
		
			Advance Praise for 
Stops Along the Way

			 

			“No conservative leader has ever written a book like this. No conservative leader has ever lived a life like Brent Bozell’s. These are amazing tales.” 

			—Sen. Mike Lee (R-UT)

			“America is—or was—a storytelling nation. It is one of the reasons Paul Harvey’s The Rest of the Story was so popular. Now comes Brent Bozell with a series of stories that revives the tradition of storytelling. In an age of extreme partisanship, conflict, negativity, corruption, and distrust, these stories will bless your heart as they have mine.” 

			—Cal Thomas, Syndicated Columnist

			“Brent Bozell is a true conservative who has dedicated his life to fighting for the American people. I’m proud to call him not just a steadfast ally in this fight, but also a friend. This book is an enlightening collection of stories about Brent’s life and the Bozell family.” 

			—Sen. Ted Cruz (R-TX)

			“Having known his beloved mom, having read the wondrous biography of his heralded dad, I acquired a genuine curiosity—what in the heck was it like for Brent Bozell to grow up amidst the sweeping drama and smoky chaos, the menagerie of pets and siblings, of this nomadic family of amazing consequence? The answer is in this engrossing and beautiful and utterly charming book, about the bedlamic joys of Casa Bozell, familial affection, the travails of Conservatism Inc., and so much more. Brent is a marvelous writer and storyteller, wielding the pen of an infectiously happy warrior. What a kindness he has done to share this gift, and this memoir.” 

			—Jack Fowler, Former Publisher, National Review

			“We all know Brent for his work combating media bias for decades. Now we find out the extraordinary stories that led Brent to where he is today. What a captivating read!” 

			—Hon. Mark Meadows, Former White House Chief of Staff

			“Life is full of surprises; ups and downs. This charming collection is sure to inspire us to dream again.” 

			—Dr. Alveda King, Pastoral Associate at Priests for Life

			“Brent Bozell is one of those people who never seems to close his eyes—and even if he does, he still soaks in everything going on around him. His recollections of just a smidgeon of what he’s seen in his fuller-than-imaginable life in Stops Along the Way will fascinate his readers, whoever and wherever they are.” 

			—Alfred Regnery, President, Regnery Publishing

			“You need to read this book with a good stiff drink. Rarely do I suggest reading a biography, but this is one you don’t want to miss.” 

			—Corey Lewandowski, Former Campaign Manager, Donald J. Trump for President

			“Brent Bozell’s Stops Along the Way offers a rare glimpse into what shaped this incredible patriot’s worldview.” 

			—Larry Solov, Co-Founder and CEO, Breitbart

			“Brent is a proud American who has dedicated his life to holding onto the values that really matter. His new book chronicling his life lessons from his many battles comes at the perfect time to inspire us to keep going.” 

			—Matt Schlapp, Chair of CPAC

			“Brent takes storytelling to a level I haven’t seen in years. Tales of adventure that take you from Virginia to Spain to Europe to Nicaragua to DC back to Virginia to being on a plane that may be getting hijacked! A thoroughly entertaining read!” 

			—Hon. Jim DeMint, Chairman, Conservative Partnership Institute 

			“Given Brent’s pedigree, I always assumed he had an interesting life, but I didn’t imagine this. Great stories about his big Catholic family, school in Spain, work in Nicaragua, and, of course, politics make this an enjoyable romp.” 

			—Hon. Rick Santorum, Chairman, Patriot Voices

			“Need an antidote to the chaos going on? This is it. You’ll escape to a world of wonder as only Brent can describe because he lived it! Get ready to smile, laugh out loud, and be absolutely mesmerized by these true tales and the incredible style in which they are told.” 

			—Adam Brandon, President, FreedomWorks 

			“Brent Bozell’s Stops Along the Way doesn’t hold back. His youthful adventures make for great stories and explain a lot about this fascinating man.” 

			—Sean Spicer, Former White House Press Secretary

			“What’s that old truism…the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree? Well, one of my favorite authors, political activists, writers, and ‘tree shakers’ is Brent Bozell. His father wrote for the redoubtable Senator Barry Goldwater and is himself the nephew of the inimitable William F. Buckley Jr. So Brent, the creator and soul of the watchdog Media Research Center, has chosen some of the juiciest fruit he has collected from his many years right in the middle of the political garden—but added lots of enjoyable seasoning from his personal true adventures in many other facets of his life. I promise you’ll not want to put it down and return to the sad, troubling, and harsh realities around us—Take a Bozell Break. You’ll thank me for it.” 

