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BEYOND CARPET CLEANING
CARPET | AIR DUCT | TILE & GROUT | HARDWOOD | UPHOLSTERY

Residential only; cannot be used for water restoration services. Must present promo code at time of service. Valid at participating locations only.
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10% OFF
on Carpet, tile/grout, air duct,

and upholstery
Residential only, must meet minimum charge.
Completed by 3/31/2018. Promo Code SPRING

There’s Spring Cleaning...
And Then There’s

Professional Spring Cleaning.

Nazario is one of Tallahassee’s 25
Women You Need to Know. Now in its
12th year, the program is the Tallahassee
Democrat’s way of honoring women
who lead. Meet the women every day
during the month of March in print and
on tallahassee.com.

Born in Puerto Rico, Nazario, now 45,
says that she was raised by her grand-
mother, who officially adopted her when
she was 4. Her biological mother and
her father, who was never part of her
life, were both physical education
teachers. “But while I liked sports… I
was never really, really good at them,”

If there was ever a role-model for how
to live as a woman of strength, integrity,
innovation, and renewal, it is the new
Program Director for Tallahassee’s Oa-
sis Center, Liovani Nazario.

The Oasis Center, focuses on women
and girls through activities, counseling,
leadership training and mentoring. And
there, Nazario has found the perfect
outlet for her global view of what it
means to be a strong, resilient woman.

she laughs. Nevertheless, she was good
enough to graduate high school with a
swimming scholarship to the University
of Puerto Rico where she earned her
bachelor’s degree.

With her mother’s move to Tallahas-
see to pursue her own Ph.D. in Sports
Psychology, Nazario entered a Sports
Medicine program in Miami. But as with
many young women, along the road
there were some detours: she didn’t
really like her major; Miami was too ex-
pensive; and she became pregnant.

25 WOMEN YOU NEED TO KNOW

Liovani Nazario leads women at Oasis Center
Marina Brown
Special to Tallahassee Democrat
USA TODAY NETWORK - FLORIDA

Liovani Nazario is one of the 25 Women
You Need to Know for 2018. LYDIA R. BELL See NAZARIO, Page 5D

L
isten closely to a track of old-time American music from the
hills of Kentucky, and you might uncover traces of jigs, reels,
and hornpipes from another world. Musician Marie Donnelly’s
great-grandfather traveled from Ireland to Canada before set-
tling in the state where many Irish immigrants made an imprint

on both the landscape and culture.
She’s making similar waves with her band Roisin Mo Chroi in Tallahas-

see — whose sister city is Sligo, Ireland — as they will perform once more
at this year’s St. Patrick’s Day Festival on Saturday, March 17. 

“As a group, we’ve really dug into the culture,” says Donnelly. “I think
that makes it all a wonderful journey to be able to link the culture and the
place.” 

While Donnelly’s family didn’t stay as attuned to Ireland’s music dur-
ing her childhood, she can vividly recall receiving her first record player.
Seated in her rocking chair after dinnertime, she would place a needle on
her mother’s vinyl compilation of classical symphonies, turn off the
lights, and be carried away by the music. However, her family did main-
tain the Irish storytelling tradition, which wound its way around her
imagination, and served as the inspiration for the band’s name. 

“Some of those stories are like novels because they could go on for
days,” says Donnelly, who loved the story of Mother Mo Chroi. “Mo Chroi
means ‘of my heart’ or ‘my love,’ and roisin is ‘little rose,’ so the band’s 

Marie Donnelly plays the fiddle in Roisin Mo Chroi, which was formed in 2004. DREW DONNELY

‘Each song has a story’ 
Marie Donnelly fires up her fiddle for St. Patrick’s Day

Amanda Sieradzki
Council on Culture & Arts

The name of the band Roisin Mo Chroi translates to Rosebud of My Heart.
They'll perform at the St. Patricks Day festival on Saturday. DREW DONNELLYSee DONNELLY, Page 4D
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Florida State University
College of Medicine

Diabetes Study
Men and women who are prediabetic
or who have type 2 diabetes are invited
to participate in a research project
investigating D-chiro-inositol for its
effectiveness in lowering blood sugar and
lipids. D-chiro-inositol is found in plants
such as lentils and chick pea.

