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9.Colum-
biana 
Cemetery, 
Colum-

biana. Harvey   
Firestone,  
founder of the 
Firestone Tire                     

and Rubber 
Company.

Cemeteries are often beauti-
ful bastions of peace and tran-
quility. Some in the Buckeye 
State are also home to national 
notables. Here are a few to 
check out, along with their 
most famous graves.

— Ryan E. Smith

9 Ohio 
Cemeteries 

to Visit

2.Woodland   
Cemetery 
and Arbore-
tum, Dayton. 

Aviation pio-
neers Orville 
and Wilbur 
Wright; 

poet Paul 
Laurence    
Dunbar, and 

humorist Erma 
Bombeck.

3.Green Lawn
Cemetery, 
Columbus.
Humorist                 

James Thurber 
and Eddie 
Rickenbacker, 
World War I 
flying ace.

5.Brock              
Cemetery,    
Greenville.
Sharpshoot-

er Annie Oakley.

6.Peoli    
Cemetery,
Peoli.  
Baseball 

pitcher Cy Young.

7.Rose Hill 
Memorial 
Gardens, 
Massillon. 

Football coach 
Paul Brown.

8.Spring 
Grove 
Cem-
etery 

& Arboretum, 
Cincinnati.   
Salmon P. 
Chase, Chief 
Justice of the 

United States.

1.Lake View 
Cemetery, 
Cleveland. 
U.S. Presi-

dent James A.  Gar-
field; Eliot Ness, 
law   enforcement 

agent, and John  
D.  Rockefeller, oil 
magnate.

4.Union Cemetery, 
Columbus. Wendy’s 
founder Dave Thomas 
and Ohio State       foot-

ball coach Woody 
Hayes.

Garfi eld

Wilbur

Orville

Thurber

Hayes

SHOOTER JENNINGS

Country-music prince
releases ‘The Wolf ’
 By BRIAN DUGGER
BLADE STAFF WRITER

There’s a lot of depth to Shooter Jen-
nings.

At fi rst glance, people might not 
get that impression. They see the long 
hair, hear him throw around four-letter
words, and assume he’s another musi-
cian intent upon living hard and burning 
the candle at both ends until there’s no
candle left to burn.

But he’s much more complicated. On 
one hand he’s a star, the son of Waylon 
Jennings, the boyfriend of The Sopranos’
Drea de Matteo, and the host of Shooter 
Jennings’ Electric Rodeo, a two-hour 
weekly music show on Sirius satellite 
radio. And on the other, he’s a tortured 
soul trying to escape his father’s shadow, 
a man trying to grow up and rein in his 
personal and professional insecurities.

Song writing gives him control over his 

insecurities and gives order to an often 
chaotic life. It’s an outlet for the fears 
that try to engulf him. When he’s 
tired, he fi nds renewal and comfort by 
spilling out words on a piece of paper.

“The Wolf” is the title track for his 
latest album, which arrived in stores 
this week. It’s not meant to be a catchy 
title. It’s Jennings’ take on who he is.

“The wolf concept is the idea of 
being an outsider. It’s the whole idea 
of me accepting who I am, why I’m 
different and why I’m not going to be 
like everyone else — musically, profes-
sionally, on every level. I feel like a wolf 
in a pack of dogs sometimes,” he says.

A lot of that difference is rooted in his 
name and the environment in which 
he grew up. From the time he was 
born until he was 15 or 16, he was 

Musician 
Shooter 

Jennings 
is the son 
of Waylon 

Jennings 
and Jessi 

Colter.

ASSOCIATED 
PRESS

The science 
of fall color

When the car’s trunk is full of 
pumpkins, you also know the 
trees are full of colorful leaves. 
Usually, the third week in Octo-
ber brings the peak of color in 
southeast Michigan and north-
west Ohio. But, raise your hand 
if you want to know why the 
leaves change.

Day-glow color
OK, hands down. The leaves 

are actually dying, and they go 
out in a blaze of color. When 
the tree starts to slow down 
and doesn’t send sugar water 
through its system as fast, the 
reds and yellows will show up. 
These showy colors are always 
there, but when the tree is 
growing strong in the spring 
and summer, the leaves are 
fl ooded with green chlorophyll.

Leaves start to turn colors be-
cause they get less sunlight. The 
best weather for leaf-turning 
is to have bright days and cold 
nights. If the high temperature  
is in the mid-60s or low 70s and 
the lows are between 35 and 50, 
the trees will start turning.

The lower sun angle and 
shorter days cause a chemical 
change in plants.

Sept. 23 was the offi cial fall 
equinox, where we get 12 hours 
of daylight and night because 
the earth is perpendicular to 
the sun. As the calendar moves 
closer to the winter solstice, 
the shadows get longer and the 
days get shorter. Dec. 22 brings 
the winter solstice and the 
shortest day of the year, with 
only nine hours of sunlight.

