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A Year of Change 

ike other events in 2014, finding a $70 money order in 

our mailbox after Thanksgiving was unexpected. The 

money was from Patricia. I met Patricia two months 

ago on I-65 South. She was headed for a new job and a 

fresh start after leaving an abusive relationship when her 

borrowed 1972 RV gave out. I don’t usually pick up 

hitchhikers, but she didn’t have her thumb out, so 

technically, she wasn’t asking for a ride. Besides, the 

prompting to pull over was so strong I didn’t question it. 

Equally strong was the prompting to give her some cash, 

which she also didn’t ask for and insisted she’d repay, even 

though I said not to worry about it.  

“You’ll never see that $70 again,” Daniel told me later. 

“You want to see the best in people, but let’s face it. Even 

when they have good intentions, people never follow 

through.” 

So it was fun to see the shock on Daniel’s face when I 

showed him the money order and thank-you note from 

Patricia. It shook him up. In a good way.  

For our family, that’s been this year’s theme, as 2014 

shook us up in (mostly) good ways. For example: 

The Water Crisis. On January 9, the 

emergency broadcast system warned 

residents in our part of West Virginia 

not to drink or use the water. A 

storage tank at Freedom Industries 

in Charleston had leaked a chemical 

into the Elk River. Stores quickly sold out of 

bottled water, but I congratulated myself on having a good 

supply in the garage. Certainly enough to last a week, and 

by that time, we thought, things would be back to normal. 

Ha. It would be weeks before we would shower or wash 

clothes at home due to the tell-tale licorice smell that came 

with crude MCHM, which is used to wash coal. It didn’t flush 

through the system and out of our lives as politicians, public 

health officials and West Virginia-American Water reps said 

it would. In fact, after following the official protocol for 

flushing our water system at home, we were dizzy and sick 

to our stomachs. My days-old headache got worse, and 

Phillip got sicker than when he’d had hepatitis B years 

earlier.  

About 300,000 people were affected. Many got sick or 

developed skin rashes. Some officials minimized a spike in 

emergency room visits (the state public health 

commissioner initially blamed flu season, anxiety, and lack 

of handwashing). I held that the problem was lack of neck 

wringing, as in “we should wring the necks of those 

responsible for this mess.” 

But enough of that. In honor of Christmas, I’ll focus on 

the good, true, and beautiful.  

So what good has come of the water crisis? First, it 

awakened our inner activist. We wrote letters, called 

congressional offices, attended meetings, and educated 

ourselves on the issues (many thanks to the creators of 

ourwaterwv.org and Charleston Gazette reporter Ken Ward, 

among others). It’s a ripple in the pond, but I’ve realized 

activism is a form of brotherly (and sisterly) love—no small 

feat for someone who’s avoided conflict for most of her life. 

Second, we met amazing people who are making a positive 

difference by investigating, reporting, educating, lobbying, 

organizing, legislating, protesting, and otherwise resisting 

the urge to shrug one’s shoulders and say, “Oh, well, there’s 

nothing I can do.” There are some cool and inspiring people 

in our midst!  

The Passing of Two Aunts. When I was a baby, the first 

person Mom took me to visit was her sister Osie. Mom put 

me in Osie’s bed for a nap so that I would “take after her,” 

as the old saying goes, and in many ways I did—I was 
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practical, worked hard, and liked to be 

in charge. Growing up, I didn’t see 

Osie often after she and Jim 

moved to Florida for work, but we 

reconnected a few years ago 

when I visited her in Deland. We 

talked for three days! 

Osie prized her independence, 

which she maintained until age 87 

(with help from her amazing friend from church, Carol 

Hunter, as well as Rhonda Cheney and Carolyn Morse at 

Woodland Towers), so it was heartbreaking when a series of 

mini-strokes left her unable to live on her own last year. Her 

sister June took her to California and cared for her until she 

left this world on Valentine’s Day to rejoin her beloved 

husband on the Other Side. Phillip and I went to Florida for 

the funeral, where family and friends shared memories of a 

woman who made people feel welcome, expressed 

gratitude at every turn, helped those in need, and always 

had a smile on her face despite years of chronic back pain. 

