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Arlington-Fairfax Chapter, Inc .  
Izaak Walton League of America 

14708 Mount Olive Road 

Post Office Box 366 , Centreville, VA 20122-0366 

 

Newsletter  
Volume 50, Number 1 February, March, April 2012  

Volunteers Needed for Financial Audit Committee 

 
We need people, particular those financial management experience, to conduct the 

annual audit of the Chapterôs financial records.  The by-laws call for an audit to be 

conducted annually by a committee selected by the Chapter President and to pre-

sent itôs report to both the Board of Directors and the members.  Anyone interested 

in participating should contact the Treasurer, Bob Crisman, by e-mail to 

mailto:rcrisman@verizon.netBob.Crisman@arlingtonfairfax-iwla.org or call 540-

338-7316.  Oh, by the way, youôll receive credit for 8 hours of volunteer work 

worth $50 off your next membership renewal  

Attention Please 

The Arlington Fairfax Chapter of the IWLA would like to thank all of 

the volunteers who pitched in and helped with Christmas party. 

There were many of you. We could not have a Christmas Party  with 

out all  your help.   We had 32 kids and parents. It was a grand party. 

Carl and Oscar .     

This very important party would not be  

possible without the leadership of  

CARL ARMSTRONG  

&  

OSCAR STARZ 

Next time you run into them, give them a 

BIG THANKS  

mailto:rcrisman@verizon.net
mailto:Bob.Crisman@arlingtonfairfax-iwla.org
mailto:rcrisman@verizon.net
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Important  contact information 

