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MARJORIE M. BURNHAM

NEWPORT & CORINNA -
Marjorie (Bennett) Burnham,
84, died June 28, 2016 at her
daughter's residence. She
was born December 4, 1931
in Guilford, a daughter of
Lloyd and Myla (Foss) Ben-
nett.

She was a member of the
Red Hat Society, the New-
port Area Senior Citizens,
enjoyed country music and
loved to dance. She has
many friends that loved her
dearly. Marjorie also took
care of a lot of children over
the years. She was married
to Harvey Burnham for 60
years before he died Febru-
ary 1, 2008.

She is survived by her
children, Linda and husband
James Stevens of Newport;
Leland and wife Shawne
Burnham of Greenbush, and
Lloyd Burnham of Dexter;
her siblings, Joyce Nadeau
of PA, Jane Simpson of Guil-
ford, Charlene Corson and
husband Leroy of Atkinson,
Rose Butts and fiance Neil
Barschdorf of Plymouth,
Geraldine Beckwith and hus-
band Merle of Parkman;
Brenda Rockwell and hus-
band Edward of NC, Jeanine
Vaughn and husband
Dwayne of Peru, Stephen
Bennett and wife Lori of
Guilford, Louise Bennett and
partner Harold Newcomb of
St. Albans; 13 grandchildren;
13 great grandchildren;
nieces and nephews.

In addition to her hus-
band, Marjorie was prede-
ceased by a brother Donald
Bennett and a sister Gloria
McFarland.

Funeral services will be
held at 2 P.M Thursday, June
30th, at Crosby & Neal, 117
Main Street, Newport, with
the Rev. Bob Emrich officiat-
ing. Friends may call from 1
P.M until the time of ser-
vices. Burial will be in the
Nutter Cemetery, Corinna.

Memorial donations may
be made to the Hospice of
Eastern Maine, 885 Union
Street, Bangor, ME 04401.
Those who wish may leave
written condolences at

www.CrosbyNeal.com

JOHN J. PELLETIER

OLD TOWN - John J. Pel-
letier, 86, husband of Betty

(Bertrand) Pel-
l e t i e r, d i ed
June 28, 2016

at a local hospital. He was
born January 16, 1930 in Old
Town, the son of Edward
and Flora (Cyr) Pelletier.

John was a graduate of
Old Town High School, Class
of 1948, and the University
of Maine, Class of 1953. Fol-
lowing college, he served in
the US Army for 2 years. He
was employed by the State
of Maine, Dept of Trans-
portation, roadside beautifi-
cation program until his re-
tirement. John enjoyed
hunting and fishing with his
friends, spending time at his
camp, and spending time
with friends in Stueben, lob-
stering, and working his gar-
den.

In addition to his wife Bet-
ty, John is survived by his
sister Mary Buchanan; broth-
er-in-law Paul Bertrand;
nieces Martha St. Peter, Jody
Lucas, and Janet Herbert;
grandnieces Janai Schaefer
and Rebecca Herbert; grand
nephews Jonathan and
Joshua Herbert.

Friends may call 6-8PM
Thursday at the Birmingham
Funeral Home 438 Main St.
Old Town. A mass of Chris-
tian Burial will be celebrated
9AM Friday at Parish of the
Resurrection, Holy Family
Church, Old Town. Burial will
follow at St. Joseph Ceme-
tery, Old Town. Immediately
following the services, all
are invited to return to the
Parish Hall for a light lun-
cheon. Memorial contribu-
tions may be made to the
Parish of the Resurrection,
429 Main St Old Town 04468

VietnamWar reporter Herr dies

BY ADAM BERNSTEIN
THE WASHINGTON POST

Michael Herr, a Vietnam
War reporter whose “Dis-
patches” remains one of the
most powerful books about
the ravages of combat and
who later contributed to the
screenplays of such bleak
Vietnam-set films as “Apoc-
alypse Now” and “Full Metal
Jacket,” died June 23 near
his home in Upstate New
York. He was 76.

His daughter Claudia
Herr confirmed the death but
declined to provide further
details. He lived in Delhi, New
York.

