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BILL GIFFORD grabs .
the District by its
b stones.

|




'I'WO CENTURIES AGO, Andrew Ellicott marked the District
line with milestones. Ever since, the border has collected
weird scraps of the city’s past, present, and future.

BY BILL GIFFORD * PHOTOGRAPHS BY DARROW MONTGOMERY

Was}ungwrf s oldest monumen! siands by itsell on a sloping, wooded lawn
behind 8 row of pestwar brick colonial houses, It is nothing more than 2 small pillar of
gray sandstons, knee-high and a foot square, imprisoned in 1 wrought-iron cage whose
inward-curving spikes could stop Hannibal Lecter himself. One side says “Maryland,”
while its opposite reads “Jurisdiction of the United States.”” A third bears the marker’s
dage: 1792,

There's nary a Tourmobile nor an explanaiory plaque in sight. No tourists, cither, *
because the stone lies several miles out MacArthur Boulevard from Georgetown, tucked |
away in the Dalecarlia compound of the Washington Aqueduct Divition of the U.S,
Army Corps of Engineers, behind an 8-foot fence and a locked gate,

Photographer Darrow Montgamery is under strict orders from aqueduct chiel Perry
Costas to snap no panoramic shots that a vandal might find useful. *'Nothing that could
give an idea of the lay of the land," Costas mstructed. Esconing us, perhaps 1o enforce -
his dictum, arc security chief Margaret Miller, resplendent in Top-Siders, ]e’.l.ns, and
purple nait polish, and a loquacious older guard named Leonard.

The stone a1 which we gape represents the federal government's Brst act in the capital:
Like a new dog on the block, it marked its 1amitory, trotting around the periphery and |
lifting its leg at strategic places. Every mile along the District's four |0-mile boundary
lines, it deposited a hunk of sandstone like this one, fresh from its Aquia, Va., quarries.
Two centuries later, 39 of the original 40 are stll uprighe, though a couple are buried and
one now stands in someone’s garage,

From the stone, the tnvisible boundary runs southeast acress the lawn, leaping the
fence and the old CSX railread tracks belore descending through woods to the Clama
Barton Memonal Parkway, the Chesapeake & Ohio Canal, and the Potomac River not far*
above Chain Bridge. To the northwest, it zips across the lawn past the side porch of the
Iast brick house before ninning into a concrele pumping swruciure,

Looking at the boundary stone, which appears especially forlom on this slushy
February moming, you would \hmk that it doesn’t divide much, and you would be
WIONg.

In the Jexicon of Rush Limbaugh, the Beltway divides Washington from that which is
not Washington. The 66-mile circumferential highway has become the inside-out Bastille
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outside,

suffering terribly ac 1he hands of the ruling”

cibal within. We inside the ring roxd some-
limes wish ils engineers had construcied an
alligaror-filled mout instead of a highway,
Ihe better 1o protect us from Lhe barbarous
hnrdu and lhcir virulent, ikinformed
*'common sense,”
%3 But the reality doesn't quite live up 10 the
myth, The numbing suburban fandscape
just inside the Bellway is indistinguishable
from the numbing suburban laridscape just
ouistde 11, Samne slate, same siale of mind.
The wuly imponant boundary in these pans
—indeed, the organizing fact of the entire
region—is not the 29-year-old Beliway, bt
the Districe line, which passed its 200th
birthday on Jan, 1.
N "It bugs the hell our of me when people
talk about the “inside the Beltway mentali-
ty,” '" says D.C. staichood activist Sam
B Smith. “There are really two distinet men-
8 1alities inside the Beliway: There's the m-
8 side-the-Beltway-but-outside-the-District-
i line meatality, and the inside-the-District-
ine mentality.”

average talk-radio listener, But the Disirict
line is a peculiar artifact. It divides as no
state line does, To drive dlong Western Ave-
finue, with comforable suburban amblers on
sther side, is to lightrope between stte and
termilory, federalism and quasi-colonial rule.
pngress mects inside the Diswrict, but Dis-
rict residents have no IulI-ﬂcdgcd congres-
ional representation. The people who live
on the Maryland side of Western Avenue
have senators; their D.C. ncighbors have
= kamn Maryland makes its awn laws;
ID.C.'s are subject 10 congrusmnal velD.
aryland can tax D.C. 1s who work
in the state; Marylanders who work in D.CC
are congressionally exempt from Districr

restricted but gun murcders ke plice almast
daily. Inside the line, confiscory income
s support one government worker per
six Lorpayers, yei the loal government is no-
(oriously unrcsponsive when not downright
hosule. Most regional employment and busi-

pess i inside Lhe line, but per cpia income
in the District is lower than in surrounding
counties. So 15 the median value of a home.
Inside the line, people talk about moving the
way prisoners discuss escape plans, 1o flee
hopeless schools, urinating drunks, and car-
radio thicves.

Beyond the border, city sirects widen into
four-lane divided highways to an Oz of end-

to-end stnp shopping centers and drive-thru
liquor stores; interchanges infinitom and re-

homes (rom the low 120s, Wal-Mart, and the
upturned carth of construction sites now
owned by the Resolution Trust Corp.
Beyond it, bluc signs placed by ihe suie of
Maryland purr: “Please Drve Gently."”

though, the presise location of the Dis-

For all its demographic and tegal import,
\rict line remains rather uncemain, This

Perhaps tﬁ:‘s is a bit complicated for the :

lhcl.im,gunownudﬁp'is'sevu:ly 3

zoncd pasturcs for lease; single-family rown.: *
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is due, in par, 1o the state of surveying tech-
nology circa 1792, but it also resuls from a
confusing tussle berween George Washing-
ton and Congress.

