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Dear Readers, 

 

Welcome to the December 2008 issue of Preservation in Pink.  

This issue is dedicated to the variety and depth of approaches to 

historic preservation. We all have our own preservation practices 

and perspectives, yet they meld smoothly when we work to-

gether and take the time to understand each other. Historic pres-

ervation is our real world, a term that once conjured dread. We 

did not want to leave our comfortable college lives. But our real 

world is not so different. What we theorized about and studied 

in school, we now use on a daily basis in our professions. And for 

some of us, historic preservation is a way of life.  

 

A few updates: the blog, www.preservationinpink.com, has be-

come a daily routine for me (and sometimes guest bloggers) for 

the past few months. I do my best to post every weekday. 

Whether it is a serious or tangential matter depends on the day. 

In the future, I hope that Preservation in Pink, blog and newsletters, 

will continue to grow, in terms of readers and contributors. 

 

You’ll notice that this issue is the longest yet, and has a slightly 

different look to it (magazine style cover, contents, different sec-

tions). Please send feedback to me. I sincerely thank everyone’s 

interest in this newsletter and the blog, both of which would not 

possible without your contributions and interests.  I believe you 

will find this issue to be the strongest and most diverse yet. 

Please feel free to print and distribute Preservation in Pink. Tell 

your friends, family, colleagues, and classmates! 

 

At the very least, I hope that reading Preservation in Pink brings a 

reminder as to the strengths and resourcefulness of historic pres-

ervation and its promising future. Reading the submitted articles 

never fails to make me smile. We’re all continuing the preserva-

tion dream. 

 

Yours truly, Kaitlin 

From the Editor 

http://www.preservationinpink.com
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By Andrew Wilkins 

 

Reading through the past issues of Preservation in Pink after a 

summer on the field crew at George Washington’s Ferry Farm 

made me realize I’d been digging next to a pink flamingo for four 

months. In fact, we’d been storing our fleet of wheelbarrows in 

that pink flamingo. I know certain old friends and classmates re-

member the ―Surveyor’s Shed‖ at Ferry Farm, we drew it in 205, 

hell I even dropped a tape measure through a hole in it’s floor 

trying to get the distance 

between the floor joists. For 

those readers who may not 

be familiar, Ferry Farm in 

Stafford, VA was one of three 

properties of the Washington 

family, and the home of Mary 

Washington and her children, 

including George. The prop-

erty has always been remem-

bered as the boyhood home 

of our first president, but the 

home itself was lost some-

time in the early 19th century. 

After the Civil War, the Sur-

veyor’s Shed was erected and 

was likely a small farm resi-

dence or office.  

 

The old farmer who owned 

the place in the 20th century 

claimed the Father of our country learned surveying skills in that 

shed. He was wrong, but in 1996 that wouldn’t matter. That year, 

the one room, groundhog infested 19th century farm shack served 

as a symbol of local history for professional preservationists, local 

government, and citizens of Fredericksburg and Stafford County. 

Wal-Mart was going to buy what had once been Washington 

property, and build a store there. The parcel, which contained the 

Surveyor’s Shed, was still privately owned and zoned for commer-

cial development. However, that lot was adjacent to land owned 

by Stafford County and known to contain historical resources, 

mostly archaeological. The Surveyor’s Shed was the one standing 

historic structure on the property. It stood as a symbol against 

Wal-Mart for the grassroots movement of local citizens that op-

posed the sale. Luckily, Stafford County agreed to sell the land to 

the Kenmore Association, who began plans for archaeological 

research and public interpretation. Wal-Mart lost, and that 

crooked old shed helped. That 25 acre parcel that Wal-Mart 

never got a chance to develop wound up containing the majority 

of significant archaeological resources now administered by the 

George Washington Foundation. 

 

So the archaeology began again, everything from 10,000-year-old 

Native American stone tools to a 17th century home of a one time 

indentured servant to Civil War camps and trenches was found. 

Eventually there were cellars full of the right kind of stoneware, 

mortar full of the right 

oysters, and the big an-

nouncement came this 

summer that George’s 

childhood abode was in 

fact found. People came, 

stared at a hole in the 

ground, ate cotton candy, 

and went home. There 

are rooms full of a diverse 

and exciting archaeologi-

cal assemblage. Ceramics 

will be glued back to-

gether, nails washed and 

counted, scholars and 

school kids will see and 

hopefully appreciate all 

the little things of archae-

ology: the bits of life from 

long ignored native peo-

ple, some of the first 

white settlers of the area, one of the most well-known and vener-

ated American heroes, and hundreds of nameless soldiers. 

 

But what about the flamingo? The poor old Surveyor’s Shed, once 

a symbol that helped save a long lost Washington home, is now a 

home for ladders, hoses, saws, rakes, shovels, and row upon row 

of dented and scratched red wheelbarrows. The door has a bad 

hinge, a bad latch, and the paint is peeling. The groundhogs refuse 

to move, and the chimney leans just a little more each year. Yet, 

soon the site of the Washington home will be backfilled, to pro-

tect the vulnerable remains from the elements. Once again, the 

Surveyor’s Shed will be the only visible historic material above 

ground. Its significance, at least to me, has come to mean a bit 

more than a rickety 19th century farm shack with a misnomer. It’s 

a pink flamingo that won. 

 

Foreground: site of George Washington’s Boyhood Home (remains of cellars and foundation covered 

with protective wooden structures). Background: Surveyor’s Shed. Taken during summer 2008 exca-
vations. Courtesy of Andrew Wilkins. 

Preservation in Our Professional Lives 

The Surveyor’s Shed: A Pink Flamingo that Won  



Museum Professionals are Preservationists, too! 

By Elyse Gerstenecker 

 

What role does the museum play in historic preservation?  As an 

―emerging museum professional,‖ I constantly assert that most 

museums play an active role in historic preservation at multiple 

levels.  If one takes the phrase ―historic preservation‖ and exam-

ines it at face value, instead of applying our current cultural asso-

ciations that frequently limit it to the preservation of buildings and 

sites, historic preservation encompasses all activities that seek to 

preserve the remnants of history.  Art, archaeological artifacts, 

and objects are pieces of our history, and, luckily, they are often 

preserved because of a perceived cultural and monetary value.  

The mission of most museums is to collect and preserve these 

objects for future generations and to interpret their history and 

meaning for a public audience.  Beyond their contents, museums 

sometimes participate in achieving other historic preservation 

goals as well, including stereotypical building preservation.  One 

can find exhibitions focusing on architecture, planning, and com-

munities at a number of museums.  Museums usually share inter-

ests with historic preservationists, resulting in a team for advo-

cacy.  One must not forget, either, that many museums are 

housed in, or are in and of themselves, historic buildings and sites.  

The house museum, a great challenge for both historic preserva-

tionists and museum professionals, can be included in that cate-

gory.  I will not say that museums and historic preservationists (in 

the strict ―building‖ or ―community‖ sense of the term) are always 

on the same side.  However, I do not think that museums should 

be seen as distinctly separate from historic preservation. 

