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NEWSLETTER OF THE PALISADES COMMUNITY ASSOCIATION

4 T H O F J U LY C E L E B R A T I O N : I T ’ S A W I N N E R
BY J E S S I C A D AV I S
This year was our 56th Annual Palisades Fourth
of July celebration and it was another blowout
series of events with the Hoedown, Parade and
Picnic bringing joy to our community!
We kicked off the festivities with the annual
Hoedown on the Green to the fun tunes of Bob
Perilla’s Big Hillbilly Band and wonderfully cold
ice cream provided by MacMarket. The crowd
grew and grew as hungry kids and adults signed up for the
ultimate American showdown of pie-eating madness. Our
tent also welcomed an array of gloriously delicious homebaked pies for our first annual pie-baking contest!
Pie fever hit its pitch at 7 p.m. to the famous chants of “Eat
That Pie” with a full tent cheering on the dedicated berry lovers.

pie
recipe
inside!

T

BAKERS ELIZABETH, LEFT, ROWLEY,
THIRD FROM LEFT, WITH SUPPORTERS

It was a fierce battle of pie devouring, and our reigning youth
was unseated with the crowning of Bruno Daming as our
2022 champion. The adult contest was a true cherry smash
with an unprecedented trouncing by Howard Traul, who not
only became our new Pie King, but has also earned a lifetime
membership in the Clean Pie Tin Club!
Meanwhile, at the front of the tent, the beautiful homemade pies of our local bakers wowed the crowds. Our judges
took all things into consideration, balancing presentation,
crust flakiness, filling flavor and overall composition to
determine the winner. Ultimately, they had their top score
and turned over the pan to reveal the winners, the brother-

and-sister team of Rowley (9) and Elizabeth (6) Jacobs!
Congratulations, and we look forward to seeing your creation
next year as you defend your ribbon!
Everyone went home laughing and smiling from a great
action-packed evening, imagining the sounds of marching
drums and candy flying through the air as their heads hit the
pillow, knowing that tomorrow would be the main event.
Bright and early on July 4th, volunteers buzzed around
Palisades, picking up food for the picnic, distributing safety
vests to the marshals, organizing the lineup for the parade,
cutting watermelon and preparing the tent for the best picnic
in Washington. In those early hours, we could already see
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Mile High Pudding Pie
Winner, 4th of July Pie Contest
For the pie crust:
• 1 1/2 cups finely ground graham crackers
• 1/3 cup sugar
• 6 Tbsp. butter (unsalted), melted
• 1 Tbsp. good maple syrup
Combine all ingredients in a mixer, pour into a 9” round
pie pan. Using the bottom of a glass, pat gently down to
distribute evenly along the bottom and sides. Bake for 8
minutes in a 375º oven. You can pat down any bubbles that
pop up when still warm. Cool completely, set in the fridge for
up to an hour.
For the pudding filling:
• 1 1/2 cups sugar
• 1/4 cup cornstarch (a little extra doesn’t hurt)
• 1/4 tsp.salt
• 3 cups whole milk
• 4 eggs, lightly beaten
• 2 tsp. vanilla extract
• 2 Tbsp. unsalted butter
Stir sugar, corn starch and salt together in a saucepan. Place
the pan over medium heat and add milk and eggs, whisking
frequently. Watch constantly, whisking gently; it will come
to a boil after 5 minutes or so. When it bubbles and thickens,
turn off the heat and stir in the vanilla and butter. Pour into
the cooled pie shell and refrigerate (covered with saran
wrap) for at least 4 hours. (You will probably have a little
extra pudding, pour it into a small ramekin and enjoy!)
For the whipped cream:
• 2 cups heavy whipping cream, very cold
• 2 tsp. vanilla extract
• 6 Tbsp. butter (unsalted), melted
• 3 1/2 Tbsp. confectioner’s sugar
Pour cream into an electric mixer and whisk on high
speed until just before stiff peaks form. Stop, add vanilla
and confectioner’s sugar and whisk just a bit more. Pipe
the whipped cream on top of the vanilla pudding pie,
add cherries, blueberries (we got ours from the Palisades
Farmers’ Market that morning!) and strawberries. Enjoy!

Recipe from Rowley and Elizabeth Jacobs

families setting up shade tents and putting down blankets to
save a spot on the parade route. Kids were already dressed in
their special outfits, jumping with celebratory energy. By 10
a.m., the anticipation really bumped up a notch as MPD closed
the side streets, making it a bit trickier for the crowds to reach
their favorite spot by car; but not a single complaint was
heard from the crowd, as every officer there was part of the
team helping us be ready to go. The fervor at the line-up grew
as performers met their partners ahead and behind, beauty

queens found their convertibles, politicians
deftly pushed their way to the front. What
a scene to behold! If you’ve never been to
the line-up on parade day, put it on your
community bucket list! Wow… it’s hard to
hold them back, and just when everyone is
about to burst with enthusiasm (and heat!), the greatest show
in Palisades hits the Boulevard!
This year we saw dancers, musicians, politicians, beauty
queens, fire engines old and new, the infamous Rocklands
truck and an impressive number of community-organized
groups! We celebrated Jack Koczela as our Grand Marshal.
Jack’s decades-long commitment to the community shone
with his stylish presence as he rode down the Boulevard.
Thank you, Jack, for your many contributions! The official
parade-judging tent at Dana & MacArthur was quite busy
keeping up with all the creative and well-put-together groups,
performers and floats, and ultimately landed on winners for
the many fun prizes. We had several brand-new groups join
the parade this year, and we look forward to seeing more and
more participation next year!
As the parade completed the final turns to the park, the
4th of July Picnic was ready! Once again, the Masons took
the helm at the grills, serving up 3,000 hot dogs to the hungry
crowds, while the Lions poured refreshing iced tea and lemonade to quench many a thirst. And thanks to the early-rising

volunteers, watermelon had been cut for
all! Kids and adults alike took the opportunity to cool down at our annual dunk tank!
There was a steady line, but it was fastmoving: boy, does your aim get better when
it’s so hot! Two bounce houses took a socked beating and we
had creative balloon-making and glitter tattoos to help make
the day sparkle just a little bit more. And boy did it sparkle.
The Palisades 4th of July Celebration, and every PCA
community event, is 100% organized and run by volunteers.
THANK YOU to all our volunteers who helped plan and
prepare, and to those who showed up on the big day to give a
hand. And a special nod to Anne Ourand, whose permitting
prowess lives with legends.
Thank you to all who came out to enjoy the fun. It was a
great series of events and every smile in the crowd brought
more magic to this truly unique tradition of celebration in the
Palisades. We’ll see you again next year for our 57th!

FOURTH OF JULY PARADE PRIZES
Bestest and Newest:
1. Magic Garden 2. Make America Grateful Again
Best Depiction of Life in Palisades: Mason Bagpipes

In the last issue
we forgot to mention that
Kevin Nigri was the winner of the
t-shirt design contest. And we still
have some t-shirts available, but
only in children’s sizes.