“Dispatches,” published in
1977, drew resounding critical
praise. It was one of the first
books to confront the Viet-
nam War in all its hallucino-
genic awfulness and jarring
absurdities. It was instantly
placed in the pantheon of
great war literature, widely
viewed as journalism al-
chemized seamlessly into art.

The spy novelist John le
Carre called “Dispatches”
“the best book I have ever
read on men and war in our
time.” New York Times book
critic John Leonard hailed
Herr’s work as “beyond poli-
tics, beyond rhetoric, beyond
‘pacification’ and body counts
and the ‘psychotic vaudeville’
of Saigon press briefings. ... It
is as if Dante had gone to hell
with a cassette recording of
Jimi Hendrix and a pocketful
of pills: our first rock-and-roll
war, stoned murder.”

Part autobiography, part
journalism but largely fiction,
the book is an impressionistic
tour de force of Herr’s two
years in Vietnam reporting
for Esquire magazine at the
height of the war. Shunning
conventional reportage, the
“nonfiction memoir,” as it
was sometimes called, illumi-
nated the mundane and the
terrifying, as well as how ser-
vice members — and fellow
journalists — endured their
years in a hell zone.

The book arrived two years
after the U.S. withdrawal from
Southeast Asia following
more than a decade of war
that cost more than 58,000
American lives and countless
casualties among the Viet-
namese, Cambodians, Lao-

tians and others. “Dispatches”
arrived as a shockingly vis-
ceral remembrance of a war
that many wanted to forget.

“You know how it is, you
want to look and you don’t
want to look,” Herr wrote
about the sight of dead bodies.
“Once, I looked at them strung
from the perimeter to the
treeline, most of them
clumped together nearest the
wire, then in smaller num-
bers but tighter groups mid-
way. ... Then I heard an M16
on full automatic, starting to
go through clips, a second to
fire, three to plug in a fresh
clip, and I saw a man out
there, doing it. Every round
was like a tiny concentration
of high-velocity wind, making
the bodies wince and shiver.”

In other passages, he
evoked extreme survival mea-
sures: an American soldier
who blanketed himself with
the corpses of his comrades to
avoid being bayoneted by
enemy forces that had over-
run them; or the American
troops on a packed helicopter
compelled to shoot Vietnam-
ese allies who swarmed them
and threatened to prevent the
chopper’s take-off amid hos-
tile fire.

Like few other writers,
Herr captured chaos with in-
tense precision and imagina-
tion. He based his work on all
he had seen but liberated him-
self from journalistic fact. His
book was a fever dream of
conversation, blood, drugs
and rock music. Shortly be-
fore leaving Vietnam, his pho-
tographer friend Sean Flynn,
who later disappeared and
was presumed dead, told him
not to squander all he had
seen on cocktail talk back in
Manhattan.

Instead, he spent 18 months
consumed by “Dispatches,”
writing the bulk of it before
spiraling into a breakdown.
“Real despair for three or four
years,” he told the London
Observer. “Deep paralysis. I
split up with my wife for a
year. I didn’t see anybody be-
cause I didn’t want anybody
to see me.”

He only gradually emerged,
completing a book he knew
would resonate and catapult
him to renown. Indeed, he
was an instant celebrity, bom-
barded with interview re-

quests and invitations to Hol-
lywood soirees. He bristled at
the fame, the random calls at
night, the oddball requests
from strangers who thought
they owned a piece of him. He
began a long and concerted
effort to get off the radar.

He moved to England in
search of a quiet life. One offer
beckoned that he could not re-
fuse: He wrote the trance-like
narration (voiced by Martin
Sheen) in filmmaker Francis
Ford Coppola’s epic about war
and madness, “Apocalypse
Now” (1979). He also co-script-
ed Stanley Kubrick’s “Full
Metal Jacket” (1987) and later
wrote a book about Kubrick.

He wrote a screenplay about
the powerful 1930s and 1940s
gossip columnist Walter
Winchell, whose rise, he told
the Los Angeles Times, au-
gured “a kind of promiscuous
attention to all kinds of busi-
nessnotproperlyourbusiness,
a horrible dominance of enter-
tainment in American life.”

