
Every week for the past 124 years, 
Laurel residents could count 
on reading their local news in 

the pages of the Laurel Leader (or the 
News Leader, as it was known from 1946 
to 1980). The newspaper transcended 
generations, and its name has become 
forever synonymous with our town, even 
for those who moved away years ago. 

For better or worse, the paper evolved 
over the years, and concerns about its 
future began to surface as early as 1997, 
when Patuxent Publishing Company—
which had owned the paper since 1980—

sold it to the Baltimore Sun. In 2000, 
Tribune Publishing acquired a number 
of newspapers, including the Sun and 
its subsidiaries. This past May, Tribune 
Publishing itself was purchased by Alden 
Global Capital, a hedge fund that is now 
the second-largest newspaper publisher 
in America, behind only Gannett. Within 
weeks of the deal, the writing was on the 
wall. And like so many other small-town 
newspapers throughout the country, the 
Leader saw its operations gutted after a 
remarkable 124-year history.

While no official announcement is 

planned, the Leader’s staff—which was 
essentially whittled down to only editor 
Katie McClelland in recent months—will 
be transferred to another paper in the 
Sun’s portfolio. The Leader will continue 
to be published with content from the Sun 
and other local papers owned by Tribune, 
but with no particular emphasis on Laurel.

Voices of Laurel wasn’t created to 
compete with the Leader. In fact, 
reporting on current news was something 
that The Laurel History Boys refrained 
from specifically for that purpose. But 
having the opportunity to publish a 

newspaper alongside the legendary 
Leader—and having it be so roundly 
accepted by readers—is a tremendous 
honor. With the end of the Leader comes 
new responsibility and a significant void 
to fill. As a small nonprofit organization, 
we have no delusions about replacing 
it. But as Laurel’s only remaining 
independent journal, we will strive 
to do what we can with our quarterly 
newspaper to try to fill that void. 

Readers are encouraged to contact 
us with their thoughts and ideas. 
(laurelhistoryboys@gmail.com)
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Life was much simpler in 1963. Kids played outside 
all day, only going home when they were called 
for dinner. As the dinner hour approached on 

February 6, Jimmy Goldsmith, 13, and his friend, Bobby 
Hinegardner, 8, were playing a game they made up called 
“deer.” They were the deer being chased by two other 
friends in the woods just south of Ellicott City, along 

College Avenue, a remote country road that was—and 
still is—well off the beaten track.  

They didn’t let the cold weather interfere with their 
game. Ellicott City’s average temperature for the entire 
month of February in 1963 was 18° Fahrenheit.  

With Jimmy’s dog on their heels, the pair ran down 
a short dirt road that was known as a local lovers’ lane 
and turned left, into the woods, scaling a small mound. 
They stood at the top and saw something in the shallow 
ravine below. Bobby told the Washington Star, “At first, 
I thought it was a dummy. Then I saw her hands and I 
knew it was a woman.” 

The boys had stumbled onto the body of Allene Carol 
Replane, who went by her middle name. Carol had 
been missing for 16 days, ever since her car was found 
abandoned about a quarter of mile from—and within 
sight of—the Snow Hill apartment she lived in with her 
husband, Bill, on Laurel-Bowie Road (Route 197). 

I’ve spent almost three years researching this 
crime. I combed through dozens of newspapers and 
web sites (Carol’s disappearance was reported across 
the country) and interviewed numerous people 
with knowledge of the Replanes (including Bill 
Replane, who is now 86 and retired in Florida). An 
explosive alternate theory based on a popular Netflix 
documentary series was explored and I informally 
tested some results from the police investigation. Most 
importantly, I analyzed (with help from police and 

other sources) the extensive FBI file on the case that—
after a two-year wait—was provided to me in response 
to a Freedom of Information Act request. Officially,  
sad to say, the case is as cold today as it was in 1963.  
But has my research uncovered the murderer? You be 
the judge. 

Carol and Bill Replane 
Carol Replane, 25 years old in January 1963, was 

the only child of Mr. and Mrs. Allen Johnson from 
Burgettstown, Pennsylvania. She had a degree from 
Muskingum College in New Concord, Ohio and did 
graduate work at Penn State.  

Bill Replane, 28 years old in 1963, is from Midland, 
Pennsylvania, graduated from Slippery Rock College, 
and also did graduate work at Penn State, where he  
met Carol.  

CONTINUED ON PAGE 26

Carol and Bill Replane, shortly before her murder.
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Hometown Newspaper Won’t Be the Same
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Voices of Laurel is published quarterly by The Laurel History Boys, Inc., a 501 (c) (3) nonprofit 
organization utilizing archival preservation, photography, oral history, and presentations to convey 
the historical experiences of Laurel, Maryland. Voices of Laurel is designed to bring together a diverse 
group of contributors whose common interest is Laurel—whether it be through history, current 
events, culture, or nostalgia. Contributors are Laurel residents past and present from a wide range of 
backgrounds and experiences. All submissions are voluntary. The views and opinions expressed in this 
publication are those of the authors. They do not purport to reflect the views or opinions of The Laurel 
History Boys, Inc. 

If you would like to be a contributor, please contact laurelhistoryboys@gmail.com. Individual stories 
are welcome, as are recurring columns. 
 
Donations help support our work, and are tax deductible. Sponsorship ads are also available.  
Contact laurelhistoryboys@gmail.com for information about featuring your business with a tax 
deductible sponsorship ad in Voices of Laurel.

© 2021 The Laurel History Boys, Inc. All rights reserved.
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floor of a popular New York nightclub called 
The Saint. Yours truly is on stage, drumming 

to a song called “My Corporation.” The cable network 
CNN is filming. It is the crazy 1980s, and I’m still in my 
twenties, when anything seemed possible.

Growing up in Laurel, I never envisioned that such 
a scenario could ever be possible. Like most teens, I 
listened to 1960s rock music and idolized bands like 
Cream, Jethro Tull, Creedence Clearwater Revival, 
and The Doors. Particularly interesting to me were the 
drummers: Ginger Baker, Clive Bunker, Doug Clifford, 
John Densmore. Just how they could pound out such 
complex rhythms was a mystery to me.

So, I boldly decided that I was going to join a local 
band as a drummer. But first, I needed to learn to play. 
From my Baltimore Sun paper route, I meticulously 
saved up enough to purchase a used set of drums from 
Chuck Parsons in Montpelier. My parents, of course, 
were apprehensive, thinking perhaps I would get into 
drugs by joining a rock group, not to mention that they 
would have to listen to me endlessly practicing in our 
basement.

Eventually jamming with the likes of Pat Dawson, 
Bob Jeschelnik, Donnie Mitchell, and Rick Norris, I 
honed my skills on the skins. These guys were already 
accomplished musicians, and when we decided to form a 
group called Tram (name of a British streetcar), I wasn’t 
sure if I could keep up. But I did, and we played the local 
Laurel scene—church gigs, school dances. One night, we 
even played at a fundraiser for then-Congressman Larry 
Hogan, Sr., father of the current governor of Maryland. 
My brother, Dave, did our light shows, and my friend, 
Mike Oakes, was our manager.

Fast-forward to when I moved to New York for 
graduate school in 1982. At Columbia University near the 
end of each semester, a live show called the follies would 
poke fun at the students, teachers, and curriculum. 
My roommates, also musicians, and I decided that 
our follies skit would be parodies of 1960s hits. The 
Searchers’ “Love Potion No. 9” became “Stock Broker 
on the Line” (“Don’t know whether I should sell or buy/
This crazy market’s gone up way too high”), the Beatles’ 
“Money” became “Gimme Money” (“I used to wear blue 
jeans and boots/Now it’s only Brooks Brothers suits”) and 
The Who’s “My Generation” became “My Corporation” 

(“Lived my life for capital gain/Watched my soul go down 
the drain”). Surprisingly, we became a hit on campus, 
and performed every semester.

When I graduated with an MBA and went to work  
at Grey Advertising on the Procter and Gamble 
business, I met like-minded account guys, amateur 
musicians who embraced the idea of music parodies. 
We put together a group called The Mnemonics and 
took Johnny Rivers’ hit “Secret Agent Man” and 
rewrote it as “Madison Avenue Man” (“Careful what 
you say/Lose your account today/Odds are you’ll be on 
the street tomorrow”), not only recording it as a song in 
the studio, but producing a music video to be played at 
the office Christmas party. Little did we know that a 
writer from Advertising Age would be at the party and 
would write us up in her magazine.

After that, things started to heat up. We got offers 
from other ad agencies to play at their parties. Problem 
was that we didn’t have much material. So, we furiously 
began to write and practice so that we could play as 
a live band. We called ourselves The VPs (as in vice 

Laurelite Achieves Rock Success in the Big Apple

b y  J I M CL A SH

PROFI L ES

VOICES OF LAUREL  |  SUMMER 2021 3

CONTINUED ON PAGE 32

PH
O

TO
S 

CO
U

RT
ES

Y
 O

F 
JI

M
 C

LA
SH

Marching to the Beat of a Different Drummer

RI
CH

A
RD

 F
RI

EN
D

As reported in the last issue of Voices 
of Laurel (Spring 2021), The Laurel 
History Boys formally requested 

that the Laurel Municipal Center be renamed 
in honor of former Mayor Joe Robison. Our 
request was received by the Mayor and City 
Council, and a favorable reply was sent to us by 
Mayor Craig Moe, who claimed to be very much 
in favor of the idea.

At a July 12th City Council meeting, a 
resolution entitled “City of Laurel Naming 
Policy for Parks, Recreational Facilities, City-
Owned Buildings, Streets, Alleyways and other 
City Assets” was introduced. Included was 
a draft outlining guidelines and procedures, 
none of which the city previously had in place 
when other city-owned sites were named—
including numerous buildings, streets, parks, 
and a community center. The process may 
now involve a written request and application 
filing fee, a city staff review, and input from a 
citizens advisory committee before reaching 
the City Council President for consideration. If 
supported, the nomination will then go before 
the Mayor and City Council, where it will 
require at least two public hearings before the 
City Council votes for a final approval. 

Joe Robison 
Update

E DITOR I A L

Under the leadership of former Mayor Joe Robison, the Laurel Municipal Center was created in 1993, allowing the City Council and staff to 
relocate from the crowded and antiquated C Street facility. In the wake of his passing, a request has been made to name the building in his honor.  
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M A R I A N QU IN N ’S L AU R E L

Marian Quinn, a local artist and framer for over 50 years, has a large collection of illustrations of historic and cultural sites in Laurel. She is also the owner of Fulton Art & Framing  
in the Cherry Tree Center at Routes 216 and 29. She will be a regular contributor to Voices of Laurel.

L AU R EL’S OLDEST HOUSE ,  M A IN A N D NINTH STR EETS (L AU R EL M USEUM)

T he Laurel Museum closed its 
doors due to COVID-19 on March 
14, 2020, and just over 15 months 

later, we re-opened on June 26, 2021. 
But the museum that we closed is not 
the same museum that we re-opened. 
The effects of a global pandemic and 
protests for social justice have changed 
us as individuals, as a society, and as a 
historical organization.  

So often, museums and historical 
organizations are stuck solidly in 
interpreting the past and valuing objects 
for their age and historical importance. 
History was something that happened in 
the past, not something that we experience 
and live through in our daily lives.  

One of the biggest lessons that LHS 
learned in 2020 was that we have a 
responsibility to collect items and stories 
related to the events as they happen. The 
tagline for the Laurel Historical Society, 
found in our logo, is Preserving Laurel’s 
Past for the Future. But with the national 
and international events of 2020–21, a 

we received and the willingness of so 
many people to share their experiences. 
In November, we held Community 
Collection Days, where the public came 
to the museum to donate items from the 
protests or responses to the pandemic. We 
wanted to capture the items and stories 
while they were still fresh in peoples’ 
minds and before ephemeral items such as 
posters and signs would be thrown away.  

These urgently collected items are 
the focus of the newly updated 2020 
exhibit, which commemorates the 150th 
anniversary of the incorporation of the 
City of Laurel. Visitors can expect to 
find new sections such as COVID-19 
in Laurel, Social Justice in Laurel, and 
The 150th Anniversary that (Mostly) 
Wasn’t, in addition to the 2020 displays 
including Building Faith in Laurel, That’s 
Entertainment, and Transportation.  

But the work of rapid response or 
urgent collecting is not new to the 
museum community nor just in response 
to pandemics. The first museum to 

more accurate representation of our  
work during the past 15 months would  
be preserving Laurel’s past—and present—
for the future.  

Although the museum doors were 
closed to the public, the staff and 
volunteers continued to work hard to 
transition programming and bring new 
resources to Laurel. And behind the 
scenes, we were busy collecting and 
documenting the community’s response 
to the pandemic. We asked businesses 
to save the signs that they had posted 
on their front doors related to pandemic 
closures or changes of operation. We 
took pictures of empty store shelves, 
socially-distanced lines at the post office, 
and highway signs encouraging “Mask 
On Maryland!”  

After the Black Lives Laurel protest 
in June, we put out the call to the 
community to send us their photographs, 
videos, signs, and banners that were used 
in the protests in Laurel or D.C. And we 
were awed by the generous response 

implement this initiative as a collecting 
strategy was the Victoria and Albert 
Museum in London. In 2014, they 
began an intentional collecting practice 
of acquiring items related to “major 
moments in recent history that touch 
the world of design and manufacturing.” 
Closer to home, the Orange County 
Regional History Center in Orlando, 
Florida, began their urgent collecting in 
response to the community’s outpouring 
of grief and healing in the wake of the 
Pulse nightclub shooting in June 2016.  

Many museums are now focusing 
not just on displaying items and stories 
from the past, but also including 
current events in their interpretations 
and encouraging the public to engage 
more closely and critically with what 
is on display. By participating in urgent 
collecting, museums can keep more 
up-to-date with the issues that their 
communities are facing and be in a 
position to collect items related to these 
events and support the individuals and 

History as it Happens: Urgent Collecting and the  
Re-opening of the Laurel Museum  

b y  A N N BE N N ET T

Document your life through pictures 
and videos, especially of places or 
situations that are out of the ordinary, 
like empty basketball courts or wearing 
masks outside.  

Keep a personal journal or diary 
filled with the details—people, places, 
and things—that you are experiencing. 
Remember, historians love details and 
descriptions! 

The Laurel Museum is evolving to 
be one of those past and future facing 
organizations. We will carry the lessons 

communities experiencing them.  
How can you make history as it 

happens? Let your voice be heard—both 
for your own records and for future 
historians! Here are some opportunities 
to contribute to the historical narrative:  

Download the COVID diary template 
from our webpage to track your 
experiences: laurelhistoricalsociety.org/
education. And if you want to donate 
your diary to the collection of the Laurel 
Historical Society, please email us at 
info@laurelhistoricalsociety.org.  

we learned from 2020 into the future and 
be active stewards of our community’s 
history as it happens, while encouraging 
and exploring different perspectives 
from across the Laurel community.  

Come back to the Laurel Museum 
and view our exhibits with a fresh 
perspective! Our summer hours are 
Saturdays and Sundays, 12-4 pm. The 
2020 exhibit has been updated and 
extended through December 19, 2021. 
And if you have any items or stories  
that you want to share with us related  

to your experiences during the last  
year, please reach out to me at  
director@laurelhistoricalsociety.org  
or 301-725-7975. 

Ann Bennett is an archaeologist, educator, 
and living historian who loves historic 
sewing, hearth cooking, kayaking, and 
crossword puzzles. She currently serves 
as the Executive Director of the Laurel 
Historical Society and as a Director for  
the Laurel Board of Trade. 
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Coffee Shops and Restaurants Offer Tasty Surprises 
Food

Recently I went undercover to the three coffee 
houses on Main Street. First was Ragamuffins. 
The pastries and muffins were excellent, and  

I like the atmosphere in there—sitting at the front 
window, reading the paper, watching the traffic and 
people walking by made me feel like I’m sitting in  
Times Square.

Sip at C Street Flats was nice, and they possibly have 
the best bagels in town. The frozen and iced coffees 
are the best in Laurel. It’s nice sitting outside on their 
terrace area sipping on a coffee on a summer morning

I really love More than Java—the owners are very 
friendly, great service, they make you feel welcome, 
and I like it when they call me “Mr. Wayne.” This is a 
must-stop for breakfast, lunch, or dinner. The breakfast 
platters and sandwiches are awesome and not that 
much more than McDonald’s. For lunch, I highly 
recommend the club sandwhich. For dinner, any of their 
platters will satisfy your needs.

So if you haven’t been to one of the Main Street coffee 
houses, you will be pleasantly surprised. 

As my late, great friend Johnny Floyd would say, you 
don’t have to go too far past Main Street to find some 
“good eats.” 

Let’s start with the Tastee Diner—or as some still 
affectionly call it, “Laurel Diner.” They have your typical 
breakfast fare: really big pancakes, they’re famous for 
their sausage gravy, and SOS. (We all know what that 
means.) And yes, they have scrapple.

For lunch, they have have great burgers and 
sandwiches. Get a bowl of gravy to go with your fries.

For dinner, they have good liver and onions, chicken, 
and the prime rib is amazing.

Now a good date night would be Olive on Main. You 
can get some of their great appetizers with a bottle of 
their finest wine, then order a couple plates of some 
great Mediterranean food.

Oliver’s Old Towne Tavern is a great place to throw 
a couple beers down while hanging out with friends. 
Watch football, baseball, or any sport that’s on, while 
enjoying their great bar food, burgers, dogs, or even a 
steak dinner.

Red Hot and Blue is my go to on Main Street for 
a nice dinner, and the best appetizers in Laurel. I 
recommend the nachos, wings, or potato wedges. The 
pulled pork, chicken, or beef sandwiches are very good. 
I highly recommend the burger, but if you’re really 
hungry, you can’t go wrong with their ribs, chicken, or 
fish—and be sure to sample all the sauces on your entree.

And for a sweet treat stop by High Five and get an ice 
cream or one of their great milkshakes.

My next stop was at Laurel Shopping Center. I’ve 
now been to Mad Cow three times. Being a creature  
of habit, the first two times I ordered burgers, wings, 
and fries. The burgers were very good—fresh, hot,  
juicy, and full of flavor. The wings were nice-sized  
and had a great flavor, so I would definitely come  
back for those.

As for the third time, I left my comfort zone and 
ordered something different. I went with the jerk 
chicken sandwhich, and it instantly became my new 
favorite sandwhich there. The kick of the Jamaican 
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herbs and spices combined with the sweetness of the 
cocoa bread gave it an excellent flavor—I enjoyed  
every bite.

I was one of those people who said I would never try 
oxtail, and now I apologize for anything bad I said about 
it. It tasted like the most tender, fall-off-the-bone pot 
roast you ever had. It was simply delicious.

I came here with a group of foodies from the “Laurel 
Area Take-Out” Facebook page, and they said you really 
have to try the brown stew.

I met one of the owners, Ed Reynoso. Also known as 
Chef Ed, he is a local product—he went to High Point 
High School and the University of Maryland. He was 
very cordial and I like the way he treats his customers 
and employees. He closes down every so often on 
holiday weekends so his staff can enjoy the holidays 
with their family.

If you’re a burger and wing guy like me, you would 
already like Mad Cow. But if you would like to try some 
excellent Jamaican cuisine, you’ll be in for a treat.

Wayne Carr is a lifelong resident of Laurel and a  
1981 Laurel High graduate. Working route sales  
for a number of years allowed him to visit many 
restaurants in the tri-state area, which prompted  
him to begin doing food reviews for fun nearly ten  
years ago. Wayne’s reviews became popular on social 
media, and he began hosting Facebook Live videos  
from restaurants throughout the region. 

The first Rosenwald school was dedicated in May 
1913 in Loachapoka, Alabama in Lee County. There was 
no principal as the overseer was the state of Alabama. 
The initial school year was only three months. The 
curriculum was reading and arithmetic only. Julius 
Rosenwald contributed $300 to the project, whereas 
the community—Black and White folk—raised $942.46 
through fundraising, i.e., sale of chicken dinners, cash, 
and pledges. It was a powerful story of community 
cooperation. The school was closed in the 1950s. 
According to county residents, “down the road a piece 
in Notasulga, AL, the birthplace of another famous 
African-American author, Zora Neale Hurston, sat the 
Shiloh Baptist Missionary church, and home of another 
Rosenwald school.” 

