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Prep playoffs
Riverside High beats
Capital High, 41-7.
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WVU dumps Pitt

Mountaineers dash
Panthers’ bowl hopes.
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What’s next for the
chemical industry?
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Ulster party OKs compromise

By Shawn Pogatchnik
THE ASSOCIATED PRESS

BELFAST, Northern Ireland — North-
emn Ireland’s biggest party cleared the way
Saturday for the speedy formation of an
unprecedented Protestant-Catholic ad-
ministration, the long-elusive goal of last
year’s peace accord.

But Ulster Unionist leader David Trim-
ble, who received just 58 percent support
from his Protestant party’s governing
council, bought his breakthrough at a po-
tentially heavy price.

Attempting to minimize opposition to
forming a four-party administration Mon-

day that would include the IRA-linked

Sinn Fein party, Trimble told his party

grass roots he would resign as the Cab-
inet’s senior minister in February if the

Irish Republican Army hadn’t begun to
disarm by then.

The motion, passed on a 480-349 vote,
allows the Ulster Unionists to nominate
candidates Monday for the 12-member
Cabinet, which would include two Sinn
Fein members. It also commits the Ulster
Unionist Council to reconvene in Febru-
ary “to take a final decision” on whether
to keep governing in coalition with Sinn
Fein.

Trimble presented a resignation letter
to senior party officers, laying out the
rules under which he would withdraw
from the Cabinet in February, but this text
wasn't made public.

“We've done our bit,” a relieved Trim-
ble announced after the result was de-
clared at Belfast’s new riverside concert
hall, itself a symbol of changing times in

this once bomb-scarred city.

British Prime Minister Tony Blair hailed
the breakthrough.

“It’s taken a great deal of courage and
leadership to get here and it will take fur-
ther courage and leadership to build that
lasting peace, but I remain of the view
that we have the best prospect in a gen-
eration for doing so,” Blair said.

In Washington, President Clinton said
Trimble’s victory meant that “beginning
next week, government in Northern Ire-
land is being put back directly in the
hands of all the people.”

Trimble, who declined to answer ques-
tions, challenged Sinn Fein leader Gerry
Adams to match the Ulster Unionists’
move with a start to IRA disarmament.

“Mr. Adams, it’s over to you. We've
jumped — you follow,” he said.

Trimble has effectively pinned his po-
litical fate to the secretive work of a
Belfast-based disarmament commission
led by Canadian Gen. John de Chastelain.

Under terms of a compromise plan bro-
kered this month by American diplomat
George Mitchell, the general would be-
gin meeting an IRA representative Thurs-
day — the same day that the British gov-
ernment devolves power to the new Cab-
inet. De Chastelain then would issue a re-
port in January on whether the IRA had

dismantling its stockpiled weapons.

The 1998 Good Friday accord antici-
pated that the outlawed IRA would be
completely disarmed in cooperation with
international weapons experts by May
2000. But the accord specified no required
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The Brian Egnor Story

Brian Egnor
speaks

through sign.

Seattle
may rain
on trade
parade

game of the season.

First of
two parts:
Deaf since
brith, 18-
year-old
Brian
Egnor
inspires

a school, a
town and
a team.

the valley.

word. Nothing.

Guyan Valley Wildcats coach Greg Lambert signs instru

BRANCHLAND —

E heard none of it: the crack of helmets,
the crackle of shoulder pads, the blast
of the coal train whistle echoing through

The marching band played. Cheerleaders
cheered — “Wildcats attack. Defense fight back.”
Coaches barked instructions from the sidelines.

But Brian Carson Egnor, No. 5, cornerback and
leading rusher for the Guyan Valley High School
Wildcats, heard none of it. Not a sound. Not a
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A referee’s whistle shrieked.
Timeout.

Brian lumbered to the hash
mark near the 22-yard line, gazed
into the glare of the stadium
lights and shielded his eyes with
his left hand. He was searching
the bleachers for his mother and
father. Every inch of his 6-foot 2-
inch, 185-pound body was hurt-
ing. His knuckles were bleeding,
his ankle was sore, his elbow
bruised, his hip throbbing with
pain.

He scanned the crowd. There
they were, on the top row, his
mother clutching the video cam-
era, his father pumping his fist,
his pastor, sister, teacher and in-
terpreter rooting him on.

