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February Events 
Village Hall 

 

Association Board Meeting 
Tuesday, February 11th 7 PM 

All Welcome 
 

Third ANNUAL  
Valentines Making Party 

Thursday, February 13th 
for early birds and young chicks 

5:00-6:30 pm  
for artists, lovers, and diehards  

6:30-8:30 pm 
See article for details… 

 

Ladies Night 
Mondays 5 pm 

 

Movie Night 
Most non-frigid Wednesdays  7 pm 

 

 
Mark Your Calendar!!!! 

Saturday, March 1 
Potluck at the Village Hall 

 
February Birthdays 

 

Anna Kabler            February 13 
Susan Cornish         February 14 
Marie Deck             February 16 
Dan Higgins            February 27 
Curt Connelly          February 27 

 
 
 

Handy Harper’s  
Encore Movie Guide 
Easton Premier Cinemas 

Thursdays  1:00 4:00 & 7:00 
 

2/06   The Book Thief ���  
2/13   Mandela: Long Walk To Freedom ��� 
2/20   Dallas Buyers Club ���  
2/27   The Wolf of Wall Street ���  

 
 

 
Want to print the Clarion?  

Just click… 
 ‘Download Printable Newsletter’ 
at the top of the online version. 

 
 

 

 
Resiliency and Habitat of a Historic Coastal Village 

Mary Gregorio, Claiborne Association President 
 
An update on the proposal submitted to the Hurricane Sandy Coastal Resiliency 
Grants Program by Talbot County and the Claiborne Association: 
 
On 1/31/14 Talbot County, in collaboration with the Claiborne Association, submitted 
a proposal in the amount of $1.6 million (give or take a few dollars) intended to 
“Enhance the Resiliency and Habitat of a Historic Coastal Village” – Claiborne. 
 
In the weeks leading up to the submission, Jack Harrald, Kirke Harper and I 
continued to meet with County staff as well as potential local partners to develop the 
details of the proposal.  County engineering staff developed cost estimates for 
proposed work and, on 1/8/14, County Council approved the submission.  We expect 
to have a response from NFWF in early May, 2014. 
 
Between now and May, we invite you to speculate with us about the chances of 
being awarded the grant.  We travel between “not a snowball’s chance…” and 
“welllll, maybe…”.  Whichever way it goes, I am grateful for the opportunity to think 
with you about the wellbeing of the Claiborne village and to work toward preserving 
this unique little piece of the planet for our children and grandchildren. 
 
I’d also like to invite you to think about whether or not you’d like to be involved in a 
hands-on way if we are awarded the grant; and if you would like to be involved, in 
what way would you be. 

 
 
 
 
 

Third Annual Valentines Making Party 
Thursday, February 13th 

Village Hall 5-6:30 and onwards as well  
Early Bird Edition - The festivities will begin at 5:00. Please bring an appetizer or 
healthy snack to share We hope this will accommodate families who want to can get 
home for dinner and homework type stuff, since it’s a school night.  
 
Lovers Edition - About 6:30 We’ll put out some pots of 
soup and such. If you can, please bring bread, salad, 
dessert, if you plan to have supper here. Valentines 
making will continue throughout the evening.  
 
We’ll provide lots of materials to create with, but please 
bring scissors, tape and/or glue if you have some… 
doilies, red, purple, or pink paper, &/or heart punches 
that would be great too….   
 
You are welcome to come early and stay late, or to 
come for any part of the evening.  But please, DO 
come…  And bring your drink of choice… 

 
 



 
 

 
Kirke setting up Ice Dancer 
 ice boat photos by Jack Harrald 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
Jean Higgins… 

Jean was always nice…she and Dan had us over 
to dinner a few times…. Dan did a lot of the 
cooking….  Jean had a good sense of humor and 
was very liberal…  

  Renny Johnson 
 

I	  first	  met	  Jean	  Higgins	  in	  the	  late	  90’s.	  	  We	  
chatted,	   sitting	   on	   the	   bench	   at	   the	   old	  
“post	  office”.	  	   She	  was	  an	  avid	   reader,	   and	  
guided	  me	   to	   some	  good	  books.	  	   I	   so	  wish	  
she	  could	  have	  been	  in	  Claiborne	  when	  our	  
Book	   Club	   organized...she	   would	   have	  
treasured	  it.	  