Other schools built during the 1920s and 30s are still 
standing as keepsakes of close to 5,300 schools staffed 
by Black communities for Black students across the 
U.S. south. They represented the sole opportunity for 
education beyond sixth grade, emphasizing trades for 
males and domestic arts for females. A century later, 
project organizers envision these schools as cultural, 
educational, and historical facilities. Rosenwald 
schools were built in states from Texas to Virginia and 
Maryland, and Florida to Oklahoma, where Julius was 
touted as a civil rights champion. 

Rosenwald’s work not only included education 
but spanned into fields such as improvement of race 
relations, school construction, and support for training 
persons in medical care for African Americans. 

In the second part of this story, which will appear 
in the next edition of Voices of Laurel, you will read 
testimonies from former students who attended 
Rosenwald schools and testify as to the powerful 
effect that education has had on their lives. You may 
be surprised by the names of persons affected by the 
Rosenwald schools. 

My thanks to Phyllis Renders, Delores Nash-Hicks,  
Carlton Brooks, Sister Christine Wilson, Prince George’s 
County Historical Society, Monica Sturdivant, Fisk 
University, Tony Clyburn, Bill Allen, Sister Cheryl Vaughn, 
Steve Johnson, Montgomery County Historical Society, Lee 
County (AL) Historical Society, Lora Fletcher, and Professor 
Catchings at Howard University for their assistance.  

Charles Clyburn, a resident of Laurel for 20 years, is a 
storyteller of African American folktales and a television 
and voice over actor.

a wide range of causes, his chief concern became Negro 
education (or the lack of) in the southern U.S. of A.  

After reading Booker T. Washington’s book 
entitled Up from Slavery, Rosenwald met the author 
in 1911 and later became a trustee of the Tuskegee 
Normal Industrial Institute (later to be known as 
Tuskegee University) which was founded by Booker T. 
Washington, a former slave. Washington graduated from 
Hampton University and received an honorary doctorate 
degree from Harvard University. He has been quoted as 
saying “White folks and Black folks are as separate as 
fingers—but are stronger when made into a fist!”  

These two, the White Jewish millionaire from 
Chicago and the Black scholar, generally accepted as the 
leading intellectual of the 19th century, discovered their 
mutual desire was to have “our children have a better 
education.” Together, they formed the Rosenwald Fund, 
administered by the Tuskegee staff.  

The purpose of the fund would be to create, in the 
words of Julius Rosenwald, “an incentive for Southern 

states to meet their responsibility to provide 
decent public schools for Black children,” 
according to Mary Hoffschwelle, a professor at 
Middle Tennessee State University and expert on 
the schools endangered in 2002 by the National 
Trust for Historic Preservation. 

“The Rosenwald Fund was a real shot in the arm 
to help with this,” stated Sonja Ingram, field service 
manager for Preservation Virginia, a Richmond-
based nonprofit.  

By 1920, the burgeoning construction program 
was under the capable direction of architect and 
presidential advisor to Woodrow Wilson, Robert 
Robinson Taylor, (great grandfather of Ms. Valerie 
Jarrett, advisor to President Barack Obama). Mr. 
Taylor was the first African American graduate 
from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology 
(MIT) and whose face adorns a Black History 
United States stamp. 

As the need arose, the creation of the 
Rosenwald Southern Office in Nashville was run 
by Samuel Leonard Smith, who had a decade of 
experience administering Tennessee’s Negro 
rural school program and had a keen interest 
in country schoolhouse design. Construction 
plans incorporated the most up-to-date designs 
in American rural school architecture. All the 
schools were centers of small communities. 
To maximize natural light, the plans included 
suggestions for window placement , desk 
orientation, blackboard location, and other 
arrangements. 

What is a “Rosenwald” School? 

b y  CH A R L E S H .  CLY BU R N

The Lost Art of Storytelling

Another Little-known Black History Fact (Part 1) 

This subject matter will be addressed in at least 
two columns due to the immense volume of 
information uncovered during my research 

efforts. This is Part 1—stay tuned for future columns on 
this subject. 

Let me introduce you to Julius Rosenwald, born 
on August 12, 1862, in Springfield, Illinois, the son 
of a Jewish-German immigrant who had risen from 
peddler to partner in a clothing concern. After leaving 
high school, he spent his apprenticeship years working 
with family members until his brother-in-law, Aaron 
Nusbaum, suggested they buy out Sears, Roebuck. In 1909 
Julius became president of Sears and went on to amass a 
personal fortune which stood at $200 million, becoming 
known as one of America’s leading philanthropists. 
Publication of his biography in 2005 by his grandson 
estimated Rosenwald’s fortune at close to $2 billion.  

Given the state of financial ease, he stepped down 
from the presidency in 1924 but remained the Chairman 
of the Board of Directors. While Rosenwald supported 

Julius Rosenwald and Booker T. Washington at Tuskegee Institute 
in 1915. Photo courtesy of the Special Collections Research Center, 
University of Chicago Library

http://www.leaguelineup.com/glusc
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As Laurel begins to rebound with the easing 
of COVID restrictions, Venus Theatre on C 
Street, where Helen Hays Theatre Artist Award 

winner and founder Deb Randall carved a creative niche 
in 2006, is preparing for a comeback. Last month, Mayor 
Craig Moe notified Randall that the “Main Street Strong 
COVID-19 Small Business Grant Program” had awarded 
the nonprofit theatre $25,000 for HVAC improvements 
that Randall describes as a state-of-the-art, 98% pure air 
quality upgrade. 

Since the year before Mayor Moe appointed the 
City of Laurel Arts Council—and five years before 
city officials designated the Arts and Entertainment 
District—Randall has passionately pursued a feminist 
mission to set flight to the voices of women and children 
by producing “unapologetic theatre” in Laurel.  

Collaborating with playwrights from all over 
the country, she has produced 70 original off-off 
Broadway works and scored numerous awards until 
COVID shut theatres down. Randall’s courage and 
creative community spirit persevere despite dark days 
and monsters.  

Almost five years ago, her close friend, D.C. actress 
Tricia McCauley, was raped and murdered on 
Christmas Day—a tragedy that plunged Randall into  
a spiral of grief and inspired her to write, produce,  
and perform Living and Dying with Tricia McCauley  
at Venus in 2018. 

And then came COVID. 
Venus is the longest running regional women’s 

theatre in the country and had just reached its 20-
year milestone in February 2020. A month later, 
performance arts venues were forced to close due to 
COVID. Behind closed doors, Randall crafted masks 
and PPE gowns for front line workers and donated or 
recycled many used sets, props, and costumes. 

This past May, she announced on Facebook that 
Venus (which is supported largely by donations) had 
received a $6K grant from the Nora Roberts Foundation 
to “scrub the ceiling and floor and make them ready to 
repel Covid and all other germy/viral things.” 

Randall also collaborated with Bernadette’s House 

Deb Randall Fights to Keep  
Venus Theatre Afloat  

COM M U N IT Y
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We asked Joe Murchison, retired 
executive director of Side by Side and 
former editor of the Laurel Leader:

What is your favorite way 
to unwind in the summer?

Joe Murchison is enjoying finding a new rhythm 
in retirement. When he’s not “on vacation 
somewhere,” one of his favorite ways to unwind 

during fair weather at home in Laurel is playing tennis 
at McCullough Field. He and his regular opponent, 
Mike McLaughlin (a retired Old Town columnist for the 
Leader), have set a goal of hitting 25 balls in a row.

“Playing tennis helps me remember when I was 
young and strong and keeps me hopeful that I’m going 
to make my big comeback,” he says. 
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M y father was a career NSA cryptologist and 
a U.S. Navy veteran who spent his career 
traveling the Northern Hemisphere on 

business with the United States Government. We’d 
done a tour with him in Hawaii on Oahu and had just 
returned home to the Washington area. We were living 
in Arlington down the street from my grandparents in a 
modest two-bedroom apartment before moving to Laurel 
in September of 1963. 

We looked for places to live all over Prince George’s 
and Montgomery counties before settling in Laurel. In 
those days, Laurel was still small town—yet teeming 
with growth. Lots of apartment complexes and housing 
developments were going up. Laurel Plaza was but a 
plan and ground had not yet been broken. The Laurel 
Shopping Center was relatively new. The Hecht Company 
was in a steel frame across the parking lot scheduled to 
open in the summer of 1964.  

McDonald’s on Route 1 was a rare treat. My father 
loved Little Tavern hamburgers a mile or so away. I hated 
the onions. 

We looked at a number of apartment complexes around 
Laurel. At the time, there weren’t all that many. In 1963, 
you had Laurel Pines, Steward Manor, Laurel Park, 
Village Square North, Snow Hill Apartments (Town 
& Country), and Mistletoe Gardens, to name a few. My 

mother was particularly fond of Steward Manor, which 
was where we landed in October of 1963. 

One month later, President John F. Kennedy was 
assassinated in Dallas. 

Steward Manor (SM) was new at the time—modern 
by most standards. The apartments were fresh and 
clean with hardwood floors and fully tiled bathrooms. 
Kitchens had stainless steel-trimmed metal cabinets. SM 
didn’t have balconies. My mother didn’t want us doing 
daredevil stunts off the balcony that would have landed 
us in the ER or the morgue. Steward Manor was safer. 

SM also had air conditioning, which was 
unconventional at the time because there were plenty 
of hot apartments out there to choose from. Every place 
we had ever lived didn’t have air conditioning and those 
miserably hot Washington summers were hell if you lived 
in a small apartment over a boiler room. We’d come into 
cold air on a hot steamy afternoon and wonder why it was 
so chilly inside. My mother liked it butt cold. Steward 
Manor also had in-building incinerators, which were 
unique—and apparently short-lived. Just walk out into 
the hallway, open the door, and dump your trash down 
the chute. Didn’t matter what you were throwing away, 
including toxic substances like plastics and used up 
cans of spray paint. Whenever I smell burning plastic or 
paper, I think of Steward Manor and those incinerators. 

Maintenance personnel at SM would come around and 
light the incinerators. Smoke would come billowing out 
of the chimneys around the complex. 

Steward Manor’s walls and floors were plenty thin. 
You could hear neighbors playing their stereos or a kid 
bouncing a hard ball on the bedroom floor above. I could 
also hear a neighbor beating the crap out of his son below. 

Because SM was built as a Civil Defense shelter 
during the Cold War, the buildings were connected 
underground by a series of tunnels, basements, and 
laundry rooms. Great fun for kids playing hide and go 
seek. There isn’t a single square foot of SM basements 
kids hadn’t explored. And, confound it, those locked 
doors we couldn’t penetrate—it was always a mystery 
what was on the other side. 

We lived in Phase 1 of SM, which was the first phase 
built in 1958. At first, it was #204 at 104 Sharon Court, 
then, #301 upstairs where my mother could keep an 
eye on us on the playground. I’d gaze out my bedroom 
window on the back of the building and look at Steward 
Tower, wondering what it was like to live up there. In our 
building, there were the Griffins in #101, the Pomerantzs 
in #104, the Troutmans in #302, and the McGills in #203 
just to name a few. 

Moving to Laurel

COM M U N IT Y
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An aerial view of Steward Manor and Steward Tower apartments in 1964, shortly before the development of Laurel Plaza Shopping Center and Route 197. 
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Witches Vanish, a powerful piece written by experimental playwright Claudia Barnett premiered at Venus Theatre.

Voices on  
the Street
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JOE MURCHISON



VOICES OF LAUREL  |  SUMMER 202110 VOICES OF LAUREL  |  SUMMER 2021 11

Timing is everything. 
Or is it location? Or 
opportunity? One thing 

we know for sure is that when 
any of these factors are present, 
good things happen. My female 
peers and I had access to an 
abundance of opportunities 
by merely having grown up 
in Columbia, Maryland in the 
1970s and 80s. However, we 
did not realize how that timing 
and location had contributed to 
the athletic opportunities we 
were fortunate to enjoy or the 
role our participation in sports, 
specifically soccer, played in 
the evolution and growth of 
the game for girls in Central 
Maryland.

In 1972, landmark legislation 
preventing the exclusion, on 
the basis of sex, of anyone from 
participating in “any education 
program or activity receiving 
Federal financial assistance,” 
had just been signed into law. 
This had huge implications 
regarding the opportunity 
for girls to play sports in high 
school and college.  

The opportunity to play 
on a variety of sports teams 
was something that I took 
for granted. My brother and 
I had joined our Columbia 
Neighborhood Swim League 
neighborhood team in the 
summer of 1972. I began playing 
recreational girls’ soccer, which 
was already a very popular 
sport in Columbia, while I was 
in middle school.  

We girls did not realize how 
unique our participation in a 
local soccer league was for the 
times and the sport, itself. 

The Soccer Association of 
Columbia (SAC) originally 
began in 1971. The SAC league 
was structured in the way in 
which Columbia was built by 
neighborhood and village. From 
the start, there were boys’ and 
co-ed teams divided by skill 

yearbook, “The fall of 1977 
was the first season of play 
under the coaching of Robert 
Parker, a new teacher to OMHS. 
The Scorps were the first 
high school in the county to 
form a girl’s soccer team with 
the hopes that other county 
schools would do the same 
in future seasons. With only 
four games scheduled, two of 
which had to be cancelled, the 
team concluded the season 
with no victories.” One of 
their two games was covered 
by a member of the yearbook 
staff. There was a photo in the 
yearbook of their game against 
Pallotti, located in Laurel. 

There were players from at 
least two other Howard County 
public high schools hoping to 
field teams that fall, but issues 
of finding qualified coaches who 
worked for the school system—a 
requirement for coaches—was a 
stumbling block. 

Oakland Mills, Wilde Lake, 
and Centennial had “plenty of 
interested girls—but they have 
no coaches,” according to a 1977 
Columbia Times article that also 
noted many of the girls who 
wanted to play ended up trying 
out for the boys’ teams at their 
schools. 

At OMHS, the 1978 
yearbook shows that there 
was one female on the boys’ 
junior varsity soccer team, 
“Sophomore Kathy Canning, 
who scored a goal in the fiercely 
contested match against cross 
town rivals Wilde Lake.” 
Canning would go on to play the 
next season for the Scorpion’s 
first girls’ varsity soccer team. 
And junior Joanne Crader made 
the boys’ varsity team. 

The Centennial High School 
1978 yearbook showed that  
one girl made the JV boys’ 
team, as was also noted in the 
Times article. 

Meanwhile, the soccer spark 
was flickering in area private 
schools, as well. According to 
Pallotti’s 1978 yearbook, the 
Fall of 1977 was their girls’ 
soccer team’s first season, 
too. The team fared better at 
finding competition to play and 
finished with a winning 8-2-1 
season record. 

level and age group for youth 
starting as young as 8-9 years 
old. Coaches were drafted 
from among the parents of 
the players. Neighborhood or 
village teams played games on 
the weekends against other 
neighborhood or village teams. 

By 1975, there were over 700 
players registered for the Spring 
soccer season, and, as Fall 
registration opened, the youth 
program had been expanded 
from three age divisions to 
four. The need for practice and 
game fields to accommodate the 
growing number of teams was 
considered the only limiting 
factor to the growth of the sport 
at that time. 

Clearly, soccer was thriving 
and the attention the sport 
garnered was rising. It did not 
take long for travel teams to be 
selected from the most talented 

In the fall of 1978, the year 
that Title IX compliance was 
mandated, the number of 
Howard County public high 
schools offering girls’ varsity 
soccer rose to four: Oakland 
Mills, Wilde Lake, Centennial, 
and Howard High.

Ellen Duncan recalls being 
asked by her sister to try out 
for the team as a freshman 
because she was an experienced 
goalkeeper. She ended up 
making the first-year varsity 
team and played with her sister, 
who was a senior. Female high 
school soccer players would 
begin to enjoy rivalries like 
their male counterparts. The 
nascent in-county competition 
meant that SAC players on 
travel teams and recreational 
teams outside of school became 
competitors during in-county 
high school games. 

Insight into our good fortune 
in access to sports eluded us. 
We did not know how good 
we had it. I played soccer 
and swam on swim team for 
years before heading into high 
school. In the fall of 1979, my 
sophomore year, I tried out for 
the team. I did not know there 
was a girls’ soccer team my 
freshman year or I probably 
would have tried out for it. I 
was excited about the team 
because I had learned that my 
Spanish teacher was going to 
be the new coach. She was the 
first female girls’ soccer coach 
at OMHS. 

We had a full slate of 
competition, with four other 
county high schools fielding 
teams for the varsity season. We 
played each county opponent 
twice. Plus, we played three out-
of-county games against Pallotti, 
Stone Ridge, and Holy Child. 

I did not realize at the time 
that my team was only in its 
second year as a varsity sport 
and third year as a high school 
girls’ sport. Since many, if not 
all the girls, had years of SAC 
soccer experience, we did not 
feel like a new team to me. As 
Ellen observed, “We didn’t 
know that there was no one 
above us.” 

Opportunity was par for the 
course growing up in Columbia, 

players in the neighborhood 
league. 

Unfortunately, the sport was 
slower to rise at the high school 
level. By 1975, boys’ varsity 
soccer was offered in several 
high schools, and a group of 
parents were seeking to add 
junior varsity teams. 

Indicative of that struggle to 
play, a Wilde Lake High School 
junior filed a lawsuit against 
the Maryland Public Secondary 
Schools Athletic Association 
and state and county school 
officials for discrimination 
because she was not allowed 
to try out for the boys’ varsity 
soccer team. In the Columbia 
Flier, the student is quoted as 
saying, “If there had been a 
girls’ team, this wouldn’t have 
come up,” and that she and the 
two other girls cut from the 
try-outs, “had asked for a girls’ 

which was still in its youth as a 
“new city.” Many of the things 
we did as girls growing up were 
doable by virtue of having never 
met closed doors, glass ceilings, 
or any of the other euphemisms 
for gender inequality. To us, the 
doors were not closed because we 
were female, they were simply 
not built yet. As Ellen would add, 
“we were [part of] a pioneering 
age group,” in that regard. 

The proliferation of 
opportunities and teams in 
girls’ soccer was like a wave 
gathering strength that built 
pressure on the system to 
provide teams, competition, 
and, finally, championship 
play. The sheer numbers of 
female participants led to the 

soccer team but were told it was 
not possible because there was 
no teacher available to coach 
the team and there were no 
other girls’ soccer teams in the 
county to provide competition.”

When I got to high school, 
a friend, a year older than 
I, did what today may have 
been considered knocking 
down a barrier, but at the time 
was really simply creating 
opportunity by questioning why 
there was not a girl’s soccer 
team at the school.

She arrived at Oakland Mills 
High School (OMHS) in August 
of 1977 to find there was no girls’ 
soccer team. The girl’s varsity 
field hockey coach, Ms. Gise, 
told her if she could get a team 
together, she would find a coach 
and supply uniforms and a field. 
My friend had to look no further 
than to her SAC teammates and 

fast rise of the sport in Central 
Maryland. Although not every 
girl who wanted to had the 
opportunity to play in high 
school, despite having played 
in a youth league, every one of 
them contributed to that wave.

Looking back, it seems we 
were not only building those 
doors, but the structures around 
them; as we were the “sparks” 
igniting the start of girls’ high 
school soccer programs that led 
to increasingly more schools 
fielding teams and, eventually, to 
higher-level championship play 
and opportunities to compete at 
the collegiate level and beyond. 
As we now realize, we cannot 
ignore the role that timing, 
including legislative good 

their soccer friends and fielded 
a team. She noted that their first 
coach, a male teacher, did not 
know the game, but the girls 
did. The team began as a junior 
varsity team.