 

Most museums have a collection.  The mission of the museum is 

closely related to the collection.  Within the museum, most of the 

departments work in some way or another with objects and exhi-

bitions.  Curators work to develop their collections to represent 

a historic period, a particular art movement, a specific interest, a 

geographic region, and many other parameters.  They acquire new 

pieces, sometimes saving objects from near-destruction or dis-

posal.  They conduct research about their collections and develop 

exhibitions so that people can understand the significance of these 

objects.  Museum exhibitions frequently involve topics that not 

only discuss historic objects, but also past ways of life and tradi-

tions.  Some museums even have projects to explore certain parts 

of history.  (I’m a curator so, obviously, I’m a little biased about 

our importance).  Registrars are often responsible for the proper 

handling, transportation, and initial documentation of these ob-

jects, and collections managers are expected to make sure that 

the objects are safely stored and monitored.  Conservators are 

the technical preservationists, rising to the challenge of preserving 

historic objects.  These job titles are only the ones more transpar-

ently related to the care of historic materials.  When you go to a 

large museum like the National Gallery, the man in the jacket who 

sharply reminds you to keep your hands off the art is in the act of 

preservation.  The woman who solicits your membership, which 

in one way or another keeps the museum running, is in the act of 

preservation.  And, of course, by attending a museum, paying ad-

mission (or making a donation, eating lunch at the café, buying a 

postcard from the gift shop, or attending a fund-raiser), and taking 

the time to observe, learn, and enjoy, those people who visit mu-

seums may be the best preservationists, because what purpose 

does an empty museum serve? 

 

On the ―building‖ side of preservation, museums do not exactly 

rest on their laurels.  Many museums are historic sites, or occupy 

historic buildings.  Some museums are best suited to a historic 

location because they provide the appropriate context. Think 

outside of the ―historic house museum‖ box.  Some museums are 

historic sites in and of themselves.  Other museums have been 

champions of adaptive reuse and rehabilitation.  The world-

famous Louvre was once the French royal palace.  The problem of 

preserving industrial buildings has been answered by a relatively 

recent wave of contemporary art museums occupying such build-

ings, such as Dia:Beacon in New York State.  Large, sprawling 

manses like the The McNay in San Antonio have been preserved 

because of their former owners’ massive art collections. 

 

Museums can be friends to historic communities and to the his-

toric preservation movement.  Sometimes, as players in local 

tourism or in providing staff members with sympathetic ears for 

historic preservation endeavors, museums can do a world of 

good.  I have found that many people who are employed by muse-

ums at least have a light interest in architectural, or, even more 

so, community preservation.  The museum world can also be a 

friendly advocate for the preservation of certain sites and build-

ings.  The most recent issue of Museum News, the journal of the 

American Association of Museums, ran a large article about the 

endangerment of Edith Wharton’s Mount.  The article did not fail 

to mention the staff’s own contributions to the museum’s down-

fall, and the article successfully articulated the reasons for the 

continued preservation of the Mount:  not simply because a fa-

mous author once lived in it, but because the mansion was design 

by Wharton and exemplifies her design ideas, a very important 

part of the Wharton legacy. 

 

I will not gloss over the fact that museums can also fight against 

the goals of historic preservation.  As I mentioned, the Mount is in 

danger because of irresponsible curatorial decisions.  One of the 

hottest topics in the cultural news world right now is that of repa-

(Continued on page 13) 
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By Andrew Wilkins 

 

Cultural Resource Management: the bread and butter of Preserva-

tion. It’s how buildings and sites are found, recorded, investigated, 

and hopefully saved. It can encompass an array of activities from 

windshield surveys to frantic digs to recover data from endan-

gered sites. In class we learn of laws and survey strategies, and 

until a year ago all I knew of CRM was what we had learned in 

college. Somehow, class didn’t 

quite capture the special ex-

perience that a phase I archae-

ology survey can be. Phase I 

means shovel test pits, and lots 

of them. So as my graduate 

school course-load decreased, I 

started picking up CRM jobs, a 

few shovel test pits in New 

Hampshire, then a little excava-

tion in Rhode Island.  

 

Next, I jumped into a full-blown 

survey along miles and miles of 

proposed natural gas pipeline in 

rural Pennsylvania. We worked 

6 days a week, 10 hours a day, 

in January. We dug 40 holes a 

day, when the ground was fro-

zen, when the farmer whose field we were turning into Swiss 

cheese had just spread a couple hundred gallons of fertilizer right 

where we were going to dig. We dug in the wind, dug in the 

snow, trekked up hills, through briars, with all our gear on our 

backs. Is the place where you need to dig totally obscured by 

trees, underbrush and thorns? Here’s a machete, kid, go nuts. 

Guess what we were finding? Nothing. Our crew chief toss would 

away a tiny piece of red-ware, the one thing we’d found all day, 

because he thought it might be ―just field-scatter‖. It can get de-

pressing. CRM can be where the young archaeologist’s passion for 

the past and hope for the future goes to die. 

 

But the point of this little story isn’t to belittle CRM. I’ve worked 

great CRM gigs, with great people and had a lot of fun. But that 

one in Pennsylvania I just described really did challenge my dedica-

tion. However, even on that one I ran across a little surprise that 

made me forget all that work-related pain-in-the-butt stuff and get 

excited about history, preservation and archaeology.  

 

We’d dug our way from the road across a half-frozen marsh, over 

a stream, up a hill, and through some nasty brush. My dig partner 

Ben and I had been working on line of test pits below some high 

tension wires. As we made our way back out a jeep trail towards 

the trucks, the folks who had been in the woods on the other side 

of the survey area said they saw some stone walls off in the 

woods. We had to get going for the day before we all could go 

explore it, but then a few days later my crew was sent out to 

gather GPS points, and one of our assignments was to cover that 

area. As we retraced our steps from a few days before, we came 

upon something rekindled 

my zeal for the past.  

 

Those overgrown stone 

walls were the ruins of a 

(probably 19th century) farm: 

house, barn, well, root cel-

lar, corn-crib and all. We 

could make out the outlines 

of old windows and doors, 

hearths and stairs. Most of 

the ruined buildings were 

not in the right-of-way for 

the project, but we did get 

to explore and map the ru-

ins. While we could tell that 

locals probably knew the 

spot from the beer cans and 

old tires, the site was un-

known to the preservation world. And while its location off the 

impact zone for the proposed pipeline meant that we wouldn’t be 

digging there, the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania would have a 

record of it, and that state loves historic farmsteads. So we felt 

we had actually done something worthwhile that day: that we’d 

made a discovery that would mean something.  

 

So what’s my point here? CRM isn’t always fun or productive, but 

it is one of the few ways we have to discover and save the mate-

rial legacies of our past. Even on a project where I couldn’t wait 

to get out of the field most days, I still rediscovered my passion 

for the past, if only for an afternoon. Sometimes CRM archae-

ology makes you think you’d do better working construction. It’s 

rarely glamorous, often stressful, and can be downright unpleas-

ant. But every now and then you come across something that 

gives you that feeling where your fatigue melts away and you get 

that jittery excitement like a kid on Christmas morning. For me, at 

least, that’s worth every sore back, thorn-scratch, and annoying 

boss in the world. 

The Ups and Downs of CRM Archaeology 
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CRM worker climbs over the remains of a stone foundation for a barn to gather GPS points of 

the newly discovered historic resource deep in the woods of rural York County, PA., January 
2008. Photograph courtesy of Andrew Wilkins. 
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By Amy Miller 

 

A few weeks ago, I heard a letter plop through the mail slot of my 

apartment door.  As a soon-to-be holder of a MA in Museum 

Studies and a vigilant job hunter, I was thrilled to realize the letter 

was an invitation to be interviewed for the post of curator of a 

county museum service in a pretty historic town in England.  As I 

read through the letter detailing the details, I came across the 

following section that made me stop in my tracks: 

 

"In addition to your ability to perform the duties of the post, the inter-

view will also explore issues relating to safeguarding and promoting the 

welfare of children and vulnerable adults including:  motivation to work 

with children and vulnerable adults, ability to form and maintain appro-

priate relationships and personal boundaries with vulnerable groups, 

emotional resilience in working with challenging behaviors, and attitudes 

to use of authority and maintaining discipline." 

 

I couldn't believe what I was reading.  Was this job really a part of 

a museum or did I mistakenly apply for a social work position? 