Hot Wheels, non-motorized: Mystery boy on unicycle
Hot Wheels, motorized: DC Wheels
Master Groover: 1. District Irish Dance 2. Chinese dragon
Classic Conduit: The Hillcrest-Palisades Partnership
Platinum Vinyl: 1. Gogo Guys 2. The Beronio Family
Traffic Buster: DC Fire Department Engine 29, Truck 5
Best Crowd: Women’s March
Green Giant: Planet Savior
Best in Dress: The Yachtsmen

ALEJANDRO MALDONADO

Best Vintage Vehicle: Old Dominion Fire Truck
We are extremely grateful to the following businesses for
donating generous prizes for the award winners: Bambu,
Bistro Aracosia, Black Coffee, BlackSalt, Café Vino, Capital
Cryo, Dodge Chrome, Lindsey Truitt Landscaping, Lupo Verde,
Mac Market, matchbox, Millie’s, Mimi’s, Pizzeria Paradiso,
S-N-S Hobbies, Starbucks.
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SHARON SCHOLEM: TEACHING US ALL
BY J E S S I C A LO N G

S

tarting in 1987,
nervous and excited
four-year-olds (and
their equally nervous
and excited parents)
embarked on their first year at
Key School under the loving
tutelage of Ms. Sharon Scholem.
Pre-K is a year of growth and
exploration, where children learn
to love learning. For decades, Ms.
Scholem laid this foundation for
a lifetime of curiosity—touching
the lives of hundreds of children
across two generations—and
became the heart and soul of the
Key School community.
On June 27, we lost this
amazing woman after a yearlong battle with cancer. It will
surprise no one who knew
her that she fought with quiet
strength and humility while
spending every possible moment in the classroom with her
beloved students. She taught up until June 3, and while in
hospice lamented to Principal Dr. David Landeryou that she
might be a little late completing her end-of-the-year report
cards. Until her last breath, her students were at the forefront
of her mind and always close to her heart.
Ms. Scholem grew up in Atlanta and came to DC to attend
college at The American University. She went on to complete
two Master’s degrees in Education and then spent her entire
career teaching at Key. She also shared her talents abroad,
volunteering in the Czech Republic, Haiti and Ukraine through
Children’s Resource International. In 2017 she was awarded
the prestigious Rubenstein Standing Ovation Award, which
celebrates and rewards men and women of the DC Public
Schools for their innovation, service and excellence.
Never one to yearn for recognition, Ms. Scholem supported
the Key community in a myriad of quiet ways. Stacie Seline,
whose three children had Ms. Scholem as a teacher, recalls:
“She would always help with the most tedious tasks for the
auction and do so behind the scenes, taking projects home, and
never wanting to be recognized for the work.” Whenever someone needed assistance, she would magically appear without
having been asked, whether to drop off a home-cooked meal
when a student’s parent was in the hospital or to send home
the perfectly timed handwritten note of encouragement when
a parent was at their wits’ end with their child. When school
went remote in 2020, Ms. Scholem would do zoom dates with
students outside school hours to have ample time to connect

SHARON SCHOLEM WITH THE AUTHOR

Ms. Scholem laid this
foundation for a lifetime
of curiosity—touching
the lives of hundreds of
children across
two generations

with each and every child.
Deepa Ganachari remembers that, “She continued to
FaceTime with and write letters to [her daughter] Sahana
during the summer and the
next kindergarten year to
make sure she was adjusting
well to remote learning. It’s
hard to communicate what those actions meant to me. She was
such a sweet, thoughtful and conscientious person.”
Ms. Scholem dedicated herself to her “friends,” as she lovingly called her students. She would arrive early, stay late and
spend time in her classroom on the weekends to guarantee
that every school day was fun, memorable and filled with
learning. Former students who had been in her class decades
apart share similar warm memories of their Pre-K year—their
individual cubbies, the weather bear who appeared during
morning circle time, the personalized scrapbook she made for
each student at the end of the year and the amazing Play-Doh
she cooked from scratch. Ms. Scholem even attended her students’ soccer games, and early in her career hosted a summer
camp. Paris Achenbach, who was in Pre-K in 1995–96, remembers fondly: “Ms. Scholem [would take] us on little excursions
in the summer—to the zoo, little farms and nature trails, that
sort of thing—and her patience was miraculous. She’d let us sit
on a dock and feed bread to the fish and squeal in excitement
for who knows how long. We had so much fun, and felt deeply

cared-for in her presence,
and that will stay with us for
the rest of our lives.”
Ms. Scholem had high
expectations of her students,
but she gave them the tools
and the support to meet
these expectations. She also
had high expectations of her
students’ parents and gracefully showed us how to nurture our
kids’ growth at home as she did in the classroom. Kate Azevedo,
whose three kids were in Ms. Scholem’s class, says that she
“was the kind of teacher who really gave herself to your entire
family. At first, she shined her magic on your children; then you
realized her teachings made us better parent teachers.” Mary
Stapp, whose three daughters had Ms. Scholem in the late 90s,
recalls: “What she did for the Key School community was quiet
and understated, but had a profound impact on the school and
every one of us who was a part of it. She laid out expertly, but
kindly, the expectations for the parents as well as the children,
and in her routine we could each relax and be our best selves.”
Her parent-teacher
conferences were legendary (and not only because
she would serve her
amazing baked goods!).
Ms. Scholem knew her
students inside and
out and would share
anecdotes that perfectly
illustrated their strengths,
their weaknesses and
their sweet personalities.
Ginger Helfrich, whose
children Molly and JT
were students of Ms.
Scholem’s, remains in
awe that “she knew them
at four, and her insights
into their hearts and minds still guide us to this day.” Courtney
Parkinson, whose daughter Liza was in Pre-K this past year,
remarks, “All teachers are special, but Ms. Scholem was particularly gifted in her craft. The way she connected with our
daughter and knew so much about her in such a short amount
of time was truly remarkable to see.”
With the time she dedicated to her students, it is shocking
that she had a free moment outside of the classroom to hike
and travel. She was an outstanding baker and she played the
piano; she would see the “piano man” Billy Joel every time he
came to town. She also loved our Fourth of July parade, and
every year, including right after she got her cancer diagnosis

in 2021, she watched it
with a group of families
whose children had been
in her first class at Key.
Matt Plunket, her student
in 1988–89, says: “What I’ll
remember most is her popularity at the Palisades 4th
of July parade. In the last
twenty years the parade has played host to a myriad of politicians, DC celebrities, teams, schools, dance groups and floats.
And every single year the most popular and most beloved
attraction at the Parade was Ms. Scholem.”
Ms. Scholem’s passing has not fully sunk in for me, as I am
sure it has not for all of us who loved her. I was lucky enough
to be in her first class and even more fortunate that she and
my mom, Cherie Long, formed the strongest of friendships.
As my mom put it, “We are all born into a family and, if we are
fortunate enough, someone comes into our lives who is so
special that they become part of the family. Sharon was that
remarkable person to our family.” Nearly 30 years after she
taught my younger brother, Jamie, and me, my oldest child,
Ella, became her first second-generation student, followed
three years later by my second daughter, Cait. It was bittersweet to drop my third baby, Lucy, off on her first day of Pre-K
and not be greeted by Ms. Scholem’s warm smile outside
Classroom 102, her home for 35 years.
Sharon’s dedication to her students and her loving
spirit will continue to resonate through Key School and the
Palisades community. She touched more lives in her 58 years
than any of us could hope to in twice that time. As my mom
said to me as we looked through old photos and reminisced
on their 35 years of friendship, “She was simply the best.”

This spring and summer we lost three important members
of our community: Key School’s beloved Pre-K teacher Sharon
Scholem; lifelong resident, Key School student and later
secretary Mrs. Waunetta Stottlemeyer (featured in the Spring
2019 issue of The Conduit); and Nick Kauffman, a kind and
cheerful gentleman at the vanguard of the Palisades pickleball
movement. Even closer to Nick’s heart lay the Federation of
Community Associations of the District of Columbia, as he
was a great believer in cross-city alliances and friendships.
He supported Palisades’ partnership with Hillcrest, which
produced a friendship with Earl Williams of Hillcrest, for many
years president of the Federation. Earl wrote that “Nick was
one of the nicest people I have met. His love for his family,
neighborhood and city was evident in every conversation we
had. His sage advice and support for me while I was president
of the Federation was greatly appreciated. I will miss him.”
—Maya Latynski, editor
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FEEDING SIBLEY

BY TRICIA DUNCAN AND MARIA GARCIA

The neighborhood really came through with a fundraising event to support
Sibley Hospital workers. This months-long project was the brainchild of longtime
Palisades resident Jack Koczela. Over the years, Jack has gotten to know many of
the hospital staff, and he wanted to give something back. An organization called
Feed the Fridge was enlisted to distribute take-away meals, around 1,800 in total.
It partnered with local businesses—European Market, Rocklands and Jetties—
which prepared the meals for staff to “grab and go” before or after their shifts.
The neighborhood raised about $20,000 from a Palisades Community Fund grant
and a GoFundMe campaign to cover the costs. The real beauty of this event were
the notes to the Sibley staff from students from the many schools in Palisades.
Over a one-month period, with lots of coordination and volunteers, students from
Key Elementary, Horace Mann, River School, St. Patrick’s, The Lab School and Our
Lady of Victory wrote notes, which were attached to the meals. Thank you to all
who volunteered, wrote notes and donated!
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The PCA Board will
vote on the FY2023
budget at its September
meeting. The proposed
budget will be available in mid-September
at http://palisadesdc.
org/documents/
Proposedbudget_2023.
pdf. The membership
will have a vote on
it at the October 18
Town Hall.

