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We didn’t win the $5000 
prize that day for our idea of 
turning the shapely eyesore 
of an abandoned tipple and 
tower into an historic sign, 
but we did win $1000 for a 
People’s Choice prize. And we 
also won respect for one another. The 
townspeople saw that we were interested 
and not head-in-the-clouds academics, but rather 
offering something tangible beyond a report. The 
professors likewise admired their spunk and story, 
and felt their community and our students could 
mutually benefit from a collaboration.  
 
Both groups wanted a new story. Scotts Run, a 
group of historic northern West Virginia coal 
camps, was tired of being seen as a casualty of the 
Great Depression at the wrong end of a boom and 
bust coal mining story. It was tired of stereotypes 
and being miscast as a scary place with crime and 
poverty. They knew that important values brought 
people back to reunions from where they had dis-
persed when various disasters and injustices had 
occurred. The WVU professors were interested 

in offering a contemporary 
kind of research that worked 
with a community instead 
of studying them and then 
disappearing once the project 
had ended.

Ron Dulaney, Jr., architect from the 
School of Design and Community Devel-

opment at WVU, Eve Faulkes, graphic design 
professor from the WVU College of Creative Arts 
School of Art and Design, and Luke Elser from 
the Northern WV Brownfields Assistance Center 
worked with Scotts Run community members, 
Patty Thomas, Mary Jane Coulter, Al Anderson, 
Nancy Coles, and Lou Birurakis to invite all 13 
communities of Scotts Run to a Visioning Event 
over two days. The result was a vision statement 
with goals that Eve turned into a brochure that 
the community could use to get organized. When 
classes started in the fall of 2012, Eve Faulkes’s 
Design for Social Impact class took on one of the 
vision goals. The third iteration of the Scotts Run 
Museum had begun. This time we called it the 
Scotts Run Museum and Trail. It is a 501(c)3. 
 
—Members of the Scotts Run Museum and Trail 
community and Eve Faulkes, West Virginia University 
professor emerita of graphic design
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It began as a meeting of the minds between three West 
Virginia University professors and members of the Scotts 
Run community who were matched up as a team to imagine 
what they might do with $5000 to remedy a brownfield  
eyesore. The competition was an event put on by the North-
ern West Virginia Brownfields Assistance Center in 2011 
with eight community/faculty teams. Ten years later, a 
magical partnership between this group and WVU graphic 
design students and faculty have created many ways to  
preserve the stories of Scotts Run that are not generally 
told, but very needed in today’s social climate.

465 Scotts Run Road, Osage,WV 26543          Scotts Run Museum and Trail.org
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This book will share stories that fill in the side of 
what it was like to live in this community from the 
perspective of residents— stories that measure value 
in human dignity and love over economics, stories 
missed by the Farm Security Administration (FSA)
photographers and some historians who represent-
ed nameless citizens without interviewing them. 
Hear treasures from a window into relationships 
spanning generations that WVU students and facul-
ty experienced as active listeners and translators of 
the stories. While one might expect a small commu-
nity of very similar people to have strong relation-
ships, this one used experiences to bond across the 
same differences that today divide our country. 
 
As Martin Luther King so famously dreamed, this 
was a place where children are judged by the con-
tent of their character instead of the color of their 
skin.1 Social expectations also enforced good  
character through adults collaborating with 
child-rearing. As Al Anderson puts it, “you got a  
reprimand from whoever you offended, and  you 
would get it again when you got home.”

Our mission is to educate ourselves and  
future generations about the culture,  
values, resilient relationships and  
social bonding of historic Scotts Run 
that meant survival in coal camp life, 
to save history through storytelling in 
multiple media of resident’s experi-
ences that add to published accounts, 
to provide a place for remembering, 
preserving, communing and for open 
discussion within a museum setting, to 
provide outreach through events and  
programs—alone or partnering with 
other organizations, to translate such  
experiences for succeeding in a diverse  
and interdependent world. 
  
Scotts Run Museum and Trail mission statement

The first vision 
statement from the 
community was 
recorded in the 2011 
brochure before the  
museum was  
reinstated as a  
501(c)3.

1August 28, 1963 from The 
March on Washington for 
Jobs and Freedom, speech 
by  Martin Luther King, Jr. 
https//www.archives.gov/
nyc/exhibit/mlk
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Earl MacDonald, now 91 and a museum 
regular, is the boy in front with suspenders 
about age 6. Here, his family is in the 96 
Hollow, near Grafton, WV, ready to continue 
to Scotts Run where they will add children. 

In 1929, when Earl’s father, Dewey, age 30, 
wanted to marry his mother, Claudine  
Kennedy, age 16, they had to elope because 
she was underage. Her sister Bessie and 
fiancé Bride Dalton wanted to get married 
also, so all four took a cab to Kingwood. 
Dewey and Claudine’s elopement came 
with an additional problem: Claudine and 
Bessie were light and thought to be white 
and could not marry Black men. Luckily, the 
cab driver could verify that the two sisters 
were Black.  
 
The family moved to Osage in the ’40s where 
Dewey worked in Christopher No. 3 mine 
until age 72.  His house was always open to 
family, friends and neighbors. 

4 5



7
This poster, supplying context of location, mines, and a brief timeline was created in 2017 for the Metropolitan  
Theatre performance of Songs and Stories of Scotts Run (original is 40 inches wide).

9
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The picture at the left 
surrounded by places 
from where the 1920s 
residents came is the 
500-piece  puzzle 
created in 2020 as part 
of  a care package for 
the community during 
the pandemic by 
WVU graphic design 
students.

At first glance, this image looks like a 
Saturday scene out of American  
Graffiti—a small town with young and 
old people milling around, an ice cream 
store and pharmacy sport soft drink ads. 
Looking closer, you see the cars are a bit 
earlier, train tracks are actually in the 
street, and Black and white townies are 
in casual conversation together. What 
you can’t see or hear are a myriad of 
accents among the first generation  
immigrants.  
 
What the former and current residents 
see when they look at this picture is a 
host of memories of what this place was 
like when they were kids and a thousand 
people might be on the street on payday, 
visiting and having a good time, glad for 
a rest from a labor-intensive work week, 
and grateful that this one might have 
had no major accidents. 

8
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Meeting one another 
and cleanup      

The first year we were to work with the 
Scotts Run community, we needed to get to 
know each other. Residents and former res-
idents had to learn to trust us as university 
outsiders, and students needed to get skin 
and empathy in the game to understand 
the importance of the project. We met on 
a 95-degree August weekend to spruce up 
uninhabited buildings, preparing for the  
upcoming Street Fair. With a Link grant 
from Campus Compact, we spent $1000 on 
paint and repair materials. The residents 
helped, told stories, and gave us a big  
picnic. At the end of the day, nine buildings 
had been improved, and we had some cred. 
 
We then got to work looking at their vision 
and proposed some projects they could 
choose from that we thought we could  
accomplish with them during the semes-
ter. By May we had a museum with exhib-
its on five walls, a set of 16 books, a set of 
branding artifacts for their promotion, and 
several interpretive signs. We would add a 
web site and more ways to tell their stories 
together over the next nine years. With 
each new class, the relationship builds, and 
we also incorporated the community into 
projects that give them a presence at larger 
venues. What WVU students learn about 
human relationships from this partnership 
is much more than design projects.  
We experience Scotts Run values.

We are excited to work with Library of Congress photos of the 
1930s by famous photographers.10



Street Fair–music, food, reunions

Scenes from 
several street fairs 
include vendors 
of food, history, 
silkscreening, 
and lots of free 
hugs. One of our 
students  
organized a 5k in 
2014, and one of 
our design faculty, 
Kofi Opoku, won.
 

11312
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Literal dancing in 
the street was part of 
the Street Fair. The 
view is in front of 
“The Spot” that got 
painted in our brand 
colors, It has  
a temporary  
interpretive sign 
made for the fair that 
tells the public what 
it was in the day. The 
green awning  
remnants are still 
there.

14
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One of the first projects we did was extend the 
brand with a color scheme, font (Archer) and  
writing voice. We also took advantage of the trove 
of 1930s photography by famous Farm Security 
Administration artist such as Walker Evans, Ben 
Shahn, Marion Post-Wolcott (a young woman!), 
and Lewis Hine. 
 
