BELFORD CHRISTY BLAINE, M.D.,L.L.B
    My dad was special. If there was one thing that I got from him, it had to be an appreciation for the great out of doors.

    Part of his college tuition was earned by being the camp director at Bonnie Brae Camp for Boys in Millington,  New Jersey.

    My father was always proud of the story of his life.  At an early age, his alcoholic father died and his mother abandoned him before his puberty. He was placed with a sickly aunt and grandmother Anna Belle Shelton who was diabetic and had only one leg. Being the only man about the house, he was expected to do all the heavy and dirty work. His mother returned a few years later to reclaim him after having married Frank Moore. My dad moved from Logansport to Ford City, to Plattsburg, to Watertown, to Eastwood, to finally Syracuse. In 1922 when he was sixteen years old, he was able to attend Camp Vega in Charleston Lake, Ontario for the summer. The following summer he joined the Plattsburg Volunteers, a civilian military training camp; because of this training, he was enlisted as a first lieutenant during World War II.

     Anyway his stepfather was a stiff‑shirt hotel manager.  But he made a lady out of my grandmother. The trade off was that my father was forced to dress in a starched civilized manner and to demonstrate sophisticated manners, both behaviors being foreign ideas to a bear footed country kid. He conformed by eating his meals in solitude, staying out of sight, and by shifting from school to school with the changes in season that accompanied resort management. He learned to excel at any intellectual undertaking and quickly mastered complex intellectual concepts.  He had substituted a feeling of being unwanted and unloved with a compensation toward mental prowessness. He graduated from high school at the top of his class a year or two ahead of his age group. Lucille, his mother, had named him Belford after an English Lord in the romantic novel Lady of the Lake. Such a name must have been difficult to carry; yet he wore it proudly.

    As a youth he enjoyed the music of the Big Band Era. Every weekend, well known and some of the lesser known but rising in fame, bands would perform at his stepfather's hotel.  They played first as a combo at dinner for several hours while the remainder of the band would set up on stage in the main dance hall for an evening of lively music. He was allowed to sit quietly at a table in a far corner of the room and listen. The experience left an indelible impression.  He became an immediate student and would arrive at the hall coincidental with the arrival of the band. Soon he picked out his favorite instrument, a banjo, and solicited impromptu lessons from band members. His mother was an accomplished fox trotter, having been a teacher at the Arthur Murry studio. As with his interest in music, he became a student of dancing.  He was fond of the jazz of the period but really identified with the professional who took gigantic steps, swinging and dipping his partner around the floor.

    My dad had no money for college, but he knew that he was suited for further education following graduation from Eastwood High School in June, l926. He certainly had a interest in perusing higher learning. He had saved a little money by  being a snow boy, that is a person who shovels snow from the railroad tracks at the station. Once, a man approached him who questioned his diligent efforts. Dad responded by saying, "I want the job."  The man responded saying, "If you shovel snow with your present haste, you'll be finished in half an hour. Why not shovel the snow a little slower and make the job last."  My father shoveled the snow faster and was able to keep the job through the winter.

    His next job, if it can be called that, was a solo journey to the Red Lake, Ontario in April, 1926 to find his fortune in gold.  This may have been a childish whim of an exuberant youth feeling his oats, but Dad sold four claims for six hundred dollars, the amount of the first year's tuition at Syracuse University.

     Upon his return from Canada, he found employment as a sales clerk at  A.G. Spalding and Bros. sporting goods store. Once a regular golfing customer, who also happened to be a physician queried my father about his anticipated major area of concentration at Syracuse. At the time, my father had desired to be a veterinarian, however the doctor pointed out that a physician was the most highly educated and respected man in a community, right up there with the church minister. That statement changed his major to pre‑med. So in the middle of the worst economic depression that the world had seen, my father was going to work his way through four years of college, four years of medical school, and two years of internship before he would see the first compensation; most people at the time wished only for the next day's bread. I've got to give the old man credit for shooting for the stars. He received his acceptance in the Syracuse College of Medicine in February, l928 and promptly enrolled.

