  We	  have	  many	  friends	  in	  Claiborne	  and	  enjoy	  
many	  of	  your	  social	  events.“	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  John	  &	  Marge	  Richardson	  
	  

“We at the Fellinger abode are thankful for many, many, many things.   
Family and friends are always at the top of the list.” Terry Boos 

	  

“I	  am,	  I	  have	  concluded,	  most	  thankful	  for	  my	  family......”	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Alice	  Sewell	  
	  

What	  makes	  you	  smile…	  what	  lights	  you	  up…	  what	  makes	  you	  happy	  to	  be	  alive…	  
	  

“Flowers,	  family…”	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Stella	  Kabler	  
	  

“I’m glad I have people who care for me and love me.” Anna Kabler 
	  

“I	  am	  thankful	  for	  so	  many	  things	  these	  days,	  and	  I	  am	  especially	  delighted	  to	  live	  in	  a	  
community	  where	  a	  friend	  can	  address	  a	  card	  to	  me	  at	  the	  ‘Claiborne	  Post	  Office’	  and	  it	  gets	  
delivered	  right	  to	  my	  box!!	  How	  wonderful	  is	  that???”	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Patti	  Cruickshank-‐Schott  
 

“We're thankful for family, friends and every sunrise and sunset that finds us in 
good health.” Rob and Suzanne Todd 

 
“Yesterday	  Nico	  (our	  grandson)	  fell	  asleep	  on	  a	  bed	  with	  me.	  I'm	  thankful	  for	  that.”	  	  	  

Kirke	  Harper	  
	  

“Tom and I are thankful we are spending this Thanksgiving and Christmas as part 
of a great community and not packing and moving like this time last year.  

We moved in last December 28th.”  Terry Babb	   
 
 
 

And	  now…	  for	  something	  completely	  different…	  anonymous	  contributions…	  
 

“Something	  that	  made	  me	  laugh	  was	  on	  CNN.	  	  At	  a	  veteran’s	  reception	  a	  man	  burned	  an	  
American	  flag.	  Over	  two	  hundred	  war	  veterans	  were	  there,	  many	  handicapped	  from	  injuries	  
sustained	  in	  wars.	  So	  this	  flag	  burning	  idiot	  accidentally	  catches	  his	  pants	  on	  fire!	  He	  not	  only	  
caught	  some	  poetic	  justice	  but	  was	  arrested	  in	  the	  ER	  of	  a	  local	  hospital!”	  
 

“Dogs and Cats – but keep ‘em in because I saw a rabid raccoon in the daytime 
last week!! (It was near the woods near Shirley Cockey’s road.)” 

 

”A	  wonderful	  community	  you	  can	  always	  count	  on!” 
 

  

 
What are you  
thankful for  
this year… 
 