Once the team was 
established, Ms. Gise sought 
to schedule games both in- 
and outside the county. As my 
friend recalled, “we played 
two games that season, both of 
which seemed quite far from 
school, because there were no 
other high school girls’ soccer 
teams in the county. And we 
were the first girls’ soccer team 
in a public school in the state of 
Maryland.” She observed that, 
“the team was created in the 
minutes before the spark was 
lit,” as girls’ high school soccer 
teams began springing up 
around the state and country.

According to the 1978 OMHS 

fortune, and location had in 
creating the opportunities for us 
to play, and the role we played in 
creating the chances for the next 
generation of girls to play.  

Angie Latham Kozlowski is a 
U.S. Masters swimmer with the 
Columbia Masters. When she 
is not swimming, she is often 
researching and writing about 
her family history or historical 
topics of interest to her, growing 
her own luffa sponges and 
blueberries in her backyard 
garden in Ellicott City, and 
actively promoting sustainable 
and Earth-friendly practices.

COM M U N IT Y

In the Minutes Before the Spark Was Lit
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1979 team. Bottom row, left to right: Heather MacDonald, Patricia McBirney, Angie Latham, Joni Levinson, Jill Neyman. 
Second row: Yon Hae Nam, Carla Ceccarelli, Traci Stovall, Ann Boussy, Alisa Robinson, Carmen Peoples, Sharon Sullivan, 
Daiquiri Sartor. Top row: Manager Ellen Goheen, Kirsten Niemann, Diane Yodzis, Cathy Duncan, Michelle Macy, Donna 
Neale, Liz Frye, Brenda Yienger, Karen Brown, Ellen Duncan, Coach Cynthia Carson.

1978 team. Bottom row, left to right: Brenda Yienger, Abby Warshaw, Ellen Duncan, Liz Frye, Diane Yodzis. Second 
Row: Lori Percivalo, Natalie DeWitt, Anne Duncan, Carmen Peoples, Laurie Barr, Manager Keith Newman. Top row: 
Coach William Scotti, Terry True, Anne Grylewicz, Kathy Canning, Claire Micheel, Lisa Robinson, Donna Neale, Wendy 
Williams, Manager Jackie Richards.

The 1977 Oakland Mills High School girls’ soccer team. Bottom row, left to right: Whitney Harvey, Fran Wilder, Lori Buie, Cindy Hoffman, Beth Weingarten, Abby 
Warshaw, Jessie Newburn, Kathy Geraughty, Laurie Barr, Manager Cindy Sebastian. Top row, left to right: Coach Robert Parker, Wendy Williams, Cheryl Whelan, 
Lori Percival, Anne Duncan, Susie Kidd, Terry True, Rose Kalinock, Kim Merta, Wendy Somerville, Claire Micheel. (Photos courtesy of Angie Kozlowski)
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F  ew people notice the roofs in 
Laurel, but since roofing has been 
my trade for the past 16 years, I 

can’t help but notice a roof everywhere I 
go, and Main Street is no exception. With 
today’s increase of cookie-cutter homes 
and new developments, it’s uncommon 
to find in one place multiple styles of 
roofing as we see on Main Street in 
Laurel. There is a unique set of roofs that 
you won’t typically find all in one place. 
Aside from the most common shingles 
that we are all familiar with, there are 
buildings that have slate, tin shingles, 

roofing industry, where the demand for 
skilled roofers increased, making labor 
costs increase. At the same time, the 
leading manufacturer began limiting its 
selection of tin shingles. In addition, the 
asphalt shingle began to surface, which 
was a less expensive alternative.

Slate
Since slate is a higher commodity 

in the roofing world compared to tin 
shingles, you’ve probably seen older 
structures in Baltimore with these 
types of roofs. But to Laurel, they are 
not as common. Yet on Main Street, 
we do see a few roofs that still have 
slate, which is common among cities 
that want to preserve their historical 
appearance. St Philips Episcopal 
Church on Main Street is one of them.

Most of the new slate roofs you 
see in Maryland today come from 
the slate quarries in Vermont. These 
quarries are almost 200 years old and 
started as a producer of slate for school 
supplies such as slate tables and pencils. 
Later, as the demand for slate roofs 
increased, they began to switch over the 
production to roofing slate.

Slate is one of the longest-lasting 
roofing materials available, easily 
lasting past 100 years with the proper 
maintenance. Slate can come in 
different shades and can be up to 2 
inches thick, but this is not as common 
to find. A slate roof requires a special 
skill set to install and even to walk on. 
Some companies specialize only in 
slate roof replacements. So, with all the 
unique features of slate, manufacturers 
have started producing synthetic slate 
that has a similar appearance to actual 
slate and is easier to work with. You can 
see a difference between the synthetic 
and natural slate, but it requires a 
trained eye because the difference is 
very subtle.

Around 1300 A.D the first recorded 
slate roof was installed on a home in 
North Wales, England. Slate roofs 
didn’t appear in the United States until 
the 1600s and the first quarry didn’t 
open until 1785. This means before the 
quarry was started, they had to bring 
the slate from far away. Today, there 

time and outlived multiple flat roofs.
These tin shingles have a design 

imprinted on the metal to represent 
a cedar shake roof style. This specific 
style of metal roofing is no longer mass-
produced in the U.S. and the parts to 
replace this type of roof are hard to come 
by. There are other types and styles of 
metal roofs available though, because 
in general metal roofs have a great 
reputation for lasting a long time. With 
the proper maintenance, these roofs can 
last well past 50 years.

One of the first metal roofs to be 

installed in the U.S. was in 1857. At the 
time, these tin shingles were embossed 
to imitate tile and wood, offering a more 
affordable option for homeowners. 
Nowadays, the most common metal roof 
is a standing seam metal roof, which can 
also be seen on some of the buildings on 
Main Street.

After the Civil War, a large majority of 
people switched over to metal shingles, 
getting away from the wood. In part, the 
change was due to the fare resistance of 
the metal roof.

In the 1930s, there was a shift in the 

and designer architectural shingles made 
to look like slate.

Tin Shingle
One of the last 

roofs of its kind 
in Maryland, the 
379 Main Street 
professional 
building has a tin 
shingle roof around 

the outside of its hidden flat roof. While 
the flat roof has been replaced in recent 
years, the tin shingle has stood the test of 

are local suppliers in Maryland who 
sell slate from quarries in Chine. But 
Vermont is the largest producer of slate 
for this area.

In the 1900s, slate roofing peaked 
because, again, with the rise of asphalt 
shingles, slate became less popular. 
Slate comes with a much higher 
price tag than asphalt shingles so it’s 
understandable. The typical places  
you will see slate these days will  
be on historical buildings that are 
preserving its original look, such as 
churches in Baltimore or the Capitol 
building in Annapolis.

Terracotta Roof Tiles
Last, we see only one building on  

Main Street with terracotta tiles. These 
are also one of the rarest roofing tiles 
in this area, more commonly found in 
warmer climates.

Clay tiles can be found all over 
the world from China to Rome, from 
Baltimore to Florida. For thousands of 
years, these tiles have been used for 
roofing. Archeologists have found proof 
that tile roofing was on the east coast as 
early as 1585.

With only a handful of clay tile roofs 
in Maryland today, Main Street in 
Laurel surprisingly happens to be one of 
them. So hopefully next time you drive 
through Laurel you will enjoy noticing 
all the unique roof styles that are 
covering the buildings.

Stephen Taylor started at RoofPRO 
in 2006 and quickly rose into 
a leadership role due to being 
extremely knowledgeable and a great 
communicator. In his spare time, he 
practices martial arts, reading, watches 
Netflix (not binging), and spends time 
with friends. He leads the RoofPRO 
organization through strategic planning 
and team development.

The Oldest Roof on Main Street
b y  ST E PH E N TAY L OR

The Main Street Professional Building at 379 Main Street isn’t the oldest structure, but its unique tin shingle roof has outlasted all others. (Photo: John Floyd)

ADVERTISEMENT

The tin shingles on the building at 379 Main Street have a design imprinted on the metal to represent a 
cedar shake roof style. This specific style of metal roofing is no longer mass-produced in the U.S. and the 
parts to replace this type of roof are hard to come by. But with proper maintenance, as evidenced by this 
example, these roofs can last well past 50 years. (Photo: John Floyd)

COM M U N IT Y

https://www.laurelhistoricalsociety.org/voices-of-laurels-history.html
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T he address of Laurel’s 
City Hall is 8103 Sandy 
Spring Road. But, from 

1958 until 1982, it was known 
as Laurel Junior High School. 
After six years at Laurel 
Elementary with its wooden 
floors and narrow hallways and 
high ceilings, going to a modern 
brick building with concrete 
and shiny metal all around and 
wide, well-lighted hallways was 
quite a revelation. For the kids 
from O.W. Phair it was less of a 
transition. It was a whole new 
world opened up to us with 
15 classrooms, a huge (to us) 
library, a multi-purpose room, 
band room, an Industrial Arts 
room with every type of power 
tool, a Home Economics room, 
and a modern gymnasium!

Outside there was a soccer 
field and a baseball diamond. 
We would have different 
teachers for various subjects 
and go to different rooms for 
those classes. CORE (which was 

English and Social Studies as I 
recall), Science, Industrial Arts 
(which we called Shop), Home 
Economics, music, and—for 
those playing instruments—
band. What an adventure! 

The multi-purpose room 
was a cafeteria and auditorium 
combined. There was a large 
stage where the band and glee 
club presented concerts. It was 
also used for school dances. 
There was a separate room for 
art classes. It had a kiln for 
ceramic projects and all kinds 
of paints and other supplies for 
our artistic endeavors. We were 
told the gymnasium was state of 
the art. There was cushioning 
under the floor which 
supposedly made it easier on 
our young legs and feet. 

In the halls, there were clocks 
so we could see how close 
we were to being late for that 
next class. Audio/visual aids 
appeared in more of our classes. 
Movie and slide projectors 

appeared more often as did 
TVs on carts wheeled into the 
classroom. 

In Art class, we learned about 
art, artists, and art history. 
Art was more than just finger 
painting and water colors, but 
included different types of paint 
and other materials. We carved 
bars of soap, usually Ivory as I 
recall. We got to work with clay 
and different glazes. I still have 
a “tiki head” I made of clay in 
8th grade. (Thanks Mom, for 
keeping it safe!)

Most of our teachers at Laurel 
Elementary were women who 
had been teaching for many 
years. At LJHS, suddenly 
we were faced with much 
younger women and men(!). 
The principal was Mr. Bevan, 
Mr. Skidmore was guidance 
counselor and science teacher, 
and Mrs. Dressler was the 
librarian. There was a full-time 
nurse with her own Health 
Room, Mr. Kalie was the shop 

teacher, and Mr. Wolfe 
and Miss Jones were 
gym teachers. Mr. 
Mautino was still our 
band director, but now 
we, along with the 
kids from O.W. Phair, 
were all together 
as one band. Other 
faculty members I 
remember are Mrs. 
Petrie, Miss Brown, 
Mrs. Palmatier, Mr. Ortel, Mrs. 
Shannon, Mr. Carson, Mr. 
Markovich and Mr. Loen. Some 
of these teachers were just out 
of college and were in their first 
teaching jobs.

We had field trips, and three 
stand out in my memory. In 
7th grade, the movie Ben-Hur, 
starring Charlton Heston, 
was released and in 8th 
grade, Spartacus starring Kirk 
Douglas was released. We got 
on school buses and headed 
to Washington, D.C., and the 
Warner Theater on 13th Street.
The first part of each movie 
started soon after our arrival, 
and then, the intermission time 
was lengthened so we and the 
1800 or so other students and 
chaperones could eat the bag 
lunches we had brought with us. 
Then, the movies resumed and 
ran to the end. We got back on 
the buses and returned to LJHS.

Another field trip that stands 
out is the Saturday trip via the 
Pennsylvania Railroad to New 
York City. It was dark when 
we left Laurel and headed for 
Union Station in Washington. 
My Dad drove me and three 
friends. When we picked up 
one of those friends, Charlie 
White, his Dad said, “ Don’t 
get the roof of your mouths 
sunburned.” He knew we would 
be looking up at the skyscrapers 
with our mouths wide open in 
amazement.

When we arrived in New 
York City, we boarded buses 

and 
the narrated tour 
began. I remember seeing 
the Guggenheim Museum, 
Broadway, 5th Avenue, and 
Times Square. We got off 
the buses and were given a 
narrated walking tour of the 
buildings of the United Nations, 
which included the General 
Assembly Hall. After that, it 
was off to ride the Staten Island 
Ferry and get a bit of a view of 
the Statue of Liberty. Then, it 
was back to Penn Station and 
our return trip via the train to 
Washington, and then Laurel 
arriving late in the evening.

Another thing new to us was 
team sports: soccer, basketball, 
and baseball. We were the 
Mustangs of LJHS. We played 
teams from the other junior 
highs in the county. Buck Lodge 
and Greenbelt are a couple that 
I remember.

My class was only at LJHS for 
two years, 7th and 8th grade. 
There wasn’t enough room for 
us to attend 9th grade there, 
and shortly after we left, an 
expansion project began and 
the school we knew was only 
a memory. The halls of Laurel 
High School were waiting for us.

Ken Boyer was born in Iowa, 
grew up in Old Laurel enjoying 
small town life, and retired  
from Verizon.
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Laurel Junior High School
Memories of Laurel by an Almost Native
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Ogle Marbury
Pillars

Ogle Marbury was a pillar of our community. 
When we speak of those who earned the 
respect of all, he was it. Judge Marbury was 

a Laurel lawyer who rose to the highest ranks of the 
Maryland Judiciary. 

At the time of his mandatory retirement at age 
70, he was the Chief Judge of the Court of Appeals, 
Maryland’s highest court. He served as the Chief 
Judge of the Seventh Judicial Circuit and, because 
of that, took a seat on Maryland’s highest court. The 
high court at the time only sat periodically and it 
was not until later that the judges devoted full time 
to hearing cases on appeal. It was similar to the U.S. 
Supreme Court, where the justices sat as trial judges 
when not hearing cases on appeal. (The U.S. Courts of 
Appeal were created post-Civil War and were meant 
initially to be trial courts since so many of the judges 
in the south had supported the confederacy.) While 
on our highest court, they were called upon to rule 
on the constitutionality of the Ober Act, which dealt 
with ending communist activities in Maryland and a 
loyalty oath required of state and local government 
employees. He was quoted in the opinion: “It is an 
arrogant assumption that a government cannot protect 
itself against infiltration of those who desire to destroy 
it by force.” 

Early Life
He was born in the Episcopal rectory of Queen 

Caroline Parish in Howard County. His mother passed 
while he was a toddler and his father died when he was 
14 years old. He then came to live with his uncle and 
was raised by him and two maiden aunts.

Judge Marbury attended Johns Hopkins University 
and the University of Maryland School of Law.

General Assembly & Attorney General
He served in the Maryland General Assembly, later 

as an Assistant and then Acting Attorney General of 
Maryland. He was the only Attorney General, acting or 
elected, to come from Laurel that we know.

The State Bar
He served as President of the Maryland State 

Bar Association (MSBA). Only a handful of Prince 
Georgians have served as president. As president, it 
was on his watch that women became full-fledged 
members of the MSBA. Prior to Judge Marbury’s term 
as president, there existed a separate Women’s Bar 
Association in Maryland. (The late Ann Musgrave of 
Laurel became the first female member of the Prince 
George’s County Bar Association.)

The Armory
The armory on Montgomery Street was the pride 

of the Maryland National Guard for a very long time. 
(It was constructed by the writer’s grandfather.) 

History records that for some reason the roof 
leaked. It continued to leak. A number of attempts at 
correction were made. Eventually, it came to pass that 
Judge Marbury was appointed a committee of one to 
determine the cause of the leak and a plan to fix it.  
It stopped leaking. Eventually.

The Fire Department
Judge Marbury served as the attorney for the Laurel 

Volunteer Fire Department, which was founded by 
Albin Farrell. At one time there were three volunteer 
fire companies in Laurel, which later merged into 
one. (Interestingly, Father Joseph Meyer, of St. Mary’s 
Catholic Church, owned a “Stutz Bearcat” at the 
time and he would take his car, tie the hose reel to it, 
then race to the fire when the alarm sounded.) As it 
happens with all organizations, Albin grew tired of 
the commitment to the fire department. Not sure if 
they had a requirement then to attend so many bingo 
fundraiser nights, but Albin chafed. After they all 
agreed to disagree, Albin gave up his membership. 
While still revered as a founder, he refused to turn in 
his fire-fighting gear so it could be passed on to a new 
member. The minutes of the fire company record a 
direction to Judge Marbury to go and retrieve the gear 
from Albin. 

Driver’s License
As we all do in life there came a time when he had  

to stop driving himself. Some remember the Laurel 
Police clearing the way when they saw him coming 
down Main Street. Following a meeting of his friends 
and prominent members of the Laurel community 
at what was then Jack Daugherty’s pharmacy on 
Main Street, Chief Robert Kaiser of the Laurel Police 
was charged with bringing this, respectfully, to 
his attention and asking him to give up his license. 
Without a second thought, he did the responsible  
thing and quit driving.

Testimony by Governor, later U.S. Senator  
Herbert O’Connor

At his retirement dinner Senator O’Connor said 
about Judge Marbury: “A capacity for indefatigable 
industry and inherent sense of sound judgment have 
been his dominant qualities and have characterized his 
work through a notable career…In having an integrity, 
in the dispassionate quest for truth and justice that 
characterizes the great Judge, Ogle Marbury will rank 
with the highest.”

C. Philip Nichols, Jr., served as the 19th Chief Judge  
of the Seventh Judicial Circuit of Maryland and is a 
Laurel native.
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I can clearly remember the first day I laid eyes on 
Patrick Faltynksi. It was the fall of my second-
grade year at St. Mary of the Mills School in 1964. 

As second graders we survived the first-grade anxieties 
of separation from our families and began to cling to 
a best friend, learn to hide under our wooden desks 

shoulder, “Class this is Patrick, and he will be joining 
us. Please say hello to Patrick Faltynski.” Faltynski? 
What kind of name was that? It did not sound like 
Brown, Chrobak, Morris, or Ray. 

Patrick was nudged to sit in the desk in front of me. 
Sister Andrea leaned in and said, “Cathy Passmore, 
please share a pencil and paper with Patrick.” He turned 
his head slightly as I pressed a piece of paper and a 
pencil towards him and he said, “thank you.” Then I 
sat staring at the back of his neck. “What the heck is on 
his neck?” I thought as I stared at the dark circular, flat 
shapes on his skin that looked a bit hairy. I could not 
help myself. I kept staring at his neck and at his starched 
collar firmly pressed, most probably by his mother. But 
other than the unusual dark spots on his neck I knew 
that he was likable and that we would become friends.

In third grade, our third-grade teacher, Mrs. O’Rourke, 
brought us to the Avondale Mill for a picnic. It was our 
end-of-the-year celebration. After eating hamburgers 
and hotdogs that her husband prepared, Mrs. O’Rourke 
announced awards. Patrick and I were awarded the most 
cooperative students in the class award. While standing 
for a picture near the trees, I asked Patrick if he knew 
what the word “cooperative” meant. He said, “No, but I 
think it means something good.”

Patrick was popular with all the students. He played 
kickball, softball, and football with a local organization. 
He was a Boy Scout and an altar boy. He was also a 
bit of a prankster. Every Wednesday, we strolled into 
the church for mass according to height. Since Patrick 
was tall, he was one of the last students to walk into 
the church. Then, like clockwork, he would squeak his 
black converse tennis shoes on the shiny marble floor. 
Sister Theophila would get quite angry and demand 
to know who squeaked the shoes. No one confessed; 
therefore, we were doomed to hours of rosary beads as 
punishment for our misbehavior.

Another popular prank for our tall friend to act upon 
was during Sunday mass. While fulfilling his altar boy 
duties, during communion, he would lean the gold 
tray that he held deep into our necks as we received 
the Holy Eucharist. He would grin but act like he was 
doing nothing except honoring our God in heaven. 