This folder can hold project sheets that complete 
the sentence with A Place to Explore (the  
museum), Prosper (new business—we offered free 
signage like the one for Al’s Shoe Shop in 1930s 
vintage), Listen (the music history, storytelling, 
or a new stage) Grow (the community garden), 
Remember (a memorial), etc. We also used histor-
ic photos as the back of business cards for offi-
cers, and greeting cards. Oh, and T-shirts carried 
tag lines from the community.

Let’s brand 
ourselves

Folder inside and 
one of the project 
sheets that could 
become a set of  
proposals to 
funders and  
volunteers.

Business cards 
were made for the 
director and each 
of the officers with 
the same blue and 
logo backs and an 
information side 
that uses some of 

Cover of the project 
folder that  
describes our 
vision. Designed by 
Alexandra  
Halozska.

We worked with the 
community on some 
tag lines and made 
some hand-lettered  
versions that  
mimicked the 1930s 
sign painters to  
flavor them with 
history. This one is 
designed  by Jaquie 
Tun.

the LOC historic 
photos of the FSA  
photographers  
of the 1930s. We 
could pair people 
with their favorite  
stories— or 
relatives!

Al Anderson’s  
window sign was 
part of the branding

16
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design by Zaina Abdulghani

Top:
The Scotts Run  
community invited 
us to the building 
that had been donat-
ed for a temporary 
museum. They had 
already brought 
artifacts into the 
empty space.  
Chanler Price, on 
steel drums, Al  
Anderson, Miss Kitty 
Hughes, and Miss  
Sarah Little of The 
Flying Colors then 
performed to help us 
learn about Scotts 
Run.

Clockwise:
We determined that 
the only way to tell 
the story in graphic 
form would be a 
three-foot strip below 
windows and above 
chairs because it 
was clear that there 
would be people 
seated a lot of the 
time for meetings 
or conversation. We 
painted the back-
ground and mount-
ed layers of graphics 
over it in the hallway 
and the largest 
room. Our process 
of working with the 
community to get 
it right through 
different stages has 
continued, ensuring 
their voice and story 
are accurate.

Building the museum

18
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The tag says  
“families used to 
brew and bottle their 
own beer.” These 
bottle cappers were 
sold in the company 
store.

This early miner’s 
hat was called the 
“turtle” model and 
was worn from 
the 1920s until 
1969, when it was 
outlawed because 
it didn’t have 3” of 
protection above the 
skull.

Several  
museum  
artifacts

This blue enamel 
coal stove would 
have been a cadillac 
of its day,  
probably belonging 
to a superintendent 
or higher official.

A canary in this 
cage would be  
carried into the 
mines. If the bird 
died, the air was 
bad.

Mark Crabtree used 
a circuit camera to 
take a panorama 
photograph of every-
one at the street fair 
for many years.

This one from 1996 
is mounted on a 
carousel with  
numbered people 
to be identified by 
those viewing it.

Aggies, cat-eyes, 
snake-eyes, solids, 
and a steelie or two 
collected from Scotts 
Run in Mason jars 
with tin lids invented 
in 1884.

Circuit camera  
photo of buses from 
the area to carry 
miners to their mine 
from where they 
lived. Fred Fiorini, 
Sr., is the driver to 
Osage, as the sign 
in the window of his 
bus states.

.

This tag says “Fred 
Fiorini drove this 
bus from Morgan-
town to Cassville for 
35 years—one million 
miles”—an example 
of stories that go 
with the museum 
items.

Fred Fiorini, Jr., 
shown here, and 
who donated the 48” 
photo, was a regular 
at the tables on 
Saturdays.

20



 

Coal development in Monongalia County of West 
Virginia started later than in the rest of the state, but 
it was discovered that four seams lay on top of one 
another in thicknesses from five to nine feet and of 
good quality. World War I demanded ramped up coal 
mining, and so by 1917 coal was in production, and by 
the next year 37 mines were operating owned by 33 
different companies with some on top of others in the 
seams causing accidents and lawsuits. Over 60 mines 
total were recorded in the area. Thirteen communi-
ties got names of company owners along seven miles 
of Scotts Run. Many miners rode buses in from other 
areas. Production continued to multiply until the war 
ended and beyond. When innovations in train design 
and electric power generation both began to require 
less coal, the Scotts Run mines were producing a  
billion tons a year while the market needed only half 
of that. Local miners as well as those recruited from 
the South and from 19 countries began to be laid off.

Coal 
mining life

Miners wait for a bus in 1935 in Osage. 
(FSA photograph)

2322
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When World War I and the need for steam power  
fueled by coal coincided with the discovery of four 
seams of coal in the Scotts Run area, advertisements 
went out for workers in the South where the Great 
Migration of African Americans were eager to escape 
Jim Crow laws (little better than life under slavery). 
They were also sent to Europe where wages and jobs 
were scarce, causing the risk of crossing the ocean 
for a better life to be worth it for immigrants of 19 
countries who ended up in the Scotts Run area with 
all of their languages and cultural traditions. All of 
them had gardens.

Thus, Helen Antonek Wassick, the oldest child of a  
Russian immigrant found herself going to school, 
then changing tires and pumping gas at her father’s 
service station in Osage at nine years old (while 
speaking seven languages to the customers). When 
the coal company store started selling gas and  
requiring payment in scrip from the miners, the 
Antoneks opened the Silver Dollar Dance hall in the 
back of the station. Helen remembers that the ferry 
that brought customers from across the river in Star 
City closed before the Silver Dollar and boys some-
times had to cross in a rowboat with their dates to get 
back home. 

 Helen Antonek

Antonek Gas Station 1938 (FSA photo)

Jimtown Ferry, 1938 (FSA photo)

O S A G E
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A 1990s Norman Julian 
column in the Morgan-
town Dominion Post 
quotes an Osage man, 
Leonis “Butch” Maxwell 
telling him “he didn’t 
know what prejudice 
meant until he left the 
town.” Similar stories  
can be found in the records of the United Mine 
Workers of America (UMWA) and accounts of for-
mer residents. When First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt 
visited the area in 1935, Scotts Run became a poster 
child of the Great Depression. The relationship gave 
rise to a New Deal program that relocated some 
Scotts Run families to a new experimental agricul-
tural community that would be named Arthurdale. 
Only white non-foreign families were moved there. 

Two missions were already helping out in Scotts 
Run. New Deal food supplements brought soup 
lines for both Blacks and whites that Sarah Little 
remembers. She says that as kids, they didn’t know 
anything was wrong and played while in the lines. 
The Presbyterians had opened The Shack in 1922, 
and the Methodists were operating the Scotts Run 
Settlement House, both of which had relief programs 
and education. For the settlement house, the Roos-
evelts donated books to the library which held 3500 
volumes. Under the direction of Rev Dick Smith and 
with help from the Miners Memorial Fund, a  
swimming pool was opened in 1946 that allowed 
integrated swimming on Wednesdays. 

A Gazette e-mail article on The Shack by Tara Tuck-
weiler is subtitled “How a coal company’s donation 
became a national beacon against poverty and 
racism” and described The Shack: “In the ’30s, Black 
and white preschoolers learned there side by side.    

27

In the ’40s, Blacks and 
whites swam together 
there, in the first inter-
racial pool south of the 
Mason-Dixon. In the ’50s, 
Black and white teens 
met there for basketball 
games and dances.” “The 
Shack’s interracial Good-
will Choir made concert 
tours to five states,  

                                         starting in 1953, includ-
ing Harlem. Schools were segregated across the 
US and were as well in Scotts Run until 1954. 
The Floyd B. Cox school was the Black school 
in Osage at the top of the hill behind the larger 
white Osage Junior High on the main street. 
Still, kids played together and had sleepovers at 
one another’s houses after school and wondered 
at the point of separate schools. Al Anderson 
also pointed out how the teachers at Floyd B. 
Cox were insistent that they learned not only 
regular subjects, but also black history, such 
as about Mary McLeod Bethune and her role 
in President Roosevelt’s “Black Cabinet,” (the 
informal term for a group of African Americans 
who served as public policy advisors to him and 
his wife from 1933 to 1945).