Brian gave them a thumbs-up
sign and sprinted back to the de-
fensive huddle.

He was 18 years old now, a se-
nior. All his life he had been a
skinny kid, shy, a wallflower. But
then three years ago, he found
football. On the first play of the

ctions to Egnor during a practice two days before the final

first game of his life, Brian, a wide ! Story
receiver that night, sprinted across
the field, watched the football | DY

By Susan Gilmore
THE SEATTLE TIMES

SEATTLE — Is this town
nuts? Bringing thousands of
people into an already crowd-
ed city the week after
Thanksgiving, mucking up
Christmas shopping, immobi-
lizing the city
core and opening
the door to hav-
oc? And what
was the World
Trade Organiza-
tion thinking
when it decided
to meet in the winter rain
capital of the Western world
— in December?

And how about an apolo-
gy to those poor optometrists
who had to reschedule their
professional conference to ac-
commodate a gathering of
world trade leaders? Whose
idea was this, anyway?

Nobody expected this event
to draw so much interest or
so many protesters, said Bill
Stafford, president of the
Trade Development Alliance
of Greater Seattle. “It’s like
you’re invited to a dinner and
told to bring your family,” he
said, “and then the hosts re-
alize you have 42 kids.”

The WTO’s journey to
Seattle started in Geneva, just
as the last world trade meet-
ing opened there in May
1998. President Clinton had
offered to play host for the
next gathering, one that
would set the trade agenda
for the new millennium and

Trade
trouble
brewing.
16A

|

zgéirrz;lljsin;?mhi:;g %s;;}rluecékgg ;:aLrlgs Eric Eyre put the United States at the
for a touchdown. ﬁ}t{er of a globalizing econ-
He had found his niche and Photographs Dbn ald Lorentz, director of

everything else followed: the
propositions from girls, the hand ; by
slaps and high-fives and shoulder
punches from his football buddies,
the love from his coaches and
teachers.

He worked hard in the weight
room, at school, on the practice
field. He felt good about himself.
He developed pride and poise. His
teammates called him the “Silent
Success.”

But on this Friday night in ear-
ly November, with time running
out in the first half, the Burch
Bulldogs were marching down
the field — no fear, no mercy —
a running back, No. 33, with
thighs the size of oil barrels,
pounding through the Guyan Val-
ley defense, and nobody, not even
Ejrian Carson Egnor could stop

m.

Coach Greg Lambert had or-
dered the maintenance crew not
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Abuse
lingers for
women on
welfare

By Jason DeParle
NEW YORK TIMES SERVICE

MILWAUKEE — Case-
workers rarely ask and clients
rarely tell, but growing evi-
dence suggests that dispro-

Former Gazette Editor Don

Don Marsh, longtime editor of The
Charleston Gazette, died Saturday in
a Columbus, Ohio, hospital after a
short illness. He was 72.

As Gazette editor, Marsh wrote a
biting, often scathing, weekly column
that won him a Distinguished Writing
Award from the American Society of
Newspaper Editors in 1987.

Early in his reporting career, he was
selected for one of the profession’s
highest honors, a Nieman Fellowship
to study for a year at Harvard Uni-
versity in 1955.

Marsh joined the Gazette in 1952
and over the years covered police, city

hall, the courthouse and the State-
house, Among his many assignments
were the Widen coal strike, the Hold-
en mine disaster and John F.
Kennedy’s 1960 primary campaign in
‘West Virginia.

Since his retirement in 1992 after a
near-fatal heart attack, Marsh had
been a regular commentator on “Talk-
line” on the statewide MetroNews ra-
dio network.

“Don was the most intelligent per-
son I ever knew. He had vast knowl-
edge. He read all 11 volumes of Will
Durant’s ‘Story of Civilization, ” said
James Haught, who succeeded Marsh
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Marsh dead at 72

as Gazette editor.

“And he cared passionately about
social justice — about improving life
for the underdogs. That was the end-
less theme of his newspaper work, and
later his radio commentary.”

Born into a coal mining family,
Marsh grew up in Omar, Logan
County. The name on his birth cer-
tificate was Sidney Roy Marsh, but his
family always used the name of a step-
grandfather, so he was known as Don
Seagle during the first half of his life.

He graduated from Logan High
School, served in the Navy at the end
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Don
Marsh

portionately large numbers of
women on welfare were sex-
ually abused as children.

