Welcome Neighbors,

No doubt themost frequently heard comment
from visitorsto Brentsvilleis something like, “1
didn’t even know this place was here.” But in
1862 the President of the United States knew
whereit wasand it’ ssignificance. See page 8.

Now it’s February again, the shortest month of
our year. We recently saw aflock of robins so
doestha mean spring isalmost here? Maybe not.
But whenwethink about it, February isactually a
pretty neat month. Have plansmadeyet?For some
of usthere will be the Super Bowl, the Daytona
500 or the Westminster Dog Show. Or if you
feel like a celebration there is Mardi Gras or
Carnival if you prefer. Perhaps ashopping trip
on PresidentsDay. But theonethingwe almost
althink of first isValenting s Day. Sowedecided
to find out moreabout it.

“Originally theword Valentine meant the person
whose namewas picked from abox to be chosen
as your sweetheart up until the 1500’'s. Then
around 1533, it meant thefolded piece of paper
with the sweetheart’ snameonit. By 1610it then
becamethe gift givento this specia someoneand
by 1824 it then becamea poem, letter or verseto
asweetheart.

“ Although Valentine’s Day is celebrated on
February 14 every year, it originates from the
Roman ceebration called Lupercalia, whichwas
held on February 15, afertility festival.

“Roman armiesinvaded countriesphysically as
well as socially. When the Romans invaded
France, they introduced this festival in which
Roman boys drew names of Roman girls out of
anurn (to determinetheir partners) and then the
coupleexchanged giftson thefestivd’ sday. This
was considered a pagan celebration, so in 469
C.E., Pope Gelasius decided to put a Christian
spin on this celebration by declaring that it was
now to honor St. Valentine (A youngRoman who
was martyred by Emperor Claudius Il who was
said to have died on February 14, 270 C.E. for
refusing to give up Christianity). (Source:
www.brownielocks.com/valentinehistory.html)

Well, regardless of your plansfor themonth, we
hopeyour experienceis pleasant. Weexpect to
spend time trying to find out more about
Brentsville. Now there’ sahappy thought!

Very best wishes,
Nelson & Morgan
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Mr. and Mrs. Joe Keys had a party for their son,
Nelson, on his 21% birthday last Friday night.

Mr. and Mrs. Montague Bradshaw, of Rockville,
Md., recently visited hisfather, Mr. K. M. Bradshaw.

Mr. and Mrs. James Burdett and daughter, Kay,
of Washington, spent the week-end with Mrs.
Burdett's parents Mr. and Mrs. Joe Keys.

Mrs. Lillie Newton, of Gastonia, N. C., is
spending some time with her son, Corp. T. L.
Newton.

Sunday visitors of Mr. and Mrs. Irvin Spitzer
were Mr. and Mrs. Hubert Michael, of Manassas,
and Mr. and Mrs. Johnny Richieand son, of Bedton.

Miss Faye Golliday, of Washington, spent the
week-end with her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Bill
Golliday.

Recent visitors of Mr. and Mrs. Willard Foga
were Mr. and Mrs. Nick Breeden, of Washington,
and Mr. Herman Ruby, of Pittsburg, Pa.

Mr. Herbert Breeden, of Clarksburg, Md., visited
his two brothers, Benny and Morgan Breeden,
Sunday evening.

Elmer Breeden, a Merchant marine visited his
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Benny Breeden, over the
weekend.

David Landis, of Alexandria, spent the week-
end with his mother, Myrtle Keys.

Mrs. Hugh Jamesis spending a few days with
friendsand relativein Washington.

Mr. and Mrs. ElImer Hedrick and family, of
Arlington, spent Sunday with Mr. Hedrick’s parents,
Mr. and Mrs. Ray Hedrick.

Mrs. Alice Speakes spent the week-end with
her uncle, Rev. Jesse Bell.

Two new families havemoved into our village—
Mr. and Mrs. Corbin, who have bought the Seymour
Place, and Mr. and Mrs. Gallyhan and family, who
have rented the Walter keys house. We extend to
them avery sincere welcome and hope they will
likeBrentsville.