Chapter Officers  

President 

Ernie Padgetteééééé.éé...540-439-6085 

Vice President 

Tom Ciarulaéééééééé...703-250-0947 

Secretary 

Pamela Mearaéééééééé.703-362-7293 

Treasure 

Bob Crismanéééé..éééé540-338-7316 

Membership Chairman 

Jim Showalteréééééé..é..571-338-5467 

Chapter Directors 

Target Archery 

Leroy Andersonééééééé.703-644-1560 

Director At Large  

Carl Armstrongéééééé...703-830-5091 

Skeet & Trap 

Bob Brinoéééééééé.é.703-368-4934 

Conservation 

John Seabergéé.ééé.éé....703-830-9365 

Rifle & Pistol  

Ed Franzosaéééééé.é.é..703-255-3088 

Director At Large  

Oscar Starzééééééé...é..703-321-8626 

Director At Large  

David Myersééééééé.é..703-395-9613 

Director At Large  
Tom Pikeééééééééé....703-802-0740 

Director At Large  

Ben Crandallééééééé.é.703-993-4503 

Education & Training  

Bucky Sillsééééééééé.703-830-0458 

Field Archery 

Dick Riemeréééééééé...703-543-8585 

Youth Activities  

Rich Stibrikééééééé.é...703-455-4359 

Director At Large  
Randy Hancocké...éééé..é.703-830-8539 

Director At Large  
Art Twichelléééééééé...703-960-6524 

Committee Chairpersons 

Attend your chapter meetings 
Regular Membership Meeting 

3rd Tuesday of each month 

7:30 pm @ Field house 

Chapter Board of Directors Meeting 

1st Tuesday of each month 

7:30 pm @ Field House 

All members welcome 

Field house phone numbers 
Chapter Field houseééé...703-631-4495 

Rifle & Pistol Field houseé.703-631-4496 

Skeet & Trap Field houseé..703-631-4497 

Field Archery Field houseé.703-631-4498 

 Chapter Presidents E mail 

epadgette@sprynet.com 

Chapter Fax Number 

703-631-0968 

Chapters Web-site 

www.arlingtonfairfax-iwla.org 

Adopt-A-Highway  / Colin Rileyééééé..703-200-3994  

Advance Planning / your name hereéééé.your phone # 

Buildings and Grounds / Bucky Sillséé.é..703-830-0458 

Bull Run Muzzleloaders / Tony Sucherééé..703-354-2726 

Caretaker / Rick Kohneééééé...ééé..571-334-5125 

Chapter Field House / Ed Ablesééééé....703-938-0726 

Conservation / John Seabergééé..ééé....703-830-9365 

Education & Training / Bucky Sillséééé..703-830-0458 

Field Archery / Jim Smithéééééééé..703-481-5416 

Historian /  your name hereéééééé.....éyour phone # 

Junior Olympic Archery  / Mary LeCompte é..703-361-4565 

                                             Lani Youngééé..703-742-8142 

Legislation / your name hereééééééé..your phone # 
Meeting Program / Tom Ciarulaééé.éé....703-250-0947 

Membership /  Jim Showalteréé.éééé...571-338-5467 

Admin. assistants  / Linda Armstrongééé.. 703-909-2708  

                                  Scott Aldrichéé...éé..571-213-2541                                   

Newsletter /  Pam Meara / Bucky Sillsééé...703-266-2235 

Outdoor Ethics / Jim Millséééééé.é..703-437-9133 

Pond Manager / John Seaberg ééééé.....703-830-9365 

Program Outreach / / your name hereéééé.your phone # 

Public Relations / your name hereé..ééé..your phone # 

Rifle-Pistol Range / Ed Franzosaééé...é.703-255-3088 

Scholarship / Dave Dobbinsééééééé..703-753-0878 

Skeet & Trap Range / Bob Brinoééééé...703-368-4934 

Target Archery / Leroy Andersonéé.ééé.703-644-1560  

                          Frank Kelly.ééééééé..703-256-0935 

Youth Activities / Rich Stibrikéééé.éé...703-455-4359  

Scouting Activities / Tom Pikeéé...ééé.....703-802-0740 

Keep this page handy 

 its got all the contact information you need 

Chapter Field house Hours 
1sr & 3rd Tuesday 1pm to 4:30pm   

2nd & 4th Tuesday 1pm to 9pm 
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Viewpoints 
By Ernie Padgette  

  

Itôs interesting how very differently two people can sometimes 

view the same event. Iôm not talking about differences of opinion 

involving lawyers and divorce court; the difference between your 

neighbor losing his job and you losing yours; or even the differ-

ence between watching a flooded town on the news and spending 

the night in the top of a tree hoping someone shows up with a 

boat. Or the difference between my view of fair tax rates and the 

view of someone who votes for a living and whose total federal 

tax bill for the last twenty years amounts to a negative number. 

Or even the differences between the way I view the world and the 

way someone with long stringy hair, wire rim glasses and no job 

might view the same world. Some things just arenôt all that hard 

to figure out. As the young people say, it all depends on where 

youôre coming from. If Iôm coming home from work and just 

hoping to get a few hours of good sleep before repeating the 

process; and the other man is coming from his third protest dem-

onstration of the week and hoping his welfare check hits his ac-

count a day early so he can buy a dime bag; well, we might not 

be in total agreement. No, the differences of which I speak are far 

more subtle; and they run even deeper. 

 

 

 My lovely bride and I enjoy introducing people to the 

shooting sports. Recently, we were working with a young couple. 

He had very little experience and she had none, but they were 

both anxious to learn. So, Jill and I loaded up a generic bag of 

guns and enough ammo to bother my back for a week and met 

them at the Rifle and Pistol Range. We had figured on shooting 

for a couple of hours; maybe three. But they were having a great 

time and were such a joy to work with that the time kind of got 

away from us. Six hours later, we had a lot less ammo; I had 

three rifles and a dozen pistols to clean; and a good time was had 

by all. 

 

 A few weeks later Jill told me the young couple had 

received some very good news. They were going to be parents. 

At this point I should mention the couple in question had been 

trying to get into this state of being for some time. They had tried 

the traditional routine for years; consulted various levels of medi-

cal professionals and finally resorted to a pretty sophisticated 

level of medical intervention. After all the years of trying, they 

were understandably delighted and happily making plans. God 

bless them both and all the best. Jill is already looking for the 

perfect blue or pink frilly little wear once maybe, newborn and 

outgrow in three weeks, cutesy outfit as a gift. I personally would 

buy the kid an NRA Membership and know he or she would have 

something they could use ten or twenty years downstream, but 

women donôt always agree with my point of view. Another ex-

ample of viewing the same event from different perspectives, I 

guess. 