Washington and Thomas Jefferson's no-
tion of a pew city on the Potomag, (ree of the
corrupting influence of established centers of
cummerce, must have scemed awfully PC.
After all, what politician in his right mind
would move to a rustic swamp when he
could enjoy the decadent pleasures of Phila-
delphiz? I

The invenied or redocated capital is a 20th- |
century commonplar:n—:hmk of Ottawa, |

_Canberra, or Rabar. ln the 18th century, 2

nation's most economically powerful ciqr"
{London, Paris) tended to be its capiral. |
Choosing a new capilal is a risky enterprise, :
more so when political considerations over-:
ride the basic question of whether anyone
would actually want to live there, Turkey, !
for example, maved its capital in the 1920s :
from Byzantine, imperial Constantinople 10
Ankara, a dusty, windswept Muncie of the :
Mediterrancan. Brazil, like the U.S. acon-|
federation af disparate regions, invented a i
capital cily nllﬂran\hi in 1960; paris ol’
the gavernment sall haven't relocated,
Capilal-making was a risky propasition :n '
1790, too. M'lcr we Yanks whacked the
Brits, scveral established cities vied for api-
tal honors, including New York, Philadel-
phia, Germantown, Pa,, and even Balti-
more(!). Dehate raged, but Washingon
prevaited on Congress 1o et him choose o
site on the Polomac “not exceeding 10 miles
square,” between the Anacostia River and
the Canogocheague, which joins the Poto-
mag¢ about 100 miles upsiream, A capital on
the Polomac, he argued, would be eguidis-
tant from Northern and Southern states. an-
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Plunked down in wildemness 200
years ago, Andrew Ellicoll’s
boundary stencs have winessed {he
random grawih of (he District. The
border now splils suburban Takoma
Park {the apariment building is in
D.C., the while house In Marylord); a
Jowlsh cemetery in Sowiheast (far  §
feft, 1op); AU Park [lett, botiom]; and
the lop-secret woods af Dalecarlia
Reservalr (below!, where nol much
has changed since Ellicott’s day.
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ion. Alse, he happened to live nearby.
ter the presideny planned the city. Con:
e would get torun i,
That was the deal, anyway, What Con-
got was not & square, od 10 mikes 103
side, and not all of il lay upsiream of the
i-

Washington did rec iter the upper Po-
tomac valley, shere he was wined and dined
by eager landowners, but the geological fix
was in. A line drawn from Richmond
thmough Balumore, Wilmingion, end Phila-
delphia parallcls the fall line, Rivers crossing
the fall line tend to celebrate by plunging
over waterfalls, which are difficult 1o sail up
and over. So the major East Coast cities

to develop at the line, the upper limnit
vigation. If the founders had pu the
W2l upniver, |y, ncar Hagersiown, we'd
he driving around in pickup irucks with
nguns in the window, and looking for-

Eﬁng Southem fears of Nonbeasern dom-
1

r

Distriet of Columbiz Public Libra

110 a dinner of pemsum cullels,

o, the federal city stradilied the fall line,
ich happened (o pass just west of the port
orgetown. Washingiun and Jelferson
ictly convinced Congress to amend the
+ to inclode in the federal disirier the eay
k of the Anacostia ss well 23 Alexanidria,
r miles south.

ven then, Jeflerson wasn'y aatisfied, Just
ore Congress was (o vole on the final
ndaries of the District in 1791, amid
<h grumbling and second thoughts, he
Washington to 1ip the D.C. dramond,
10 a1 10 include Bladensburg, 10v. Washing-
ton rebulfed Jeflemson's request, informing
him that 10 do so would “have ocasioned
the exclusion of more important objects.”
Not incidenially, it would have greally re-
hsced the value of Washingiom's 1,200 a<res

on Four Mile Run.

he job of surveying the new territory
Trell 10 one Andrew Ellicout, the top sur-

veyor of the time—and the one wilh the
fanciest instruments. Ellicott had shown his
metile by drawing the western border of

Ivania, then = rue wildemens haunt-

ed by Indians and disgrumled French trap-
pers. Defining the District might have
seemed like a tea walt: compared to this, but
the task would tex his abilines,

At 3in the alternoon of April 13, 1791, the
commissioners of the new capital, the mayor
of Alexandria, Ellicoit, and various town
bigwigs gathered at an Alexandrin tavern,
where they downted a few glasses of wine be-
fore stumbling scross town 1o Jones' Point,
near the pregent-dey Woodrow Wilson
Bridge. That yas whue El‘hmlt ] um’mm.

the black o mer B B
hed calculated that the southern commlon:
should lie.

The stone was heaved inio place by the as-
sembled Freemasons (attenlion, conspimey
theorists!), “after which a depotil of com,
wine, and oil was made upon it,” reporied
the Alexandria Gasette, 10 signifly nourish-
ment, refreshment, and peace. That done,
“the following observalions were delivered
by the Rev. Muir: 'Ol America it may be
3id a3 it was of Judea of old, th.nt itis a good
land and large, O America...

Yadda yadda yadda.

The dignilaries staggered home, and Ban-
neker retired (o his upsiate Maryland farm,
leaving poor Ellicout 10 do the dirty job him-
self. Ellicott’s job deseription was straight-
forward; one line due northwest 10 miles
from jones® Point, 10 miles northeast, south-
cast and then southwest the same distance,

back to Joncs' Point. Bul what had begun
with such pomp and cireumstance, nol lo
say libatory cxcess, awilily devolved into a
squalid trek through the wildemness.

The District line was drawm in blood and
sweal, Working northwest from Alexandria,
Ellicout took gight agonizing months to reach
Linde Falls.