	  	   Becky	  Otter	  
	  

I remember Jean Higgins as a very 
lovely, quiet spoken, little lady.  From the 
first time I met her she seemed like 
someone you would think of as your 
favorite aunt.  She and Dan made a 
darling couple.             Barbara Reisert 

	  

Ellie	  c	  

 
 

Ice Sailing after Sailing Lunch 
Patti Cruickshank-Schott 

Ice boats have been out on the Bay several times recently… first time in some years, 
I hear.  First time for me… ever! Sailors and enthusiastic spectators on this Thursday 
included: Jack Harrald, Bob Luff, Kirke Harper, Jake Flory, Renny Johnson, Michael 
Keene, John Scott, Kevin Garber, Mike Kabler, Eric Rubin, Bucky Buchanan, and (in 
spirit, of course) Jim Richardson…  
 

Even after Tuesday night's snow the boats were still moving (occasionally) with an 
ever so slight wind.  According to some, no matter the wind, it's magic to stand on 
the Bay… basically walking on water, under a blue sky, gazing at the curving lines 
the blades cut along the top of the ice… And it's certainly lucky to be alive on such a 
day... in such a place, with people such as these... 

 

Jake sailing away…. 

 
Claibornian Reunion in Florida!! 

Renny Johnson 
 

 
Remembering Jean Higgins 

 

Jean L. Higgins, 85, formerly of Claiborne, Maryland, passed away on Thursday, 
January 9 with her family by her side. She was born on August 4,1928 in Baltimore, 
Maryland, to Eugene and Pearl Scheufele. She attended the University of Maryland, 
earning a degree in social work, and later worked as a social worker in Baltimore. 
While at the university, she met her husband, Daniel G. Higgins Jr, and they were 
married on September 11, 1954. In addition to her husband, she is survived by her 
sister, Leslie Everheart of Kensington, and her children: Cynthia Westlake of 
Marietta, GA, Daniel G. Higgins III of Milton, MA, Ann Spicer of Atlanta, GA, and Kim 
Clark. Also surviving her are her grandchildren: Shane and Aubree Clark, Caitlin 
Higgins and Skyler Westlake. She was predeceased by her parents, brother, R. 
Wayne Scheufele, and grandson, Austen Westlake. 
 



	  
Edie	  Swallow,	  from	  the	  UU	  Fellowship:	  Jean	  
came	  to	  us…	  golly,	  what	  year…	  It	  could	  have	  
been	  1987.	  	  We	  had	  heard	  that	  this	  minister	  
was	   retiring	   to	   Claiborne	   and	   preaching	   at	  
the	   Methodist	   Church	   there…	   so	   we	   went	  
over	  to	  hear	  him…	  	  Dan	  started	  part	  time	  at	  
the	   UU	   and	   then	   became	   our	   full	   time	  
minister	   for	  10	  years.	   Jean	  was	   involved	  as	  
well,	   of	   course.	   She	   also	   took	   in	   her	  
granddaughter,	   Caitlin,	   as	   quite	   a	   young	  
toddler	  and	  did	  such	  a	  wonderful	   job…	  She	  
showed	   a	   lot	   of	   warmth	   and	   affection…	  
Caitlin	  had	  piano	  lessons	  and	  played	  here	  at	  
the	  Fellowship.	  	  Jean	  did	  a	  beautiful	  job….	  	  
	  

Jean	  was	   rather	   retiring	   and	   shy.	   	   She	   also	  
was	  a	  warm	  person,	  and	   I	   think	  spiritually,	  
she	   was	   quite	   deep.	   	   She	   was	   both	   very	  
much	   attached	   to	   Dan’s	   work	   and	   also	   a	  
woman	  in	  her	  own	  right	  before	  her	  time…	  I	  
think	   of	   her	   working	   hard	   and	   managing	  
even	   when	   at	   times	   she	   might	   not	   have	  
really	  had	  the	  strength…  
 

Gail Woodall, from UU: When I saw 
Jean’s obituary that brought her back to 
me….   I think of Jean as a part of a team 
with her husband, Dan. I remember we 
met for coffee at what used to be the 
Chesapeake Bagel Bakery.  We did that 
on a fairly regular basis for a while. I 
thought of Jean as very focused and 
caring….  

Many thanks to Judy Harrald for 
connections with folks at UU. 