 

And at this time I started wondering exactly how such a 

very common thing (Letôs face it; with six billion of us on this 

planet, getting pregnant isnôt exactly a rare or difficult feat.) can 

still be, after all these countless centuries of human evolution, 

viewed as a very special blessing from God. And trust me; this 

young couple is absolutely convinced that this pregnancy is 

something very, very special. They are almost literally walking 

on air. 

 

Letôs take children themselves. Face ité not all of the 

little darlings stay cute and adorable for their whole lives. And 

just how much vomit and how many dirty diapers does it take to 

knock the shine off the event? Donôt forget: Jeffrey Dahmer, 

Genghis Khan and Adolf Hitler once cooed and gurgled at their 

motherôs breast. Yeah, I know; there is nothing on this Earth to 

warm your heart like a babyôs smile. And on a really, really good 

day they are almost worth the expense, general hassle and impact 

on your preferred lifestyle. Last time I looked, the world is still 

backside deep in children. And nothing, absolutely nothing, is so 

easily, and may I say pleasurably, replaced. Francis Bacon said 

(para) ñHe who has children gives hostages to fortuneò. Thatôs as 

true today as in his time.  And yet, despite all that, we humans 

still persist in making more of them. Strange, isnôt it? 

 

And men and women sometimes view the event differ-

ently. I can still remember my instantaneous gut reaction to the 

ñHoney, guess what?ò conversation my ex and I had so many 

years ago; ñButé buté a Corvette only has two seats, dearò. 

Somehow that didnôt change anything. And, it is truly amazing 

how many apparently intelligent and seemingly sane men will 

react to the news with a stunned deer in the headlights look and 

ask ñBut how did that happen?ò 

 

Even among women themselves, the news can invoke 

diametrically opposite reactions; from rage, fear, and worry to 

happiness, delight and fulfillment. It depends on the point of 

view. An unwanted pregnancy must produce an unwanted child. 

Fear and joy can rarely coexist in the same heart. Worry and de-

light seldom share space. A mother of a starving child is unlikely 

to welcome another. And a mother of six children can probably 

be forgiven if she doesnôt view the probability of a seventh with 

the same joy she experienced with the first. 

 

Yes; there are a lot of different viewpoints out there. 

And, a very common event; one repeated countless times since 

the beginning of time. But this time it is happening to them; and 

that makes it different. These two parents to be are still delighted; 

still consider themselves blessed. In a world of unwanted and 

unloved children, this child is wanted with a passion that can be 

observed but not completely understood. This time, it is them. 

And this child will be loved. Perhaps the birth of a child really is 

a miracle. Not because of its conception and birth; but because of 

the changes wrought within our own hearts. Perhaps the miracle 

lies there. 
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Rifle and Pistol Range news 
 

Bull Run Muzzleloaders Match Times  

 

Starting in January 2012 the Bull Run Muzzleloaders blackpow-

der match will start at 8 AM and will end promptly at 12 Noon on 

the third Sunday morning of each month. 

 

 

Monthly Matches Starting Soon  

 

Each year we have a number of monthly matches at the Rifle-

Pistol Range.  On the first Sunday morning at 9 AM of each 

month we have a Bullseye Match for pistol shooters.  In the win-

ter months (October to March) it is .45 caliber ACP pistols (other 

centerfire calibers allowed) and in the summer months (April to 

September) it is .22 cal rimfire pistols.  For more information call 

Jack Machey at 703-818-8637. 

 

For the rifle shooters who are not as hearty as the pistol shooters 

we have two fair weather matches.  For the .22 cal rimfire rifle 

shooters we have a monthly match every first Wednesday after-

noon at 3 PM.  For further information call Nate Guernsey at 703

-994-5440.  For the service rifle shooters we have a monthly 

match every second Thursday afternoon at 3 PM.  For further 

information call Wayne Lee at 703-281-6272. 

