
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Rachael Scripter (1916-2003) 
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A Word from the Editor 
 

Galway is a haven for writers and artists. In 

this issue we are going to highlight Mary Cuffe 

Perez and her new work, Nothing By Name: a 

novel in free verse. If you have not read it, 

hopefully this article will spur you on to pick up a copy.  
 

A monthly Writers’ Group meets at the Galway Public Library on the 

second Tuesday of every month at 7 PM as a forum for writers to read 

their poetry, fiction or nonfiction pieces and to get feedback from 

others who are interested in the craft of writing.  In the beginning 

stages of Life in Galway, I took a few articles to the group that I might 

receive help and encouragement.  It was there that I met Evelyn Hanna 

who graciously offered to proof-read Life in Galway. If you like Life in 

Galway, be sure to thank Evelyn and the others who proof-read (listed 

on the back cover) when you see them around town. They have taught 

me so much and are the quiet workers behind the scene.  
 

Then there is the other group of people and organizations that make 

Life in Galway possible through their generous donations. After the past 

issue (Winter 2011) a substantial amount was given to pay for this issue 

and to seed the future issues. I am grateful to the following who gave to 

Life in Galway this winter: Tim & Carole Jones, Geralyn & Gerry Minkler, 

David & Carol Schweizer, Keith & Judith Austin, the Galway Volunteer 

Fire Company Auxiliary, the Dockstader Trust, which provides partial 

funding for the community information, David & Cynthia Lafforthun, 

Virginia Sawicki, Elaine Vandenburgh and those who gave through the 

donation box at Galway Market. 
 

If you would like to contribute, make your check out to “Bible Baptist 

Church of Galway,” and send it to PO Box 112, Galway, NY 12074.  

                                    Wayne R. Brandow 

 
Copyright © 2012 by Wayne R. Brandow. All rights reserved. 
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A Review of Mary Cuffe Perez’s Nothing By Name: a novel in free verse 

with drawings by Judy Depew Howell. Westport, NY: Shaggy Dog Press, 

2011.                        
 

I thoroughly enjoyed reading Mary Cuffe Perez’s book, Nothing By 

Name which is dedicated to the memory of a life-long resident of 

Galway and Mary’s friend, Rachael Scripter. To those of us who live here 

in Galway, the book itself evokes memories of Rachael, who like Ruby, 

the major character in the book, lived alone tending her sheep and 

blueberry patch in ways that were so much alike. Both Rachael and 

Ruby lived in a time of transition in rural life. Electricity and indoor 

plumbing, paved roads, and heating without wood arrived, but both 

Rachael and Ruby would cling to the old ways, splitting wood, drawing 



water with a hand pump, and sticking with a pre-electricity mode of 

existence. However similar Rachael’s and Ruby’s lives seem to be, it 

must be remembered that Nothing By Name is fiction. Ruby is a fictional 

character! There are parts of the story that are not true with respect to 

Rachael. After completing the book, I set it down and got on the phone 

to talk to Mary.  
 

The connection between the fictional character Ruby and the real one, 

Rachael, can best be understood by knowing how the friendship 

between Mary and Rachael developed.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
             Rachael Scripter Farmhouse on Alexander Road 

 

One day, when Mary was riding down Alexander Road on her bicycle, 

she noticed a frail-looking, older woman splitting wood. Mary’s curiosity 

was awakened, and she desired to get to know her. Rachael was shy, so 

it was not an easy task, but this did not deter Mary. The first day Mary 

attempted to make her acquaintance was while picking blueberries at 

Rachael’s patch. Over time, a friendship blossomed and the two could 

be found around the kitchen table very much at ease, laughing and 

sharing with each other.  In this amiable setting, stories of Galway and a 

day gone by were related by Rachael to Mary. It was a simple but hard 



life that Rachael still lived each day, with the exception of a television 

that was run by a battery and given to her by her friend, Lisa Nargis. 
 

In Mary Cuffe Perez’s book, the name of the town is Galloway and not 

Galway. Ruby’s farm is on Dobbs Road, a non-existent road in Galway, 

but other roads and places of Galway are mentioned, such as Graves 

Road, Parkis Mills, and 

McChesney’s store. 