The first Black high school in Monongalia 
County was formed on the second floor of John 
Hunt’s ice cream shop in Morgantown. Hunt 
was a successful Black business owner, having 
a restaurant on High Street that Blacks couldn’t 
go in because Morgantown was completely  
segregated. In 1938 Monongalia High School 
was finally built with help of Works Progress 
Administration funding from the New Deal, 
consolidating several of these smaller begin-
nings of high schools. Eleanor Roosevelt herself 
came to the opening ceremony. Readers might 
recall one of the Monongalia High math teach-
ers, Katherine Coleman Johnson of the Hidden 
Figures book and movie about the beginnings 
of the NASA space program. Sarah Boyd Little, 
in her class at the time, remembers her being 
very serious, tall, and elegant. Charlene Mar-
shall tells that not only was every Black student 
in the county bussed to Monongalia High, but 
so were students from Preston County. In 1940 
the Monongalia High football team were the 
state champions.

Robert Turner (middle) and friends, 1938 FSA photo

Integration  
catches 
up in ’54  

Sarah Little remembers Gladys Woods and John Gooch in 
this image of The Shack soup line in 1935 (FSA photo)

Clockwise, 
Present Shack logo 
designed by WVU 
student Kervie Mata 
in 2002 
 
Lucy Karanfilian 
with ’40s Osage girls 
basketball team 
 
Floyd B. Cox Black 
school (white 
building) and Osage 
Junior High, the 
white school 
 
1940 Champions
(FSA photo)

26



Traditions of music, 
food and language 
assembled like quilts to 
make a community that 
was stitched together 
by common need and 
gratitude for tasks and 
supplies shared. Thir-
teen communities along 
the seven-mile Scotts 
Run stream served 30-
60 mines (depending on 
how you count and over the decades).

The week had rhythms. Mondays bread was baked 
for the week. The aroma was amazing. Laundry was 
Tuesday. Friday was bath day. Mary Jane Coulter 
was an only girl with seven brothers. She got the 
number 2 washtub with water heated on the coal 
stove first, and her brothers all followed in the same 
water. Saturday, after chores, was claiming your 
check and dressing up to be in town. George  
Sarris, working in Max Levine’s Family Store, said 
“the Blacks dressed like movie stars on Saturdays”.  
No matter how poor, people could clean up nice for 
Saturday night out and then had to be in church 
Sunday, clean again, until the next work week began. 

George Sarris was 
the son of a miner 
from Crete living in 
the community of 
Liberty with many 
other Greek families 
and spoke mostly 
Greek when he start-
ed school. His father 
ran a restaurant 
and bar in Osage 
with his brother, 
serving both Blacks 

and whites, and George remembers it being the 
safest place in the world for him to be, regardless 
of the Morgantown speculation that it was an 
outlaw area. When he was old enough to work, 
George helped Max Levine, a holocaust survivor 
with a family department store in Osage.  He 
credits Max for teaching him about kindness and 
working compassionately with people who lived 
hard lives in the dangerous mines where pay was 
little and could be lost for reasons not always 
fair. George became the controller for Consol, in 
charge of paychecks and all things financial. His 
fairness and honesty at his job allow him to swap 
stories on Saturdays with retired miners with 
equal respect (and laughter).

 George Sarris

Scotts  
Run 
rhythms

L I B E R T Y
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WVU design  
students designed 
and hung the Scotts 
Run mural in 2014 
that listed the  
countries and states 
of origin in the roots 
and branches of the 
tree.

A steel drums  
group used the  
community garden 
as a backdrop 
during the  
Street Fair. 
 
Youth help paint the 
wall on the other 
side of the garden.

Daniel Gifford  
designed our  
community  
garden. Barb Howe 
is volunteering with 
him. Eve Faulkes  
and Alison Helm 
made the Peace sign 
that is a tomato and  
bean vine armature. 
 

Sarah Little gathers 
a load of garden 
harvest from our first 
year.

This garden sign 
tells the story of 
Alfred Jones’s long 
life, he attributes 
to eating a sweet 
potato daily—hard 
to argue with after         	
	 101 years.

For the 2018 Street 
Fair, the students 
worked with the 
museum to create 
this flipping  
interactive display 
that shared  
community recipes 
and the metaphor of 
Recipes for a  
Resilient  
community. 
They also tried out 
recipes for collard 
greens and beans 
and cornbread, 
and gave samples 
in cups at the 
table. Turns out they 
should stick to  
design...oops, did we 
say that out loud?

Lou Birurakis’s 
seeds produced 
this 37” very edible 
squash. He gives 
slices away at the 
street fair. Half of 
one made 8 pies.

The garden sits 
on the site of the 
old Evans theater 
that burned. 
Garden signs tell 
food stories  
from the 
community. 
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 Gerri Adams Layman
Life in the coal camps was about mining for the  
majority of men in Scotts Run beyond those who 
offered services in the businesses. There were  
also ice men and dairymen, barbers, a dentist, 
pharmacists, and owners of movie theaters,  
restaurants, stores, a bowling alley, and beer 
gardens. But just about everything during the day 
was taken care of by women. Gerri Layman’s  
parents and grandparents owned a 500-acre farm 
at Cassville that saw her milking 15 cows daily, 
repairing fences, tending strawberry and  
blackberry fields, and helping with the threshing 
machine that few families had as a service to  
other farms. The machine threshed oats, wheat, 
and buckwheat, leaving straw as a byproduct. It 
took a lot of people to run a threshing machine. 
She also learned to can, make homemade ice 
cream, and bake with recipes from her grand-
mother such as for pork cake (that used rendered 
pork fat in the recipe instead of butter to make a 
dense dark walnut cake).

C A S S V I L L E

Below is a photo 
from Gerri Layman’s 
father’s threshing 
machine that, like 
his milk delivery, 
served the  
community.

Above is a black-
berry cobbler, her 
frequent  
contribution at the 
monthly potluck 
luncheon at the 
museum.
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I lived in Scotts Run all 
of my life, mostly on 
Osage Hill as a child. I 
lived between two hous-
es, with my mother and 
with her best friend Mary 
Jane Ghuste, for whom I 
was named. I lived with 
the Ghuste’s 50% of the 
time due to my mom 
being a single parent 
and being ill. The Ghuste 
household was made up 
of four people, Mary Jane her husband Eddie and 
their son Eddie (who I looked upon as a brother) and 
myself. Life with the Ghuste’s was a middle class en-
vironment that meant having modern furniture, fancy 
wallpaper, lace curtains, holiday dinners and birthday 
parties, a telephone, a television with good reception, 
hot running water and an indoor bath room, new 
school clothes, shoes and cookies and milk at night.” 

Living with my mom, Helen, and 5 of 8 brothers, 
meant living in a non-modern coal camp house with 
only two utilities, electricity and cold running water. 
During the times that my mom was ill, I learned how 
to cook and bake on a coal cook stove, wash dishes, 
scrub floors, and wash clothes in a wringer washer. 
The advantage of being the only girl when living 
with my mom, allowed me to have the first hot bath 
in the #2 tin tub. Helen and Mary Jane Ghuste were 
non-practicing God-fearing Christians. They used 
their wit and clichés to put you in check immediately.  
‘God doesn’t like ugly’, ‘if you steal a nickel you will 
pay back a dime’, ‘no bird flies so high it doesn’t have 
to come down for water’, ‘God will get you for that’, 
‘treat people the way you want to be treated.’ Both 
were well read and highly political. They took me to 

the polls with them to hand out 
political cards and miniature 
bottles of liquor, in order to get 
votes for certain politicians, 
mainly Democrats. Respect for 
others was a must from both 
my mom Helen and Mary Jane 
Ghuste. On one occasion when 
living with my mom, knowing 
that my Aunt Loma had a fond-
ness for wine (a wino) gave me 
the notion that I could disre-
spect her; my mom’s reaction 

was a swift cracking of a china plate over my 
head, which immediately cleared that notion.”

My best friend Louise and I rode bikes, played 
jacks, played hop scotch and jump rope, and 
sleepovers were often. We walked from Osage 
to The Shack for swimming and rolling skating. 
During the summer we would walk the main 
street of Osage and peep in the windows of the 
beer gardens and make fun of the older people 
trying to dance, and sometimes we would catch 
some good fights and arguments. Osage was 
once full of beer gardens, grocery stores, cloth-
ing stores, barber shops, a pawn shop, and before 
I was born there were two theaters. I thought it 
was great having a train full of coal going right 
through the middle of Osage. Now that I am an 
adult, I know how dangerous that was and how 
environmentally harmful it was to have a train 
going through a community dumping coal dust 
24/7. Growing up bouncing back and forth from 
two different households has taught me how 
to get along in a privileged world and in the 
non-privileged world. I have had to wear 
both hats during my adult life.