 

Clean Up After You Shoot  

 

While most shooters at the Rifle-Pistol Range are getting better at 

picking up their brass after shooting, we still have a trash prob-

lem on the firing line.  The range recycles spent brass and alumi-

num soda cans to make some money to help out with range op-

eration finances.  Do your part by putting the brass in the recy-

cling boxes and the aluminum cans in the plastic bin after you 

have crushed the can.  Both recycling containers are located at 

the entrance to the firing line.   

 

Another trash problem is broken clay pigeons left on the range 

floor.  The clay pigeons and spent fragments on the back berm 

can be left in place BUT if you are shooting at clay pigeons that 

were mounted on the target frames at 25, 50, or 75 yards, you 

must pick up the busted clay pigeon remains.  Do not leave bro-

ken clay pigeons where we are mowing the grass.  It should also 

be obvious that you can NOT throw clay pigeons out onto the 

range floor and then shoot at them.  This practice is totally for-

bidden as it can lead to ricocheting projectile that could leave the 

range.  THE RANGE FLOOR IS NOT A TARGET AREA!  

 

We are finding way too many candy wrappers, plastic sandwich 

bags, shotgun hulls, cloth cleaning patches, and other trash under 

the shooting benches.  If you throw the stuff on the ground it is 

up to YOU to pick up the mess and put it in the trash barrels on 

the firing line.  The duty range officers are not there to pick up 

after you or your guests.  So police up everything you are leaving 

behind before you leave the range. 

 

 

Ask Questions When in Doubt  

 

If you are new to the Rifle-Pistol Range or have forgotten our 

procedures ASK the duty Range Officer.  If you have never shot 

on our range and donôt know where the targets are stored, or 

donôt know how to position the paper targets on the target frames 

ASK the duty Range Officer.  If you have a new firearm, espe-

cially if you have a handgun that you have never fired before, 

start your shooting of that firearm by sitting at a bench to find out 

where the bullets are hitting relative to the sights.  Too many peo-

ple start shooting a new gun while standing before they have ad-

justed their aim to match the bullet impact.  This leads to bullets 

hitting the target frames, or hitting the baffles, or hitting the range 

floor and ricocheting out of the range completely.  Hitting the 

frames or the baffles can cost money to repair.  Rounds leaving 

the range can lead to an accident that could close the range for-

ever. 

 

Dr Ed, CRO 

 

 

We'd like to take this opportunity to thank the members of 
the Target Repair Team for suffering through the cold, 
heat, cut fngers and splinters resulting from fixing target 
frames this past year.  The Target Repair Team consists 
of: 
Joe Duncan 
Chuck Green 
Stephen Elliott 
John Chornyak 
Randy Hancock 
For those that appreciate statistics........:  
Total frames repaired in 2011 was 880 vs 861 last year. 
This is an average of 2.5 repairs for every day the range 
is open. 
A total of 191 2x2's were used to repair damaged frames. 
100% of all scrap wood was recycled for use in the wood 
stove. 
All cardboard is now being recycled. 
The total estimated cost for materials in 2011 is $1,340. 
  
The Target Team appreciates all the efforts by members 
to minimize target frame damage.  

AFC members all ways hit what 

they are aiming at 
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Presidentôs Column 

January, 2012 

 

 Some years ago, a good friend of mine was enthusi-

astically extolling the virtues of a book he had read recently. 

For starters, I should explain that my friend reads perhaps 

two books per year and, as a norm, both of them have scan-

tily clad ladies in varying degrees of distress on the cover. 

So, for him to be recommending anything from the current 

best seller list was somewhat of a surprise. The book was 

titled ñEverything I need to know I learned in Kindergar-

tenò, or a close approximation thereof. He was convinced the 

book, even at a conservative estimate, belonged in the top 

two books of all time. I remember thinking ñSo what? I 

learned most of what I need to know long before I hit Kin-

dergarten. It happened when I was around fouré.. 

