
Annapolis, Maryland, an historic city on the Chesapeake Bay, was in the late ‘50s and ‘60s a small city where everyone 

knew everyone. A weekly street sweeper came by year-round. The mosquito-sprayer truck came around every week during 
the humid summer months to blow huge plumes of insecticide through the neighborhood. We loved when “Bug Man,” as  
we liked to call him, drove down the street in his huge gray truck, and we would run behind, chasing him through the  
neighborhood. In the winter, we went sledding down a very steep road all the kids called Dog Hill. In summer, we broke out  
the strap-on skates to speed down this paved road. Dog Hill was aptly named for the gazillion dogs of questionable breed 
that chased everything that dared to move. To approach this street required ten percent determination and ninety percent  
sheer stupidity. The dogs owned that hill. They stood guard and on alert for intruders. Occasionally, and only after sending a 
scout out ahead, were we able to take full advantage of its paved slope.

At the bottom of Dog Hill sat an abandoned house that I always thought was haunted. A huge house, it looked like a 
dilapidated version of Tara from Gone with the Wind. I imagine it was beautiful at one point in history, but I had never seen  
it in its prime. I was never brave enough to go inside and I don’t know of anyone who did. However, I certainly had no  
trouble conjuring up tall tales of what one might discover once they stepped over the threshold of that place. Eventually, the 
old wreck of a house was torn down and upscale condominiums were built on the land. I  would live in one of those 
condominiums with my mother when I was twenty-eight and twenty-nine years old.

When I was a kid, the neighbors looked out for each other, and houses were rarely locked unless the owners were going  
away for a stretch. I did not get a key to my childhood home until high school, and that only after a suspected prowler  
tripped over our grill in what Mom and Dad supposed was an attempted break-in gone sour. This incident prompted the 
duplication and distribution of house keys. Honestly, I do not remember ever using mine. It was not until after I’d graduated 
from college that locking doors became habit. Annapolis had grown over the years and the incidences of crime had grown as 
well.

I have two brothers and two sisters. All are older than me except for my brother Greg. Greg and I were pretty close 
growing up. Many of my friends were his friends and vice versa. Greg introduced me to mini bikes, fishing, and cigarettes.  
My older brother, Todd, took to the yacht yards in our neighborhood and learned sailing and boat rigging at an early age.  
Although I learned to swim as soon as I could walk and I was considered a “water-rat,” I never caught the sailing bug. I  
enjoyed the fine art of being a deck ornament rather than the hard work of actually propelling the vehicle. 

My sister Mollie is a few years older than I, and we had just enough of an age difference that she preferred hanging out  
with her girlfriends instead of me. I didn’t know my sister Deborah at all while I was growing up. She babysat for us when 
Mom and Dad went out. Except for showing up to the dinner table every night, and being first in line for the shower/bath 
rotation, I never saw her. She had moved out by the time I got interesting enough to talk to. It wasn’t until years later that I  
got to know my older siblings.

I had a couple of friends when I was young, but I wasn’t what anyone would call popular or pretty. Elementary school 
was seven years at St. Mary’s — actually eight years, if you count a repeat of the second grade. I lost my hearing for several  
years during my childhood, and although I compensated for the loss by reading lips like a pro, that didn’t get me through the 
Dick and Jane  stories.  Learning to read was really a bear  when I  couldn’t  hear the sounds my mouth was making.  I  
eventually did learn to read, but I had to be kept back a grade since I was so far behind everyone else in my class. It was a  
sad time for me. All of the friends I’d made in first and second grade went on without me and I had to start over with a new 
group of strange kids. I did have corrective surgery for my hearing loss and got most of it back. However, because of the  
surgery, I was the only kid in my class who was allowed to — no,  instructed  — to chew gum in school. After my ear 
surgery, chewing gum kept the Eustachian tubes clear. That was great!

During the summer of 1972, my sister Mollie got a babysitting job for a week in Ocean City for three kids she watched  
on a regular basis. She asked me if I wanted to come along and help her out.

“Sure,” I said. Who wouldn’t want to spend a week at the beach? The kids were little. One was an infant and the other  
two were toddlers. “Okay, no problem, I would love to go.” There would be lots of beach time and long naps for the kids.  
The parents had mentioned that we would be able to spend some time on our own in the evenings. It sounded like fun.