Source: The Manassas Journal, February 6, 1947

TheCanada Goose (Branta canadensis) isawild
goose belonging to the genus Branta, which is native to
Arcticand temperateregionsof North America, havinga
black head and neck, white patches on the face, and a
brownish-gray body. It is often caled the Canadian
Goose, but that name is not the ornithologica standard,
or the most common name.

The Canada Goose was one of the many species
described by Linnaeus in his 18th-century work Systema
Naturae. It belongsto the Branta genus of geese, which
contains species with largely black plumage,
distinguishing them from the grey species of the Anser
genus. The specific epithet canadensis is a New Latin
word meaning “from Canada’. Accordingto the Oxford
English Dictionary, the first citation for the ‘Canada
Goose' datesback to 1772.

The black head and neck withwhite “chinstrap”
distinguish the Canada Goose from all other goose
speci es, with the exception of the Barnacle Goose, but
the latter has a black breast, and aso grey, rather than
brownish, body plumage. There are seven subspeci es of
thisbird, of varying sizesand plumagedetails, but all are
recognizable as Canada Geese.

This species is 3043 inlong with a50-71in
wingspan. The male usualy weighs 7-14 pounds, and
can bevery aggressivein defendingterritory. Thefemae
looks virtually identical but is dightly lighter at 5.5—
12 pounds, generally 10% smaller than its male
counterpart, and hasadifferent honk. Thelifespaninthe
wildis10-24 years.

Thisspeciesisnativeto NorthAmerica. It breeds
in Canada and the northern United States in avariety of
habitats. Its nest is usualy located in an elevated area
near water such as streams, lakes, ponds and sometimes
onabeaver lodge. Itseggsarelaidinashallow depression
lined with plant material and down.

By theearly 20th century, over-hunting and loss
of habitatinthelate 1800sand early 1900shadresultedin
aserious declinein the numbers of thisbirdinits native
range. With improved game |aws and habitat recreation
and preservation programs, their populations have
recovered in most of their range.

In recent years, Canada Geese populations in
some areas have grown substantialy, so much so that
many consider them pests (for their droppings, the bacteria
in their droppings, noi se and confrontationa behavior).
This problem is partialy due to the removal of natural
predators and an abundance of safe, man-made bodi es of

(Continued on page 7)
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Grady Shoemaker holding hispuppies, date
unknown. Photo courtesy Harry Visger
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The Canada Goose (Branta canadens s)

Photo courtesy of Douglas Keys.

(Back L-R) Georgie & Nelson Keys, Douglas & Charlotte Keys, Virginia Braden,

Keys, Kay Burdette and Raymond & Alice Keys.
(Front L-R) Louise Burdette, “Shorty” Braden holding George Braden, Jr., Joseph Braden and

James Burdette. Taken June 8, 1957, following the wedding of Douglas and Charlotte Keys.

Joe & Ora
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Temporary homewhere Grady & Violet lived while
their new homewasbuilt

Back of the Shoemaker Home

Thesethree photoswere takenin May, 1989, by N. Born
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Skating on Webster’s Pond

by Morgan Breeden

Whiledriving through Brentsvillerecently
| happened to notice several children onasmall
pond of water that had frozen. They had sticks
and something (I didn’ t make out what it was)
engaged in a game of ice hockey. Oh the
memoriesthat revived!

As one of four boys growing up in an
environment where wehad to make do with what
wehad and be grateful for that, wewould, as|’m
sureall boysdid, let ourimagination run wild at
times. I’'m not sureexactly how old | really was,
but | judge thetime as “ before Webster’ s built
their pond.” Inthe summer thefield was always
wet, fed by springsthat kept thelittle streams of
water running. Sinceit wasjust acrosstheroad
from wherewe lived on Donovan’ sroad, you
could count onusbeingsomewhereinthe area.
Summerswere spent looking for crawdads and
frogsor catchingtadpoles and keepingthemin a
jar to watch their hind legs develop. It’shard to
say how many frogs weactually “ raised” but the
number was probably small. Therewerelots of
blackberries and scrub pinesgrowinginthe area
that provided ideal locations for make-believe
forts. We saved Brentsville from sneak Indian
attacks more than once!l Mom knew exactly
wherewe werefrom the condition of our clothes
when we got home. Wet and muddy equaled
playingin thewater in Webster’ sfield. Or purple
around our mouth and scratchesall over our arms
and legs equaled picking blackberries.