 

Although I was shocked, I was not surprised.  After attending 

graduate school in the UK and living here for over a year now, I 

have become accustomed to the many ways this country differs 

from the US in terms of cultural institutions, funding, and govern-

ment expectations.  For those of you who are not familiar, then 

let me introduce you to the welfare state and how it functions in 

relationship to museums. 

 

In the UK, nearly every major town, county, and region has a 

"museum service", a group of museums managed and funded by 

the local government (which essentially means funded from the 

central government), and as such, have free admission.  Being a 

welfare state with free healthcare and a vast array of free social 

services, the people of the UK are taxed heavily.  Therefore, in 

order to validate this taxation, the government must prove 

through all of its expenditures that it is benefiting "the People" in a 

measurable way. 

 

So now let’s look how this applies to these local museums.  The 

liberal government of the past ten years has emphasized social 

inclusion, accessibility, and raising self-esteem and has encouraged 

museums to identify and determine the distribution of "excluded 

groups" in their jurisdiction and "engage them and establish their 

needs".  This isn't just a bunch of bureaucratic drivel, either:  the 

government has demanded that all funded museums publish tar-

gets and detailed measures of how they are "widening access to a 

broad cross-section of the public".  In essence, then, museums are 

now forced to engage in extensive "outreach"--going outside of 

the museum to interest people who wouldn't normally visit the 

museum. 

 

Personally, I have no problem with the idea of outreach.  I became 

interested in museums because I saw them as a way to bring his-

tory to life, to make the past relevant to the modern day, and to 

help people find their own place in the world through the appre-

ciation of art, science, or history.  The idea of interesting people 

in the museum and getting them to come through the door is a 

great idea, as is the democratizing of the museum and making it a 

welcoming place where all types of people can learn and explore 

together. 

 

However, I think that Britain has gone way too far in this push to 

become relevant and engaging.  In Josie Appleton's article 

"Museums for The People", she similarly argues that local muse-

ums have become more like social services than institutions dedi-

cated to preserving, researching, and interpreting their collections.  

She lists many projects that have turned the museum into "a com-

posite health, education and social service centre".  An art mu-

seum has targeted isolated Asian women with mental health prob-

lems to participate in a textile project and form, in essence, a sup-

port group.  In government speak, the project "enabled the 

women improve their skills and self confidence" and "provided a 

safe space for mental health issues to be confronted and dis-

cussed." Another museum worked with troubled youth to form a 

soccer team.  Seriously, what value can forming a soccer team 

have for the museum or its larger audience?  Sure, it matters to 

that group of youth and to the government of course, but it does  

not make a difference for the museum or its audience as a whole. 

 

In my own experience, I have seen good and bad outreach pro-

jects.  The museum service in Newcastle, where I earned my MA, 

has done a lot of "group curated" exhibits, where the museum 

gets a group together such as skateboarding teenagers or inmates 

of local prisons, and helps them to create an exhibit about their 

lifestyle and culture to present to the public.  I think this is an idea 

that benefits both the groups that curate the exhibits and the mu-

seum visitors, as they are both learning something.  On the other 

hand, at another art museum I was appalled to see elementary 

school craft projects in professional display cases within an exhibit 

about excellence in craftsmanship and skill.  It seemed inappropri-

ate and I'm quite sure any visitor who wasn't a relative of those 

kids didn't want to see those blobs of clay there either. 

 

This brings me, then, to my ultimate question: how far should 

museums go to engage its local audiences?  I think in some re-

Museum Life in the UK: Social Work Included? 
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Adaptive Reuse of a Fredericksburg Warehouse 

By Laurel Hammig 

 

I ―live‖ in a historic building from about 8-5:30 every workday.  

The single story brick building was built in 1927, adjacent to the 

Fredericksburg, VA train station. Its original use was as a ware-

house for the Railway Express Agency (REA), which was a precur-

sor to FedEx and UPS.  As initially built, one side of the building 

had a row of chain-operated loading doors to get goods from the 

trains, down an elevator, and into the warehouse.  REA used the 

building to facilitate the distribution of packages until it was aban-

doned in 1971.  The building sat vacant until we moved here in 

October 2007.  

 

More so than any other place I’ve ever inhabited, I have a rela-

tionship with this building.  I know its foibles and have come to 

appreciate the quirks that newer buildings lack.  During the build 

out of our office space, a glass addition was constructed on the 

south side of the building abutting the train trestle.  It incorpo-

rates the old brick outer walls, including barred exterior windows 

and metal loading doors leading into our interior office space.  

Although a bit daunting to some, as an historic preservation en-

thusiast I find the bars on the windows enduring.  They spurred a 

lot of initial conversation and jokes about the staff member re-

quiring bars on 

the windows 

and it is not 

yet clear 

whether they 

are to keep 

others out or 

the staff in.   

 

Being so close 

to the train 

station, the 

clamor of pass-

ing trains has 

become mun-

dane background noise to us, but in the beginning it added a great 

deal of distraction every time a train would lurch into the station. 

It’s amazing what one can get used to. 

 

The terracotta pipes buried outside the building caused us signifi-

cant plumbing problems last winter, but with an upside.  While 

attempting to fix a cracked pipe, excavators uncovered the origi-

nal herringbone brick sidewalk five feet below the existing con-

crete sidewalk.  While many of my coworkers hardly took notice, 

to me it was a pathway to the history of the building, the city, and 

the region. I tried to imagine the original workers laying the 

bricks; were they the sons of freed slaves or new immigrants from 

Europe? And who were the men who walked on them every day; 

tired and hungry at the end of their shifts, but feeling a sense of 

relief as their feet hit those bricks with the first steps on their way 

home. 

 

Working in an older building can present challenges; however that 

can also be part of its charm.  But the history, that’s what makes 

it more than just a building. There are emotions and memories 

associated with it, and now it is my home, at least for part of the 

day. So I get to add to and be a part of its history.  

The former REA warehouse, now an office building.  

Photograph courtesy of George Washington  
Regional Commission. 

Needless to say, I didn't go to that interview.  I have been trained 

as a historian, a historic preservationist, and a museum profes-

sional, not as a mental health care worker or psychologist.  I am 

not prepared to work with disturbed people and I'm quite sure 

any other museum professional who has had similar training won't 

be either.  Here in the UK, museums need to get their priorities 

straight or start advertising museum positions under the social 

work category.  In the meantime, I'll be waiting for a job where I 

can actually use what I've been trained to do. 

spects, the US has a lot to learn from the UK.  In every museum 

I've worked with in the US, there were no attempts to reach out-

side of the museums walls to bring people in.  Sure, there was 

advertising, educational programmes, and lecture series, but these 

won't bring in the people who feel out of place in a museum envi-

ronment.  On the other hand, I think there is a fine line between 

imaginatively engaging people and becoming a social service, a line 

which many museums here in the UK are tripping over. 

 

Railroad bridge in Fredericksburg, VA. Photograph courtesy of Andrew Deci.  
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Preservation in Our Home Lives 

By Ali Ross 

 

He who loves an old house 

never loves in vain. 

How can an old house  

used to the sun and rain,  

to lilac and larkspur,  

and an elm above, 

ever fail to answer 

the heart that gives it love.  

— Isabel Fiske Conant 

 

I came across this poem many years ago when I was first learning 

what a preservationist’s role was. I think it embodies why it is that 

we love old houses. We love them for the stories they hold, for 

the memories that they will help us make.  

 

When my fiancé and I decided to buy a 1930 farmhouse in the 

small town of Beaverdam, Virginia, we instinctively knew that 

there were a lot of stories hidden behind the asbestos shingle 

siding and the grapevine covered apple tree. This was a house that 

had been loved, not in vain. The marks of love were evident in the 

well worn newel post, the ropes from a swing still hanging from a 

tree branch, and the sense of security and comfort I got every 

time I drove up to the house.  