    Using his knowledge of how big dance bands were assembled and managed, he recruited musicians to play around the fraternity houses.  He was able to have Mr. Paul Whiteman send sheet music to him for the his band's use. Paul was known as the king of Jazz. He played the "Sweet" and mellow music from written score differing from "Hot" or improvised Jazz. He introduced RHAPSODY IN BLUE in 1924  and in l926 introduced the Rhythm Boys featuring Bing Crosby. Paul Whiteman must have weighed nearly 300 pounds. He had an eagle wing moustache, a double breasted jacket, french cuffs, checked pants, and spats over his shoes. He must have been a sight to have seen him twitching the baton between his dainty fingers. His was the best dance bands at the time and most likely was Dad's idol. Engagements for my dad's band were booked far into advance for Friday and Saturday nights. The income was ample to provide a cushion for the next term's tuition.

    All of this dialogue was his way of warming up for the Bonnie Brae camp story.  My father timidly reports that applications were received from all over the United States for the position of camp director.  At six foot, two inches, and weighing one hundred and ninety pounds, he was among the finalists selected for an on‑site interview.  The camp was explained as a piece of land in the woods with nothing as yet that was the creation of man.  His position, should they agree, would be to build the camp, recruit the campers, and to invent the program for the summer of 1930.  They asked him what he would request for compensation. He replied, "five hundred dollars." They asked why he felt that he would be worth so much. He told them that he had been a first class boy scout; he got the job!  He recruited a staff of twelve boys, eleven of which were Eagle scouts. He continued as camp director in the years 1930 through 1932, the horrible depression years.

    At seventy‑five years of age, he could still identify more fauna and explain their usefulness to man than the greatest of naturalists. He could still name more insect life than the best of the entomologists.  He could still name a bird by its plumage or song. He became an expert archer and teacher.  He became the healer of cuts and bruises. He could lull them to rest with strums from sweet mandolin strings. And if that didn't work; he would weave the story of, "How the skunk got its stripe," or "How the squirrel got its bushy tail," or "How the giraffe got its spots."

    Bonnie Brae camp for Boys was the turning point of his life. He was financially secure to pursue his education in a serious manner. He could give up the frivolity of being a band director of a second rate group.  He could now concentrate on being a student as he had done in high school. His ambition was to graduate early, at the top of his class and he had the money to fulfill his dreams.

    I have no doubt that not only have I assumed his genetic make‑up but I also absorbed a great deal of his drive and ambition toward excellence. Jane says I am his clone. If God designed the near perfect father, he was mine. I have no greater ambition other than being a person of his equal. When I was a kid, he gave me all that I needed and about half of what I wanted. He helped me from time to time to determine what I needed; and somehow it fit into a mosaic puzzle, once assembled, is the man before you.

    Let me give you an example of his guiding hand. Our home had a three acre yard that required mowing, no let me say pruning, weekly. He hated mowing more than having to pay someone to do it. He bought a  Deluxe Snapper Comet lawn mower that had a chromed head of a turtle mounted on the front end. Onto this head he tied a line, the other end fastened to a tree some distance away. he would crank the mower, put it into gear, pop a cap on a Ballentine Beer and drop into a lounge chair to watch the mower cut circles around the tree. We had as many trees as he had beers.

    It seemed the pine trees in our yard were to far apart or the mower gear was to slow to match his appetite for Ballentine, so he traded the mower in on a Spin‑A‑Way. This was not an ordinary residential mower, it was a quarter ton institutional machine that today would be the top of the line model. It had a dolly you could sit on and a neat little compartment for tools which would also serve as a handy beer cooler. It was a riding bushhog. At my tender age of nine, I dreamed of it as being a mechanical bronco buster.

    Something caught my eye when I went with my dad when he made the trade. I guess I just drifted away from the adult negotiations. There was this shinny red go cart that had my name all over it. It wasn't near my birthday in October and a long way until Christmas; oh how I wanted it! I never wanted anything so badly in my whole life. I pulled at his sleeve and tugged him toward the cart. I prayed all the way. Had I been a good son? Had I over indulged myself in prior frivolous requests? I didn't even know how much it would cost. I said, "I want this." His eyes blinked a time or two then turned to the salesman, "Deliver the mower and the cart." I must have asked a hundred questions as we drove home in his `53 DeSoto Firedome. Somehow I thought the salesman was following us on the way home. When I couldn't see him, I figured he had gone ahead and the cart would be waiting for me when we arrive, parked in the garage next to mother's chevrolet.