			—Pat Boone, Singer and Conservative Commentator

			“Americans love stories; that is why great Americans such as Mark Twain, Will Rogers, Abraham Lincoln, and Ronald Reagan hold a special place in our hearts. And just now, the American people are in dire need of stories that make us reflect on a time of innocence, and daring. My dear friend L. Brent Bozell III has endeavored to bring us stories from his life experiences in Stops Along the Way. Perhaps the healing for America will come from a collection of stories that cause us to remember, dream, of those days once again.” 

			—Lt. Col. Allen B. West, Former Congressman and Chairman, Republican Party of Texas

			“This isn’t a book—it’s a raucous adventure, written in an effortless style that masterfully paints a picture of a life lived to its absolute, no-holds-barred, every-minute-like-it’s-your-last, fullest.” 

			—Craig Shirley, Bestselling Author

			“Do not believe my brother. I did not do those things.” 

			—Father Michael Bozell 
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Foreword

			By Jack Cashill

			“What we’ve got here,” says the captain of the guard after slugging a chained “Cool Hand” Luke, “is a failure to communicate.” If there is a fundamental problem in America today, it is that very failure: we know what they know, but they don’t know what we know. Like the captain, our friends on the left try to threaten those with real knowledge into silence, but like Luke, Brent Bozell won’t be silenced. Like Luke, too, Brent can take a shot and remain defiant.

			What I have particularly appreciated about Brent’s work with the Media Research Center is that he enables us to know at least what they think they know. It is that unflinching knowledge of both sides of any issue that makes a conservative out of a liberal, and it is the reason why conservatives always outscore liberals on political knowledge tests.

			Many of us started on the left. A baby boomer like Brent, I was the unofficial block captain of the preteens for JFK club in my vestigial Irish Catholic neighborhood. Like many conservatives, I had to learn my way out of a liberal ghetto. Virtually all the voices around me in the turbulent sixties were telling me, “Go left, young man.”

			Perhaps foremost among those telling me to go right was William Buckley. I watched Buckley on TV with my siblings and widowed mother in our Newark, New Jersey, housing project. Brent had a closer view. “Uncle Bill” was his mother’s brother. Only in America could two people of such seemingly different backgrounds end up not only sharing a worldview but also participating in a book like this.

			For all our differences, Brent and I have two powerful influences in common, both of which, as the reader will see, have shaped Brent’s character: one is our shared Americanism; the other is our shared Catholicism. Historically, each reinforced the other.

			When I started graduate school, I cited as my goal “to write books explaining America to Americans.” I went on to get a Ph.D. in American studies and have written a dozen or so such books. I think I know America—not because of my degree, but in spite of it. For me, as for Brent, reality has been a much better teacher.

			What I have learned over time is that we have plenty of spiritual firepower left, if only we seek to find it. We’re not living in a healthy cultural world, to be sure, but we know that is so, and most of us can remember what it once was like.

			Once upon a time Ronald Reagan could engage in political warfare with his nemesis Tip O’Neill but at the end of the day the two Irishmen could meet to share a beer. Don Rickles could (and did) insult anyone in sight, and we roared with laughter, no one more loudly than the object of his scorn. We can remember how this nation seamlessly put all internal discord aside on 9/11 to yet again show the world her best, once more leading the way, this time to confront international terror.

			But we can also remember Christmas, when we put everything aside again, this time to joyfully proclaim to the world His birth. But shhh…the child sleeps! Away in a manger, no crib for a bed. Peace on Earth, good will to all men.

			If it can be reimagined, why can’t it be reborn?

			That’s why I like this book. Don’t read these tales as stories of a bygone past. How depressing can that be! Read them as templates. Read them and reimagine a world once more filled with childhood wonderment, youthful aspiration, and adult certainty. We are in desperate need of all three today. Reimagine a world with faith as its cornerstone and family as its glue. Reimagine a time when virtue, although not easily attained, was always an aspiration. Reimagine an ordered society filled with adventures without safety nets. Reimagine freedom. Reimagine laughter.

			Reimagine a love for living.

			—Jack Cashill

			





Introduction

			“Daddy, what did you do during COVID-19?”

			I finished this book.