Assummer passed into autumn and finally
winter, thelittle stream of water eventualy froze
over hard enough towak on. Daddy loved visiting
GrandmaTuttle s placein Independent Hill and
all kinds of strange thingswould bebrought home
from timeto time. Once he even got abox that
had an assortment of ice skates! Not the shoe
type, but theoneswhereyou had to haveasquare
key to clamp them to your shoes. Wow! Now
thefuntook onanew level. With skatesin hand,
off wewould goto thefrozen branch and suddenly

we became stars of the skatingworld. Thelittle
frozen stream wasriddled with honeysucklevines
and sticksembedded intheicebut wedidn't let
that stop us. Round and round we went on any
patch of ice that was big enough to allow
movement of just afew feet, falling frequently,
getting soaked most of thetime but almost never
actualy hurt. Although | must say the bramble
briarswere mean—I meanreally, really mean! If
you fell down on apatch of them you knew it by
the instant pain that came from those barbs. And
itdidn’ t stop at that, the stupid barbswould break
off inyour clothes and continueto jab you until
you findly took everythingoff and removed them
oneby one.

One summer we got word that Mr.
Webster intended to have alarge pond built in
the field as a conservation measure. He was
working for the government and knew all kinds
of things about that. He also got ahuge package
of baby pinetreesand they planted them all over
the place as another measure of conservation. But
back tothefield. Wesoon heard the roar of bull
dozers and ran acrossthe road to watch from the
safety of severa appletreesthat grew onthehill.
Day after day they worked digging out the field
and stacking the dirt to one end that would
becometheretainingdam. Whenitwasfinally
finished, asmall stream of water started tofill the
bottom but wethought it would never completely
fill withwater. Eventually after afew hard rains,
itdid andthereinal itsglory wasahuge pond of
water. Nick built a small pier on the deep end
where the overflow pipe was located and it
becameaready-madeswimming holeand favorite
fishing spot inthe summer.

And then camewinter. Wecould hardly
wait for the pond to freezeover enough to skate
on. Momwarned usabout getting on thiniceand
fallingin and | supposeher story was convincing
becausewewould only test theice onthe shallow

part soif it broke, wewould get wet, but that is
(Continued on page 9)




Brentsville
A Citizen of Note

The Living Femae Writers of the South by Mary T. Tardy

LAURA R. FEWELL

MISS FEWELL was born in Brentsville, Prince William County, Virginia, and has spent the greater
portion of her life there. Her father died when she was sixteen years of age, and immediately after she
commenced teaching, and by her exertions in that way she has educated ayounger brother and sister.

She commenced writing during her school-days, when she was chief contributor to aschool paper
published in theinstitution where she was educated. She haswritten agreat deal, occasionally publishingin
various journals — contributing to Godeys “Lady’s Book” under the nom de plume of “Parke Richards.”

During the war shewrote anovel, “Neria,” which has not been published. In 1866, she cameto
Clark County, Georgia, and established a school, and contributed to “Scott’s Magazine” and other journals.

AVIRGINIAVILLAGE —1861

Who does not distinctly remember the springof 186172 Not
for the beauty of the season, though that was as lovely as
smiling skies, balmy winds, and odorousflower-cups could
make it; but for the cloud, at first scarcdy larger than a
man's hand, that began to loom up in thepolitical horizon,
and the distant mutterings of the storm so soon to burst
upon the land...... Then camethe call for troops, and soon
the earth resounded with the tramp of armed men..... There
was a glory and enthusi asm about the whol e thing—in the
waving banners, the glittering uniforms, and nodding
plumes—that led captive the imagination and silenced
reason. In every town where troops were quartered the
ladieswere affectedwith “ button on thebrain;” and seemed
to think lifewas only madeto be spent in walking, riding,
dancing, and flirting with the young officers. Youth and
gayety were everywhere uppermost, unappalled by the
spectacle of nationa distraction.