Colors of fall
Beech, hickory, and birch 

trees turn yellow, orange, and 
brown. They turn these colors 
because their chemical leaf 
structure contains carotenoid 
pigments.  Trees that have a lot 
of sugar in them, like sweet-
gum, dogwood, maple, and oak, 
will turn red and purple. They 
have anthocyanin pigments in 
their leaves and will turn darker
colors.  

Yellows come from xantho-
phyll pigments, and the brown
colors usually signal the end of 
the road. These are the tannins 
in the plant and are considered 
its waste product.

Super sunsets
Fall also is a good time to see 

some spectacular sunsets. Raise 
your hand if you want to know 
what causes the vibrant sunrise 
and sunset color. OK, hands 
down. The National Weather 
Service credits the color to the 
angle of the sun. We usually 
see blue skies during the day. 
Ordinary sunlight goes the 
whole color spectrum, from red 
to violet. Our eyes see the light 
scatter off the air molecules and 
it bounces back to our eyes. The 
color is really in the violet spec-
trum, but our eyes are more 
sensitive to blue instead, so we 
see blue during the day. 

The color changes as the sun 
goes down. Since the sun isn’t 
overhead, it has to go through 
more of the atmosphere. And a 
longer sun angle means that lit-
tle beam of light will have a lot 
more particles to go through.

 A lot of the violet and blue 
part of the light spectrum is lost 
along the way, so the only thing 
that is left will be red, yellow, 
and orange. There’s a scientifi c 
name for all of this. Its called 
Rayleigh scattering, named af-
ter a British physicist and math 
wizard who  lived back in the 
1800s. 

Dust also changes the color. 
The light bumps into tiny bits 
of dust and pollution and scat-
ters the light into pretty reds 
and orange colors. Scientist say 
you can see the most intense 
blues around 10 a.m. and 3 p.m. 
on cloudless days. Reds and 
oranges are intensifi ed in the 
fall when the sun is closer to the 
earth, but at a sharp angle.

Contact Kelly Heidbreder at: 
kheidbreder@theblade.com.

Many of Ohio’s older 
burial grounds have 

devilishly intriguing titles
By CHRISTOPHER BORRELLI
BLADE STAFF WRITER 

RILEY TOWNSHIP, Ohio  — The 
cornstalk genufl ects and nods and 
twists and fi nally, losing its strug-
gle with the autumn wind, snaps 
off above its base. It sails across 
the two lanes of U.S. 6, catches 
an updraft, and tumbles in mid-
air. Trucks hauling mountains of 
pumpkins rumble past. The stalk 
gets kicked higher. It hovers for a 
moment and the wind dies. Safely 
on the other side of this slim coun-
try road, it glides down and comes 
to rest in a cemetery.

The grass, green and thick.
As you glance across the corn 

and soybean fi elds surrounding 
this small graveyard, you realize 
it’s the only place for a half-mile 
around where land has any incli-
nation at all, a slight rise at that. 
Whomever built this cemetery 

knew where to dig, says Dan Pol-
ter. He owns a berry farm up the 
road. “It’s good ground,” he says. 

And it is.
The oldest headstones — that 

is, the oldest not yet grown illeg-
ible from 150 years of weather-
ing — date back to circa 1840 
and still stand upright, if a bit 
jagged and tilted now, oxidized 

and bone white from age, like 
a mouth with haphazard 
rows of crooked teeth. It’s
a place of  fi rst names like 
Wilhelmina and Zerah 
and a few Marthas. Store-
bought wreaths of plastic 
leaves and pumpkins and 
acorns adorn graves here 
and there, and against 
one tombstone a blue 
Ladies Auxiliary fl ag fl ut-
ters, worn thin, shredded 

by the wind. The cemetery 
is not crowded. There are 

70-odd plots, and of the four 
graveyards in this township of 

1,300, a corner of Sandusky Coun-
ty which bumps against Fremont 
to the southwest, it’s the busiest.

Nothing unusual about it.
A quaint, picturesque spot.
Oh, wait.
It’s called Faust Cemetery.
Tooling down U.S. 6 you do a 

double-take — did that just say 
Faust, er... Cemetery? Faust, as 
in the legend of Faust? As in the 
centuries-old German folktale of 
the man who sold his soul to the 
devil? As in the basis of nearly 
every story of anyone who ever 
made a deal with the devil, from 
Thomas Mann’s Dr. Faustus to
Marvel Comic’s Ghost Rider? As 
in, Man, is it me or is that a really 
creepy name for a cemetery?

You stop the car.
Yup. Says it in black and white, 

right on the sign, which suddenly 
you notice creaks in the wind, 
which suddenly you notice whis-
tles, which suddenly you notice 
brings with it a gathering army of 
storm clouds, which seem to blot 
out the very sun and, uh —

“Actually, it’s named for a fam-
ily, the Faust family,” says Joseph 

See FAUST, Page 2

Acemetery
by any other name...

The entrance to Faust Cemetery near Fremont. BLADE PHOTOS/ANDY MORRISON

A view of  gravestones in Faust Cemetery.

Finding Faust

BLADE GRAPHIC

See WOLF, Page 2
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