			Some years ago I met a fellow over lunch who told me he’d recently published his memoirs to share his experiences in World War II. He had been everywhere in the Pacific Theater. He offered to send me a copy, and I told him I’d be delighted to read it. A week later the book arrived. Truth be told, I never finished it. This man wasn’t exactly Audie Murphy. He was a cook. Presumably, he cooked well. It’s in his memory that I stipulate what you hold in your hands is not an autobiography.

			By the age of forty-five Barack Obama felt he was so accomplished he’d written not one, but two autobiographies about his accomplishments, the singular greatest accomplishment being escaping ridicule for the hubris that led him to think he was worthy of two autobiographies by the age of forty-five. You’ll find nothing like that here.

			These are just stories—stories of my sojourns to places that no longer exist, at least as I remember them. “The past is a foreign country,” L.P. Hartley wrote in the opening of his classic novel, The Go-Between. “They do things differently there.” Several of the places I dwelled were doing things “differently” even upon our arrival there. The inhabitants of these places deserve our understanding.

			When you reach the age where AARP recruiters are becoming impatient, you’ve probably accumulated lots of mental memorabilia, but as with trinkets on a shelf, they become dusty over time. I endeavor to be as accurate as possible here. Where I’ve been able to do so, I’ve shared anecdotes with co-conspirators and asked for fact-checking. But here’s the thing. Their memories also play games. Based on their feedback, I’ve removed pieces in which I lost confidence, changed others to straighten out the facts, and kept those intact whose accuracy they verified, or about which I remain convinced are accurate.

			I borrow Bob Woodward’s style with certain quotations, which is to say, I make them up. For the most part, though, I use quotes to accurately reflect what was said. In some instances they were memorable enough I can state them verbatim. Some fact-checkers responded to my requests with particularly salient observations of their own. I chose to include their comments as well.

			There’s another reason this book is not an autobiography. While these stories are true, they are not what I’d point to if asked to identify what’s most important to me. That I reserve entirely for my family, a life lived with a wife for more than four decades raising five children and watching fourteen grandchildren introduce themselves to the world (and, in a couple of cases, put the world on notice). There are many, many stories here, but I assert executive privilege and declare them too personal to share.

			This isn’t a comprehensive look either. There is no discussion of my college years spent at the University of Dallas. They were glorious with enough anecdotes to fill their own book. The problem is that I worry about statutes of limitations. I suppose that there’s a half-century cutoff, but why take the chance? Much of what would go into that book might qualify as state’s evidence at trial.

			And then there’s the biggest hole: the past thirty-three years devoted primarily to the Media Research Center but also to other endeavors I’ve launched or in which I’ve participated. That chapter is not yet complete.

			Someday I may choose to put pen to paper to document this period. Oh, there will be some fun stuff to recount, but by necessity this project would need to be more serious because on the whole it was a far more consequential period. The challenges facing this nation are grave, and some would say, on many fronts, existential. This is not the path I choose to travel right now.

			No, these are just stories selected with the intention to entertain. They are stops along the way in a journey not yet complete. If from time to time the reader thinks the stories are too good to be true, that is actually a good thing. It will mean I succeeded in defeating the cliché.

			 

			LBB III

			Great Falls, VA

			January 4, 2021

			





SECTION I

			Montejurra

			1. The Invasion

			The State of Maryland sighed with relief while the State of Virginia, had it known what wfarier than the Bozells’. The army was leaving suburbia, the Washington, DC, bedroom community of Chevy Chase, and headed for the country, specifically the little hamlet of Huntly, some seventy miles to the southwest, nestled in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains. It was the fall of 1964, and everything was about to change.

			Let’s get the vitals out of the way. There were our parents, Brent Jr. and Patricia (Trish, sometimes Tish), young and vibrant, deeply immersed in the emerging conservative movement. Among other things, Papa was a master orator and speechwriter and served on the defense team of Senator Joe McCarthy. He was the first Washington editor for the National Review, a failed candidate for Congress—unsurprisingly, as it was a planned suicide mission for an upstart cause—and the ghost author of Barry Goldwater’s game-changing bestseller, The Conscience of a Conservative. Mom was the closest sibling to William F. Buckley Jr., a firecracker in her own right, and a charming hostess with a towering intellect to match her husband’s. They were redheads, as were all nine of their children as well as a tenth who would arrive in 1967. I was in the middle of the pack, age nine. Add our Spanish maid, Mercedes Bravo, who had been with us since 1961 when she was nineteen and today is retired in Spain; our Ecuadoran cook, Luz Lozada, bronzed, older, stout, and with a menacing look and the heart of a lamb; a very spoiled cat, Kiki, assorted parakeets, little turtles, and who knows what else, and we were an army on the march.