Holden & Avery Walker   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
	  

	  
A Tribute to Jean Higgins 

by Beth Dawson  
 
She had been cousin Jean for a very long time and I loved her.  Raised 
Methodist, she would speak at our church on occasion.  And she gave great 
sermons.  I remember one about how approachable she believed Jesus was 
and how she liked to think of Him laughing with His head back, enjoying a good 
joke with friends. 
 
Cousin Jean was someone who truly promoted peace and she did so in her 
quiet, gentle, kind way.  I never heard her say anything unkind about anyone.  
And she was tolerant, non-judgmental, and accepting of people and all their 
idiosyncrasies.  She had not a cruel bone in her body.  She may not have 
agreed with some people’s views or some people’s religions, but she respected 
everyone.  And she was kind.  I don’t think she was capable of offending, much 
less hurting anyone. Cousin Jean honestly cared about people. 
 
In another sermon she spoke of sitting on her back steps, worrying about some 
problem she’d been dealing with.  She described looking at the trees and the 
sky and realizing that in one-hundred years, her problem would not matter, 
implying that in the scheme of things, what we go through and what we worry 
about, in reality, are insignificant… that God was in control and she was not 
going to worry! 
 
Cousin Jean has gone on to a wonderful place.  She has left this broken world 
with all of its maladies.  You go, girl!  While this world has lost one of the truly 
good ones, Heaven has gained a quiet, sweet little spirit who could teach us all 
something about being advocates of peace, tolerance, and honesty. 

 
 

Holden Michael and Avery Lucy Walker 
 

 [Editor’s Note: In a touching piece of synchronicity, the new owners of the 
Higgins’ Claiborne house gave birth to twins on the day Jean Higgins died.  I 
have a strong sense that we enter and leave through the same door… and so I 
imagine Jean passing wisdom and kindness on to Avery and Holden as their 
paths crossed that day…]  

 

Born January 9, 2014 
Happy parents - Kari and Aaron Walker 

and excited siblings –Colby, Campbell, and Landon Walker 
 

The Life of a Chesapeake Light-Keeper 
by Lewis R. Carmen 

 

Lew Carmen (See December 2013 Clarion) brought a copy of this article,  
written by his father in 1967, when we talked about his childhood years in Claiborne. 

 

MILES from land, a lightly choppy Bay, a few large yachts, some working sail and big 
merchantmen, seagulls soaring on a clear breeze… What’s there to do on a 
lighthouse? Plenty!  I’ll always remember a portion of the instruction manual that the 
United States Lighthouse Service distributed among us keepers: “No parts,“ it went, 
“will be painted to give them a clean appearance, where there is ample paint to 
protect the parts and same are dirty or dingy in appearance.  They shall be 
scrubbed.” 
     So we scrubbed.  And we washed and scraped and chipped.  And we painted, 
too, when necessary—all for the little efficiency stars and flags that were awarded by 
our inspectors. 
     Of course we had to care for the light itself.  Ours on the Holland Island Bar was a 
32-volt one powered by a generator, and there were lenses to clean, reflectors and 
lanterns to polish, machinery to keep in repair.  But all that was busywork—
necessary, but routine. 
     If the routine seems monotonous, the breaks in it were anything but.  Like the 
time we were nearly rammed by a Japanese merchant ship.  It was just before World 
War II.  The fog was as thick and murky as the water of a field stream after a 
thunderstorm.  Our horn was going, but the ship must not have heard us, for she 
plowed against the shoal, with a rumble that pumped vibrations up the slender piles 
that supported our lighthouse.  Fortunately what could have been a disaster began 
and ended with that rumble.  The ship hadn’t hit dead on, so her natural buoyancy 



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  

	  
	  

The 1938 picture above shows Mr. 
Carman with a model (he made) of the 

old Holland Island lighthouse in the 
Chesapeake.  He tells of some of his 

adventures there and also on the 
Bloody Point light, below 

 

	  
	  

	  

somehow enabled her to roll and straighten her course.  (An earlier keeper hadn’t 
been so lucky.  I recall reading in his log an entry stating that he was awakened one 
night by a jarring thud and crash.  He bolted out of bed to find the bowsprit of a 
sailboat poking through his window!) 
     Interesting visitors brightened the job considerably.  Arthur Godfrey stopped by 
once just to look around.  Another time James Roosevelt came aboard, but his visit 
wasn’t for pleasure.  The engine of his yacht had broken down and he wanted to get 
word to his father, who was on the presidential yacht in the Potomac. He was going 
to Annapolis and wouldn’t be able to rendezvous with him that night.  He didn’t have 
a radio, so he stopped to ask us to flash his message across the bay, which we did. 