“} have lound the weather in Lhis country
extremely hot," he complained 1o his wile in
a leter only rwo months into the job. "The
country thrm' which we are now cutting one
of the ten-mile lines is very poor; [ think for
near seven miles on il there is not one House
that has any floor except Lhe earth; and what
is more strange, it is in the neighborhood of
Alexandria, and George: Town.... We find but
little Fruil, except Huckel berries, and live
in our Camp....Labouring hands in this
Country can scarccly be had at any
rate...ths scarcity of hands will lengthen out
the time much beyond what | intended,™

Ellicott further confided, *“As the presi-
dent is so much atlached 1o this country, |
wolld not be willing that he should know
my real sentiments abouwt 1" His fruswration
has a familiar ring to modern travelers
through this area, now known as Shicling-
ton.

Siill, he was being handwmely paid, with
expenses, 80 Ellicott kept mowt of his grum-
bhing 10 himsell, During the weck, he lived
in camps slong the city perimeter, as his
workmen hacked their way though the for- -
eil, scurried up and down steep-sided ra-
vines, and waded through miasmic low-
lands.

According to an account in Silvio Bedini's
The Life of Benjamin Banneker, Ellicort's
crew measured every inch of the border us-
ing a 66-foot length of chain attached 10 two
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poles, like the contrapuion fooiball officials
usc to measure first downs. Every mile,
maoce or less (measures and weights hadn't
betn standardized yet), they plunked down
& sandstone boundary marker declaring one
side Maryland or Virginia, and placing the
other under the “Jurisdiction ol the United
States.”

To sight his lines, his crew cleared 40-(oot
awaths through the forest. Falling trees
posed a constant hazard. “'I have had a num-
ber of men killed this summer,” he wrote his
wile, “onc of whom was a worthy, ingen-
ious, and truly valuable character, [who] has
Ieft 2 wife and three xmall children to lament
his unimely faie.”

The greedy commissioners hardly cared
about Ellicott’s damn boundary stones or a
few dead saw-jockeys. They were more in-
teresied in the other half of his job, which
was ta divvy up the city blacks of L'Enfant's
plan imio salable lows. So Ellicon spent his
weekends drawing the lot-lines. As George
Washington was the father of his country,
Ellicott was the father of Washington real es-
tate, But his important work, he know, was
the boundary survey, to which ke devoled
extraordinary care.

"Those old comerstones are considered to
mark the boundarics of Washington.” con-

firms the current occupant of Ellicott’s of-
fice, acting D.C. Surveyor Charles North-
ern.

But are they in the right places?

"'Seme of them are,” he allows, “And
some of them aren’t.”

Ellicotl ¢came close Lo inseribing n perfect
10-mile square on the mw wilderness that
was Washington in 1792, but, incvitably per-
haps, given that this was a [ederal property-
grab, he 100k a little more.” All his lines ex-
cerd 10 miles, and the northewstern edge is
quite a bit longer than the southwestern,
Banneker biographer Bedini diplomaticatly
describes the resulting qundniltcr&f as
“more in l.hc nature of a trapezoid.”

The jury's still out on Ellicon and his
lines, " There has pever been a sysienatc at-
tempt to locate the boundary stones, both
physically in the ground and maihematical-
ly," says David Doyle of the National Geo-
detic Survey, the federal agency responsible
[or eswblishing latinde, longitude, and alti-
tude coordinates for the U.S. In other
words, we still don't know precisely where
the Distriet ends and Maryland begins

Doyle and a group of local surveyors are
currently retracing Ellicotl’s work, using sat-
ellite-based Global Positioning System (GPS)
techniques. By the standards of the satellite
age, Ellicott’s lines are “'not terribly
straight,” admits Doyle. Some stones vary
from the siraight line by several meters, and
the cornerstonies ate imperfecily aligned, ac.
cording to the three-quarters-finished GPS
survey, But Doyle adds: "It was quite an
undenaking, given the slate of technology in
1792."

Politics and technolo, l-gly conspired pgainst
the best-laid plans: Having mandated a
square, Congress seitled (or a squiggly wrap-
ezeid, thus establishing an unfortunate pre-
cedent.

he District is no longer.-a lrapezoid, the
T.souLhcrn one-third haling been ceded

back lo Virginia in 1846. Almandria,
D.C., becume Alexandria, Va_, and the rest
became Aclington. A similar  secession
movement by Georgetown failed, leaving 26
miles of Ellicon's original, meandering pe-
rimeter a8 the Disinct line, which now
squiggles through eight (axi 2ones and all
four quadrams of the city—a joumey as di-
verse and strange os it was in Ellicott's day,

Ellicot took nearly two years to make his
way around the square, but he had (o chop
down trees and 1ake astmal md.mxs as he
went. Today, thanks to the twin mimcles of
asphalt and intemal combuston, Ellicon's
journcy eon be accomplished i a single,
very bong and aggravating day.

“It"4 quite a big cty, scwally, when you
get down Lo it,” muses geodesist Doyle.

It is in the nature of borders that one side
tends to refléedhidden desires of the other,
and not always" subtly, Porn emporia and
strip bars [lourish in Covinglon, Ky., just
across the Ohio River from buuoncd-up
Cincinnati. Tijuana, the quintessential bor-
der 10wn, calers 10 norleameritano vicss on
the cheap. Surrounded by the Warsaw Pact,
West Berliners indulged in an orgy of capi-
talist decadence. X

There are local examples. Uniil relatively
recemtly. Waldod. MdJd,—just acruss ihe

What adifference  Charles Coumy line
n stute lno makes. from Prince George's
Immigrant and a shon drive from
copitallsm thrives ~ Capitol  Hill—thrived
inMaryland (lefil, on gambling, illegal
whileonlynglass  booze, and prostitu-
merchant could tion,

jove the O.C. side The District  line
ol Eastern Avenue. Ial:ks such Jurd arac-

Neat, suburban
homes line bewh sidcs of Western Avenue;
working around the square, the bulked:-up
maners of Chevy Chase on Western Avenue
yield 10 the asbesios shingles and modest
colonials of Takoma and Chillum on Easiern
Avenue, to 1he frame bungalows and garden
apanunents along Southern Avenue, The for
cign land known os Maryland has smoall
businessss and nciual shopping centers, The
D.C. side bristles winh liquor s1ores, because
booze is cheaper—despile the steeper sales
tax, The border zone has a blak, pulled-
away-from quality, as though it separated
two officially fricndly but colsmally mis.
trust{ul nations, hike France and Germany,
Don't be fooled by Washingion's secure,
stalely federal core. Along the Disirict linz
may be found such marginal institutions as
reform schoals, military bases, and cemeter-
iecs—weird scraps of the city’s history.