Phillip’s aunt Verda also passed away this year. Like Osie, 

she was a woman of faith who endured many losses, 

including the tragic death of a son in a 

house fire, yet remained generous, 

hopeful, and full of gratitude. She always 

made me feel welcome. When my 

mother passed away in 2010, she and her 

sister Kay came to the funeral, and it was 

such a comfort to have them there. Phillip 

has many fond childhood memories of being a guest in 

Verda’s home—playing the basketball game of “Horse” 

down by the barn, picking huckleberries, riding a pony 

bareback (yes, he fell off when it started galloping, but 

wasn’t hurt), walking through the woods, and attending 

Vacation Bible School, to name a few. Most memorable 

were the dinners Verda prepared with help from her 

daughters, especially Carletha, the oldest. Verda was 

determined to do her best for company, which usually 

meant a fantastic spread, complete with homemade 

biscuits, that rivaled a Thanksgiving Day feast.  

As we reflect on Osie’s life and Verda’s, the words that 

come to mind are “caring” and “present.” They were always 

looking for ways to give. And when you were with them, 

they gave you their full attention. We want to be like Osie 

and Verda when we grow up! And like Phillip’s aunt Kay and 

my aunt June—strong people who’ve stepped up to the 

plate more than once to take care of sick family members 

without complaint. There are some cool and inspiring 

people right here in our family!  

The Move. For nearly two decades, we lived in a yellow 

house on Strawberry Road. Phillip wanted a bigger house, 

but I loved the river. I said I’d move only if we found a place 

I liked better. We visited 65+ open houses over 3 years and 

viewed hundreds more online. We discovered great truths 

along the way:  

 Phillip likes houses that look like castles. 

 His idea of what we can afford is $100,000 more than 

mine. 

 Finding a house outside the West Virginia-American 

Water district limits one’s choices. 

 Fuchsia does not appeal to us as a wall color. 

This spring, we came *this close* to buying a place on 

Sutherland Drive but withdrew our offer after the home 

inspection. We decided to get off the house-hunting roller 

coaster and stay put. A month later we attended another 

open house, mostly out of habit. And we really liked it—lots 

of windows, a big back porch, a deck, a man cave for Phillip, 

and a sunroom! But did we REALLY want to get back on the 

roller coaster? No. Yes. No. Finally we agreed to take a 

second look. Yes! But… 

We were too late! It had been sold! I couldn’t believe it. 

By that time, I had mentally moved in, arranged the 

furniture, and adjusted to my new life as a hill dweller. Back 

to the river.  

But wait—the potential buyer was having trouble getting 

a bank loan! We were definitely back on the roller coaster. 

This time the coaster stopped at 843 Hughes Drive. Phillip 

hasn’t stopped smiling since then. 

I’ve always liked Hughes Drive. My wonderful fifth- and 

sixth-grade teacher at Parkway Elementary School, Eulalah 

Harris, once lived here, as did Brent and Diana Wahlquist, 

whom I met at church. Just down the street are Ryan and 

Carolyn Luzader (I worked with Carolyn at AEL/Edvantia for 

20 years, and she baked her famous hummingbird cake for 

my farewell party) and Beth Garcia Reynolds, a former 

classmate at McKinley Junior High who stopped by with her 

adorable little granddaughter, Addison, to welcome us with 

freshly baked pumpkin bread. We instantly liked Betty Hyre, 

the former owner, and our new neighbors are every bit as 

friendly as Betty said. We feel like we’ve hit the jackpot!  



House on Strawberry Road and view of river from 
backyard. 

The Unempty Nest. I know I might be partial, but Daniel 

is one of my favorite people in the whole world. So when he 

recently came back home from Texas to figure out his next 

move (“right now, I’m just existing as a bunch of atoms”), I 

was happy to have him back in the nest, even if turns out to 

be a brief stay. Meanwhile, we’re enjoying his humor, late-

night philosophical and political debates, and furniture-

moving abilities.  Oh, and he read us several science 

fiction pieces he’s written and we were blown away. Move 

over, Dan Simmons. 