PCA memberships expire either at the end of
September or at the end of March. Please check your
mailing label. If your membership has expired, please
send in your dues ($15 senior individual, $20 senior
family, $25 individual, $40 household, $100 sponsor,
$250 patron) to PCA, P.O. Box 40603, WDC 20016. Please
make your check payable to the PCA. You can also
renew online at www.palisadesdc.org. Thank you for
your continued support!

MACARTHUR BEAUTIFUL
What a joy it was to have the Fourth of July Parade back
in full force this year! The PCA and its many volunteers
organized a fantastic event! What many neighbors may not
know is that MacArthur Beautification plays a small part in
preparing our neighborhood for the event by making sure
the mounds are weeded, the debris and trash are removed,
and the grass is freshly mown. MBG is happy to be a part
of our neighborhood’s biggest event of the year!
But that’s not all that MBG does–the grass is mowed
bi-weekly from April through November, the mounds are
weeded and mulched several times a year, and we make
sure that additional plants are added where needed. We
can’t do this important work without your support, so
please help us keep MacArthur Boulevard beautiful by
making a tax-deductible donation today:
• Give online @ https://macarthurbeautification.square.site/
• Or mail a check to P.O. Box 40603, Washington, DC 20016
You can also help keep the Palisades beautiful when you:
• Water the city trees in front of your property
• Weed and mow the tree box in front of your property
• Use native trees and plants on your own property
• Pick up trash when out walking in the neighborhood
—Caroline Ervin, MacArthur Beautification Group
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2023 BUDGET:
REVIEW AND VOTE

FROM THE
PCA PRESIDENT
Dear Neighbors,
The only constant is change, and this is true in both
life and Palisades. New construction, new schools,
new bike lanes. Recently, I was reminded of this as
my husband and I were cleaning out our basement.
Underneath five decades’ worth of junk collected by
my husband’s family over three generations lay not
just one but two neighborhood treasures. We discovered calendars from the MacArthur Service Center,
formerly at 5101 MacArthur Boulevard, dated 1965
and 1966 featuring famous pin-up models. These
calendars were sent out every year to (presumably
only male) neighborhood customers. For your enjoyment, I’ve
included a picture from one of them; the other one is NSFNN
(not suitable for neighborhood newsletter).
What struck me about these calendars is that they show just
how different the neighborhood was in the 1960s. Palisades
is constantly evolving, houses are undoubtedly getting larger,
roads, buildings and parks are being transformed, but we have
also acquired many more neighborhood amenities: ever-multiplying community events like street parties, outdoor concerts
and the Paltoberfest, new and exciting restaurants and shops,
and new spaces to gather as a community.
The tireless efforts of volunteers and local business owners
to perk up the neighborhood have made our little corner of DC

one of the best places to live
in the region. We have great
events for families and people
of all ages to attend and a
strong network of community
groups to support one another.
As the wheels of change
have kept moving over the
years, the MacArthur Service
Center is no more, and in its
place sits the Bambu Asian
restaurant. And just like the
Service Center was a cornerstone of the neighborhood for the
male consumers who appreciate the female form, Bambu has
become a community institution.
Bambu is gearing up to mark 20 years in business next
year. As it looks to celebrate, another change afoot is the
addition of the Palisades Main Street program. As a new PCA
initiative, Palisades Main Street in its inaugural year has
distributed over $60,000 in grants to local businesses. Bambu
is one of the recipients. Just like Palisades, it wants to keep
getting better. I applaud Bambu for their efforts and I applaud
all of our volunteers who embrace the positive change that
makes our neighborhood so special.
Happy fall y’all! Jenny Wieroniey

MICHAEL ALBAN

Extra! Extra! Read all about it! Look for the new PCA website, palisadesdc.org, coming any day now.
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C AT C H M E N T A R E A : M A R Y M C N E I L
BY ELIZA MCGRAW

Mary McNeil, a long-time Kent/Palisades resident, worked for 28 years at the World Bank, where she launched
two global publications and led efforts on citizen participation and government accountability. Before joining
the Bank, she was a journalist working for the Congressional Quarterly, where she was the principal author of
three books, Environment and Health, Reagan’s First Year and The Nuclear Age. After leaving the Bank seven
years ago, she returned to writing, publishing her first biography, Century’s Witness, the Extraordinary Life of
Journalist Wallace Carroll, due out September 1. ■ The book was launched at Politics and Prose on September 1
and, for the neighborhood, at the Palisades Hub on September 18, 4:00-6:00 pm, with a reception following.
For more information, or to order the book, see www.marylmcneil.com
ride my bike to work along the Crescent Trail, and it took me
a half hour to get there and back, which was great. My kids
went to Key Elementary, all three of them. They went to a
charter school for middle school, Washington Latin. A lot of
neighborhood kids from Key were going there, so we were
lucky to get my oldest in, and then to Wilson. They grew up
in this neighborhood and they loved it and we loved it. And
now I have my own office in the neighborhood down on Elliott
Place—there’s a building called the Innovation Lab. I got the
office about a year and a half ago because I had so much
material for this book and I couldn’t organize it. I was coming
to the last bits—doing footnotes and stuff—and I needed an
office. So I still have it, and can walk or ride my bike there.
That’s one of my favorite parts of writing a book, having all
your material spread out.
Oh, I was carrying it around in shopping bags from here to
there, and it just got to be too much, so I had to find one spot
for it. I could have done it in my house, but it was nice to get
out of the house!

Tell me about when you came to Palisades.
I lived in an apartment on MacArthur Boulevard beginning in,
I want to say, 1991. And then we bought our house on Sherier
in 1993, and then in 2000 we moved to Watson Street and we
have lived there since 2000.
What has kept you here?
It’s just a small town in the middle of a big city, which is great.
I used to work at the World Bank—I’m retired now—but I could

This sounds like a labor of love. Can you introduce people
who don’t know him at all to Wallace Carroll?
Wallace Carroll was one of the most respected journalists of
his time, which was basically a big chunk of the twentieth
century. But he was not well known out of journalism circles
because he really loathed self-promotion and he never went
into television. I knew him because at the end of his career he
was the editor and publisher of a newspaper in North Carolina,
the Winston-Salem Journal, and I went to college in WinstonSalem at Wake Forest University. He was teaching a course
on the First Amendment. At that point I didn’t know anything
about his background, but I knew he was someone special—
you wanted to do your best for him. He was quiet and you just
wanted to measure up.
Then about six and a half years ago, after I retired from
the World Bank, I was in London and I came across this
book called Citizens of London by another Washingtonian,
Lynne Olson. It’s about three Americans during the Blitz, who