If you are interested in participating in
this study, call Kayli at 850-645-9236 or
Marissa at 850-644-9800 to register. If you
have questions, or would like more details,
please call Dr. Galasko, study director
at 850-645-6449 or e-mail her at gail.
galasko@med.fsu.edu.

Parking is available for study participants.

Study approved by FSU’s Institutional
Review Board.

name translates to ‘rosebud of my heart.’” 
Roisin Mo Chroi was formed in 2004. Donelly jests

that the players were all band kids at some point —
many took piano lessons, sang in church, or performed
at weddings —learning on acoustic instruments be-
fore delving into Celtic music. Their repertoire spans
across Irish and Scottish traditions, and they have
traveled to those regions for years to study the lan-
guage, culture, and history behind the music. 

Though the flute was her first instrument, Donnelly
primarily plays the fiddle in addition to the concertina
and tin whistles. Member Rusty Pfost plays the Ui-
leann pipes, which are considered traditional Irish
bagpipes, the Great Highland bagpipes and sings. Er-
nie Brock also sings and plays the pipes, as well as the
flute, whistle, and concertina. Judy Johnson is anoth-
er singer who plays guitar and Mandola, and Charles
Johnson plays mandolin and the Bodhran, the Irish
drum. 

“In the Irish tradition all the melody players play in
unison so it’s kind of one voice,” says Donnelly. 

Another trademark of Celtic music is the oral histo-
ry, which Donnelly has experienced firsthand on her
travels. The 100-year-old music is passed from genera-
tion to generation through playing instead of written
compositions. She says many musicians don’t remem-
ber the names of songs, but rather who taught them
the piece of music. 

Donnelly and her bandmates have felt fortunate to
learn from many masters, and she names Martin
Hayes, Kevin Burke, and Liz Carol as some of her most
influential teachers. Summers are full of traveling to
programs like the Swannanoa Gathering in North Car-
olina where national and international Irish musicians
congregate to share in the music. 

Tallahassee’s local scene also boasts more Irish mu-
sic and “sessions” than most major U.S. cities, states
Donnelly. Sessions could be likened to improv jams in
jazz music, where Irish musicians gather and play
tunes together. Roisin Mo Chroi helps to host one such
occasion at Finnegan’s Wake in Midtown on the sec-
ond Sunday of alternating months. 

“In the pubs, the musicians will crowd around one
table and play together even if they’ve never met,” de-
scribes Donnelly. “It’s really exciting to be able to do
that anywhere you go.” 

Traditional Irish and Celtic music aren’t the stereo-
typical drinking songs that Donnelly thinks most peo-
ple associate with the culture.

There are “sad songs of love and happy songs of war
and fighting,” with many great ballads, seafaring
songs, and slow airs, which are considered to be open-
ended melodies. Even in playing instrumental songs,
Donnelly will take the time to learn the lyrics to unlock
the meaning. One of her favorites is the dramatic tune
“The Cliffs of Moher,” with a fiddle melody that arcs
from low to high notes, mimicking the landscape. 

“Each song has a story in it, and that’s why I like to
go as close as I can to where that tune came from,” says

Donnelly. “When you see the high hills or walk along
the river, it really influences how you approach that
song from then on. It fascinates me to know about that
place because it’s like a little secret in that tune.” 

Rehearsing together for three hours a week, Don-
nelly says Roisin Mo Chroi does their best to honor all
traditions of Scottish and Irish music, and are sure to
distinguish between the two depending on the venue
and audience. She looks forward to Tallahassee’s St.
Patrick’s Day Festival every year as it not only reunites
many Irish musicians in town but also reminds her of
the reason she pursues playing music in the first place. 

“When you hit the groove it’s almost like flying or
floating,” says Donnelly. “I love to play anywhere
where little kids just spontaneously get up and dance.
To see anyone get up really, because most of the tunes
were meant for dancing, is just pure joy.” 