 Mary Jane Coulter
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McFadden’s and Tea for 12  

Tea for 12 with  
owners Mary Jane 
and Marlene 
 
 
Willa Boyd and 
Nancy Coles, long-
time friends with 
Mary Jane through 
thick and thin

An example of  
McFadden’s  
community  
mindedness was the 
pig roast where  
everyone was  
invited at no cost.

Tea for 12  and  
McFadden’s were 
both decorated with 
mining, political, 
and community 
history.

Danny Coulter 
is in the center 
photo with the red 
counter.
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An earlier third place in Osage that was like a 
community center that existed before the  
museum was in the former coal company store 
and the building now to the left of the museum. 
And, Al Anderson is not the only Scotts Run  
resident who pays attention to what’s going on 
in politics and how that affects life in Scotts Run. 
Mary Jane Coulter and her brother Danny, who 
was a historian himself and a bodyguard for 
Arnold Miller in the UMWA, had an antique store 
and bar in Osage called McFadden’s. It was walled 
with photographs and cultural artifacts of mining 
and history. The TV was always on CNN, and 
discussions among customers were about politics 
and news to the degree that the man who serviced 
the machines remarked that “this is the only bar 
he had ever seen like that. It’s not normal”. He 
also said that it was so clean he could bring his 
family there. It was also integrated, of course.   

In back of the antique shop, Mary Jane opened 
“Tea for 12” with another friend, Marlene Lawrence. 
This was an unexpected fancy venue for the Red 
Hat Society and other groups to enjoy a bit of class 
in Osage. Girls were taught etiquette and place set-
tings, but also not to take themselves too seriously. 
When Danny was killed in a car wreck in 2003, 
Mary Jane kept McFadden’s going with the help 
of her good friends and employees Nancy, Arlie, 
and Kimmie Coles. Willa Boyd was always a best 
lifelong friend and support. A fire destroyed both  
venues in 2007, and again friends helped her 
through a seriously rough period in her life. This 
contributed to her own generosity in allowing the 
museum to be housed in the other building she 
and Danny owned in the center of Osage and may 
explain her propensity for offering every visitor to 
the museum coffee and a beautiful plate of food as 
they come in on Saturdays.
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Dave Coulter  is the  
record-keeper on Sat-
urdays, recording each 
person as they walk in and 
letting them know their 
arrival time and exit time 
as they leave. He greets  
everyone with a “where’ve 
you been?” as the door 
opens, though he can’t 
see who is entering from 
where he is sitting.

Dave and  his sister, Mary 
Jane, both remember John 
Patterson, an old bachelor 
they befriended who lived in a tiny apartment in 
the back of what became the Mannette steel drum 
factory. He had lots of skills, playing piano, making 

wine from grapes he grew 
there, and oak baskets from 
saplings in the woods behind 
his house. One shown here 
is so large and sturdy that 
Dave’s wife Barbara is sitting 
inside it.
 
As mentioned earlier, David 
Coulter was raised for part 
of his life by Bootney Jones. 
Dave still praises Bootney as 
a great influence on his life 
and is quick to tell that  
Bootney’s kids all went to  
important colleges like 

Harvard and UCLA, disproving the stereotypes 
people hold about Osage. Bootney was also a 
stylish dresser in his day.

 
Bootney Jones  
on a Saturday 
stroll in the ’70s.

 
Peachie John, 
(another elder who 
got respect from the 
Coulters) was from 
Poland, and the last 
living immigrant 
from the wave that 
came from Europe 
to work the mines. 
He lived to be 97 
and told Mary Jane 
that the secret was 
garlic, hard cheese, 
and wine. He might 
have lived longer if 
he hadn’t shoveled 
snow at 97.
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Interpretive signs suggested by members and  
designed with WVU students are mounted on 
buildings that once had different occupants,  
purposes, or tell a story. This is the  “trail” part 
of the Scotts Run Museum and Trail name. 
 
At left is the 
Osage Spot,  
photo taken in 
1935, and cele-
brated in the Soup 
Camel song on our 
CD.  

Sometimes the 
sign welcomes you 
to sit, like this one, 
made by WVU 
student Shania 
Hamrick and her 
dad, telling more 
train stories.

Sometimes the 
sign is a window 
into the past, like 
the Bunny Hop 
that Willa Boyd’s 
parents owned..

Above is our music 
story sign, appro- 
priately on the  
building that housed 
the Mannette steel 
drum factory. WVU 
graphic design 
students  
created their logo.

Interpretive signs:  
The Trail

Kelly Le is silk-
screening the logo 
for the Bunny Hop 
onto chalk boards 
for the other side 
of the building to  
record memories.

Ellie Mannette was an 
NEA National  
Heritage Fellow, right 
in our neighborhood!
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Coal camp life had challenges. The buildup of com-
pany housing was more for speed than comfort, and 
plans for heating them with coal or providing areas 
with water were never worked out fully. The Novem-
ber 1991 UMWA Journal quoted a resident in the 
1930s saying “water was scarce. We had to carry all 
our water. We only washed clothes when it rained. We 
drank the sulfur water. That’s all there was so we just 
had to learn to drink it!” Kids didn’t seem phased by 
their lifestyle. They played on old tipple structures 
and took advantage of smoke keeping insects off of 
the wild fruit trees. Bob Coulter recalls being able to 
play out longer in the snow because “we could get 
warm by the slag pile that was continually on fire.” 
 
Lou Birurakis, has the birth name of Eleftherios 
Virurakis, but his first grade teacher, Mrs Martin, 
renamed him Louie Berry. He kept that name, as did 
many renamed immigrants, until high school, when 
the family returned to a name similar to their Greek 
name that he has used since. Lou, who grew up in the 
Scotts Run town of Liberty, tells that his own Greek 
father was a 
miner, but 
not for long 
where the 
union was 
recruiting to 
give miners 
rights. Lou 
describes that 
the company 

forced employees to sign a yellow dog (non-
union)contract or be fired and evicted from 
company housing. Lou’s father had built his own 
house but was fired and blackballed from all of 
the mines. He made a store, barbershop, and 
restaurant to serve miners from the first floor 
of his house after that. He stayed in the area so 
that his five children could get an education, 
and all of them did—at West Virginia University. 
Lou was the first WVU football player to earn a 
letter four years and ,at 95 in 2021, is the oldest 
former football player. 

Lou was so dedicated to the history of the area 
that he earned money to put up a commemora-
tive sign featuring this eviction picture that still 
greets you as you cross the boundary into Scotts 
Run. The dangers of mining were real. An unof-
ficial historian of Scotts Run, Lou meticulously 
copied all of the accidents and deaths recorded 
in the Morgantown newspapers from 1917 to 
1953 when he left to find work as a teacher. Later    	

    he became an 
iron worker 
on the WVU 
Coliseum, 
new stadium, 
and PRT, and 
many bridges 
in Monongalia 
County. 

Mining  
Hazards  

 Lou Birurakis
L I B E R T Y

42



45

Eve Faulkes packaged Lou’s collected informa-
tion on mining accidents in an artist’s book that 
resides in the museum. Visitors to the museum 
page through the book, looking for the name of 
a relative who perished in the mines.

In May of 1942, 56 men were killed in an explo-
sion in the Christopher Mine No. 3 in Osage. 
Two months later, a second explosion at Purs-
glove claimed 20 more men. How the commu-
nity dealt with loss was to come together and 
do what needed to be done. Al Anderson recalls 
that his neighbors, the Jackson family, had 16 
kids in their four-room house and kept bringing 
in more when someone needed a home. 

They Counted contains Lou’s research on 370 
black pages with a silkscreened rock dust tex-
ture on each represent the number of days an 
accident or death took place and commemorate 
both the body count and the incalculable worth 
of the lives lost. Several of them were large di-
sasters of fire or explosion. Those have foldouts 
to tell more of the story.

Lou holds the 
book, showing the 
endsheet that maps 
all of the mines of 
Scotts Run. 
The story  of They 
Counted was spread  
beyond our museum 
as it was exhibited 
at the Huntington 
Museum, the New 
York Center for the 
Book, and in China.