were working to bring the United States into the war to help
England. I was reading this book and I see this guy’s name
everywhere—it’s my professor! And I found out he was head
of United Press in London during World War II. And then
it was like peeling an onion, I kept discovering more and
more things about this guy. His papers were at the Library
of Congress. He had written two books. And I found out that
he had been a journalist in Europe beginning in 1929 when
he was 22 years old—covering riots in Paris, hunger strikes
in London. He covered the League of Nations in the 1930s in
Geneva, and then they made him head of the United Press
office in London in 1929. So he was in charge of a hundred
journalists covering the war. And then when the Nazis
invaded the Soviet Union in 1941, he was one of the first
journalists to go to the front lines and interview Stalin. This
guy knew everybody from Josef Stalin to Franklin Roosevelt.
Edward R. Murrow was his good friend. When he left the
Soviet Union, he could only get out by going East, across
Asia, in this incredible two-and-a-half month journey by
camel, canoe, train and foot. And then he gets on a boat and
lands in Pearl Harbor two days after the Japanese attack. So
he was the first one to cover the attack on Pearl Harbor. He
was everywhere. Am I talking too much?
That’s ok, that’s all you’re supposed to be doing.
He had a long life! And when he got back in 1942, they asked
him to head up operations for the Office of War Information
for the US, which was the propaganda arm for the Allies. He
went back to London and was in charge of all the messaging
to Europe about the war effort, keeping morale up. Then he
came back and was executive editor of the Winston-Salem
Journal, and then he went to the Washington bureau of the
New York Times. While there, he mentored all these famous
journalists of the time. This book is really for people who are
older, because they grew up with and remember these people,
like Scotty Ruston, Tom Wicker and Russell Baker.
Some of them lived in the Palisades. Edward R. Murrow
lived on Macomb Street. And at the bottom of Watson Street
was a guy named John Finney, who was a reporter for the
New York Times for many years. But [Carroll] didn’t like that
his stories were getting edited too much [at the New York
Times] so he came back and became the editor and publisher
of the Winston-Salem Journal in 1963. That’s right during
the demise of the tobacco industry and desegregation. He
took the paper to a Pulitzer Prize for environmental reporting. He wrote a very famous editorial in 1968 about getting
out of the Vietnam War, which helped Johnson to pull out of
the war. Then he and his wife worked to conserve the New
River Valley, and now it’s a national park. It was an extraordinary life. Although understated, he was extremely influential. He’s kind of a throwback to the way journalists used to

be. Objective, hated hyperbole, factual. The Winston-Salem
Journal was a really good local paper. And now we have no
good local papers because of the business model. So the story
is about what we can learn now about the way journalism
was and how we can go back to it a little, with more analytical
reporting that’s not one-sided. So that’s a huge mouthful, but
that’s who he was.
Really interesting life, very common in Washington,
and a thread that ties to you. This is a ton of work—
you could pick so many journalists—what is it about you
that wanted to tell this story?
Well, when you’re at a certain impressionable age, like when
you are in college, you’re lucky to run into people that you just
respect and want to follow their lead. I was lucky because I just
had this sense about him. And I’ve talked to a lot of his other
students—somehow he stayed with you. Plus, I was a history
major. I loved this stuff. I did a paper on the Battle of Stalingrad
and I remember saying something to him and he said, oh yeah,
I was in Russia. And also I’ve been a journalist and an editor and
I always like biography. And I was retired, so I had the time.
What kept me going—I really felt when I was working on
it that he was there. I liked spending time with him. He was
the kind of person you like spending time with. Toward the
end I got letters that his wife wrote, and this wonderful love
story emerged. So it was spending time with people you really
respect and really like. I really respected what he stood for. I
don’t know if I’ll do another book, because it was five and a half
years, and it was the convergence of a lot of things that made
me really enjoy it. I hate the marketing, but I love the research.
There were just so many oh-my-God moments.
When I looked at his papers at the Library of Congress, I
found that he had actually written summaries of things, so
you could just pick it up. He knew someone was going to come
write his biography. And I have these wonderful tapes—he was
a great storyteller—of talks he gave later in his life about his
war adventures. And his wife’s letters were poetic. The family was fantastic. His oldest daughter was one of the founders of the National Journal, and she had a bunch of papers
and tapes. And his son was named John Carroll, who was
also a very famous journalist, the editor of the LA Times, the
Philadelphia Enquirer, the Baltimore Sun. His two youngest
daughters gave me all their reminiscences and they never
questioned what I was doing or asked to see anything, and
they were really fantastic. They were like him, understated.
Lovely people. I did get a lot of help from his family. He was
a journalist—he wrote a lot of stuff—more than I would have
imagined, so there was a lot to draw from. There was a whole
group of people who were still alive and knew him. You can’t
make up things. You have to have the documents.
continued on page 10
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A R T I S T S O F T H E PA L I S A D E S
at the Palisades Post Office
BETSY FORSTER

October–November

I

love to paint the landscape because of my
sense of awe and identification with the land itself.
I have a deep spiritual connection with nature and,
like the Northern Romantic painters, I seek the
supernatural in the natural. I love to paint outside
in Plein Air as well as indoors in my studio. While
outside, I usually paint with oils, but inside I prefer
to paint with pastels, my favorite medium. While
painting outside, I stay fairly true to nature—as I
see it, but it is in
the studio where I
feel free to explore
and let the creative
process take over. I
also enjoy working
in a series using the same subject, which allows for more experimentation.
My education includes a BA in education from Austin College in Sherman, Texas, a BA in
art from Auburn University at Montgomery, Alabama and an MFA in painting from American
University in Washington, DC. I also had the privilege of working with Bill Christenberry for nine
years at the Corcoran School of Art. I have taken part in numerous painting workshops, mostly in
Wyoming, where I have had the joy of working with many wonderful painters from the West.

continued from page 9
Do you think living in this neighborhood, being around so
many journalists, affected your writing process?
You run into a lot of people who are writers, so it doesn’t seem
unusual that you would be writing a book. Evan Thomas lives
around the block from me. That’s kind of cool. And in terms
of Washington, one of the really great things is I sent the book
to people like Donald Graham, they’ve just been wonderful,
setting up my Politics and Prose launch. I don’t know these
people from Adam, but Al Hunt, a former reporter for the Wall
Street Journal and Bloomberg, are totally on board with helping me with the book. Al is going to introduce me at Politics
and Prose. It’s because they loved this guy so much and it’s
just been really, really gratifying to be in Washington and to
get this kind of response to the book. I had a horrible time finding a publisher, but having these people help, it was like I was
vindicated.
That’s high praise from journalists.
Book publishing is a horrible business. It’s tough. I don’t have
5,000 Twitter followers. I don’t have a platform. Six years ago,

I went to the Washington Writers Conference, and they give
you five minutes with agents to pitch the book. The first agent
I talked to wanted to sign me! On the train back to his home
in Princeton, he sends me this email, pleading with me to
sign with him. And I thought, well, maybe this isn’t such a
crazy idea. But fast forward five years and he couldn’t sell it
to anybody. All the publishers said that nobody cares about
stories about journalists. And, this guy from the University
of Chicago Press wrote, that this guy didn’t have an effect on
anything, why would we publish a book about him? When I got
that I said that no matter what, I’m going to publish this book,
even if I have to xerox it myself and stand on the street corner
handing it out! But finally I got this one publisher, and it’s been
great working with them. A lot of the big publishers, they want
you to make changes. But this publisher hasn’t said you have
to edit it this way or have that cover, so it’s been better, actually. But you have to have a lot of belief that what you’re doing
is worthwhile. Persevering is all.
This interview has been edited.