The frequency of childhood
violation helps explain the
roots of problems that are
commonly recognized as
blocking a successful transi-
tion from welfare. Women
who were raped or molested
as children are more likely to
become addicted to alcohol or
drugs, to suffer disabling bat-
tles with anxiety or depres-
sion, and to become victims
of domestic violence.

In Milwaukee, which has
cut its welfare rolls more than
any other city, a hidden his-
tory of childhood abuse helps
explain the struggles of Mary
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to mow the field for two weeks
in hopes of slowing No. 33. The
was as high as the players’
ankles. But neither meadow nor
swamp nor jungle would have
stopped 33 on this night. It was
only a matter of time before the
Burch Bulldogs scored again.

The clock ticked down to 45
seconds, 20, 15. The Bulldogs
charged down the field to the 6-
yard line and called their last
timeout.

The Guyan Valley water boy
ran onto the field, and Jessica Ta-
bor, tiny 15-year-old Jessica, Bri-
an’s girlfriend, chased after him.

The players sucked up the icy
water. Jessica ran up to Brian.
Something was wrong. Tears
misted his eyes.

Jessica’s fingers and arms
stitched the night air. Where are
you hurt? Can you continue?
Should I get the trainer? A
stretcher?

No, Brian signed back. He
could handle the pain. But he
was sad, sad that this was his last
game at Guyan Valley, the last
game of the year, possibly the last
football game of his life. He nev-
er wanted it to end.

Jessica grabbed his bloody
wrist and held on.

He sketched a picture

Brenda Egnor’s friends told
her it was the “Terrible Twos.”
Brian was banging his head on
the floor and walls. He was cry-
ing all the time. He was kicking
things. He wouldn’t listen,

Then one day Brenda brought
Brian's sister, Natalie, to the hos-
pital to have her tonsils removed.
She spotted a 2-year-old boy act-
ing the way Brian did. She chat-
ted with the boy’s mother She
told Brenda her son was deaf.

Brenda had Brian's hearing
tested at a clinic in Charleston.
Her son couldn’t hear. Nerve
damage, the doctors told her.
The ear was perfect — pinna,
tympanum, cochlea, eustachian
tube — everything perfect, a nor-
mal ear: But the nerves had been
damaged. The doctors didn’t
know why. The family later
learned their daughter also had
a hearing problem, nerve dam-
age, though not as severe as Bri-
an’s. Brenda blamed herself.

On Brian’s third birthday, the
family drove to the West Virginia
School for the Deaf in Romney.
Brian learned the signs for milk
and cookies. He learned how to
say he wanted to go to the bath-
room. He learned how to sign
“Mom” and “Dad.”

Before, he had cried inces-
santly. Before, Brenda would
bring him dozens of things, none
right. She couldn’t read his mind.
No way to soothe him, no way
to tell him he was going to be
all right. Brian was frustrated, he
couldn’t tell his mother what he
wanted.

But with signs, the world
opened up for Brian. When he
didn’t know a sign for something,
he sketched a picture. One day,
he watched his father getting

ready to clear some trees up the
hollow. Brian wanted to join him.

He pretended to pull a cord
and shook his hands. Chain saw.

He dropped his arm. Tree
falling down.

He wanted to cut down trees,
and his father took him outside,
fired up the chain saw and let his
son hold it, the vibration shaking
him from head to toe, the smile
lighting his face.

“T really want to play”

Thirteen hours before kickoff,
the sun was rising over the
mountains, and Brenda was peer-
ing through the frost-covered
windshield for deer. Brian stared
into the English textbook on his
lap. One morning, they had
counted more than 100 deer on
the trip to school.

They had a 40-minute drive
from their hollow at the end of
Bear Fork Road in Yawkey to the
high school in Branchland, the
other side of the county, the only
high school in Lincoln County
that offered a teacher who could
sign. Three miles from home,
they passed Duval High School,
where Brenda and her husband,
Carson, went to school together,
where Carson played football for
the Duval Yellowjackets, where
Brian would have gone had he
been able to hear

Brian and Jessica hold

hands after school. She
wrapped yarn around her
left index finger to keep
Brian's class ring from
falling off.