To alittlevillagesituated inthelove y valley lying
between the Bull Ran and Blue Ridge Mountains, only a
faint echo of the din of war had, penetrated. Not a single
company of soldiers had ever passed through or been
camped in its vicinity; and more than one of its young
belles read with enviousfeelings the accountsof the brilliant
conquests achieved over the hearts of the Carolinians and
other Southern troops by their correspondents in more
fortunate towns, and sighed over the hard fate which
condemned them to “waste their sweetness on the desert
air,” for in that light they regarded the members of the
county companies, most of whom they had known from
their childhood.

Thislittlevillagemerits adescription: — It figured
in morethanoneofficial bulletin during thewar. It consisted
of one long street, through the middle of which ran the

turnpike, and on either sideof this the houses—some very
pretentious-looking structures of stucco and brick, others
frame buil dings, stained and weather-beaten—stretched for
nearly amile. Somefew housesweresituatedon side streets
crossing the main one at right angles, and there-was a
pleasant tradition among the people that their town had
oncereoiced inback streets, but these, by common consent,
were now given up to the hogs and nettles. In spite of
these drawbacks, it was a quiet, cosey-looking place,
especi aly when thetrees that shaded it were infull foliage,
and every garden and door-yard was flushed with flowers
whose fragrancefilled the air.

A stranger would have thought that this little
village, lying in the lap of verdant meadows, encircled by
theBriarean arms of the mountains, and as remotefromall
busy thoroughfares of trade, would have escaped the
corruptions of larger towns, and its inhabitants, if not
retai ning thesimplicity of country manners, would, at least,
be free from the pride and exclusiveness of city life. But a
short residence there would have taught him the fallacy of
this opinion. Not inWashington, that modern Gomorrhaof
pride and vanity, did the strif efor fashion and pre-eminence
rage higher than in the little vill age of which we write. It
might justly be called the town of cliques, for it boasted as
many as any fashionabl e city extant.

First, forming the dite of the place, were the
families of the military and professiona men, and those of
the large landed proprietors residing on estates, and a few
aspirants after aristocracy, who kept upan uncertainfooting
upon the outer bounds, but were not alowed to enter the
arena of this charmed circle, from which all new-comers,
whatever their personal merits, were rigoroudy excl uded,
unlessthey coul dexhibit alonglist of illustrious ancestors.

(Continued on page 9)




A Brentsville Building
The Home Grady Shoemaker Built

Grady Benjamin Shoemaker was born
November 30, 1891, in Lebanon, Russell Co.,
Va. Whilestill achild, hisfamily movedto Texas
where they lived until he was grown. They
moved to Prince William and lived on the farm
known as Moor Green.

Mr. Shoemaker married Ellie
Armentrout on September 25, 1912, and five
children were born of thisunion. After the death
of his wife on July 10, 1923, he moved to
Washington. He married Violet Keysin 1925
and they lived in Washington where he served
onthe policeforce for twenty years. Heretired
in 1944,

On June 7, 1939, he and his wife
purchased two tracts of land from his father-
in-law, Robert H. Keysand hiswife, located
between the Keys store and the old jail in

Brentsville. (DB103PG394) Here hefirst built
asmall dwellingin which they would live while
he completed the larger, permanent home.

Grady and Violet lived the remainder
of their lives here, operating the Brentsville
Grocery. On April 14, 1952, they donated
12,600 square feet of property to Charles W.
Croushorn, A.V. Eanes and Violet L.
Shoemaker, Trustees for The Presbyterial
Congregation of Brentsville upon which the
new Brentsville Presbyterian Church was built
and remainstoday. (DB333PG645)

Grady passed away on July 31, 1964,
after years of ill health. Violet followed some
fifteen years later on March 21, 1979. Then
on October 6, 1980, their heirs sold all of the
remaining property to the Presbyterian Church.
(DB1145PG1969)

(Continued from page 2)

water (such as on golf courses, public parks and beaches,
and i n planned communities).

Contrary to its norma migration routine, large
flocks of Canada Geese have established permanent
residence in the Chesapeake Bay and in Virginia's James
River regions, and in the Triangl e area of North Carolina
(Raleigh, Durham, Chapel Hill), and nearby Hillsborough.