 

RESCUING folks in trouble near our light was part of our responsibility. Once when I 
was keeping the Bloody Point light (it was in the mouth of Eastern Bay, at the 
southern tip of Kent Island) storm waves drifted a 45-foot fishing boat, its motor out 
commission, close to us.  We set out in our 19-foot open tender and picked up the 
nine people aboard her.  They had been bobbing around in the storm for six hours 
and were close to panic. 
     Nonemergency visitors were rare, though.  The lighthouses weren’t equipped to 
accommodate them and regulations pretty much prohibited them.  Our Holland 
Island light, for instance, had only two bedrooms—one for me and one for my 
assistant—and a kitchen.  The rest of the space was for storage.  We didn’t even 
have an indoor toilet.  (There was a “dependency” that protruded from the walkway 
that ringed the structure.) 
     Our furniture was sparse but adequate: a dresser in the bedroom, along with a 
single bed, a chair and a washstand with a porcelain top. 

 

IN the kitchen we had a table and three chairs and a two-burner oil stove for cooking.  
There was no refrigerator, so our food (which we had to buy ashore on our time off) 
had to be canned or salted.  But there were tricks: we could keep a roast of beef for 
a month if we cooked it and made a thick gravy.  We’d eat what we wanted, then 
submerge what was left in the gravy and put the whole works outside where it was 
cool.  We’d cut off slabs of it as we wanted them. 
     Passing ships would vary our diet a bit.  Men on banana boats would toss a whole 
stem of bananas overboard for us to retrieve, and some of the watermelon carriers 
would do the same thing.  Of course we had a free seafood market only 20 feet 
beneath us. 
     In the winter—and it could get mighty cold over that water—we tried to heat the 
place with a cast iron pot-belly.  It wasn’t too efficient, though.  I remember rolling out 
of bed of a morning, hitting that cold floor and having my feet almost stick to it until I 
could get to the kitchen where the stove was. 
     Every room of the lighthouse had a 275-gallon tank in which rainwater from the 
roof was caught. Whenever it looked like rain we’d scurry onto the roof and wash it 
as clean as we could get it.  The barrels got scrubbed when they got empty.  (Those 
roofs, incidentally, were made of flattened-out five-gallon oil tins.  They were painted 
so they’d show up against the land behind them.  Ours was red, but some were 
brown or other colors.) 
     You’ll notice that the Bloody Point and Holland Island lights were quite different 
from each other.  The one off Bloody Point was a cast iron affair with a basement 
filled with concrete.  The type on Holland Island Bar, called a screw pile light, was 
more common in the Chesapeake, but it had a weakness.  If there was a lot of ice 
this would pile up around the legs of the lighthouse, then when the tides got to work 
the ice would twist and snap the legs and carry the whole lighthouse sometimes for 
miles.  In 1935 or 1936 the one off Janes Island, near Crisfield, floated up and down 
Tangier Sound for three days before it finally sank. (The men stationed there had 
had sense enough to abandon it before it snapped.) 

 

I ENTERED the lighthouse Service in May, 1936, as a substitute keeper.  The next 
month I was appointed permanent keeper.  My family were never allowed to stay on 
the light with me but always lived in the nearest town.  We had eight days off every 
month, so I’d go ashore to be with them then.  Occasionally they’d come over to visit 
for a while. 
     Except for a few war years with the Coast Guard, I was with the service until 
1947.  Toward the end I got interested in radio, and finally quit the service to work full 
time with electronics.  It was a good move, I guess.  Only two of the lights, the ones 
at Thomas Point and Cove Point, are still manned.  The others have been pulled 
down or automated.  The lighthouse Service no longer exists, by the way.  All the 
lights are now under the jurisdiction of the Coast Guard.  

The Baltimore Sun Magazine, Sunday, April 2, 1967 
 
 



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
CLAIBORNE SURE DOES CARE! 

