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They were startled and terrified, and 
thought that they were seeing a ghost. 
They gave him a piece of broiled fish. 
Jesus took it and ate in their presence.

Gospel according to Luke 

If you believe in the grand and  
glorious story of evolution, it’s hard 
to quibble with the Resurrection. 

I mean, really. If you’re OK with the 
mind-boggling, jaw-dropping 4.5-billion-
year-old story of nature unfolding on 
this once lifeless planet, well, what’s 
not to believe in yet another amazing 
knock-your-socks-off surprise called 
“the Resurrection”? Unfortunately, 
Christendom turned it into a freak show. 
It’s actually as “natural” as can be.

But before we look at the Resurrection 
with fresh eyes, let’s look again at the 
grand and glorious story of evolution.

This planet could have been called 
Water. For eons nothing but water covered 
this big rock we call Earth. And then 4 bil-
lion or so years ago something happened.

In the soupy water something stirred. 
Out of molecules a simple cell with an 
urge to merge and replicate arose—not 
out of thin air but close to it.

It wasn’t much. But it was a start.
Had there been choirs at the time, 

an anthem would have resounded: The 
simple cell has triumphed! Hallelujah!

And, surprise, surprise, simple cells 
could do things mere molecules couldn’t.

One thing led to another, includ-
ing nucleated cells. Eventually bushy 
vegetation emerged in rivers, streams, 
and oceans. An anthem could have 
resounded: Vegetation has triumphed! 
Hallelujah!

And, surprise, surprise, plants could 
do things mere cells couldn’t.

Under the sea one thing led to another, 
including creatures with fins and tails. And 
then one day a curious creature slithered 
onto land and said: WOW. Look at that lush 
garden of delight! Yummy, yummy.

By the way, all creatures had just 
two things on their minds. One was eat-
ing. And I’m pretty sure you can guess 
the other.

Anyway, that slithering creature  
procreated. Some of its descendants 
developed legs, some wings. Things  
were really taking off now. An anthem 

could have resounded: Animals have  
triumphed! Hallelujah!

And, surprise, surprise, animals 
could do things mere plants couldn’t.

As each new emergent kingdom  
or realm arose on the earth, it brought 
characteristics of the realm below and 
then introduced an amazing surprise, 
something unforeseen and unpredictable 
until it was revealed.

And thus from the realm of animals 
emerged human beings, animal-like  
creatures with, surprise, surprise, a near 
infinite capacity to create and destroy  
but also a capacity to love. Evolution  
of consciousness—and with it cultural 
evolution—would now outpace biologi-
cal evolution on this planet.

An anthem could have resounded: 
Humans have triumphed! But it would be 
quickly followed by a dirge: Oh, my god, 
look what we’ve done to the earth and 
each other.

In a mucked up lovely river,
I cast my little fly.

I look at that river and smell it
And it makes me want to cry.
Oh to clean our dirty planet,

Now there’s a noble wish,
And I’m puttin’ my shoulder to the wheel

’Cause I wanna catch some fish.
[From “Spring Wind,” by Greg Brown]

And that brings me to the story of 
the Resurrection of Jesus on the Eastern 
Shore.

Jesus was killed, in part, for revealing  
another realm in the making, called in his 
day “the kingdom [or kin-dom] of God,” 
a realm of being that would replicate and 
flourish, but not by sexual procreation, as 
did other realms. This new communally 
integrated life form would flourish—and 
here comes another amazing surprise out 
of the story of evolution—by conscious, 
intentional collaborations with Love.

God is love and those who abide in 
love abide in God.

As you know, love isn’t just a feeling.  
It’s action. And justice, as it turns out, is 
the social or political expression of love. 
Love and justice belong together.

This higher consciousness and 
capacity manifested in the Resurrection 
story is a relatively recent leap forward 

in terms of the evolutionary timeline. For 
the first time humans witnessed evolu-
tionary emergence not in fossil records 
but with their own eyes. Not surprisingly 
they were left pretty much speechless, 
tripping over words, stretching language 
to the breaking point.

They thought they were seeing a ghost.
Whatever arose in that Resurrection 

arose into human consciousness as  
real as can be and started transforming 
ordinary people into bold lovers. The 
gospel story of the Resurrection itself is 
a parable of new possibilities within the 
material and biological world.

Out of the human realm something 
new is emerging, a life form with a 
capacity for forgiveness instead of retali-
ation; nonviolence instead of violence; 
reconciliation instead of enmity; and an 
amazing capacity to include more and 
more people, more and more racial,  
ethnic, sexual, and religious diversity 
within a community. The Resurrection 
spirit lures us to become less tribal and 
more global.

This emerging form of communal 
life is known by many names. My own 
tradition calls it “the Christ” or “Cosmic 
Christ.” But by whatever name, you can 
be sure it doesn’t arise without bold love 
and deep suffering on behalf of others. 
It brings with it wounded hearts, scarred 
hands and feet. It arises not from the 
death of the human organism itself but 
from the death of the “old self ” or ego. 
That kind of death leads to new birth 
and integration into this new life form. 
Just as a two-dimensional square is not 
diminished when integrated into a three-
dimensional cube, so the person who 
surrenders to Love is not diminished but 
glorified.

Anything that stands in the way of 
this widening circle of love is (quite  
simply) sin. Racism, sexism, homophobia, 
and greed may linger for years to come, 
but we’ve seen their defeat in the Christ 
who has triumphed over sin and death.

In case you hadn’t heard, the 
Resurrected Christ made an appearance 
earlier this year on the Eastern Shore. It 
happened this way.

In response to the fish kills in the 
Shenandoah River, The Downstream 
Project produced a documentary on the 

history and environmental problems of 
the Shenandoah and the Chesapeake Bay, 
including industrial pollution, sediment 
and nutrient pollution from the loss of 
riparian areas from livestock grazing, 
poultry processing, and human waste, 
which threaten an entire ecosystem. A 
grim forecast indeed.

This past March, Bill Howard, 
executive director of The Downstream 
Project, and his coworkers accompanied 
the Chesapeake Bay Foundation and a 
group of cattle and dairy farmers from 
the Shenandoah Valley to Tangier Island, 
in the middle of the bay. The farmers 
spent three days getting to know some 
fishermen. Hostility had been brewing 
between the two groups for years.

Howard put it this way: “The valley  
farmers set crab pots and tonged oysters,  
shared seafood, and stories of their 
remarkably similar and challenging lives. 
The farmers became more aware of how 
their agricultural practices affect the 
quality of the bay and the livelihoods of 
the watermen. With efforts like this and 
organizations like the Chesapeake Bay 
Foundation, I hold out great hope.”

And there you have it: another incar-
nation of the Resurrection Spirit. It’s not 
about ghosts. It’s about real things, real 
water, real fish, and real people trans-
formed by amazing love, forgiveness, 
and reconciliation. It’s about putting your 
shoulder to the wheel because you wanna 
catch some fish—for yourself and for a 
hungry world.
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Resurrection as Evolution
Or, Jesus on the Eastern Shore

Randall TrembaCOMMUNITY BIBLE SCHOOL (CBS) Monday through Thursday June 25–28,  

9 a.m. to 12 noon. Theme this year is SONSurf Beach Blast. We will explore who 

Jesus is, why we need Him, and how He helps when we mess up. Thursday the children 

will go to Canterbury Nursing Home to entertain the residents and experience giving 

back to others. Thursday evening is the closing celebration.

CBS children and their families donate food and money to the local food pantry and 

another charity. We hope you will join us! Come listen to the children sing. Volunteer 

to help out as a teacher, shepherd, crafter, or storyteller. Register your child or grand-

child for four days of fun in the sun learning about the SON!

For more information or to register  

contact New St. Methodist Church, (304) 876-2362 or nsumc@frontiernet.net.

DONORS
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3112

Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Family Fun Nite: Wednesday, 6:45–8:00 p.m.
E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org

www.4pillarchurch.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister

Telephone: (304) 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus

Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School 10 a.m.

Reading Room is in Entler Rm. 210,
open before and after the service and

by appointment. Call to confirm Sunday
school and child care: (304) 261-9024

All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends 
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Preparative Meeting
Worship in silent expectant waiting

Sundays at 10:30 a.m.
Four Seasons Books (thru the side gate)
Contact: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852

http://shepherdstown.bym-rsf.net/about-2-2/

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6466

Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, Priest Associate

The Rev. Susan McDonald, Priest Associate
Telephone: (304) 876-6990

Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
Rt. 230 Uvilla

Fred A. Soltow Jr., Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship 9:00 a.m.

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

New Street United Methodist
Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor

Telephone: (304) 876-2362
Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.

Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

Fred A. Soltow Jr., Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Children/Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
(located in grey house adjacent church)
www.Shepherdstownlutheranparish.org

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: (304) 876-3856

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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Get over the idea that only children should 
spend their time in study. Be a student so 
long as you still have something to learn, 
and this will mean all your life.
—Henry L. Doherty

In 1882, 12-year-old Henry Doherty 
had to quit school and go to work. 
While still a teen, the subject of oil 

and gas utilities and possibilities captured 
his imagination. He learned everything 
available from everywhere and kept on 
going, became a utilities expert, and 
formed a start-up company he called 
Cities Service. Today we call it CITGO. A 
salute to lifelong learning.

Until a year ago the Lifelong 
Learning program at Shepherd University 
had been in the drawing board stage for 
four years. Dr. Suzanne Shipley was 
inaugurated as president of Shepherd 
University in 2008 with this program on 
her long list of future goals.

“When I was at the College of 
Notre Dame in Maryland before I came 
to Shepherd,” she said, “one of my 
direct reports was the director of the 
Renaissance Institute. That is a national 
movement akin to the lifelong learning 
initiative. I feel that learning is not just 
a product of schooling; it’s the lifelong 
attempt to acquire it. I was very much 
hoping to initiate something of this sort in 
Shepherdstown as a service to our retired 
community and an added attraction for the 
area. It took four years to work out just 
how to accommodate this need for extra 
space and parking on campus. But with 
the support of our great lifelong learning 
committee and Diane Melby’s capable 
leadership, not to mention the total coup 
of hiring Karen Rice, we prevailed.”

The fall of 2011 saw the first semes-
ter of the Lifelong Learning Program in 

action at Shepherd University under the 
direction of Karen Rice.

Karen Mirr Rice grew up in Hanover 
City, Va. Her dad, Edward A. Mirr, was 
a professor of music and her mother, 
Patricia, a teaching nurse. Karen arrived 
as the baby of the family to join two big 
brothers: Dennis and Ronald. Working 
her way through Virginia Commonwealth 
University and graduating with a degree 
in finance, she spent her free time at 
VCU serving as president of the Financial 
Management Association. She organized 
a banking forum with the president of 
the Federal Reserve Bank in Richmond, 
and the chair and CEOs of Signet Bank, 
Central Fidelity and Crestar.

Karen was also president of the 
Student Alumni Ambassadors and worked 
with the VCU Office of Alumni Activities 
to recruit students and promote the univer-
sity. “Twenty years later, I’m organizing 
instructors for the lifelong learning pro-
gram at Shepherd. Looks like a pattern.” 
Karen smiles often and possesses a gentle 
charm…and a mind like a steel trap. One 
doesn’t organize a forum for CEOs of 
major banks and a chairman of a Federal 
Reserve Bank branch without knowing 
how to get things done perfectly.

William Thorne Rice met VCU 
co-ed Karen Mirr when he was pre-law 
at Washington & Lee. They dated for 
five years, all through Bill’s tour of duty 
at West Virginia University law school, 
and were married in 1996. The young 
couple stayed in Charleston for the next 
five years where Bill was with the West 
Virginia Tax Department as Assistant Tax 
Commissioner under Governor Gaston 
Caperton. Karen served as treasurer on the 
West Virginia Symphony League Board. 
In 2001 Karen, Bill, and 1-year-old Abby 
moved to Bill’s hometown of Martinsburg. 
(He comes from a family of attorneys. 

His grandfather cofounded Bowles Rice.) 
Today they live in “the old family home-
stead” near West Memorial Park.

Abby Rice, now 12, is in 6th grade 
at South Middle School. While brothers 
Stephen, 8, in 3rd grade, and Peter, 7, in 1st 
grade, are both at Rosemont Elementary. 
Their dad is in private practice at William 
T. Rice, Attorney at Law, on Burke Street. 
According to Mom, Abby’s passion is the 
theater; Stephen is a dynamite athlete.  
“His soccer team won the Berkeley 
County Parks and Recreation Center 
championship last year.” And Peter is a 
talented artist who’s “really very good.”

There’s a lot of family time in the 
Rice household. They ski, play tennis, and 
travel as a family. Two years ago Karen 
and her mom went on a Mediterranean 
cruise to Greece, Turkey, and Israel…just 
the two of them.

For her first few years in 
Martinsburg, Karen’s life was family and 
volunteering. She was invited to join the 
Arts Centre board in 2002 and went on 
to serve for six years as treasurer and as 
president. She also worked on fundraisers  
for nonprofits such as CASA, March of 
Dimes, and Panhandle Home Health. 
While in Charleston, Karen sang in a 
Masterworks chorale, and she followed 
suit at Shepherd for a few years. “I loved 
it and plan to sing again.”

Then in 2010 she went to work 
for Diane Melby in the Office of 
Advancement at Shepherd, and 

when the time was right to recruit a 
director for Lifelong Learning, Karen 
was the first choice. She was tapped to 
direct the fledgling program in the spring 
of 2011 and attacked this challenge with 
the energy of a teenager and the ability 
to engage a community with her intel-
ligence, experience, and relentless good 
humor.

In three short months the new director  
and her advisory committee: Diane Melby, 
Dr. Heidi Dobish, Dr. Richard Helldobler, 
Jack Young, Lisa Younis, Dr. Mark 
McCoy, Mary Sue Eldridge, Lisa Oswald, 
and Sue Kennedy (McCoy, Eldridge, and 
Oswald have left the board. Art Weinberg 
and Austin Porter have joined) developed 
surveys to assess interest and distributed 
them throughout the region. They then 
evaluated the findings, and developed and 
promoted the slate of course offerings for 
the fall of 2011.

The survey respondents showed an 
interest in a variety of subjects from inter-
national studies and local history, to com-
puter knowledge and antiques. Karen then 
went in relentless pursuit of classrooms, 
equipment, and the right volunteer instruc-
tors and guest lecturers for each class.

Working out of her office in the Free 
School on Princess Street, Karen instituted 
an open-door policy to anyone with a 
question, comment, or concern about the 
program. She stopped by every room at 
the beginning of each session to see if 
anything was needed. She was everywhere.