Brenda had her left hand on
the steering wheel, her right fir-
ing off questions at Brian: Did
you bring all your football equip-
ment in your bag? Did you re-
member your sweater? It's going
to be cold tonight. Do you want
Dad’s truck?

Brian nodded. “Can you bring
me a cap for after school?” he
signed.

“I won't forget,” Brenda an-
swered.

Around the bend, they spotted
their first deer; nibbling the stub-
ble of a harvested tobacco field.
They passed men huddled
around a burning pile of leaves.

Brenda smelled skunk. She
handed Brian a box of matches.
He struck the match, puffed it
out and cracked open the win-
dow, the scent of wood smoke
pouring inside.

They were running late. They

Brian signs a question about a short story to his teacher Melissa Walker.

sped past Tudor’s Biscuit World
where they usually stopped for
breakfast. Brian tapped his moth-
er’s knee, got her attention,
signed her about a former stu-
dent who had come to school the
previous day to pick a fight, and
told her he planned to skip lunch
and fill up on pizza at a party at
the vocational school later that

day.

“You're looking at a long day,”
Brenda signed. “Are you excited?”

“Tll be finished with football
now,” Brian answered, patting
forward his red hair slick with
mousse. “It's over. I really want
to play more football.”

Brenda stopped the car outside
the back of the school where fall-
en oak and maple leaves swirled
in gusts of wind.

“You need some money?” she
motioned, rubbing her fingers.
She handed him a couple of
dollars. She couldn’t love him
more if he could hear. “Hey, stay
out of trouble.”

But Brian didn’t see her. He
was already out the door, trotting
toward the school, searching for
Jessica, her junior high school
class ring dangling from the gold
chain around his neck.

The science of sounds

“What sound do you want to
work on today?” Mrs. Lambert
asked.

“Doesn’t matter,” Brian signed.

He was squeezed into a con-
verted closet with his speech
therapist, Sheryl Lambert, and his
classmate, Jennifer Arnold. Jen-
nifer and Brian had been to
school together since kinder-
garten. They had stolen candy
from one another, stomped on
each other’s feet. Jennifer wore
hearing aides in both ears. She
could hear some sounds. She
could read lips. She could speak.

Brian heard nothing. He could
say “Mom” and “Dad” and “dog,”
and sentences such as “I don’t
know.” His mother understood
many more words and phrases,
but to a stranger they were dif-
ficult to comprehend.

Mrs. Lambert suggested Jen-
nifer practice the “sn” sound,
Brian the “s.”

“Snack,” Mrs. Lambert said.

“Sssssnack,” Jennifer sounded
out. “T ate a lot of snacks.”

Brian was next.

“Soap,” Mrs. Lambert said.

“I use soap to wash my
hands,” Brian grunted out, rub-
bing his hands, cradling the
imaginary bar of soap.

“Yes, sir!” Mrs. Lambert said.

“Snow;” she said.

“Ssssnow. Ssssnow. Sssnow,”
Jennifer repeated. “I like snow.”

“Why?”

“Too cold,” Jennifer smiled.

“T like to play football in the
snow,” Brian signed.

“I like snow because I don't
have to come to school,” Mrs.
Lambert laughed.

“Who's going to win tonight?”
she asked. Mrs. Lambert is the
coach’s wife.

Brian shrugged. “I want to
win, but Burch is ninth in the
state.” Guyan Valley’s record was
3-6

‘:You know,” she said. “When
your mom first brought you in
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Brian signs a goodbye message to his girlfriend, Jessica Tabor, before stepping onto

a bus to the vocational school in Hamlin.

here, all she wanted you to say
was ‘Mom.” Now you can say
much more, but she no longer
listens to you.”

Brian’s grin lit up the small
room. A bell rang, Mrs. Lambert
pinched her thumb and index fin-
ger, jiggled her wrist, and Brian
and Jennifer walked together to
their next class.

Preparing for the future

Brian’s teammates crowded
the hallway: Seth Richmond, Kris
Johnson, Adam Johnson, Aaron
“Mad Dog” Vance, Shawn Smith,
Stewart Eastham. They wore
blue and gold football jerseys and
camouflage pants. They parted
for Brian, stopped him to sign.

Some used simple hand ges-
tures to convey their message.
Others finger-spelled. His closest
friends knew both letters and
hand signs. They asked ques-
tions, signed sentences with both

ds. Are you ready for the
game tonight? How’s your ankle?
Did you hear about the fight yes-
terday? Brian answered them all.