The producers balked at
his thesis, and Herr turned
the script into a novel, pub-
lished to good reviews in 1990.
But mostly, when he consent-
ed to interviews, the focus
was squarely on his first book,
a masterpiece that exhumed
what he called “the death
space and the life you found
inside it.”

Michael David Herr was
born in Lexington, Kentucky,
on April 13, 1940, and grew up
in Syracuse, New York, where
his father worked as a jewel-
er. The younger Herr de-
scribed himself as a “nice,
middle-class, educated Jewish
boy who as a kid had every
nervous tic and allergy possi-
ble.”

He recalled that as a pre-
teen, feeling stifled and con-
fined, he sometimes followed
strangers around town by bus
and foot because he “just
wanted to see where and how
they lived.”

He entered Syracuse Uni-
versity and wrote for the col-
lege literary magazine, which
was edited by Joyce Carol
Oates, but he dropped out,
driven by a wanderlust he at-
tributed to his idolization of
Ernest Hemingway and other
authors who drank and
smoked their way across the
globe.

After a year roaming Eu-
rope, he was hired as a film
critic for the leftist New Lead-
er magazine but was soon
fired for what he called “lik-
ing all the wrong movies.”

There was a stint as an
Army reservist and as a trav-
el writer for Holiday maga-
zine. He struck up a friend-
ship with Esquire magazine
editor Harold Hayes and pro-
posed a monthly column from
Vietnam. He was able to get
helicopter rides to far reaches
of the combat zone, but he was
not a highly productive cor-
respondent. Little of his writ-
ing made it into print.

Most of the time, he told the
Times, he was “just going off
on long operations, coming
back six weeks later and going
into my room and smoking a
ton of dope and writing notes.”
He interviewed troops in the
field and even participated in
operations against the Viet
Cong when the grunts he was
accompanying came under at-
tack in the Mekong Delta.

“I can remember four
o’clock patrols where I was
allowed to go only if I carried
a weapon, so I carried a weap-
on,” he later told the Boston
Globe. “I only had to use a
weapon twice. And I had to, I
had to. It was impossible not
to.”

Survivors include his wife,
Valerie Elliott, whom he mar-
ried in 1977; their daughters
Claudia Herr and Catherine
Herr; a brother; and a sister.

He returned to the United
States in 1990 and relished his
anonymity. He found it gro-
tesque when TV producers
rang up with lucrative offers
to revisit Vietnam on camera.

“I do believe it’s OK to have
been there — to have seen it,
to have participated in it,” he
told the Globe. “I wish people
didn’t have to suffer for 20
years for what happened
there. Just in the way that I
wish that all the people who
remember it would forget it, I
wish all the people who’ve
forgotten it would remember
it — if they could just change
places. And all those guys
could move that rock off their
chests.

“I don’t know if there’s any
other level on which catharsis
is possible — other than
doing it alone, and quietly.”

‘Dispatches’ author also contributed to ‘ApocalypseNow,’ ‘FullMetal Jacket’

Award-winning bluegrassmaster Ralph Stanley dies
BY TERENCE MCARDLE
THE WASHINGTON POST

Ralph Stanley, a masterful
bluegrass singer and banjoist
whose performances on the
Grammy Award-winning
movie soundtrack album “O
Brother, Where Art Thou?”
helped inspire a bluegrass re-
surgence in the 2000s, died
June 23. He was 89.

His publicist, Kirt Webster,
announced the death but did
not provide further details. A
grandson, Nathan Stanley,
posted on his Facebook page
that the cause was complica-
tions from skin cancer.

Stanley, widely regarded as
an eminence in bluegrass,
helped launch the careers of
such country and bluegrass
stars as Larry Sparks, Ricky
Skaggs and the late Keith
Whitley.

In recent decades, Stanley
won some of the highest hon-
ors in his profession — in-
cluding a National Medal of
Arts — and recorded with
such performers as Bob
Dylan, Emmylou Harris,
George Jones, Lucinda Wil-
liams and Joan Baez. Jerry
Garcia of the Grateful Dead
once called him “the most per-
fect singer alive.”