They Counted 

They Counted is 
housed in a silk 
and bookcloth box. 
When it is in the 
box, the linen tapes 
that make the spine 
are intended to 
resemble the tracks 
inside the mines.
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In the 1930s, in the 
community of Jere, 
water from a spring 
was available to 
those who paid a 
fee for a key or did 
volunteer work. 
       —Lou Birurakis

(FSA photo)

Water supply
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When Christine (Dolly) Kundrat King was 
five, her father was killed in the mine and 
her mother had to go to work. Patty Gibson 
Thomas was about the same age when her 
father was killed in a slate fall as her mother 
was baking his birthday cake at home. Pat-
ty’s mother also died within the year, heart-
broken, leaving five orphaned children to be 
cared for by Patty’s grandmother. Dolly was 
brought into the grandmother’s house while 
her mother worked, and the white and Black 
friends are close to this day. Both of them 
would go swimming at the Miners Memo-
rial Pool at The Shack. They would hop the 
train to get there faster, unbeknownst to the 
adults. Dolly also remembers the kindness of 
Max Levine, who outfitted the children with 
shoes for school.  
 
Dolly married Harry King, who was the post-
master for 30 years in the Post Office by Al’s 
Shoe Repair. It was heated by a coal stove. 
She worked at Davis and Lynch Glass, then 
Mylan Pharmaceuticals. They put their three 
daughters through college by being frugal. 
 
Music and dancing were always important to 
Patty. As a teen, she and her brother Luther 
were so good at the jitterbug that people 
would pay to see them and tried to get them 
on American Bandstand, a TV show origi-
nally filmed in Philadelphia. Patty married 
John Thomas and became a mother to 14 
children, whose names nearly all began with 
J, and who all were taught to play the pia-
no and sing with shape notes. Taking care 
of a lot of family was natural to her (and 
there are now over 80 grand, great-grand-, 
and great-great-grandchildren) and so was 
cooking. Her pepperoni rolls are a trade-
mark, and her family has much food to share 
at the Street Fair every fall. Patty had her 
own restaurant for a time and was a cook at 
Meals on Wheels for 37 years. 

Dolly’s mother  was 
given 13 cents per 
week for each of the 
eight children left 
fatherless. Mike  
Koondrock (the mine 
owner changed his 
name) was president 
of the local UMWA 
chapter at the time 
he died.

Patty and her  
brother Luther, Jr.  
at the Miners  
Memorial   
swimming pool. Patty Gibson

 Christine Kundrat O S A G E

Luther Gibson, Sr., 
Patty Thomas’s father

Family goes 
beyond blood
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A selection of pages 
from Patty’s Story. 
illustrated by WVU 
student Moniesha 
Wright, tells how 
Patty was orphaned 
as a young child 
and raised by her 
grandmother. When 
she became a grand-
mother herself, with 
over 80 grand- and 
great-grandchildren, 
she sang with a 
gospel group that 
earned money to 
fund an orphanage 
in Africa. She trav-
eled there and saw 
that she could give 
back what she was 
given.

Moniesha Wright told Patty and Dolly’s story.

Emma Niehaus designed Sarah Little’s Story.

Alison Bostic 
illustrated John 
Propst’s story.

 
 

25 books have been produced in  
different hardbound formats, telling 
stories from the former or current  
residents. Some are for children, and 
some are for a general audience.  

Stories  
in books

50



A closer look at 
some of the books. 
Some are accordi-
on; some are flag 
books, sewn on 
tape case bound, or 
Japanese bindings. 
All are hardbound 
with cloth; some are 
silkscreened covers 
or with labels. Some 
are illustrated and 
some use photoshop 
to colorize historic  
grayscale photos.

The geocache 
boxes had metal 
tags that could be 
collected as well as 
the logbooks.

5352
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Sarah Boyd Little had to 
chop wood, carry buckets of 
water and coal home for the 
heating and cooking and 
she worked the garden as a 
child. She also remembers 
the giant cod liver oil tins 
where kids at school would 
line up to get their spoon-
ful (from the same spoon) 
to make them resistant to sicknesses. She remem-
bers the single dipper for drinks of water shared by 
families and by church members when glasses were 
scarce and water for dishes had to be carried by kids 
with buckets from the source. Children would be 
sent to the woods to gather what their mother need-
ed for cobblers (cobblers went farther than plate 
pies which would only be made on holidays). Her 
mother, Lucy Boyd, would also make cough syrup 
from a recipe that called for a whole onion, lemon, 
and honey to be baked in the cast iron stove until 
it was so cooked down that nothing was left but a 
thick dark brown liquid that would be strained and 
bottled.

Sarah also recalls the beautiful dresses with petti-
coats her mother would make on her treadle Singer 
sewing machine. She even made all of their under-
wear, elastic included. She laughs when she says 
they were all dressed up beautifully from head to 

toes—bare toes because they some-
times didn’t have shoes! Though 
most houses didn’t have much in 
the way of nice furnishings, they 
would have some bit of china or 
an object that was special. This is 
the reason that seemingly ordinary 
objects have a home in our muse-
um, as there is a story behind them 
(attached to them by a special 
memory tag in place of the usual 
provenance information). 
 

Music created the opportunity for the outside world 
to hear more from Scotts Run. Sarah, along with her 
two sisters Ida and Kitty, sang on WAJR radio for a 
period of time. A gifted music teacher from Monon-
galia High, Eugene Wayman Jones, had put togeth-
er an a capella choir that won six awards at a state 
music festival and was invited to be the only touring 
high school chorus in the nation in the early years of 
World War II. They sang in Baltimore, Philadelphia, 
New York, and in Washington, DC, for President  
Roosevelt. FDR delayed his cabinet meeting to 
request three encores of his favorite songs including 
“Blues in the Night.” Mrs. Roosevelt said he had  
never done that before. The a capella choir with 
sisters Sarah and Ida sang for FDR in 1940. The two 
of them later worked in the Pentagon during the war, 
seeing Generals MacArthur, Eisenhower, and Admi-
ral Nimitz. As a secretary, Sarah could type 70 words 
a minute. Ida, who had an operatic voice, once sang 
with Marian Anderson.

The a capaella choir 
who performed for 
FDR in 1940 with 
Sarah and sister Ida.

Sing it!

Ida Boyd

Sarah    
P U R S G L O V E

Sarah Boyd

Kitty Boyd

 Little
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Working with a 
new generation
Neighbors helped neighbors with large tasks like 
canning, helping families when a birth, death 
or sickness hits a house, or making sure kids 
didn’t get away with mischief. Kids had their 
own chores, such as finding coal for the stoves.  
Some of these stories were shared with the public 
during a project that paired young kids eight to 
fourteen with elders from the community who 
had lived in company coal camp houses of sever-
al designs. The kids made dollhouses from com-
puter boxes covered with strips of thick paper 
like the lapboards of the real ones. They made the 
rooms and furniture to the description guided 
by the original occupants, even including news-
paper on the walls to keep out the wind (photo-
copied to proportionate size). Stories could be 
written on the lapboard siding that was now the 
scale of lined writing paper, with the storyteller’s 
face on it as well.  
 
A second project called RePlay was an arts col-
laborative using recycled materials. Quilting is 
recycling, and our first product was aprons.

The Ware brothers 
learned to sew in 
the RePlay recycle 
project that created 
aprons.

Charli Shea listens 
in as tales are 
swapped by her 
elders.
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Rachel Shuler, on the 
right, gives lessons on 
paper piecing, a  
quilting technique. 
She also fixes our 
sewing machines.
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Al Anderson
Al Anderson quit school to take a bus to 
Cleveland and work in the steel mills for a 
year, then came back and joined the service 
in 1954, finished that, and returned to Osage 
to complete his GED. He thought he was do-
ing all right when he came home from work 
Friday evening and his Dad told him the 
Sheriff had called. He had to wait nervously 
the whole weekend before calling Sheriff 
Charlie Whiston on Monday only to find out 
that he was doing all right. Whiston wanted 
to know if he would be interested in being 
the lead singer in a band his son Dave was 
forming. This began a singing career that is 
now 60+ years long and showing no sign of 
stopping. 

Kevin Fryson, bass, 
Bob Maxon, sax, 
and Al as lead with 
Al Anderson and 
the Rock and Soul 
Revue at the 22nd 
Scotts Run Street 
Fair in Osage.