The bell rang again, and he
slipped into a career preparation
class. The teacher sat at her
desk, a whistle dangling from her
neck.

Brian was goofing off with his
pals. From all corners of the
room, they were flashing signs
and giggling. Girls were inter-
cepting the signs (one was about
the likelihood of the teacher tip-
ping over in her chair) and
laughing, too.

The whistle shrieked, seizing
their attention, and the teacher
waved Brian to the front of the
classroom.

“Where’s Corky?” she asked.
Corky Spradling, the sign lan-
guage aide, had interpreted for
Brian the past six years. Brian
shrugged his shoulders. He had-
n't seen Corky since early that
morning. The teacher tagged
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Brian high-fives his friend and teammate Shawn Smith af-
ter learning he made the honor roll.

Jennifer to interpret.

She asked students to jot
down five goals they hoped to ac-
complish before the end of the
school year. Brian was thinking
of the football game, of Jessica,
of getting out of this career
preparation class and on a bus
to vo-tech where slices of pep-
peroni and sausage pizza await-
ed his empty stomach. Goals? He
didn’t have any — at least right
now.

He motioned with his finger to
his friend and teammate Rick
Hodge who sat across the table.
Rick passed his paper to Brian
and he copied it in red ink: Keep
up with schoolwork; Do home-
work; Come to school often (Bri-
an had perfect attendance); Don't
procrastinate; Win last game of
the year.

That done, the teacher held up
a form to request college appli-
cations. Jennifer interpreted, and
the teacher asked Brian whether
he wanted to go to Concord Col-
lege. She offered him the school’s

address. Brian shook his head.
“Washington, D.C.,” he signed.

Earlier that morning, his sign
language teacher had spoken to
him about Gallaudet College in
‘Washington, the oldest college for
deaf students in the nation, a
school whose Bison football team
invented the huddle in 1892.
Football. He dreamed of playing
college ball.

At length, the teacher handed
out report cards. Brian had made
a bet with Jessica that he would
get better grades. He gripped the
yellow and pink sheets tight,
tore them open, traced his index
finger down the column of
grades. A's and B's.

Brian had made the honor
roll.

To contact staff writer Eric
Eyre, call 348-5194 or send e-mail
to ericeyre(@wvgazette.com.
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Rights
trampled,
say WTO
critics

Clinton administration, trade
group on defensive over talks
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Jessica and
Brian compare
report cards
at Hardee's in

By Martin Crutsinger
THE ASSOCIATED FRESS

SEATTLE — The \Muild Trade gergnmzzmnn
getting ready to stage the largest trade event ever
in the United States, was attacked Sunday by the
Teamsters union president for putting “corporate

" ahead of human

With much riding on the ‘outcome of the talks,
the Clinton administration defended its decision
to invite trade ministers from around the world
to the Pacific Northwest in hopes of launching a
new round of global trade talks.

Commerce William said the ad-
ministration’s embrace of the global marketplace
and lower trade barriers has contributed to
‘booming U.S. exports and the country’s longest
peacetime economic expansion.

“This economy is strong . .. and it will remain
strong because of the Sort of outward view
we've had about trade, not an inward view,” Da-
ley told Reform Party presidential hopeful Pat
Buchanan in a joint appearance on NBC's “Meet
the Press.”

WTO Director General Mike Moore, the for-
mer New Zealand prime minister who has made
a point of reaching out to critics, told a confer-
ence of union representatives Sunday that op-
ponents were trying to create a false debate be-
tween labor and the WTO.

“Trade is the ally of working people, not their
enemy;” said Moare, who received a polite but
lukewarm mfmm the crowd of union lead-
ers from more than 100 countries.

et pross ty STEPHANIE 5. CORDLE
At halftime in the Guyan Valley Wildcat locker room, Jessica Tabor signs the coach’s pep talk to her deaf
hoyfriend, Brian Egnor (far left).
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Y2K concerned

For Putnam County woman, Health Right a lifesaver

isast i By Kay Michael he had & radical It became clear al the time of the ~ GAZETTE CHARITIES
Mucleer dlsasier unlikely. say | S e B O s it oy S 05, CHRISTMAS
analysts, but utilities a concern available through the clinic, she may  ligation ta the clinic. Commercial