e picked the gloomiest of all possible
Wmurnings to reirace Ellicout's steps,

Darrow's cowboy bouls are absorb-
ing slush like Bounty paper towels, and we
have only begun 1o amble, Luckily, vur 1wo
friendly fcderal agenits agree to drive us
the next marker, located in a remole section
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: Unluckily, their chosen vehicle is a fecble.

Zlooking Plymouth Horizon with govermment
tags. The four of us cram in, with Leonard
a1 the wheel, and we zigzag out one gate,
along MacArthur Boulevard into Maryland
(“Please Drive Genuy™), through another
open gate, past a building ominously
marked THREATCON, through a locked
gate, along a sloppy, rutied raod o yel an-
other locked gate, past a contrel siruciure,
beside a brimming inlet, then around the
‘edge of the reservoir isell,

* The slush conceals many a sharp rock n
the road. Whenever one thunks the under-
side ol the cur, Leonard murmurs, “If it hiis
that oil pan...."

g hic sccond boundary stone stands deep in
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woods, where the snow hass't yet mele-
It's rol clear as we make our approach
ether we're in Marviand or the Disirict—
risdiction of the United Stalcs"—until
crouch down to read the sione- T think of
final scene of Rules of the Game, where
soldiers refuse to shoot prisoncrs
ping 2cross a snow-covered field, be.
¢ the ficld lies just inside oeutrl Swir-
and.
¢ landscape here  probably  hasa’
nged much since Ellicot’s time, despite
man-made lake ncarby, the townhouses,
d fences, and whatever mpaeeret sioll

Local SUIVEYOIS are retracing the District lines using
satellite-based Global Positioning System (GPS)
techniques. By the standards of the satellite age,

the lines are “not terribly straight,” admits
David Doyle. In other words, we still don’t know
where Maryland ends and the District begins.

we're not supposed 1o photograph. Deer
tracks crisscross the road, leading from the
woos 1o the water’s edge, but we don’t see
any whitcrails, Miller says a herd of 22 or
more moams the 400-acre fenced enclosure,
Lcon:lrd is of the oplnlan that they stayed

"in their beds™ this moming. Miller adds,
“t can’t tell you how many times I've heard
guns over here."” When (he police arrive, the
bunters are always long gone.

In summertime, Leonard's days are spem
chasing neighborhood kids who jump the
fence 10 swim in the reservoir, unaware 1hal
its placid waters cunceal deadly intake pipes.
“Leonard™ twms out 10 be Leonard’s last
name; his given name is Laverne, os in a
certain '70s sitcom.

"My wife's name is Shirley,” Leonard

AIVE.

. The Plymouth rounds a comer, starling a
. large hawk in the act of dismembering its

ide meal, ‘The bird takes to the air,

dulcbmg a limp mass ul fur, but the dead

possumP—proves 1oo heavy. Drop-

ping its lunch, the hawk escapes, enormous
wings bul.in;.mr the lnke. *

As we jounce through this snowy paradise,
we couldn’t agree more with the sentments
of one Fred B, Woodward, who in 1905
emade the first recorded tour of the Disiriet
boundary. In a pamphlet tiiled “A Ramble
Along the Boundary Siones of the Disiriet of
Columbia With a Camera,” Woodward relar.
cd his observations of the border and the
characters he met there, from the woodlands
and estates of Chevy Chase 1o the truck
farms of Sowheast, He found this boundary
stone, officially known as Morthwest No. 5,

the way we did, "hidden away in the [si-
nzss of an ancient woed nat far from the re-
ceiving reservoir of lhc water supply of the
city of Washington."

“The inspiration which comes with true
communion with pamre entered into our
hearts here,”" Woodward effused, "as we
searched through wooded dells over bracken
and femn, under oak and chestnut, with the
smell of the pine in our nostrils mingled
with the aroma of wild lowers.”

diesel exhaust mingles in our nostrils
with thar wormy, fishy smell that rises
(rom the sidewalk afler a particularly sour
rainfall, We wke our nestrils into Snix Snax,
a tiny kiosk at Friendship Heights that sells
Maryland lowery tickets, South Americon
coffee, and Isracli newspapers. Only 1wo-
and-a.hall miles into our boundary rmmble,
we'ne already sulfering from wealth fatigue,
Above the reservoir in the District, a new
sign herolds the Spring Yallcy development
of “luxury townhomes,” the sort of thing
one finds in Potomac or deepest Firfox,
with humongous houses squeezed onlo tiny
lots around treeless cul-de-sacs. Inspimtion
eaters our heans as we contemplate this fab-
ulous gheito for the rich. One after another
of these hall-finished tract mansions sporis a
"Sold!" sign, bul it's not clesr how many of

A half-mile due northwest, the aroma of
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them were Sold! after workers discovered
[\:’odd War [ poison-gas shells buried near-

y.

Why, we wonder, would anyone pay a
half-mil for a bloated, ostentatious home just
inside the District, when the same money
could buy a bloated, ostentatious home on a
full acre in Polomac or Reston?

To make a suatement: We live in the Ditmer
—beedute toe can offord to.