 

 There was (despite what you may have heard) tele-

vision in those days. I had seen one in a local movie theater 

once; and it was only a few years later that one of our 

neighbors actually bought one for their home. They invited 

all the local kids over every Wednesday evening to see ñI 

love Lucyò and ñThe Cisco Kidò. I knew some people read 

newspapers (no one in my family, of course), but most peo-

ple got the news from a radio. As for books, most of my rela-

tives improved their minds on two types. One was called 

ñpaperbackò and featured the works of people named Louie 

L ôamour, or perhaps Mickey Spillane. The other type was 

called ñComicò books. Mama preferred the comic books, as 

well as an assortment of magazines dedicated to ñLose ten 

pounds, tighten your backside and find true love in ten days 

or lessò. Many of the comic books had interesting ads on the 

back cover. One of those ads was for Vicks Cloverine Salve. 

 

 The deal with Cloverine Salve was pretty simple. 

You ordered a number of tubes (ten tins of salve in a tube) 

of salve from the company. You sold each tin of salve for 

$1.00; sent $0.65 to the company, and kept $0.35 for your-

self. It was easy, everyone wins, everyone has fun and you 

could be on your way to fun and fortune just by filling out 

and sending in the simple application form and telling them 

how much money you wanted to make and how many tubes 

they should send you. Simple, huh? How could you lose? 

And the salve was easy to sell, because it cured dry skin, 

healed burns, prevented premature aging and did many 

other wonderful things (according to what Mama told us, 

and Mama never lied). Well, Mama decided to get in on the 

action. And so my first lesson in practical democracy began. 

 

 One bright summer morning, Mama called all the 

kids together. In our family, ñall the kidsò included the ex-

tended family; some uncles, aunts, cousins, friends and, I 

think, a couple of children who just happened to be walking 

past the house. Around ten or twelve of us in all, ranging 

from 16 years old down to me, the youngest at a few months 

past the celebration of my fourth year of life. Mama ex-

plained the deal; sell a tube of salve for $1.00, bring her 

$0.75, and keep a whole quarter for yourself. Needless to 

say, this caused quite a stir among the kids. I hadnôt had 

more than a nickel in my pocket in my whole life, and that 

only once. You could eat candy all day long for a nickel. 

Bubble gum was two for a penny, and the biggest candy bar 

going was only a nickel. A quarter was five nickels, and I 

could treat the whole neighborhood and have a bag of candy 

to stash away, for a quarter. Wow!! 

 

 Needless to say, this promise of newly found lucre 

got all of us kids stirred up. We were all going to be rich! We 

were going to run around the neighborhood, knocking on 

doors, collecting dollars from every housewife, and life 

would be good. And all due to Vicks wonderful Cloverine 

salve. Five minutes later, I was headed down the street with 

two tubes of ten tins each of salve under my arm, trying to 

mentally calculate just how much money I was going to have 

at the end of the day. Even at the young age of four, I was 

starting to get the basics of math figured out. For one thing, 

a working knowledge of math was necessary to keep track of 

money; to keep the various, uncles, aunts, cousins and 

friends from swindling you out of any loose change you 

might have. It also helped in making sure you were getting 

the correct change when you bought something on those 

rare visits to the local store; which makes current trips to 

McDonaldôs all the more puzzling to me these days. 

 

 Letôs seeé Twenty-five cents a tiné. $2.50 for ten 

tins; $5.00 for twenty tins. Man; Iôm not sure I had even 

seen a five dollar bill at that point in my life. So there I am, 

trudging along toward the nearest house, full of hope and 

looking forward to life as a wealthy entrepreneur. First 

houseé ñNo Thanksò. Second, third, fourth, fifth house, the 

same routine. Then it happens. The sixth house, the lady 

says ñSure, Iôll buy one little boyò. And she takes a tin of 

salve and hands me a dollar bill. She pats me on the head, 

wishes me good luck and away I go. By the time I got to the 

end of her walkway, I have it figured out. If one house in six 

buys a tin of salve, all I have to do is knock on 120 doors and 

Iôll have five bucks in my pocket, and Iôll be on my way to 

fame and fortune, right after a quick stop at the store for a 

Three Musketeers candy bar, some bubble gum, some of 

those candy dots on a strip of paper that they sell for a 

penny a foot, maybe some of those wax coke bottles full of 

cool aid, some Now & Laters, someéé. 