			Why were we leaving the exciting world of Washington, DC, for the tranquility of the mountains? Three reasons I can think of. There were financial realities. Although some think of the Buckleys as the conservative equivalent of the Kennedys, they never had Joe’s money, preferring, as they did, to make their money honestly. Truth is, we were constantly struggling, primarily because money was never my father’s focus—making it, keeping it, even understanding it. While running for Congress in 1962, he regularly hammered his GOP primary opponent, Charles Mathias, for economic policies that would lead to a national depression. One day a reporter pushed back. “Don’t you mean ‘recession’ and not ‘depression’?” To which my father answered, “‘Depression,’ ‘recession.’ What’s the difference?” Anyone who knew Papa would understand he had no earthly idea and could care even less.

			Papa eschewed what would have been a lucrative career practicing law in the pursuit of more intellectual activities such as writing for National Review, giving the occasional speech, and ghostwriting The Conscience of a Conservative for Senator Barry Goldwater. Given that he completed the book in nineteen days believing it a terrible intellectual product that no one would bother to read, he didn’t fight for royalties. Too bad. The book went on to sell millions of copies.

			Papa had a gift for misjudging the book market. He spent seven years writing his next book, The Warren Revolution, which this time no one read or bought. Well, almost no one. Henry Kissinger thought the book’s defense of originalism provided the groundwork for Nixon’s Watergate legal defense, and invited Papa to the White House to solicit his advice. In a twist of fate, Nixon’s chief Senate inquisitor, Sam Ervin, shared Papa’s views on originalism, which, had Nixon been impeached, might well have been gleefully exploited by Team Nixon at trial.

			So Papa’s income was always meager, but with an occasional infusion of Buckley family cash, he made ends meet. There was the home in Chevy Chase, then an exclusive residential area but not nearly as opulent as it is today. Located just across the Maryland border, our home allowed for easy trips to downtown DC. It also worked well in reverse. It was a good spot for cocktail parties with the men and women who constituted the early leadership of the conservative movement.

			The house was necessarily large enough to fit eight children, a maid, and a cook. A swimming pool was built into the backyard, and it was constantly filled with children, ours and the neighbors’, laughing, yelling, squealing, zipping down the slide (horrors!), and bouncing off the diving board (double horrors!).

			The appearance was one of wealth, but wealth never interested Papa. His Old Crow bourbon was bottom shelf. His suits were simple. I doubt he owned five ties. Mom drove one of those circa 1960 Chevy half-tanks large enough to pack in her children for the trip to Mass.

			Papa, on the other hand, drove a VW Beetle, then probably the cheapest car on the market. I remember the day he drove up in a brand new, shiny Bug, and we saw the price tag still on the window—one thousand dollars! Just saying that amount out loud made us jump in awe.

			My father’s second reason for leaving the nation’s capital was his growing disenchantment with the conservative movement, or—perhaps it would be more accurate to say—his growing attraction to the Catholic Church. Life in Washington no longer excited him. Born and raised in Omaha, Papa was as middle America as you could get, so the idea of moving from the hubbub of Washington to what certainly seemed like the middle of America held real attraction. My more sophisticated mother may have been less keen on the move, but she, too, was losing interest in the world of politics and was always up for an adventure. My parents had just launched a new Catholic magazine, Triumph. Its offices were located at 1520 K Street in the middle of Washington, but their heart was never there.

			The final and most important reason for leaving was us. There’s no magic dust I can sprinkle here. We were monsters, out of control, and becoming more dangerous by the day. The gentle Chevy Chase community, with its idyllic cherry-blossomed streets in the spring and storied Christmas light displays in the winter, was supposed to be a bastion of serenity. With us roaming free, it was anything but.