Many of the older houses ncarby are really
quite modest, not too differem from what
Darmrow and | would se= on the opposite side
of town. Rut even the smallest, drabbest,
crummiest of Cape Cods starts at around
$250,000, simply because it is a drab and
crummy Cape in Ward 3, the richest and
whitest of the ciry's eight wards. In 1he
neighborhoods zlong Southern Avenue SE,
they'd be too expensive ar half the price.
The key variable is race: In the District, the
average  white-owned house s wonh
$343,000, black-wwned homes average
$118,000.

Over the kst decade, new money has
flooded inte Ward 3, transforming its last
middle-¢lass enclaves imo the exclusive do-
main of high.income prolessionals, The cash
tide has washed over the oldest businesses
around—even the Western Market, a neigh-
borhood grocery siore on the Maryland side
of Western Avenue. The tiny store, which
hadn't changed much sin¢e it opened in the
'40s, was taken over and “upsealed™ four
years ago, with gourmet preserves and fancy
pasias replacing such fare as canned soup
and Wonder bread.

Ol Fred Woodward saw this coming, of

course, way back in 1905. A new subdivision
was mking form nearby, named American
University Iark, "although it is more than a
mile lram the site of the university,” Wood-
ward noted. The ouiskiris of the District
were largely rural at the time, with the Ban-
nockburn Goll' Club and the adjacent Eng-
lish Cricket Club cccupying much of the
land near AU Park. By the time Woodward
reached what is now Pinchursi Circle, where
workmen were preparing to extend Bound-
ary Avenue (now Western Avenue) into the
woods, he could no longer contain himself,
“To this secluded spol have now come the
surveyors with Lransit and steel tape,” he
lanented, “and they, lollowed by the axe
men, have carved a bread lane through the
massive woods....Too seon, alas! will the
change come for the true lover of malure,

which ushers in the days of *boom sub-divi-
sions,' garish coltages and dpubifu! joys, and
drives him still further afield if he wishes 1o
commune with nature.”

As we continue toward the nether reaches
of Western Avenue, il becomes clear that na.
ture took it an the chin here, The houses get
ncwer and smaller, their promised joys ever
more doubiful, undl Western (Boundary)
Avenue dead-cnds at Daniel Road and Ore:
gon Avenue, next 10 Rock Creek Park.

A footpath Icads down a sieep hillside inio
the park, over the old Boundary Bridge, and
meanders through the woods, now in Mary-
land, now in the District, This is second-
growth [orest, and overgrown roads and fall-
en power poles suggest a time when the
surrounding neighborhoods were open pas-
ture and gristmills lined 1he creck, Now un-

der the junsdiction of the National Mk Ser-
vice, this wooded vatley is itseIf a boundary
between mostly white Ward 3 and the rest of
the city.

Woodward found she north cernerstonz
standing “'erect in an open fic)d.” Now n is
about a dozen (cetl from the huely-burly of
East-West Highway, sunk in mud (o within
a foot of its soo1-blackened crown. The next
rorthernmost abject in the District of Co-
lumbia, at this t, is 2 plastic soda
boutle, Through the woods we glimpse the
Ponal Estates neighborhood, an isolated en-
clave of the District where Moyor Sharon
Prawt Kelly lives—smack against the com-
muter Maryland that she so ofien reviles,
and practically in the shadow of Silver
Spring skyscrapers.

There acluaﬁ; was a silver spring here
when Woodward mmbled through, "Silver
Spring on the Seventh Sireet Road [now
Grorgia Avenue) is among the landmarks of
this section,” he wrole, "heing a beutifnl
spang of living waler llowing through 1he
finest of sand,”

Both spring and sand were paved long ago,
and the new 1own's Jandmarks testily 1o the
continuing dublosification of life’s pleasures.
Dingy high-risc apartment complexes bear
the names of grand Momigomery Counry
mansiona such as Falklands and Blair. Office
towers rise 20 swries and more, unlettered
by building-height limilations. The verdant
village of Woodward's ume is now a grilty, -
busiling hub, busy all day with loading and
unloading and reloading in 1he warchouses.
kiss-and-riding at the subway station. On
the border with Washington, the micro
economy is sustained by booze, lonery tick
cis, and porn,

On the D.C, side of Eastern Avenue, nca
Georgia, o stringy-haired man is calmh
sweeping hunks of plate glass ofl the side
walk in front of his store. Behind the sho
tered glass of his siorefront, dozens of per
sonal computers and monilors sit within ac




my :|.rrn s reach. The good stulfl has already
betn stalen, we surmise, his small business
ruined, a personal tragedy ignored by a cal-
lous world,

“Nah,” the man says. “This stull’s so cso-
teric. anybody who'd break in wauldnt
know what 1o stcal.” He thinks the window
just hroke. “Scc how it was all taped Logeth-
er?' The lacal sireet guys, mulling uround
Siate Linc Liguors cadging change. would
never have broken in, he says. He oficn
hires them for odd jobs, and they buy loticey
tickets from him, 100; he knows them.

Well. then, 1o whom doss he s¢ll this swall,
that isn't worth staaling? **The government,
mostly."*

Faded lettering above the window advenis-
es “Lamps $9.” I need a lamp. But he has
Lamps for sale.

WASIHIINGTONIANA DIVISION

155 the sireet, 2 small truck is atempt-
three-point wurm in the driveway of a
restaurant. Unforiunately, the driver
miscalculoied the height of his vehicle
ve to that of the restauram’s pagoeda-
wonden gate, which collapses in splin-
‘The drver compleiss 1he mancuver
nives away, looking sheepish,

the Maryland sile, small businesses
¢: Royce's TV and Video; 2 West Indi-
arket thar sells goat neat; a busiling
3 stand; and a newssiand whowe alfer-
span from Foreign Affairs 10 this
h's edition uf Seivoth Shoved Prssy, and
nd. A siuffed gerilla stands gu.lrd by
ront door, menacing any who would
of [ with the shop's inventory of Wash-
inglon  Monument  souvenies,  Iricyclss,
wicked-looking brass knuckles and switch-
blades, and whatever is displayed in ihe
back room.