Amanda Sieradzki is the feature writer for the
Council on Culture & Arts. COCA is the capital area’s
umbrella agency for arts and culture (www.tallahas-
seearts.org). 

Roisin Mo Chroi will perform once more at this year’s St. Patrick’s Day Festival on Saturday, March 17. DREW

DONNELLY

Donnelly
Continued from Page 1D

If you go
What: Roisin Mo Chroi at the St. Patrick’s Day Festival 

When: 12-8 p.m., Saturday, March 17 

Where: Shannon Lakes Park in Killearn Estates 

Cost: Free 

Contact: For more information, call 850-339-2617 or
visit www.tallahasseeirish.org. 

In late February, I took a road trip to
New Orleans with my nephew, Hub, 18,
and his classmate, Gilbert Voegtilin,
also 18, to visit Loyola University. They
are young musicians who were visiting
the campus, checking out the music
school and performing for live audi-
tions. 

I used to live in New Orleans and sort
of know my way around the Crescent
City, so my wife’s assorted family mem-
bers volunteered me as the sensible
chaperone. It’s a good thing I left out the
part about the time, when I was 18, and
traveled to New Orleans with my mom,
dad and older brother, Randall, to the
visit the King Tut exhibit. We all ended
at Pat O’Brien’s slurping Hurricanes and
then visited a strip joint on Bourbon
Street. It was a real family-bonding mo-
ment in a topless bar, even though my
mother denied it ever happened until
the day she died.

Hub (once known as the Hub Cub),
Gilbert and I rolled into New Orleans
late Friday afternoon. We were bunking
in a nice hotel in the Warehouse District
down by the Convention Center and the
Mississippi River. Guys in high school
are always hungry, so we walked the few
blocks to Mother’s Restaurant on Poy-
dras Street and ordered three “debris”
po’boys.

The debris sandwiches are the size of
throw pillows. The succulent meat
beasts are made from the roast beef that
falls into the au jus gravy pan while
roasting in the oven. They are not very
heart-healthy but, Sweet Fancy Fred
Mertz, they are decadently delicious. I
couldn’t finish all of mine. Neither could
Hub. Gilbert, who was the smallest of
our traveling trio, somehow managed to
eat every bite. It was most impressive,
like watching a small snake swallow a
whole ostrich egg. We waddled back to
the hotel and were in bed asleep by 9
p.m., passed out in Debris Dreamland.
Total meat coma. The strip joints would
have to wait.

On Saturday, we arrived at Loyola
University at 8 a.m. sharp and signed in.
Hub and Gilbert spent most of the
morning performing and meeting facul-
ty members. When they were free by
early afternoon, I asked them what they
wanted to do. Cruise the strip clubs in
the French Quarter? Visit guitar shops?
Get mugged in a graveyard while
dressed up as pimps? You, know a typ-
ical Saturday afternoon in New Orleans.

“We wanna go to The National World
War II Museum,” Hub said.

The nonprofit museum was spear-
headed by writer-historian Stephen E.
Ambrose (1936-2002), who used to live
near New Orleans, and started out as
The National D-Day Museum. When
Steven Spielberg finished his D-Day ep-
ic “Saving Private Ryan” (1998), he lined
up a private screening for Ambrose in
New Orleans.

When I interviewed Ambrose in
2000 during his visit to Tallahassee,
Ambrose said he told Spielberg, “Oh, it’s
a terrific film, Steven, just terrific. But
you got one thing wrong. Tom Hanks is
way too old to play the lead role. You will
have to re-shoot the whole thing with a
much younger actor.”

When Spielberg got up off the floor,
Ambrose told the great director he was
joking. But Ambrose was right. Most of
the soldiers who landed on Omaha
Beach in June 1944 were Hub and Gil-
bert’s age.

Off to the war(s)

I thought of their ages as I followed a
few steps behind the two high-school
seniors as we made our way to the mu-
seum complex. The sprawling National
World War II Museum now takes up six
acres with multiple buildings in the
Warehouse District. It is massive.