			We dominated. Chris at fourteen, Kathy at thirteen, Michael at eleven, Maureen at ten, and me at nine—we were veterans of misrule. Johnny at seven was almost old enough to join his siblings in mayhem. Aloise at five and Patricia at four were in training, and Willie, just out of diapers at three, was showing promise. We entered into a strategic alliance with the Rizzoli kids, three boys and a girl in our age range. Combined there were enough of us to ravage the neighborhood, which we did like jackals. After any escapade you’d find us racing our bicycles through the streets as unsubtle as the Hells Angels, the racket from the inevitable playing cards attached to our bicycle spokes louder than an AK-47. We’d be high-tailing it in numerous directions, some racing across front lawns, others flying bikes down hills, but all headed toward a prearranged destination, at which point—zap!

			We vanished.

			Gone underground. We were intimately familiar with the water drain tunnel systems crisscrossing our neighborhood and beyond. At various points there were entrances to these cement culverts big enough for children to run into, and run we did, deep into familiar tunnels, dimly lit by street drain openings above. While others above ground might be searching frantically, we were laughing down below, merrily making our way to an exit blocks away, planning our next misadventure.

			Although rarely caught, we were always suspects. Our pranks were becoming more devious by the moment, and the future was looking grim for homeowners in Chevy Chase. Except for Chris and Kathy, none of us was even a teenager yet. Our parents knew we were, if not a national catastrophe in the making, certainly a local one. Something had to give, and it did. Our parents fled to the country where, presumably, we could wreak less havoc (wrong). Looking back on those adventures I suspect the neighbors were popping the bubbly before the moving trucks even left the block.

			We had looked at three properties. One in Maryland was an old farmhouse that clearly didn’t work. The second I can’t recall. The third property was the one in Huntly. As soon as we arrived to inspect, the children poured out of the station wagon, and, monkeys that we were, ran straight for the seductive low-hanging limbs of the two massive birch trees nearby. We quickly scaled them and from the highest perch looked out to view the property.

			Papa and Mom were inside inspecting things. When they emerged, and we clambered down, we squealed as one that we just had to have this place. Papa attempted to temper the enthusiasm, but I suspect he was having a dickens of a time restraining his own. A couple of weeks or so later our parents made the announcement. She was ours.

			* * *

			Today it’s the stately and expensive Glen Gordon Manor Bed and Breakfast with lush rolling lawns, lavish bedrooms, gourmet meals, and Jaguars in the parking lot. In 1964, it was a working farm with lawns constantly at war with dandelions, bushes battling and succumbing to poison ivy, a long driveway with the gravel in full retreat, and old stone walls coated by honeysuckle. It was far nicer then. It was a home. In late October, under a driving rain, a station wagon and a VW Beetle led moving vans up the driveway. A mass of humanity poured out.

			It was then called Kenmore Manor and had been owned by the Gordon family for generations. Ever the romantic, Papa immediately renamed it Montejurra, site of the annual mountainside rally of the Spanish Carlist movement where Catholic die-hards gathered to celebrate their faith. At the Battle of Montejurra during the Third Carlist War in 1873 the outnumbered Carlist forces repelled the anti-Catholic Republican army after a ferocious engagement. Three years later the Carlists again mounted a spirited defense, but this time they had only sixteen hundred men and could not withstand the assault. In retreat, they surrendered their final stronghold. Papa knew these kinds of things. No one else did.

			You can just imagine the head-scratching from the hillbilly locals when the “Montejurra” sign went up.

			Montejurra was one of the finest properties in quiet, pastoral Rappahannock County, nestled in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains. There is a debate over its date of origin. Above the entrance hall fireplace there’s one date, 1827. In another it says 1919, when a large addition was added, and it was turned into a swank hunting lodge. Other records have Montejurra’s origins dating to 1834 as a Wells Fargo stagecoach stop. Some believe the earliest part can be traced to the 1780s. No matter; it’s old.

			Constructed of stone and stucco, the house stretches effortlessly from the kitchen and children’s dining room on the one end to the master bedroom on the other. In between are eight bedrooms, an exquisite formal dining room, and an imposing entryway. The impressively wide hallway, lined with bookshelves made of black walnut, leads into the massive Great Room, whose dark paneled walls, two-story ceiling, and exposed beams made “great” seem like an entirely appropriate descriptive.