I N O U R B A C K YA R D S : I N T H E W E E D S
BY L I N D S E Y T R U I T T

W

hether it has been a brutally dry summer or one
with lots of rain, the end-of-summer/early-fall
garden will feature weeds. As you stay indoors
to avoid the heat and mosquitos or get out of
town, the plants that are just going to thrive will be taking over.
As a gardener, I have spent a lifetime trying to find a balance
between control and neglect. Gazing over my slightly raggedlooking beds in September, I often need to take a deep breath as
I practice accepting the mess that is my weedy garden.
By definition, weeds are plants that grow in a place where
they are not wanted. They tend to be vigorous, and the ones
that find a site that suits them will thrive when left alone. But
not all weeds are equally terrible to have, some are actually
helpful or lovely, and so it makes sense to really look them
over before wasting time and energy getting rid of them.
I have zero tolerance for vining weeds. I do not like to have
my plants covered and smothered by these intruders. It’s
always a simple decision to get rid of any plant that grows on
my plants—a simple decision but a slightly more complicated
feat because these plants really know how to attach
themselves. The bindweed and ivy are enemies in my garden
because they take over and cannot coexist with other plants.
I’ve finally eradicated all the Japanese honeysuckle I naively
planted 20 years ago. I replaced it with our native red-flowered
honeysuckle, which does vine onto other plants but is not
invasive and the hummingbirds love it—so it is not a weed.
There are a handful of well-behaved weeds that I now welcome into my garden. The violets love my damp and slightly
acidic soil and have taken over the large areas of bare ground,

and now there are no other weeds there and they have become
a dense groundcover. Of course they are very pretty in the
spring when they bloom, but they are also an important host
plant for fritillary butterflies—and I see many more of them
than I used to now that I have whole beds for the larvae to eat.
But they also have a nice peaceful growth habit, mounding and
dense, and I can’t believe that I used to pull them out.
Another welcome weed is clover. I buy bags of clover seed
and spread it together with grass seed in any lawn I grow. The
clover is vigorous and green without any fertilizer and the flowers are a favorite with the bees. I have chosen White clover for
the lawn because it doesn’t get as tall as the beautiful Red or
Crimson clovers, which I use as a cover crop in vegetable beds.
Patios and paths that have spaces between the stones can
be a problem with weeds. Over the years I have selected a few
small-leafed plants that pop up on their own, and I’ve allowed
them to fill the cracks. This way, bigger plants stay out and it all
really looks nice. On stone paths near the “lawn” where just too
much is growing, we use the weed-whacker to cut it all very low
during the growing season. This is easier than weeding, and the
lawn is still green and there are roots in it that hold the soil in
place so things don’t get muddy in the rain.
I will admit that I’m still struggling to accept the inevitability of the ground ivy in my lawn. At the end of summer it is
everywhere, and it is virtually impossible to get rid of; after I
learned that ground ivy is in the mint family, I knew this would
be a losing battle. It loves the damp, shady parts of a yard and
it creeps into everything. It isn’t an ugly plant, and it even has
nice flowers earlier in the season. But it just grows over every
edge I have, from lawn to path and from path to bed, and I just
don’t like it. As a compromise, I get it off paths and out of the
beds and accept it in the lawn because it thrives there.
So, even though my garden is “weedy,” I put a lot of thought
into which of these invading plants help me. And I try to use
them to my advantage where I can. Looking at each one before
starting to tear it out is always smart and I will do that again
this fall to see if I can find any new allies among the volunteers.
Because, really, a weed is just a plant we don’t want, so when
we decide that it is desirable, maybe it stops being a weed.

CRIMSON CLOVER

VIOLETS AS GROUND COVER
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WHERE H AVE ALL THE BUSSES GONE?
BY JOE McHUGH

I

t is 1985 and you work downtown. Maybe you are a lawyer,
a government worker, or you have a job at one of the
museums. You do not like to drive in these go-go eighties,
who would? All that wasted time sitting in traffic and the
cost of parking: who needs it? Well, there was an alternative
for those of us lucky enough to live in the Palisades: we had
really great all-day bus service then. Now, if it were not for
Sibley Hospital, the days of catching any bus on MacArthur
Boulevard might have become yet another COVID casualty.
We moved into the Palisades in March 1984, when, according to our real estate agent, one of the selling points of living
near MacArthur Boulevard was good bus service downtown.
Living in Glover Park before coming here, I took frequent bus
service for granted. I found out that the agent was right, and
as I came to know my fellow bus passengers up and down the
Boulevard, many of them agreed. Ours was not just a great
neighborhood to live in, what with Key School, a fire station,
a movie theater and a Safeway store, but it had good transit
options. Let’s have some fun and take a brief look back.
Busses have been plying DC streets since the 1920s, complementing the city’s streetcars. The busses, like the streetcars, were private enterprises; in the District, the primary
service provider was the Capital Transit Company (1933–56).
After a costly seven-week strike in the stifling summer heat of

1955, Congress revoked the Capital Transit Company’s charter and sold it to New York financier O. Roy Chalk. The newly
formed company was named DC Transit System. One of the
conditions that Chalk had to accept was the plan to eliminate
all streetcar service by 1963. But the streetcars were profitable
and so Chalk fought, unsuccessfully, to rescind this condition.
From late 1958 until early 1962 streetcar lines were abandoned and replaced by bus service. The early busses carried
the numbers of the streetcars they replaced and pretty much
followed their routes block by block. (Today’s numbers-only
bus routes are a vestige of the streetcar system.) Chalk ran the
DC Transit Service until 1973 when WMATA consolidated it
and three other regional services into its network. Originally
chartered only to run rail service, WMATA had its charter
amended to reflect the bus system’s overhaul to connect with
the planned subway. After months of negotiations with Chalk
failed to produce an agreement, WMATA used its condemnation authority to take control, paying Chalk $38.5 million.
Fast forward to the mid-1980s: Here in the Palisades you had
a choice of busses: D3, D4, D9. In the mid-1990s the M4 and D5
were added and the D4 became the D6. The D3, a morning and
afternoon rush-hour bus, traveled from the Palisades through
Georgetown via M Street, then headed from Washington Circle
down to the State Department and along Constitution Avenue

ending at the Archives building. It was a popular bus for
people working at the State Department, George Washington
University and the World Bank. It was also a great bus to use if
you pulled jury duty since its last or first stop downtown was
only a couple of blocks from Superior Court. Most of the D3 passengers were dressed in work attire, and it was a quiet ride with
people largely buried in the Washington Post. Because of its
meandering route, we lovingly referred to it as the “Tourmobile.”
The D3 was eliminated in March 2013.
Now, the D9 was a different story and, in my mind, the
absolutely best bus route in the city. Established in the 1960s by
Capital Transit like the D3, this was a rush-hour-only bus, which
left Sibley and made passenger pickups
right up to Foxhall Road and then ran
express to K Street on the Whitehurst
Freeway. It made stops on K Street only
to drop off passengers and terminated
at Farragut Square. In the afternoon it
reversed its route. It was a favorite of
bus drivers, and so we had some of the
best. Everybody knew everybody else,
and the conversations were loud and
merry during the short trip downtown.
At Christmas time, some of the passengers would hand out sheet music and
we would sing holiday songs. Birthdays
and other milestones were publicly
celebrated. When one of our drivers left
or retired, we took up a collection. Gossip,
rumors and neighborhood news were the
currency. Many a passenger would come
home in the evening and share a local story only to be asked:
“Where did you hear that?” The answer was always: “On the bus.”
Then, sadly, the District decided to repave the Whitehurst
Freeway which was to take about 18 months and cost $47 million. The D9 was suspended. With the work completed, the D9’s
return was anxiously awaited, but it was not to be. A factor in
the route’s elimination was the opening of the Tenleytown-AU
metro station in August 1984. It would be easier for Metro to
build a feeder route from our neighborhood to Tenley, and thus
the M4 route was restructured and extended into the Palisades.
The elimination of the D9 in late 1990 was a turning point
in the bus-riding culture of our area. It broke up a community
of riders as some migrated to other lines and others elected to
drive to work. The D9 busses had been full as they went where
many people wanted to go about as fast as a car or a cab could
carry them. Now it seemed that fewer people chose busses.
The D4 took the route of the current D6, ending at Union
Station, and was later cut back to Farragut Square. In a major
restructuring of bus services in 1995, the D6 replaced the D4
in the Palisades. In the spirit of history repeating itself, the