The second semester included six 
weeks of classes as well as a series of five 
lectures and a day trip to Mount Vernon. The 
enrollment had increased by 100 percent.

The Mount Vernon excursion sold 
out in a matter of days. In September, the 
plan is to see the Dale Chiluly exhibit 
at the Virginia Museum of Fine Arts in 
Richmond.

The syllabus for next semester, 
which will include a 2012 summer ses-
sion, is now in final stages, with courses 
ranging from “Great Books—Great 
Conversations” to “American Intelligence 
and Support” to “Foreign Affairs in the 
21st Century.” This summer’s session will 
include a theater immersion course hosted 
by CATF.

Karen’s goal for the program is to 
grow the membership enrollment and 
eventually become a member of OLLI 
(Osher Lifelong Learning Institute). 
“There’s endowment money available for 
such programs and I want to go after it. 
With the enthusiasm shown for our pro-
gram so far, I can see this happening.”

Her passion for the program comes 
through. “I have a lot of learning in my 
blood. Both my parents were educators. 
Age is relative. I don’t intend to stop and 
there are so many others out there like 
me. I’ll never stop going to school.” Karen 
will graduate from Shepherd University 
next year with an MBA.

For information about the Lifelong 
Learning program at Shepherd University 
please contact Karen Rice at krice@ 
shepherd.edu.

Sue Kennedy is enrolled in the Lifelong 
Learning program and lives by the words 
of the late, great President Harry S. 
Truman, “It’s what you learn after you 
know it all that counts.” 

Lifelong Learning in A World  
of Endless Possibilities

Sue Kennedy
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Karen Rice sitting on a camel on a tour to 
Masada and the Dead Sea, Israel, 2011

Karen Rice outside of Jerusalem, Israel,  
on a Mediterranean cruise with her 
mother in 2011
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In December 2011, the Jefferson County 
Historic Landmarks Commission 
announced that it had purchased the 

Shepherdstown Cement Mill and its sur-
rounding land and riverfront, one of the 
county’s most significant historic sites. 
Bringing it into public ownership is a won-
derful way to begin Shepherdstown’s 250th 
anniversary celebration and prepare for the 
September bicentennial commemoration of 
the Battle of Shepherdstown. In time, the 
property will provide public access to the 
Potomac River for recreational purposes and 
allow the mill’s history, events of a key Civil 
War battle, and the Virginia entrance of a 
major colonial transportation route to be 
interpreted, so visitors can learn more about 
the site’s fascinating past.

The property, about a mile southeast 
of Shepherdstown, covers 18 acres, with 
2,000 feet of Potomac River frontage, 
and includes the intersection of Trough 
and River roads. On both sides of River 
Road, the site contains the ruins of the 
1829 Boteler Cement Mill structures 
and stone quarry cuts. The Landmarks 
Commission has always considered the 
cement mill property one of the county’s 
premiere industrial sites but was never 
been able to convince its prior owner, 
Mr. Harry Blunt III, a direct descendant 
of the last mill operator and manager, to 
allow the site to be accessed and inter-
preted. Our hope is to celebrate all of the 
site’s historic uses.

The Shepherdstown Cement Mill 
has had many names: Potomac Mill; 

Shepherdstown Potomac Cement Mill; 
Boteler and Reynolds Mill; and the 
Potomac Mills, Mining, and Manufacturing 
Company. Starting operations in the late 
1820s, the mill operated as a combined 
grist and cement mill, but transitioned to 
milling only cement as construction of 
the Chesapeake & Ohio Canal began, and 
demand for cement increased. Mill struc-
tures include the ruins of the mill, six kilns 
on the bank of the river, a large kiln south of 
River Road, remnants of an office building, 
and a large stone river wall. What is miss-
ing is the crib dam that crossed the river to 
divert water into and through the millraces. 
The mill’s primary product was hydraulic 
cement made from stone quarried at the 
site. Shepherdstown cement was considered 
“of the highest quality.” For the years 1829 
until 1837, the Shepherdstown Mill was 
the primary and preferred supplier to the 
C&O Canal. In addition to the C&O Canal, 
Shepherdstown cement was used on numer-
ous projects in Washington, D.C.

As with any business in operation 
for 75 years, there were good times and 
bad. Floods, maintenance of costly equip-
ment, cheaper and better cement, lack of 
transportation alternatives all led to the 
Shepherdstown Cement Mill closing for 
the last time in 1901.

The entrance to Trough Road is little 
changed from how it looked in the 1700s. 
Colonial settlers and the southern-migrating 
Germans and Scots-Irish into Virginia 
and the Carolinas would have known the 
Philadelphia Wagon Road that crossed the 
broad and shallow Potomac River at Pack 
Horse Ford. These early settlers, 1715–1750, 
followed Indian trails, the Great Warriors 
Path, which became the Wagon Road and 
was the principal transportation highway 
south, running from Pennsylvania to Georgia.

Before a ferry at Shepherdstown 
was authorized by the Virginia General 
Assembly in 1755, travel-
ers crossed the Potomac 
River from Maryland into 
Virginia at Trough Road. 
The importance of the ford 
is commemorated annually 
with the Pack Horse Ford 
River Crossing every fall.

The property has a 
rich Civil War history. The 
cement mill and crib dam 
were at the center of the 
last battle of the Maryland 
Campaign. The Battle of 
Shepherdstown was fought 

on September 19 and 20, 1862, and was 
one of the reasons General Robert E. 
Lee ended his campaign and withdrew 
into the Shenandoah Valley. The bridge 
at Shepherdstown had been burned, so 
Confederate and Union soldiers once 
again crossed the Potomac River at Pack 
Horse Ford, also called Boteler’s Ford. 
The Confederate Army retreated from 
Antietam, crossing the river at the ford 
and up Trough Road. The attacking Union 
soldiers crossed and recrossed the river, 
occasionally taking cover in and among the 
mill buildings, kilns, and crib dam. Some 
of the kilns on the river still show damage 
from Union artillery shells sustained dur-
ing the battle.

The Shepherdstown Cement Mill was 
burned and heavily damaged during the Civil 
War. It was not repaired and did not start pro-
ducing cement again until 1867. The Battle 
of Shepherdstown was of such importance 
that the National Park Service (NPS) is now 
studying the area to determine if it should 
create an entirely new park to preserve the 
ground and interpret the battle.

So what is next for the cement mill 
property? Now that the land is publicly 
owned, when will it be available for public 
use? The Landmarks Commission plans 
to donate the property to the NPS as 
soon as the specifics of a transfer can be 
arranged, which may take up to two years. 
A land donation to the NPS is compli-
cated because the mill site is not within a 
designated park boundary and authorized 
additions to an existing National Park often 
require congressional action.

While the Federal government devel-
ops its plan of action, the Landmarks 
Commission is meeting with adjacent prop-
erty owners to clarify the property boundar-
ies. There has been no recorded survey of 
the site in over 100 years, and there are some 
disputed areas along the perimeter. Once 

these questions are settled, a conservation 
easement will be placed on the property to 
ensure that it remains protected in perpetu-
ity and developed only under NPS guide-
lines for battlefields.

Also under way is a National Register 
of Historic Places nomination. The history 
of the Shepherdstown Cement Mill is rich 
and should be recognized and celebrated 
nationally, so the Landmarks Commission 
has started the process to add the site to the 
National Register. Ultimately, the commis-
sion hopes the site will be deeded to the 
Antietam National Battlefield Park so the 
costs of preservation, access, management, 
interpretation, safety, and security would be 
borne by the federal government.

Site cleanup began in February, 
with the help of volunteers from the 
Shepherdstown Battlefield Preservation 
Association. This included removing tons of 
trash, dead and downed trees, and removing 
vegetation from in and around the remain-
ing stone foundations, walls, and kilns. 
Additional work will continue as funds 
become available. Other improvement proj-
ects include fencing around ruins for visitor 
safety and site protection, signage, and cre-
ation of trails along the river. We hope the 
community will support our efforts to main-
tain and improve the site until it is trans-
ferred to the NPS. The commission looks 
forward to the day when the Shepherdstown 
Cement Mill will again be a vital part of the 
Shepherdstown waterfront.
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Tania Shiben has been in 
Shepherdstown for many 
years, having moved here from 

Rockville, Md., when she was 13. But 
not everyone in town knows who she 
is. The people who recognize her have 
either had her as their babysitter years 
ago, or more recently, have dropped 
their children off to her kindergarten 
class at Shepherdstown Elementary 
School. I stopped in at her home to 
get to know her better and to meet her 
own children.

Tania’s gift with children is a 
good example of nurture being com-
bined with nature. By the age of 
10, she was babysitting for various 
younger children, whom Tania calls 
“cousinish kids.” When her family 
moved to Shepherdstown, Tania’s 
mother volunteered her (we’ve all 
been there: volunteered means  
co-opted) at the Shepherdstown  
Day Care Center, which continued  
to nurture her nature.

As a teenager, Tania started  
babysitting outside of the family. After 
high school, she attended Shepherd 

University. She wanted a degree that 
would enable her to get paid to teach 
little kids, not only to babysit them. 
During her time at Shepherd, she  
continued to babysit; in fact, she  
made so much consistent income  
from it that she’d skip classes to go 
watch kids. Over the next few years, 
Tania went to Shepherd on and off, all 
the time babysitting “lovely children.”

After graduating (in ’92 or ’94. 
By this time in the conversation, 
we have come into the kitchen. The 
smaller boy is trying to climb, to 
reach some unknown goodie, while 
the older boy runs around and around. 
They are glad to be home, and per-
haps a little pleased to have a visitor, 
as distracting as it may be. Also, in 
the long run, does it matter if it was 
1992 or 1994?), Tania first worked 
with pre-K and kindergarten at C.W. 
Shipley Elementary School. Then 
she spent a year at North Jefferson 
preschool, and then to kindergarten 
at Page Jackson. By this time, her job 
ended as it kept morphing, and her job 
title disappeared. She went back to 

Shipley but decided to take a year off, 
during which she studied Montessori 
Early Education Training. Tania says 
this training was the “best thing I ever 
did.” She continued to babysit.

Mrs. Janie Denchy was a kin-
dergarten teacher at Shepherdstown 
Elementary School. She probably 
taught the children that Tania had bab-
ysat, as well as their parents. When 
Mrs. Denchy retired, Tania replaced 
her as long-term substitute.

Over these years, Tania, who was 
in love with the wonderment of child-
hood, continued to reach out. While 
in a relationship, there was talk of 
adoption. Time kept marching—more 
babysitting, relationships ended. Tania 
continued to think of adoption.

(By this time, we have moved 
outside. The sun is out, bright and 
warm, and Andrew, 1 ½, can’t get into 
the water puddle fast enough. The 
joy is shining from his face, but even 
better, he is allowed, and encouraged, 
to experience it. The whole yard is 
a boy’s playground—dump trucks, 
buckets, small shovels. Tania com-
ments on her deck, full in the late 
morning sun. “I’m so glad I built a 
deck, so the boys have somewhere to 
play under.”)

During and after teaching in the 
pre-K and kindergarten classrooms, 
Tania’s thoughts of adoption never 
faded. She began to make phone 
calls, connecting with the appropriate 
people.

It’s funny how things can come 
together. At the end of 2011, Tania, 
with the aid of some funds left by her 
father, was able to retire from teach-
ing to be with her two boys. Daniel 
is now 3 ½ and came to Tania from 
foster care when he was 1. (The 
people who provided Daniel’s foster 
care from birth to adoption are now 
the honorary grandparents.) When 
Daniel’s brother was born, he was 
immediately put up for adoption, and 

Tania was the first one called. She 
left the hospital with him when he 
was 5 days old, and now, a year and a 
half later, he is blissfully sitting in a 
puddle.

This story is not about adoption 
or about those two adorable little 
boys (who I’m sure are just as much 
of a handful as other little boys). It’s 
not about why children need to be 
taken away from their parents, nor 
about how parents can give up chil-
dren, nor is it about how that whole 
system works. This is another story. 
This story is about how these two 
boys lucked out to be adopted by the 
uncrowned Babysitting Princess of 
Shepherdstown.

Tania says some of her old clients 
are now her peers; their children are 
in her kindergarten classes. All I know 
is, in some future life, I want to be a 
kid in the family of Tania, Daniel, and 
Andrew.

Cassie Bosley teaches English at 
Shepherd University, gardens for her 
wonderful garden owners, quilts, and 
plays with her 5-year-old grandson. 

Shepherdstown Cement Mill:  
From Private to Public Ownership

Martin Burke, Chair, Jefferson County Historic Landmarks Commission

Who Is That Woman?
Cassie Bosley

Further reading about the Cement Mill  
and the area’s history

Cement Mills along the Potomac River, Thomas F. 
Hahn & Emory Kemp, West Virginia University Press, 
1994. Available at the SU Library.

For a detailed description of the Battle of Shepherdstown 
read Tom McGrath’s presentation from his research on 
the Battle: http://parkplanning.nps.gov/

Pioneers of Old Fredrick County Virginia, Cecil 
O’Dell, Walsworth Pub. Co., 1995. Includes Maps and 
history  
of settlement in northern Shenandoah Valley.One of the cement mill kiln openings is still 

visible

The Shepherdstown Cement Mill ruins as they 
appear today

Tania Shiben with her sons, Andrew and Daniel
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Detail of kiln opening

The Cement Mill, where the burnt cement 
was crushed and ground to a powder, was 
once a three-story building located near  
the cement kilns.
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There are probably not many indi-
viduals whose resume includes 
flying trapeze training alongside 

Naam Yoga practice and teaching, travels 
to all of the United States, Nepal, Tibet, 
China, and Kenya, skills as an artist, and 
extensive holistic health training. Diana 
Brubaker, resident of Shepherdstown 
since 2010, can claim all of these expe-
riences and more. Mother to an active 
3-year-old son, Mazi, wife of 16 years 
to Matthew Patterson, Brubaker juggles 
volunteering with the Caring Cupboard 
program through St. Peter’s Lutheran 
Church, substitute Naam Yoga instruc-
tion at Harmony Healing Arts Center and 
Jala Yoga, and writing a Facebook page 
called “Cook Mantras.” She is planning 
to reopen a holistic counseling practice 
and formulating a new cookbook. Family, 
service, holistic healing, travel, creative 
expression, and healthy living are values 
that guide Brubaker’s many pursuits.