In the fourth grade the boys decided to play a game 
of touch football. One team would take off their shirts 
and the other would wear shirts. When Patrick took 
off his shirt, we saw that the dark spots encompassed 
a good portion of his back. We stared at them, then 
moved on to glee and fun.

When school began on the first day of our eighth grade, 
I saw Pat sitting at his desk wearing sunglasses. I walked 
over to him and reminded him that Sister Theophila 
would make him take the sunglasses off. He said, “I 
can’t. My head hurts and the sun is bothering my eyes.” 
Days later, we saw Pat’s mother in the hall speaking with 
Sister Theophila. She was crying. Then Sister Theophila 
walked into the room and announced, “Your classmate 
Patrick is extremely ill. The doctors think he has a brain 
tumor, maybe cancer, so we are going to kneel down and 
say a prayer for him.” Cancer? Patrick has cancer? That 
word was not a word for a young, healthy person but for 
our grandparents, not a school age child. 

In 1970, Patrick began treatment at Walter Reed Army 
Hospital. The large birthmarks on his body migrated 

during drills for the Cuban missile crisis, and bonded 
to each other when a neighbor close to our school ran 
through our halls screaming that President John F. 
Kennedy was shot in Dallas. We made it through that 
first year and now were going on to the second grade.

Our teacher, Sister Andrea, was hurriedly running 

to his brain during puberty. Now it was a fight to stay 
alive. Since our household had two phone lines, he called 
incessantly asking about his friends, the teachers, and 
he asked about Margaret, his one and only crush. Pat 
mentioned how lucky he was because he saw first-hand 
the young soldiers coming to Walter Reed from Vietnam. 
He mentioned how he would drive them around in their 
wheelchairs and help clean the Vietnam mud from 
under their nails. From seeing them, and hearing their 
stories, he wanted to become a Marine. 

Patrick had brain surgery and returned to school for a 
short time. He was happy to be with Michael Chrobak, 
Matt Craven, David Zack, and, of course, Margaret. 
But the cancer continued, and he had a second brain 
operation. We knew we were losing our friend. We 
missed the Wednesday squeaking of his tennis shoes. 
Sister Theophila surmised as we continued to go to 
mass, that the shoe culprit was the tallest boy in the 
class, the one with blonde hair and blue eyes. 

Our graduation from St. Mary’s was approaching and 
Patrick continued to call. He desperately wanted to 
graduate with his classmates. On graduation day, Mr. 
Faltynski arrived and brought out a wheelchair. Pat 
was embarrassed. He was thin, weak, and unbalanced. 
As Pat’s name was called to receive his diploma, Mr. 
Faltynski walked to the altar to receive it.

Patrick called me from Walter Reed one week after 
graduation. He spoke of death gently and softly and 
knew very much what was happening to him. I felt like 
I was in slow motion when he was bidding goodbye and 
said, “Say hello to Margaret for me.”

Two weeks after graduation, Margaret phoned me 
on June 28, 1971 to tell me that Pat passed away. He is 
buried at Arlington National Cemetery. This year will 
mark the 50th anniversary of his death.

It is daunting to drive by St. Mary’s and look at the 
grounds. I can still see him kicking the ball, laughing, 
and pulling Margaret’s hair. I still see him looking 
gaunt and weak. I still see him joking around.

As the years went by, I kept thinking that I should 
start a scholarship in his memory. Life chores and events 
got in the way of its inception. Then, while pregnant 
with my second child, while I was sleeping, he appeared 
sitting on my bed. He said, “Come play with me.” Scared 
to death I replied, “No, I am having a baby and I cannot 
play with you right now.” He grinned (I could see his 
Dr. Decker braces), then twirled around, squeaked those 
darn tennis shoes, and disappeared.

I created the Patrick Faltynksi Memorial Scholarship 
Fund in 1994 and present the award to a candidate 
who exemplifies the same spirit as Patrick Faltynski 
and one who will continue Catholic education. Some 
of the donors were Pat’s classmates, Judy Ray, Karen 
Sneeringer, Carla Pelletier to name a few. The other 
donations come from members of the community. 
Local Realtors Jodi Altman, Melanie McKnight, and 
Jim Fischetti have donated since the fund’s inception. 

Any donations would be greatly appreciated. The 
award is presented every year at the eighth grade  
St. Mary’s of the Mills School graduation ceremony.

Cathy Lindberg can be reached at lindbergcathy@live.com.

around getting ready for the bell to ring to begin the 
studies. As Sister Andrea settled us in, there was a 
slight knock at the door and in walked a new student, a 
boy. He was blonde and blue eyed with slight freckles 
and wearing a suit, not our traditional uniform. Sister 
Andrea then announced as she placed her hand on his 

Remembering Patrick Faltynski
b y  C AT H Y PA S SMOR E L I N DBE RG

Patrick’s high school photo, and his grave at Arlington National 
Cemetery. He passed away two weeks after graduating from St. 
Mary of the Mills School. 

Patrick (second from left) on a third grade picnic at Avondale Mill in 1966. (Photos courtesy of Cathy Lindberg)
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Laurel in the 1950s was reflective of much of 
America. It had a rather southern-oriented 
mindset at the time and essentially separated  

the Laurel Whites and Blacks socially, geographically, 
and educationally. Most of the Black families within 
the town were bunched in a small enclave of homes 
known as the “Grove,” which was sandwiched in 
between 7th and 9th streets East and West, and 
Montgomery Street and old Sandy Spring Road (now 
Rt. 198) North and South. 

Being a teenager in the 1950s meant little or no 
contact with people of color even though the playing 
fields we dominated bordered their homes. Virtually all 
Black kids were bused to the Prince George’s County 
all-Black high school, Fairmount Heights, located 
twenty miles away, and that was their avenue for 
sports participation. Most White teenagers of that time 

Laurel High. What he became and what he meant to 
the school became legend.

I suspect what immediately helped his assimilation 
into the school were his very obvious athletic skills. 
There were even rumors at the time that our football 
coach, Tony Yanchulis, fully aware of Bill’s talents, 
actually may have recruited him to break the color line 
at Laurel. Many of us played the three major sports at 
that time and it was soon very obvious that Bill had 
superior talent in all of them. 

The fact that he was quiet and unassuming aided 
his acceptance in the minds of the White school 
population, although he was still the recipient of racial 
bias, if not directly or daily, at least more often than 
not. Yet Bill absorbed the innuendo with grace. Most 
of the White students didn’t know what to make of 
him until he began to excel in athletics. Even then old 
habits, no matter how misplaced, were hard to break—
mine included. And despite one inexcusable moment 
from me, we eventually formed a friendship that 
lasted well after we had both finished college and were 
making a living.

Early in the start of the 1959 football season, it was 
clear that Bill’s talent was superior to anyone else on 
the team. A running back, he was quick, elusive, and 
“football smart,” and as our coach realized, the best 
offensive weapon the team had. As a quarterback, I 
had a ringside seat to view his skills and, admittedly, 
there were times I even envied them. I think Bill began 
to feel comfortable in school, but this was Laurel in 
the 50s and no amount of talent would necessarily 
completely set aside old prejudices. Most of the 
epitaphs were spoken behind his back, but one idiot 
stupidly used the “n” word coming into the locker room 
after practice one day and looked up to see Bill’s face 
just as it was spoken. Yes, that was me. I still see the 
look to this day. Then, however, I was so embarrassed 
by the look that I wanted to crawl into one of the 
lockers. The word “sorry” never left my tongue. The 
devastated look on Bill’s face contributed to my shame 
and actually began the process of reassessing my 
prejudice. I really think I was depressed at home that 
night, something my mother quickly noticed. When I 
explained to her what had happened and how I felt, she 
simply looked at me and said “Did you tell Bill that?” 

The next day I did and Bill, ever gracious, told me 
not to worry about it. But that was Bill. Long after 
he had become all everything as a football player 
earning honors from nearly every sports publication 
in the Washington, DC area, he remained the same 
unassuming and gregarious human being he had 
always been. I have never heard anyone say he changed 
despite the accolades he earned nor did he ever brag 
about them. If you look at the Laurel High football 
team photo for 1959 you will find us side by side. That 
was not by accident. I had no intention of ever allowing 
anyone else to stand beside him. 

I even remember an incident from my senior year 
when our baseball team was playing Gwynn Park High 
in Southern Maryland. In those days playing there was 
a deep-south experience and Bill, as our first baseman, 
endured constant harassment and epitaphs from their 
students all with dignity and calm. When the game 
ended, however, our catcher, Jerry Hall, and I picked up 

were essentially oblivious to the Black community’s 
existence, nor were the community fathers attentive to 
their needs. 

For Laurel’s teenagers however, that changed in 1959! 
In my junior year of high school, five years after Brown 
vs Board of Education, Laurel High received its first 
Black students—some might say not with totally open 
arms. Whether they were hand-chosen or not is open 
to some question, but the grand total of two students of 
color appeared at the high school door that school year. 
One student was a seemingly shy bright girl. The other 
was William “Bill” Scott. He lived in the Grove and was 
nicknamed “Deacon” because his grandfather was a 
minister for the church on the corner of 8th and Sandy 
Spring Road. Bill had exceptional athletic skills, a calm 
personality, and an unassuming demeanor. He made 
friends easily and was determined to make a go of it at 

baseball bats and waded into the crowd 
daring anyone to repeat their comments. 
I won’t say I am necessarily proud of 
that day, but I do know this: It further 
cemented a bond between Bill and myself 
that we later shared long after school.

Laurel High football was typically 
light on numbers, size, and talent, but 
high on mental toughness because of 
Coach Yanchulis’ prodding. Wins rarely 
came easily but Bill’s first year (1959) 
as a sophomore helped us to a 6-2-1 
record. His play that year proved to be a 
foreshadowing of the incredible feats he 
would accomplish in the years to come. 
Scoring 11 touchdowns as a Sophomore, 
he was named an honorable mention 
all star. As a junior in 1960 he again led 
the team in touchdowns and was named 
a first team all star by virtually every 
metropolitan newspaper. In his senior 
year he was named team co-captain. 
Twice during that 1961 season he scored 
five touchdowns in a single game. 

Scholarship offers poured in from 
schools like Arizona, Maryland, 
Louisville, Oklahoma, Syracuse, and 
others. He chose the University of Idaho. 
I sometimes think it was because it offered the furthest 
distance away from Laurel. I say furthest because 
beyond the fact Idaho was farthest away physically, 
it also represented an emotional and psychological 
distance as well. Bill once alluded to it but never 
confirmed it.

At Idaho, Bill starred as a defensive back. The 
university’s feeling was that he was too slight at 6’1” and 
160 lbs. to take the pounding a running back endures. 
But he excelled at defense and upon graduation, he was 
selected in the 16th round of the newly formed AFL 
football league. Drafted by the Cincinnati Bengals, he 
played one season, starting one game and playing in all 
15. I suspect the lack of the hard-core football mentality 
professional football demands may have contributed to 
his being cut the following year. Bill was never a “dese 
and dose” kind of guy. He was too bright for that. In 
truth, his demeanor and gift of gab later played a big role 
in his being employed when he returned to Maryland 
where he landed a job as community coordinator for 
NBC television in DC.  

Even then Bill wasn’t completely finished with 
Laurel High football. The school named a “Sophomore 
of the Year” trophy after him and once, after I had 
returned to my alma mater as head football coach, he 
was honored as a guest speaker by the Laurel Chamber 
of Commerce along with Jim Kehoe, the then-infamous 
Athletic Director of the University of Maryland. There 
is a photo of Bill presenting the trophy to one of my 
favorite players, the exceptional quarterback Ronnie 
Wallace, who also came from the Grove. In some 
respects, I felt as if it were a passing of the baton. 

Bill even stopped by on occasion to watch and/or help 
with practice, arriving in his Datsun 280Z which he 
loved. He lived in DC and later, after I had left coaching 
and gone through a divorce, he guided me through the 

DC social scene. He even introduced me to a woman from 
WRC TV whom I dated for a while. We once had a Sunday 
dinner at his grandfather’s home, sitting in the living 
room while his grandfather read the paper. In the midst 
of our conversation of all the great things we were about 
to accomplish, his grandfather peered over the paper 
and, somewhat amused, said: “Neither one of ya going to 
amount to much of anything until you gain some control.” 
After I had remarried, our sojourns together ceased but 
he occasionally visited my farm in West Laurel.

Eventually we lost touch and I wonder to this day what 
became of him. I haven’t seen nor heard from him in 
years and there seems to be little information as to where 
he might now be. Yet there is one thing certain: wherever 
he is, he is conducting himself with class as he did 
throughout his time at Laurel High. I believe he was the 
Jackie Robinson of Laurel High; breaking the color line 
with grace and patience and fortitude and gifted with 
all those tremendous athletic skills needed to succeed in 
a somewhat hostile atmosphere. And he retained those 
attributes as long as I knew him. I was honored to call 
him a friend and recognize him for the gentleman he is.

A cum laude graduate of the University of Maryland, Ron 
returned to his high school alma mater at Laurel where 
he spent his early years as both an English and Driver 
Education teacher and as head football coach. He has 
spent the last 48 years as a real estate professional and is 
still active. He currently resides near the beach in Lewes, 
Delaware and professes his first love remains coaching.    

Bill Scott awards his namesake trophy to the 1969 Sophomore of 
the Year, Ronnie Wallace. Laurel mayor Merrill Harrison sits in 
the foreground. (Photo: C.G. Barnett/Laurel News Leader)

Memories of My Friend Bill Scott 
Laurel High School’s Only Professional Football Player

b y  RON L A DU E

The Laurel High School football team photo 
from 1959 shows only one Black player. In 
the top row, center, is Bill Scott. Beside him 
(wearing #17) is quarterback Ron Ladue.
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My mom, without exaggeration, is the only 
person I’ve ever met who could literally be  
a saint. Universally loved and kind almost to 

a fault, I’ve never heard the woman say a curse word. 
I’m not kidding. She’s also never drank, never smoked, 
and never done anything that could even remotely be 
construed as dangerous, let alone illegal. 

But this story isn’t about my mom. It’s about her 
younger sister—my aunt Patsy—a woman completely 
opposite in every way imaginable. 

Patricia Ann Baxley was born in the back of an Army 
truck in 1951, the eighth of ten kids my grandparents 
would have in Washington, DC. By all accounts, 
she enjoyed a normal childhood, and by 1969 she’d 
married a good man named Don and had a baby—my 

cousin, Jenny. They settled in the Chillum Heights 
neighborhood of Hyattsville, where my mom and dad 
would soon move to as well after I was born.

But something in Patsy changed in the early 1970s 
when Jenny started school—she became restless and 
bored in the empty apartment with Don at work and 
Jenny at school. One day, the neighbor lady across the 
hall suggested that they kill some time at a local bar. 
That was Patsy’s introduction to what would become 
a lifetime of alcoholism and the troubles that so often 
accompany it. 

Before long, Patsy was living a completely different 
life. She couldn’t drink in moderation; it was all or 
nothing. And doing it all meant shirking her family 
responsibilities and often staying out all night. 

Don eventually had enough and they separated. He 
effectively became a single parent, and Patsy left 
domestic life behind for good, content to roam from bar 
to bar, taking up with the occasional new boyfriend—
none of whom came close to matching Don’s character.

My parents and I moved to Laurel in 1976, and my 
grandparents soon followed after selling their house. 
Recognizing a safety net of sorts, Patsy began to show 
up around Laurel soon thereafter, too. She would 
occasionally drop by to visit, and when sober, was 
actually a lot of fun to be around. She would spend a 
few days at my grandparents’ apartment, helping them 
with chores and such. And she would take me and my 
cousin Jenny rollerskating or to a movie or something. 
She could be kind and incredibly funny, and I can 

Bandana Patty A Life of Bars and Cars in the 
Heyday of Laurel’s Honkytonks
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remember even looking forward to Patsy coming over. 
But inevitably, she would disappear just as quickly, 
failing to show up at a promised time and leaving us 
wondering what had happened.

Dive bars were abundant in Laurel in the late 1970s and 
early 80s, and for someone like Patsy, it was a perpetual 
field day. The Main Street and Route 1 corridor was a 
haven, with Town Tavern/Oliver’s, Laurel Tavern, the  
B & E Tavern, Boots n’ Saddle, Randy’s California Inn, 
and Sam & Elsie’s. Further out, there was Fyffe’s, the 
Turf Club, Nuzback’s, the Princess Bar, Club 602, the 
Tack Room, and the Starting Gate. Patsy was drawn to 
these places, day or night. It was in these honkytonk 
bars, wearing her usual tight jeans and western bandana, 
that she quickly developed a bad reputation. “Bandana 
Patty” became something of a legend among bar patrons, 
bartenders, and the local police alike.

At least once every few months, our telephone would 
ring in the middle of the night. It would either be Patsy 
herself, or more often than not, a Laurel or 
Prince George’s County officer calling from one 
of the local bars. She had been asked to leave, 
and had no place to go. In her inebriated state, 
she had no qualms about calling at 2 a.m., asking 
to be picked up and driven to my grandparents’ 
place. And my dad, who’d have to be up for work 
just a few hours later, would grudgingly oblige. 

On one particularly harrowing night with 
Patsy in the car, he encountered a sobriety 
checkpoint. Of course, my dad hadn’t been 
drinking, but being stopped with her clearly 
drunk made him a nervous wreck. “Patsy,” he 
whispered before rolling the window down 
for the approaching officer, “don’t say a f****** 
word.” He explained that he’d been called to be 
her designated driver, and the officer allowed 
them to proceed without incident. She thought 
it was hilarious. He did not.

When she wasn’t calling for help, she was often 
calling long distance from some new locale. Some of 
the men Patsy would meet at the bars were truckers, 
and she wouldn’t hesitate to hitch a ride with them 
when she found out that they were heading out of state. 
Anytime she phoned, your first question was always, 
“Where are you now?” I can remember getting calls 
when she was as far away as Florida, New Mexico, and 
California. In the middle of the call, whether she was 
sober or not, she’d insist on putting her latest boyfriend 
on the phone so we could meet him, albeit virtually. 
My mom especially used to dread this, as there was 
nothing to say to these people, and the conversations 
quickly became awkward. 

Patsy usually wouldn’t linger on these trips for 
very long. Within a few days, another phone call 
would come in. This time, it would be the boyfriend, 
wondering if we’d heard anything from her. The story 
was always the same: everything seemed to be okay 
until he’d noticed her putting on makeup—that’s when 
he knew she’d be heading to the bar without him, and 
off to the next adventure. Within a few days, she’d 
somehow resurface in Laurel once again. Even without 
an actual address of her own, Laurel was her home base.

By the mid-1980s, Patsy had met a man named 
Sonny. Sonny, whose real name was Orville, lived on 

the eastern shore with his elderly mother. I’ll never 
forget the time Patsy brought Sonny by our apartment 
to introduce him. Picture Waylon Jennings as a beach 
bum, sporting blue short-shorts, flip flops, and a red 
tank top. He had a gravelly voice that had undoubtedly 
been steeped in whiskey and cigarettes, and he was 
especially fond of the phrase, “Right on.” 

Reaching into a pocket of his short-shorts, he pulled 
out a folded sheet of notebook paper, upon which he’d 
written a poem for Patsy. He proceded to recite the 
poem, proudly. Of course, no record of it exists today, 
but I do remember part of one particular verse that 
he emphasized with that whiskey-tinged voice: “But 
first, you’ve gotta get away from bar and car.” He’d 
frequently pause and try to explain certain lines to us, 
(as one might do with complex poetry) but there was 
something about that line that actually made sense, and 
really summed up Patsy’s life. She wasn’t ever going to 
get clean unless she left that “bar and car” lifestyle.

Patsy and Sonny got married and lived on the eastern 
shore for awhile, but it was a tumultuous relationship 
to say the least. Patsy would frequently leave, returning 
to Laurel. I can remember being at my grandparents’ 
place when Sonny once called there from a payphone, 
looking for her. My grandfather would answer, tell 
him she wasn’t there, and then hang up. He’d call right 
back, and my granddad would pick up the receiver only 
to hang it up again without saying a word. He’d wink at 
me and say, “Made the son of a bitch lose his quarter.” 
This would happen at least five more times before 
Sonny either finally got the point or ran out of change.