It was a plaintive, nimble
and haunting voice that
blended elements of Primitive
Baptist church choirs and the
Grand Ole Opry, music on
which Stanley was weaned in
far southwestern Virginia.

With his older brother Cart-
er, Stanley rose to musical
prominence in the 1950s as a
member of the bluegrass band
known as the Stanley Broth-
ers and the Clinch Mountain
Boys. They were immediately
at the forefront of a bluegrass
sound first popularized by Bill
Monroe — with its gospel har-
mony, Celtic fiddling, and
blues, pop and jazz influences
— and the mutual rivalry and
admiration between Monroe
and the Stanley Brothers con-
tinued for years.

Dark-tinged and mournful
Stanley Brothers recordings
from the late 1940s and 1950s
— “White Dove” and “The
Fields Have Turned Brown,”
both written by Carter Stan-
ley, and “Rank Stranger” —
tapped into the sorrows of
rural people, many of whom
had moved to the city.

Not all Stanley Brothers
music was doleful. The rol-
licking “How Mountain Girls
Can Love” and Stanley’s vi-
brant instrumental showcase
“Hard Times” showed their
up-tempo side.

“How Far to Little Rock”
(1960), a vaudeville routine set
to an old fiddle tune, “Arkan-
sas Traveler,” gave the Stan-
ley Brothers their biggest
country radio hit. In it, Stan-
ley, as a city slicker lost in the
country, questions and gets
smart answers from Carter,
portraying a wisecracking
local yokel:

“Hello, stranger.”
“Well, hello, stranger.”
“Could you tell me how

far it is to Little Rock?”
“Well, no sir, I couldn’t,

buddy, but they’s a devil of a
big ‘un down here in South
Coal Creek.”

Carter Stanley (hard-drink-
ing, hard-charging, gregari-
ous and extroverted) was the

master of ceremonies onstage,
while Ralph Stanley (the more
reserved brother) handled
business offstage. When Cart-
er, at 41, died of cirrhosis in
1966, Stanley briefly consid-
ered retirement before re-
turning as the group’s front-
man.

“I was worried. I didn’t
know if I could do it by my-
self,” he once recalled. “But
boy, I got letters, 3,000 of ‘em,
and phone calls” in support.

Stanley led the Clinch
Mountain Boys for the next
five decades with other sing-
ers, such as Larry Sparks,
Roy Lee Centers, Charlie Size-
more and Stanley’s son, Ralph
Stanley II, in the tenor vocal
slot originally held by Carter
Stanley. Notable instrumen-
talists in the group included
lead guitarist George Shuf-
fler, whose intricate style of
guitar, known as crosspick-
ing, emulated the syncopation
of the bluegrass banjo.

In 1970, Stanley hired two
teenaged singers, Ricky
Skaggs, a multi-instrumental-
ist adept at mandolin, fiddle
and guitar, and Keith Whit-
ley, a singer who closely mod-
eled his style on Carter Stan-
ley’s. When Stanley arrived
late for a gig after a flat tire, he
heard the two performing an

impromptu set of Stanley
Brothers songs to hold the
audience at the packed club.

“I figured somebody had
the jukebox playing our re-
cords,” he recalled in his 2009
memoir, “Man of Constant
Sorrow,” written with Eddie
Dean. “When I went inside, I
saw it wasn’t no jukebox. It
was two young gentlemen,
standing onstage with a fiddle
[Skaggs] and a guitar [Whit-
ley], singing Stanley Brothers
songs. They were just boys,
not even old enough to start
shaving yet. But they could
pick like nobody’s business
and they were singing their
hearts out.”

Skaggs and Whitley, along
with Randy Travis, in the
1980s would usher in a back-
to-basics movement in coun-
try music known as neo-tradi-
tionalism. Skaggs in recent
years has returned to blue-
grass.

And in recent years, Stan-
ley had himself become some-
thing of a standard-bearer for
traditionalism in bluegrass.