 

We bought the house knowing that there were a lot of things that 

we would need to change. The house was built on cinder blocks 

and the fact that there was no crawl space meant no way to treat 

the potential termite problem. Thus, we spent a large portion of 

the summer digging a giant hole under the kitchen to begin to 

create permanent access under the house. It was hard work, but 

everything happens for a reason. There is no central heat in the 

house either and now, because we had to dig the giant hole, we 

can put ducts under the floor to heat the kitchen of our dreams. 

 

The most exciting discoveries have been in our front hall. We 

reclaimed the transom window over the front door that had been 

boarded up and forgotten and we tore down a wall that blocked 

the graceful flow of the entry.  Before we moved in, we received 

great advice: to let the house speak to us and to live in it for a 

while to see what would work in the house before we made any 

big changes. We were going install a bathroom upstairs in a per-

fectly sized trunk room, but out of necessity it became my study 

room. Now the trunk room is the coziest room in the whole 

house and we are looking elsewhere for that upstairs bathroom.  

 

I think, as horse whisperers understand horses, preservationists 

listen to houses. We see the potential and try to uncover it. I 

dislike categorizing our work on the house as restoration or 

renovation. I prefer to think of it as bringing the house back to 

life. Our neighbors say it is so good to just see our lights on 

across the street at night. I feel like we are slowly breathing life 

back into a house that has many more years of love to give. 

Beaverdam, Virginia house. Photograph courtesy of Ali Ross. 

Front porch of the house, Christmas 2008. Photograph courtesy of Ali Ross. 

Bringing a 1930s Farmhouse House Back to Life 
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Winter Season Reveals Hidden Treasures of Houses 

By Missy Celii 

 

I begin with a disclaimer that I am not a fan of winter.  I could 

happily go from Halloween to Easter, with only one week for 

Christmas festivities.  Snow is pretty, skiing is fun, and who does-

n't love buying new sweaters (or cro-

cheting/knitting one)?  But, aside from 

that, winter really doesn't offer me 

much except for chapped lips, stuffed 

up noses, and five minutes less sleep 

since warming the car has been added 

to the routine.   

 

However, there is a part of my heart 

and soul that gets giddy when the 

leaves start falling. As far as I'm con-

cerned there is no better time to be a 

preservationist than in winter.  Let me 

preface the previous statement with a 

brief discussion of trees.  Has anyone 

ever realized what greedy little nui-

sances they are?  They are every-

where.  It's more than obvious that 

humans are obsessed with them because even in the open plains, 

structures are usually accompanied by trees.   

 

Now, I am in no ways a tree hater, 

some may even call me a tree hug-

ger.  I like the oxygen they give, they 

are pretty and soothing, provide cool 

shade in the summer, and make great 

foundations for houses.  However, 

they have the annoying habit of being 

covered with leaves.  Any preservation 

student who has gone through a basic 

survey and documentation class will 

tell you that leaves and trees are the 

devil's gift to preservation. Trees want 

to enjoy ogling structures and sites all 

to themselves, by using their bushy 

foliage to block would be admirers 

from enjoying the same view, except 

for a few short months each year.   

 

During those winter months, leaves come down and suddenly 

new worlds appear.  Last year, when I turned my back on civiliza-

tion and moved to the country (oh how I miss the city or at least 

the glorified town that is Charlottesville), I quickly became familiar 

with the sights and vistas on the 20 mile drive to work.  The 

houses and barns quickly became the landmarks and beacons that 

helped ensure I would not get lost or lonely on the long drive 

home.  And then one day coming around a curve: bam! There 

stood a beautiful Craftsman complete with three over one win-

dows and cantilevered porch 

columns. It’s enough to make 

you stop and say the Pledge of 

Allegiance or buy a Sears 

Craftsmen complete drill set.  

 

Later around another corner, 

an abandoned vernacular farm-

house that looked structurally 

sound enough to take a little 

peeksy inside (it was).  And 

later there was an old mill on a 

creek (who knew there was a 

creek?) that had been turned 

into a house.  Then there were 

a surprising amount of McMan-

sions tucked just out of sight 

behind the trees (if only they 

were evergreens!) which if nothing else showed just how devel-

oped the so called 'rural' areas are.   

 

It took me awhile at first to 

realize why I had never no-

ticed these houses before; 

they were hidden behind the 

trees.  But once winter came, 

and the leaves came down, 

suddenly they were exposed 

to the world.  So while each 

day this fall I have been dread-

ing the impending arrival of 

winter, part of my heart (the 

preservationist part to be 

more precise) has been longing 

to get reacquainted with old 

friends and looking forward to 

making some new ones.   

  

In addition to being able to see 

so much more when outside in the winter, something about the 

cold weather makes people want open their doors (and let out 

the heat) and welcome you inside.  This is the second great thing 

(Continued on page 10) 

An abandoned house in King George County, Virginia, that is easy to observe, due 

to a lack of greenery. (It was later moved by the Virginia Dept. of Transportation, 
out of the US Route 3 right-of-way). Photograph courtesy of Andrew Deci.  

An abandoned schoolhouse in Nebraska, difficult to see behind the summer  

foliage. Photograph courtesy of Kaitlin O’Shea. 
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By Elyse Gerstenecker 

 

Let’s get down to it:  apartment-hunting blows.  No matter where 

you live, or who you are, there’s always some kind of challenge in 

the way.  There are entirely too many factors:  amenities, loca-

tion, appearance, possible leasing rules, oh, and one’s budget.  

Trying to live a ―historic preservation lifestyle‖ only makes one’s 

decision trickier.  I have known far too many people, both historic 

preservationists and non, who have moved to a new place every 

year.  After finishing graduate school this spring and moving to a 

small town with a historic district, I knew that 

finding an apartment would be frustrating, espe-

cially since I was a virgin to the experience (I 

don’t care what anyone says, student housing, 

particularly in New York, is the best thing 

EVER).  I was still foolish enough to believe that 

I would find something in my budget in my 

town’s historic district, especially since my fu-

ture boss and co-worker were on an active 

apartment search for me.  Unfortunately, given 

my pickiness and commitment-phobia (most 

landlords in my town require a one-year lease), 

it just didn’t work, and, with my mom by my 

side, I headed to my new town to conduct my 

own search. 

 

My mother and I tried everything.  When we drove into town, we 

immediately noticed an ―Apartment for Rent‖ sign outside of a 

historic house in the district.  We jotted down the number and 

called, but, unfortunately, the apartments were already rented 

out.  We checked newspaper ads, a real estate agency, and finally 

resorted to driving all over the town in search of ―For Rent‖ 

signs.  After looking at way too many odd duplex-like apartments 

that were either too large (yes, I said too large, when you don’t 

have a lot of furniture, a too-big apartment is just sad) or out of 

my budget, and none that were in the historic district, I settled on 

a month-to-month lease for a furnished apartment on Main Street 

that my boss had really hoped I would choose.  I moved into it 

before I started my job, but I continued to look out for newspa-

per ads and rent signs so I could find something I could make ―my 

own.‖  Eventually, I found the apartment I’m in now, which isn’t 

too far from the district (I can walk across a pedestrian bridge 

over some railroad tracks to get to the Farm-

ers’ Market, which I find awesome), but it isn’t 

historic.  An apartment in the first house I had 

seen tempted me, but it was small and, quite 

frankly, a little gross.  This seems to be a fre-

quent problem for young historic preserva-

tionists: either apartments have been rehabili-

tated into outrageously priced lofts or loft-

style apartments, or those that run the ne-

glected gamut from gross to hellhole. 