Patsy eventually filed charges against Sonny for 
abuse, which sent him to prison. I don’t believe they 
ever bothered getting a divorce. 

Next in line was a man named Ron, who looked old 
enough to be Patsy’s father. In fact, he looked older than 
my granddad. I once asked Ron how old he was, and he 
said 59. Patsy laughed and said, “This motherf*****’s 
been 59 for 20 years!”

Patsy and Ron did the same dance for a couple of 
years to close out the 1980s, with Ron frequently calling 
to ask if we’d heard anything from her. Once, he called 
to say that she’d set his house on fire after an argument. 
That was the first of her longer stints in prison.

In the early 1990s, Patsy’s next steady beau was 
a man named Gary who looked a bit like an Elvis 

impersonator down on his luck. She’d met him in the 
Florida panhandle area, after hitching a ride from a 
trucker at Randy’s California Inn. It was the summer 
of 1992 when she called to excitedly announce that 
she and Gary were driving up from Fort Myers to 
visit Laurel. They barely made it—Gary’s old Buick 
Skyhawk station wagon died just down the street 
from my parents’ house, fittingly next to the Starting 
Gate on Whiskey Bottom Road. I remember driving to 
work that day and seeing Gary sitting in the car alone 
waiting for a tow truck. When I came home from work, 
he was still sitting there. Patsy was nowhere to be 
found. She’d predictably decided that the bars of Laurel 
would offer a more comfortable setting.

That visit was the last time I saw her in person. A few 
days later, she called to say that they’d be heading back to 
Florida, and asked if we could give them a few dollars for 
gas and groceries. Both of my parents were at work that 
day, so I quickly made a bunch of bologna sandwiches 

and snacks, and put them in a bag along with 
a little bit of cash I had. I met them just off of 
Main and B Streets, in Tolson Alley in front of 
the old boarding house, where they’d apparently 
been staying. I can still picture them waving in 
my rear view mirror as I headed home.

Patsy ended up staying in Florida 
permanently after that, but not with Gary for 
much longer. She continued her ways, often 
landing in women’s correctional institutions for 
theft, disorderly conduct, and trespassing. Over 
the next two decades, she easily spent as much 
time in prison as she did out of it, and gained the 
nickname “Grandma Dynamite” from younger 
inmates who enjoyed hearing of her escapades.

Still, she had no trouble meeting needy men 
who were all too happy to supply her with 
a place to stay and access to the bars, beers, 

and booze that had been the one constant of her life. 
Although the older she got, the slimmer the pickings 
became. One gentleman named Joe, whom we only 
met over the phone and through his frequent calls 
when she’d inevitably disappear, was wheelchair 
bound and legless. Another was Eddie, who once 
literally scattered some dirt and foliage in his house 
“to make her feel more at home” knowing she’d spent 
some time sleeping in the woods.

It became easier to keep tabs on Patsy by simply doing 
an online inmate search, which would let me know 
whether she was incarcerated or not. When she was, it 
was somewhat of a relief. At least she was safe. By 2015, 
she’d amassed more than 50 separate mugshots. 

Patsy’s health finally began to decline in 2016, and 
after suffering from liver failure and pneumonia, she 
passed away peacefully at the age of 65. A dedicated 
social worker had made Patsy’s final months 
comfortable, and had her admitted to the hospital 
where she was sedated until the end. At long last, 
Bandana Patty had finally gotten away from bar and car.

Richard Friend is a founding member of The Laurel 
History Boys, and creator of the popular “Lost Laurel” 
website and book.

b y  R ICH A R D F R I E N D Laurel Noir is a series focused on historic crimes and the darker underside of our hometown.
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This handpainted sign was displayed over the bar at the Starting Gate from 
its earliest days until its demolition in 2018. Patsy was undoubtedly one of 
the patrons most frequently asked—or forced—to leave in the 1980s. 
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“We had a guy...”
Tales From the Laurel Police Department

b y  R ICK Mc GI L L

This continuing series is an uncomplicated string 
of personal war stories from my time at a small 
municipal police department between Baltimore 

and Washington, D.C., told without a lot of extravagant 
details; just the facts, ma’am. Other cops will appreciate 
the bare-bones setups of my individual anecdotes. But I 
do try to explain some of the procedures for the general 
public who has little understanding of why we do some 
of the things we do.  

The men and women I worked with are the finest 
you will find in any police agency anywhere. Some have 
since retired or moved on to other agencies, and some 
are still there fighting the good fight. Hopefully, this bit 
of sucking up will make up for any inconsistencies in my 
memory of the events in which some of these great guys 
made an appearance. They will no doubt recognize their 
own first names and possibly the fictitious names of 
some of our less-than-law-abiding customers.  

So grab yourself a cup of java or crack open a beer 
and get comfortable. You’re in a room full of cops 
talking shop. And the attitudes, sometimes smart-ass, 
sometimes despairing, that go with it. In our town, on 
my shift, this was policing in the last decades of the 
20th century.

The job is not always humorous, even with our 
gallows humor trying to make it so. We see things 
we wish we didn’t. And those things stay with us for 
years. This one is not for the faint of heart, so I take no 
offense if you skip to the next one, or make children 
leave the room.

There is simply no end to full-moon cop stories. 
Personally, I like a nice full moon on a clear cool night. 
Good visibility to catch bad guys sneaking around. 
Clear weather and that moon bring all the weirdest radio 
calls you can take. So, like I was saying, we had this guy… 

Jim was a Vietnam veteran, I learned later, who 
liked his liquor, I learned as soon as I saw him. He 
was on all fours in a ditch beside the service road to 
the racquetball club off Bowie Road just howling at 
the moon. I got out of my car and called him up to the 
shoulder of the roadway out of the ditch, mainly so I 
could gauge his ability to navigate walking home once I 
found out where “home” was. There was no way I was 
giving him a ride in my police car. For one thing, unless 
he had somehow managed to fall on his face with his 
crotch in a very small rain puddle (it hadn’t rained 
in weeks), my Spidey sense told me he had urinated 
himself. I should’ve taken that detective exam…. 

We got acquainted there by the roadside and I could 
tell Jim was none too steady on his feet so the next best 
thing I could think of that wouldn’t involve me having to 
clean my cruiser’s back seat was to call for the transport 
wagon and pour him into and pour him back out at his 
apartment which was at Patuxent Greens nearby. 

After the usual small talk where I assessed that Jim 
wasn’t really a bad guy and he was just in his cups, the 
paddy wagon showed up and he literally crawled into 
the back of it. The wagon was all metal inside with two 
bench seats and Jim just lay down on the floor for the 
ride home. That was the safest way for him to ride as he 
would never be able to stay on the seat, even if the van 
never moved. 

When we got to his condo in a pretty nice 
neighborhood, PFC Carl and I helped him up the 
sidewalk and into his house. He blubbered for us to 
come on in so he could show us his medals from the 
war. The radio wasn’t busy so we figured we’d give him 
a few minutes of our time, maybe in exchange for the 
time he gave to his country. Jim’s “I Love Me” wall was 
festooned with awards and citations and medals he had 
won as a US Navy UDT frogman in Vietnam. Whatever 
badness he had experienced in the war probably led 
to his all-too-typical lost soul looking for solace in a 
bottle. At one point he wanted to show us his shotgun. 
The mood in the room instantly changed. As if filmed 
in slow-motion all three pairs of eyes swung over to the 
corner of his bedroom and my partner and I both had to 
lunge for the gun before Jim could get to it. Not that he 
had any evil intentions, but it was just reflexive on our 
part. In any given situation a cop’s outlook is, “No one is 
allowed have a weapon but me.” Jim laughed it off. We 
took no offense and eventually left him to his stupor.

It was just one of many, many episodes of dealing 
with the drinking public and we forgot about it. 

Three years later I get a call for “suspicious 
circumstances,” which is a catch-all for police 
dispatchers meaning, “I don’t know what I’m sending 
you into. Good luck.” Great. 

I roll up with one of my guys—I’m a sergeant by this 
time—and we head up the stairs in the same condo 
complex that Jim lived in, but to a different apartment. 
We met with the complainant who said he heard what 
sounded like a gunshot the night before and it came 
from this one apartment where a guy lived alone, and 
they hadn’t seen him since. My Spidey sense is telling 
me, “Dude, if you can’t figure this one out without me, 
you’re an idiot.” We couldn’t get an answer at the door, 
so we got the maintenance man to unlock the door and 
we go in, all tactical and guns ready, but pretty much 
knowing what we’ll find. 

The front door opened into a short vestibule which 
led to the living room. On a couch in the living room 
facing the front door sat a headless man with a perfect 
“V” of blood and brain matter that reached almost to 
the ceiling on the wall behind him. A shotgun with its 
butt on the floor rested between his legs. 

There’s always those first few seconds while the 
brain catches up with what your eyes are seeing when 
things slow down. A lot. There was some movement 
in my peripheral vision back toward the bedroom 
and when my body caught up with reality I went to 
investigate. In the bedroom I found the first of three 
cats who lived in the house. Now on top of securing 
the dead guy and crime scene we had to catch three 
traumatized felines who really, really didn’t want to 
be caught. My partner called for a detective to take 
over the scene and animal control to take over the cats. 
It took three of us and a bunch of sheets and towels 
to finally grab all the cats and I think all of us got 
scratched and bit at some point, but they were safely 
removed to the county shelter.

An observation here about pets. I’ve been on lots of 
crime scenes where there were dead bodies but not 
a lot where pets were involved. A more experienced 
detective told me once that a dog will nearly starve 
to death if it’s locked in a house with a dead owner. It 
will be loyal to the point of starvation before it will 
eventually succumb to eating the hand that fed it all 
those years. Cats? Not so much. A cat will start in on 
you as soon as you miss the normal feeding time. Or if 
you forget to clean the litter box, and that one you don’t 
have to be dead for.

My point is, we were walking around Headless Guy’s 
apartment doing our job and sometimes we’d hear little 
crunching noises underfoot. When I had time to look 
closely, I noticed the crunching sound was bits of skull 
that had been blown all over the living room floor. We 
didn’t notice what it was because the cats had licked 
the pieces clean before we came and spoiled the feast. 

Oh yeah, to tie up the loose end: it turned out Headless 
Guy was Jim the Vietnam vet. He had moved into a 
different apartment at some point in the last three years 
and that’s why I didn’t recognize him or the location 
when I got there. Well that, and he had no head. I guess 
his demons had finally got the better of him. 

    

We probably respond to domestic calls almost 
as often as burglar alarm calls, and that’s saying 
something. Alarm calls are a necessary annoyance, but 
domestics sometimes actually make use of our social-
worker skills. Other times we’re just there to referee 
the fight. Making arrests isn’t always the best answer. 
If we can restore some peace and quiet so the neighbors 
can get back to sleep, mission accomplished. 

I had a guy one night—okay, two guys. In a typical 
husband-wife domestic, if you try to arrest the husband 
there’s a chance you’ll end up with the wife jumping on 
your back. On the other hand, if you have to arrest the 
wife because she beat the husband up, odds are he’s not 
going to interrupt. But in a gay domestic you could be in 
a wrestling match either way. 

So this starts as a typical domestic call, up on 
about the 8th floor of a high-rise apartment building. 
Neighbors in the next apartment call about a 
disturbance and we get there and Guy #1 opens the 
door and we can see some wreckage around the 
apartment. We ask him what the problem is, and he 
goes, “Ask HIM!” pointing at Guy #2 who’s sitting on 
the couch holding the side of his face and crying. 

Guy #1 says, “He was out all night with lord knows who 
and he won’t tell me.” There’s broken pottery of some kind 
on the floor and Guy #1 kicks it toward Guy #2 and yells, 
“It was that b***h from the tennis club, wasn’t it?!”

After some convincing them both to just give it 
time to cool off and negotiating who was staying or 
going, they agreed to part for the night and tranquility 
reigned once again at Middletown.

Cpl. Mike would have been at a loss on this one. 
    

Our police department was big on specialized training 
and they were always sending people to seminars and 
technical schools to get the most out of the limited 
number of bodies we had in uniform. The county police 
department once presented a seminar entitled “Auto 
Theft Detection.” The title made me chuckle because, 
well, to me it didn’t seem hard to “detect” if your car 
was stolen. What once was there now was not. I had a 
guy on my squad who attended the course and within a 
few days he got the chance to use his new-found skills. 
One morning he had a call for a stolen auto report at an 
apartment complex in Laurel Lakes. We get there and 
the complainant met us out in the parking lot. Row upon 
row of parked cars and this guy is standing at an empty 
parking space, car keys in hand, with a bunch of broken 
car window glass on the ground. What could possibly have 
happened? I tell PFC Jeff, “Boy, I hope you got a good 
grade in that Auto Theft “Dee-tection” course ‘cause this 
one’s a real toughy.” 

    

Rookies. You gotta love ‘em. I mean, cops are all 
macho and usually our outlook is “it’s us or them” but 
when there are no dirtballs around to pick on, we eat 
our young. I had a new guy on my squad, and we get a 
disturbance call at this old row house on A Street two 

blocks from the police station where some crazy people 
lived. The mother was way past borderline and her son 
(don’t even ask), was way, way past. The place was a 
pig sty. There were buckets of urine and big pieces of 
drywall were missing and you could look through most 
of the walls into the next room. I’d been there before 
and the smell was awful. 

I tell this new guy on the radio while we’re 
responding, “Don’t go in ‘til I get there. It’s not safe.” 
Now, there’s a breath I’ll never get back. I get on the 
scene and there’s his cruiser but he’s already inside. I call 
to him to get out front and he comes out. We can hear 
yelling going on inside and stuff crashing into walls. 

“Sarge, they’re really going at it in there.”
“Didn’t you hear me say not to go in?”
“Yeah, but—“ 
“They’re always doing this. No big deal. That’s why 

the house looks like it does inside. But listen: mentals 
don’t know their own strength and you can get hurt 
with them not even trying to hurt you.”

“I guess you’re right. Man, that place is a s---hole.”
“No kidding. That’s the other reason it’s not safe in 

there. The whole structure isn’t sound anymore. You 
know Sgt. Mitchell? You ever notice he’s missing his 
right index finger?” I see the light dawning in the guy’s 
eyes. “He went in there a long time ago and snagged his 
finger on a nail. He ignored it until the end of his shift 
and it got infected and he had to have it amputated.”

“No s---!? Oh, man.” Later that day the guy told me 
he thinks caught a bunch of fleas in that house. The 
next morning at roll call he told me he burned his socks 
in his front yard when he got home after shift.

Sgt. Mitchell lost his finger on his table saw in his 
basement woodshop, but my guy listened to me next time.

    

Not every police report ends with the initial 
description of the basic events. When there’s a 
probability of further supplementary reports to come 
the typical closing line of the report narrative is, 
“Investigation to continue.” I hope these anecdotes 
haven’t offended too many readers of this venture from 
the Laurel History Boys. And hopefully there will be 
more to come. Thanks for your time.  

Investigation to continue…

Rick McGill grew up in Laurel and worked at the Laurel 
Police Department from 1977 to 2001. He authored two 
history books: Brass Buttons & Gun Leather, A History 
of the Laurel Police Department (soon to be in its 4th 
printing), and History of the North Tract, An Anne 
Arundel Time Capsule. In 2001 he retired to Montana 
and worked as a military security contractor for 
Blackwater Worldwide making 12 deployments to  
Iraq and Pakistan from 2004 to 2010. He is now a 
Reserve Deputy Sheriff in Montana.

“Grab yourself a cup of java or crack  
open a beer and get comfortable.  

You’re in a room full of cops talking shop. 
And the attitudes, sometimes smart-ass, 
sometimes despairing, that go with it. In 
our town, on my shift, this was policing 
in the last decades of the 20th century.”
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F  aye Green, my pen name, 
is on all my writings. I 
was Faye Beall in Laurel, 

at Laurel Elementary School, 
and at Laurel High School. The 
family names, when we all lived 
on Tenth and Eleventh Streets, 
were Beall, Poe, Stanton, 
Fulton, and Watts.  

I love writing. Fiction is my 
genre. I use imagination to find 
characters and plot. I hope, 
imbedded in my words, you will 
find something you can relate 
to. I thoroughly enjoy talking 
to audiences in Laurel where 
readers share their different 
views of the same times and 
places. It is great fun and a big 
compliment to me.  

My book Gertie, published 
in 2014, is set in Laurel, Fort 
George G. Meade, Howard 
County, and Ocean City, MD. 
From the beginning, I wanted 
to write a Laurel book. Gertie 
is the book of my heart. I 
truly do not know where my 
imagination comes from. I am 
asked all the time how I come 
up with the stories. I can only 
shrug. But I know what Laurel 
is and how to take parts of it to 
my pages. My favored settings 
are the streets of Laurel, the tri-
counties bordering Laurel, and 

I have never had an address 
other than Laurel, except 
for College Park during my 

college years and I don’t think 
that counts. My family has 
made this town our home since 
our ancestors arrived here just 
before the Civil War. To be trite, 
it means a lot to me. Naturally, 
then, during hard times I 
depend upon it. 

Hard times hit in November 
of 2019. I lost my husband. All 
I had ever read about losing 
a loved one, I experienced. It 
wasn’t the loneliness—it was the 
aloneness that was devastating. 
Almost immediately, the 
Covid-19 pandemic hit, and 
I couldn’t even try to lift my 
spirits through any kind of 
socializing. Basically, I am 
upbeat and happy and busy. I 
had to find something to drag 
myself out of my sadness, so I 
sat down at my computer and 
stared. Then I opened a file 
with some short stories and 
reminiscences I had written 
over the years. One of the 
stories is “Mad Dog,” which 
appears as the opening story in 

my little book. And that’s where 
I started.  

First, I needed a lead-in to 
the story, and I called it “Pearl 
Harbor.” That chapter opens 
my book, 209 Tenth Street. I 
had established a beginning, 
which dictated to me the end of 
the book: the close of the war. 
Mining my memory banks for the 
middle, I came up with a format 
that I was comfortable with. 
Though I had a double major 
(history and literature) in college, 
I don’t recall any other work that 
is written like a chapter from 
an easy-to-read history book 
followed by a chapter that reads 
like a short story.  

In truth, all the stories are 
based on actual occurrences 
and are tied by theme to the 
facts previously stated. That’s 
the format for the book, normal 
or not. It wasn’t for publication; 
it was for me. I could do what I 
wanted. I didn’t do any research 
or pre-planning. I just started 
writing, sometimes writing 
what I recalled as the history, 
sometimes taking a remembered 
and related episode and writing 

it as a short story. I did it 
simply to take up time. Writing 
provided structure for my life. 
When I had finished all I wanted 
to say, I added the account of 
actual battles that my uncle, 
Mervin Benton, had participated 
in and written about. That ended 
the war, and I was finished with 
the book. 

I had planned to have my 
little book Xeroxed and to give 
it to my children and my sister’s 
children so they would know 
more about the family. When 
I discovered that having it 
Xeroxed was almost double the 
price of having Amazon publish 
it, I, being of Scottish descent, 
went with the cheaper price. 
Since having it published, I have 
been astounded by the number 
of people have ordered it online 
and told me they enjoyed 
reading 209 Tenth Street, a story 
of World War II as remembered 
by a little girl from Laurel.  

Laurel authors Judy Carr and 
Faye Green are cousins. 

Washington, DC. 
This book chronicles life in 

our town from 1906 to 1946. 
Obviously, I did not live those 
experiences. I used imagination 
to draw on the stories shared 
by my family which has lived 
in Laurel for seven generations. 
My personal story began on 
Tenth and Eleventh Streets 
where I lived near aunts, uncles, 
cousins, grandparents, and next 
door to my great-grandparents.   

The main character, Gertie, 
and two fictious families invite 
the reader to evaluate with 
compassion the nurturing, 
foibles, standards, and solidarity 
of their life in Laurel over 40 
tumultuous years. Gertie begins 
her story at Mayor Phelps’ 
mansion (which still stands 
beautifully today at the west 
end of Montgomery Street) as 
the caretaker’s daughter and 
continues until her service to 
veterans is honored at the White 
House by President Truman and 
Eleanor Roosevelt.  