Like most geese, the Canada Gooseis naturally
migratory with the wintering range being most of the
United States. The calls overhead from large groups of
Canada Geese flying in V-shaped formation signal the
transitions into spring and autumn. In some areas,
migration routes have changed due to changes in habitat
and food sources. Inmild climates dueto alack of former
predators, some of the population has become non-
migraory.

Canada Geese are herbivores although they
sometimes eat small insects and fish. Their diet includes
green vegetation and grains. The Canada Goose eats a
variety of grasses when on land. It feeds by grasping a
blade of grasswiththebill, thentearing it with ajerk of the

head. The Canada Goose also eats grains such as whedt,
beans, rice, and cornwhenthey are available. In thewater,
it feedsfromsilt at the bottom of thebody of water. It aso
feeds on aguatic plants, such as seaweeds.

During the second year of their lives, Canada
Geese find a mate. They are monogamous, and most
coupl es stay together all of their lives. If oneiskilled, the
other may find anew mate. The femalelays 3-8 eggs and
both parents protect the nest whil e the eggs incubate, but
the female spends more time at the nest than the male.
Known egg predators include Northern Raccoons, Red
Foxes, American Crowsand bears. Duringthisincubation
period, theadultslosetheir flight feathers, so they cannot
fly until their eggshatch after 25-28 days.

Adult geeseare often seen leading their goslings
inaline, usua ly with oneparent at thefront, and the other
at theback. While protecting their goslings, parents often
violently chase away nearby creatures, from small
blackbirds to humans that approach, after warning them
by giving off a hissing sound. Most of the species that
prey on eggswill aso takeagosling.

Source: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Canada_Goose




When WAR Came to Brentsville

The Collected Works of Abraham Lincoln, Volume 5
By Abraham Lincoln

February 3, 1862 (in part)

“Thecrossing of the Occoquan should be
made at all the fords from Wolf’s Run to the
mouth, thepoints of crossing not being necessarily
confined to the fords themselves. Should the
enemy occupy thislinein forcewe must, with what
assistance theflotillacan afford, endeavorto force
the passage near the mouth, thusforcingtheenemy
to abandon the whole line or be taken in flank
himself.

“Having gained theline of the Occoquan,
it would be necessary to throw acolumn by, the
shortest route to Dumfries, partly to force the
enemy to abandon hisbatteries on the Potomac,
partly to cover our left flank against an attack from
thedirection of Acquia, & lastly to establish our
communication with theriver by thebest roads,
& thusgive usnew depots.

“The enemy would by this time have
occupied theline of the Occoquan above Bulls
Run, holding Brentsville in force & perhaps
extending hislines somewhat further tothe SW.

“Our next step would be to prevent the
enemy from crossing the Occoquan between Bull
Run & Broad Run, to fall upon our right flank
whilemovingon Brentsville; thismight be effective
by occupying Bacon [?] Church & thecrossroads
near themouth of Bull Run, or still more effectudly
by movingto thefordsthemselves & preventing
him from debouching on our side. These
operationswould probably beresisted, & would
require sometimeto effect them. As nearly a the
sametime as possible we should gain thefords
necessary to our purposes above Broad Run.

“Having secured our right flank it would
become necessary to carry Brentsville at any cog,
for wewould not leave it between our right flank
& main body. The find movement onthe Railroad
must bedetermined by circumstances existing at
thetime.

“This brief sketch bringsout inbold rdlief
the great advantage possessed by theenemy in
the strong central position he occupies, with roads
diverging in every direction, & astrong line of
defense enabling him to remain on the defensive
with a small force on one flank, while he
concentrates everythingon theother for adecisive
action.

“Should we place aportion of our force
infront of Centrevillewhilethe rest crossesthe
Occoquan we commit theerror of dividing our
Army by avery difficult obstecle& by adistance
too great to enable thetwo portionsto support
each other, should either be attacked by the
masses of the enemy while the other isheld in
check.

