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BY KAREN FOSTER NOLAN

I’ve spent much of my adulthood trying to 
understand what happened 50 years ago at 
Bingman’s Drug Store.

For most of that time, the only real informa-
tion I had came from a few newspaper clippings 
and an occasional comment from a family 
member. But my perch as a community jour-
nalist for more than 30 years gave me ample 
opportunity to speculate about the cause, as our 
nation found new ways to talk about violence.

Around 1980, “Post Traumatic Stress 
Syndrome,” or PTSD, debuted in the lexicon, 
at a time when media was focusing on military 
veterans who committed acts of violence on the 
home front. If the man who carried the bomb 
into the drugstore where my father worked had 
been a combat veteran, might he have been suf-
fering from PTSD?

In the 1980s and ’90s, I wrote news stories 
containing another new phrase describing an 
old phenomenon: domestic violence. I spoke 
with victims in hiding from their abusers. I 
interviewed Christian pastors spreading the 
message that “Till death do you part doesn’t 
mean until he kills you.” I talked with con-
victed abusers in therapy to come to terms 
with their actions. Each time I wrote about 
the topic, I wondered: Was the bomber trying 
to kill his wife, who worked at the store?

I was at the Escondido Times-Advocate 
in 1989 when a postal worker showed up at 
his job with a gun – an episode of what was 
being called “workplace violence.” Again, I 
wondered: Could the Bingman’s tragedy be 
classified as workplace violence?

It wasn’t until this past year, as my sister 
Joni Foster began delving into the 1967 
bombing, that I was finally able to settle 
the matter in my own mind. Based on her 
research and interviews with the bomber’s 
family members – and I thank them for their 
candidness – I now know with certainty that 
my father and all of those killed and injured 
that day were casualties of domestic violence.

An hour or so earlier, he had broken into 
his estranged wife’s house, beat her and 
slashed her with a knife. According to their 
son, it wasn’t the first time he had abused her.

As Joni noted in her book, When Normal 
Blew Up, even though the term “domestic 
violence” wasn’t common in 1967, episodes 
of spousal battery and killing were.

“In a quick search of the archives of the 

local newspaper,” she wrote, “I found a 1964 
report of a Pickaway County murder of a 
wife and three others by her husband; and I 
found another one before that, in 1959.

“In 1967, wife-battering was not a crime. 
If the police were called to a home, they 
wouldn’t get involved. Police needed to see 
severe injuries before they would consider an 
arrest. ...The first protection for women didn’t 
come until 1979, when an Ohio law made 
wife beating, elderly abuse and other family-
related violence an actual crime.”

Laws are stronger now and police are 
more inclined to act, yet as Joni pointed out: 
“Statistics tell us that today, by the time you 
have read this paragraph, six people will have 
been battered in the United States. By this 
time tomorrow, two people in this country 
will die from their abuser’s hand. Even 
more relevant to this story, a recent study 
of intimate-partner homicides found that 
‘20 percent of victims were not the intimate 
partners themselves, but family members, 
friends, neighbors, persons who intervened, 
law enforcement responders or bystanders.’”

In the year following the Escondido post 
office shooting, the Times-Advocate took a 
closer look at what was being called “going 
postal,” examining whether the Post Office’s 
culture was somehow contributing to the phe-
nomenon. The coverage earned the newspa-
per staff credit as a Pulitzer Prize Finalist.

Had I known then what I know now, though, 
I might have encouraged a different focus since 
before he shot up the post office, the gunman 
killed his wife in their bed at home.

A recent study by Everytown for Gun 
Safety looked at FBI data and media reports 
from 2009 to 2016 concerning the nation’s 
156 mass shootings—incidents in which 
four or more people were shot and killed, 
not including the shooter. It found that “the 
majority of mass shootings—54 percent of 
cases—were related to domestic or family 
violence.”

The Bingman’s killer may have used dyna-
mite instead of a gun, but his act was rooted in 
the violence he committed at home.