    My dad drove to the hospital making his rounds while I waited in the car dreaming of myself nestled behind the wheel of the car. When we returned home there was no go cart; there was no go cart after diner; there was no go cart when I went to bed. My heart ached as I tried to make myself sleepy. Had he blinked a secret eye to the salesman as a rouse for an easy departure? Would I ever see the go cart? Would my father ever allow me to go anywhere with him again? But if he could have an extravagance of such a powerful and mighty mower, could I not have a small cart?

    The next day my doubts were dissolved; my wish was granted; the go cart arrived with the mower. My dad summoned me to stand at hand while the delivery person demonstrated not only the mower for which I had no intense interest but also the go cart which the man was so rude as to have demonstrated last.

    The day following after school and before my father came home from the office, I mowed a swath in the tall grass that encompassed the entire three acres. This was my race course. I jumped walls, spun out, crashed, flipped, rolled over and loved every minute. I knew that I should have been mowing the entire yard exactly as I had been told. But the temptation was overwhelming. The following day my dad came home from the office early as I was dutifully mowing the yard. We went to see a patient of his who operated an office supply business. He remarked in route that a typewriter was a more practicle toy than a go cart. We watched the patient's parallel index fingers pluck: NOW IS THE TIME FOR ALL GOOD MEN TO COME TO THE AID OF THEIR COUNTRY.

    The typewriter was placed upon a table in the living room, a large blow‑up of the key board was placed on the mantel and a recording of instructions was placed upon the victrola. The go cart disappeared as quickly as it had come along with my days of frivolous youth. When I went to college a decade later, I took the typewriter.

    My dad was a bit of an eccentric. I mean besides pulling to the side of the road to go through someone's trash pile, or staying up half the night pulling nails from old lumber because during the depression nails were impossible to get, or keeping a fleet of abandoned cars in the back lot for spare parts, he had dept of character. Let me give you an example of what I mean.

    How could anyone forget the porch above the garage at the house on West Wesley road? To be guided through the interior entrance hall, through the living room with it's display of five portraits whose eyes follow you through a French door covered by a shear curtain, then opps!, down a slight step and into the wide opening expanse is to all an adventure. It was like entering into the most holy sanctum of the inner most room of a temple built to a great and important deity. It was the shrine of a living creature.

    There was a throne chair complete with a box of Hava‑Tampa cigars, a brass spittoon and a handy bottle of Johnnie Walker scotch.  There were clutters of hand written notes on various subjects using words foreign to the ultra‑superlatives of the age yet to come. There were clutches of books and magazines with book marks of matches and dog eared corners that somehow had to relate to the notes. But what seemed the most phenomenal, other than the aroma of stale cigar smoke, was the fact that nearly every week there was an obvious change to the close inspection. Yes, there were always papers and books spread in what might seem to the casual observer to be an array of confusion; but it was always there among the stacks, the clutches, the clutters and piles the hidden deception of sameness. No longer was the recipitant of an epistle United States Senator Herman Talmage but now Admiral Rickenbacker on a completely independent subject. A visitor might overlook the fact that the sea shells may have been replaced by the dominating presents of a wooden airplane propeller.

    To be in his presents and to have the mystery slowly unfolded as to how each and every piece of paper, book, magazine, and supportative documented collection of brick‑brack could hold together under one concept that ended in a point to be emphasized by the extended index finger of the left hand pointing directly and touching the left knee truly surpassed the finest broadway proformance of this or any century yet to come. You were spell bound. Captured by the undulating and pulsating rhythm of his voice and logic. You were whipped around into total confusion until he tied all the loose threads into the master thought and then filled your brain to capacity. Being captured by an alien from a distant galaxy could only match the suspense and release of ones overwhelming helplessness.

    I can only illustrate the foregoing description with a real porch experience. The phone rang one evening while Jane and I resided in Charlotte. Daddy always had mother dial the number and chat for a while before he would speak. This time he dialed direct; it had to be important.

    "I need your truck down here as soon as possible."

    "What for?", I asked.

    "I'll tell you all about it when you get here."

    I cleared my agenda and set out for Atlanta the next weekend with Jane. Following our late arrival, mother fed us a marvelous supper of roast beef with all the trimmings. Dad was on the porch, his think place, puffing cigars and sipping scotch. I knew he wanted to see the truck. My curiosity had been calmed by the four and a half hour drive between places. I figured by the late hour he would explain his requisition for the truck.