 

Take it from me, Barbara (Gimp) 
Reisert. I want to take a few minutes of 
your time and thank each and every one 
of you for the wonderful care I received 
in November, December and January 
from my fellow Claibornites.  Visits, 
cards, breakfast, lunch, dinner, 
vacuuming, mail delivery, furniture 
arranging, starting my car, rides to and 
from the doctor’s office, shampooing 
my hair – that felt ever so good, laundry, 
bathroom duties, feeding Hailey Mae 
and letting her in and out, washing 
dishes and lots of other things I can’t 
think of at the moment.    All of these 
you kind folks did for me, and I humbly 
thank you. 
 
My trip to the doctor on Monday, 
January 6th provided me with the good 
news I was hoping to hear: “You no 
longer have to wear the boot, the healing 
has taken place and you can once again 
drive”.   
 
I could not have gotten through this 
without each and every one of you and I 
shall never forget your kindness. 
Ever since I moved here I’ve known 
how special this village is.  Like no 
other place I have ever lived or hope to 
live, have I found such good people.     

Thank you, Barbara 
	  

	  
The	  BOOT	  is	  a	  thing	  of	  the	  past!	  

photo courtesy of Kathy Bosin 
	  

 
 

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

 
 
 
 

 

REMEMBRANCES OF MISS LIDA SMITH 
Transcribed by Martha Hamlyn in 2012, with original spelling & grammar 

 (Martha’s comments in blue.) 
Miss Lida Smith, who taught at the Claiborne School, wrote about Claiborne & McDaniel 
history in the early 1970s.  We’re excited to be sharing excerpts every month, and hope to 
flesh out some of the vague parts.  If you have knowledge that might help in adding to this 
endeavor while Martha is away, please contact Patti Cruickshank-Schott at 919-696-6630 or 

 awayhome@happynomad.com  
 

Remembrances Part 7(b) 
A SUCCESSFUL FERRY AND HOMES 

 
In early days the village was like a large family.  The center of interest was in the 
church and public school.  Parties were held in homes and in times of bereavement 
or sickness neighbors were always at hand to help.   
 

One instance stands out in my mind.  The infant twins, a boy and a girl, of Mrs. 
Florence Davis, were very ill.  The boy had died.  Neighbors flocked in.  When Mrs. 
William Erhardt came and sent them all home, then she put the very ill little girl in a 
bath of mustard water, stayed and took care of her until she was perfectly well.  This 
baby was none other than Evelyn Davis Faulkner, now Mrs. Broster Haddaway, and 
is a great-grandmother.  
 

Several homes have been built after the Claiborne-Annapolis ferry began to operate.  
The home of Capt. Dan Higgins and Capt. Gardner Higgins, also Harrington Smith’s 
home, were the first.  A hotel on the Bay, damaged by fire, was later bought from the 
Wyatt family, by Herman Nixdorf who made a lovely residence of the place.  At his 
death it passed into other hands.  The Lucin home, once owned by John Tunis, was 
purchased by a former owner who built it.  The Luttrell (purser on Cambridge) home 
is now occupied by the Hoffmans.  The Herbert Spence house by Mr. Edwards and 
the Usilton home by Reddicks.  (perhaps Helen Reddick now the Moorhead-Otter 
house) This place once had a small tea room run by Mrs. A. B. Northam.  Here 
Naomi Smith and Bernard Rich had their wedding breakfast.  
 

The Lindsay, West and John Jump homes have passed on to the family heirs.  The 
home near the ferry wharf was built by D. O. Clark who purchased the ticket office 
building of the abandoned ferry and made extensive additions, resulting in a 
beautiful home with attractive grounds, a compliment to Claiborne.  
 

Another large home on the water was built by Tony Cochran, later owned by Bert 
Genese and wife Bess.  After her death it was sold to Mr. Jerzinsky (Walter) of 
Baltimore for a summer home (now Glenn & Laura Madere).  The cottage on the 
shore was first the home of Dick Sinclair and wife, later sold and is now owned by 
the Mitchells (George & Betty – now part of John & Susanne Scott’s main house).  
Previously it was the home of Mrs. Cottingham.  The cottage built by William 
Marshall on main highway after passing into other hands is now owned by William 
Haddaway and occupied by Edgar Harrison and wife.  The Charles Kerper home 
(Brian & Cecelia Boos’?) Samuel Harrison and Osilee Warner homes are also a part 
of Claiborne. (Probably Dallas Harrison’s, now belonging to nephews, Edward & 
Richard Harrison.  Warner home still in family – Billy Warner’s) Not to forget the Bob 
Todd home built and owned earlier by Tom Tucker.  The cottage in a grove of pines 
back of the Timmons property was built by William Marshall and occupied at one 
time by the Dulin family is now owned by the Lambdin-Tucker family and rented. 
(Leverance house)  Not to be forgotten is the pavilion, which was built in the grove 
near the wharf.  Here were held picnics, dances, and political meetings.  The last 
one I remember was the late Gov. Ritchie who spoke to a large crowd of admirers.  
  