It was the worst trip to the beach of my life.
Hurricane Agnes picked that week to wreak havoc on the east coast. From June 19th through June 25th, it pummeled  

every coastline city with torrential rain and wind. By the time it reached the Ocean City area, it had merged with a non-
tropical low and the combined storms raged all the way up to New York. The day we arrived at Ocean City was sunny,  
breezy and perfect. By the next morning, gray skies had taken over and rain had begun to fall. I think it was that day when I 
got my second-ever menstrual period. I was fortunate to have my sister there to instruct me on how to survive my “monthly 
visitor” by taking Midol for cramps and using the “modern convenience” of Tampax. The whole week, all I could focus on  
was my unbelievably bad luck. 

Mollie did most of the babysitting. I tried to help her, but I went nuts from the combination of menstrual cramping,  
screaming bored kids, and rainwater turning streets into rivers and parking lots into lakes. We were supposed to have had 
some free time in the evenings, but we never got a break from the kids. When the parents came home around dinnertime, it  



was too dangerous to go outside. We had no option but to stay put. 
Our last day at the beach dawned with brilliant blue skies and warm breezes. The mother offered us the day off. Finally,  

we could go to the boardwalk. The streets and parking lots were still covered in water, but it was no longer being blown 
around to create its own rip tide. We could make it to the beach and cruise the shops. That was all we cared about. 

Mollie and I headed to Boardwalk Fries, the Salt Water Taffy candy store, and the souvenir shops. We had fun and,  
most importantly, we regained some sanity walking along the beach and going in and out of the packed stores. I had some  
spending money with me, money I had earned from previous babysitting jobs. I bought a box of taffy, a box of tampons, and 
then I splurged and bought myself a T-shirt. Since we had been cooped up the entire miserable week, I was ready to treat  
myself. 

I had never purchased an article of clothing before, so this was a momentous occasion. With the tens of thousands of  
shirts to choose from, I settled on a plain green shirt. It was nothing fancy. There was no printed design on the front or back.  
The price was right. I could afford to buy it. This T-shirt would be a favorite of mine for about fifteen years. After it  
developed a small hole, instead of tossing it out, I used it in my car as a rag for the windshield and a sun-shield for the 
steering wheel. 

We made it home with our sanity intact. I am not positive, but I think it was during this babysitting experience that the 
idea of never having kids might have started to formulate in the back of my mind. Being cooped up all week with three little 
ones was more than I could handle. Funny that  I had those thoughts, as I had just become “A Woman.” What I didn’t realize 
was the role the T-shirt I had bought would play in my adult life.

I believe I was born to be an artist. Going back to school after summers off as an elementary student meant getting a 
new box of crayons and pencils with good erasers.  I  remember being given math problems in elementary school.  My 
teachers would tell us to fold our papers into six or eight squares. Then we wrote, with our oversized pencils, a simple math  
equation in the top of each square. We were asked to draw out the equation with our crayons using apples, squares, stars,  
etc. I would spend an endless amount of time getting my small drawings just right, but I did not do as well when it came to  
getting the actual answers correct.

After spending eight years in grammar school with the same classmates and friends, my parents made the decision to 
move me and some of my siblings from private to public school. Eighth grade in Annapolis Junior High School was divided 
into split sessions. I, thank heavens, got to attend the afternoon session. It was probably the easiest school year of my life.  
The classes I had to take were essentially a repeat of seventh grade. School was finally easy for me. 

The eighth grade was my first real experience with changing rooms for classes. During seventh grade at St. Mary’s,  
we’d spent one half of the days in one classroom and the other half in another. Annapolis Junior High seemed huge, and 
getting lost was easy. Our homeroom class was for taking attendance. Everyone with a last name that started with the letters  
W, X, Y, and Z met in my homeroom in the morning. We answered “here” when our names were called, and then scattered  
to various classrooms. I did not know it then, but my husband-to-be was among the kids in this homeroom class.

All of my experience with crayons paid off. By the time I got to high school, I was pretty good at drawing and loved all 
the art classes. I graduated with honors in Fine Art from Annapolis Senior High School in 1977, and a Bachelor of Fine Arts 
from Virginia Commonwealth University in 1983, with a major in painting and printmaking.