Rachael, like Ruby, 

had a tractor. Mary 

told me that many of 

the men in the village 

were amused, seeing 

her ride her tractor 

into the village to 

McChesney’s Agway.   

However, many 

elements in Ruby’s story are fiction.                       (Hand Pump at Rachael’s Farm)      

 

The real value of the book is that the setting describes the way of life 

here in Galway in the pre-WWII years.  It describes the change from an 

agricultural community with threshing days and auctioneers, and the 

way old-timers got water when their hand pumps froze in the winter to 

a more modern age.  Mary Cuffe Perez has a way of taking you back to a 

time when  men knew their horses instead of their cars. 
 

Nothing By Name is written in free verse. Each short, descriptive, 

rhythmic sentence paints pictures with words. It reads a lot like prose. 

Consider the following excerpt from “Going to Village.” It might be 

helpful to know that the 9Ns are tractors, something which fascinated 

Ruby. 

 Ned was in no hurry 

 no matter what road you took 

 and I spent a good share of my young life 

 perched on that wagon 



 studyin’ the slow motion of Ned’s hind quarters 

 while my father and Harold talked war, 

 feed mixes and lumberin’. 
 

 Once we got to the village 

 we’d stop to the shoer’s first off 

 and of course I’d be the one left there 

 while Freddie Stark trimmed, reshod Ned, 

 all the time chawin’ a wad 

 ‘bout his lumberin’ days. 

 He was no more than a fistful of kindlin’, that man, 

 but to hear him tell it, he’d cut down the Adirondacks  

 and rode every log down the Boreas hisself. 
 

 I didn’t mind how long Harold and my father 

 stayed to Hunt’s store by the radio catchin’ up on news 

 ‘cause soon as I could, I’d slip next door 

 to McChesney’s Feed and Seed and study on the 9Ns 

 which I had my eye on even back then. 
 

The book is composed of vignettes of a page or two that contain a scene 

or event that contributes to the overall picture. Each poem is like a 

patch sewn into a quilt; the end result is a story, i.e. – a story quilt. In 

this book Mary has done what she envisioned and accomplished 

through the joint effort of many on a much larger scale in weaving 

together stories of Galway written in free verse by the Galway residents, 

in a book, named The Story Quilt: Poems of A Place, published by the 

Galway Public Library.  
 

Once again, Mary Cuffe Perez has helped to weave the community 

together.  The Story Quilt project brought individuals in Galway together 

with their shared experiences and writing talent. It was truly a 

community effort.  In Nothing By Name she uses the medium of a novel 

to bring those living in Galway in contact with Galway’s past.  
 



                          Galway Get Together 
                                                A bi-weekly online newsletter promoting    

                                                local resources and opportunities 
                                                      A community service of the Galway Public Library 

                                                     www.gettogether.galwaypubliclibrary.org 

                                    Be sure to check this out! 

This enjoyable and quick read can be yours. Nothing By Name can be 

purchased at Village Home and Garden in the village of Galway for 

$12.95 or on line at www.marycuffeperez.com. The Story Quilt is  

available for sale at the library. 

 

The Real Rachael 
Rachael Scripter grew up in a large 

family. In 1913 her father and 

mother, Samuel and Alice Scripter, 

purchased the Alexander Road 

house where Rachael was born 

and died. Rachael was born on 

October 9, 1916. She had two 

brothers and three sisters. In this 

1947 photo, standing left to right, 

are her brother Arnold, her sister 

Ella and husband Don Naylon, and 

her mother Alice. Kneeling left to 

right are Rachael, her sister Della 

Danopuk with daughter Elaine and 

sister Aritta.  As the children grew 

up, married and left the nest, Rachael stayed most of her life in her 

childhood home. The Scripter place was originally a dairy farm. In 1940, 

starting with two sheep and two lambs, a herd was formed that in its 

heyday numbered 150. More recent Galway residents will remember 

the blueberry patch and the sign “Blueberries U Pick.” Rachael died on 

August 5, 2003, at the age of 86. 