D6 pretty much mimics the old #20 streetcar route through
the Palisades and into the city. The #20 let you board anywhere in the Palisades and took you all the way to Union
Station, which is where the D6 pauses today before continuing to the old RFK Stadium and the Armory. It is one of the
longest bus routes in the city.
Later in 1990s, the D5 was routed through the Palisades as a
morning and evening service, and it was a good alternative to
the D6 especially if you were going to lower Georgetown. But
it did not serve the State Department and the World Bank the
way the D3 had, and it was a longer ride than the former D9 as
it slogged through busy M Street in Georgetown. The D5 clientele was a bit older, dressed for the office
and more inclined to read a paper, the New
Yorker or Foreign Affairs or to share a seat
with a neighbor to chat, while the D6’s riders
were usually school and college kids, interns.
The D3 met its demise in March 2013
in another bus restructuring. The D5 was
suspended in March 2020 and will likely not
return. The pandemic did to the D5 what
WMATA had tried to do for years: eliminate
it. This bus, largely kept alive by funding
from Montgomery County, was difficult to
operate, as most rush-hour services are;
this funding, coupled with the loyalty of its
Montgomery County riders, was the
only reason the planners at Metro
kept it running.
The M4, often overlooked, is a
great trunk service connecting
us to the Red Line at Tenleytown
Station in pretty good time.
It does not cover the whole
BEFORE APPS AND SMARTof the Palisades, but it is the
CARDS, PASSENGERS USED
CASH OR TOKENS. METRO
type of service Metro likes
STOPPED MINTING TOKENS
to run as it provides feeder
IN THE EARLY 1990S. MOST
service to the subway and
TOKENS WERE DATED AND
the smaller busses it mostly
SAID ”SERVING OUR NATION’S
uses are more efficient. At
CAPITAL.” THIS PARTICULAR
TOKEN FROM 1982 SAYS
this time, the M4’s future
“SERVING OUR STUDENTS.”
seems rather secure.
Since the 1980s our
neighborhood has changed,
too. Now, there will likely be even fewer passengers using
the last remaining busses. What a shame. In researching this
article, I had the pleasure of speaking with Jim Hamre, a veteran WMATA employee who served as the planning director
for bus operations, and Fred Simms, a bus planning specialist with a 45-year WMATA career. Jim and I talked about the
effect of the pandemic on Metro. He told me that during COVID
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N OT A S H A G G Y
DOG STORY
B Y M AYA L AT Y N S K I
busses carried more passengers than the subway system, ca.
85,000–100,000 daily, compared to the subway’s 10,000–20,000.
Before COVID, busses averaged 350,000 riders a day.
I once looked forward to my daily bus commute because
I had a 30-minute uninterrupted period to read, review work
or just think. Sometimes, if Jake Stein was at my stop, we
would sit together and share stories about his growing up in
DC and the books we were reading… It was a 30-year friendship. Parents heading downtown would sometimes bring their
children along and watch them head off to one of the many
schools along the way, and I would see them grow grade by
grade. The bus was a community where friendships were
made, romances began and news was shared.
Next year will be a banner year for WMATA as it celebrates
its 50th birthday. So next time you have to go downtown, or you
just want to try something different, take the D6. In fact, take
the kids for a bus ride. It runs twice an hour on most days and
the schedule is easily obtained on Metro’s website. By the way,
the bus is still one of the best bargains in town at only $2 a
ride. Happy birthday, Metro, and thank you for all you do!

French
Seams
Custom workroom for:

– Window
Treatments
– Bed
Treatments
– Pillows
– Other Custom Items
We will work with your fabric or
provide a fabric of your choice.

Call Mary at 202.966.1196
frenchseams@verizon.net

What better illustrates our community’s spirit and boundless love of dogs (and don’t forget its Sherlockian genius)
than the Case of Mr. Dog, a.k.a. Pup. For several weeks
in July, reports came in of an apparition on Potomac,
Sherier, MacArthur. A dog? Attempts to capture it failed.
On July 30, Leslie Barcus, Anne Fraser and Jill Riley took
matters into their hands and, enticing the exhausted and
hungry creature with food, succeeded! Leslie took him
in. It certainly was a dog. A German shepherd-cattle dog
mix, with perhaps some husky thrown in, about one year
old. Was he lost? Abandoned? He had no microchip, so his
owner was sought through the internet and a report to the
Humane Rescue Alliance (HRA). Signs were posted. No
luck. By now, Pup’s dynamic personality, intelligence and
blossoming trust became evident to all who met him, even
before they would gaze into his dreamy blue eyes. With a
heavy heart, Leslie tried to take him into the HRA, but the
shelter was full.
Then, thanks to his personal care team and generous
support from the wider community, Mr. Dog’s fortune went
from good to great.
Funds were collected
for veterinary care to
make him adoptionready. But he still
needed a home! There
were nerves. There
was trepidation. And
then, in mid-August,
Mr. Dog, now Loki,
was adopted by
a family of two
humans, two cats
and a beagle!

NOVEL STORIES AND HISTORY OF
T H E PA L I S A D E S & B E Y O N D : P L U M M E R S I S L A N D
BY N I C H O L A S C A R S O N

F

COURTESY OF THE WASHINGTON BIOLOGISTS’ FIELD CLUB

ive miles upstream from the Palisades
on the Potomac River sits 12-acre
Plummers Island. Visible just below
the American Legion Bridge inner
loop, it is home to the Washington Biologists’
Field Club. The club was conceived by Charles
L. Pollard in 1900 and after some searching, on
April 9, 1901, it adopted Plummers Island as its
home. Research was launched immediately.
At the same time, members started to construct a cabin. Many difficulties were involved
in conveying building materials to the river
and across to the island, and then transporting them to its highest point, 60 feet above the
water. But the members’ hard work paid off:
seven months later, on Thanksgiving Day, November 28,
they held a housewarming party.
Over the decades, scientists, many of them connected to
the Smithsonian Institution, have documented the flora and
fauna of the island. They have been interested in changes
brought on by invasive species, extinctions, climate change
and human influences. Checklists of the ongoing studies
of the three main plant communities—riparian, terrace and
upland forest—are periodically updated. Recent lists document
885 plant species, of which 704 are native and 181 naturalized/
invasive, and 3,012 insect species. Other studies in the area
reported 19 species of freshwater mollusks.
One example of how valuable this living laboratory has
become was revealed soon after the Beltway was built in 1960.
Biologists were puzzled why, in a short time, the lichens growing on the rocks were rapidly disappearing. They identified the
cause to be lead contamination coming from the traffic exhaust
on the new bridge. Their study was one of many that in the
1970s inspired the use of unleaded gasoline, which was passed
into law in 1996.
The flora and fauna on and around the island are currently
threatened by plans to replace and widen the American Legion

Bridge. To learn more visit https://wbfc.science/the-history-ofthe-washington-biologists-field-club-on-plummers-island/ Or
visit in person! When the water is low, about 3 feet, anyone can
cross over on a trail off the tow path just upstream from Lock 10.
Twisty MacArthur Boulevard: When returning to the
Palisades from Glen Echo on MacArthur, you may have
noticed that soon after the Sycamore store the road curves
significantly. This was done by design. Until next time....
think about it.
LEAD LEVELS (in µg/g) MEASURED IN LICHEN
(Flavoparmelia baltimorensis) from Plummers Island
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W H AT ’ S I N A N A M E ?
BY ROBERT WHALE