 

At any rate, while I would prefer to stay in my 

current place, I do have a wandering eye.  My 

rent sign-radar is insanely attentive, and I have 

found a couple of apartment houses that I 

would like, well, at least from the outside.  I should probably 

check out the interiors first, since that didn’t turn out so well 

before.  Then there’s the ―Oh, that would make such a great 

apartment building‖ problem that I have.  Yes, my fantasies are a 

problem, but they’re also practical.  After all, there’s always next 

year… 

 

 

The second kind of open house is holiday house tours.  To me 

being a preservationist means being constantly filled with curiosity 

and the desire to explore.  For us, seeing a house from the out-

side is never enough, we crave to go inside and really understand 

the complete structure.  Sadly, because of Jiminy Cricket and 

pretty harsh penalties for breaking and entering, it is very rare for 

us to satisfy this urge.  However, so many towns offer Holiday 

House Tours, where we are actually invited into many different 

styles and sized homes (scrubbed down and showing off their best 

decorations no less).  We're allowed and encouraged to look 

around, see how the interior spaces are laid out and used, and 

really get a feel for the house and how it functions as a home.  

 

about being a preservationist in winter: open houses.  

 

There are two main types of open houses in wintertime that are 

sure to excite even then the most bahhumbugist of preservation-

ists.  The first is downtown open houses.  For a short time each 

year, downtown stores across the nation extend their hours to 

entice more shoppers to their stores (why they don't make this a 

year round business model is beyond me).  In addition to ex-

tended hours, they are usually exquisitely decorated and filled 

with so much holiday cheer even the Grinch's heart would 

melt.  The result is people flocking to shop and spend time down-

town, which makes me want to sing "Joy to the World" right in 

the middle of Main Street.  

(Continued from page 9) 

The Troubles of Apartment Hunting as a Preservationist 

“...An apartment in the first 

house I had seen tempted me, 

but it was small and, quite 

frankly, a little gross.  This 

seems to be a frequent problem 

for young historic  

preservationists:..” 

Winter Love, for Houses 
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Historic Preservation in Our Travels 

On the Road Again: Road Trip Images from Arizona, Ohio, and Canada! 

Left: A view of the Grand 

Canyon from the snow 

covered branches.  

 

Right: Route 66 sign in 

Williams, Arizona, which is 

60 miles from the Grand 

Canyon and the southern 

point of The Grand Can-

yon Railway, which con-

nects the town to the Na-

tional Park.  

 

Photographs courtesy of 

Michelle Michael,  

architectural historian.  

Left: Craigdarroch Castle in Victoria, Canada.  

Photograph courtesy of Maria Gissendanner. 

Taliesin West, Frank Lloyd Wright’s home and studio in Scottsdale, AZ, 

constructed in the 1930s. Photograph courtesy of Michelle Michael. 

Brick kilns from 

Nelsonville, 

Ohio. Brick 

making was 

popular in the 

southeastern 

Ohio area in 

the 19th and 

early 20th cen-

turies. These 

beehives 

(exterior, left; 

interior, below) 

date to the late 

19th century.  

Brick kiln 

photo-

graphs 

courtesy of 

Maria Gis-

sendanner. 



A Trip Down the Lincoln Highway in Pennsylvania:  

The Forgotten Uncle of Route 66. 

By Amy Miller 

 

To many preservationists, Route 66 represents the ultimate road 

trip.  With its roadside architecture, quaint small towns, and sce-

nic character, this historic highway has captured many Americans' 

imaginations.  For those of us who have not visited this stretch of 

road or live far away from the Mother Road, do not fear, for 

there is another opportunity to cruise an equally important, 

though less publicized, road through the past. 

 

The Lincoln Highway is Route 66's forgotten uncle.  Built in 1913 

as America's first trans-continental 

cement highway, the Lincoln Highway 

runs through 14 states from Times 

Square in New York City to San Fran-

cisco in the west.  Today, the highway 

is known by many different numeric 

names depending on the state and in 

many places has been relegated to a 

local back road as travelers now take 

the nearby interstate highways to their 

destinations.  However forgotten, 

though, the Lincoln Highway has re-

cently emerged as a heritage corridor 

worthy of preservation and visitation. 

 

The Lincoln Highway Association 

(www.lincolnhighwayassoc.org) is a 

national organization dedicated to pre-

serving and promoting all aspects of the historic highway. The 

group even has a blog chronicling Lincoln Highway news and press 

coverage across the country.  However, many smaller chapters 

within individual states represent more localized efforts to pre-

serve the history and architecture of the road.  During summer 

2008, I was able to investigate the efforts of one of these groups 

first-hand. 

 

At home in Pennsylvania, the Lincoln Highway, or Route 30 as it is 

known locally, runs right by my house.  Over the past few years, I 

had noticed small improvements such as new signage with good 

old Abe's head indicating the original route of the highway.  These 

were soon outdone by the large scale changes that surprised me 

on each visit home:  decorative gas pumps painted by local artists 

placed at post offices and other businesses along the road, large 

murals depicting the history of the road painted on derelict or 

ugly buildings, and most recently, interpretive signs (some with 

oral history audio components!) placed at regular intervals. 

 

This was the work of the Lincoln Highway Heri-

tage Corridor (http://www.lhhc.org/index.asp), a 

state group dedicated to preserving a 200 mile 

corridor of the road from Gettysburg to Pitts-

burgh.  As good preservationists, their goal is to 

advance regional tourism while simultaneously 

using the road to improve resident's quality of 

life.  Near my home, the group certainly made a 

difference with its roadside improvements, but I 

wanted to see what was going on farther west. 

 

As a roadside architecture junkie, I decided to 

investigate the western section of Route 30 and 

the efforts of the LHHC during a trip to Bed-

ford, PA.  The journey was similar to that of any 

along Route 66:  beautiful views of the country-

side, interesting if dilapidated buildings, and many 

abandoned hotels and isolated neon signs from the road's former 

glory days.  I was also surprised by the amount of murals, deco-

rated gas pumps, and interpretive signs found along the way.  I had 

low expectations for my destination as it was located in the mid-

dle of a rather mountainous section of the state but luckily for me, 

I was wrong.  The town, made up of a visually striking mixture of 

buildings dating from the 1700s to today, had a thriving down 

Page 12 PRESERVATION IN PINK 

The Coffee Pot in Bedford, PA.  

Photograph courtesy of Amy Miller. 

Source: http://www.wikipedia.com 



th roughou t 

the country.  

This one, 

opened in 

1933, still 

possessed its 

original zigzag 

modern style 

of tile work 

and Gulf sign.  

Today, the 

Gulf brand is unique to Pennsylvania, as when Gulf merged with 

British Petroleum in 1983, BP kept the Gulf name in PA because 

its logo and distinctive building style was so established in the 

state.  Today, the station still provides gas, a tune-up, an audio-

enhanced interpretive sign, and as seen in this photograph, a 

friendly face to offer directions. 

 

The last mission of my roadside architecture journey was to find 

an ice cream stand to fulfill my summer craving before driving 

home.  No matter how badly I wanted that cone, nothing pre-

pared me for the place where I found it.  The Igloo ice cream 

stand, located in nearby Everett, is obvious in its self promotion:  

it's a giant scoop of ice cream, complete with chocolate sauce and 

cherry on top.  Unfortunately, I couldn't find 

out much about this yummy destination, but 

know its offers a mind-bogglingly large range of 

frozen treats at dirt-cheap prices. 