 

http://www.gettogether.galwaypubliclibrary.org/
http://www.marycuffeperez.com/


Roots 

Did you hear the story about the boy who asked his dad, “Where did I 

come from?” The father was sweating it out thinking that the time to 

have the talk had arrived. You know what talk, the talk about “the birds 

and the bees.” So he got out the little pamphlet from the doctor’s office 

and nervously explained it all.  After he was done, his son responded, 

“Anthony said his family was from Italy. I was just wondering where we 

came from.” 
 

I remember asking my father what nationality I came from, and he said 

that I was an American. My roots remained a mystery until I was in high 

school when my grandmother produced a genealogy that traced the 

Brandow family back to 1709, when a young German Palatine family 

came to the Hudson River Valley as indentured servants to harvest naval 

stores from the forests for the British Navy. According to a list of those 

Germans departing England in the fourth party, “John Willem & vrouw 

[wife]” and 1 child embarked June 10, and sailed June 21, 1709.1 The 

actor, Marlon Brando, is a descendant of the same Johann Wilhelm 

Brandau.2 My ancestors settled in the Catskills as farmers after their 

servitude.  My great-grandfather left the farm to work in the mills of 

Philmont, NY. My grandfather and father were businessmen. 
 

My wife Martha’s family was planted in Connecticut in 1639. Her 

maiden name is Leete and she is a direct descendant of William Leete, 

an early governor of Connecticut.3  The regicides, those responsible for 

the death of King Charles I, were hiding in his cellar when agents of the 

restored monarchy came with a search warrant. Governor Leete 

inquired if they would trouble a man on the Sabbath, after which they 

                                            
1
 Knittle, Walter Alan, Early Eighteenth Century Palatine Emigration, 

Baltimore: Genealogical Publishing Co., Inc., Reprint 1965, page 260. 
 
2
 “Marlon Brando,” Wikipedia,. http:/en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Marlon_Brando.  

 
3
 William Leet(e)’s life is described in Cotton Mather’s The Great Works 

of Christ in America (Magnalia Christi Americana), Edinburgh: The 
Banner of Truth Trust, Reprint, 1979, Vol. 1, p. 156-157. 



left him alone, and he was able to get the men to safety. Martha was 

from a leading family of early New England. The Leetes have had ties to 

Yale since its founding, and many in the family graduated from Yale 

including her father, a research engineer for GE, and her grandfather, 

who was in the forest service.  
                                                

I’m glad that we were born 

and met in the twentieth 

century, for in the stratified 

society of early America, the 

Brandows and Leetes would 

probably not be able to wed! 

We met in college and 

married in 1976. It was a good match which we both attribute to the 

kind providence of God.     (Photo: College dating years: Wayne & Martha)    
 

Reader, I shared about our roots for a purpose. Did we meet by chance? 

Is life just happenstance or does it include the outworking of a plan? We 

live in an age characterized by unbelief. Many people give little thought 

to God and His presence in our lives. Such was not the case in the past. 

Journals, diaries, public documents all attested to God’s involvement in 

the affairs of life. They called it providence. We even have a town within 

the Galway school district named Providence. 
 

My existence, as well as yours today, was determined by a multitude of 

interconnecting events. My mother’s mother, Bessie, was the daughter 

of wealthy parents.  Much to the displeasure of her parents, she fell in 

love with a tall handsome farm boy named Robert, while the family 

summered at their residence in the Berkshires.  If Bessie and Bob never 

married, I wouldn’t be here to write this article, nor would you be 

reading it.  
 

If Robert Hannibal Brandow had died in the Civil War, or if he and his 

wife Maria stopped after the eighth child of eleven, my great 

grandfather Roy would not have been born, nor my grandfather, dad or 

even me. 



Even those events that are shameful do not take God by surprise, but 

He can weave a beautiful tapestry from the darkest threads. A case in 

point is Perez, who is found in the genealogy of Christ.  Perez was a child 

conceived by Judah and Tamar. Tamar, Judah’s widowed daughter-in-

law, disguised herself as a prostitute to entrap Judah, so that a son 

might be born to care for her in old age. 
 

God can untangle and make straight the ugliest and messiest of 

situations and bring good out of it.  He can do it through His providential 

dealings. 
 