Brubaker’s initial degree, from 
Eastern Kentucky University, was in 
recreational therapy with a background 
in psychology. Her additional training in 
holistic health practices includes certifica-
tion as a Nationally Certified Therapist in 
Massage and Bodywork, and experience 
with craniosacral therapy, deep tissue 
rehabilitation massage, myofacial release 
technique, and SomatoEmotional release, 
all of which she used in her private prac-
tice, until 2007, when she took time off to 
prepare for the adoption of her son, Mazi.

“I taught people how to live their 
life in a different way; how to shift their 
perception. In a severe case, you take 
someone with a stroke or ailment, and 

they can no longer 
do things they once 
enjoyed. It [Brubaker’s 
practice] was all about 
problem-solving, about 
how to help people 
find joy.”

Resulting from 
her “own journey of 
spirituality and search-
ing,” Brubaker “started 
teaching meditation  
as a side to all of my 
clients.” She also studied  
nutrition at the Institute 
of Integrative Nutrition 
in New York so she 

could counsel her clients from an addi-
tional perspective. Brubaker describes 
her training at the Institute of Integrative 
Nutrition as a total holistic approach 
to living. One of the evaluation tools 
she uses from her studies is a “wagon 
wheel” that reviews all areas of a client’s 
life: “home, career, spirituality, food” 
and assesses satisfaction in those areas. 
Brubaker finds this approach helpful when 
evaluating a client’s needs, “I just meet 
the client where he/she is. I use the tools 
I was trained to use. I’ve had a lot of 
teachers, including my clients.”

One of Brubaker’s teachers was 
Gurunam Joseph Michael Levry. She 
studied with Levry after meeting him 
“when I was going to school for nutrition. 
He came in to do a piece about healing 
our hearts and I said, ‘This is the teacher.’ 
There are some things you just know, and 
this was one of them.”

Naam Yoga combines Universal 
Kabbalah with Kundalini Yoga and was 
developed by Levry. Kundalini was 
developed by Guru Nanak Sahib, the 
First Nanak, the founder of Sikhism. In 
Brubaker’s words, “It was created to help 
lay people attain divine states in a daily 
practice.”

Naam Yoga involves “chant during 
movement; the effect of sound as a vibra-
tional current is meant to infuse every 
nook and cranny of your being with the 
power of God, the power of Naam, the 
power of Oneness,” she states.

A Kundalini Community, 3HO 
Foundation, gave Brubaker a Sikh 
spiritual name: Prabhu Terath Kaur, the 
Princess/Lioness of God who finds deep 

satisfaction and fulfillment through 
meditating on God’s holy Name, and who 
has the capacity and the consciousness to 
create a sacred space, where anyone and 
everyone can come to be uplifted.

After moving to Shepherdstown, 
Brubaker connected with Judy Jenner, 
the owner of Harmony Healing Arts 
Center. “In living a life of service, it is 
all about reaching out and sharing, you 
know, whatever it is, from the heart; it’s 
about connecting with people. When we 
moved here, I literally just called, and 
Judy, the owner there, embraced having 
me there. She asked me to start by teach-
ing a class for the teachers.”

Brubaker is currently subbing for both 
Harmony Healing Arts Center and Jala 
Yoga, and she taught a Saturday morning 
Naam Yoga class at Harmony in fall 2011.

Brubaker’s work is featured in 
another Shepherdstown venue. Her self-
published children’s book, Reach With 
Your Heart, can be purchased through 
Four Seasons Books and is also available 
on Amazon. Written for young children, 
the story is Brubaker’s way of teaching 
her son, Mazi, about how to connect with 
others with a loving heart, “The book is 
my love letter to Mazi.”

Complete with lovely photographs 
of her family, Brubaker’s gentle story is a 
voice of a mother teaching her young son 
how to celebrate and embrace differences 
and how to send love to those who are 
themselves struggling with this important 
lesson. Brubaker intended the book for 
Mazi but was encouraged to self-publish 
by her editor friend, Ba Rhea. “I’m fas-
cinated and wondering how a child see-
ing a book with him in it, that his mom 
has written, how that will influence him 
growing up. He reads it; he’ll say ‘Hey 
Mommy, reach from your heart’!”

Another experience Brubaker hopes 
to share with her son is the love of and 
learning through travel. When she and 
Patterson travel, they like to “experience 
the local way of living.” They used a 
company called Gap Adventures in their 
travels to Tibet. “It was very nice to have 
a company like that. With Tibet, there is 
additional political knowhow and paper-
work that has to happen to get you in and 
out of certain places.”

She and Patterson hired a guide 
to help navigate their tour of Kenya. 

Brubaker dreamed of going to the Masai 
Mara National Reserve for as long as 
she could remember and states that the 
beautiful wildlife sanctuary is her idea of 
heaven. She says she travels, “to expand 
your being. Just to expand your compas-
sion, your knowledge, your limits and 
abilities. It really shows you a lot about 
who other people are and who you are. 
You can’t help but grow when you travel, 
you don’t have a choice. There’s just 
nothing like it.” She is eager to share the 
spirit of adventure with Mazi. “There is 
nothing that is not exciting to him; every-
thing is exciting and fun.”

Besides traveling, Brubaker enjoys 
pottery and painting. She creates abstract 
paintings by massaging the canvas with 
her hands, “It’s normally just inspiration. 
I’ll find a vibration and paint based on 
that vibration.”

She combines her love of healthy, 
vegetarian, gluten-free cooking and 
meditation on her Facebook site, “Cook 
Mantras,” where she posts recipes with an 
accompanying mantra. The idea behind 
“Cook Mantras” is that the cook’s energy 
flows into the food during preparation. 
Brubaker experimented using particular 
mantras when cooking, then asked her 
husband to describe the feeling of the 
food. “It was always the intent of what 
the mantra was for, and I found that so 
fascinating. It’s sort of like ingesting your 
prayers.” Her Facebook page can be found 
using the search cook2mantras@yahoo.
com, and she welcomes new members.

Brubaker views life “as a big play-
ground. It’s about having enthusiasm for 
living and breathing and not being afraid 
to try something. It’s about having a heart 
of compassion to reach out and connect 
with someone who is different from you.”

Brubaker is planning to reopen her 
practice as a holistic health counselor, pro-
viding lifestyle counseling and therapeutic 
massage, stating she will take clients on a 
case-by-case basis. Prospective clients can 
contact her at cook2mantras@yahoo.com.

Pam Mathison-Levitt met Diana 
Brubaker through a yoga class at the 
Harmony Healing Arts Center and reads 
Reach with Your Heart with her two-year-
old daughter, Valerie.

A Holistic Life Journey with Diana Brubaker: 
“The World Is A Big Playground”

Pam Mathison-Levitt

Diana Brubaker with husband, Matthew Patterson, and son, Mazi
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The James Rumsey 
story is usually told 
from his point of 

view. But behind Rumsey 
were a wife, two daughters, 
and deaf son, whose suffer-
ing we can only imagine. 
Sinking into debt with him, 
when he tried to get his 
steamboat working; put 
under the care of his brother-
in-law Charles Morrow, 
when Rumsey sailed off 
to England; enduring four 
years of his absence and 
then enduring both Charles 
Morrow’s and Rumsey’s 
deaths; they were left with 
nothing. But somehow they got on with 
their lives. The girls grew and married. 
Sometime around 1800 they, Rumsey’s 
deaf son James Jr., James’s brothers 
Edward and Charles Rumsey, and all their 
families moved to Kentucky, which granted 
greener pastures and modest prosperity.

The daughters’ families settled near 
Bowling Green, Edward’s family with 
James’s son settled near Hopkinsville, 
Charles went to Lewis County. None was 
more than a day’s ride from a river, and 
in Kentucky, rivers were the best roads. 
In 1811 there was a steamboat on the 
Mississippi, and after a dozen years these 
families would have seen steamboats, rid-
den steamboats, delivered their crops to a 
steamboat, and would always be reminded 
of James Rumsey when they did. If that was 
not painful enough, there was also James Jr. 
Anyone who was deaf would have a difficult 
life on the frontier, and by 1830 James Jr. 
was very poor and getting too old for hard 
labor. The family decided to ask Congress 
for something for his relief, in recognition 
of his father’s work. Such “memorials,” 
often for impoverished veterans, were very 
common in congressional business. A law-
yer, James Johnson from Baltimore, was 
engaged to argue for it in 1835.

Johnson collected documents from wit-
nesses in Maryland and Shepherdstown, 
like Nicholas Orrick and Henry Bedinger, 
who had known Rumsey. But these 
last living witnesses were old when 
they made their statements, and their 
memories sometimes strayed from the 
facts. Orrick recalled Rumsey had run 
his steamboat in 1784; Rumsey himself 
had announced only starting it in 1785. 
Bedinger recalled John Fitch sneaking 
around Shepherdstown, spying on Rumsey 
as he built his boat; Fitch’s espionage 
actually came later during their pat-
ent dispute, after their steamboats were 
built. Another witness thought Fulton 

had stolen Rumsey’s ideas, 
simply because he once 
owned a Rumsey letter that 
mentioned Fulton’s name. 

After 50 years, Shepherdstown had made 
Rumsey a hero genius who had a steamboat 
running in 1783, and who died poor and 
unknown, his invention stolen by villains. 
Reliable or not, it was powerful testimony 
and Johnson used it. If he heard anything of 
Rumsey’s myriad other ideas, his inventions 
patented in England, his water turbines built 
in Pennsylvania by the Rumseian Society, it 
wasn’t important to his case.

A Kentucky congressman intro-
duced the memorial in March 1836.  
After months of committee discussion  
and changes, it had a House vote on 
February 6, 1837, and was approved:

…That the President be…
requested to present to James 
Rumsey, Jr., the son and only 
surviving child of James Rumsey, 
deceased, a suitable gold medal, 
commemorative of his father’s 
services and high agency in giv-
ing to the world the benefits of 
the steamboat.

The witnesses’ statements had 
accused Fitch and Fulton of theft, but the 
memorial itself had not. Inoffensive, it 
could possibly have passed the Senate. A 
medal was cheap enough. But Johnson 
wanted more and stopped the process. 
In 1840 he had another bill introduced. 
This bluntly asked for 3,400 acres of land 
for the Rumsey heirs. Less appealing, it 
trudged around the House for years until 
1846 when a committee finally rejected it, 
saying a grateful country couldn’t afford 
to pay every deserving citizen. Likely 
poor James Jr. had died by then, anyway. 
The living memorialists gave up.

A few years later, in 1849, Alexander 
Boteler, Princeton belles lettres graduate 
and Shepherdstown gentleman farmer, 
was ailing in bed when he suddenly took 
an interest in the memorial. He had his 

wife write Congressman Henry Bedinger 
(nephew of Henry the elder) asking for 
the records of it. She added, “I believe he 
has gone crazy upon this subject.”

Crazy or not, Boteler began collecting 
Rumsey documents. Enduring financial 
disaster and the Civil War, he would write 
letters, articles, and a partial genealogy. If 
he had researched more widely, he might 
have noticed that the Harpers Ferry Armory 
had just lately, in 1846, installed a water tur-
bine very much like the ones the Rumseian 
Society had built in 1791. Reinvented in 
France in 1830, turbines worked better on 
the high-water-prone Potomac than overshot 
water wheels did; something Rumsey had 
realized. But Boteler followed the lead of 
the memorialists.

The elder Henry Bedinger had said 
in 1836 that he would contribute to “a 
snug little monument lately proposed” for 
Rumsey. Boteler found the perfect snug 
little site at the railroad quarry overlooking 
the river. He negotiated with Norfolk and 
Western and got an agreement. But he died 
in 1892, before anything else was done. 
His trove of Rumsey documents went to his 
daughter, Helen Boteler Pendleton.

George Belzhoover took over 
from Boteler. In the Battle of Blair 
Mountain trial, in Charles Town in 1921, 
Belzhoover would prosecute over 900 
striking coalminers for treason and ask 
the death penalty. But before this, he 
made a similarly overreaching legal case 
in his 1900 James Rumsey the Inventor 
of the Steamboat. Using the 1836 state-
ments, Boteler’s archive, local tradition, 
and anything else handy to beat a path to 
its object, the pamphlet was contradic-
tory, error ridden, and no doubt dandy for 
fund raising. He recreated the Rumseian 
Society in 1906, (spelling it Rumseyan) 
and this dynamic civic organization would 
finish the monument and park by 1915. 
If his pamphlet and his text there on the 
bronze plaque are more legalistic than 
correct, well, without him there would be 
no monument.

Shepherd English professor Ella May 
Turner grew up near Shepherdstown, and 
always had an interest in Rumsey. Likely 
some years before she was the first presi-
dent of the Jefferson County Historical 
Society in 1927, she began working on 
her James Rumsey book, James Rumsey: 
Pioneer in Steam Navigation.

Former students have described 
Turner as vague and distracted. A 
false front; Turner was sharp as a tack. 
Research then required travel, writing 
letters and more letters, asking for con-
nections, citations, references, asking a 
stranger to dig in an archive, and asking 

for transcripts, 
but she did it. She 
doggedly tracked 
down her sources, 
even the letters of 
Boulton and Watt 
in England. She 
finally sorted out 
Rumsey fables 
from facts, bring-
ing to light a much 
more complex 
story than the 
tragic-but-simple one of the memorial-
ists. If it still was mostly concerned with 
Rumsey’s steamboats, well, the steamboat 
question was what had been asked since 
1836, if not 1787. And it still is.

After Turner’s book was published in 
1930 we see something of Helen Boteler 
Pendleton. Turner had used her father’s 
collection, and judging from Pendleton’s 
scrapbook (now at Shepherd), publica-
tion of Turner’s book gave her a burst of 
energy. Clippings of her letters to news-
papers, articles, and even a Rumsey poem 
are pasted into it.

She lived in what is now the Catholic 
Church’s parish house. Knowing it had 
been built in 1851 on the site of Rumsey’s 
cabin, she called it Rumsey House. In the 
early 1930s she opened its doors—and her 
collection—to the public, keeping a regis-
ter for visitors. Children’s scrawls, names 
of student groups and families are all lov-
ingly preserved. It would be nice to think 
that Turner’s history of James Rumsey’s 
tragic life gave Helen Boteler Pendleton a 
happier one.

As to the Rumseian Society, it has 
left the 18th century and has a website, 
jamesrumsey.org.

Dulcimer maker Nick Blanton is president of 
Shepherdstown’s Rumseian Society.  
This article summarizes a presentation he 
made at the Entler Hotel on March 29, which 
was part of a speaker series sponsored by 
the Historic Shepherdstown Commission 
(HSC) and Museum commemorating the 
town’s 250th anniversary. Further information 
on the series: http://historicshepherdstown.com.