Important People. Life has a way of putting the right 

people in our paths at the right time. For instance . . .  

Patty. We went to Bob Evans in South Charleston for a 

late dinner on Memorial Day weekend—and I ran into Patty 

Stanley Bedeau and her husband, Ken, who were passing 

through on their honeymoon road trip. A minute later, and 

we would have missed them! I’ve known Patty since fourth 

grade. She’s fun, funny, adventurous, and good hearted. So 

this summer, when I was on the fence about the new house, 

I asked myself, “What would Patty do?” She’d follow her 

heart and take a chance, of course. Good answer! 

Mitzi. I met Mitzi Fizer at the first open house I attended. 

A fellow St. Albans High School graduate, she kindly guided 

me through House Hunting 101 and helped me decide what 

to do with Mom’s house. When she got sick with cancer, 

she held blood drives and inspired me to (finally) become a 

regular blood donor, which had been on my “to do” list for 

years. (Not to brag, but the American Red Cross gave my 

blood its top grade—A+!) 

Mary. The realtor Phillip and I selected when we decided 

to sell our house is Mary Rooper. We’ve since learned that 

she was Mitzi’s mentor in the real estate business! It’s been 

nice to have someone with experience and good sense with 

us in the roller coaster. BTW, if you know anyone who might 

want a riverfront property with 2 bedrooms, 1.5 baths, a 

garage, a large 

level lot (new 

riding lawnmower 

included), and no 

flood insurance 

required, call us! 

Pennie and Diane. I met the Dill sisters at Brigham Young 

University in 1981. I was a stranger in a strange land, but 

they invited me to parties and put me at ease. They were 

upbeat without being Pollyannas. I often saw Diane pick up 

gum wrappers and put them in the trash—she said we 

should always leave a place better than we found it. When 

she passed away this year—much too soon—friends, family, 

and former students agreed that Diane left this world better 

than she found it. 

This is just a small, unscientific sample of the many 

people who’ve crossed our paths and influenced us in 

important ways. If you’re reading this letter, you’re also on 

the list! 

Much to Be Thankful For. Phillip and I celebrated our 

28th anniversary in October, when we were graced with 

visits from friends and family from Arkansas (Joan and 

Charlene Carr) and Utah (Lucille, Mike, and Becky Pace). 

Stan Dunn and David McCormick spent Thanksgiving with 

us, and my brother Eldon and his son Derek will be here 

during Christmas break. My other 

brother, Carson, lives less than a mile 

away. Our book group enjoyed its 11th 

year together and even scored a visit 

from West Virginia native Marie 

Manilla, author of The Patron Saint of 

Ugly. My employer in Maryland 

(Synergy Enterprises, Inc.) continues to permit me to work 

from home as an education writer/editor. I get to work with 

caring, smart, dedicated professionals and learn something 

new every day. Friends, former colleagues and classmates 

stay in touch via Facebook and we sometimes enjoy meals 

and visits. We’ve been mostly healthy, though Phillip is 

dealing with leg ulcers caused by venous insufficiency. 

Fortunately, we have good health insurance. These are just 

a few of the things I’m grateful for. (Oh yeah—Phillip said to 

mention the big-screen TV.)  

Looking Ahead. Sadly, many people we love aren’t here 

to celebrate Christmas. Their absence reminds us that time 

is a precious gift from God, to be received with gratitude, 

spent in creative service for the good of the many and the 

few, and enjoyed together as well as in solitude. This gift 

can’t be bought or sold online or in stores, or wrapped in 

pretty paper; nor does it come with guarantees. It does, 

however, come with instructions from Him whose birth we 

celebrate this season: Love one another. That’s one thing 

that hasn’t changed. Best wishes for 2015! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Phillip & Carla McClure, 843 Hughes Dr., St. Albans, WV 25177 

Phone: 304-727-2357  •  E-mail: carlaraemoon@aol.com 

Daniel with Mom, 1995. We miss her! 