When purchased at Schieber Family Phar-
macy, proceeds from sales of When Normal 
Blew Up go to Haven House of Pickaway 
County, Inc., Circleville’s domestic violence/
homeless shelter for women and children. 
The author is a retired journalist who lives in 
Vacaville, Calif.

BY DIANE H. BERGER
RETIRED UCC PASTOR

September 15, 1939, I was four days short of being 13 
months old. Following my afternoon nap, my mother placed 
her hands under my arms to lift me from my crib. I had 
walked for just one week. Instead of taking a step or two, I 
immediately fell to the floor and started to crawl. My mother 
tried three times to get her 
toddler to walk. After the 
third attempt, she called the 
doctor and I was about to 
begin a 25-month stay in 
two Cleveland hospitals. Di-
agnosis: Infantile Paralysis 
more commonly known as 
Polio. Now, 77 years later I 
tend to sing the 1967 Beatles 
song, “I get by with a lot of help from my friends” written by 
John Lennon and Paul McCartney.

When I was nine-years-old my family moved to Houston, 
Texas. Not only was there a lack of Cowboys and Indians, 
there were no school buses in our neighborhood, so we rode 
on a city bus from home to school. My brother, who is two 
years older, and I travelled together. After we got off the bus, 
he ran on ahead – a definite “No. No” — as he was to stay 
with me at all times! Within a few minutes my brace broke. 
One of the metal uprights just snapped in half and any time I 
tried to take a step, it scrapped and cut my lower leg. Although 
I had been warned “Never to accept a ride with strangers,” I 
had little choice but to allow them to take me home. Strangers 
who offered help and became friends.

We moved back to Ohio where I attended Junior and Senior 
High School in Avon Lake. When it was time to play baseball 
during Phys. Ed., I had a pretty mean swing when it was my 
turn at bat, and my friend Peggy Jo ran the bases for me, since 
I haven’t run a day in my life. I was on my own for volley ball 
and basketball, when I stood under the net waited for someone 
to pass the ball to me.

I am a strong supporter of recycling and while my husband, 
Al, was still alive it was his job to get newspapers, maga-
zines, and junk mail to the recycle bin. Now that I am on a 
four-wheel walker 24/7, that is not something I am able to 
accomplish due to very poor balance. Friend Sarah now does 
that chore for me. She provides me with two tote bags--one for 
newspapers and one for junk mail. That way she can read the 
papers and magazines before she recycles them. Maybe this 
is a two-way benefit. She is the same friend who brought a 
possible new car around to be sure I could get in it before she 
parted with the purchase price.

A short time ago my Sunbeam toaster decided it was not 
interested in working any longer. I could have driven to a local 
store to purchase a replacement but with both hands on the 
walker, how was I going to carry it to my car? Jane said, “I’d 
be glad to do that for you.” She had already driven me to one 
of the churches hosting a Lenten Luncheon, so after our light 
lunch, she headed to Odd Lots. The woman is a professional 
walker and charts her daily steps, so, I handed her enough 
cash to pay for the purchase. She returned to the car carrying 
the toaster and change before I could sing three verses of “I 
get by with a little help from my friends.”

Whenever I attend a church carry-in buffet, a friend volun-
teers to be my “Carry Person.”

The weather forecaster promised the low temperature for 
the night would be about 20 degrees. At the end of my bed I 
keep a crocheted afghan which had been made by Al’s mother 
eons ago. I never met her before she died but was most grate-
ful that she had created that item and it had been passed down 
through the years to me. Ah. Warmth and help from a friend I 
never met.

Sometimes the help comes BIG TIME through prayer from 
a friend we have never met. I wish to quote a story from Mys-
terious Ways (Guideposts Books, New York, New York, 2016, 
p. 115), written by Kimberly Wood. It was titled, Pray for Lisa.

“Lisa. Pray for Lisa. It was the strangest thing; this urge 
that suddenly came over me. It was as if an actual voice 
had spoken, firm and commanding. I prayed for my six-
year-old daughter every night, just as I did for her brother 
and sister. But why now?