 

 Around the twelfth house, lightning strikes; the lady 

buys two tins. She pinches my cheek. Man it sure helped to 

be young, cute, kind of helpless and cuddly looking, with a 

nice smile and a good line of gab. I start to figure out what 

works and what doesnôt. How to start the pitch, break the 

ice, engage the ladies personally. From that day to this, I 

have always been pure hell on any woman more than 20 

years older than me. Of course, that started to lose its attrac-

tion when I hit 30 or so. Up until then, it worked pretty well. 

But on that particular day, I started figuring out how to 

make things happen. How to stay with it, working hard, re-

fusing to quit. Three hours later, Iôm on my way home with 

twenty dollars in my pocket; and five of it is mine all mine. 

Continued on next page 
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When I get home, all the other kids are already there; lying 

around the yard in the shade of the trees. Wow! They must 

all have walked faster than me; sold all their salve and beat 

me back home. I must be slow! Yeah, right. Between them 

they had sold maybe two tins of salve, and the only reason 

theyôre waiting around is to see if they have to organize a 

search party to go find my young self. Somebody asks ñHow 

many did you sellò? And then the lesson in practical democ-

racy begins. 

 

 It seems everyone is all through with the selling 

salve thing. People are nasty; the houses are too far apart; 

some houses have dogs; no one wants to buy salve; itôs hot; 

their feet hurt; itôs too much work; and they are all going 

swimming. The only thing is, they need some money to buy 

soda pop and candy. Canôt go swimming without soda pop 

and candy, right? And none of them has any money. But I 

do. And so it begins. In about two minutes I go from my 

normally friendly, laid back, easy to get along with self to 

totally ticked off and ready to fight. For some crazy reason, 

every one of those sorry pieces of excrement seemed to feel 

that if *I* had money, *they* should have money as well. 

 

 Well, Mama gets involved. She doesnôt want a fight, 

which is pretty much what I have decided I do want. Iôm 

ready to take on the whole bunch of them. As it turns out, 

Iôm the only unreasonable one in the crowd. Everyone else 

is perfectly willing to sit down and talk things over peace-

fully; compromise; talk it out and work out a solution upon 

which all can agree. Me? Iôm still looking for a stick. I want 

my five dollars and ever one else can go suck eggs. If they 

want money, they can get up, go sell some salve and make 

their own blamed money. And I wonôt want any part of 

their money. 

 

 Well, traitorous <nasty word deleted> that she is, 

Mama makes me fork over the twenty bucks to her and 

agrees we should all have a nice, courteous discussion and a 

fair and open vote as to what to do. My end of the discussion 

is simple: Itôs my money and there ainôt gonna be a discus-

sion or a vote. Well, as it turns out, my input really isnôt 

needed. Everyone else agrees there will be a vote; Iôve al-

ready said I wonôt vote; so thatôs that. In short order the 

discussion ends. The only two parts of the discussion I can 

remember clearly concerned two issues; (1) Why am I being 

so selfish? That seems to puzzle everyone. And (2) Since I 

earned the money, I should get a larger share than anyone 

else, but exactly how much should that be? I do remember 

that each ñshareò had to be enough for each person to buy a 

soft drink and a candy bar. I even heard one suggestion that 

Mama just take all the money and keep it. More than one 

person thought that would be fair and would solve all the 

problems. And I do remember everyone was really appre-

ciative of my efforts and were going to forgive me for being 

so selfish. Oh yeah; I kinda remember I slugged my uncle 

David (who was only two years older than me, and thus the 

next smallest kid next to me) a couple of times, so I lost any 

right to having a bigger share than anyone else. After all, 

being nasty and hitting people shouldnôt be tolerated. 