 

With its giant object buildings, thriving small 

towns, and unique character, the Lincoln High-

way offers a tantalizingly local alternative to the 

much-mythologized Route 66.  It’s a must for 

any preservationist, or as proven in this trip, 

any coffee junkie, ice cream appreciator, or old 

building fanatic.  It's a fun and worthwhile trip 

down memory lane - pun intended! 

town business district, and contained one of the best-named cafés 

ever, the HeBrew Coffee Company. 

 

The town is also home to three unbelievable examples of Lincoln 

Highway roadside architecture.  The first, going with the coffee 

theme, is the Cof-

fee Pot.  This mas-

sive 18 foot high 

coffee pot shaped 

building was built 

in 1927 to adver-

tise the lunch 

counter it con-

tained to passing 

motorists.  Over 

the years, the 

building went 

through many changes of use and deteriorated from lack of main-

tenance.  By 2003, the pot was threatened with demolition, but 

the local Bedfordian preservationists rallied to preserve this 

unique aspect of their history.  The Bedford County Fair Associa-

tion managed to purchase the Coffee Pot for $1 and with $80,000 

of financial assistance from the LHHC, the Coffee Pot was moved 

across the street to the entrance of the local fairgrounds and re-

stored to its former shining glory.  And 

appropriately enough, today it still beckons 

travelers to stop for a nice hot brew in its 

coffee shop. 

 

Just down the road is another survivor 

from the Lincoln Highway's heyday.  Dun-

kle's Gulf Station can cause even the most 

jaded driver to stop in their tracks and 

stare at its uniqueness.  This polychrome 

tile art deco building is a sole survivor of a 

nearly forgotten era.  This type of building 

used to be synonymous with Gulf Stations 

History + Coffee Pots, Architecture, 1930s Gas Stations & Ice Cream 
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Dunkle’s Gas Station in Bedford, PA.  

Photograph courtesy of Amy Miller. 

Igloo Ice Cream Stand in Everett, PA.  

Photograph courtesy of Amy Miller. 

1933 detail at Dunkle’s Gas Station.  

Photograph courtesy of Amy Miller 

construction of the highly controversial and anomalous New Mu-

seum in Greenwich Village, and the re-cladding of the iconic exte-

rior of Edward Durrell Stone’s 2 Columbus Circle for the new 

home of the Museum of Art and Design.  I hope, however, that 

my writing has demonstrated that museums can also be an asset 

to historic preservation.  I do not see myself outside the preserva-

tion world; instead, I choose to see my position as a museum cu-

rator as occupying two fields with coordinate interests. 

triation issues and the scandalous acquisitions of known looted 

and stolen goods by some of the world’s largest museums,  

museums that are supposed to serve as examples of ―best mu-

seum practices.‖  There are age-old historic preservation issues 

that involve museums, such as the British Museum and the Elgin 

Marbles.  Museums can also have the reverse effect on building 

preservation.  Two recent museum architecture projects in New 

York were loudly protested by historic preservation groups:  the 

(Continued from page 4) 

Museums and Historic Preservation 



A Preservationist Behind the Scenes: Boston’s Old North Church  

By Jennifer Gaugler 

 

The Old North Church of Boston was built in 1723 and, as the 

oldest existing church building in Boston, is a National Historic 

Landmark.  Lanterns were hung in its steeple to signal that the 

British were coming by sea 

to Lexington and Con-

cord.  Thus this church 

played a crucial role in the 

start of the American 

Revolution.  

 

On the evening of October 

30, 2008, there was an 

amazing event held at the 

Old North Church. An 

archaeologist gave a lec-

ture about the history of 

the crypts underneath the 

church, and then afterward 

the attendees were invited 

on a behind-the-scenes 

tour of the church to see 

all the places that visitors 

don't normally get to see. 

 

The first stop was probably my favorite: we climbed up to the bell 

ringers’ room. Turns out that yes, they are real bells, not a me-

chanical recording - in fact they are the oldest peal (set) of bells in 

North America. I did not realize that the bells are about two sto-

ries above the room that the bell ringers are in, which has a 

wooding ceiling, because if you were closer to them you could 

actually go deaf. There are eight holes in the ceiling of the bell 

ringers' room and eight ropes come down through the holes, one 

for each person. The melodies are produced by each person 

memorizing when it is their turn to ring and then pulling their 

rope on cue. Apparently it is actually quite dangerous because the 

bells weigh at least a ton and if you don't do it correctly the mo-

mentum can cause you to be thrown upward toward the ceiling. 

Paul Revere was a member of the first bell ringers’ guild in that 

very room, as a 15-year old.  

 

Next we went down to the crypts themselves. I think I was ex-

pecting them to be much darker and scarier. They were actually 

relatively well-lit and there were some oil tanks and piping running 

through the space that were installed to heat the church in the 

early 1900s. Flanking the passageways are thirty-seven tombs that 

house over a thousand bodies. The last tomb was built in the mid 

1800s. There is also a new columbarium, which is a room where 

the walls are lined with boxes to hold cremated remains, that was 

added around 1990. Most of the people buried in the tombs are 

of course the wealthy and prominent citizens of Boston and those 

people who were employed by the church, but there is also a 

"Tomb of Strangers" where random people who died while visit-

ing Boston could be buried as charity cases. The tombs are all 

sealed up now except for one which was open and empty, and 

they've measured it as 2' shorter than the rest so they think it has 

a false wall at the end. There were three coffin covers in there, 

two adult and one infant, which were creepy. They don't know 

much about when they are from, or why they are there.  

  

One of the things that surprised me the most was that in the 

1800s, when the crypt started getting full, they "cleaned out" the 

earliest tombs! It seems that they went in and took the remains 

out of the coffins in order to pack them in smaller boxes and 

"consolidate" so that they could fit more bodies into these tombs. 

So the bodies were still there, but they were definitely disturbed. I 

think also for certain tombs the older remains were removed 

altogether, because under tomb 37 there is a charnal house, which 

is basically a large pit that acts as a repository for disturbed  

remains. 

 

One of the coolest things was seeing a sign for "Salem Street 

Academy" which we had never heard of (our apartment is on 

Salem Street across from the church), but upon getting home we 

found out that it was a schoolhouse built to the north of the 

church in 1810. It is no longer there, and I would assume that it 

was probably a wooden structure and was torn down at some 

point before the brick rectory was built in that spot. It was amaz-

ing to see the original sign for this schoolhouse and think about 

what used to be on our street two hundred years ago. 

 

The last two parts of the tour were in the nave of the church and 

up on the gallery level, where we heard more about the history of 

the church and the events of April 18, 1775, when a lantern signal 

notified the revolutionaries that the British were coming. The 

lanterns were hung by the church sexton, Robert Newman, at 

about 10:00 pm for less than a minute.  The two lanterns alerted 

the patriots across the river in Charlestown that the British 

troops were traveling by ―sea‖ (actually, across the river) and that 

the riders (there were actually many more than just Paul Revere) 

should set off on horseback to spread the alarm.  Newman heard 

British soldiers banging on the door of the church, so he escaped 

down the stairs and through a window at the back of the 

church.  He made it home but was later arrested.  Luckily, there 

was too little evidence to hang him for treason – especially be-

cause the British had imposed a curfew on the city, meaning that 

there were no witnesses that saw him running home. 
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The steeple of The Old North Church.  

Photograph courtesy of Kaitlin O’Shea. 