I

magine walking into a wine store
in “minimalist land” and finding the store well stocked with
wine bottles bearing no front or
back labels. Instead, the wines
are grouped by varietal and region,
like OR Pinot Noir, CA Chardonnay, VA
Sauvignon Blanc. Where no varietals
are identified, the wines are grouped by
growing region and country of origin:
Champagne, France; Rioja, Spain. There
are no salespeople to offer assistance or
dispense information—that is controlled
by the state. Marketing is vilified as the
devil’s craft so there are no shelf talkers,
pictures or any information at all about
the wines. This dystopian scene satisfies
some, if not most, wine buyers in this
bleak environment who don’t really want
to know more than CA Chardonnay. So
the system stays in place.
If this scene gives you the creeps,
you are not alone. While there are many
instances of marketing departments
run amok, I need information about
the wine I buy beyond just WHAT and
WHERE. I need to know WHO, HOW
and WHY! If your name is Mondavi or
Beringer or Penfold and you have a history and standing in the wine industry,
then that is the name
you attach to your
wines. However, for
those who stand at
the threshold of a
wine’s creation, finding the right name
for their baby/dream/
life’s work can be
so daunting that
sometimes it
doesn’t happen.
I know this
because I’ve
been there.
In the late
1990s, egged
on by friends
and business
acquaintances,
my business

partner in Australia
ing English sportswriter
I grew up playing
and I hatched a plan to
as being played by
Australian rules
create our own brand.
Rafferty’s rules, Aussie
football, also known
The plan was to buy
slang meaning “no rules
finished wine on the
at all,” thereby nimbly
as Aussie rules or
“spot” market—wine in
taking a swipe at both
footy. The game was
excess of a winery’s
his host country and
described by a visiting
needs—and then, workIreland at the same time.
ing with a winemaker,
I took the name to mean
English sportswriter
blend together the variunfettered by tradition.
as being played by
ous wine components
Rafferty’s Rules
Rafferty’s rules,
that I had selected. After
wines were released
an appropriate period of
into the US market in
Aussie slang meaning
barrel maturation, the
May 2002 and were
“no rules at all”
wine would be bottled
very well received,
under our own label.
particularly in the
We came across two exceptional
Mid-Atlantic, where friends and people
wine parcels that signaled the difficulty
in the wine trade made good on their
to come. In one case, a husband-andoffers of support. The initial release
wife winemaking team experienced an
from the 2000 vintage included (and,
illness that prevented them from bringyes, they all had names): Fat Chance
ing the wine to market. In another, two
Cabernet Merlot, Angels’ Share Shiraz
winemakers had split over their inabiland The Ringer Shiraz Cabernet.
ity to agree on a name for their wine.
Demand for the wines far exceeded
Tendrils of fear that our project would
supply—until release of the 2002 vincome to a similar fate began to emerge
tage. We had changed our cork supplier
but were eventually extinguished when
for this vintage. Unfortunately, all the
finally, during a tasting event I was
corks leaked, the wines became oxihosting at the Embassy of Australia,
dized and tasted like vinegar, promptthe phrase “because we can” surfaced
ing a flood of returns. We changed to a
repeatedly to explain the Australian
screw cap for the 2003 vintage—but the
approach to winemaking.
damage was done, our brand was dead.
Years later during a visit to a
Q: “Why do you blend Shiraz with
megastore in upstate New York, I
Cabernet?”
came across a display of 100-plus
cases of a wine made in Australia for
Q: “Why do you blend Shiraz with
a US importer that epitomized the
Grenache and Mourvedre?”
worst fears of the rulers of minimalQ: “Why do you make unoaked
ist land. The name of the wine was
Chardonnays?”
“BIG ASS SHIRAZ” and it sold for $3.99.
Promotional materials featured a colorThe phrase “because we can”
ful painting of kangaroo with ample
answered all these questions and, at
hindquarters pictured near an outthe same time, painted an accurate
house—or, in Aussie slang, a “dunny.”
picture of the Australian wine industry
The message was clear, despite the
exploring its possibilities unburdened
clumsy attempt at humor—if you’re
by traditional rules. The name for our
foolish enough to put this stuff in
wines came to me in the shower the
your body, be sure to have a commode
next day—RAFFERTY’S RULES.
handy. (Apologies for that image!)
I grew up playing Australian-rules
football, also known as Aussie rules or
In Vino Veritas
footy. The game was described by a visitRobert Whale

NEIGHBORHOOD VERNACULAR: A SWEEPING LOOK
A T H O W PA L I S A D E S G O T T H A T W A Y B Y M I C H A E L D O L A N

DRAWING BY AUGUSTUS KOLLNER/LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

H

ousing in Palisades is
a mix of styles, scales,
eras and looks—a blend
of mostly ordinary
structures that come
together in something
extraordinary, setting the neighborhood
apart enough that it constitutes its own
vernacular architecture.
I am using that label very loosely, of
course. “Vernacular architecture” often
refers to design across a large physical
area, even a nation. The housing stock of
such a place more or less uniformly looks
like itself, and not like anyplace else. In
Palisades, we encounter a neighborhood
that looks like what a neighborhood
ought to look like. I can’t tell you how
many times I’ve heard first-time visitors
say something like, “Wow, this is really an
American neighborhood, isn’t it?”
Yes, it is.
We have four-squares. We have
cottages. We have farmhouses. We
have ranches. We have Federal and
Georgian. We have mid-century modern,
International, Stick style and neoclassical. We have split-levels. We have
bungalows. We have haciendas. We have
brick colonials and we have Dutch colonials. We have shed roofs, hipped roofs,
jerkin-shouldered roofs, gambrelled

THE “CHAIN” BRIDGE IN THIS 1839 DRAWING
SPANNED THE POTOMAC AT LITTLE FALLS.

roofs. We have Cape Cods. We have
rowhouses. We have mansions. We have
apartment buildings. We have Tudors,
Victorians, Brutalist boxes, and houses
assembled from components that came
out of boxes from Sears, Roebuck and
other merchants of build-it-yourself
house kits. We have houses that were
built by their original occupants and
houses whose dwellers have lived to
boast of staying on site through years
of renovations. We have little teeny
houses. We have giant monster houses.
We have duplexes, single-families,
auxiliary dwelling units, knockdowns,
sideways extensions and pop-top
expansions.
That all these looks would wind up
competing with and complementing one
another on the banks of the Potomac
River arises from many causes. The
process has involved geology, industry,
municipal growth and fashion—because
what is architecture but fashion
expressing itself in the form of buildings
instead of garments?
DOWN BY THE RIVERSIDE
Millions of years ago, the Potomac River
began flowing from what are now West
Virginia and Virginia to what is now the
Chesapeake Bay. Rivers go through a

cycle of spreading wide and cutting deep,
just as the planet’s tectonic plates move
around and up and down. Over eons the
earth repeated that process uncountable
times, forming the valley in which we sit,
including the shelf on which Palisades
stands. On the heights of a steep eastern
ridge, along what is now Foxhall Road,
smaller streams flowed fast into the river,
cutting deep arroyos. One is now Arizona
Avenue, another is Battery Kemble Park,
a third adjoins Manning Place. These
streams also cut across the relatively
narrow remains of a broader plain that
once had been the riverbed.
In geological terms, the vestigial
flats marks where the piedmont—a
succession of foothills descending
from mountains, in this case the
Appalachians—meets the coastal plain.
We live along what geologists call the
“fall line” because it’s the region where
waterfalls occur.
The first dwellings in these precincts
were probably rock overhangs and lean-

Early European explorers nosing
around the area included
Captain John Smith and his crew,
who in 1608 sailed as far up
the Potomac as the bay where
Fletcher’s Boathouse stands.
tos and wickiups—saplings that indigenous people bent together and fastened
into domes, then draped with skins to
make simple shelters. An archaeologist who guest-lectured in a DC history
course I taught at Catholic University
explained that thanks to the river’s
dramatic narrowing and easy access to
habitable areas, the vicinity of where
the Potomac crosses the fall line was
“42nd and Broadway” for early humans.
As Palisadian and citizen historian Doug
Dupin has shown, traces of prehistoric
human habitation abound in the neighborhood.

THE CONDUIT | FALL 2022

THIS 1859 MAP SHOWS THE LOCATION OF DROVER’S REST TAVERN.