Stubborn Advocates: How Shepherdstown  
Came to Carry a Torch for James Rumsey

Nicholas Blanton

From a display set out by the Shepherdstown 
Fruit Growers’ Association at a celebration at 
the Martinsburg Airport in 1939. The water in 
the display went around and around, propelling 
the little steamboat.

The Rumsey Brand 
West Virginia Apples 
label 
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Ella May Turner’s book on 
James Rumsey

The bronze plaque at the base 
of the Rumsey Monument
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Those who visit, inhabit, or work 
in Shepherdstown enjoy Town 
Run as it makes its way through 

town on its way to the Potomac. Few 
realize that the picturesque stream had 
a very different role in the town’s past. 
Writing in the Magazine of the Jefferson 
County Historical Society, Gladys 
Hartzell claimed that Town Run “is really 
Shepherdstown’s ‘own excuse for being.’” 
Is this really the case, or is this a myth 
surrounding Town Run, along the lines of 
its never flooding? (It has.)

As an environmental historian, I look 
at past interactions between people and 
the environment. I’ve found it useful to 
apply the tools of the historian to better 
understand Town Run’s past contributions 
to Shepherdstown’s economy as well as 
its current scenic beauty. For one thing, 
Town Run helped funnel people directly 
through the area where Shepherdstown is 
now located. The town is just upstream 
of Pack Horse Ford, an ancient cross-
ing place of the river that had probably 
been in use for thousands of years before 
Mecklenburg was settled. This ford was 
the route for countless settlers moving to 
the south settling the Shenandoah Valley. 
The Shepherdstown topographical map 
shows that Town Run formed a relatively 
easy passage for the settlers to climb up 
from the river between steep cliffs or 
bluffs upstream and downstream.

But there are other considerations 
as well that help us understand Town 
Run’s contributions, especially economic 
ones relating to Town Run as a power 
source. The Historic Shepherdstown 
Commission’s collection includes a fasci-
nating old map. The map is of particular 
interest because it features Town Run and 
several early industries clustered around 
it: a tan yard, gristmills, and a sawmill. 
These were the three most important early 
industries associated with Town Run. 

What roles did they play? An environ-
mental historian might argue that sawmills 
established a beachhead in the wilderness, 
supplying settlements with lumber to build 
houses and businesses—at the expense of 
the forest, of course. Tanneries were like 
garbage dumps, playing an important if 
low-tech and undesirable role. Gristmills 
were the anchor stores in the malls of yes-
teryear. More about this below.

The sawmill was probably the oldest 
industry to harness the run. According to 
the third volume of See Shepherd’s Town, 
issued in 1996, Shepherd’s sawmill was 
built some time before 1776 and was 
still operating in 1889. We would expect 
sawmills to appear very early in an area’s 
settlement, even before gristmills. The 
sawmills would also be located in or 
near the source of its raw materials, the 
forest. As the population increases, we 
would expect to see a decline of sawmills 
and a rise in the number of gristmills. 
Shepherd’s sawmill was at the vanguard of 
Shepherdstown’s settlement, and certainly 
was a key part of its construction.

We know more about tanneries in 
Shepherdstown. Tanning had not changed 
much over centuries. One description 
of tanning practices noted, “It was nasty 
work. A tannery drew water from a nearby 
stream, and channeled and pumped it into 
dozens of sunken vats. There were sweat 
vats, where rotting was used to loosen 
hair; lime vats, in which calcium carbonate 
loosened the hair; there was bate––made of 
poultry dung, salt, potash, and water––to 
remove lime; leach, an ooze of bark chips 
and water; and handler, a small vat filled 
with ooze in which the hides were stirred. 
Finally, there were the tan vats themselves, 
the biggest, in which 
layers of hides were 
tanned over time. 
There were also vats 
for dyeing, and vats 
where otherwise useless 
scraps of hide would be 
allowed to decompose: 
the resultant mixture 
could be boiled down 
to make glue, essen-
tial to woodworking. 
The runoff and sludge 
sent downstream from 
all these operations 
contained blue vitriol, 
Glauber’s Salt, and sul-
phuric acid.”

There were at least three such tan-
neries in Shepherdstown, and the stream 
that would have been used to dispose 
of all those pollutants is the subject of 
this article: Town Run. So I’m afraid we 
need to add “toxic waste disposal” to 
the list of Town Run’s contributions to 
Shepherdstown’s early economy. Another 
service provided by Town Run to tanners 
was to power their bark mills.

We know by far the most about the 
gristmills in town, in particular Shepherd’s 
mill, built sometime between 1734 and 
1739. The mill helped make Thomas 
Shepherd a wealthy man, and produced 
valuable flour. It also contributed to 
Shepherdstown’s prosperity. How did this 
come about? It seems that a phenomenon 
known as “urban agglomeration” develops 
around gristmills. As William Langhorne 
puts it, “Other industries (blacksmiths, 
cobblers, etc.) develop to take advantage 
of the market resulting from people com-
ing in to process grain at the mill.” In 
other words, gristmills were the anchor 
stores of yesteryear. Instead of an Orange 
Julius ready to serve thirsty shoppers 
sprouting up around a JC Penney, you had 
blacksmith shops and taverns, millineries, 
grocery stores, stationery stores, insurance 
agents, and notaries.

By 1889, it seemed as if Town Run 
had actually done all it could to power 
Shepherdstown’s economy. The gristmill 
had been put up for sale, and Town Run 
was lined with remnants of abandoned 
mills. But instead of closing up shop, 
Shepherd’s gristmill survived another sev-
eral decades thanks to new technology.

New grain milling techniques of the 
era involved installing roller machines, 

which took up less space than grindstones 
and produced higher quality flour. The 
biggest problem with using the rollers was 
that they required more power, meaning 
that smaller mills on country streams were 
unable to compete, at least not initially. 
Mills that were able to do so increased 
their power by using steam, by using 
water turbines instead of a mill wheel, 
or by using large, highly efficient iron or 
steel water wheels.

After A.S. Reynolds purchased the 
Shepherd gristmill in 1891, he pursued 
the last route, installing a Fitz overshot 
mill wheel and using it to power new 
roller machines. The wheel was carefully 
engineered to take into consideration local 
conditions, water supply, and hydraulic 
principles. Through this new technology, 
Town Run was kept harnessed for four 
more decades, with the gristmill produc-
ing up to 35 barrels of flour per day. Thus 
the new mill wheel allowed Town Run to 
continue to power the flour milling indus-
try long after it was no longer harnessed 
for other power needs. The mill continued 
to operate until 1939.

In view of all this history, was Town 
Run Shepherdstown’s “own excuse for 
being?” My answer has to be: not entirely. 
But it has played a crucial role in shap-
ing the town. Historically, the role of the 
Falling Spring Branch of the Potomac 
River (Town Run’s more formal name) 
has shifted from helping funnel immi-
grants through the area to powering tech-
nologies that fed and supplied its populace 
and then attracted further commerce that 
helped make Shepherdstown prosper. 
For a while—actually for a surprisingly 
long time—it was indeed the economic 

heartbeat of Shepherdstown. 
But as Shepherdstown’s 
role within the human web 
of immigration and trade 
has shifted, the Town Run’s 
role has changed too, now 
limited to providing a scenic 
backdrop as it meanders 
through town before  
plunging to the Potomac.

Dr. Keith D. Alexander is 
director of archives at the 
Robert C. Byrd Center for 
Legislative Studies and the 
coordinator of Shepherd 
University’s Historic 
Preservation Program. 

Town Run: Economic HEaRTbEaT  
of EaRly SHEpHERdSTown

Keith Alexander

The Shepherdstown water wheel

Town Run as it flows through backyards and alleys near New Street

PH
O

TO
 C

O
U

R
TE

S
Y 

O
F 

H
IS

TO
R

IC
 A

M
ER

IC
AN

 
EN

G
IN

EE
R

IN
G

 R
EC

O
R

D

PH
O

TO
S

 B
Y 

R
AY

 S
M

O
C

K
R

EC
O

R
D

Some people seem to know where 
they are going right from child-
hood. Some depend on others to 

tell them what route to take along the way 
to adulthood. And some people have no 
plan at all, simply ending up in a place 
that fits as they develop into grownups. 
Another category is those who think they 
know exactly where they are headed, but 
discover their true calling somewhere later 
in the process of growing up. For this lat-
ter group, the path can seem bumpy and 
erratic until they finally make it to a place 
of equilibrium.

Dr. Dave Didden is the kind of person 
who was certain of the path he was going 
to follow. By the time he had progressed 
from Shepherdstown Elementary School, 
Shepherdstown Middle School, and 
graduated from Jefferson High School, 
Didden was intent on becoming a fighter 
pilot and astronaut. His plan of action 
was to receive the best training possible 
at the United States Air Force Academy 
and, ultimately, serve and defend his 
country. Greg and Margaret Didden, the 
future pilot’s parents, supported this well-
thought-out blueprint for success.

He excelled from the very beginning 
according to many standards but some of 
the experience was painful. Didden flew 
gliders and sailplanes, achieved honors 
in academic and military subjects, and 
played basketball with a college intramu-
ral team. Perhaps it was the unfortunate 
head injury, resulting from a basketball 
game during his third year, when suddenly 
Didden found himself in the first of a 
series of quandaries. He was beginning to 
doubt his strongly held belief in a military 
career, and his desire to engage in warfare 
was wavering. “I was in the Air Corps but 
found myself more inclined to the Peace 
Corps,” he explained in describing the 
junior-year epiphany. The accident was 
actually a traumatic brain injury resulting 
in temporary loss of memory and a period 
of depression not unusual in this kind of 
severe insult to the brain.

Although Didden was literally and 
figuratively shaken, he was not yet ready 
to veer from his chosen path. His school-
ing continued and he graduated with a 
Mechanical Sciences degree, finishing as 
a Distinguished Graduate of the Academy. 
Next he went on to graduate school at the 
University of Maryland, School of Public 
Affairs, concentrating in National Security 
Studies. One day while in the classroom, 
the astute questioning student listened 

to a lecture on calculating the radius of 
the “kill zone” and experienced a second 
moment of intense self-discovery. The dis-
sonance between the concepts of killing 
and helping caused a jolt that led to great 
discomfort. A summer internship at the 
Pentagon with the Secretary of Defense 
looking at the ever-changing, potentially 
explosive relations between the United 
States and Russia brought that discovery 
into an even sharper focus. Didden called 
it “perestroika on a personal level.” A 
realization of the destructive nature of 
warfare and his potential role in that sce-
nario brought about an existential crisis. 
“I knew that I had to make peace with 
myself or my whole life would be unau-
thentic,” he reflected.

But Didden managed temporarily 
to brush aside the impending decision 
and began a new life in Dayton, Ohio, 
working as a mechanical engineer for the 
Air Force. He was fulfilling his military 
obligation, playing more basketball, and 
beginning a lifelong relationship with 
Kate, also career Air Force, whom he 
later married. All appeared to be mov-
ing in the right direction when Operation 
Desert Storm became the news of the 
day. Every minute, Didden was aware of 
the implications this latest war had on the 
lives of Americans serving their country. 
Television footage of smart bombs and 
burning soldiers haunted him, and his 
discomfort grew exponentially. Finally, 
his doubts could no longer be held at bay. 
Dave Didden explained, “I prayed for an 
answer and came to understand that there 
was a way to resolve the dissonance that 
had been gnawing at me.”

Second Lieutenant Didden learned 
that claiming Conscientious Objector 
status could be the answer to making 
the change that now was inevitable. He 
researched the topic, asked many ques-
tions, and contacted the American Friends 
Service Committee, a Quaker organiza-
tion devoted to providing nonviolent 
alternatives to military service. Ultimately, 
Didden retained an attorney who helped 
in the process of leaving the military 
career he had chosen as a youngster. 
The decision felt right, and in 1992, he 
was honorably discharged. Upon Kate’s 
advice, the now unemployed 26-year-old 
decided to volunteer at a Dayton hospital 
and with the Big Brothers Big Sisters of 
America during the day while taking pre-
med classes at night. Becoming a doctor 
and helping to heal others made complete 

sense, so the two Diddens embarked on 
the next phase of their journey.

After much dialogue with his wife, 
supportive discussion with parents, soul 
searching with friends, and therapeutic 
intervention to help in this transition time, 
Didden applied and was accepted to the 
University of Virginia Medical School in 
Charlottesville. A less objective but very 
powerful influence was also in play. He 
was learning to “let go” of once tightly 
held convictions and past wounds without 
feeling anxious. Didden calls this trusting 
in a higher essence part of “the Divine 
Mystery.” His strong spiritual connec-
tion had always been important but when 
encountering these life-changing deci-
sions, he felt even more drawn to prayer 
and contemplation. Four years in medical 
school and a three-year residency in family 
medicine convinced Kate and Dave Didden 
to remain in the area where the new doctor 
joined a private practice with some of his 
professors in Orange, Virginia.

Several years later, the healing jour-
ney was about to take another curve in 
the road. Dr. Didden, along with other 
members of his church, made a trip to 
Haiti in 2003. This ten-day, eye-opening 
visit to assist Haitian health care providers 
was a reminder that when things don’t feel 
right, a personal change is often required. 
He had begun to believe that for-profit 
medicine was not where he belonged and 
that he could accomplish more by help-
ing to treat people needing accessible, 
low- or no-cost medicine. His family, 
now including three children, moved to 
Shepherdstown and Didden began his 
work at the Martinsburg Shenandoah 
Health Center, a nonprofit federally quali-
fied health center.

Seven years of seeing patients and 
working in the traditional “commodity-
based” system of dispensing healthcare 
caused Didden to decide that he could 
do better. He knew he wanted to interact 
with clients as a health care consultant or 
coach, establishing relationship-centered 
care not doctor-driven prescription care. 
The philosophical core is not to simply 
seek the absence of sickness but to create 
a state of wellbeing where clients become 
active in making choices about their own 
health. The bidirectional or interactive 
nature of this model requires that people 
be empowered to recognize that they 
are their own best physician making the 
healthiest decisions for themselves, in 
conjunction with a doctor and the myriad 
of electronic information available.

Dr. Didden’s Wellbeing Health 
Development Practice, the most recent 
incarnation of the healing journey, is 
located at 213 W. Washington Street in 
Shepherdstown. New clients will find 
themselves engaged by this enthusiastic, 
blue-eyed idealist pocketing a stethoscope 
but no lab coat or tie. “Instead of Web MD, 
they will find Dave MD,” he said laugh-
ingly. In addition to the practice, Didden 
continues to treat male offenders at the 
Maryland Correctional Institution Clinic in 
Hagerstown. The public is invited to join 
him on June 23 at Morgan’s Grove Park for 
the second “Health Care Jam,” a community 
event with nutritious food, lively music, and 
a healthy exchange of ideas about revolu-
tionizing the current health delivery model.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik is a retired 
mental health counselor who resides in 
Shepherdstown with her husband, Stan. 
She treasures her role as a contributor to 
the GOOD NEWS PAPER.