Page 15 VOLUME II, ISSUE 2 

Historic Preservation in Our Thoughts 

By Kristin Landau 

 

When Kaitlin O’Shea declared her major in Historic Preservation 

at the University of Mary Washington, I knew that preservation 

and its ideals would be a part of my life as well. But how? As an 

Anthropology major focusing in archaeology (whose other sub-

fields include cultural anthropology, physical anthropology and 

linguistics), I found that despite minor epistemological differences, 

Historic Preservation and especially Archaeology address the 

same Big Questions through surprisingly similar methodologies. In 

fact, one of the major goals of the archaeology project I am a part 

of is to restore, possibly reconstruct, and conserve the ruins we 

excavate; the project attempts to work at ancient architectural 

groups specifically under threat of destruction from modern ur-

banism and looting. The idea is to preserve and protect these 

ruins so that archaeologists might better understand the politics, 

economy and social life of ancient civilizations. This knowledge can 

then be used to inform current notions regarding politics and war 

and the economic slump for example, or more simply enrich high 

school social studies text books. Preserving the past will lead us 

to fuller conceptions of humanity, our place and time within it, 

and our identity on individual, societal and national levels. 

  

Although I can think of many examples of Preservation in Archae-

ology, here I divulge two. The first is the long-term conservation 

attempts of the Hieroglyphic Stairway, located within the ancient 

Maya, UNESCO World Heritage site of Copán, in western Hon-

duras, Central America. The Hieroglyphic Stairway is one of the 

most famous Maya monuments, and the stairs contain the longest 

inscription yet known of any ancient language in the hemisphere. 

The glyphs adorn the western stairway of a massive building 

known as Structure 26, and record the 400-year dynasty history 

of Copán’s 16 kings (ranging from AD 426 – ca. AD 822). At-

tempts to preserve and document the stairway began almost as 

soon as it was discovered in 16th century. Trees growing on top of 

the structure were cut down and creatures inhabiting the spaces 

between fallen glyph blocks were ousted. Later on, American ar-

chaeologists sought to put the fallen steps back up again (out of 67 

terraces, only the bottom 15 remained intact and in order); al-

though we like to think that these men did the best they could 

and because the glyphs could not be read at this point, the blocks 

were permanently cemented completely mixed up and out of or-

der.  

  

Today Copán archaeologists and epigraphers continue to decipher 

the Hieroglyphic Stairway (there are rumors of a book to be pub-

lished soon) and there are two concurrent projects devoted en-

tirely to preserving the stairs. A preliminary report on the first 

was recently published by the Honduran Institute of Archaeology 

on the physical and chemical conservation of the stone. Microbi-

ologists, geologists, chemists, conservators and other scientists 

from academic institutions and the Smithsonian analyzed and re-

ported on the nature, current state, and future expectations for 

the stone. Attempts have been made to ―clean‖ the stone without 

molecularly or visibly damaging the already disintegrated glyphs. A 

second (very expensive) project has begun to scan the stairway, in 

situ, with a complex three-dimensional scanning laser and associ-

ated computer program. Withstanding problems of processor 

speed and storage space (a single glyph block is a few gigabytes), it 

is hoped that a complete image of the stairs will be scanned within 

the next few years. Although conservation efforts of the actual 

stairs continue (a new tarp made of special materials is erected 

very five years to protect against sun and rain) this copy will allow 

for digital manipulation of data (i.e., the blocks can be ―put‖ back 

in order and decimated glyphs can be reconstructed) and the 

preservation of this important monument for Maya, Honduran, 

and world heritage. 

  

A second example of the intersection between Historic Preserva-

tion and Archaeology and their methodological similarities in-

cludes the Archaeological Project for the Planning of Ancient 

Copán (PAPAC in Spanish, www.papacweb.org).  As mentioned 

above, a major goal of the project is to excavate ruins that may 

help answer our research objectives, but that are also threatened 

by destruction. This spring season and hopefully during graduate 

school next year I will be supervising excavations at an outlying 

site, about a three minute drive west of Copán’s Principal Group, 

called Ostuman. Although ancient Copán has always been consid-

ered a ―Maya‖ site, it sits at the so-called southeastern periphery 

of the Maya region: however, many other ethnic groups lived and 

survived just east of Copán in western and central Honduras. First 

impressions of the spatial organization and planning of the Ostu-

man group reveal more similarities to the known architectural 

aesthetic of the Lenca, a geographically adjacent but ―non-Maya‖ 

indigenous population, than to typical Maya patterns. Because 

Ostuman’s buildings are currently supporting the posts and roofs 

of a squatter settlement, we will remap the area and begin initial 

excavations. Simple foreign and institutional presence around 

these ruins will help deter those who are already living there from 

permanent settlement and hopefully evade future squatters. Addi-

tionally, if we can discern a non-Maya presence at this site, it will 

(Continued on page 16, Anthro-Hist Pres) 
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crucial component to the practice of ethical archaeology today. 

Rather than about finding the ―cool stuff,‖ uncovering elaborate 

riches and tombs, or even addressing consequential anthropologi-

cal issues, archaeology is about preservation, and the ideals of 

Kaitlin’s major are pervasive throughout the discipline. Historic 

Preservation is a way of thinking and practicing that can and 

should be adopted by all professionals for the good of our past, 

present, and future. 

be deemed phenomenally important for the understanding of 

Copán and the southeastern Maya periphery, and carry weight for 

the identity of modern Maya and non-Maya people. We can bol-

ster previous arguments for the expansion of the protected ruins 

with renewed vigor and with an eye for their preservation.      

                          

Conservation and preservation are clearly an important if not 

(Anthro-Hist Pres continued from page 15) 

By Kerry Vautrot 

 

As a city dweller and frequent user of public transportation I’ve 

started to notice just how many people walk the streets or ride 

the subway with ear buds inserted firmly into their heads and it 

makes me wonder…how has this new bit of technology affected 

the way people interact with their environment? 

 

Of course this isn’t a completely new trend; Discmans and Walk-

mans and even a shouldered boom box preceded the iPod.  Each 

of the above pervaded our culture and changed the way society as 

a whole interacts with itself.   

 

As a preservationist, in the broader sense, my concerns about this 

phenomenon are rooted in a fear of decreased sensitivity to our 

environment.  Walking with your head down and headphones in 

are people taking stock of their built environment?  Or even the 

human component to their neighborhood?  Are there people talk-

ing along the street?  Homeless people begging for money?  Does 

this visible barrier shut us off from fully experiencing our sur-

roundings?   

 

On the other hand, iPods can spark communication.  I was re-

cently on a bus when one passenger said to another (both using 

headphones): ―Do you ever wonder what other people are listen-

ing to?  Want to switch for the rest of the ride?‖  This request led 

to longer conversations commenting on playlists, artists and favor-

ite songs.   

 

So I ask you, what have your experiences been?  This mini-article 

is meant to start a conversation—what do you think?  Send your 

thoughts to preservationinpink@gmail.com and if we get enough 

responses, we may post them online or in the next edition of PiP. 

A Discussion Point: The IPod Phenomenon 

The Way I See It: Disposable Technology and the Big Box World 

By Vinny Healy 

 

Two weeks ago my brother broke his cellular phone. Once the 

warranty was verified and panic subsided, he reported the defunct 

phone to his carrier. Rather than attempt to repair the 

unit, the company technician sent out a small prepaid 

envelope addressed to a sort of cell phone purgatory 

(where some cell phones go to die completely and 

others are presumably refurbished). He wouldn't want 

a repaired phone anyway. (Would you trust it?). And 

were he to receive a refurbished model, he likely 

would have been placing another (read: angry) call to 

the company. Refurbished carries this second hand 

connotation with it. It's not spotless and smelling of 

fresh plastic, and thus it pales in comparison to the brand new 

phone it's attempting to replace. But isn't this the way we like our 

electronics: polished, new, top of the line and on the cusp of tech-

nology? 