Al just passed his 
84th birthday in 
2001, and still can 
hit the high note 
in “Georgia on My 
Mind” as he proves 
fairly often. 
He had a stroke 
when he was 64. 
He remembers 
asking God to let 
him keep his voice, 
and he would use it 
for good. He had a 
bout with prostate 
cancer at 74 and 
came through that 
as well. Even after 
a full day’s work in 
the shoe shop, he 
never turns down a 
request to sing.

Al’s story would 
not be complete 
without a note 
about the 14 cats 
and a raccoon that 
he feeds and cares 
for daily, including 
neutering with help 
of Animal Friends 
of North Central 
West Virginia.

O S A G E
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Al’s Story

The band was The Fabians and the 
year was 1959. Al was the only Black 
musician in the band which trav-
eled to venues all over the  
region and often in Pittsburgh 
where they opened for Bo Diddley, 
Jan and Dean, The Isley Brothers, 
Conway Twitty (before he went 
country), The Marvellettes, Ray 
Peterson, The Vibrations, Johnny 
Tillotson, Dion, and many more.  
One Saturday at the museum,  
George Sarris told him his wife had found a program 
from her high school graduation where the three 
high schools in Morgantown and Fairmont had an 
all-night dance that featured The Fabians in 1961.  
 
Al tells that he would sneak off the hill in Osage so 
his neighbors and friends wouldn’t hassle him about 
the fancy outfits he wore at his gigs. He also had oth-
er issues when he left Osage, an integrated town.  
As the only Black member of the band playing in 
segregated towns and cities, his biggest concern 
would be if he would be allowed to eat. To this day, 
he says that his singing is often to crowds where, 
as he puts it, “I am the only one in the place of my 
persuasion.” When the white boys in The Fabians 
were ready to graduate college, he figured they 
would be stopping the band, so he answered an ad in 
Ebony magazine to be a singer for Billy Ward and the 
Dominos, sending out a sample tape. From all across 
the country he was one of the few picked. He headed 
out to California where he joined the band and was 
the lead singer on the song “What Are you Doing 
New Year’s Eve?,” that you still hear every year. He 
didn’t stay long with that band because his dad was 

sick with black lung, and he 
returned to take care of him. 
After he passed, Al went to 
DC and performed with The  
Collegians for 20 years while 
managing a shoe store near 
the mall at the Capitol where 
he got to hear Martin Luther 
King, Jr,’s “I Have a Dream” 
speech in person in 1963.

Al returned to Osage in 1980, bought out Willie 
Zeleznik’s shoe repair shop and has contin-
ued in that business ever since. He plays gigs 
weekly with Al Anderson and the Rock and Soul 
Review or The Flying Colors or Al and Friends 
or solo. He sang the national anthem at WVU 
football games for 25 years. 

But Al has not just been a pretty voice. Coming 
back to town after the state had cut his home-
town in two with Interstate 79, he was keenly 
aware that you have to watch what is happening 
in political circles. He was also one to get things 
done himself and has earned the title of the 
unofficial mayor of Osage. One thing he ac-
complished was to establish the Public Service 
District in Osage, securing a $1.5-million grant 
from the Governor to put in a sewerage system 
that would finally clean up Scotts Run for all of 
its communities. He has also been Monongalia 
County Citizen of the Year and received the 
Martin Luther King, Jr. Award from the WVU 
Center for Black Culture and Research among 
many other awards.

The Dominos were the 
toughest in the country, 
Sammy Davis Jr., and Ray 
Charles opened shows for 
them, so you know how 
good they were.”

Al with The  
Collegians in 
Washington, DC, 
befriending Roberta 
Flack and doing 150 
bat mitzvah and 
bar mitzvahs a year 
among other gigs. 
 
Joe Zeleznik was the 
original owner of the 
shoe shop. Al bought 
it from Joe’s son, 
Willie, who retired in 
his 80s. Some of the  
machines in Al’s 
shop are 150 years  
old. Good karma.
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Sarah Little,  
Al Anderson, and 
Donna Weems 
rehearsing at the 
Metropolitan  
Theatre in 2017

Samantha Brinley 
and WVU graphic  
design students 
presenting proposals 
for the Scotts Run  
Songs and Stories 
CD in 2016.

CD  packaging and 
liner notes. Images 
in the center cover 
are captioned in 
the grid of letters 
on the inside notes. 
They are a mixture 
of 1930s Library 
of Congress FSA 
photos and current 
and past images of 
Scotts Run Museum 
and Trail members. 

Recording our 
music heritage
Music was such a big part of our story, from gospel 
music of The Flying Colors that gave people a big 
sendoff at funerals, to the talent of Al Anderson’s 
rock and roll, to the world famous Mannette Steel 
Drum operation right in Osage, to the new folk songs 
by Chris Haddox  and Soup Camel that captured the 
Scotts Run story, and more. In 2016 we produced this 
CD. Check out the details from the liner notes at the 
right. Nineteen tracks give 70 minutes of listening. 
They are still available at the museum.  
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The Ballad of Scotts Run
Copyright © 2014 John Christopher Haddox

Seven miles long from its head to its mouth
Joins with the Mon coming up from the south
Pull up a chair and I’ll tell you about
This place that we call Scotts Run

The American Indian made the first claim
Then the ships and their dreamers ‘cross the ocean they came
The creek was given an old Irish name
And it came to be known as Scotts Run 
 
The woods were soon cleared and the farming began 
The earth was turned up by the plow and the hand 
A family could make its own way on this land 
Life was good up and down Scotts Run

There was coal at their feet in the thick Pittsburgh seam 
But the farm life remained the mountaineer’s dream
Then the world went to war in nineteen-fourteen
Brought changes along Scotts Run

The boats started sailing from Europe again
And trains from the South brought in more working men
Cheap muscle was needed to load up the bins
With the coal that lay under Scotts Run

Shoulder to shoulder all day and all night
Italians, Hungarians, blacks and the whites
They were all poor together and that made it all right 
It was all for one in Scotts Run 

It was all for one in Scotts Run

They lived in close quarters in company shacks
They watched money leave by the ton down the tracks
Great fortunes were made on poor men’s backs
It was hard up and down Scotts Run

The mines they ran safe up until ’forty-two 
Then the mines started blowing as they’re known to do
Took eighty-nine lives before they was through
The tears ran high in Scotts Run

Little by little the mines went away
The houses came down and the tipples decayed
It was sad goodbyes as folks went on their ways
But they never went far from Scotts Run

And the world seemed content just to cover its eyes
Saying some have to sink so that others can rise
They built their new highway and passed her on by
Washing their hands of Scotts Run

But some stuck around, they’re no strangers to sweat
And if you are a gambler you’d better not bet
That the end has arrived ‘cause it ain’t over yet
There’s new life springing up on Scotts Run

Seven miles long from its head to its mouth
Joins with the Mon coming up from the south
Pull up a chair and I’ll tell you about
This place that we call Scotts Run

Performing at the Met
and Hazel Ruby McQuain Park 

In 2017 the CD was turned into two live perfor-
mances June 1 and August 27 with support from  
the WVU Canaday College of Created Arts, the 
Monongalia Arts Center, and the WV Cultural Cen-
ter.  Eve Faulkes emceed, and we added a recitation 
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Above: Chris Haddox, Roland Hunn, Chris Matthews

listen:  https://soundcloud.com/guyandotte/ballad-of-scotts-run 
               https://soundcloud.com/soupcamel (Six-bit haircut)in five languages to reflect the immigrant experience. 