Jefferson High Graduates: Where Are They Now?
The Healing Journey of Dr. Dave

Wendy Mopsik
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Dr. Dave Didden explains his ideas 
of health care: the emphasis and 
time are spent on the doctor- 
to-client relationship.

Stephanie Unger and Todd Coyle from Earth Vibe 
Productions and Events speak with Dr. Dave Didden 
about the June 23 Health Care Jam to be held at  
Morgan’s Grove.
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In honor of the Shepherdstown 

250th Birthday, the GOOD NEWS 

PAPER thought it would be inter-

esting to learn more about the artist 

who designed the logo for this yearlong 

cycle of remembrance, celebration, and 

imagining. Jeff Roth, the designer of the 

winning logo design, is a Charles Town 

native who describes his journey as an 

artist in terms of being a “lucky guy.”

Born John Frederick Roth IV, but 

quickly nicknamed Jeff by his mom, 

this Shepherd University graduate had 

visions of following a medical career 

like his dentist father. Art caught his 

eye, however, and for those of us who 

have ever questioned the value of those 

required liberal arts courses during the 

freshman year of college, it was the 

class Introduction to Visual Arts that 

turned Jeff ’s head. So he became an art 

major and graduated from Shepherd in 

1975. Like many aspiring artists, house 

painting was an available paycheck, 

and that was his inauspicious entry into 

the world of art.

But Jeff is a lucky guy. Lured 

to Indianapolis, he found himself 

employed as an editor for a trade  

magazine where he decided that he 

could design the page layouts as 

well as anyone else. This worked out 

well for him, and he has essentially 

pursued publication design since that 

first position. After a few years of 

finding himself in this line of work, 

he and his fiancée, Trudy, also of 

Charles Town, opted for a risky move 

to Atlantic City, N.J. Jeff quickly got 

a job with a local newspaper and, as 

luck would have it, eventually wound 

up as art director of the Atlantic City 
Magazine, one of the early city maga-

zines that promote the sights, sounds, 

and flavors of so many urban destina-

tion places now.

The Roths eventually settled in 

Ocean City, N.J. Jeff worked as art 

director for several other magazines and 

Trudy pursued her career as a physical 

therapist. As the 1990s approached, the 

couple realized that their aging parents 

in Charles Town, W.Va., could use their 

support, so they moved back “home.”

Jeff ’s professional life continued 

to develop in a fortunate manner. He 

was art director for publications of the 

National Trust for Preservation and of 

the American Society of Landscape 

Architects,  

both located in Washington, D.C. He 

currently works in Reston, Va., for the 

American Society of Civil Engineers. 

Considering his career trajectory, he 

considers himself a lucky guy.

And he is an artist. Photography is 

his medium; Photoshop and InDesign 

are his tools. The Shepherdstown 250th 

logo contest presented an interesting 

challenge for him. He looked around 

town for the iconic image that would 

represent the heart of the town. In the 

mid-1970s, the Rumsey Monument was 

the iconic representation for this place, 

and since Jeff is a child of that era of 

Shepherdstown and Shepherd College, 

he looked there first. According to 

him, “Rumsey Monument just would 

not fit into any design!” When he looked 

around again, he saw the Shepherdstown 

Public Library which is “situated so 

uniquely” in the center of town.

Armed with photographs of the 

library and his design tools, Jeff got 

to work to create his entry for the 

Shepherdstown 250th logo contest. 

There were few guidelines for this 

competition—just the idea of remember,  
celebrate, imagine. His winning design 

represents the old market and Oddfellows 

building with a hand-created feel—it 

could be watercolor; it could be colored 

pencil; it could be Photoshop. And truly, 

the library has become the iconic rep-

resentation of Shepherdstown in all its 

quirky, interesting, imaginative iterations.

Jeff Roth may be considered a 

lucky man, but he is also a talented, 

hard-working artist who enjoys the 

challenges of his chosen career while 

finding additional venues for his artistic 

endeavors. A current passion for Jeff is 

digitally restoring old photographs that 

may be dim, cracked, and worn. He 

and Trudy also are accomplished musi-

cians, whom you may recognize as The 

Dilettantes when they occasionally visit 

the local open mic nights at the Meck 

and the Clarion. Their children are 

growing quickly, and they will see their 

son off to college in the fall.

So, yes, Jeff Roth is a lucky guy. 

And as with most stories of luck, it 

seems to be a combination of talent, 

skill, perseverance, ingenuity, creativ-

ity, and good old-fashioned hard work.

Thank you, Jeff, for your lovely 

contribution to the 250th anniversary 

celebration of Shepherdstown.

Sarah Soltow continues to find ways 

to keep busy with school, music, art, 

church, and husband…not necessarily 

in that order. 

No one who cooks, cooks alone. Even at 
her most solitary, a cook in the kitchen is 
surrounded by generations of cooks past, 
the advice and menus of cooks present, 
the wisdom of cookbook writers.

—Laurie Colwin

G
randma’s Homemade Chocolate 
Chip Cookies sealed in a plastic 
container and purchased at the 

supermarket were not made by your 
grandma and certainly not in her home. 
Homemade is more than a label meant 
to invoke your nostalgia for grandma’s 
kitchen.

Scratch cooking implies creating 
from the bare essentials: for example, 
cookies made from flour, baking soda, 
salt, butter, eggs, vanilla, and chocolate 
chips. For years now, processed, pre-
packaged meals have crept into cabinets. 
Though revolutionary, Julia Child’s 
Mastering the Art of French Cooking 
initially struggled because her editors did 
not believe the American housewife had 
the patience required to produce a good 
French dish. Child courageously led us 
back into the kitchen to prepare elegant 
meals from their bare essentials, and her 
legacy can lead us back again.

Though preassembled meals occa-
sionally serve a purpose in our hectic 
lifestyles, scratch cooking remains essen-
tial to fulfilling an appetite for discovery 
and extending our family heritage.

Fear of the learning process deters 
most inexperienced cooks from the 
kitchen, so being confident in your 
capacity to learn writes a recipe for  
success. Any experienced chef or 
home cook has burnt, botched, over-
cooked, misread, and spilled something. 
Inexperienced and experienced chefs 
alike must occasionally muster the  
courage to expand their repertoire. Prior 
to enrolling at the Cordon Bleu in Paris, 
Child openly admits in her biography, 
My Life in France, that she was a ter-
rible cook. With a yearning fascination 
to learn, she spent hours in the kitchen 
perfecting her technique, naturally mak-
ing blunders before triumphs. Though an 
incredible cook and teacher, her appetite 
for learning never ceased, as cooking 
promises a lifetime of tasty exploits.

Julia Child spent hours perfecting 
recipes. In recounting perfecting her 
mayonnaise recipe, she recalled making 
so many batches that she was forced to 
flush the excess down the toilet. Many of 
us home cooks will not dedicate entire 
days to creating the perfect sauce. On the 
other hand, we can try more than once if 
the first attempt flops. Because the first 
pan of lasagna burned means that the 
second pan should not be cooked as long. 
Scratch cooking is blueberry muffins, 
macaroni and cheese, cornbread, beef 
stew, and banana cream pie.

Remember that most of us are home 
cooks, not professional chefs. My cook-
ing club’s first attempt at carrot jam 
produced a sticky carrot candy caused 
by our having cooked the jam at a high 
temperature, evaporating all the water. 
On the second try, we accidentally added 
twice the water needed, but boiling jam 
for hours proved that we could make jam 
regardless of small mistakes. Not only 
did we make jam but I gave it to some 
teachers, who loved it.

Stories like those remind me of 
Child’s introduction to Mastering the  
Art of French Cooking. “Cooking is not 
a particularly difficult art, the more you 
cook and learn about cooking, the more 
sense it makes. But like any art it requires 
practice and experience. The most impor-
tant ingredient you can bring to it is the 
love of cooking for its own sake.”

The love of cooking blossoms when 
meals are shared with those we love. For 
many of us, we cherish a family recipe, 
often prepared as a traditional meal for a 
special occasion. Most likely the secret 
ingredient to a family recipe is not written 
on the recipe card; rather it is whispered 
in the kitchen. Meaning, the person with 
the best sauce will most likely share 
secrets while the sauce simmers but will 
wink when asked how she makes her 
sauce so delicious. Over the past few 
years, my grandmother has taught me 
the secret to her Charlotte Russe, which 
I refuse to share with other family mem-
bers, ensuring that I will be invited to 
Christmas dinner forever. Food deeply 
seeds memories; many of us fondly 
reflect on a holiday with memories of 
eating. The teamwork, laughter, learning, 
and love of scratch cooking roots those 

memories deeper  
than meals shared  
by choosing from a 
take-out menu.

To anyone wanting  
to learn, look to any-
one you know who 
cooks, for cooking 
assumes sharing. In 
April, I returned to 
my alma mater for the 
third year to cohost a 
Cooking on a Budget 
workshop, a three-
hour crash course on 
introductory cooking 
and shopping tips 
from two young adults who cook. After 
graduating from college, I realized how 
many recent grads are not equipped to 
make meals from scratch, especially, if 
like me, their last formal cooking class 
(Home Economics) was about 10 years 
prior to living alone. Young children can 
make ants-on-a-log, and teenagers can 
prepare anything from grilled cheese to 
carrot-ginger-tomato soup. One of my 
students from my cooking club passed 
along a note telling me that after two 
years of cooking, she feels confident in 
the kitchen, which has made her “more 
self-sufficient and independent.”

I know that eventually, when she lives 
in her first apartment, she will fill the 
space with savory aromas and sat-

isfy her appetite with delicious, healthy 
dishes. To anyone with children in your 
life reading this article, please teach 
them to cook, regardless of age. Before 
you know, those children will be grown 
up and move away to their own small 
apartment kitchens. Will they make their 
favorite meals you cooked, or will they 
be eating from a box?

A relatively new “gadget” most 
helpful in the kitchen is the Internet. 
Recently, a friend shared that she learned 
to cut leeks from a YouTube video, and I 
have utilized “Cooks Illustrated” videos 
to learn new techniques. You can learn 
how to braise, sear, test for doneness,  
and make fondant by watching cooking  
shows. Any well-written cookbook 
can walk a home cook through basic 
techniques and teach basic knife skills, 
though if you have never been instructed, 

a basic knife skills class is a good  
investment. Once comfortable using  
a knife, the kitchen is your oyster. Not 
sure how to prepare an oyster? Refer to 
any of the above. 

Engineering and technology have 
eased cumbersome procedures; as a 
result, cooking methodology has adapted 
over the decades. While Child pushed to 
publish her book, she asked herself, “Did 
the American public want really nothing 
but speed and magic in the kitchen?” 
That was the 1950s. Ultimately, she 
revived scratch cooking, but we continue 
struggling to pass down basic culinary 
techniques. Making a prepped boxed 
meal as needed does not negate tradi-
tional American cooking, but if we don’t 
practice scratch cooking as well, it will 
remain the knowledge of the older gen-
eration and a few select professionals.

The real secret to grandma’s choco-
late chip cookies is grandma. Passing 
down the art of cooking links your fam-
ily’s past to future generations. Recipes 
passed from generation to generation 
envelop years of love, stories, gatherings  
— a tribute to those who stood in a 
kitchen before you.

Hannah Cohen enjoyed eating those 
chocolate chip cookies. She appreciates 
her aunt for still answering all her cook-
ing emergency calls and especially for 
her zester. 

Jeff Roth Is a Lucky Guy
Sarah Soltow

A Pantry of Memories
By Hannah Cohen

Jeff Roth, designer of the winning 
Shepherdstown 250 logos

An example of Jeff’s current passion: digitally restoring old photographs

The Shepherdstown 250 logo on the 
Shepherdstown quilt
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I employ a runner, and because he’s young, 
I think it’s less likely that they’ll hurt him.

—Ryan Hagerty

I start scoping it out at 8:15 a.m. Jenny 
is my runner. She’s pretty quick and won’t 
take any mess.

—Judy Shepherd

The Potomac-Mecklenburg Garden 
Club’s plant sale is once a year and those 
in attendance are out for blood. Bloodroot, 
that is.

For two years I was up at my defini-
tion of the crack of dawn. Each time I 
showed up at the plant sale, all that was left 
were overturned tables and some torn leaf 
fragments on the ground. The next year I 
decided to make a change. The sale began 
at 9 o’clock sharp, so I arrived at 8:45 
and I was shocked to find that there was 
already a line to the end of the block filled 
with anxious gardeners. I got into line and 
more people fell in quickly behind me. My 
fiancée, Jessie, walked up to join me in line.

“Miss, the end of the line is back 
there,” someone mentioned quickly.

She gave me a hurried glance and kept 
walking past me to the back of the line. This  
was serious business. The McMurran bell 
struck 9 and what followed was a blur. As I 
reached for a healthy fern just inches away, 
it disappeared so fast I wasn’t sure it was 
ever really there. I moved toward a line 
of bluebells; they disappeared like park-
ing spots on German Street on a Saturday 
night. In six minutes it was over. There 
were plants in my hand that had no chance 
for survival on my shady property. I had 
just started grabbing at anything I could 
get. It was a plant frenzy.

The following year I was prepared.  
Up at 7 a.m. to be the first in line, there 
was a steady drizzle keeping most people 
snug in their beds while I was racing into 

town. I thought to myself, “This is crazy. 
What am I doing up this early? I am going 
to be standing in the rain by myself like a 
fool for an hour before anyone gets there.”

I was first in line at 8 a.m. I felt a 
little silly all alone in the rain, until the 
next person in line arrived at 8:07. They 
were followed by a slow but steady line of 
umbrella-carrying plant purchasers. There 
was tangible electricity in the air as Jessie 
and I laid out our strategy for getting to the 
best plants. I was to be the runner, while 
she was to be the spotter and plant guard. 
(We had previously seen groups of plants 
set aside by someone get “mistaken” as 
plants for sale.) First, I was to get several 
plants from the native species section. 
Next, off to get a luscious fern specimen I 
had my eye on, then meet back at a prede-
termined spot on the sideline. Jessie was 
going to snatch up two bee balm plants 
and move directly to the safe zone, assess 
the remaining plants, and give me running 
orders when I returned.