The providence of God has got to be the most comforting of doctrines 

found in the Bible. To realize that God is at work in our lives and that He 

is both able and willing to help us is the fodder for faith.  As you face the 

joys and sorrows of life, how does God fit in your thinking? Is He even 

there at all? 

There are times of great trouble 

where looking to God can help you to 

make it through. Consider Job. He lost 

his family, his livelihood, the support 

of his wife, his health, and even his 

reputation. He lost his good name in 

the eyes of others, for they wrongly 

assumed that the trials he was facing 

were due to some hidden sin. In the 

midst of it all, he struggled greatly, but 

he retained his faith in God.  
                                     (Illustration, Perkins, 1871) 

Many people lose their faith in the wilderness of extremity and trouble.  

Even more lose their faith in times of blessing. The Bible warns about 

the danger of prosperity in that it is easy to forget God and set one’s life 

on the “good” things.  One aspect of the story of Job is that he retained 

his faith in the day of prosperity. It is easy to become so preoccupied 

with the good things of life that one can unwittingly put God on the 

back shelf in one’s life, where God is both out of sight and out of mind! 



Christ warned in his parable of the sower (Matthew 13: 1-9, 18-23) 

about shallow-ground-hearers who, when the heat of the day comes, 

wither and die (i.e. how difficulties can squelch faith), and thorny-

ground-hearers who allow the cares of the world and the deceitfulness 

of riches to choke the Word which speaks of faith (how prosperity can 

lead one to forgetting God).  
           

Where are you with respect to God? Are you indifferent (preoccupied 

with “the good life”) or bitter (disappointed at how life has turned out 

and find it easy to blame or doubt God)?  This article is an attempt to 

get you thinking about the need to have God in your thoughts. He is the 

one who has brought you to where you are. You cannot mess up His 

plan.  
 

This article started with two families and how they were planted in 

America. Martha and I are in the eleventh and tenth generation of our 

families coming here. We are the present crop of Brandow-Leetes. This 

is our season to live for God in this world.  It is quite sobering to realize 

that God knows how each of us will end our life. On this side of that day, 

such knowledge acts to spur us on 

to pray that our faith is found 

genuine and not that of the 

spurious variety of the stony and 

thorny ground hearers. True 

Christianity is a matter of humility, 

faith, and love.  The real thing is 

evidenced by the humbling 

awareness of one’s own sinfulness, 

a trusting in God for His grace and 

forgiveness, and a love for God that 

is evidenced by a desire to please 

Him in loving Him and others, and 

walking in His ways.                                   Martha’s dad is standing with his family. 

 

Check out Life in Galway on the web – http:ligfeingalway.wordpress.com 



 

 

 

Tales of Old Galloway* 
 

“One of the early settlers got quite a scare one day. He noticed a small 

band of Indians coming toward his place. He thought he would hide, 

thinking they might pass by and not molest him. So he got under the 

barn.  But the Indians had seen him and noticed where he went and 

when they came up [to] the barn they pulled him out of his hiding place 

and made a great demonstration with their clubs and tomahawks and 

made him dance the war dance with them, as he expected every minute 

would be his last. But after they had all the fun they wanted, they went 

away laughing their low guttural laugh at the scare they had given the 

white man. There is a vein of humor in the red man as well as in the 

white man. “ 

                    – Excerpt taken from R.M. Carter, 

First Settlers in Galway. It was told to him by 

grandson of one of the original settlers. Carter 

lived in Galway in the 1800s and is a good 

source of early Galway history.  Galway was 

Mohawk Indian hunting ground. 

 
 

.* Original name of Galway was Galloway.                                  Richard Carter (1853-1944)                   

 

April 8th is Easter Sunday! 
 

We’d love to have you as our guest at 

our Easter Service, 11 AM (or any 

Sunday) at the Bible Baptist Church of 

Galway, 2095 East Street,  Galway,  NY 

                    -Wayne R. Brandow, Pastor 

         wrbrandow@yahoo.com                             Phone: (518) 882-6387 

 
Special thanks to proof-readers: Martha Brandow, Evelyn Hanna and Arlene Rhodes.  

We are also grateful to Local Living In for their 

generousity of printing Life in Galway at cost! 

Check them out at locallivingin.com. 


