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DIFFERENT DRIVE THROUG� BAME OLD CHEESEBURGERS 
By Skeeter Philpot 

ii w hatta' ya think about 
all the hoo-hah up
county over that train

ing facility they want to build?" I could 
tell my business partner, Burle Shoal
water, otherwise known as co-owner 
of the old wooden workboat,He//'s 
Belch, had already made up his mind. 

I said, "I see both sides," because I 
did, but also to annoy him. 

"You always do." He rolled'down 
the window of my old truck and spit 
chew at a street sign to annoy me. 
"You think it's gonna bring jobs, put a 
few coins in people's pockets?" 

"That's one of the arguments." I 
already regretted poking the opinion
ated bear with the pointy stick. "But tell 
you the truth I don't know much about 
it. All I know is what two bickering 
sides have to say. That I take with a 
grain of salt or ten.n 

"Remember back in World War I?" 
Burle asked without giving me a 
chance to answer with my ice-pick 
sharp wit that no, I hadn't been born 
yet and neither had he. "Senator 
Kirwan and them had to fight the 
federal guh'mint so they wouldn't turn 
Kent Island into an ordinance testing 
ground. Those Islanders stood up for 
themselves, and the Army found a 
place to put their bombs and chemi
cals up in Aberdeen instead. The 
business people here were all for it, 
though. Said it would be a great boon 
to the county and that the Islanders 
were being selfish and unpatriotic in 
resisting. Bet even most of them are 
glad the Kent Island bomb base never 
happened. 

"Then in the fifties," Burle went on, 

"Dave Nichols developed all those 
subdivisions but nobody was buying. It 
leaked out that the Naval Academy 
was looking at everything on Route 8 
from Warehouse Creek down. They 
wanted to build a flight school there to 
weed out the pilots who wouldn't have 
cut the mustard in Pensacola. Again 
they promised jobs and the big wheels 
were all gung-ho, but the Islanders 
weren't buying either. I don't know 
where they ended up putting it, but I 
know where they didn't put it. And it's 
a good thing too." He took a breath. 
"Wish I'd been born 100 years ago" 

"Alright," I said, "the proving 
ground I'll give you. That's some 
heavy, heavy stuff they blow up. Way 
heavier than the Ruthsburg site 
would." There was a long line at the 
fast food drive through. We got in it. 
"But the air station might have been 
different. Seems like that might have 
given locals more opportunity to make 
a buck and a lot less of Route 8 would 
have been developed. That might 
have been better environmentally. 

"Tree hugger. 
Our culler, Ebb Tyde, sitting 

between us like a string bean between 
a couple baked potatoes, spoke up. 
"What about the Bay Model? The 
Army Corps of Engineers built that to 
study the bay. It could simulate all 
kinds of conditions and changes in 
things like tides, salinity, currents, 
sediments, and temperatures and 
could reproduce a 24 hour time cycle 
in 15 minutes; a year in 91 hours. 
Thing cost about -15 million in 1972, I 
think. When Matapeake was chosen 
as the site they told us we should be 
honored. Everybody got all excited 

about the prestige, the jobs. I never 
knew anybody worked there and I bet 
neither of you did either. 

"Almost soon as it opened, the Bay 
Model was outdated. Within a few 
years for sure, computer programs 
could do everything the model was 
designed to do at a red cat's hair of 
the costs. The place was soon 
abandoned and has been nothing but 
an eyesore to one degree or another 
ever since. 
, ''There's this research group 

called, uhm, The Center for Land Use 
Interpretation. They study places like 
abandoned research centers. They 
held an exhibit in Los Angeles a few 
years ago. Pictures from all phases of 
the Bay Model's life were displayed, 
artifacts too. In the end the Bay Model 
was one big white elephant. An art 
show. 

Ebb hadn't said so many words 
about a single subject since he fell in 
love with Mabel Taylor in the third 
grade. "How you know so much about 
it?" Burle said after a few mo-ments 
with his jaw dropped like mine. 

"World wide internet." 
Burle and I were both impressed. 
"So you still see both sides?" Burle 

leaned forward to ask me. 
This time when I told him I did, it 

was mostly just to annoy him. Me and 
Burle got double cheeseburgers. He 
got two. I reminded him there weren't 
any fast food joints on Kent Island a 
hundred years ago. Ebb Tyde likes 
chicken nuggets. 

Skeeter can almost always see both 
sides of an argument. Unless it's over 
the proper way to bait a trot line. 