The clock wasn’t finished with its first 
strike of 9 before I was through the gate 
and off to the native plants: bluebells, some 
phlox, a woodland poppy, and an excep-
tional looking twinleaf. I grabbed them 
with a mad fury and made my way toward 
my prize fern. It was gone! Vanished into 
thin air! I had taken too long with the 
natives. As I scanned the remaining ferns 
for a suitable replacement, I heard a kind 
voice whisper, “Were you planning on buy-
ing all those plants?” I looked down to find 
a sweet looking grandmother type with her 
arms outstretched toward my woodland 
poppy. I drew the potted plants close to my 
chest, grabbed the closest fern to me, and 
ran back to our safe zone.

I made it back to Jessie without further 
incident, and she pointed out a seemingly 
undetected row of Solomon’s seal. I let 
out like a bolt of lightening toward them. 
My movement must have been detected, 
because on arrival I was met by yet another 
elderly woman. This one wore a large 
floppy hat and smiled wide as she asked 

me, “Don’t you just love Solomon’s seal?” 
In the time it took to get the sentence out, 
her compatriots had wiped out the entire 
selection of variegated perennials.

“You know, some say there might be a 
problem with me for thinking about dirt as 
much as I do.” She took a long purposeful 
breath and stared into my eyes. “What do 
you think, young man?”

The Potomac-Mecklenburg Garden 
Club (PMGC) was formed over two 
decades ago. They are a fellowship of 
people who share a love of gardening, 
the environment, and the community. For 
the last 15 years, they have been holding 
an annual plant sale the first Saturday in 
May at the Trinity Episcopal Church. The 
sale includes plants mostly from their own 
gardens, with all proceeds to benefit local 
causes and community projects.

A member for 20 years, Charlotte 
Porter talked as we wandered through the 
plants laid out on the ground. Speaking 
on the community work the club does, she 
changes topics mid breath, “Do you like 
Siberian irises? Oh, they have a whole vari-
ety of colors….so pretty. Now, they do like a 
bit of moisture, and if you go to Nova Scotia 
you’ll see fields and fields of them. I guess 
that may be where they get their name, 
because they come from a cold climate.”

There is an overwhelming sense that 
she loves these plants and gets great joy 
from watching others peruse and ask ques-
tions about them.

Local Kim Lowry has been collecting 
plants from the sale for 10 years now. She 
focuses on native shade plants. “They have 
better shade plants here than I can find 
anywhere else, and they are so knowledge-
able about the plants they have.” Lowry 
also admits that she has employed her 
daughter Ksusha as a runner.

Chair of the PMGC, Esther Murphy, 
explains that it takes around 25 people to 
get the sale off the ground, and there is 
always a line of people down the street, 

rain or shine. “We are dirt gardeners, there 
are no white gloves here.”

The group raises around $2,000 a year 
with the event and the money goes to non-
profit organizations in Shepherdstown for 
such purposes as the purchase of gardening 
and environmental-based books for local 
schools, maintenance of the Shepherdstown 
Library planters and rear garden, and work-
ing with the Potomac Valley Audubon 
Society’s environmental education and out-
reach program, just to name a few. When 
speaking with different members of the 
PMGC, each of their faces lit up when they 
talked about helping the community.

Shepherdstonian Elias Jones made 
his first visit to the plant sale this year. 
He arrived at 9:30 am. “Well, I won’t be 
making that mistake again. Next year I’ll 
have to get up much earlier.” Elias’s father 
ran Jones Nursery before the highway 
came through Bardane. “Sometimes I find 
myself unconsciously gardening, dead-
heading old blossoms back, buying bulbs 
I don’t need.” He looks over at a Japanese 
maple. “It’s apparent there was a feeding 
frenzy here, but there are still some really 
nice plants to be had.”

The PMGC plant sale is one of 
those things that makes Shepherdstown 
Shepherdstown. Yes, you might get acciden-
tally bumped away from that hosta you were 
reaching for only to find a sweet old lady 
behind you, and turn back to find the hosta 
gone. But sometimes you have to be seri-
ous about a plant. Plants keep us connected 
to the earth we stand on. Plants make our 
houses homes. Plants bring us solace when 
we are upset and joy when the sun shines.

The charming ladies of the Potomac-
Mecklenburg Garden Club bring us those 
exceptional plants, and I’ll gladly strap on  
a helmet and join the fray to get some.

Todd Cotgreave is the chief operating 
officer at WSHC (89.7 FM), Shepherd 
University’s radio station. He has lived  
in Shepherdstown since 1992.

During the first six months 
of our yearlong anniversary, 
Shepherdstown hosted a service 

of thanksgiving, a cultural diversity  
festival, a radio hour in the style of 
Prairie Home Companion, and an imagi-
native Christmas in Shepherdstown  
festival with a parade and comedy show. 
We attended films and presentations on 
early settlers to the Shenandoah Valley, 
19th-century architecture in Jefferson 
County, the organization of miners in the 
1920s, and the importance of Town Run. 
The town saw ice sculptures on German 

Street and a rare display of George 
Washington’s Masonic apron. We listened 
to choir and orchestral music from local 
churches and our professional orchestra. 
Twenty-five tubas played Christmas  
carols on the steps of McMurran Hall. 
More than 400 local residents placed 
their signatures on a legacy quilt. The 
crowd was led in a chorus of Happy 
Birthday on Earth Day in Morgan’s 
Grove Park. Local notables recounted 
stories of Shepherdstown at the War 
Memorial Building. Portraits of many 
other townspeople were published in 

Hali Taylor’s book, On the Wall. Rumsey 
Rock Porter beer was brewed and Lady 
Shepherd Bohea Tea was blended for the 
occasion. Three trees and a field of 250 
daffodils were planted. An effort was 
begun to make the town more visitable 
for those with disabilities. We have genuine 
United States Postal Service stamps and 
license plates with the 250 logo. Children 
of all ages created wonderful artwork 
celebrating their town.

What will happen in the next six 
months? Go to www.shepherdstown250.
com to find out!

Hey Buddy, Can You Spare a Thyme?
Todd Cotgreave

Members of the Potomac Mecklenburg Garden Club

The Trinity Plant Sale offers something  
for every garden (and gardener!)

Jill Daniel of the Potomac Mecklenburg Garden Club

Ryan and Wyatt Hagerty with 
native plant “Jack in the Pulpit”

Shepherdstown 250th

The First Six Months
Elise Baach

  During the first six months 
(November 2011 to April 2012)
of our yearlong anniversary, 
Shepherdstown hosted a service of 
thanksgiving, a cultural diversity 
festival, a radio hour in the style 
of Prairie Home Companion, 
and an imaginative Christmas 
in Shepherdstown festival with 
a parade and comedy show. We 
attended films and presentations 
on early settlers to the Shenandoah 

Valley, 19th century architecture in 
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of miners in the 1920s, and the 
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town saw ice sculptures on German 
Street and a rare display of George 
Washington’s Masonic apron. 
We listed to choir and orchestral 
music from local churches and our 
professional orchestra. Twenty-five 
tubas played Christmas carols on 
the steps of McMurran Hall. More 

than 400 local residents placed 
their signatures on a legacy quilt. 
The crowd was led in a chorus of 
Happy Birthday on Earth Day in 
Morgan Grove Park. Local notables 
recounted stories of Shepherdstown 
at the War Memorial Building. 
Portraits of many other townspeople 
were published in On the Wall. 
Rumsey Rock Porter beer was 
brewed and Lady Shepherd Bohea 
Tea was blended for the occasion. 

Three trees and a field of 250 
daffodils were planted. An effort 
was begun to make the town more 
visitable for those with disabilities. 
We have genuine United States 
Postal Service stamps and license 
plates with the 250 logo. Children of 
all ages created wonderful artwork 
celebrating their town.
  What will happen in the next six 
months?

Top row, left to right: Ice snowman; Signing the quilt; Ice sculpting, Christmas parade. 
Middle: Tuba concert; Rumsey Rock Porter; 250th merchandise; Easter parade; Hali 
Taylor signing her book. Bottom: Tara Lowe with 250th display; JSB sponsored ice 
sculpture; 250th stamps; “Left of the Bank” speakers Randy Tremba, Jay Hurley and 
Clifford Branson
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Top row, left to right: Ice snowman; Signing the quilt; Ice sculpting, Christmas parade. 
Middle: Tuba concert; Rumsey Rock Porter; 250th merchandise; Easter parade; Hali 
Taylor signing her book. Bottom: Tara Lowe with 250th display; JSB-sponsored ice 
sculpture; 250th stamps; “Left of the Bank” speakers Randy Tremba, Jay Hurley, and 
Clifford Branson



G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S U M M E R  2 0 1 2 G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S U M M E R  2 0 1 2

10 15

T here is at least one generation 
of Americans, or maybe even 
two, who can’t personally recall 

when most of our clothing was manu-
factured in the United States, well made 
of durable fabrics in classic designs 
that could be worn for years. Nowadays 
we’ve grown accustomed to cheaply 
made clothing from far corners of the 
world with flimsy fabrics in sizes that 
seem random. It shrinks, fades, unravels; 
seams split and buttons pop off. Clothes 
barely last through a season—and often 
not even through a few washes.

Suddenly we look around and ask 
with surprise, “What happened to quality? 
Why doesn’t America make anything any 
more?”

Fortunately, all is not lost! There are 
still stores that buck the trend and bring 
us high-quality clothing that is actually 
made in the USA. Shepherdstown is 
lucky to have such a store in Blue River 
Clothing on German Street, operated by 
husband-and-wife team Eric White and 
Laura Taylor.

In search of a home they could 
afford to buy, White and Taylor came 
to the Panhandle in 2005 from Silver 
Spring, Md., where White reports that 
ordinary homes were selling for a million 
dollars or more. They continued to com-
mute to the city to work but were soon 
exhausted by the traveling and decided 
to go into business for themselves. It was 
a gamble because they had no experi-
ence operating a retail business, although 
Taylor had worked part time in a store 
similar to Blue River.

They opened a specialty-clothing 
store in downtown Martinsburg, but 
there was simply not enough foot traffic 
to sustain them. After two years, they 
moved the business to Shepherdstown. 
They’ve been here for five years and are 
happy with that decision.

“There’s lots of foot traffic here, 
and we still have our customers from 
Martinsburg,” says White. “Loyalty 
brings them to Shepherdstown because 
they are not going to find the brands they 
learned to love elsewhere.”

White, a friendly, energetic, enthu-
siastic, and extremely quotable gentle-
man, conducted a tour of the shop. “Blue 
River is not just another clothing store. 
We’re like a little department store—like 
a baby Nordstrom!” he proclaims.

White is quick to explain that 90 
percent of their clothing lines are made 
in the USA by small cottage industries, 
using sustainable natural fibers. He is 
proud to be supporting American jobs 
and a healthier environment.

Their best-selling clothing line is 
Tianello, made in San Francisco. It fea-
tures a fiber called Tencel that is actually 
made of cellulose (wood fiber) and can 
be woven into many diverse fabric tex-
tures and weights. The fabrics are beauti-
ful and amazingly soft. The line includes 
skirts, blouses, pants, and dresses.

Says White, “Tencel fiber keeps 
you cool in warm weather, warm in cool 
weather. It’s machine washable, wrinkle 
free, and lasts for years. The fabrics are 
all cut and dyed to order. Twenty percent 
of our entire business is the Tianello line. 
Most customers return. This line kept us 
in business.”

He indicates some Tianello blouses 
in a single style but with different tex-
tures and in various solid colors and 
vivid, artistic prints. “Some women will 
like a certain style, so they’ll buy several 
in different colors.”

White stops to speak to a woman 
looking at the display of Coobie bras, 
in “one size that fits most.” He explains 
their features with an ease and comfort 
that few men could probably muster when 
discussing bras with strange women!

He goes on to point out Pacific 
Cotton, a high-quality and environmen-
tally friendly clothing line, also made in 
San Francisco. He says that it is 100 per-
cent cotton clothing that will not fade or 
change color. Another interesting fashion 
line is manufactured from a cotton-modal 
blend by a cottage industry in Schuylkill 
Haven, Pa. Modal is a cellulose fiber 
made from European beechwood.

“This is quality you can wear,” 
White declares, widening his arms to 
indicate all the racks of clothing. “It 
makes a difference. We’ve got the chic-
ness of New York with the sensibility of 
Shepherdstown.”

Blue River has a small selection of 
high-quality shoes and house slippers, but 
White says that they will stop carrying 
shoes. It isn’t possible for a small shop 
to carry enough stock to have the all the 
sizes and styles that customers require.

Accessories include colorful 
Maruca fabric handbags in many shapes 

and sizes. The bags are hand-made in 
Boulder, Colo., and their jacquard fabrics 
are designed in-house.

Items that do come from abroad are 
high quality. There are delicate scarves, 
foldable/packable hats, and wildly col-
ored, handcrafted cotton mesh socks.

There is a wide selection of jewelry, 
and White explains that imported jewelry 
is fair trade, imported by Aid Through 
Trade. The artisans who handcraft the 
jewelry are paid fair wages, have safe 
and healthy working conditions, and 
there is no child labor.

White is certainly accurate in call-
ing Blue River a little department store. 
Besides the things you can wear, there are 
items for use just about everywhere in and 
out of the house, some quite surprising.

Rocking chairs and 
tables are handcrafted from 
oak, walnut, and other fine 
West Virginia hardwoods 
by a woodworker in West 
Union, W.Va. They look 
beautiful indoors or on the 
porch and can be built to 
order in various widths. 
They are in use in state 
parks and featured in the 
well-known Best of West 
Virginia Tamarack Center 
in Beckley.

Kosher bar soap, pro-
duced by The Star of David, 
is made to the highest standards of purity 
with a natural plant oil base rather than 
animal fats and with no animal testing. 
Not only Jewish people but vegans and 
others concerned with the ethics of animal 
use can bathe with good conscience!

From Thailand come sunBRELLI—
umbrellas that protect from sun, rain and 
wind. They are resistant to winds up to 
40 miles an hour and provide 99 percent 
protection from the sun’s UVA/UVB 
rays. They are hand made of long-lasting 
bamboo, cotton, and biodegradable plas-
tic, so when they finally do wear out, you 
can compost them!

“We’re like a health food store for 
clothes and things,” laughs White.

West Virginia was long known for 
beautiful, collectable glassware, but the 
last art glassmakers have finally closed 
their doors. Art glassware is still made 
in other places, and Blue River carries 
colorful, handcrafted Fire & Light glass, 

made in California from 90 percent 
recycled glass.

From India, there are the famous 
“tiffin” metal lunch boxes. In Indian cit-
ies, couriers called “dabbawalas” deliver 
the tiffins to workers at lunchtime.