    He liberally poured a glass of scotch for me as we discussed the AIDS epidemic. I presented a radio announcement in the fashion mocking Orson Wells alerting the human race of the arrival of the plague into every nook and cranny of the American household. He was tremendously amused at my impromptu mimicking ability and spontaneous humor at a very serious medical phenomia.

    He excused himself without explanation. I assumed he was about to visit the bathroom until it occurred to me that he usually opened the exit door and sprayed the azaleas, camellias, and crynums from the top step. I often remarked, "Won't that kill them?" whereupon he would explain "That is why they are as healthy as they are!" His cigar would be puffing ten chugs a minute as the strut back pulling his zipper home.

    He returned from his unexplained absence and fell into his rocker with a moan of satisfaction. There was a pause as he searched his pockets for a match and a longer pause as he relit his cigar, I always marveled at his ability to puff and puff at the cigar butt and would still have breath to extinguish the match. He would tilt his head to the right and hit the spittoon. He once remarked that he had consumed more cigars in his life time than the 14,OOO that Sir Winston Churchill had been reported to have smoked. But this is irrelevant to the sudden appearance of Tom, my sister Helen's husband, holding a six‑pack of beer in each hand. I knew that something was seriously amiss. Somehow the truck was the key. And since I had the key to the truck, sooner or later the two of them would have to bring the plot out into the open air.

    The conversation never fell from the control of my father. Neither Tom nor I could interrupt the momentum that he was building to some unknown and distant conclusion. We would just wait and listened to the singular dialogue concerning the hyberdization of crynum zygote by the use of Beta and Alpha atomic particles. Occasionally, we would nod our heads that indeed we were awake and listening but not really connected to the ozone of human thought. I knew that if I asked the right questions, I could catapult dad into the far reaches of the zodiac but he would hit high gear and loose me in an eye blink. He truly lived up to his name of Doctor Shelton, an icon of intelligence.  Tom pulled the tab on his fourth beer.

    As the second hand swept past twelve on my dad's Timex, mobilization rose in him. He announced to his obedient and trusting companions, "The moment has arrived!" Tom raised from his chair and pushed idle beers into his empty pockets. Dad announced, "We need shovels." We followed to the garage as dad moved at a commanding jaunt. He handed Tom and I an implement. We were his recruits, pressed into service for a yet to be revealed engagement beyond the comfort of the house. Out into the darkness.

    Dad and I climbed into the truck. Tom Followed in his car. Dad gave directions until a super‑highway ultimately became a gravel road boarded on both sides by tall weeds. I had no idea where we were going or what we were doing at this hour of night that could only be accomplished through the use of my truck. It was time I asked.  "What are we doing?"

    He responded simply, "We are going to get some fertilizer." I visioned  we were in route to the fertilizer plant where the stuff is made, put into  bags, and distributed to K‑Mart or Sears for garden use. Dad grew things all the time. Why not have a little fertilizer on hand? Why would he need a truck load? Why at midnight?

    We came to a high chained‑link fence. The road seemed to open and the weeds retreated to expose a house from which a security guard stepped. "Hello, Dr. Shelton.`Been expecting you. Go right in and help yourself."

    "Stop here." Dad commanded.

    We got out of the truck and waited for Tom. Dad reached for a shovel and began to pitch a little into the back of the truck. I lifted a shovel and pushed it into the mound. It wasn't the same consistence of the K‑Mart stuff. It seemed more like something rotted, dried, pulverized and piled.

    I asked, "What is this stuff?" My eyes looked straight at him.

    "Fertilizer." He responded.

    "I know that is what you said that we were going to get but I thought that we were going to Sears or K‑Mart to buy a few bags. This doesn't seem to be like the stuff they put into the bags. What is this?" I asked again.

    "This is sludge. We are at the Chatahoochee sewage treatment plant.

    "You mean this is human shit?"  He didn't answer.

    The journey ended at Tom's house. Helen had mentioned in an off‑handed kind of way that she wished that she could grow vegetables like those from my father's garden. Her wish was his command.

    In the porch there was an exuberance if not and exelleration into these distractions. It was not an ordinary and mundane place in which to lick the wounds resultant of the day to day grind of life. For each of the occasional visitors of the porch, there was an excursion like a gold rush at Red lake, Ontario. To them that would be the only story they might every know; but with me, each visit home was an enlightening experience into the mysterious and perplex.