The owner, a stocky man with shoulder-
length hair, emerges from his office upsiairs
and invites us Lo tour the back room, so fong
a8 Darrow caps his fisheye lens. He gives his
mamc as Chos. The (orbidden chamber is
scparaled from the front by a (imsy ply-
wiwid wall aind a black cunain sacked m the

“To this secluded spot have now come the surveyors
with transit and steel tape,” lamented Fred Woodward,
tromping past Pinehurst Circle in 1905, “and they,
followed by the axe men, have carved a broad lane
through the massive woods.... Too soon, alas! will the
change come...which ushers in the days of ‘boom sub-
divisions,’ garish cottages and doubtful joys.”

ceiling. The privilcge of entry costs a dollar,
according to a hand-letiered sign on (he
swinging door, “refunded with purchase.”

The small, brightly lit room is absolutely
buzzing with pormegraphy. Hundreds of
magazine covers ganishly lout every permu-
tation of sexual tasie, and a plaoon of dildos
stands al allention in a Jocked case, A lone
cusiomer peruses the merchandise without
enthusiasm. But having paid 2 dollar, he
seems reluciant 1o doave.

A sorority of inflaable dolls hovers over-
head, mouths and orifices agape. Anyone
whu has read James Joyee’s smuny letiers o
his wile can imagine whal the great modem-
ist might have done with one of these; [ si-
lently 1hank the gods of literature that Joyce
didn't s.qu:ndcr his inspiration on a latex
companion.

This is a family business, founded by
Chris' father. They moved to this location
when another porn shop here folded. *“They
were doing things that didn't make the com-
munity happy,” hc says, without elabora-
tion. *We have a clan business here,”

Since the old swre was already zoncd 10
sell porn, Chris and his father took uver the
lease and their shop was thus grandlathered
under ncwer, siricler anti-porn regulations;
opening a new shup here, or anywhere,
would be just aboul impossible.

The highlight of the inventory is a com-

plete archive of Playbgy, running back to
1959, "'1 deal a lot with collectors,” explains
Chris. He pulls out a few ancient issues,
which seem asteful and subdued in these
lurid surroundings. "Sinalm Speaks His
Mind" dectares the February 1963 cover; an
issuc lrom 1968 foatures a2 demure, red-
stockinged girl on a swing. Chris unwraps a
copy of Adam, a '60s Plavboy compelitor
tha billed itsell “The Man’s Home Compan-
ion'” and fcatured slinky beatnik babes.

the Beiruis and the Berlins, Takoma

Iark never ranked very high on the
scale of geopolitical significante (despite s
numereus forays into foreign palicy, such as
deeloring itsell 8 “nuclear-free zone"), bw
the sense of division is palpable nonetheless,
Eastern Avenue runs right through own,
On the D.C. side, parking enforcement is
remorseless, The shopping district, the 1ofu
carry-outs and ethnic clothing bou(iqur.:s of
Carroll Avenue, lic on 1he Maryland side. So
Jues the post office. The grand tum-of the:
ventury maisens of Takema, D.C., wend o
have niore peeling paint than ther wm-of-
the-cemury neighbors in Takoma Park, Md.
This was conlested ground during the Civ-
il War, il only bricfly. In the summer of
1864, Confederate troops under Gen. Jubal
Farly forded the Potomac and rampaged

Among the divided citics of the world,

through the Montgomery County country-
side 1oward the copilal, Weshinglonions
sweated in fear as Union roops massed a1
Fort Stevens, Fort Totten, and Fort Bayard.

Well, nol everyone swealed, (or authoritics
seized a half-finished Confederate flag from a
secessionist enclave in Georgetown. But Ue
enslaught never came. Confederale and
Union snipers traded o few desuliory shols
before Early's army fled back across the Po-
tomac. True Virginians, 1he retrcating Rebs
looted farmhouses of women's underthings
and scribbled obscene pictures on the walls.

In 1his section of the border, on the long
northcasiern edge of Ellicot’s square, Fred
Woodward tromped ihrough truck farms
and met rural cccentrics like Mr. Nomman
Kidwell, “who kindly pilated us 10 the
|boundary] stone und cniertained vs ot the
sarne time with 8 résumé of his various mal-
rimonial experiences,” and offered Wood-
ward fresh mw wmips from his garden,
HWow block afier block of mwo-story brick
houses occupy the lumip ptches of yore, all
the way to where Eastern dead-<nds high an
a killiop, at Fert Lincoln New 'lawn,

The air is filled with the smoke and growl
of haavy machinery biling into 1the woods
and madows of :i:c long-vacant (ract, In
vne of the last major development projects
the city will see, lownhouses and condas are
going up on this former sile of the U.S, Na.
tional Reformalory, a sprawling juvenile de-
tention ccnter whose mame was later eu-
phemized 1o the "National Training School
fer Boys.” The change focled nobody.
“Whenever we drove by it, the car would
gel real quict,” recalls Prince George's Coun-
ty native Michac] Dolan. “That was where
they sent bad boys." Bad girls were sent 102
girls* reformatury over on Western Avenue.

One legendary local bad boy, Prohibition-
era nighiclub owner James La Foniaine,
used the nearby border to greal advaniage.
His club sar just inside the District line, but
it was accessible only by a privale road from
Maryland. The cntire club was surrounded
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by a 1l fence. Maryland cops couldn’t raid
the place because any illegal activities were
1aking place in the District. Bul District au-
thorities were deterred from charging down
the driveway becausc the driveway was in
Maryland. When D.C, palice wanted 1o raid
Fontaine’s, they had to pull down the fence
and enter [rom the District, which gave re-
velers plenty of advanee notce, The city
wearied of \caring down Fontaine’s fence,
finding nothing, and then having 1o replace
it, 50 Fontaine’s wasn't mided ofien, which
suiled the politicians and police officials who
patronized it fust fine.