Slide shows behind every song and video interviews 
of residents between played to a full house. Liza 
Heiskell recorded it all. The museum has had more 
visitors ever since.  
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They Thought: A Recitation in Five Languages 
(Greek, Russian, Hungarian, Spanish, English) 
Copyright © 2017 John Christopher Haddox

(English translation projected behind speakers reciting 
the stanzas in their native tongues on the Met stage) 
 
(Greek) Lou Birurakis 
They, the mining companies, thought they could turn us 
against each other 
That’s how they were gonna keep the union out
Figured if they got us busy fighting each other, talking 
about each other in ways we didn’t talk about each other
Then we’d be too busy with that to stay organized enough 
to make the union dream a reality

(Russian) Anna Stolina
What they didn’t know—what they didn’t understand— 
what they failed to see 
Is that even though we came from nineteen—count ‘em—
nineteen different countries 
Even though we spoke many different languages— 
had different customs and different ways of going about 
In spite of all that, we had one, two, three, four—hell, we had 
so many things in common that origin, color, language—
none of those things mattered
We didn’t even notice the difference—what differences?
We were all strangers in a foreign land 
We were all poor as the dirt under our feet and nails and 
our poorness bound us together like some strange glue
We had all walked away from the familiar to seek a new life 
in these coal camps

 

(Hungarian) Szilvia Kadas 
What they didn’t know—what they didn’t understand— 
what they failed to see 
Was that we were people—and people have much more alike 
than they have different 
The thing that the company didn’t get is that we were all 
these things together 
I mean together as in one community—one body 
 
(Spanish) Irene Ramirez 
They thought they could come through the camps and drive 
us apart—like we was a dead log or something 
They’d put in a wedge, pound it down with a sledge and just 
like that—we’d be slit in two 
Then they’d drive another wedge and split us again 
Well, they had something right about it, I suppose 

(English) Charlene Marshall 
Except we weren’t a dead log, but a living tree—a tree with 
more branches and leaves than they figured on 
A tree with roots the spread the world around 
A tree that had weathered countless storms and hard times 
A tree that only got stronger—tougher—more stubborn with 
the passage of time 
Seems an age-old approach—those with the money trying to 
keep those without money from coming together 
Well...money can’t buy everything nor can it stop everything 
And they thought they could turn us against each other... 
(laugh)

Come All You Young Miners
Copyright © 2014 John Christopher Haddox 
 
Come all you young miners and heed what I say 
When you get to the daylight, don’t come back this way 
The mines will lay claim to your family and friends
When you crawl down the hole, the trouble begins

I went to the company at seventeen years 
Against my father’s wishes and my mother’s tears 
They hoped I’d find something to take me from here 
They knew well the mines and knew well the fears 

But I was young and headstrong with only one dream
To work by my Dad in that old Pittsburgh seam 
I’d always been lucky ans could not foresee 
The day any trouble would catch up to me

Come all you young miners and heed what I say 
When you get to the daylight, don’t come back this way 
The mines will lay claim to your family and friends
When you crawl down the hole, the trouble begins

One evening the roof and the floor did collide 
I could not reach the others, but Lord knows I tried 
Alone in the dark hoping help would arrive 
I tried to be strong, but Lord knows I cried 

Say goodbye to my family, goodbye to my friends 
I’ve turned down my lamp, the air’s getting thin 
I’ll see them in heaven when our souls there do rise 
This note and my body, I’ll leave her behind

Come all you young miners and heed what I say 
When you get to the daylight, don’t come back this way 
The mines will lay claim to your family and friends
When you crawl down the hole, the trouble begins

Soup Camel and 
Scotts Run  
Community live on 
stage at the Met 
Theatre June 1, 2017

Rehearsal on stage 
for They Thought 
recitation: Lou 
Birurakis, Anna 
Stolina, Szilvia  
Kadas, Irene 
Ramirez. Charlene 
Marshall is out of 
the picture.
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English translation was on the  screen as the readers spoke in native languages



Monthly potlucks 
and holiday  
dinners are 
another time to 
share gratitude 
for friendships.

When the mines 
were running 
steadily, there 
was always the 
cloud of fear that 
anyone’s day 
could be his last. 
The group is still 
grateful for each 
day we spend 
together, as we 
have lost some 
dear friends in 
these last ten 
years as well. 
We will not forget 
them, and their 
stories warm our 
hearts.
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Our third place 
Saturdays and events
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We never know who will drop in to add to the  
story, such as when Linda Gereg, the daughter of the 
driver for assassinated UMWA candidate for presi-
dent Joseph (Jacques) Yablonski visited. Her father 
had taken the license plate number of the suspicious 
car that broke the case. She was interested to hear our 
stories and history collected by Danny Coulter,  
bodyguard for Arnold Miller and partner in  
McFadden’s with his sister, Mary Jane.  
 
A visit from Maarten Vossen from the Netherlands 
turned into an award-winning documentary about 
a World War II paratrooper from Scotts Run. As a 
Dutch scout, Maarten adopted the grave of James 
Wickline, whose parachute failed during the liber-
ation of the Netherlands. As an adult, he wanted to 
visit the town where Wickline lived. With his parents, 
he visited multiple times and became family imme-
diately. The story of this reunion became a documen-
tary that premiered at the Metropolitan Theatre in 
Morgantown with all of us attending. Another result 
of this encounter was the naming of a nearby bridge 
for James Wickline by the state of West Virginia.

Stories and people  
connect here as  
living history

 
Below: 
Lou Birurakis (with 
the green mug) 
joins in a toast to 
James Wickline 
after the premiere 
of the documentary. 
Lou had attended  
University High 

School with James 
Wickline and could 
also call others to help 
Vossen in his quest. 
He still follows us and 
plans on more visits.

 
Linda Gereg talks  
with  Museum  
President Sarah Little 
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Charlene Jennings Marshall, 
quoted earlier, lost both her 
father and her stepfather to mine 
accidents in Scotts Run. Her 
grandmother was also married to 
multiple miners due to acci-
dents. Charlene watched when  
neighbors moved in and out  
of neighboring company houses as strikes or work 
closures moved families around. When she was old 
enough to help out, she cleaned houses for families 
in Morgantown before becoming the first Black 
woman to work at Sterling Faucet. When she mar-
ried Rogers Marshall she moved to Morgantown. 
Her next job was with WVU, and her political in-
volvement started first with becoming President of 
the local NAACP branch and a board member of the 
WV Human Rights Council. When the 1985 Council 
allowed a coal fired power plant to be put in the mid-
dle of downtown Morgantown, she was encouraged 
to run for city council. She became the first Black 
woman to be Mayor of any West Virginia city in 
1991. She had the strange but satisfying experience 
while mayor of sitting on the stage of the Metropol-
itan Theater to sign a check for its purchase by the 
City with Representative Alan Mollohan and the the-
ater owner. Thirty years earlier Charlene had to sit 
in the balcony to watch a movie during segregation. 

It’s worth noting that during that 
early time there were two movie 
theaters in Osage where Blacks 
and whites could sit together to 
see a movie, including visitors 		
from Morgantown. 

Charlene went on to become a member of the WV 
House of Delegates, serving 14 years. She is still active 
in political connections at 87. When the 2020 WVU 
project was to make COVID care packages that gave 
museum members objects and reasons to contact 
one another in what was also an election year, we let 
Charlene pick out the yard sign that was her favorite. 
She picked out the BRAVERY, one we had thought one 
of the guys might like, one that might make them feel 
better about wearing a mask. But knowing Charlene’s 
story, we think she picked the one that was the most 
appropriate for her!

A voice from Osage  
in politics

Charlene’s full sign 
says BRAVERY 
for the common 
good, BRAVERY 
in the face of the 
pandemic, BRAV-
ERY to decide on 
the safety of those 
around you.

O S A G E
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Poor Folk Ready for a Better Day 
Copyright © 2014 John Christopher 
Haddox and Robert Gregory Shaw

I’m gonna stand in this creek
While the waters cool my feet
Let the Mighty hear me speak 
Poor folk ready for a better day

Down in Osage along Scotts Run
We’re worn down, but we ain’t done
Send the word to Washington
Poor folk ready for a better day

Hey, hey, what do you say?
I’m holding out for a better day
Boy, howdy and A-OK
Eleanor Roosevelt is on her way

Send my kids with an empty sack
Picking coal on the railroad track
Light the fires down at The Shack
Poor folk ready for a better day

Someone told us, someone said
The kids will all get cozy beds
They’ll wake each day with milk and bread
Poor folk ready for a better day

Hey, hey, what do you say?
I’m holding out for a better day
Boy, howdy and A-OK
Eleanor Roosevelt is on her way

Let that engine whistle sound
When Mrs. R rolls into town
Hope she’s passing pork chops ‘round
Poor folk ready for a better day 

The President hears from his Miss
Franklin, here’s the grocery list
Butter, eggs and banana splits
Poor folk ready for a better day 

Say goodbye to the daily strife
Grab the kids and grab the wife
It’s Arthurdale and the country life
Poor folk ready for a better day
(key change to minor)
Poor folk ready for a better day...

Well, we thought that maybe all could go 
But the government said we gotta take this slow 
We gotta do it right, you know
Poor folk ready for a better day

I tested good to work the land
They traced my feet and traced my hands
I showed twice the grit as any man
Poor folk ready for a better day

And it’s hey, hey, what do you say?
Some’s got luck and some’s in the way
Boy, howdy and do-si-do (a reference to  
Eleanor’s passion for square dancing)
Eleanor Roosevelt where’d you go?