One home I seem to have forgotten was built for Billy Shores and family who has 
recently moved to Sherwood, being employed on Poplar Island.  This place was sold 
to Mr. Hirsh who recently bought Sherwood Forest.  The McQuay (known as 
‘Quack’) home was once owned by Walter Jarman, engineer on the B.C. & A. 
Railroad.   
 

One of the oldest houses in Claiborne stands at the corner where the Rich Neck 
Road meets the main highway (Tom Beaver & Susan Cornish).  At one time a 
section was added for a store but is now a part of the family residence.  It was once 
owned by Alpheus Wrightson.  At his death it was bought by his daughter from the 
estate.  It is now rented and owned by a resident of Delaware.  It has had many 
tenants but the present owner has let it go into disrepair and it is rather an eyesore 
to residents of our village.  It is now rented to Mr. & Mrs. Jurseky (Sarah Jurceka) 
who has improved the yard and inside making it more habitable.  



 

 

 
Andrei plays the tylynka to 

Solomia’s violin accompaniment 
photo Pete Gregorio 

 
 
 

Claiborne Cares… 
 

Where to send Dan Higgins a 
condolence or birthday card (2/27): 
  

  Winnwood Retirement Community 
  Sullivan Apt. 1220 
  100 Whitlock Avenue  
  Marietta GA 30062 
 
Where to send Marie Deck a 
birthday card (2/16): 
 

  7896 Godolphin Drive 
  Springfield, VA 22153 
 
Where to send Elva Gerlach a 
birthday card (3/1): 
 

  1805 Delaney Street 
  Virginia Beach, VA 23464 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
LOOKING AHEAD… 

 

March Birthdays 
 

Elva Gerlach    101!!       March   1 
Ted Jones                       March   9 
Suzanne Todd                 March  9 
Mike Kabler                     March 13 
Penny Rhine                   March 14 
Bea Wharton                   March 21 
Michael Haddaway         March 29 
 

If anyone in your family doesn’t 
have their correct birthday listed in 
the Clarion, please leave a note in 
Patti’s box & I’ll get it on the list… 

 

 
The Claiborne Concert Series Continues… 

 

Two members of the musical group, Gerdan, Ukrainians Andrei Pidkivka and Solomia 
Gorokhivska, gave an enthusiastic performance at the Claiborne Village Hall on 
January 28th.  It may have been cold outside, but they warmed us up quickly.  Solomia 
explained that the group is named after the type of necklace she was wearing. And 
like that intricate piece of jewelry, Gerdan wove many themes and types of music 
together from several countries. Gorokhivska dazzled on the violin and charmed us 
with her stories.  Pidkivka had lots of stories as well, and he played a number of folk 
flutes, some he had created himself - the beautiful sounding Romanian naj, a pan flute 
made of 25 bamboo pipes and beeswax, a wooden okarina, the tylynka, a 6 foot long 
carved shepherd’s flute with no finger holes, the Turkish ney, the Ukrainian sopilka, 
and a double flute (‘two instruments for the price of one  
musician’).  They played musical selections from a variety of Eastern European 
countries while explaining cultural commonalities and differences. During the concert 
Andrei shared that he’d been to Claiborne before, visiting his friend Peter  Korytnyk, 
who owns the old Miracle House property.  So we may see him again sooner than 
later… 

 

Many thanks to Gerdan and to Busy Graham of Carpe Diem and Claiborne’s Carrie 
Gould-Kabler, working with the Tilghman Area Youth Association, for continuing to 
bring diverse music to the Eastern Shore and especially to Claiborne!!  We have a 
third concert scheduled in April, and there are hints of others (maybe including the 
wonderful Chris Noyes…) 
 

 
Guest Percussionist  

All eyes are on Tyler Murphy as he watches for his cue… 
photo Busy Graham 

 
 

Do you know who in Claiborne 
lived in 15 places (give or take a few) 

during childhood??? 
 

Find out who, why, and more in the April Clarion…. 
 

 
 