Gertie and her family reflect 
life in Laurel during WWI, the 
Great Depression, and WWII. 
The relationship between 
Laurel and Fort Meade is a 
major theme of the book.  

As Gertie’s life turned 

and twisted, she divorced 
and had to move from the 
safety and acceptance of her 
neighborhood. She was now 
as a divorcee—a scarlet title—
trying to earn a living and raise 
her son. As the only divorced 
woman in Laurel, Gertie was 
not allowed to sing in the 
church choir nor get a job on 
Main Street. As common as it 
is today for a single mother to 
work and raise a child, it was 
not possible for Gertie to do 
that in Laurel in 1922. 

Hardship during the 
depression was easier on Tenth 
Street where gardens and 
menial jobs at the government 
farm (Beltsville) fed the 
families. The only joys were in 
the family circle, in back yards, 
or on porch swings.  

The town was growing. 
Main Street businesses were 
recovering. Gertie finally got 
a job in the local bank that 
could not put the divorcee at a 
teller window, but gave her a 
position at the branch office at 
Fort Meade. Now she had the 
opportunity to volunteer at the 
Army hospital where victims 
of WWI mustard gas lingered 
hopelessly. Gertie became 
single-minded in serving 
wounded veterans.  

War again looms on the 
horizon. Fort Meade built 
barracks and brought in large 
numbers of troops. Gertie 
turned her attention to the 
military preparing to deploy 
to Europe. While Gertie was 
increasing USO capabilities, 
she was worrying about her 
son, a young naval officer 
aboard the USS Arizona headed 
for Hawaii. Pearl Harbor, 
December 7, 1941, was a part of 
Gertie’s story and every story 
written of this time period. 
Laurel’s partnership with Fort 
Meade became a community 
effort as over 100,000 men 
passed through the Post before 
going to England for the 

invasion of Europe. Gertie led 
the USO team in Laurel and 
Fort Meade. She worked hard 
to provide for her “soldier boys” 
while she prayed for her own 
son. The author highlighted, 
through Gertie’s compassion, 
the sacrifices made by our men 
and women in the military. 
Events in Laurel, before and 
during WWII, mirrored the 
whole country.  

Gertie prospered. The final 
setting was her beautiful private 
mansion in Howard County, 
which she turned into a USO 
club for troops. She gave peace 
and a home-away-from-home 
hospitality to young men who 
would likely never return from 
Normandy. Famous swing bands 
came to entertain the troops. 
Citizens and churches united to 
provide food and money.  

Each evening she left her 
beautiful home to the soldiers 
and went to the little Tenth 
Street apartment that she had 
shared with her son. Laurel’s 
Tenth and Eleventh Street 
neighborhood would forever be 
Gertie’s home. 

The end of WWII is well 
documented in the world. The 
smaller story of a community’s 
service led by one of Laurel’s 
own is just as poignant. 

Gertie is an engaging story 
of service and romance. It is a 

story of a woman who, against 
all odds, worked within her 
community to not only survive 
but to succeed. Gertie invites 
the reader to see endurance 
and perseverance during 
difficult times while finding 
the blessings of our very special 
hometown. Laurel is a character 
in Gertie—as important as any 
other character in this book. 

My husband, Bill Byer, and I 
are retired and live in Milford, 
Delaware, where I am writing or 
re-writing most of the time. I also 
like to write about Irish history. 
My two-book series on Irish 
history (1849–1860), chronicling 
the survival of the Doyle family 
during and after the great famine 
is my latest effort. 

Contact Faye Green at 
greenvine@verizon.net.  
Her books are available 
at amazon.com, Barnes & 
Noble, and at the library. For 
autographed copies, contact 
her via email. She is available 
to speak at your book club, civic 
group, church group or any 
gathering via Zoom or in person 
(when Covid-19 ends). She will 
schedule “So, You Want to Write 
a Book” workshops at schools 
and in small groups on request.

LIT E R A RY L AU R E L

A Laurelite Who Happens to Write Books...  ... and Her Cousin, Whose Book Is Also Set in Laurel 
Author Faye Green’s Novel, Gertie, Reflects Life in Laurel Between Two World Wars Author Judy Carr Reflects on Writing 209 Tenth Street

b y  FAY E GR E E N

b y  J U DY C A R R  

Books by Faye Green Publication Year Settings

Boy on the Wall 2012 Ireland,  
  Afghanistan

Dicey 2013 Laurel,  
  Washington, DC, Haiti

Gertie 2014 Laurel, Ft. Meade, 
  Ocean City, MD

A Daughter is Given 2017 Laurel,  
  Washington, DC,  
  Montgomery County

The Hungry Piper 2020 Ireland, Canada

The Irish Woman Fall 2021 Ireland, London, UK, 
  Canada

“ Richard Friend, Kevin Leonard, and Peter Lewnes have created 
a scrapbook for Laurel residents and anyone else who is 
curious about the people and places that have informed  
the city’s identity for 150 years.”

ADVERTISEMENT

JOE MURCHISON, PETE PICHASKE, MELANIE DZWONCHYK, AND KATIE McCLELLAND 
LAUREL LEADER EDITORS ON LAUREL AT 150, BY THE LAUREL HISTORY BOYS

ORDER YOUR COPY AT LAURELAT150.COM

• $40 (FREE SHIPPING) 
• 220 PAGES
• HARDCOVER

mailto:greenvine%40verizon.net?subject=
http://www.laurelat150.com
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This 1963 aerial photo shows the spot where Carol’s car was found, and how close it was to the Replanes’ Snow Hill Manor apartment.  
The driveway was just north of the current entrance to the Super Best International Supermarket at the Town Center Shopping Center.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 28

Carol’s parents arrived in Laurel from Burgettstown 
the next day. They stayed with Bill in the Snow Hill 
Manor apartment while waiting for any news. 

The next day, the Baltimore News Post reported 
that “Police admitted they were baffled today in their 
search for an attractive 25-year-old Laurel teacher 
who vanished, as though into thin air, last night on 
the way home from instructing an adult class in home 
economics.” The Washington Evening Star quoted 
MSP as declaring that “the circumstances under which 
[Carol] vanished indicated the possibility of foul play.” 
Bill told the Washington Post that “his wife apparently 
was waylaid en route to their home.” 

Baffled Police Have No Clues 
Two days after Carol disappeared, lead investigator 

Det. Sgt. Wilton May of the Maryland State Police told 
the Washington Evening Star, “We’re about where we 
were last night.” He also admitted that the police had 
“no clues” other than Carol’s car. They were baffled. 

Investigators received conflicting information from 
the public. Some neighbors claimed to have seen Carol 
on the road that night. According to the Baltimore News 
Post, one neighbor told police “he saw Mrs. Replane’s 
car, with the lights burning, when he passed along 
Bowie Rd. at about 11:15 pm. The information indicated 
to police that the car was parked for at least two hours 
before the missing woman’s husband spotted it.” 

But another neighbor, Mrs. Jean Tiren, said that “she 
saw Mrs. Replane’s car traveling on the Bowie Road 
toward the apartment at about 11:20 pm,” according to 
the Washington Star. Mrs. Tiren also told the Baltimore 
News Post that she saw Carol’s car pull off the road 
onto the driveway and that “whoever was inside the car 
ducked from sight to avoid detection.”  

One witness provided police with what could have 
been a prescient observation. He saw Carol’s car parked 
on the side of the road and, as he approached it in his 
car, “he observed another car parked in the rear of 
Replane’s car and which departed the scene at a high 
rate of speed.” In the darkness, he thought the vehicle 
was blue, green, or black. Lacking any evidence, this 
clue was filed away like all the others. 

In total, five passing motorists claimed to have seen 
Carol’s car on, or pulled off, Laurel-Bowie Road at 
various times between 10:00 pm and 1:00 am. Sgt. May 
told the media that “We have no reason at this time to 
suspect foul play. We are treating the case as a missing 
person until we either find Mrs. Replane or something 
to indicate foul play.” 

With the absence of clues, police explored a variety 
of theories. Potential problems in the marriage were 
examined, and Carol’s mother told the Washington 
Daily News, “If she had been mad at Bill, she would have 
called us. We were extremely close.” Bill discussed the 
problems that arose with their interfaith marriage, but 
defended Carol’s parents, the Johnsons. “My parents 
were upset at first, but her parents stuck by us. I am 
very close to them,” he told the newspaper. 

That same day, January 24, State Police picked up Bill 
and took him to the Pikesville Barracks, where he was 
given a polygraph test. Sgt. May characterized the test as 
“a routine investigational device” to the Washington Post. 

officials she “noticed a man sitting” in a car in the 
parking lot after class. 

Another theory had Carol voluntarily leaving. Police 
had to sift through numerous reports of people claiming 
to have seen Carol after she disappeared. An anonymous 
caller told the FBI that he saw her in a car at a gas station 
in Waldorf. Another caller claimed to have seen her in a 
car with Oregon license plates “in the company of [an] 
Air Force Lieutenant Colonel. Mrs. Replane appeared to 
be attempting to attract attention by blinking [her] eyes 
and making facial expressions.” A Pinkerton detective 
reported seeing a woman who closely resembled Carol 
at the Union Bus depot in Philadelphia with luggage. 
Police checked all train, bus, and airline terminals for any 
sightings but came up empty. 

As in any investigation that receives extensive 
publicity, crank calls and oddballs also had to be 

Sgt. David Sexton, who is currently with the MSP 
Criminal Enforcement Division, Central Homicide Unit, 
was very gracious in spending time with me discussing 
the case. When I mentioned that Bill underwent a 
polygraph, Sexton indicated that was a standard way 
to begin an investigation. “You always go inside—out,” 
he told me, meaning investigators start with the people 
closest to the victim.  

“I’m glad they gave me the test,” Bill told the 
Baltimore Sun the next day, “If they check me, I know 
they’re checking every angle. I had nothing to hide.” 
Sgt. May later said Bill “passed the examination without 
incident,” according to the Washington Daily News. The 
FBI file stated that Bill’s polygraph “indicates he has no 
guilty knowledge re her disappearance.” 

Police also discussed the possibility that “Mrs. 
Replane was surprised by someone who may have 
lurked in her car waiting for her to finish” her class 
at Laurel High School. One of the adult students told 
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The Replanes had lived in Laurel for about two 
years, first in an apartment on Post Office Ave. off Main 
Street and then at the brand-new Snow Hill Manor 
apartments on Laurel-Bowie Road since September 
1962. Carol substituted at various schools in the area 
and was hired to teach a night-time adult education 
sewing class at Laurel High School. Bill was a full-time 
science teacher at Laurel Junior High School. 

Although the couple had no children, that part of 
their future caused problems. Carol’s parents, who 
raised her as a Lutheran, objected to her marrying Bill 
because he is Jewish. According to the FBI file, Carol 
and Bill “had [a] very serious discussion concerning 
[the] religion of their future children. Both desired to 
have children. However, [Carol] wanted them brought 
up in [the] Lutheran faith and [Bill] wanted them in 
[the] Jewish faith. This problem was not resolved.” 

Bill’s outgoing, garrulous personality was in sharp 
contrast with Carol’s, whose shyness was an issue. The 
FBI file stated: “Mrs. Replane has been described as 
withdrawn, shy, reticent, and a teacher who has had 
difficulty in getting along with students. The MSP 
[Maryland State Police] have advised that she was 
disqualified from two teaching positions due to extreme 
shyness and reticence.” Neighbors told the Washington 
Daily News that Carol was “so shy that she blushed 
when you spoke to her.” Carl Bell, Laurel High School’s 
Vice-Principal, described Carol as “very reserved and 
shy” to the Washington Star. He remembered that 
“Between classes, in the teachers’ lounge, she rarely 
participated in conversations.”  

But Bill Replane described Carol differently to the 
media. He told the Washington Daily News that Carol 
“was not a moody person, but bright and carefree.  

more still under construction. Contee Road was another 
dark country road and connected to Laurel-Bowie Road 
via a short service road. 

The first policeman to respond, State Trooper Robert 
Long, encountered a confusing scene just after 1:00 am. 
Carol’s car—which was exactly as Bill found it—was 
pulled over at the end of a driveway that led to a house 
200 feet back from the road. The car’s bright lights were 
on, but the motor was off, the keys were in the ignition, 
and the emergency brake was set. Long noted that the 
motor was already cold. The driver’s side window was 
rolled down about three inches. There was no sign of 
Carol or her purse, and no signs of a struggle either 
inside or outside the car. As reported by the Washington 
Post, “although the battery was a little low, it started 
instantly at the turn of the key.”  

Desperate for answers, Bill told the Baltimore News 
Post and other papers that he “always told my wife 
never to set the brake in cold weather because it might 
jam. By setting the brake, maybe she was trying to tell 
me something.” 

At 5:00 am, MSP issued a 13-state general alarm 
for Carol. Dozens of newspapers across the country 
reported that “When last seen Mrs. Replane was 
wearing black, horn-rimmed glasses, a blue dress, 
and a camel’s hair coat.” Police initiated a search of 
the immediate area at daybreak, concentrating on the 
wooded areas around the intersection of Contee and 
Laurel-Bowie Roads, but turned up nothing. The owner 
of the house at the end of the 200-foot driveway told the 
Washington Daily News that “he heard nothing during 
the night.”  

If something had been on her mind, she’d have wanted 
to talk it out. That was her way.” Student Marie Cooke 
claimed that Carol “was just about the best substitute 
teacher we ever had. She was nice and friendly.” 

“Vanished, as though into thin air” 
Carol’s first adult sewing class at the old Laurel High 

School on Montgomery Street was on the night of 
January 21, 1963. She was excited to show off the blue 
dress she was wearing to the class because she made it 
herself. By all accounts, the class went well, and Carol 
was the last person to exit the building. The janitor told 
police he locked up when she left at 10:00 pm. 

When she didn’t arrive home by 11:00 pm, a worried 
Bill began calling around. He spoke to Laurel High’s 
principal, who wasn’t there that night and had no idea. 
Laurel Police told him their apartment was out of their 
jurisdiction, but they would check the school. 

After numerous calls yielded nothing, Bill decided to 
go look for Carol himself around midnight. He didn’t get 
far. Less than a quarter mile on Laurel-Bowie Road, at 
approximately where the entrance to the Town Center 
shopping center is today and just north of Contee Road, 
he found Carol’s car on the side of the road facing 
home—but no sign of his wife. Bill flagged down a 
passing motorist and asked him to call police. Besides 
being pitch dark, the weather was below freezing, 
which it had been for weeks. 

Laurel-Bowie Road in 1963 was a dark two-lane 
country road. Before Snow Hill Manor Apartments were 
built, there was very little housing development in the 
mile and a half stretch between Laurel Pines apartments 
and the Baltimore Washington Parkway. The Briarwood 
neighborhood had some houses completed, with many 

Carol Replane’s car (shown here 
after being returned to her Snow Hill 
apartment) had been discovered by her 
husband Bill less than a quarter mile 
away on Laurel-Bowie Road—its bright 
lights on, the motor off, the keys in the 
ignition, and the emergency brake set.
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checked out. Among the many calls in this category, a 
hypnotist told the Chief of Police in Takoma Park that 
a client—under hypnosis—claimed to have seen the 
abduction and knew where Carol was.  

Five days later, on January 27, MSP announced that 
laboratory technicians had examined Carol’s car and 
found no useful evidence. Also on that day, a snowstorm 
in Laurel brought to a halt any foot searches and a 
planned search by helicopter. 

The strain of not knowing anything, and having to 
answer constant questions from the media, seemed to 
be taking a toll on Bill. He admitted to the Washington 
Star that, contrary to his previous public statements, 
the MSP subjecting him to a lie detector test “made him 
a little angry. Sure, I could have concocted the whole 
thing—but if they found her dead, then I might as well 
be dead, too. She is my life.” He also admitted publicly, 
for the first time, the issues with their interfaith 
marriage and future children. 

Being unaccustomed to the spotlight, combined 
with his natural outgoing personality, Bill did himself 
no favors in his dealings with the media. According 
to the FBI report, “many veteran news reporters have 
remarked re Mr. Replane’s calmness. They believe 
it unusual. Feel most persons in similar situation 
would be nervous and unavailable for interview. One 
reporter very suspicious of Mr. Replane since Replane 
endeavored to extend interview. Same reporter states 
Replane has contacted radio stations and offered to tape 
recording [sic] of himself requesting wife’s return.” 

It wasn’t just reporters who had their doubts. 
According to the FBI, Carol’s parents returned home to 
Burgettstown on Jan. 28 to await any developments. But 
on the way, unbeknownst to Bill, they stopped at MSP’s 

Laurel, Md and contacted State Police.” 
Officer Moore’s report, also dated Feb. 6, went into 

more detail about the condition of the body: 

She was lying on her back with her left arm turned 
under the body and right arm free. The feet were held 
up at an angle by brush. From the way she was lying in 
the pot hole it was determined that subject was carried 
to the above location, already dead, and just heaved 
into the brush. 

Howard County Police cordoned off the area and, 
together with MSP, conducted a search of the scene. 
Nothing was found. 

Bill Replane was brought to the Baltimore City 
Morgue and made a positive identification of the body 
as Carol. “Reporters on the scene said Replane did not 
break down, but seemed as if in a trance,” reported the 
Hagerstown Morning Herald. 

The State Medical Examiner (ME) had to wait a 
week before he could conduct an autopsy—Carol’s body 
was frozen solid. Once the autopsy commenced, some 
interesting details were apparent right away. Carol’s 
clothes were “rearranged” in an unusual way. Under 
her coat and scarf the blue dress she wore to the first 
class was inside out and unbuttoned. Her slip was also 
on inside out. Her stockings and girdle—still attached 
to each other—were found in her coat pocket and her 
“underclothes were torn near vaginal area,” according 
to Officer Moore. Carol’s purse, shoes, and glasses were 
nowhere to be found. 

The ME estimated that Carol’s body “had been at 
the scene for two weeks or more,” according to the 
Washington Post. The autopsy provided three startling 
conclusions: Carol was struck on the left temple 
with a blunt instrument hard enough to knock her 
unconscious but not kill her, the cause of death was 
freezing, and there was no sign of sexual assault. He also 
concluded that the time of death was in the overnight 
hours of January 21, when she disappeared. 

Dr. Charles S. Petty, the assistant ME, acknowledged 
to the Frederick Post the confusing conclusions. “In the 
absence of any definite cause of death, it is my opinion 
that the woman was struck on the head and abandoned 
in the freezing cold—13 degrees—and before recovering 
consciousness, froze to death. There is no evidence that 
the woman had been sexually assaulted. However, it is 
interesting to note that the dress was unbuttoned on 
the body and inside out.” The Washington Star reported 
“Neither police nor the medical examiners could offer 
any explanation of how it was that Mrs. Replane’s 
clothing was so strangely disarranged, yet there was no 
evidence of sexual assault.” 

The FBI was also assisting the investigation by 
providing forensic analysis of Carol’s clothing. They 
discovered that “the loop opposite the collar button on 
the coat is broken, and a portion of the loop is missing. 
The dress would normally be secured at the waist with 
a snap fastener and two sets of hooks and eyes. The 
inside eye is missing.” The FBI lab also found “small 
seminal stains” and “four small particles of a dark gray 
enamel” on Carol’s dress.  

MSP also consulted with Dr. Harold M. Boslow, 

Over the next week, a few suspects were questioned 
but released. A handyman who worked at Allen’s Motel 
on Route 1 was released after passing a polygraph, and 
a drifter hitchhiking on the BW Parkway was similarly 
questioned and released. The case went nowhere. 

A week after the disappearance, on January 29, 
Bill resumed teaching at Laurel Junior High School 
while the investigation continued. Principal William 
Bevan told the Laurel Leader, “His classes were very 
sympathetic and cooperative with him, but he was quite 
distraught and seemed to want to search the area again 
where Carol’s car was found, so all the male members 
of the faculty, about ten of us, organized a search of the 
area last Wednesday afternoon.” 