“We were on the road, headed to my parents’ house for 
Christmas. Lisa was riding with my brother Bobby up 
ahead. I was following along in my car with my two other 
children. Bobby was holding to the speed limit, just like I 
had asked him. Lisa turned to wave at me through the back 
window. Everything seemed to be fine.

“Pray for Lisa. Now! The voice again, even more 
emphatic. A chill ran though me. Lord, please watch over 
Lisa. Keep her out of harm’s way. Wrap Your protecting 
arms tight around her.

“Up ahead, Bobby slowed. I could see a semi-truck 
directly in front of him. Its trailer was weaving back and 
forth. Something was clearly wrong. The trailer bounced 
and then fishtailed. Bobby’s brake lights flared. Then to 
my horror, the trailer detached from the drive’s cab. ‘Lord, 
keep Lisa safe!’ I cried.

“Bobby swerved just enough to escape a collision with 
the runaway trailer. Thank God, Lisa was safe. Thank God 
for the voice.

“I could only watch helplessly as the trailer slid into the 
other lane—smashing into an oncoming car. Bobby and I 
both pulled over and rushed to the demolished vehicle. The 
backseat behind the driver was complexly crushed.

“Is, everybody O.K.?” I gasped.
“I think so”, the driver said. He, his wife, and their teen-

age daughter climbed out, shaky but unharmed. The man 
stared at the backseat and let out a deep breath. “We just 
stopped a couple minutes ago and my daughter switched 
places with the Christmas gifts. If she had still been there . 
. . He didn’t have to say more. The man introduced himself 
and his wife.

“And what is your name?” I asked the daughter.
“Lisa,” the girl replied.”
I’m a firm believer that we were put on earth to make 

life better for someone else. Have you helped someone 
today in person or through prayer?
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BY DARLENE WEAVER
PICKAWAY COUNTY HISTORICAL SOCIETY

Monroe Scothorn was born March 20, 
1830, in Walnut Township, the son of Joseph 
and Hannah Crum Scothorn. 
Joseph Scothorn was a mere 
nine years of age when his 
parents emigrated to Ohio, 
and settled in the eastern 
portion of Walnut Township. 
There Joseph owned 231-1/2 
acres in Section 5.

Monroe was one of ten sib-
lings. His lifelong occupation 
was that of a farmer, owning some 149 acres of 
land. He was married to Margaret Morrison in 
1852. Margaret was born in Lancaster County, 
Pennsylvania. They became the parents of six 
children.

A packet of letters and papers belonging to 
the Scothorns is kept at the Genealogy Library. 
From these papers much can be told of these 
pioneers. Monroe served as a petit juror, he 
bought a Faber organ and stool for $80.00 and 
had it shipped for sixty six cents from Colum-
bus to Ashville.

Monroe subscribed to the Watchman 
newspaper in the sum of $1.50 per year in 
1853 and in 1879 subscribed to the Circleville 

Democrat & Watchman. He held an insurance 
policy with Ohio Farmers Insurance and paid 
$20 for coverage for five years. He received 
medical attention from Dr. J. C. Thompson to 
the tune of $5.50 in 1857. He sent $240 with 

Jonas Bickhart to be delivered 
to Benjamin Resler in Piatt 
County, Illinois (as soon as he 
could get there) in 1855.

Personal property taxes in 
the sum of $6.13 was paid in 
1859 for property in Walnut 
Township. Other papers in the 
packet include a survey of a 
ditch by W. C. Row, Surveyor, 

a letter from the president of the Lutheran 
Synod to Jacob Hoover, regarding the St. Paul 
charge, a protection against lightning written 
in German, and a bill of goods sold to “Miss 
Hoovers” by Gregg and Wolfley, Circleville, 
amounting to $39.76.

A receipt for $10.50 for the coffin of E. 
Hoover in 1851 is also included in the packet, 
as well as a bill for shingles and planing work 
done for Mrs. Hoover. A receipt of Jacob 
Hoover and John Hadges (Hedges) Admin-
istrators of the estate of George Hoover, 
deceased in the sum of five dollars for a coffin 
in full of all demands against said estate was 
signed by Leonard Tritsch.

Scothord occupied ‘high place’ in township

pickaway places