			On one side of this immense room, three large glass doors open to a stone patio flanked by stately boxwoods and face the sprawling front yard several acres in dimension. The doors on the other end of the Great Room open to the enclosed patio facing the backyard. Stand in the Great Room, turn around and look up, and, yes, that’s an orchestra pit up there, and why not? Across the room there is another door, this one leading down a more private hallway with four stately bedrooms, each with its own fireplace, antique sconces on the walls, and large porcelain tubs in the bathrooms. The master bedroom at the back of the house, with its attached screen porch and outdoor stone patio, was our parents’ Fortress of Solitude. They needed one.

			There was charm everywhere. Eight working fireplaces. Hiding places galore. There was so much to explore, a gateway to a mysterious past—bedroom halls, creaky old staircases leading to small rooms, doors leading to rooms with doors attached to creaky old staircases leading to—Oh, yes! Now I get it! This is the way I came up before, from the other side!

			At the top of one staircase there was a closet, large, dark, and dusty from years of nonuse. At the back of it there was a door opening to yet another closet, this one ringed by wooden benches with seats that opened to the squeaks of some annoyed mouse scampering away. (Narnia, anyone?)

			As a reminder that this place had once been used as a hunting lodge, there was a box hanging on the wall in the kitchen with a dirty glass panel through which you could see room numbers dangling from hooks. Each identified a bedroom. They’d jiggle and ring when the bedroom buzzers were pushed to summon staff.

			The first order of business was bedroom assignments. There were two bedrooms upstairs. Mercedes and Willie were assigned one room, Patricia and I the other. We felt we’d hit the jackpot (but who didn’t?). The room was large enough to fit at least three beds. The shared bathroom had a self-standing porcelain tub big enough to fit Mussolini. “Patricia, look! A porch! Brent, over here! A sitting room with a TV!” It was more condo than bedroom.

			Then it was off to explore. We excitedly burst into each other’s bedrooms with squeals of “Neat!” “Cool!” “I want yours!” “Mine’s nicer!” “How come you get a fireplace?” “Get out!” What glorious pandemonium—nine redheaded children out of control, a maid and cook attempting to bring a semblance of order, and parents guiding the movers. I can still hear Mom: “Honey, for the last time. Get. Out. Of. The. Way!”

			But none of us expected what was under the house. From the outside you could enter the basement using steps by the kitchen on one end, or by our parents’ porch on the other. From the inside you could descend an old staircase behind the kitchen pantry, or on the other side of the house, use the one next to the Great Room. You had to duck going down both sets of stairs. You smelled the dimly lit basement before you saw it: dank, raw, old mildew, the stuff that might give instant pneumonia or carry COVID-19, but for Bozell children it smelled like adventure.

			Taking the pantry steps, you reached a dusty low-ceilinged cellar the size of the kitchen above it, with little in it. The floors were cement, the walls cinder block and plasterboard. It was empty raw bones, and we could engage in endless kickball contests down there without causing damage. At the far end and to the left of this room there was a smaller storage room with shelves that would hold potatoes over the winter and freezers for frozen vegetables and meat. But on the far end and to the right was the long, dark passageway that spanned the length of the house, following the contours of the hallways above. It was perhaps three feet wide, and low enough that adults needed to duck, especially as they came across the occasional lonely light bulb challenging unwary heads. The walls were hewed out of rough limestone, and it was far dustier—wait, is that a tunnel?

			Indeed it was. Just a few feet down the passageway there was an opening on the left side of the wall, a dark, unlit tunnel carved into the foundation, perhaps three feet high and two feet wide, once used for pipes and wiring.

			Flashlights in hand, we crawled on the loose dirt, dirtying our clothes as the tunnel meandered under the house, finally emptying out further down the passageway. Leading off from this tunnel we found two more passages, both smaller, one so little it required you to crawl on your stomach. Both reached their exits out other walls. Down the hall there was another, smaller opening about four feet above the ground, cut out of the stone. There was no independent lighting in the hole, and after your eyes adjusted to the indirect lighting from window wells you’d find yourself in some sort of a room carved out of the stone, serving no discernible purpose.

			You continued down the passageway until it opened into another cellar of sorts, as rough-cut as the hallway, with dim light from a couple dirtier window wells across the room shooting beams of dust. You were now underneath the Great Room. Here lived the massive, ancient, and impossibly inefficient propane heating system. Off to the side there was a heavy metal vault door, open but inoperable, with shelving inside.

			You could just imagine a bygone era with the shelves filled with silver and other valuables stored there when the Gordon family returned to their primary home in Baltimore. As before in the hallway, there was another hole in the far wall, this one high enough that a child would need a leg up to enter, again opening to another stone-walled, dirt-floored room. The Viet Cong would have found themselves right at home under this house.