 

This forces me to wonder whether the decline of the "mom and  

pop" electronic stores and the subsequent rise of big box retailers 

have more to do with the disposable nature of such commodities 

than anything else. Would those same local businesses be able to 

compete with conglomerates that can replace a broken or defec-

tive unit at a moment's notice? Probably not. If 

you’ve recently  tried to submit a defective elec-

tronic device for repair, you've likely been told that 

it would actually be cheaper to replace the unit than 

to fix it. How does it actually cost less to assemble 

the whole from entirely new parts than to simply 

replace one or two faulty components? Is labor so 

expensive? Maybe this is why there are no more 

small electronic stores. Technology made them ob-

solete, and we were too busy buying a new flat 

screen to notice that they've gone.  

 

Technology moves too fast. People don't hold on to their elec-

tronics as long as they used to. It's too cheap to upgrade to the 

next best thing. Repair is no longer a viable option. If it's broke, 

don't fix it. Replace it; it will be obsolete in a month anyway. 

 

“...we were too busy 

buying a new flat 

screen to notice 

that they’ve gone.” 

mailto:preservationinpink@gmail.com


By Kaitlin O’Shea 

 

While attending the Oral History Association’s 2008 conference 

in Pittsburgh, I participated in a workshop on the digital preserva-

tion of oral history. The workshop addressed the technical nature 

of digital preservation, such as file types and software, and the fact 

that all of our technological mediums for recording history will 

become obsolete. Technology will outpace the manpower that is 

attempting to transfer recordings and other documents.  

 

In fact, it already has. Cassette tapes, 8 tracks, LPs - they sound 

much older than the few decades of their true age. What about 

3½ diskettes or 5 ¼ floppy disks? Modern computers do not read 

these disks. What is happening to the information stored on these 

mediums?  We are losing it due to the rate of passing time, tech-

nological advances, deteriorating mediums, cuts in budget and a 

shortage of manpower.  

 

We have to acknowledge this losing battle because now we are 

faced with the situation of re-preserving our history, whether it is 

oral history or photographs or documents.  Once these formerly 

preserved records are no longer accessible, they no longer serve 

as a method of historic preservation, which means that we need 

to preserve what we have already preserved. 

 

Of course, as we proceed to re-preserve oral history, for exam-

ple, we are faced with having to choose which records are more 

valuable than others. Which are more significant and worthy of 

being re-preserved? While criterions of significance for the na-

tional register exist, they do not necessarily apply to digital files 

and oral history projects. It is a lofty, subjective responsibility to 

choose one project over another; yet, it is a relevant one, espe-

cially in the oral history field. 

 

The idea of preserving oral history brought me to the underlying 

implications as to the preservation of preservation and the future 

of historic preservation.  Will trends take us that way? Will it 

come to the point of having to fight to preserve the same building 

or the same neighborhood or the same park that we have already 

preserved?  If we are always trying to save something from be-

coming obsolete, how can we keep up with everything that has 

yet to be preserved for the first time? 

 

Maybe that is or will be the case. We cannot ignore advancing 

technology and a changing society. As historic preservationists, we 

are not trying to stop the world or prevent progress; we are sim-

ply ensuring that the world remembers the buildings, traditions, 

and landscapes that our ancestors valued.  Thus, we accept the 

changes in life and in our profession.   

 

In the same vein of preserving historic preservation, we should 

consider the classic ideas of historic preservation vs. the ―new‖ 

historic preservation. By classic I refer to standards like HABS 

documentation and National Register nominations and thorough 

historic research in order to discern what needs to be preserved 

and why. By ―new‖ I mean sustainability, planning practices, and 

the popular phrases such as sense of place and quality of life.  The 

new preservation is interdisciplinary and is a testament to the 

strength, adaptability, and applicability of historic preservation.  

 

Preservation in Pink often tends to the new historic preservation, 

which makes sense as most of us are relatively new to the field. 

But, the important lesson that we can learn is to remember the 

foundations, the ideals of those who came before us and helped to 

establish historic preservation as a respected discipline and prac-

tice. My point is to respect the combination of historic preserva-

tion’s past and present methods. Together, they create the future 

methods. With an understanding of all, we can continue to reflect, 

assess and subsequently create the most effective practices for 

our interdisciplinary field.  

The Case of Re-Preserving our Efforts 

and the Future of Historic Preservation 
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fits historic preservation.  We mention this because by maintain-

ing our friendship, we are maintaining our identities. With these 

identities we tend to associate places that are important in our 

past, present, and future. This means that any relationship can be 

the basis for a building or site to have historic significance. Rela-

tionships (of all forms) define at least part of human existence, and 

historic preservation.  And, what could be a better combination 

than friendship and historic preservation? 

 

preserve a friendship than by actually being with your friend at 

least a few times per month, when that is not possible technology 

is the next best solution. SMS texts, emails, phone calls, digital 

pictures, MMS messages and Gmail archives – all exemplify tech-

nology’s ability to keep us connected (whether good or bad) and 

preserve memories, friendships and relationships.  

 

In cases like these, technology that benefits friendships also bene-

(Continued from page 18) 

Preserving Friendship 



By Kristin Landau & Kaitlin O’Shea 

 

In addition to preserving material ―things‖ and ―places,‖ preserving 

memories and relationships is equally (if not more) important. 

Memories of relationships give significance to places, events, land-

scapes, and buildings. Preservation proponents can better arouse 

general concern for their causes if the subject of question has 

personal, meaningful roots, and thus, a local, regional, and perhaps 

national identity can be affected by what people choose to 

―preserve‖ in their memories. 

 

There are many tried and true methods to preserving tangible and 

intangible memories: oral history and folklore, home movies or 

documentaries, pictures, scrapbooks, journals, boxes of letters, 

blogs, etc. If two friends, for example, see each other often and 

are able to intermittently reminisce about past times and keep 

each other updated on everyday life, such pneumonic methods 

may not be necessary. However, if they cannot be geographically 

close to each other, sometimes having and keeping these memo-

ries is enough to ―preserve‖ the basis of a relationship. 

 

Still, there is always the possibility of furthering the bonds be-

tween friends: an active form of preservation, if you will. How 

does one go about actively preserving friendship amongst busy 

schedules and hectic lives? We think now more than ever techno-

logical means for communication – especially cell phones, text 

messaging and email – can help us stay updated when we are not 

in close physical proximity to each other. Despite their drawbacks 

(e.g., impersonal, expensive, carcinogenic), these days we talk to 

friends and family much more often via cell phone and email than 

in person and we are closer for it.  Part of this is because we live 

far away from family, friends, and each other, but another reason 

is because everyone has conflicting schedules.  

 

Based on, we would say, our extremely successful long-distance 

friendship, the following are some examples of how to keep in 

―touch‖ when you cannot keep in touch. First, we think telling 

each other the banalities of everyday life is most important. When 

people are farther away from each other the first communication 

cut is talking about the small, nonsensical, seemingly inconsequen-

tial details; however, keeping up on the small stuff is what makes 

people feel close and involved in one another’s life. Feeling really 

tired and can’t get the mind going in the morning? I [Kristin] re-

ceive emails from Kaitlin explaining this at least once a week. 

Need to get your day started and are overwhelmed by the to-do 

list? Well I often send Kaitlin a daily itinerary of what I plan to do, 

when, and why.  

 

Second, actually reading these emails and writing back is neces-

sary. Going through my Gmail archives, at least 70% of everything 

is email exchanges between the two of us; in effect, we have a 

more or less personal journal shared with ourselves. Very few 

people, other than us, would find our emails interesting. Also 

when we actually do see each other, there’s no ―catching up‖ to 

do (except for more personal un-email-able things perhaps) and 

we can continue our friendship rather than patching it up or start-

ing anew. 

 

We may have a slight email addiction, but it is a vital aspect of our 

friendship. Without the cell phone or email none of the above 

suggestions would be possible. Although there is no better way to 

(Continued on page 17) 
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