“I should perhaps have dwelled more
decidedly on the fact that the force left near
Sangster’smust bedlowed toremain somewhere
on that side of the Ocoquan, until the decisive
battleis over, to cover our retreat in theevent of
disaster, unless it should be decided to select &
entrench anew base somewhere near Dumfries--
aproceeding involving much time.




(Continued from page 5)

aboutall. Finaly it was considered hard enough
to be on and with skates in hand off we would
go to spend most of the daysand many of the
evening hoursontheice. Somewherealongthe
line we cameup with hockey skates. Real honest
to goodness skates attached to shoes and
everything! Our uncle Wynnet said they had to
be sharpened (skates sharpened?) so he sat
downin front of the grinder to flatten the bottom
of the skatesto perfection. With thesewewould
racearound and around seeingjust how fast we
could go beforetheinevitablefall that would result
in our sliding on our backsides or worse. We
took some pretty good fallsat first but eventudly
got thehang of it enough to impressourselves if
no one else. Sometimeswe played our version
of hockey and sometimes we tried to jump a
barrel. Sometimeswetried todo thefancy spins
or leaps or go backwards but always we had
fun. Lotsof timesthe big boys would show up
toward evening and bring an old tire or two to
burn for heat and light and the skatingwould go
on for hoursinto the night.

Aswe grew older and got married, we
would still frequent the pond in winter. |
remember once when | was going to teach my
wifeto skate. | put on my skates and helped her
with hers and then, ever so cautiously we started
out acrosstheice. Aswemoved out from the
bank you could hear theice cracking under our
combined weight and that scared her beyond
words. Shejust knew theicewas goingto break
and shewould drown inthe frigid water. But we
weretold that icethat didn’t“talk” to you might
not beas safeso it was afun experiencefor one
and maybe not so much fun for the other. But
skatewe did. Not so well, perhaps, but funis
not always measured by degreesof skill.

| wonder why wedon’ t dotha anymore.
Of coursetheweather seemsto havechanged a
lot sotheicedoesn’t really get hard enough to
skate on much anymore. Andthen thereareother
issues of safety and liability and such. | guess
it sjust evolution. Now | wonder what memories
of winter my children and grandchildren will
have?

Reader Feedback

Thanks again for atrip down memory lane. |
didn’t recognize the Minor Home, but after
reading the history | remember some of the
resdents. Therewas an older gentlemanwho lived
in thehouse with Miss Bessie, | thought it was
her dad. Hewould walk to our houseto get a
rideinto town withmy dad. Onethingtha stands
outin my memory washow very politehewsas. |
can seehim sitting in thekitchen, holding his hat
whilehe talked with Mom & Dad. Once when
wekids went Christmas caroling from Hatcher’s
Memorial Baptist Church, we stopped by Miss
Bessie' shouse; they were so happy to see us.

| alsoremember Mr. Diaz livingin thehouse. Also
remember thestory about the goatsand chickens.
Not sure how we heard about him doing the
diplomas but my brothersand | often wondered
how in the world he could keep the chickens of f
while hedid them.

It’stoo bad that throughout lifewedon’t take
thetimeto find out more about the people around
us rather than makeassumptions. I’ m surethat
| have missed out on getting to know a lot of
wonderful people. Keep the stories coming.

Mary Pearson Pumphrey

(Continued from page 6)

From this apex—this creme de la creme—society
descended, in graduating circles, to the lowest phase of
socid life, which, strangely enough, wasfoundinacadle;
for so the inhabitant, who had aspirations above her
station, termed the mud walls which formed her home.
Except a few loiterers, mere lookers-on at life, all the
inhabitants of the vill age belonged to some one of these
circles, which were entirely separate and distinct, never
infringing on each other’s privil eges, save in the manner
of scandal and backbiting—thosetime-honored adjuncts
of village-life—except when some stray cow or pig
trespassed on neighboring property, when there was apt
to be an outbreak between the pl ebeians and patricians,
sometimes coming to blows.




Brentsville Neighbors

Information About Brentsville
Shared Among Neighbors

Contact uson:
mor ganbreeden@aol.com

IN GOD WE TRUST
BrentsvilleNeighbors
c/oMorgan Breeden
9721 Windy Hill Drive
Nokesville VA 20181