Our journey through the past started
in an entire building dedicated to the
European Theater of War. The displays
covered a lot of territory ranging from
major battles to the liberation of the
death camps, but they also touched on
such once-unmentionable subjects as

Japanese-American internment camps
and racism in the military ranks. Noth-
ing was left out or whitewashed. It was
all too much to grasp in one take.

“Man, aren’t you glad we weren’t
born in 1924,” Hub stage-whispered to
Gilbert.

The weight and the scope of the war
really hit closer to home when we en-
tered a separate building dealing with
the battles and fighting in the Pacific
Theater. Part of Gilbert’s family hails
from the Philippines, where the war was
intense. Hub’s grandfather served on a
Navy ship and witnessed kamikaze at-
tacks. My father was a UDT frogman for
the Navy and swam around in the Pacif-
ic cutting mines, dealing with sharks
and trying to avoid the Japanese.

When I was a child, I asked him if he
was afraid of sharks.

"Son, I was much more afraid of what
the Japanese would do to me than what
the shark might do," my old man the
frogman said. "You can punch a shark
on the nose and, most of the time, he'll
go away. Not so easy with the Japanese."

In the fall of 1975, my father won a
free trip to Japan. All expenses paid.
Meals and rooms included. He could
take my mom at no extra cost.

My father turned the trip offer down
cold. In his place, he sent my older
brother, Randall, to escort my mom
around the Asian island nation.

On the way back from dropping my
mom and brother off at the airport in
Tallahassee, my father and I were taking
the silent, scenic route home to Marian-
na through Hosford and Bristol when I

finally said: "So, I don't get it. Why didn't
you take this totally free trip to Japan?
Are you crazy?"

After a long pause, my father took a
drag off his Kool Filter-King cigarette
and calmly said in his deep Southern ac-
cent: "The last time I was in Japan, I
swam up on the beach and some son-of-
a-(bleep) with a sword tried to cut off
my head. I don't feel welcome in that
country."

A few days later, I wondered what
happened to the fellow with the sword.
And then I didn’t want to know the an-
swer.

Of freedom - and curling

Leaving the jungles behind, we hiked
over to the towering US Freedom Center:
The Boeing Center, which has vintage
airplanes dangling on wires from the
ceiling. If you are brave enough to climb
to the top catwalk, you can get an up-
close gander at a B17E Flying Fortress
and a side order of vertigo. It’s an im-
pressive display of war birds but it’s not
recommended if you have a fear of
heights.

High school kids on the floor below
were holding a massive trivia contest
testing their World War II knowledge.
On the way out, I stopped to chat with
kids from an Episcopal school in nearby
Baton Rouge. The name of their team
was “Blitzkrieg Bop.”

“Did you name your team after the
German bombings of London or did you
name it for the song by The Ramones?” I
asked the captain, who must have been
around 14 or 15.

“Both,” he said.
“I am so proud of you guys. I hope you

win,” I said.
Exhausted by war, my traveling com-

panions and I headed down Tchoupi-
toulas Street to a neighborhood joint
called Frankie and Johnny’s Restaurant.
We ordered gumbo, po’ boys and Cajun
balls (aka crawfish hushpuppies, stop
snickering). The flat-screen TV on the
wall was tuned to The Winter Olympics
and the U.S. Olympics Curling Team
was opening a can of whoop-ice on the
Swedes. We cheered for the Yank curl-
ers, who looked like five middle-aged
guys who’d wandered over from an in-
surance convention next door. When
the U.S. Team won gold medals, the res-
taurant cheered.

I proposed a toast to the table. It
went, “Thank God we won World War II
or we’d be watching curling in German
and Japanese on Tchoupitoulas Street.
God bless America. Who wants a Cajun
ball?”

Contact Mark Hinson at mhin-
son@tallahassee.com.

Off to college, and off to war, with two teens
Mark Hinson
Columnist

Tallahassee Democrat

USA TODAY NETWORK – FLA.

Gilbert Voegtilin, left, and Hub Chason III check out a model exhibit of the naval
armada and air power that invaded Normandy in June 1944. It's on display at The
National World War II Museum in New Orleans. MARK HINSON/DEMOCRAT
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