Commenting on a 2006 per-
formance by the Clinch
Mountain Boys, New York
Times music critic Ben Ratliff
described Stanley’s singing as
“ancient-sounding and dry as
a biscuit” with “a modal style
that runs between tones on a
single word.”

Ratliff noted that in Stan-
ley’s a cappella rendition of
the hymn “O Death,” the word
“death” at one point seemed
to encompass six separate
notes.

Ralph Edmond Stanley was
born Feb. 25, 1927, near the
mountain hamlet of McClure,
Virginia.

The family was big — his
older brother Carter plus
seven older step-siblings.
(Both parents had been previ-
ously widowed.) His father
ran a sawmill and sang moun-
tain ballads and hymns for his
own enjoyment. He left the
clan when Stanley was 12 to
start another family with an-

other woman in nearby Rus-
sell County.

Around that time, his
mother bought a banjo for
Stanley.

“She didn’t sing much, but
she was one of 12 children and
they all played the banjo
some,” he told The Washing-
ton Post. “She taught me. But
I was interested in animals,
too, and my aunt had a pig I
wanted and also a banjo. They
was each $5. Mother said
she’d give me one or the other,
but I had to choose. So I took
the banjo. Just as well I did.”

Carter played guitar, and
the two brothers began per-
forming at school and com-
munity gatherings — inspired
by banjoist Wade Mainer, the
Carter Family and other
country musicians they heard
on the radio. As high school
graduation approached, the
brothers decided to try a ca-
reer in entertainment.

“We knew we didn’t want
farm work and we darn sure
didn’t want the mines,” Ralph
Stanley told The Post. In 1946,
they formed the Clinch Moun-
tain Boys — named after a
mountain ridge in their area —
and performed on radio sta-
tions in southwestern Virginia.
They were almost immediately
popular with audiences and
soon began making records.

A list of survivors was not
immediately available.

A much wider audience
was exposed to Stanley’s work
through “O Brother Where
Art Thou,” a Coen brothers
film set in the Depression-era
South and starring George
Clooney as one of three chain-
gang escapees who embark on
a picaresque journey to re-
cover treasure.

Producer T Bone Burnett
had initially asked Stanley to
perform “O Death,” a 19th-
century dirge about a man’s
plea with death, in the primi-
tive style of Appalachian ban-
joist Dock Boggs. However,
Stanley persuaded Burnett to
let him perform it a cappella.

“I didn’t think the song
needed a banjo,” Stanley said
in his memoir. “It was getting
in the way of the words and
the meaning. I wanted to take
that song back even further
than Dock took it. I wanted to
give it the old Primitive Bap-
tist treatment.”

The song is heard coming
from the mouth of an actor
playing a hooded Klansman
at a KKK rally — an effect that
initially bothered Stanley,
who later publicly endorsed
Barack Obama for president
in 2008.

The movie soundtrack,
which also featured a vintage
Stanley Brothers recording,
“Angel Band,” received the
2001 Grammy Award for
album of the year and sold
millions of copies. In addition,
Stanley received the best male
country vocal Grammy for “O
Death.”

The next year, Stanley,
with Jim Lauderdale, re-
ceived a Grammy for best
bluegrass album, “Lost in the
Lonesome Pines.” His other
awards included a 2006 Na-
tional Medal of Arts, the coun-
try’s highest honor for artistic
excellence.

Stanley’s memoir, “Man of
Constant Sorrow,” took its
title from a song that had
come to represent the joy he
found in preserving the most
traditional aspects of blue-
grass music.

“‘Man of Constant Sorrow’
is probably two or three hun-
dred years old,” he told NPR.
“The first time I heard it, my
daddy, he had some of the
words to it and I heard him
sing it. My brother and me,
we put a few more words to it
and brought it back into exis-
tence.

“If we hadn’t done that, it’d
probably be lost forever,” he
continued. “I’m proud to be
the one who brought that
song back because I think it’s
wonderful. I try to sing it so
plain that you can almost see
what’s going on.”

ALLEN J. SCHABEN | LOS ANGELES TIMES | MCT

Ralph Stanley performs during the Stagecoach Country
Music Festival in Indio, California, in 2012.