You’re white, all right, you made the count
But no names good English can’t pronounce
And no blood too dark by half an ounce
Poor folk ready for a better day

I’m gonna stand in this creek
While the waters cool my feet
Let the Mighty hear me speak 
Poor folk ready for a better day
Poor folk ready for a better day

At right:  
Jim Truman, electric 
guitar, and Chris 
Haddox singing, 
perform at the Scotts 
Run Street Fair.

Lyrics from “Poor Folk 
Ready for a Better 
Day“ tell the Scotts 
Run view of the  
Arthurdale story in 
song. The Roosevelt  
administration 
relocated some Scotts 
Run residents during 
the Great Depression 
but left behind Blacks 
and foreign-born.  
The song was first  
performed 
at the Scotts Run 
Street Fair and has 
been presented at the 
2018 International 
Congress on  
Qualitative   
Inquiry and on public 
interest design  
conferences 
including the 2019  
Designing Across 
Divides:  
Co-Creating Tools for 
Community Change 
at the WVU College 
of Creative Arts in 
Morgantown. 

Scotts Run  
residents were fea-
tured on  
advertising for 
the public interest 
design conference in 
2019 at WVU  
because their social 
relationships model 
an answer to  
America’s divides. 
The conference was 
not just for 
designers and  
invited people from 
all walks of life and 
all kinds of diversity.

Helping  
the stories  
travel to  
do public 
good

Below: 
Scotts Run was fea-
tured in two of the 
four mural portraits 
painted in fall 2019 
by the whole  
diverse community 
in Morgantown, in-
cluding two zombies 
(borrowed from the 
Halloween parade). 
The theme was Ways 
of Caring and   
depicts Sarah Little, 
Yasmeen Mustafa, 
John Garlow, and  
Charlene Marshall.  
All four connect to 
Scotts Run.
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listen:  https://soundcloud.com/guyandotte/poor-folk-ready-for-a-better-day
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A test of our resilience came in the spring of 2019 when 
COVID hit and canceled the September Street Fair.  
For a community that relishes social relationships, and 
one that is not equipped for Zoom and internet  
connection, isolation looked gloomy. WVU design 
students and museum members met through phone 
calls and planning done safely in a chilly parking lot.  
We agreed on a care package solution that would give 
the community reminders of what they had weathered 
before. It included the puzzle on page 8, a Scotts Run 
mask, reasons and cards to send to one another,  
(complete with stamps), and even yard signs to post in 
each other’s property to bring a sense of collaborative 
good will. A gratitude journal also held information 
about how to register and vote during the pandemic, as 
well as how to safely shop.  
 
As things opened up a bit, the group conceived and 
carried out a drive-by ice cream and hot dog social, 
thanks to home-made ice cream by Gerri Layman and 
Bob Coulter—with live serenade songs by Al Anderson 
and Aristotle Jones.

Sarah examines her care package items.WVU students make contents for the package.

Students assemble 
boxes, making a  
personal note for 
each, reflecting 
something they 
had heard in their 
conversation with 
the receiver.

Dolly shows the 
box and yard 
signs she helped  
place all around 
Osage.

Gerri Layman, her 
grandson Virgil, 
and Bob Coulter 
served ice cream 
while others 
helped with hot 
dogs and  
customers. 
Many thanks!
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Surviving
COVID
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Sandra Shine gives 
her story at the 
memorial plaque 
dedication and talks 
about the diversity 

of friends in Osage 
being the right way 
to live. 

A spaghetti dinner, music, and a ceremony  
unveiled the memorial plaque to the 56 miners 
who died in the biggest explosion in Scotts Run 
history, 79 years prior. This was one of the  
community goals that took ten years to reach.  
We are grateful for the support of sponsors Lynch 
Foundation and the Monongalia County 4-H  
Leaders Association to help reach this milestone.

A memorial 
plaque in 2021

Former WV  
Delegate Charlene 
Marshall tells her 
family story about 
the Christopher No. 
3 mine. 
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In 2020, the  
U.S. celebrated  
the 100th  
anniversary  
of the 19th 
Amendment, which 
women the
right to vote. 
Eve designed this 
poster for the  
WVU Libraries 
depicting four 
women integral  
to West Virginia’s 

WVU students 
who contributed 
design and care 
in our  
partnership with 
Scotts Run: 
 
Logan Kees
Tara Smith
Alex Haloszka 
Rachel Taylorson
Roman King
Brennan Warren
John Nuevo
Madison Conaway
Sean Dooley
Julie Leslie
Michele McGettigan
Samantha Wade
Shannon Dent
Tyler Harrinton
Steven Diller
Courtney Walker
Courtney Skeen
Lauren Kauffman
Deondra (Dee) Snow
Clayton Keesee
Shawn Woofter
Sydney Sherman 
Will Deskins
Jesse Ackerman
Hayley Boso
Crystal Collins  
Kaitlyn Kinsey		
Nicole Mata		
Brandon Michael
Dalton Brennan
Stormy Nesbit
Bradley Nolan
Courtney Reed		
Christian Feldhaus		
Jen Livengood		
Grace Baldwin		
Patricia Rabbitt		
Michael Buschbaum
Kevin Cogan		
Forrest Conroy
Jacob Dunn		
Josh Gomke
Tatsu Johnson
Parker Lucas	
Kristen Manzo		
Nicole Warn		
Lauren Schiefelbein 
Jordan Bayles		
Kim Duong
Angelo Ilagan		
Keegan Olson		
Brandon Diaz		
Abbey McGrew		
Austin Isinghood 

West Virginia Humanities Council  
The Benedum Foundation 
WVU College of Creative Arts 
WVU Humanities Center 
WVU Graphic Design Fund 
Monongalia County Commission 
West Virginia Department of Arts,  
   Culture and History 
Dr. Barbara Howe 
Dr. Christopher Haddox 
WV State Folklorist Emily Hilliard 
Maarten Vossen and Family 
Monongalia Arts Center

Preserving the Stories of Scotts Run 
was designed, written and compiled 
by Eve Faulkes, WVU professor  
emerita in graphic design. All photos 
are by her unless otherwise noted.

Elizabeth Kantak		
James O’Hara		
Samantha Lytle 
Michaela Michael		
Marina Payne		
Rachel Suray		
Samantha Brinley		
Megan Sankoff		
Leonor Cortez	
Sabah Ahmed		
Anna Beckett		
Brooke Deardorff
Emma Hurley		
Cory Mayhew		
Tessa Rahilly		
Jessica Rush		
Joanne Yahn		
Kayla Garpstas
Charles Cunning-
ham		   
Tyler Fetty		
Grant Hofmann		
Matthew Patrick		
Dylan Smith		
Maximillian Smith		
Tyler Travis 
Justin Clem
Shannon Dickerson
Reagan Douglas
Tyler Hall
Gabrielle Herman
Elyze McVicker
Taylor Miller
Riley Nocity
Jason Ogaz
Emily Yokum
Jeffrey Breeden		
Andrea Contaldi		
Andi Harvey		
Carly Ledbetter		
Kate Nichol	  
Francesca Pisano		
Austin Rupp	
Heather Segessen-
men		
Taylor Thomas		
Jaquie Tun	
Zaina Abdulghani
Samantha Rulong
Moniesha Wright
Ksenia Leshchenko  
John Hall		
Clare Weber		
Reagan Ricer
Zane Huggins
Kelly Le
Austin Snider
Cassie Perry
Kallie Robinson
Autumn Morgan
Landon Petitt
Maggie McLister
Rebecca Patton
Jessica DeAngelis

ratification of it.  
The fifth woman,  
on the bicycle, 
(the symbol of  
women’s suffrage), 
is Brenda Jones’s
granddaughter. 
She is representing 
our hope for  
the future — one 
that might  
embrace Scotts 
Run values.

This project is presented with financial 
assistance from the West Virginia Human-
ities Council, a state affiliate of the National 
Endowment for the Humanities. Any views, 
findings, conclusions or recommendations 
do not necessarily represent those of the 
West Virginia Humanities Council or the 
National Endowment for the Humanities. 80

Thanks to 

Brenda 
Jones 
in back, 
with her 
three 
grand-
children 
at the 
museum. 
Jadyn, on 
the left, 
was the 
model 
for the 
poster.
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