After I graduated from VCU in the mid-1980s, I worked as a pressman for a stationery gift shop in Annapolis. The shop 
was owned by a married couple, Carl and Nancy. Carl had been a regional manager with the Chart House and often worked 
at their Annapolis restaurant. Nancy’s attic stationery business was growing and she wanted to expand. Since she needed a 
manager and Carl had experience, they opened a store on Maryland Avenue. I was hired to run an A.B. Dick Offset Press. I  
found learning how to use a printing press fun, but once I had the “how-tos” down pat, it didn’t take long for me to get  
bored with the job. It was not very challenging work and the pay was not great. Occasionally a special order would come in  
for artwork that the owner could not do, and Nancy would turn the assignment over to me. However, that didn’t happen  
often enough to keep me happy. 

After a little over a year, I quit my job as a pressman and went to work in the kitchen of a local restaurant. In addition to 
working in the restaurant, I continued to draw detailed pen and ink sketches and pencil or pastel portraits. Often, I would do 
commissioned portraits for people from photographs of their loved ones. This would put a little extra money in my pocket,  
but I made most of my money from my full time job. 

An old family friend owns McGarvey’s Saloon in Annapolis. At the time, Mike was an airline pilot who, for years, had 
dreamed  of  owning  his  own pub.  After  construction  was  completed,  my sister  Deborah  worked  there  as  one  of  the  
bookkeepers and my younger brother Greg and cousin J. worked in the kitchen during their junior high and high school 
years. I worked at McGarvey’s on two separate occasions. I was a cook in their kitchen just after graduating high school in  
1977 and again in 1985, after I quit working as a pressman.

In 1985, I started working in the prep kitchen and, after a few months, I was offered a position on the floor in the  
seafood raw bar. It was here that I learned how to shuck oysters and clams and prepare some simple seafood dishes such as 
Oysters Rockefeller, Clams Casino, and Shrimp Scampi. Although the job was smelly and dirty and I would be covered in  
oyster, shrimp, mussel, and clam juices by the end of the night, the pay was good and I made lots of tips. Working a regular  



schedule meant getting to know many of the other employees and becoming friends with some of them.
Weekend nights behind the raw bar were “ladies’ nights.” I worked with another girl who was a student at St. John’s 

College. Heidi was always on time and I loved working with her. She was lots of fun and together, the two of us could  
usually garner quite a few tips. Our shift started at four o’clock in the afternoon and overlapped the morning’s opening crew 
by about half an hour. I got worried one night when she had not shown up by 4:30 and I could not reach her by phone. We 
ran a Friday night oyster special from 4:00-7:00pm when oysters were a dollar a dozen. I was swamped because the day  
crew had already taken off for the night, leaving me alone to fill the growing stack of orders. 

Around five o’clock, Heidi ran in, full of apologies. As she picked up an oyster knife and joined me in shucking, she 
told me her live-in boyfriend would not allow her to bring her work shoes into the apartment they shared. “They look  
terrible and they stink!” she said. Heidi would leave them on the porch by the front door. That afternoon, when she was  
heading out for work, she could only find one of her shoes. She searched all over until finally she saw two cats playing in an  
alley down the block. Upon closer observation, she realized they had carried off her tennis shoe and were attacking it as if it  
were a live tuna. 

There were a couple of guys who worked the day shift  at  the raw bar.  I  hardly ever worked during the day,  but  
occasionally someone would need to change his or her schedule and I would fill in. One of the guys working behind the raw 
bar, George, became an acquaintance. We didn’t date or anything; our relationship was confined to work. The only time we 
spent together outside of work was when George helped me move some things out of my parents’ house when they put it on  
the market. 

My parents sold the house I grew up in around Christmas of 1985 after living there for twenty-six years. In the early  
part of 1986, they moved into a four-story condominium at Horn Point at the foot of Dog Hill. Shortly after moving in, they 
divorced and Dad eventually moved to California. Mom stayed in the condo, but didn’t want to be there alone. After a few 
months by herself, she asked me to move in with her. I took her up on the offer.

Chesapeake Landing was a nice upper-class development in a gated community. I set up my bedroom on the ground 
floor. It was great. I had a huge bedroom with my own bathroom. A sliding glass door opened to a patio where I could sit  
and enjoy the sun in the summer. During the warm months, I often sat outside on the patio amongst my large assortment of  
plants and worked on pen and ink drawings. In addition, these doors let in lots of light in the winter so my plants were  
happy year round. 