			An old house like this has her stories, much of it folklore, but even folklore can have a basis in fact. We heard that slaves were hidden in these tunnels during the Civil War, but the story was too noble by half. A second story about a Yankee soldier hidden under that house made more sense.

			Huntly was a veritable hot spot during the war. During his famous 1862 campaign the legendary Stonewall Jackson marched his “foot cavalry” up and down the Shenandoah Valley just a few miles west. Closer still, famed Rebel cavalry commander General Jeb Stuart patrolled the area and his deputy, Colonel John Mosby, dueled Union forces throughout the countryside.

			Stuart and Northern Cavalry General Armstrong Custer despised each other and dispensed with the rules of warfare by regularly lynching each other’s prisoners. One Southern partisan, Albert Gallatin Willis, was hanged from a tree about a mile away from Montejurra in retaliation for the execution of a Yankee a few miles to the north. And then there were the twenty-eight thousand Rebel soldiers under the command of General James Longstreet who marched through our property on their way to Gettysburg. Then, too, the battered remnants of Lee’s army retreated to safety via Chester Gap, just three miles away, and all of this just a century before the Bozells invaded.

			Now to the outdoors. This would take longer to explore, years really, if you included the surrounding hills beyond our forty-eight acres. 

			There was the stone and stucco guesthouse. Occasionally it would serve as Papa’s office, and, toward the end of our stay, it was used for a short while by Cy and Kathy after their wedding, then by Chris and his wife, Mary, after theirs. Other than that, the four-bedroom abode was empty except for the living room, which we used as a playroom with endless ping pong and pool games. Under that house was the old sooty garage where old, rusting tools were left behind including axes, rusty saws, small sickles and large scythes, primitive handheld tools, and the like.

			Outside the kitchen there were the two formal gardens, English boxwoods in delicate, manicured designs with their American boxwood counterparts taller and untouched, protecting the edges. To the east of the formal gardens, under those massive old beech trees we’d climbed the first day, you could see remnants of a small  slate patio used for summertime dancing, lit by floodlights set in the trees. To the west of the gardens there was the hillside that would serve as our vegetable garden.

			Behind the house the yard backed into a three-foot stone wall built by our self-indulged idea of slave labor, by which I mean Kathy, Michael, and Maureen in the summer of ’68 when I was away at camp and spared. On the other side of that wall, up a little rise, was the Pool from Hell. In all the years we were there, it never stopped leaking. We had no idea how to fix it, and everything we tried only made matters worse. One time Papa figured out how to replaster the entire thing, and I swear it looked absolutely beautiful. It looked beautiful, that is, until we filled the pool with water, and all the plaster cracked off. We spent all summer taking pieces of cracked mortar out of the pool. One year, Papa used some sort of red compound as an adhesive that never quite adhered, so when the plaster came off (again) we were left with the world’s first red pool. That was Papa. That was us. And that was Montejurra.

			There was the seven-stall horse stable, rather new and with a well-appointed tack room. Except for Patricia and Mom, who once was a champion rider, we weren’t particularly a horse family, so Papa allowed our neighbor Butch Eastham to use the stables for his horses provided he mowed our fields and gave Patricia the occasional use of a horse to take into them. We had another horse there, just for a moment, but that episode will have to wait a bit.

			We need to return to the day we moved in.

			2. Douglas

			As we raced around the house in full exploration mode we came across a small black man in the Great Room sweeping the dusty floor. He was in his late forties, standing slightly taller than five feet, donning an old pair of glasses on a face marked by deep crevices from a lifetime working outdoors. He wore a dirty farmer’s cap, an old flannel shirt, well-seasoned jean overalls, and equally seasoned boots. We would never see him attired in anything else.

			Papa approached this stranger and asked him to identify himself.

			The man doffed his hat, exposing his salt and pepper hair. “Mah name’s Douglas, and Ahs comes with the place.” Yes, he spoke that way. Remember, the past is a different country.

			We had met Douglas Russell.

			Douglas Gordon Russell was born on August 11, 1916, and he really did come with the place. He was born on the property and was raised by Mrs. Elizabeth Gordon, who changed his name from Charles to Douglas Gordon in memory of her deceased husband. Mrs. Gordon was fabulously wealthy. Her second husband Basil was reputedly the first man in America to accumulate a million dollars in cash and owned miles of land surrounding Montejurra.