She cant be sure what would have
l.fW: st Virginia Health Right

not have had the test in time to diag- movers weren't used.

nose the disease while it was still Instead, boxes were packed, hoisted
didn't exis treatable. and hauled by an unlikely combination
But she Ilasa pretty of staff members, physicians and pa-

By Nick Wadhams

THE ASSOTIATED PRESS idea. And But because of Health Right and its

it’'s nothing she likes to dwell on. volunteer medical specialists and net- uvnls
MOSCOW — Western e;cpens wamn that Rus- Elaine, a single, 38-year-old Putnam  work of support services, she received ing its 17 years in operation, the
sia is among the countries that have done the least K y woman, was ends meet  the lifesaving treatment. :Imms h rate has consistently

Here's how 1o help dis
Janly o sumlerly shated
funites. Send o check
o maney onier peipable

by working nvxdy full time for mini-
mum wage when she noticed some ir-

nz%llar bleeding.
er em| Icmar offered no medical in-
she went to Health Right
fwr a pap test and pelvic exam. It was
her first in 10 years.
The diagnosis was woman's
are. She had cervical cancer.
Immediately, an appointment was
made with a surgeon lor an evaluation.
Three weeks after her initial diagnosis,

10 prepare for the Y2K computer bug, but many
Russians are decidedly nonchalant about the po-
|ent:al implications: severe failures in vital serv-

Elaine confinues to visit Health Right
far follow-up treatment and other med- ‘medical care is given to more than
ical services. nn tients a day.

Health Right offers medical services ‘White said it appears patient growth
to people with household incomes be-  this year will exceed 25 percent.
low the federal ity level and who The dinic is constantly in need of
have no private insurance or Medicaid.  contributions to keep pace with the de-
All services are free. mand for services.

Under the direction of Pat White, the Health U's new quarters are at
dinic mr:'tgww its facilities on Smith 1520 Washington St. E.
Street and moved to new Washington To contuct staff writer Kuy Michael,
Street quarters in November. call 348-1254.

25 percent a year. Currently,

“’\'tt: will pass qu)ety through 2000 just like we
have every otl year,” says llya Klebanov, Rus-
sia’s deputy prime minister in charge of defense.
“I think it’'s best not to scare the little children
of Russia.”

\lu one really knows exactly what Y2K glitch-

— the result of unfixed older computers and
cmbodd.cd circuits mistaking 2000 for 1900 and
gpmg haywire — might do in this vast nation of
lion people spread across 11 time zones.

r worst, computer failures could plunge

5301, 1f yon wih to
donade clothes or fiernatere,
emiret the chanity divectly,
A forw is on. Fhge 94

Fiaass ses USSIANS, 34 New Year's Eve

Workers may get the business on

They'll also busy themselves conjuring

For some, millennium party lﬂlgl-ﬁh of New Year's Eve.

e & u expect sympathy, consid- some creative ways to enjoy the night.
Herd and who else? another night at the office e this: In a show of confidence in the na-
's party ©ol com-  tion's air traffic control system, Feder-

By Melanie Eversley

KNIGHT RIDDER NEWSPAPERS.

nistration officials will
don evening wear and sip champagne

Year’s Eve than ever before. And not as they fly across the country. They'll
any New Year's Eve, but the New  be ai as the clock strikes mid-
‘Year’s Eve, the bash of the century. night in all mainland U.S. time zones.
Employees that night will trou-  for many people working on the
bleshoot the compuler systems at their  ground, there will be catered food,
agencies or companies if the machines  champagne or nonaleoholic sparkling
read Jan. 1, 2000, as Jan. 1, l, po-
tentially causing network crashes.

Because
plete \u|h me potential mr Y2K
headaches, more people will work New

This is not a Panther O WASHINGTON — It leaves a gnaw-
ing Icchng in the of your stomach.
1 have to work!”
‘Whine. Sigh. Eye roll.
It’s the ft ‘when you have
to go into the office at a time you pro-
foundly would rather not — such as the

MAC, Motor City Bowl hoping for
Marshall-BYU matchup. Srory /8

Please see PARTY, BA
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Brian shakes hands with his teammates bhefore the start of the fgame
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o high, no rivers too

wide. You've got lo
have heart. Lol & soe
the heart come out of
" the Wildcats tonight
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