 

 In less time than it takes to tell the tale, all the other 

kids were headed off to the store and an afternoonôs swim-

ming in Seeley Creek; each with forty cents in their pocket. 

I also had forty cents, a really bad attitude about this whole 

voting thing and some things to mull over. And, as I recall, 

Mama had helped herself to a share of the proceeds, ñjust to 

make things come out evenò. I sat there crying for a while 

(Hey; cut me some slack. I was only four.), but eventually 

that got kind of old and no one was there to pay any atten-

tion anyhow. And then it hit me. Mama still had a whole 

bunch of Cloverine Salve and I had all afternoon with noth-

ing to do. 

 

 Five minutes later, Iôm headed off again; this time 

with two tubes of salve and a plan. A couple of hours later, 

Iôm back home again; and crying all over again. Guess 

what? It seems that somewhere along the line, what with all 

kinds of bills and change in my pocket, I lost a five dollar 

bill. By the time I gave Mama her share, after all that work, 

I was left with only my original forty cents. So, Iôm off to the 

store with my forty cents. And guess what I found in my 

sock on my way to the store? A five dollar bill! For months 

afterward, I had candy all the time; and all from that forty 

cents. Or so I told everyone. As far as I was concerned, I 

was under no obligation to tell the truth to thieves; even if 

they were family. 

 

 I came out of that incident with an understanding 

of life, practical democracy, work, finances, obligations and 

family and friends that has, I think, served me well to this 

day. What I learned was: 

 

This work stuff was the neatest thing they ever in-

vented. You work, you make money. You work 

harder and longer, you make even more money. 

Money is pretty neat stuff as well. Money can be 

exchanged for almost anything you want. 

The world is plumb full of lazy people, who have a lot of 

excuses as to why they canôt, shouldnôt, or wonôt 

work. And as soon as you get more than two coins 

to rub together, those lazy good for nothings are 

going to be scheming as to how they can get a share 

of whatever you have. 

Those without are always willing to have a vote on how 

much of your money they get. And, because every-

one gets to vote, that somehow makes it fair. And 

they will always try to be very polite, very reason-

able and very courteous while they steal from you; 

even if you get nasty. 

Whoever is in charge of whatever mob you play with, 

under whatever name it goes, will always be in fa-

vor of letting the majority rule.  

When the game is crooked, and you have to play, the 

only reasonable thing to do is to cheat. 

 

 

   Thanks; Ernie P. 
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Watershed Conservation Activities  
The Year in Review  
By Colin Riley 

 

  As another year begins, 

It seems only appropriate now to look back on what has been 

accomplished in the past year and to consider what remains to 

be done. 

  In 2011, there we had twelve scheduled stream cleanups and 

four adopt A Highway cleanups during which we removed 

over 2 1/2 tons of trash from the Potomac Watershed. 

  For the most part we had excellent weather on these occa-

sions but they were not as well attended by the general public 

as they had been in 2010.  Fortunately there were many Chap-

ter Members, who did contribute a great deal of their time to 

these efforts. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stewardship Projects  

  At the beginning of each meeting we pledge to be "Stewards of woodlands and wildlife" but over the years, the effort to manage this as-

pect of the Chapter property has waxed and waned. Until recently it seems to have waned somewhat. Last year however we started a num-

ber of projects designed to improve the wildlife habitat and recreational value of the property.  In the spring, several members were engaged 

in removing fallen and dead leaning trees from the campground and nature trail.  A fair amount of time was also spent removing invasive 

plants such as garlic mustard and muliflora rose from around the pond. 

Volunteers -  Bull Run Adopt A Stream May 7th        

Paul Miller carrying out trash 

bags Bull Run ï August 6th  

Rich and Faye Vigue hauling trash in 

their boat at Mason Neck June 4th  