			Folklore has it she eventually sold most of it for fifty cents per acre to provide homesteads for poor families living in the hills. Douglas clearly revered this woman. By his account, she was a kind lady who taught him all the essentials of farming. She also trained him to be a proper footman. He would tend to her friends when they came to dance on a patio illuminated by a spotlight strategically placed in the trees. A different country.

			To our knowledge Douglas rarely roamed farther than Flint Hill, four miles southeast, or Front Royal, eight miles in the opposite direction. Oh there must have been an outing here and there throughout the course of his life, but the only exception he spoke of was the time Mrs. Gordon took him to her primary estate in Baltimore. While there he somehow participated in an amateur fight with a young boxer named Joe Louis. Douglas giggled later recounting how he was flattened in two rounds. Good story. I like to believe it was true.

			After Mrs. Gordon died, the property passed to her nephew Bernie Dahlgren, a haughty man whom we knew slightly but disliked immensely. The house had lost its luster allegedly because he’d accumulated large gambling debts and was unable to maintain it. If Mrs. Gordon lived her life as a benign stereotype of the Old South, Dahlgren represented all that was wrong with that not-so-distant past. He had kept Douglas as something of a serf—uneducated, penniless, and unaware of any life other than that of “Massah Dahlgren’s” servant. Douglas, who was incapable of uttering a cross word about anyone, managed to extend that courtesy to the Dahlgren family, more, I believe, out of fear than respect.

			Douglas was our bridge to a time gone by. My brother Michael quotes Chaucer and speaks for his family when he describes him as “a perfect gentle knight.” He had a constant smile when he was around us, a chuckle when we made him laugh, and a visage soft and wise when we approached him privately to confide in him. He was prematurely long in the tooth from a lack of dental care and decades of rolling and smoking cigarettes from the inevitable red can of Prince Edward tobacco tucked in his back pocket.

			His arms might have looked thin and pale, but they were sinewy and unexpectedly strong. Although just 120 or so pounds, Douglas effortlessly carried loads of trash a third or more of his body weight down the drive and over the hill to a burning pit a quarter of a mile away. He managed heavy machinery. He hoed fields for hours on end in the hot, sticky summer sun. Working like this since his boyhood, he developed arm muscles so taut he could not touch his shoulder with his hand, the reason, he smiled, that the army had rejected him for service. But his most distinguished feature was those hands, so powerful for such a little man, with calluses so thick he could extinguish cigarettes between his fingers and not feel a thing, or if he sliced one accidentally, causing gashes and enough bleeding to make you cringe, he’d barely notice. They were that tough, and so was he. Maybe he did fight Joe Louis.

			But where did Douglas live?

			It turns out that over the hill from the vegetable garden there were two aging clapboard tenant houses Papa had not been told he owned. In one house resided a black family headed by Carl Fry, a handsome man in his late twenties who looked just like a young Cassius Clay and who handled odd jobs around the property in return for free room and board, unless he was in jail for petty crimes. Since the jail had ground floor windows, we could go talk to him when he was in the slammer.

			His wife and their small children kept to themselves (I don’t know if I ever knew how many there were). They would live in that house for a few years until we learned the children were stealing our chickens under orders from their mother. Papa finally and reluctantly asked them to leave, which they did, but not before they thoroughly gutted the house from within. A different place.

			Douglas lived in the smaller house. Built on the slope of a hill, the front door was on the second floor. The first floor was accessed from the back, on the lower side of the hill. One larger room was the primary living area, always dark, warm, and cozy, with its low-ceilinged roof and sweet aroma of age and firewood from the large potbelly stove in the middle of the room. On one side was the kitchen with its primitive cooking accessories. On the other was the old iron bed where Douglas slept when nursing a hangover. In short order the house, especially this room, would regularly host Bozell children who came to visit.Wintertime in the house was special. After a morning sledding down the snowy hills, we’d burst into the house, cold and hungry, and sit by the warmth of the fire drinking hot chocolate. More than once, Miss Gracie cooked us her delicious fried eggs using old bacon grease.

			Did I not mention Miss Gracie? Well not to worry. We didn’t know about her at first either. When Douglas told us where he lived, a number of us raced up the driveway and over the hill to see what else we’d purchased. We knocked on
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