The old reform school shares o border
with another marginal establishment, Fort
Lincoln Cemetery, just on the Maryland side
of the line. We drive 1hrough the gate—gen-
dy, of coursc—and navigate ws winding
roads, through older, crowded sections o
more sparscly seliled regions with hardly
any grave markers. In the outlying section,
one inlersection is dominated by a massive
black memonal to a counle who havent vet

died. Acc 12 1o the L s inscribed
wn their fombs, 1 they're h:n:ly in their 40s,

l'hcymumlyl.hmkalmd Theirs is the
only grave in this remote region of the ceme-
tery. Beyond m, the mw land hasn't been
graded or sodded or even muwed, like an
unfinished subdivision for the dead. Near
the lar edge of the Lracl, empry coment sar:
cophagi stand in rows, awaiting 1heir cternal
uccupants.

WNear a mausolcum, on the vutskirts of the
cemelery, Dacrow and 1 spot flowers grow.
ing by the [ence that marks the District line.
Spring atready! We trudge loward the flow-
ers only 1o discover they're plasiic, marking
a freshly filled grave right nexl to the fence,
within ¢rawling distance of D.C. worms.
Ten yards 1o the right of this ecrie scene, 1he
top of ¢ne of Ellicoll’s stenes pecps from the
muck. Through the fence, al Fore Lincoln
New Town, we walch construction machin-
ery marching slowly toward the District line,

his anonymous final resting place com-

mands a magnificent view of the Ana:

costia River vallcy, the maffic snaking
along its highways and smoke pufling from
stacks in places like Cheverly and Bladens-
burg. Just down the hill are the old ducling
grounds, where [Sth-cemury Washingion
politicians came 10 sctile their differences in
vays prohibited in the federal ternilory.

Like Rock Creck Park, the Anacostia par-
titiens the Disirict in a way no political
boundary could, at least not since legal seg-
regation. The substantial chunk ol 1he city
cast of the river is poorer and blacker 1han
the rest, but the difference goes beyond sia-
tistics 10 character, This part of Washinglon
remained rural s the rest of the city urban-
ized; frame larmhouscs now si alongside
cheaply constructed  garden  apartmenis.
Qace racially mixed, cast-olthe-river is now
olmost totally black,

Even in Woodward's day, cast-of-the-river
was poor and fneglected. "Elsewhere in our
trvels we have-found 1he District roads in
good condition’, uswally macadarnized or
gravelled, and succeededd by a poor couniey
road,” he wrote, *'Here the conditions are
reversed.' And when the road-builders final-
ly armived eyst of the river, the arca’s blufls
and hollows distarted L'Enfant's grid be-
yond recognition. Strects meander and twist
fnnfusinlly. and the outsider cun easily gel
os1.

The river also presents a physical obsiacle;
10 cross it from Fort Lincoln necessitates a
drive of several miles.

Eastern Avenue picks up again a1 Kenil-
worth, passing through the wm-of-theccn-
wry subdivision of Deanwood—contempo-
rary with Takoma Park, but for blacks only.
Not far from its tidy bungalows and small,

neat lawns, in the wouds near the river, 1Jar-
row and 1 sume months ago discovered Lhe
Bicycle Man living in 2 plywooed and tar-pa-
per shack, right next to onc of Ellicou's
stones. Woodward mentionad a nesrby pool
hall that was ithe subject of scandal, but its
duorkeeper “assured us with a convineing
smile that this was nol a pool reom, but a
branch of the ‘Maryland Telegraph Office.’ *

There don't seem (o be many synagogucs
around, or Jowish neighbors strolling the
streets, 50 we are all the more surprised to
read Hebrew lentering on the headsiones of a
small cemelery off Southern Avenue, The
cemelery occupics a small hilliop with a
large, spreading oak ond a comumanding
view of the federal city across the Anagostio,
Gazing at the tombstones, some of which
dale from the '20s, I sense something miss-
ing. Aha—no flowers. But small pebbles rese
alop many of the stones.

The buneyard is guarded, inappropriately.
by a Dobermun, which sirains at its tether as
we knock at the door of the caretaker's
house,

"WHO IS IT?" a woman hollers.

Uh, reporters, ma'am. An ups.airs win.
dow is flung open, and a head appears.
"Talk to that man in the van,” she says, and
slams the window shuwi, The Doberman
walches us trudge up the hill, where a green
van idles. [ts occcupant is wrestling with the .
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District of Columhia Public

nday ¢cnmsiwopd, e mlls down the win-
Adaw_ 1 cap says “Retined.” Is he the care-
taker? "I been around here.” He doesn’t
know ton much.

As we walk beck down, 3 well-dressad
man ernerges from the house, puiting on his
hat as he climba inte his truck and rors out
the driveway.

More helpful is Moishe Teichman of the
Beth Sholom synagoguse, who explains tha
the National Capilal Hebrew Cemetery is
one of the citys oldest Jewish cemeteries
Beth Sholom i one of seven congregations
that sill use it. Adjacent o the cemetery are
a0 other small fewish burial grounds, the
Kesher  lsracl and vne calked
‘howed Shel Emet, 3 Jewish potier’s Geld.

beame cemeteries because “the land
s cheap and it was avaitable)” Teihman
¥s.

ION
ibrary

Li

¢ mysicrious pebbles represent an an-
ent custom, imported from the Middle
s1, where grmvesites are marked only
ith small, anonymouy piles of stones.
mily and [riends are supposed to bring
1ra siones when they visit, (o help main.
in 1he grave; now the rimal sigoifics re-
embrance.