There are bamboo picnic utensils, 
games and puzzles, reusable water bot-
tles, beeswax aromatherapy candles, even 
radios in handcrafted cabinets made of 
exotic wood.

Says White, “We go to trade shows, 
and if we see something we think will 
sell, we’ll try it.”

White and Taylor love Shepherdstown, 
appreciate the support they’ve received 
and make every effort to give support to 
the community in return. Their “Wall of 
Giving” greets you as you enter the store, 
with thanks from the many local causes 
and organizations to which they’ve 
donated merchandise and gift cards for 
auctions, raffles, and other fund raisers.

Blue River: A health food store for clothes and things
Claire Stuart

Eric White, co-owner with wife Laura Taylor (not pictured), 
among the beautiful clothes, shoes, and gifts inside Blue River

Blue River store front on German Street

Madeline Madison enjoying soccer
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It is your response to winning and losing 
that makes you a winner or a loser.

—Harry Sheehy

T raditionally, most Americans 
gained their first outdoors expe-
rience farming, hunting, fishing, 

or camping. But the current generation 
of youth is far more likely to spend their 
limited outdoor time on a soccer pitch 
than camping outside Walden Pond. Even 
though parents spend more time watching  
football, baseball, and basketball than 
we do watching the other “football,” 
the reality is that the demographics are 
against us. 

Since 1990, soccer has been the fastest 
growing sport among youths in our coun-
try. There are at least four million youths 
playing soccer on a school or traveling 
team and probably another 10 million or 
so playing recreational soccer. But I am 
not here to overwhelm or bore you with 
statistics (this is not baseball after all) 
but rather to point out the rather obvious 
fact that for many of our children, the 
major outdoor activity they engage in is 
soccer. This may impact both our envi-
ronment and our society, depending on 
how the older generation adjusts to these 
changes.  

Environmentally, soccer is a mixed 
bag. Lush green turf with nary a weed 
or dandelion in sight often speaks to a 
chemical wasteland of pesticides and her-
bicides. Soccer fields, like golf courses, 
are deceptively lush landscapes whose 
primary “green” characteristics are their 
color. Luckily, like so many other things 
in this state, we often take a lackadaisi-
cal attitude toward our soccer fields and 
some of them have reverted to near wil-
derness status. The other evening, a flock 
of Canada geese were happily ensconced 
at one end of my practice field and they 
continued to defend the goal vocifer-
ously all evening. Soccer fields often are 
built on former industrial lands harshly 
used by industry—there are a large num-
ber of fields with the name Dupont or 
other chemical factories in their address. 
Turning these “brown fields” into green 
fields is a hopeful restoration story. 

Children love grass. They love to 
roll in it (that is why the youngest players 
so happily tumble after every play) and 
they love to observe and pull it up and 
drop it on their heads. There is clearly 
something primal in this behavior. Many 
a soccer game has been lost by a careless 
defender picking dandelions or counting 
clover, oblivious to the ball rolling by 
his or her feet into the goal. The coach 
in me is frustrated by this behavior, but 
the environmentalist in me has hope for 
the next generation. As for the future of 
the environmental movement, at least 
the children are outside getting fresh air, 
untethered from their electrical cords. 
Of course the idealist in me wishes they 
were camping, birding, or just enjoying 
discovering the outdoors on their own 
in imaginative play. But with our youths 
spending more and more time in their 
domestic caves, I will take what I can get.

It is actually the social impact of 
soccer that most intrigues me as a his-
torian. We are basically taking a genera-
tion of youths and socializing them on 
the soccer field. Soccer has had a mixed 
history. While kicking a ball (and occa-
sionally an adversary’s head) around a 
field goes back to the 3rd century BC, 
the sport has often been violent. As early 
1365, King Edward III banned soccer 
in England because of the violence of 
the sport and its fans. The modern rules 

(which bar using heads as balls or goug-
ing an opponent’s eyes) go back to 1815, 
and they made it a much safer sport for 
our children physically, if not always 
mentally. Soccer is the ideal sport for 
kids but not always for the coaches or 
spectators.

As for kids, soccer could have been 
invented by a 6-year-old. Let’s take a 
ball, throw it in the grass, and all run 
around and kick it up the field. No wait-
ing for your at-bat, or for the offense or 
defense to retake the football field. So 
the sport is most widely played by the 
under-10 set. It also requires the serious 
soccer player to be in shape. If physics  
is merely applied math, then soccer 
is merely applied running. The out of 
shape (sadly an increasing number of our 
youth) are ruthlessly weeded out of soccer 
over time, whereas they might enjoy  
longer careers in, say, baseball or bowling. 
So it is healthy for youth.

Its impact on parents is less clear-cut.  
Speaking as a coach and parent, it has 
made “soccer atheists” of us at our local 
church during the soccer season, as 
Sunday games preclude many church 
services. It has also cut into my lawn and 
home repair to such a degree that FEMA 
has offered to loan me a trailer. But per-
haps the biggest challenge lies in the dif-
ferent perspectives enjoyed by the older 
and younger humans on the soccer field.  

Whereas soccer players get great joy 
from kicking a ball with buddies, adults 
(already suspicious of a sport where 1-0 
is a typical score) get more pleasure from 
seeing their child make good plays and 
having the team win games. This has led 
to behavior that at times harks back to 
Edward III’s day. I have seen coaches get 
into fights, teenage referees accosted by 
grandparents, and parents say things to 
other parents that in earlier days would 
have led to duels. All of this at recre-
ational games played by 6- to 10-year-
olds. Parents and coaches may think they 
are doing these antics for the kids, but 
common sense suggests otherwise.

Why do kids play soccer? While 
parents may think it is to win games, get 
into a better school or excel in a physi-
cal activity, fully 65 percent of youths 
list “being with friends” as the primary 
reason they play soccer. That seems like 

a good reason. It is the same reason adults 
go to bars, play poker, or have dinner par-
ties—events that rarely lead to fights. In 
fact, the adult version of youth soccer is 
full of mirages. If we are being realistic,  
half of all teams lose every match.  

The progression of kids who play 
soccer is a pyramid as regards age. The 
millions of kids who play recreational 
soccer must fit into the 40 or fewer slots 
available for soccer in most high schools. 
Less than 6 percent of all players who 
play high school soccer will ever play 
college soccer (and most of these will  
get no scholarship money). Of these  
college players, less than 2 percent will 
play professional soccer. So parents 
watching their 7-year-olds with dreams 
of college scholarships are almost cer-
tainly deluded. They might have better 
odds buying a lottery ticket or starting a 
college fund than they will waiting for 
a scholarship. Or better still, they might 
just enjoy the sport and hope their chil-
dren enjoy it for the likely limited time 
they will be players.

And that is the key to good parent-
ing, coaching, and socializing. The good 
coaches know that even the best skills 
training cannot make every child a soccer  
superstar. But any decent coach should 
be able to teach youths good sportsman-
ship and teamwork. These should be the 
marks of the best coaching. Learning to 
work as part of a team, being a good  
colleague, and winning and losing  
with grace will be far more beneficial to 
our youths’ future than teaching them a 
corner kick or a header. If our soccer  
programs made all our players better  
teammates and our parents better role 
models, then we really would have 
reached our goal.

Mark Madison has coached  
recreational soccer for five years,  
and occasionally he even practices  
what he preaches.

The Big Green Monster: Soccer and Society
Mark Madison
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Sheila Brannan has seen some  
hard times, but they seem to be 
honing her to produce ever more 

compelling art.
Sheila was born near Boston, while 

her father attended Harvard Business 
School. He was in the Navy, and so they 
were never long in any location. The 
family lived in many cities across the 
country, including Arlington, Va., where 
Brannan attended Washington-Lee High 
School. Her mother was talented in deco-
rating each new home, and her father 
took pride in the gardens. Both her par-
ents had keen eyes for design, and kept 
Brannan and her two sisters well sup-
plied with arts and crafts materials—and 
inspiration. All three of the sisters have 
become accomplished artists.

Brannan began college at Boston 
University but soon transferred to the 
fine arts program at George Washington 
University in Washington, D.C., to be 
near her father, who was ill at that time. 
Circumstances interrupted her studies, 
and she began working as a graphic artist 
for the Federal Aviation Administration 
(FAA), ABC TV (for the evening news), 
and Skidmore Owings and Merrill,  
an architectural firm. She married a  
linguist in Hebrew and Russian, and  
his work took them to Greece for a year 
and a half. Brannan and her husband then 
moved to East Lansing, Mich., where 
he attended Michigan State University. 
Brannan worked for the Instructional 
TV program at the university, illustrating 
classes, including medical illustration. 

After two years, the couple moved to 
Rockport, Mass., where they ran a frame 
shop. One day Brannan spotted a window 
with a stained glass pattern in it. She had 
an “Aha!” moment and decided stained 
glass was her calling. She purchased 
books, tools, and supplies and proceeded 
to teach herself how to do it.

Her marriage ended, but Brannan 
stayed in Rockport with a studio in the 
middle of town. This was a high-energy 
time of her life. She immersed herself 
in her art, not only with the stained 
glass but also projects using her skills 
in decorative painting, illustration, and 
photography. She painted walls using 
“faux painting” techniques, as well as 
signs, boats, and huge murals. One mural 
for the Suffolk Downs racetrack was 
100 feet long, which she remarkably 
designed and executed in three weeks, 
with only one week to paint. She also 
did many commissions, including the 
panels behind the bar at Clarks Turn of 
the Century Saloon in Boston. Her glass 
brightens many private homes, restau-
rants and other venues. Her beautiful 
landscape photos, featured in the local 
hospital to inspire patients to go out into 
nature, won awards at the Marblehead 
Arts Festival.

As if her busy art schedule wasn’t 
enough, she embarked on another  
vocation at this same time. She trained and 
became an Emergency Medical Technician 
(EMT) for the local volunteer fire depart-
ment. Her bicycle always remained at her 
studio door, so she could hop on it at a 
moment’s notice whenever the siren called 
her to the station. She never knew what she 
would find, but the critical nature of each 
situation led to astounding experiences in 
life-changing situations.

Brannan left Rockport when she 
married her second husband, and his 
job brought them to Shepherdstown. 
Though the marriage didn’t last more 
than a few years, she was grateful for 
the opportunity to relocate to such a 
special place. She met Peg McNaughton 
and Pam Parziale, who introduced her 
to the Arts and Humanities Alliance of 

Jefferson County (AHA!), which helped 
established her in the local art commu-
nity. She was invited to be part of the 
Over the Mountain Studio Tour and is 
still an active member. She also began a 
successful business doing faux painting, 
enhancing walls in homes and busi-
nesses. When she needed more space for 
her projects, she applied for and won the 
“Advancement for the Individual Artist” 
grant from the West Virginia Division 
of History and Culture to enclose and 
expand a porch. Everything was going 
smoothly for Brannan, but life suddenly 
took a dramatic turn.

Just weeks after the foundation  
was laid for the new addition, Brannan 
collapsed with an aneurysm in her brain. 
She was able to crawl to the phone for 
help and was taken to Winchester for 
emergency surgery. While she was on 
the operating table, a second aneurysm 
burst, which the surgeon was able to stop 
immediately. Her survival was considered 
to be miraculous by all who attended her.

After her hospital stay, she was 
transferred to a rehab facility, where one 
of her doctors told her that she’d never 
be able to work again. Brannan had lost 
a lot as a result of this unfortunate event, 
but she hadn’t lost her determination. 
Those words from the doctor spurred  
her on to fight even harder to gain back 
her abilities. She learned to walk again, 
and to perform many daily tasks. Little 
by little she has astounded her doctors  
by her remarkable recovery, including  
performing the complicated tasks 
required by her stained glass artwork.

Within only six months, she slowly 
began to resume some of the jobs she 
had been working on previously. She still 
has problems with some labor-intensive 
work, but she has regained and even 
surpassed the vast majority of her facili-
ties. Brannan did take a big financial hit 
from the medical bills and the lost work 
time during the last four years, but her 
friends and community continue to give 
her much love and support. Meanwhile, 
she has been able to take on a couple of 
supplementary jobs to pay the bills.

Brannan truly loves what she does, 
and her experiences have served to help 
her cherish every moment to its fullest. 
How her work touches people has special  
relevance for her. She does custom 
work, with themes and colors chosen 
by the client, including stained-glass 
portraits of homes, pets, locations, and 
even cars. The patterns and textures of 
nature inspire her work, and she loves the 
spirituality of the Native American and 
Celtic traditions. Many of their images 
and symbols find their way into her 
work. Figurative images usually spark an 
idea and can end up as classic represen-
tational pieces. But often the work will 
go into a more abstract direction. Her 
love of texture often leads her to include 
found objects in her pieces, like broken 
antique bottles, shells, hand-blown glass, 
geodes, pipes, and other miscellaneous 
objects. Her work often carries her away 
into a powerful energetic flow, which is 
beautifully reflected in the work itself.

Teaching classes (recently with 
Craftworks) and private classes for indi-
viduals and small groups has become 
more important to her. She is brimming 
with ideas and possibilities.

Brannan’s work can be seen in 
Dickinson and Wait and the Lost Dog 
Coffee Shop in Shepherdstown, in  
North Mountain Arts in Hedgesville, 
W.Va., and at Tamarack in Beckley,  
W.Va. She is a participating artist in 
the Over the Mountain Studio Tour, 
which will occur November 10 and 
11, with a preview show on July 6, 7, 
and 8 at the War Memorial Building in 
Shepherdstown. Her work can also be 
seen at www.sheilasstainedglass.com  
and www.studiotourwv.org.

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer 
and artists living in Shepherdstown  
and learning to be grateful for all life’s 
lessons.

Sheila Brannan: Courage and Determination 
Expressed in Gems of  Glass

Nan Broadhurst

artwork 

POETRY ARTWORKS

Sonnet to Time
Born once, we stand awake, now lie asleep.

We shudder at our pain, we smile at ease—

By our nature, ourselves we think to please

And only by mere chance relations keep.

So little change into our habits seeps

That spirits turn to rock and men to trees—

Thick branches which move stiffly in some breeze

And drop disdainfully their golden leaf.

So deep into black dirt our roots have grown 

That we have ceased to feel the gentle rain

Which once before was life, and death, and self

But now is common as our breath, as stone.

What once had garnered awe is only gain—

The art, the joy we loved, is merely wealth.

Carpe Diem Sonnet
We are but casualties of modern day—

The short hello, a passing in the hall;

Every present motion done to stall

What we are sure our future selves will say.

Hopes live (and die) on what we put away

To feel some other time, to write or call,

So Spring is spent by waiting for the Fall

While all the time attempting to delay.