Early European explorers nosing
around the area included Captain John
Smith and his crew, who in 1608 sailed
as far up the Potomac as the bay where
Fletcher’s Boathouse stands. In colonial
times, the flats saw traffic to and from
what became the port of Georgetown.
Among the commodities bound
for the port was meat, which arrived
on the hoof. Herdsmen driving sheep
and cattle came in from the Maryland
countryside to cross the Potomac by
swimming or by ferry. The drovers’
destination was slaughterhouses along
those fast-flowing streams, some running into Rock Creek, others into the
Potomac, which served nicely to sluice
away blood and offal. Four or five abattoirs stood along Foxhall Road. Another
operated roughly where the field house
is located. In the 1790s, to enhance
travel and commerce, a bridge went in
at the narrowest point on the Potomac.
A series of spans has stood there since,
and several hung on chains; hence
“Chain Bridge.” Today’s edition rides on

piers dating to the 1870s.
After hustling their animals across
the span, drovers stowed herds in fattening pens at a spot on the plain where
MacArthur Boulevard now intersects
Reservoir Road. By the pens stood a
tavern, the Drover’s Rest. The greater
area was a plantation called Whitehaven.
The original house still stands on lower
Reservoir Road alone, but at that time
it no doubt kept company with lesser
dwellings housing indentured and
enslaved workers and freedmen.
In the 1820s work began on the
Chesapeake & Ohio Canal to connect
Georgetown and the interior, shipping in
grain, tobacco and other commodities
east and shipping finished goods west
for sale in the hinterlands. President
John Quincy Adams inaugurated the
canal in 1829. That waterway began at
Rock Creek and ran west beside the
Potomac below the bluffs, a passage
made possible by locks that carried
canal boats upstream. An ever-busier
artery up the slope from the canal

became known as Canal Road. Farms
dotted the plain by the bluffs and the
adjoining hills.
The Baltimore & Ohio Railroad began
stitching the region with tracks. In the
1850s, Washington City needed a proper
water system. Colonel Montgomery
Meigs of the US Army Corps of
Engineers designed a waterworks to
be built at the Maryland line. Water
collected at a dam upstream on the
Potomac would reach the plant via an
underground brick conduit—a huge circular pipe—along a path overlooking the
C&O Canal. The waterworks was named
the Dalecarlia Aqueduct, a rather fanciful
moniker that referred to a riverine area
in Sweden after which a local landowner
had named his property.
To follow the topography and to
control flow, masons set the sections
of conduit at angles to one another.
At the fall line, the conduit veered left
and emptied into a reservoir created
by damming creeks along the city line;
it’s still there. The roadway that went
in atop the conduit was named Conduit
Road. Its two lanes continued into
Washington City by way of Georgetown,
hugging the foot of the ridge.
During the Civil War, with the
Confederacy only miles away across the
river, Union garrisons guarded Chain
Bridge and the capital. Battery Kemble,
one of a ring of forts protecting the
city, had heavy artillery. Union troops
camped and patrolled along what is now
Potomac Avenue and at half a dozen
other fortifications hereabouts.
GATHERING MOMENTUM
After Appomattox the Baltimore &
Ohio Railroad, desiring to serve the
wharves of Georgetown but denied a
crosstown freight route, installed rails
running from the Eckington yards
in Northeast DC past Takoma, Silver
Spring, Kensington and Bethesda.
Trains reached Georgetown along tracks
below the bluffs, on a right of way now
occupied by the Capital Crescent Trail.
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UNION SOLDIERS ON THE BRIDGE DURING THE CIVIL WAR.

On the Virginia bank of the Potomac,
gravel beds and sand bars attracted entrepreneurs who dug them out for building blocks. Along the DC bluffs, farmers
raised vegetables, beef cattle, dairy herds
and plants for landscaping. The Sherier
clan farmed on lower Chain Bridge Road.
Joe Weaver had a spread at the foot of
Loughboro Road; doing some excavating
in my backyard, I unearthed a rusted but
still sturdy spring tine from a harrow that
might date to those days. Joe’s brother
Charlie farmed at Loughboro and Lowell
Street NW. The Weavers bequeathed land
to emancipated Blacks who had been
their slaves. These freed families formed
a hamlet that included a cemetery on
Chain Bridge Road maintained by the
Cephus family.
Upstream from Chain Bridge along
the canal, another hamlet sprouted. One
clan there, the Lynches, had several
sons who took up the trade of masonry.
All that industry—abattoirs, fortifications, waterworks, canal, rail line,
quarries, commercial agriculture—make
it surprising that the residential neighborhood of Palisades originated as a
vacation retreat in the late nineteenth
century. But that’s what happened. As
a history of the community association notes, city dwellers built cottages
here to escape the downtown swelter.
A hotel and casino stood at the District
line. Along Conduit and Canal Roads,
taverns and saloons sprang up. A bicycle
racetrack operated at Norton Street and
Conduit. When we bought our house
in the 5800 block of Sherier, a neighbor
identified a mystery drain along the
alley as a vestige of that velodrome.
In the 1880s, encouraged by plans
for a trolley line to run on the plain
along the Potomac from Georgetown to
Cabin John, businessmen undertook to
develop that parcel.
The first subdivision was “Harlem”
at Conduit Road and Foxhall Road. The
next was in the vicinity of Clark, Elliott
and Greene Places. “The Palisades of the
Potomac” was the most ambitious project.

The emblem on a vivid
poster advertising the
project has for decades
served as the logo for
what is now the Palisades
Community Association.
The Palisades of the
Potomac, undertaken by
Canadian investors, had
been inspired by fancy
bedroom communities
on the Hudson River
outside New York City. The Canadians
envisioned a deluxe community of highend “Victorian villas.” Their construction
crews built a few, including a redstone
mansion at Reservoir and Conduit, now
part of the Lab School campus.
The Palisades of the Potomac was
competing with Chevy Chase, another
bedroom community that straddled
the DC/Maryland border a few miles to
the north and east. Chevy Chase was
served by a trolley line running along
Connecticut Avenue.
The Glen Echo Electric Railroad began
rolling along the bluffs in 1890, followed
soon by the Washington & Great Falls line;
later, DC Transit acquired the franchise.
Trolleys ran west from Georgetown on
one set of tracks—a metal viaduct still
stands where Glover Archbold Park
meets the intersection of Canal Road
and Foxhall Road—departing from a car
barn that still stands at Key Bridge and
M Street, abutting the “Exorcist” steps.
Passengers used staircases inside the
car barn to descend to M Street, where
eastward tracks began. This was the
Treasury line, later the 81 streetcar and
subsequently bus line, which ran past the
US Treasury and across town to Laurel,
Maryland. As with all interurban systems
of the era, the trolley rails carried not only
passengers but freight, such as lumber.
Vintage maps and old aerial photos of
Palisades show spur lines peeling away
from the main trolley tracks here and
there at sidings for unloading cargo
including construction supplies.
The Palisades of the Potomac was

platted, a street grid was imposed, and
a few grand houses appeared along
Potomac Avenue, Conduit Road and
Reservoir Road. Everything was looking peachy. But then came the Panic of
1893, as bad a depression as the United
States had ever experienced. The Panic
of ‘93 paralyzed housing construction
nationwide.
At the same time, talk started around
DC that malaria was lurking along the
Potomac. The rumor wasn’t true—a
descendant of the families that built
Chevy Chase once told me that it could
have originated with his ancestors—but
the claim did nothing to help land sales
in the Palisades of the Potomac. And not
a few Washingtonians felt that the city’s
western corner was just too darned far
away. My late neighbor Ethel Hames,
who was born in the late nineteenth
century, said that when she was a girl
in the early 1900s and her family moved
from Georgetown to 47th Place NW in
Palisades, their household help quit
rather than trek to the darkness at the
edge of town.
Amid a series of panic-induced
recessions, development along the river
stalled and halted. Chevy Chase won
out over the Palisades of the Potomac
thanks to a depression, perceived inconvenience and scary rumors.
DID PALISADES EVER RECOVER?!
LET US KEEP YOU IN SUSPENSE
UNTIL THE NEXT ISSUE OF THE
CONDUIT COMES OUT IN DECEMBER
This article was adapted from the
text of a talk the author gave at the
Palisades Hub in September 2021.
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