As we continue south o Southern Ave-
e, we begin 10 appreciate the sheer size of
w-of-the-river. The road gocs on and on,
1 carrvuuts and liquor stores on the 1.C.
, shopping plazas and pawn shops and
gh-rises 1n Maryland. On a guick swing
into .G, county, we resist 1he lempiation of
Branch Ave. Liquors' drivethru window,
open until 3 a.m. (Ah, anlization!)

We're looking for a houndary stone a1
Southern and Naylor Rosnd, onc of the oldest
rmads through this part of town. This stone
has hal an especually wogh varcer. An old
revident told Woodward that bored soldiers
at peartee Civil War foris used iy for 1aeget
practice; 1heir bullets chipped off its ideni-
Iving marks. Today, scarching amund a
small apariment huilding. we find oo trace
el il

The D.C. line was challenged only once,
by Confederate Gen. Jubal Early, whose troops
managed to squeeze off a few shots at Fort Stevens
before turning tail. True Virginians, the retreating Rebs
looted farmhouses of women’s underthings and
scribbled obscene pictures on the walls.

Not long ago, David Doyle and his sucvey-
ing collagues were loaking for the same
slone, ai50 1o no avail, until 8 local home-
owner volunteered that it was sitting in his
basement. The stone had been hit by a car;
it now reposes in Doyle's garge, where it
will stay until the satellite survey informs
him of i1s proper position.

I)riving around these sireets, | recall that
ex-pMayor-for-Life  Marion Bamry Anwar
Amal used to live around here, which might
exphin Mayor-for-the-Next-Two-Yars Kel-
ly’s chu,ce of neighborhood: She lives as far
from Barry Js it's possible 1o get without
Icaving the District.

With Jusk approaching, Darraw and | de-
¢id= 10 motor ahead 10 Oxon Cove, our last
stop—where we expect 10 find our ninth and
last boundary sione in the Disirict. Wood-
ward discovered it half-suhmerged in the Po-
1omac mud-flats, néar the fanding of Fox's
lerry, the Woodrow Wilson Bridge of s
time, The lerry wasn't werking, so be got "a
hermil named Burrage.” who lived in o hut
in the woods—much like the Bicycle Man a1
Kenilworth—io row him across to Alexan.
dlria.

The ferry and Burrage are both long gone,
and I've heard the stone was maved. Siill,
we decide 1o iy 1o find it starting at Ozon
Hill Farm, now operated by the National
Park Service. A narrow lane winds down toa
plowed patch of bottomland. Farm imple-
ments sk picturcsquely in wooden sheds.

The lane ends, we park and get out and fal-
low = promising fooipath, only Lo get cut off
81 1.295. There is 2 condom on the ground—
maybe we are in I.C, aficr all.

We slog tack through the woods., Some-
where seross the river, Alexandna's harbor-
masiers buill a hghthouse alop the last
boundary marker. And as for the portion of
Ellicotc"s survey that now divides Adingion
and Fairfax, well, it's just another counly
line. Arlingion has been noi-the-Disiricy for
longer than it was the District, and barring
collective insanity on the part of 1he Virginia
delegation, it won't ever be the Disirict
again.

A bike path disappears around the far cdge
af Oxon Cave, away from where the sione is
supposed o be, In the diswnge, the sunsel
gold-leafs the grim architeciure of D.C. Vil
lage, once the city's orphanage. Just then,
we spot Iwo figures pushing bicycles
through the woads, stumbling over roots
and crunching through the ankle-deep trash,

One of them falls over his bike with 2
crash, swearing, before they emerge, two old
men in olive drab, with fishing rods
siapped o thar bicycles. A green et pro-
trudes from the rubberized canvas bag
strapped 10 the leader’s bike. He is friendly,

*with an enormous, smooth oval face and tre-

mendous hands, His companion mutters o
few disparaging remarks about Darrow's
canvas sneakers, and then turms his back on
us,

The friendly man’s mame is Tucker 1hom-
as, and he gives his age, afice a reQective
pause, as 65, Thomas is taking the holiday
ofl from jury duy at 12.C. Superior Court.
"God, 1 hate that,” he says. “| want 1o be
o here fishin® so bad I can feel it in my
nun." He erouches down in mock ogony.

"Instead, I gm ta stay in that room listen-
ing 1o bullshit, We got 17 charges, and we're
only 1hrough four ol "em.”

We are far from Superior Couny; there's
not a Metrobus for miles, Thomas lives a
long way from Superior Cour, toa, and
complains (hat jurors don't receive parking
privileges, Not even "'my nephew, the chiel™
ocould swing Thomas a parking spar, Il
scoms. The chief? Metropolitan Police De.
partment Chicl Fred Thomas, of course,
Chiel or no chief, Tucker Thomas is bound
for the jury room 1omormow.

"This is what 1 do. I'm always here. 1

catch the white perch, 1he yellow perch, the
crappic.” Tufts of gray hair peek out [rom
under his kot cap. The canvas bag doesn’t
scem [0 contain any fish. Ii's not the best
fishing arcund, Thomas allows, bw it's his
spot.
“I bought me a 1956 Dontiac in 1956," he
say3, “beflure you were bomn. Used to park iy
nght there,” he says, indicating the space
occupied by my rd Honda, "I met the
whirte [ady who lives up 1op of the hill—June
13, 1956. She come down and give me a seat
to sit on,” Thomas relishes the memory.
The farm must look the way it did in 956,
the fields ready for plowing as Lhe expanding
city gobbled neighboring farms and the
doubtiul pleasures of suburkan life closed in
on all sides.

Bul his friend has already disappeared
around the bend of the bike path, and it's
time for him 1o get going, (0o, His long day
over, Tucker Thomas besirides his rusty
blue Peugeot, waders squeaking, and pedals
away, wobbling down the asphalt path in the
general direction of the Disinict ot(.‘niuénp
bin.