The hundreds of tips submitted to police were all 
checked out and discounted. More than 800 people 
were interviewed but the police were still baffled. 

Carol is Found 
When they found Carol’s body off College Ave., the 

boys ran home and notified Bobby’s mother, Betty 
Hinegardner, who went to investigate herself. She 
told the Baltimore Sun that when she saw the body, 
“I thought right away it was that Laurel woman.” She 
called the police and Howard County Police Officer 
Robert Moore and Corporal J. Elwood Kauffman 
responded. In his incident report to Howard County 
Police Chief Jack Larrimore dated Feb. 6, 1963, 
Kauffman wrote that “It appeared that subject had 
been thrown into the gully, and due to the ice and snow 
formation of the body, it was felt that she had been there 
for approximately two weeks. Subject was wearing a tan 
Camel Hair Coat, blue skirt, and white blouse.” The two 
officers “thought it might possibly be Allene Replane of 

At the end of the school year, his family moved to the 
other side of Fort Meade. Carol was one of his teachers 
in 9th grade at Corkran Junior High School in Glen 
Burnie, but she was only there for a couple of months. 
He never knew what happened, but he remembered 
that Carol was very shy and quickly lost control of her 
classroom to the 9th graders.  

“She seemed to have problems dealing with the 9th 
graders at Corkran, at least in my class. They were 
unkind to her. I think that’s why she left. I thought she 
was kind and tried hard to teach her subject in spite of 
her treatment,” Johnson told me. 

Actually, the FBI file explained what happened. 
The principal of Corkran Junior High School told the 
FBI after her disappearance that Carol taught there 
for only two months in the Fall of 1962, when she 
resigned. According to the principal, Carol “was very 
withdrawn and kept to herself when teaching … if she 
had not resigned, she would have been fired due to her 
personality.” A teacher at Corkran told the FBI that 
Carol “appeared normal but was a very bewildering type 
personality, speaking only when spoken to and generally 
answering questions with a yes or no reply.” 

Johnson then talked about the “eerie similarities” of 
Carol’s case with the subject of a recent documentary 
series on Netflix: The Keepers. The show follows former 
students investigating the unsolved case of Sister Cathy 
Cesnik, a nun who taught at Archbishop Keough High 
School and was murdered in Baltimore County in 1969. 
Johnson shared a list he compiled of the similarities in 
the two cases: 

•  Both women were young, slim, with short dark  
hair and glasses. 

•  Both women were teachers. 
•  Both women were from Pennsylvania. 
•  Both abductions occurred after dark while the  

women were out alone in their cars. 
•  Both women were abducted from a different 

Maryland county than the one where their bodies 
were found (was this to confuse jurisdictional 
authorities?). 

•  Both women had been struck hard on the left temple 
area to incapacitate them. 

•  Both women were found lying on their backs. 
•  Both women had their shoes and hose removed. 
•  Both women had their clothing “rearranged.” 
•  The locations of the bodies were described as “lovers’ 

lanes” about 10 miles apart. 
•  Both bodies were described as possibly being disposed 

there subsequent to their demise elsewhere. 
•  In both cases, the killer had to know these areas  

pretty well. 
•  Both women’s cars were found very near their 

apartments, some miles from where the victims’ 
bodies were left, which implies the murderer may 
have known something about them, or trolled their 
parking lots looking for a victim, and abducted them 
from their respective parking lot. 

•  Both cars were left unlocked. 
•  The keys were left in the ignitions of both cars. 
•  There were no signs of struggles in their cars. 

Waterloo Barracks to talk to Sgt. May. The Johnsons 
“wished to express their concern that [Bill] appears 
extremely calm and relaxed as if [his] wife never 
disappeared. Parents unable to understand William’s 
attitude.” 

The next day, to make things worse for Bill, MSP 
questioned him for three more hours at Pikesville. Later, 
he told the Baltimore Sun that the police “are trying 
to dig out some facts about her that I might not even 
realize myself. They are trying to find something out of 
her past that might have some bearing on the case.” 

The same day police questioned Bill for a second 
time, an unusual anonymous letter arrived at the 
FBI’s Baltimore office. This was a week after Carol 
disappeared—a week of intense media scrutiny of 
the case. The handwritten letter, which was sent in a 
franked FBI Baltimore office envelope, read: 

1-24-63 
Suggest the following areas be checked re Mrs. Replane 
in case she met a certain personality who lives near 
Laurel High: 

Route 32 South area, especially near  
    Annapolis Jct & 32. 
Route 32 North—near Boys’ Scout [sic] summer camp. 
Patapsco State Park near box factory. 
Old Route 50 to [??] motels—may be drugged 
Route 1 motels—may be drugged 

The FBI lab found no fingerprints on the letter, stamp, 
or envelope and determined that the franked envelope 
had been discontinued for at least a year. Once again, 
investigators came up empty. 

Director and Psychiatrist in charge of the Patuxent 
Institute in Jessup to gain a profile of the type of person 
who would commit a crime like this. Dr. Boslow’s 
four-page report concluded that “the most likely type 
of sexual deviate to have committed this crime was a 
fetishist or one addicted to the cult of fetishism.” In 
particular, he noted that whatever did happen to Carol 
“definitely … [did] not occur in a motor vehicle but more 
likely a secluded, possibly abandoned building where 
the fetishist would have felt safe.” Sgt. May, MSP’s lead 
investigator, noted in Boslow’s report that “there had 
been some evidence of possibly household dirt found on 
the seat of the victim’s panties.” 

Weeks went by with no new leads developing until 
April 15. On that day, John King, 12, from Maryland City, 
and his friend Richard Cox, 11, from Alexandria, Virginia, 
were playing near Brock Bridge Road along the Patuxent 
River, downstream from Fort Meade Road (Route 198). 
They found a dark blue purse in the mud with some 
credit cards in it. The boys took the cards and showed 
them to John’s mother, Mrs. Edward Welsch, who 
recognized Carol’s name on the cards and called police. 

Carol’s purse contained Esso, Gulf, and G.E.M. credit 
cards, a pen and pencil, and some papers. The Baltimore 
Evening Sun said, “Sgt. Wilton May, head of the State 
Police search for her killer, said the discovery of the 
pocketbook was the first significant clue since Mrs. 
Replane’s body was found February 6.” But he admitted 
that “I don’t think it will pinpoint anything. I wish it 
did, but it doesn’t look like it.” 

Carol’s glasses and shoes were never found. 

An Alternative Theory 
I contacted the Maryland State Police Central 

Homicide Unit for the first time in October 2018. Carol’s 
case is still listed on MSP’s Cold Cases webpage (Case 
Number: CCR3889). When I asked Sgt. David Sexton if 
I could access the files, he immediately said those files 
were missing. How did he know that? This was a cold 
case from 1963–55 years ago! Sgt. Sexton said someone 
else had recently asked for those files and he discovered 
them missing. 

He explained that record-keeping back in those days 
was slipshod compared with modern computerized 
databases. It wasn’t unusual back then for investigators 
to take files home or for files to be lost in transit from 
one organization to another. No one knows what 
happened to Carol’s file at MSP. 

He wasn’t allowed to tell me who requested the files, 
so I asked him if he would contact the person and give 
him or her my information. He did, and I was contacted 
by a man named Kent Johnson. It turns out Johnson is 
an amateur sleuth but with a good reason for trying to 
satisfy his curiosity about the case: he had both Carol 
and Bill Replane as teachers in the 1960s. He had always 
wondered what happened to Carol. The timing of our 
requests for the files was just coincidence. 

I met Johnson and he eagerly shared his findings 
about the case. I found his recollections of both 
Replanes as teachers very interesting. Johnson’s father 
had been in the military and stationed at Fort Meade. 
Bill Replane was Johnson’s science teacher in 8th grade 
at Laurel Junior High School. 
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Police comb the cordoned-off area of College Avenue where Carol was found by two young boys on February 6, 1963. (Source: Baltimore Sun)
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His list certainly got my attention. The questions 

were buzzing in my head. Does Carol Replane’s murder 
follow a pattern? Is there a connection with other 
unsolved murders from the 1960s in the Baltimore area? 
Can a link be established with the murders described in 
The Keepers documentary? 

I discovered a Facebook page devoted to the show 
filled with people intent on continuing the research on 
the case. I posted about Carol’s case and asked if anyone 
had any information that could possibly link the cases. 
Nancy Pederson, a regular contributor to the page and a 
dogged researcher, helped me look into the particulars 
of Sister Cathy’s case with an eye to any possible links. 
But our efforts did not turn up anything to suggest 
a link. How could the cases be so similar and yet 
unconnected? I put this alternative theory on the back 
burner but was always on the lookout for a connection. 

Bill Replane Interview 
I interviewed Bill Replane at his home in Florida 

in April 2019. He and his wife, Deena, were very 
accommodating and spent an entire afternoon 
answering questions. I walked Bill through my research, 
sometimes asking specific questions to help me 
understand things and get a better perspective on Carol, 
but more often just listening to what he remembered. 
Bill was 84 when I interviewed him but seemed to still 
have a good memory, with a few exceptions. 

At the end of my interview, I asked Bill point blank, 
“Did you have anything to do with your wife’s death?” 
He answered “No.” 

To prove that point, I tested whether he could have 
been involved. As I described above, I knew exactly 
where Carol’s car was found and where her body was 
discovered. I pored over maps from 1963 to determine 
what roads were in existence then between Laurel and 
Ellicott City. Using only those roads—and knowing full 
well that they have all been improved since 1963—it 
took me 45 minutes to travel between the two points. I 
used a different path for the return trip with the same 
result: 45 minutes. That means it would have taken Bill 
an hour and a half (on today’s roads) just in travel time, 
round trip. Given that he first started calling school 
officials from his apartment around 11:00 pm, it would 
have been impossible for him to be involved. 

who is currently the Chief, Division of Public Safety, at 
Roswell Park Comprehensive Cancer Center in Buffalo, 
NY, and is also an Adjunct Instructor in the criminal 
justice program at Hilbert College for advice. Chief 
Carpenter spent 17 years on the Howard County Police 
force. He confirmed that the concrete pad was indeed 
the site of the New Haven Cardboard Carton Company. 

According to the FBI file in 1963, McGee was being 
investigated for a Crime on Governmental Reservations 
(CGR) charge. MacDougall reviewed McGee’s CGR file 
and discovered: 

that McGee, as a result of his watchman’s employment, 
had detected young couples parked and petting in 
parked automobiles near the carton company, at 
Patapsco State Park, and would, after posing as a law 
enforcement officer, attempt to extort affection from 
the women involved with the threat of exposing their 
activities to their parents and/or the juvenile courts. 

McGee was arrested during May 1963 by Baltimore 
[FBI] Agents on government property, while making an 
attempt to apply his illegal trade after having detected a 
couple near Patapsco State Park. Federal prosecution was 
declined in favor of administrative action by the military. 

According to his CGR file, McGee “would pose as a 
law enforcement officer to assure cooperation from his 
victims,” and as a guard at the cardboard factory “had 
been furnished a blue uniform” and a nightstick. 

MacDougal interviewed Howard County Police  
Sgt. Mathews in 1966 and learned that: 

Prior to June 1963, their department experienced 
numerous complaints from women about being stopped 

current head of the MSP Criminal Enforcement 
Division, Central Homicide Unit, he agreed with me 
that these are reasonable theories, but without any 
evidence, that’s all they are. 

Connecting the Dots 
Finally, after waiting more than two years, I received 

the FBI file in January 2021. It was all I hoped for, 
and then some. Investigators in 1963 were frustrated 
by their inability to detect a pattern or suspect after 
combing through hundreds of leads and interviewing 
hundreds of people. They just weren’t able to connect 
the dots. But it turns out that there were clues that 
indicated a pattern and, more importantly, a viable 
suspect. It just didn’t emerge until three years later and 
was buried in the extensive FBI file. 

In 1966, Special Agent Malcolm MacDougall of the FBI 
was investigating a different unsolved murder of Marta 
Santa Cruz, a 22-year-old Bolivian who was strangled 
and dumped in a creek in Fairfax County in 1961. There 
are numerous references to the Cruz investigation in 
the Replane file, with police speculating that the crimes 
could be connected. MacDougall, who was aware of the 
unsolved Replane case, came across a radio log of the 
Howard County Police Department from January 23, 
1963—the day after Carol was abducted.  

According to the FBI file, the radio log disclosed that 
“John A. McGee, a guard at the New Haven Cardboard 
Carton Company, Ellicott City, Md., notified the Howard 
County Police Department, while in Ellicott City, Md., 
that he had observed an airplane crash in the vicinity of 
College Avenue.” The police determined that there was 
no crash but sent an officer to interview McGee. 

Sgt. Robert O. Mathews, who would eventually be 
named Chief of the Howard County Police Department 
in 1975, “met McGee on the road near where Mrs. 
Replane’s body was eventually found. According to Sgt. 
Mathews, McGee reported observing an aircraft, with 
motors out, disappear in a fog bank and which appeared 
to go down behind St. Mary’s College in a wooded area 
adjacent to College Avenue.” St. Mary’s College was 
near Ilchester and Bonnie Branch Roads, part of the 
remote area next to the Patapsco River. McGee’s report 
was discounted and filed away. 

Three years later, however, MacDougall speculated 
that McGee’s report to police may have been “his 
intention to attempt to alert local authorities to the 
whereabouts of Mrs. Replane’s body by using the 
pretense of reporting a downed airplane.” 

John McGee was a Master Sergeant at Fort Meade 
and worked part-time as a guard at the New Haven 
Cardboard Carton Company, on River Road across the 
Patapsco River from College Avenue. The anonymous 
letter received by the FBI a week after Carol’s 
disappearance suggested certain areas be checked, 
including “Patapsco State Park near box factory.”  

I wasn’t aware of any factories on the Patapsco, but 
after investigating the area, I suspected that the large 
concrete pad on River Road, just before the road bends 
over the river and becomes Ilchester Road, was all that 
remained of the factory. I turned to Gordon Carpenter, 

the FBI report. 
It’s not hard to imagine, given McGee’s history, that 

maybe he spotted Carol at a traffic light on her way 
home, followed her on the dark Laurel-Bowie Road, and 
probably flashed his lights (or, as Sgt. Sexton speculated, 
he had an illegal blue light) to get Carol to pull over. 
He got her out of the car on some pretense posing as 
a policeman and knocked her unconscious with his 
nightstick. Chief Carpenter told me that it was common 
back then for motorists who were pulled over to sit in 
the officer’s car while a ticket was written. 

As a guard, he certainly had keys to the box factory, 
which would have been empty that time of night. 
Whatever he did to Carol, he did it in the security and 
warmth of the empty factory. He then dressed her, 
accidently putting on her dress and slip inside out, and 
drove her to the spot on College Avenue (“known as a 
lovers’ lane”) where he dumped her body. 

In the absence of a trial or confession, unsolved 
murders officially remain open “cold cases.” Sadly, that 
appears to be the case for Carol Replane. 

My thanks to Bill and Deena Replane, Sgt. Dave Sexton 
of the Maryland State Police, Kent Johnson, Nancy 
Pederson, Chief Gordon Carpenter, and Richard Friend  
for their assistance.  

Kevin Leonard is a founding member of The Laurel 
History Boys. He has written about local history for  
the Laurel Leader for almost 10 years.

So, What Happened? 
After a few years of working on this, I developed 

some of my own theories about what happened.  
Why did she pull over? Bill told me she was not an 

adventurous type and would be wary of strangers. 
Would she pull over if someone was flagging her down? 
Maybe. But would the killer flag down a car at random? 
Doesn’t seem likely. There’s no way he would know who 
was driving. But something—or someone—got her to 
pull over. 

No sign of a struggle. Since her driver’s side window 
was down about three inches, she was talking to 
someone outside the car on the freezing night. But the 
window was still down, and she was gone. If she wasn’t 
taken by force, why was it still down? 

Condition of her car. There’s no doubt to me that Carol 
expected to get back in her car. That’s why it was turned 
off, left unlocked, with the keys in the ignition, and 
bright lights still on. She would have needed the bright 
lights on Laurel-Bowie Road at night. 

Her purse was missing. Whatever the reason for her 
to get out of the car, she reached for her purse. That 
indicates to me that there was no force used to get her 
out. Also, there were no signs of a struggle, inside the 
car or out. 

The rearrangement of her clothes. The ME thinks she 
was knocked unconscious at or near her abduction 
in Laurel. I agree with that. But with the freezing 
weather, the rearrangement of her clothes means that 
whatever was done to Carol was done in a car or inside 
somewhere. Given the extensive “rearrangement,” 
I doubt it was done in a car. The time and effort 
to manipulate an unconscious woman inside a car 
seems almost impossible. And the broken and missing 
fasteners on her dress suggest someone else fumbling—
or worse—trying to remove her clothing. 

From all the reports and Bill’s description, Carol was 
very fastidious. So, if she was conscious, no matter how 
rushed she may have been, she would never have put 
her slip and dress on inside out. 

The killer had to know the area. As I said above, 
College Avenue is not a place you would likely find at 
random. The place where Carol’s body was found was  
a perfect spot to avoid detection.  

Sexual assault? Despite the ME’s conclusion that 
there was no sexual assault, that is not definitive, 
according to an Emergency Room nurse I talked to. 
Even if there was no sexual assault, Dr. Boslow’s profile 
of a possible suspect rings true. Where did the small 
semen stains come from? Since her shoes and glasses 
were never found, were they kept as souvenirs? 

Location of the purse. Since the purse was found 
downstream from the bridge on Route 198, that seems 
the most likely place where it was thrown into the 
Patuxent River. There are other roads on the way to 
Ellicott City that cross the river, but they are much 
further from where the purse was found. It also may 
mean that Brock Bridge Road was the route taken by  
the killer toward Ellicott City. Did the killer travel on 
Fort Meade Road? 

In discussing these theories with Sgt. Sexton, the 

in their vehicles at night, by an individual posing as a law 
enforcement officer. These women sometimes complained 
of criminal assault, and others complained that the subject 
would attempt to take certain liberties or attempt to make 
dates. Upon further questioning, Sgt. Mathews advised 
that since May 1963 (month of FBI arrest of McGee) his 
department has not received any additional complaints. 

McGee drove a 1953 cream and green Pontiac, similar 
to observations of witnesses “in both the area of the 
Replane abduction, and the area where Mrs. Replane 
was eventually found.” 

If indeed Carol’s purse was thrown from the Fort 
Meade Road bridge into the Patuxent River, that would 
be “the most logical route of travel” to Fort Meade, 
where McGee was stationed.  

However, after McGee was arrested by the FBI for 
attempting “to extort affection” from one of his victims in 
May 1963—just four months after Carol disappeared—and 
turned over to the military for “administrative action” 
(which usually means he would be discharged), he died 
from a heart attack in November 1965. At that point “all 
investigation was terminated.” There’s no information as 
to any further investigation of McGee during the two and 
a half years he was in military custody. 

Special Agent MacDougall, who passed away in 
January 2021, concluded his report by writing: 

In view of the above set of unusual circumstances 
concerning McGee and Replane, Baltimore is of  
the opinion that McGee should be considered a 
prime suspect in the Replane case. 

Sgt. Sexton and Chief Carpenter agree with me that 
“McGee is the guy,” as Sexton put it after we reviewed 
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Bill Replane as he appeared in the 1967 Laurel Junior High School 
yearbook, and at his home in Florida in 2019. (Photo: Kevin Leonard)
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The New Haven Cardboard Carton factory on River Road, next to  
the Patapsco River. The cardboard factory was only 1.8 miles from 
the spot on College Avenue where Carol’s body was found. 

who is currently the Chief, Division of Public Safety, at 
Roswell Park Comprehensive Cancer Center in Buffalo, 
NY, and is also an Adjunct Instructor in the criminal 
justice program at Hilbert College for advice. Chief 
Carpenter spent 17 years on the Howard County Police 
force. He confirmed that the concrete pad was indeed 
the site of the New Haven Cardboard Carton Company. 