I also had a studio on the fourth floor. A skinny spiral staircase led up to a large open room. Mom stored needlework  
yarn up there, but there was not much else in the room. It was wonderful for painting because two large skylights let in 
bright natural light. 

The living room, kitchen, and dining room were on the second floor and my mom’s bedroom was on the third. The  
living room had sliding glass doors that opened to a balcony. The second floor balcony was just above the carport in the  
back where I would park my twelve-year-old Datsun B-210. Mom always parked in the garage just to the left of my car. 

When I moved in with Mom, one of the neighbors complained to her about her teenage daughter making so much noise 
and leaving beer cans all over Horn Point beach. Mom laughed and said, “She’s twenty-eight and she doesn’t have to sneak 
beers.  I  think  you  have  her  confused  with  someone  else.”  I  was  probably one  of  the  youngest  people  living  in  the 
development. That was a little weird. However, it was quiet and safe. 

After living at Chesapeake Landing for several months, I saw an ad in the local paper that was placed by the Chart  
House restaurant on Severn Avenue. The restaurant, a popular place for tourists and locals alike, and just a few blocks away  
from where I lived, was hiring cocktail waitresses. I applied for and got the job along with several other girls. The gal who  
trained us, Ellen, was the same gal who had been a bookkeeper at the print shop where I had worked just after graduation  
from VCU. She had been hired by the Chart House as a cocktail waitress in Connecticut and had become part of their  
traveling training program. She was in Annapolis training new cocktail girls as needed.

Ellen  trained  the  group of  us  for  two weeks  by having us  follow her  around the  dining room while we learned  
abbreviations for mixed drinks and a long list of beers, table numbers, and the names of the other hundred plus employees. I  
worked with these folks five days a week for nearly two years. They were my friends and we enjoyed hanging out together  
on days off and after our shifts were over. 

Even now, twenty-two years later, I consider waitressing at the Chart House one of my favorite jobs. I became friends 
with many of the bartenders, waiters, and waitresses and thought of them as my extended family. There was a huge amount  
of talent among us in the form of fine artists, musicians, and actors. I believe it was the creative energy that connected us  
and made friendships so easy. 

While working at the Chart House, it didn’t take long for me to develop a routine that included listening to music at the 
local bars and attending local theater with other employees after work and on my nights off. My group of friends expanded 
to include many talented friends of friends. We visited Reynolds Tavern on Thursday night, Harry Browne’s on Sunday, The 
Drummer’s Lot at  the Maryland Inn, Middleton’s Tavern, Marmaduke’s,  and Ram’s Head Tavern. There was always a  
familiar face or two among the crowd.

Summer time and the living was easy. 



Indeed, and it was fun!

Once you had established yourself as a reliable employee for the bar or restaurant where you worked, and you had  
gained a bit of seniority, you would get a fairly regular schedule of shifts. Working as a bartender, waiter, or waitress means 
you don’t keep “regular” hours. The high-paying shifts are on the weekends and work hours are late afternoon until 2:00am. 
Getting home before 3:00am was an “early” night. As a group of night owls, we slept until noon, or later, and were up until  
the wee hours of the morning. Our lunch hour was a 9-5er’s dinnertime and our dinner hour was the crack of dawn or not at  
all. It didn’t take long to figure out who was working where or what hours, so the network of restaurant and bar employees 
who frequented other establishments quickly grew as we all added to our expanded family of friends. 

One of my Chart House friends, Tim King, was a talented musician and actor. He played guitar and sang in a couple of  
the restaurants. He had a following of fans who came to listen to him perform every weekend. Many of these fans were also  
musicians or singers and it was not uncommon for them to sit in on a song or two. Even I would get up and sing from time  
to time.

Tim introduced me to a friend of his, Patrick, who was in search of a fine artist. He was looking for artwork to hang in 
the lobby of the Colonial Players Theater during the run of the play Amadeus. Patrick and I instantly became friends, and at 
the end of the play’s run, he asked me to ride with him across country. He was meeting some friends in LA at the same time 
I planned to fly out to the west coast with my sister Mollie. She would be attending a convention in San Diego, and then we 
were heading up to Long Beach to spend a few days with my father, who had moved there after the sale of our house. 