According to the FBI file in 1963, McGee was being 
investigated for a Crime on Governmental Reservations 
(CGR) charge. MacDougall reviewed McGee’s CGR file 
and discovered: 

that McGee, as a result of his watchman’s employment, 
had detected young couples parked and petting in 
parked automobiles near the carton company, at 
Patapsco State Park, and would, after posing as a law 
enforcement officer, attempt to extort affection from 
the women involved with the threat of exposing their 
activities to their parents and/or the juvenile courts. 

McGee was arrested during May 1963 by Baltimore 
[FBI] Agents on government property, while making an 
attempt to apply his illegal trade after having detected a 
couple near Patapsco State Park. Federal prosecution was 
declined in favor of administrative action by the military. 

According to his CGR file, McGee “would pose as a 
law enforcement officer to assure cooperation from his 
victims,” and as a guard at the cardboard factory “had 
been furnished a blue uniform” and a nightstick. 

MacDougal interviewed Howard County Police  
Sgt. Mathews in 1966 and learned that: 

Prior to June 1963, their department experienced 
numerous complaints from women about being stopped 

“McGee is the guy,” as Sexton put it after we reviewed 
the FBI report. 

It’s not hard to imagine, given McGee’s history, that 
maybe he spotted Carol at a traffic light on her way 
home, followed her on the dark Laurel-Bowie Road, and 
probably flashed his lights (or, as Sgt. Sexton speculated, 
he had an illegal blue light) to get Carol to pull over. 
He got her out of the car on some pretense posing as 
a policeman and knocked her unconscious with his 
nightstick. Chief Carpenter told me that it was common 
back then for motorists who were pulled over to sit in 
the officer’s car while a ticket was written. 

As a guard, he certainly had keys to the box factory, 
which would have been empty that time of night. 
Whatever he did to Carol, he did it in the security and 
warmth of the empty factory. He then dressed her, 
accidently putting on her dress and slip inside out, and 
drove her to the spot on College Avenue (“known as a 
lovers’ lane”) where he dumped her body. 

In the absence of a trial or confession, unsolved 
murders officially remain open “cold cases.” Sadly, that 
appears to be the case for Carol Replane. 

My thanks to Bill and Deena Replane, Sgt. Dave Sexton 
of the Maryland State Police, Kent Johnson, Nancy 
Pederson, Chief Gordon Carpenter, and Richard Friend  
for their assistance.  

Kevin Leonard is a founding member of The Laurel 
History Boys. He has written about local history for  
the Laurel Leader for almost 10 years.

in their vehicles at night, by an individual posing as a law 
enforcement officer. These women sometimes complained 
of criminal assault, and others complained that the subject 
would attempt to take certain liberties or attempt to make 
dates. Upon further questioning, Sgt. Mathews advised 
that since May 1963 (month of FBI arrest of McGee) his 
department has not received any additional complaints. 

McGee drove a 1953 cream and green Pontiac, similar 
to observations of witnesses “in both the area of the 
Replane abduction, and the area where Mrs. Replane 
was eventually found.” 

If indeed Carol’s purse was thrown from the Fort 
Meade Road bridge into the Patuxent River, that would 
be “the most logical route of travel” to Fort Meade, 
where McGee was stationed.  

However, after McGee was arrested by the FBI for 
attempting “to extort affection” from one of his victims in 
May 1963—just four months after Carol disappeared—and 
turned over to the military for “administrative action” 
(which usually means he would be discharged), he died 
from a heart attack in November 1965. At that point “all 
investigation was terminated.” There’s no information as 
to any further investigation of McGee during the two and 
a half years he was in military custody. 

Special Agent MacDougall, who passed away in 
January 2021, concluded his report by writing: 

“�In�view�of�the�above�set�of�unusual�
circumstances�concerning�McGee�and��
Replane,�Baltimore�is�of�the�opinion�that��
McGee�should�be�considered�a�prime�suspect��
in�the�Replane�case.”

Sgt. Sexton and Chief Carpenter agree with me that 
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The New Haven Cardboard Carton factory on River Road, next to  
the Patapsco River. The cardboard factory was only 1.8 miles from 
the spot on College Avenue where Carol’s body was found. 
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Jim Clash, Bob Jeschelnik, and Rick Norris of the band Tram with former Maryland Congressman Larry Hogan in 1972.  
Below, Clash continues to enjoy time behind the drum kit today. (Photos courtesy of Jim Clash)

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 3Laurelite Achieves Rock Success in the Big Apple

presidents), and, in 1986, put out a 12-inch 
single called “Power Breakfast.” That 
got the attention of mainstream media 
like USA Today, The New York Times 
Magazine, the Today Show, and the BBC. 
A promoter in New York saw the coverage 
and asked us to perform at his popular 
club, The Saint (formerly the Fillmore 
East). After that, we did a slew of other 
New York clubs including the Limelight, 
Palladium, Tunnel, and Lonestar 
Roadhouse Cafe.

Based on this burgeoning success, I 
wrote a business plan to fund a full-up 
album, 1988 Annual Report, designed to 
satirize the 1980s scene. I raised $100,000 
in venture capital on Wall Street, not 
only for studio costs but to produce a 
music video, “Insider Tradin,” and a 
TV commercial to sell our albums via a 
direct-response ad campaign on cable 
stations like CNN, MTV, and VH-1. 
Suddenly, we were a semi-famous band. 
Our “BizRock” songs were featured in 
the morning slots at radio stations across 
the country. My most cherished memory 
is of my father calling one night to say 
that he had heard “Madison Avenue 
Man” on WHFS, the coolest station in the 
Washington, DC, area.

There were several other interesting 
experiences, too. We spent a week taping 
a Good Morning America segment with 
correspondent Ron Reagan, Jr., while his father was 
President. Lots of Secret Service people were mulling 
about. We hung out briefly with the Saturday Night Live 
crowd (no, we never played on the show). Producer Oliver 
Stone called to consider our stuff for a movie called 
Wall Street, and Lorimar and Orion Pictures pitched us 
treatments for our story as a TV sitcom and theatrical 
movie. I even remember autographing an LP backstage 
for Jennifer Aniston before she became famous.

There are other anecdotes I could recount, but you 
get the picture. More important: Whatever happened 
to The VPs? As with any band, creative differences and 
an insane work schedule (the band members kept their 
day jobs on Wall Street and Madison Avenue) caused 
the eventual breakup, in 1989. But sometimes you can 
still hear our songs on the radio, and the LPs are sold as 
novelty items on eBay.

As for drumming, I haven’t seriously picked up 
my sticks in quite awhile, but I have had the honor 
of interviewing all four drummers mentioned at 
the beginning of this article, as well as a slew of 
other classic rockers including Art Garfunkel, Pete 
Townshend, Grace Slick, Dion, Micky Dolenz, Ian 
Anderson, and Jack Bruce. They are in my upcoming 
book, AMPLIFIED, delayed by the pandemic. Roger 
Daltrey and Weasel (of WHFS DJ fame) have even 
written cover quotes.

Who would have thought that drumming in a local 
Laurel band would have led to such a unique story? The 
answer is: you never know. If you follow your passion—
and are in the right place at the right time—anything 
can happen. And who knows, that VPs movie or 
sitcom might someday materialize to tell the story of a 
materialistic decade through some business executives 
who lived it, and who satirized it at the same time. 
It’s not a bad idea—look at Sister Act. But, hey, I’m not 
holding my breath. 

Jim Clash, a longtime writer for Forbes magazine, 
regularly immerses himself in extreme adventures.  
He has driven a Bugatti at 253 mph, flown in a MiG-25 
to 84,000 feet at 2.6 times the speed of sound, summited 
the Matterhorn, and skied to the South Pole, among other 
things. He has a BA from the University of Maryland, 
an MBA from Columbia University, and graduated from 
Laurel High School in 1973. His books include Forbes to 
the Limits and The Right Stuff: Interviews with Icons  
of the 1960s.

to run a five-week summer drama club for tween and 
teen girls running July 5–August 6 at the nonprofit’s 
site on Montgomery Street. 

As the unstoppable actress, theatre educator, 
producer, and artistic director holds Venus Theatre  
to the light through podcasts and social media  
(@VenusTheater), Randall’s past collaborations 
continue to set flight to the voices of women and 
children in the realm of theatre. 

After the pandemic abruptly shut down theaters 
last year, Randall told the Laurel Leader that she 
was working on a proposal to build an outdoor 
amphitheater inspired by the ancient Greeks. Randall 
says she envisions an herb garden and food trucks 
and picnics on amphitheater grounds a stone’s throw 
from Venus at the end of C Street. A steel stage over 
the Patuxent River with lofted audience seating would 
beckon patrons to step through the trees to attend a 
show or concert. 

“I love Annapolis Night Under the Stars, and I think 
it would be brilliant to string lights over C Street and 
set tables in the street for a magical event under the 
stars,” Randall writes in an email. “We have a huge 
natural chandelier in the canopy over the trees. It 
would be the most enchanting thing!” 

Randall has discussed the project with members 
of the nonprofit Laurel for the Patuxent and 
officials with the City of Laurel, but there are so 
many challenges that, for now, she is focusing on 
redesigning Venus’s indoor performance space and 
pursuing funding to keep her theatre afloat. 

“I’ll do all I can to get Venus to the other side but 
I’m definitely still inside of the fight,” she says. 

“Imagination is better than money” 
Witches Vanish, a powerful piece written by 

experimental playwright Claudia Barnett that 
premiered at Venus, was published this February 
by Carnegie Mellon University Press. Barnett was 
inspired to write the play by the femicides out of 
Juárez, Mexico, where more than 700 young women 
were reported murdered or forced into sex trafficking 
from 2010–2014. 

Randall and Barnett joined creative forces to 
interpret the stories of real women and girls gone 
missing from all over the world through surreal 
poetry, puppetry, and movement in visually stunning 
vignettes accompanied by a continuous mantra 
chanting the names of 82 real victims. 

The play takes place in the shadow of the 
Abrahamic religions in settings such as Juárez, the 
Spanish Inquisition, and Constantinople. Barnett says 
several directors told her in the play’s early stages that 
she’d need to find a theater with a lot of money (the set 
called for an enormous cauldron) if she ever wanted to 
see it produced. 

“Instead, I found Venus,” she says. “Everyone I’ve 
worked with at Venus is brilliant. Part of the beauty 
is that Amy Belschner Rhodes designs all the sets, 
Neil McFaddon designs all the sound, and Kristin 

Thompson designs all the lights … there’s the sense 
that everyone’s doing their best because they love this 
place.”  

When Randall simply decided to cast two women 
as the cauldron to personify the world of the play, 
Barnett says the elegant solution inspired her motto, 
“Imagination is better than money.” 

Since the two women met in 2010 at the Kennedy 
Center Page-to-Stage Festival, Venus has produced 
three world premieres of Barnett plays: No. 731 
Degraw-street, Brooklyn, or Emily Dickinson’s Sister 
(2013), Witches Vanish (2015), and Aglaonike’s Tiger 
(2017). To date, the first two have since been published 
as books.  

Barnett regularly sits in on rehearsals of her scripts 
at Venus and has visited Old Town many times; she 
says she enjoys walking along the river and exploring 
Laurel’s historic neighborhoods. 

“There’s so much history and beauty,” she writes 
in an e-mail. “I vividly remember the giant dahlias in 
one front yard; I planted my own the next year. I’ve 
also enjoyed the influx of coffee shops since I spend a 
lot of my time writing.” 

Barnett stays at the Laurel Manor House Bed and 
Breakfast when she’s in town. 

“I believe I was their first guest during Aglaonike’s 
Tiger, my play about the first female astronomer 
in ancient Greece,” she writes. “Incredibly, 
coincidentally, the house is filled with all kinds of 
things that could be props in the play: paintings of a 
woman with her pet cheetah and an entire room filled 
with moon objects.” 

Barnett teaches playwrighting at Middle Tennessee 
State University. The last time she visited Laurel in 
February 2020 (just before COVID broke loose), she 
gave a talk for Randall’s “Venus Speaks” series, and 
Randall took Barnett and a VIP group of attendees for 
a salt bath at Salt on Main followed by dinner at Olive 
on Main. 

“Deb’s like family,” Barnett writes. “It’s hard to 
imagine that Venus will look entirely different next 
time I visit, but I know it will still feel like home.” 

For descriptions of Barnett’s plays and books 
available at independent booksellers, see claudia-
barnett.com. 

A freelance arts and entertainment writer known for her 
Laurel landmark business series and theater reviews in the 
Laurel Leader, Patti Restivo has received several MDDC 
Press Association awards, most recently for a landmark 
business story picked up by The Washington Post.
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Moving to Laurel

As young families spawned amid the baby boom, 
SM was abuzz with kids playing in the courtyards 
and streets. Kickball was our favorite. I remember the 
cars. The Griffins had Chevys. So did the Pomerantz 
family. The McGills had a new ’64 Dodge Dart. We 
had a Valiant. One family had a Falcon. Another had a 
new Fairlane. Cars marked the times. So did what we 
watched on TV. Lots of popular sitcoms that still live 
with us today—Gilligan’s Island, Dick Van Dyke, Andy 
Griffith, I Dream of Jeanie, It’s About Time, Bewitched, 
and a host of others that remind me of our Laurel 
years. Sunday nights meant Lassie, Ed Sullivan, and The 
Wonderful World of Disney. 

My sister and I attended O.W. Phair Elementary 
School from 1963-65. While most kids were playing 
on the monkey bars and swings at recess, I was 
watching them build Gorman Manor apartments (now 
Westgate). I’d never seen anything like it—watching 
an apartment complex rise out of the rural Maryland 
brush. I watched laborers lay bricks, drive nails, sweat 
pipes, run electrics, and build apartments for growing 
families. When Gorman Manor was finished, my 
mother took us to see the model apartments, which was 
thrilling for me at age 8. 

Steward Tower, known then as Steward Towers, 
wasn’t complete when we moved into our SM 
apartment. Pollin Development, which built SM, 
also erected Steward Tower, had plans to build more 
towers. The land wouldn’t support the weight, which 
made additional buildings impossible, hence the lone 
Steward Tower today. 

My sister and I used to board a PG County school 
bus at Steward Manor for the short ride to school. Our 
driver was Mr. Weaver. On November 21, 1963, President 
Kennedy was assassinated in Dallas. Word came over 
the public address system at O.W. Phair. Kennedy had 
been shot and had died. I was seven years old and had 
very little understanding of what had happened. All I 
knew was the president was dead and people were crying 
everywhere. We got out of school early that day. 

A lot of things happened during our stay at SM. 
Early in 1964, the Beatles arrived from Britain ready to 
conquer America. They called it the British Invasion. 
Shortly thereafter, Ford introduced the new Mustang, 
with wild horses roaring across the screen of our mid-
century Philco console television. I had no time for 
that, however. There was plenty going on in my humble 
little bedroom. In those days, SM offered a choice of 
colors in its apartments. My room was blue. The rest 
of the apartment was bright pastel green. My sisters 
got pink. The parents were vanilla—they chose grey. I 
would imagine what you get today at Steward Manor is 
Eggshell White. 

Jim Smart grew up in the Washington-Baltimore area—
primarily in Lanham, Laurel, and Bowie. He lived in Laurel 
from 1963–65—moving to Belair At Bowie late in 1965.
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Over the years, the City of Laurel has always celebrated 
Independence Day—with the exception of 2020 due  
to the pandemic. Festivities resumed, albeit cautiously,  

in 2021.
The first celebrations and fireworks were held at the 9th & 

Montgomery Street ball fields in Old Town. They later moved 
to the rear of Laurel High School on Cherry Lane, and as the 
city continued to grow, to Granville Gude Park at Laurel Lakes 
where it is held today. The event is a fun filled day (weather 
permitting) with a parade, classic car show, various food and 
craft vendors, live entertainment and, at day’s end, a great 
fireworks show.

 The event would not be possible without the hard work of 
the all-volunteer 4th of July Committee that was established 
in 1978 by then Mayor Robert DiPietro, who holds fund raising 
events all year, the Mayor, City Council, Parks And Recreation 
Department, Public Works, Laurel Police Department and the 
generous support of its sponsors.

Pete Lewnes is a founding member of The Laurel History Boys, 
and a prolific collector of historical Laurel memorabilia from  
all eras.

Dawn Lahti Duea, 87
Dawn Duea, 87, died on June 14, 2021.
Born in 1934 in Stambaugh, Michigan, her 

family moved to Butte, Montana when she was 
12. Dawn met her future husband while both 
were working for the Federal Government in 
Washington, DC. She married Robert Duea, of 
Alexandria, Minnesota, in 1953. They had two 
children, Vicki and Brian. The family spent most 
of their lives in Laurel and Columbia, and also 
lived in Japan and Yakima, Washington. Dawn 
and Bob retired to Fulton, Maryland, where Bob 
passed away in 1997.

Dawn was an accomplished painter, musician, 
and seamstress. She danced with the “Golden 
Girls,” an amateur troupe that performed at 
retirement and nursing homes. There didn’t 

seem to be anything she couldn’t do.
She was “Mummu” (a Finnish nickname for 

Grandma) to not only her own grandchildren, 
but to the kids in her extended family, friends, 
and neighbors. 

She is survived by her children, Vicki (Kevin) 
Leonard of Jessup and Brian of New York City; 
four grandchildren, Andrew (Lauren Hedinger) 
Leonard of Alexandria, VA; Cory (Allison) 
Leonard of Hanover, MD; Jeff (Savannah 
Altvater) Leonard of Brussels, Belgium; and  
Lily Grace Duea Ebner, of New Jersey; and  
one great-grandchild, Finn Leonard.

Dawn was the mother-in-law of one of The 
Laurel History Boys and one of our biggest 
supporters. She will be missed.

Reba Beatrice Tuttle, 96
Reba Beatrice Tuttle (née Duncan) passed away 

peacefully in her Laurel home the morning of June 13, 
2021 at the age of 96. Daughter of the late Daniel and 
Sarah (Lewis) Duncan, Reba was born in Horry County, 
South Carolina in 1924 and moved to Laurel at the age 
of 20. Soon after arriving, she met her husband Amos 
“Buddy” Tuttle and they married in 1945. They were 
together for 58 years until his passing in 2004. Reba was 
a pillar of not only her family, but the Laurel community. 
Together with her husband, she owned Katherine’s Malt 
Shop at 207 4th Street from 1941 until its closing in 1962; 
and for over 25 years, opened her house to the children 
of Laurel, babysitting during the day and after school. 
Reba enjoyed gardening, reading, and cooking for family, 
joyfully hosting them every holiday. She is remembered 
as a caring and spirited woman whose strength, support, 
and love were a constant source of comfort and happiness 
to those around her. Her presence will be forever a part 
of our lives.

Reba is preceded in death by husband Amos “Buddy” 
Tuttle, parents Daniel and Sarah (Lewis) Duncan, and 
eight siblings: Gladys, Ruth, Leamon, Lucion, Emerson, 
Edward, Arthur, and Otis.

Reba is survived by her five sons, Leamon “Butch”  
Tuttle (Karen), Michael “Mickey” Tuttle (Janet), Amos 
“Sonny” Tuttle, Christopher Tuttle (Iris), and Charles 
“Kevin” Tuttle (Kristina), 14 grandchildren, and 18  
great-grandchildren, as well as numerous nieces,  
nephews, cousins, family, and friends, both here and  
in South Carolina.

She was interred at St. Mary of the Mills cemetery.

Top: A Fourth of July concert on Main Street in 1966. Left: John Floyd sports a t-shirt in 1981 bearing the Laurel Fourth 
of July logo—a commemorative button from which is shown. Above: A Laurel Rescue Squad vehicle makes its way along 
Montgomery Street in 1983, as crowds gather for that year’s Fourth of July parade.

Owner of Katherine’s Shoppe in Laurel in the 1940s

An ad for Katherine’s Shoppe from the 1948 Personal Business 
and Professional Directory of Laurel, Maryland
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