Let us this hollow spiral of life evade

And take this time as now, for what we are.

Let us not wish for what we do not know

But rather, rest content in what we’ve made.

We will not let the future present mar,

But to this moment all of our selves throw.

Sonnet to Diana
This life, does it content you Diana?

Is it right that you be lifeless and cold?

Were you crossed by some rival in Heaven

And placed forever in Earth’s greedy hold?

You have only the oceans for vassals,

Of gold and rubies you surely have none.

You have craters and pockmarks for castles;

And all of your heavenly clothing is dun.

Even so, we adore you, O goddess.

We mortals have no companion so true—

In our twilight we rush to your bodice,

In our loneliness we cry out to you.

The sun is no match, for his guiding light

Can offer no help come the dark of night.

Sonnet to Time II
It was a bed of time on which I lay

Beneath its blankets do I live and die.

Wrapped tight in black of night and warmth of day

As my heart beats, here will I ever lie.

It’s just a common thing, no treasure rare—

Every person has one just the same

And for that reason, none can ever share—

Each bed if filled by solitude, by shame.

There is no helping what we cannot know—

No way to see what we can never view—

What we have done, and thought, we cannot show;

We sleep in silence all of our lives through.

Though to live within time may dreary be

It’s the only boat on a boundless sea.

The Siren
She moves with the perfection of a wave,

There are in her unending ebbs and flows

Which tempt both shining knight and shameless knave

To gain that fantasy which she bestows.

No love upon the soil can compete

To win those hearts she pulls in with the tide

With hope for any end except defeat

Which leaves a heart no choice but to abide.

No sailor can resist her song—Alas!

Not even those with sweethearts on the dock—

They all alike leave guiding stars to crash

Their eager ships on cold, unyielding rock.

He is a fool who spurns and scorns his own—

Who leaves a heart of flesh, and blood, for stone.

Sonnet Six
We’ve suffered long enough, wouldn’t you say?

That which we gave each other now is worn.

It’s good that things should finally end, this way—

That we should shed the troubles we have borne.

For you, the pains of having me too near—

My thoughts so full of giddy joy and hope—

And I—I will no longer have to bear

To see the idols you devoutly grope.

We lost too many words in what was said,

A home for hearts we built on sandy ground.

Now it has toppled, and the hearts are dead—

We buried them apart in unmarked mounds.

No hurt you meant to me, nor I to you—

You are forgiven (and forgotten, too).

Sonnet Seven
Now child, remember what you are to him—

A hedonistic fling, an ego stroke.

He’ll leave you as he loves you—on a whim

Without a thought to any oath he broke.

Don’t take him at his word. You must assume

That what he does, he does for his own good.

You’re but another feather in his plume

Which he will molt in time—just as he should.

For man’s heart is a fickle thing, I fear. 

What he wants now, he’ll hunt with all his might

And he will swear to you he is sincere.

Beware—such vows will fade come morning’s light.

Young heart, give all to love if you so choose

But keep from him that which you would not lose.

Sonnet to Change
No, he isn’t going to give you flowers.

What life could live within your barren heart?

Be prudent in your loving—stay apart—

Lest intimacy cause love to sour.

Staving off rot is outside one’s power—

Time turns life’s finest fruits from sweet to tart.

Tis’ nobler choice to meet, speak, kiss, depart

Than remain to see love wilt; turn dour.

Don’t plan that what you are, or have, will last.

What you feel now, you may not feel again,

But don’t feel shame for what you can’t control

The universe, and time, are far too vast

For one’s past and future to be the same

Or for expectations to move one’s soul.

Antrim Ross is a 2012 

graduate of Jefferson High 

School. In the fall she will 

attend Denison University in 

Gransville, Ohio, where she 

will study music while explor-

ing various majors. She has 

been part of the Shaharazade’s 

Exotic Tea Room open mic 

poetry readings from their 

inception several years ago. 

Antrim Ross: Sonnets
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Sheila Brannan has seen some  
hard times, but they seem to be 
honing her to produce ever more 

compelling art.
Sheila was born near Boston, while 

her father attended Harvard Business 
School. He was in the Navy, and so they 
were never long in any location. The 
family lived in many cities across the 
country, including Arlington, Va., where 
Brannan attended Washington-Lee High 
School. Her mother was talented in deco-
rating each new home, and her father 
took pride in the gardens. Both her par-
ents had keen eyes for design, and kept 
Brannan and her two sisters well sup-
plied with arts and crafts materials—and 
inspiration. All three of the sisters have 
become accomplished artists.

Brannan began college at Boston 
University but soon transferred to the 
fine arts program at George Washington 
University in Washington, D.C., to be 
near her father, who was ill at that time. 
Circumstances interrupted her studies, 
and she began working as a graphic artist 
for the Federal Aviation Administration 
(FAA), ABC TV (for the evening news), 
and Skidmore Owings and Merrill,  
an architectural firm. She married a  
linguist in Hebrew and Russian, and  
his work took them to Greece for a year 
and a half. Brannan and her husband then 
moved to East Lansing, Mich., where 
he attended Michigan State University. 
Brannan worked for the Instructional 
TV program at the university, illustrating 
classes, including medical illustration. 

After two years, the couple moved to 
Rockport, Mass., where they ran a frame 
shop. One day Brannan spotted a window 
with a stained glass pattern in it. She had 
an “Aha!” moment and decided stained 
glass was her calling. She purchased 
books, tools, and supplies and proceeded 
to teach herself how to do it.

Her marriage ended, but Brannan 
stayed in Rockport with a studio in the 
middle of town. This was a high-energy 
time of her life. She immersed herself 
in her art, not only with the stained 
glass but also projects using her skills 
in decorative painting, illustration, and 
photography. She painted walls using 
“faux painting” techniques, as well as 
signs, boats, and huge murals. One mural 
for the Suffolk Downs racetrack was 
100 feet long, which she remarkably 
designed and executed in three weeks, 
with only one week to paint. She also 
did many commissions, including the 
panels behind the bar at Clarks Turn of 
the Century Saloon in Boston. Her glass 
brightens many private homes, restau-
rants and other venues. Her beautiful 
landscape photos, featured in the local 
hospital to inspire patients to go out into 
nature, won awards at the Marblehead 
Arts Festival.

As if her busy art schedule wasn’t 
enough, she embarked on another  
vocation at this same time. She trained and 
became an Emergency Medical Technician 
(EMT) for the local volunteer fire depart-
ment. Her bicycle always remained at her 
studio door, so she could hop on it at a 
moment’s notice whenever the siren called 
her to the station. She never knew what she 
would find, but the critical nature of each 
situation led to astounding experiences in 
life-changing situations.

Brannan left Rockport when she 
married her second husband, and his 
job brought them to Shepherdstown. 
Though the marriage didn’t last more 
than a few years, she was grateful for 
the opportunity to relocate to such a 
special place. She met Peg McNaughton 
and Pam Parziale, who introduced her 
to the Arts and Humanities Alliance of 

Jefferson County (AHA!), which helped 
established her in the local art commu-
nity. She was invited to be part of the 
Over the Mountain Studio Tour and is 
still an active member. She also began a 
successful business doing faux painting, 
enhancing walls in homes and busi-
nesses. When she needed more space for 
her projects, she applied for and won the 
“Advancement for the Individual Artist” 
grant from the West Virginia Division 
of History and Culture to enclose and 
expand a porch. Everything was going 
smoothly for Brannan, but life suddenly 
took a dramatic turn.

Just weeks after the foundation  
was laid for the new addition, Brannan 
collapsed with an aneurysm in her brain. 
She was able to crawl to the phone for 
help and was taken to Winchester for 
emergency surgery. While she was on 
the operating table, a second aneurysm 
burst, which the surgeon was able to stop 
immediately. Her survival was considered 
to be miraculous by all who attended her.

After her hospital stay, she was 
transferred to a rehab facility, where one 
of her doctors told her that she’d never 
be able to work again. Brannan had lost 
a lot as a result of this unfortunate event, 
but she hadn’t lost her determination. 
Those words from the doctor spurred  
her on to fight even harder to gain back 
her abilities. She learned to walk again, 
and to perform many daily tasks. Little 
by little she has astounded her doctors  
by her remarkable recovery, including  
performing the complicated tasks 
required by her stained glass artwork.

Within only six months, she slowly 
began to resume some of the jobs she 
had been working on previously. She still 
has problems with some labor-intensive 
work, but she has regained and even 
surpassed the vast majority of her facili-
ties. Brannan did take a big financial hit 
from the medical bills and the lost work 
time during the last four years, but her 
friends and community continue to give 
her much love and support. Meanwhile, 
she has been able to take on a couple of 
supplementary jobs to pay the bills.

Brannan truly loves what she does, 
and her experiences have served to help 
her cherish every moment to its fullest. 
How her work touches people has special  
relevance for her. She does custom 
work, with themes and colors chosen 
by the client, including stained-glass 
portraits of homes, pets, locations, and 
even cars. The patterns and textures of 
nature inspire her work, and she loves the 
spirituality of the Native American and 
Celtic traditions. Many of their images 
and symbols find their way into her 
work. Figurative images usually spark an 
idea and can end up as classic represen-
tational pieces. But often the work will 
go into a more abstract direction. Her 
love of texture often leads her to include 
found objects in her pieces, like broken 
antique bottles, shells, hand-blown glass, 
geodes, pipes, and other miscellaneous 
objects. Her work often carries her away 
into a powerful energetic flow, which is 
beautifully reflected in the work itself.

Teaching classes (recently with 
Craftworks) and private classes for indi-
viduals and small groups has become 
more important to her. She is brimming 
with ideas and possibilities.

Brannan’s work can be seen in 
Dickinson and Wait and the Lost Dog 
Coffee Shop in Shepherdstown, in  
North Mountain Arts in Hedgesville, 
W.Va., and at Tamarack in Beckley,  
W.Va. She is a participating artist in 
the Over the Mountain Studio Tour, 
which will occur November 10 and 
11, with a preview show on July 6, 7, 
and 8 at the War Memorial Building in 
Shepherdstown. Her work can also be 
seen at www.sheilasstainedglass.com  
and www.studiotourwv.org.

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer 
and artists living in Shepherdstown  
and learning to be grateful for all life’s 
lessons.

Sheila Brannan: Courage and Determination 
Expressed in Gems of  Glass

Nan Broadhurst

artwork 

POETRY ARTWORKS

Sonnet to Time
Born once, we stand awake, now lie asleep.

We shudder at our pain, we smile at ease—

By our nature, ourselves we think to please

And only by mere chance relations keep.

So little change into our habits seeps

That spirits turn to rock and men to trees—

Thick branches which move stiffly in some breeze

And drop disdainfully their golden leaf.

So deep into black dirt our roots have grown 

That we have ceased to feel the gentle rain

Which once before was life, and death, and self

But now is common as our breath, as stone.

What once had garnered awe is only gain—

The art, the joy we loved, is merely wealth.

Carpe Diem Sonnet
We are but casualties of modern day—

The short hello, a passing in the hall;

Every present motion done to stall

What we are sure our future selves will say.

Hopes live (and die) on what we put away

To feel some other time, to write or call,

So Spring is spent by waiting for the Fall

While all the time attempting to delay.

Let us this hollow spiral of life evade

And take this time as now, for what we are.

Let us not wish for what we do not know

But rather, rest content in what we’ve made.

We will not let the future present mar,

But to this moment all of our selves throw.

Sonnet to Diana
This life, does it content you Diana?

Is it right that you be lifeless and cold?

Were you crossed by some rival in Heaven

And placed forever in Earth’s greedy hold?

You have only the oceans for vassals,

Of gold and rubies you surely have none.

You have craters and pockmarks for castles;

And all of your heavenly clothing is dun.

Even so, we adore you, O goddess.

We mortals have no companion so true—

In our twilight we rush to your bodice,

In our loneliness we cry out to you.

The sun is no match, for his guiding light

Can offer no help come the dark of night.

Sonnet to Time II
It was a bed of time on which I lay

Beneath its blankets do I live and die.

Wrapped tight in black of night and warmth of day

As my heart beats, here will I ever lie.

It’s just a common thing, no treasure rare—

Every person has one just the same

And for that reason, none can ever share—

Each bed if filled by solitude, by shame.

There is no helping what we cannot know—

No way to see what we can never view—

What we have done, and thought, we cannot show;

We sleep in silence all of our lives through.

Though to live within time may dreary be

It’s the only boat on a boundless sea.

The Siren
She moves with the perfection of a wave,

There are in her unending ebbs and flows

Which tempt both shining knight and shameless knave

To gain that fantasy which she bestows.

No love upon the soil can compete

To win those hearts she pulls in with the tide

With hope for any end except defeat

Which leaves a heart no choice but to abide.

No sailor can resist her song—Alas!

Not even those with sweethearts on the dock—

They all alike leave guiding stars to crash

Their eager ships on cold, unyielding rock.

He is a fool who spurns and scorns his own—

Who leaves a heart of flesh, and blood, for stone.

Sonnet Six
We’ve suffered long enough, wouldn’t you say?

That which we gave each other now is worn.

It’s good that things should finally end, this way—

That we should shed the troubles we have borne.

For you, the pains of having me too near—

My thoughts so full of giddy joy and hope—

And I—I will no longer have to bear

To see the idols you devoutly grope.

We lost too many words in what was said,

A home for hearts we built on sandy ground.

Now it has toppled, and the hearts are dead—

We buried them apart in unmarked mounds.

No hurt you meant to me, nor I to you—

You are forgiven (and forgotten, too).

Sonnet Seven
Now child, remember what you are to him—

A hedonistic fling, an ego stroke.

He’ll leave you as he loves you—on a whim

Without a thought to any oath he broke.

Don’t take him at his word. You must assume

That what he does, he does for his own good.

You’re but another feather in his plume

Which he will molt in time—just as he should.

For man’s heart is a fickle thing, I fear. 

What he wants now, he’ll hunt with all his might

And he will swear to you he is sincere.

Beware—such vows will fade come morning’s light.

Young heart, give all to love if you so choose

But keep from him that which you would not lose.

Sonnet to Change
No, he isn’t going to give you flowers.

What life could live within your barren heart?

Be prudent in your loving—stay apart—

Lest intimacy cause love to sour.

Staving off rot is outside one’s power—

Time turns life’s finest fruits from sweet to tart.

Tis’ nobler choice to meet, speak, kiss, depart

Than remain to see love wilt; turn dour.

Don’t plan that what you are, or have, will last.

What you feel now, you may not feel again,

But don’t feel shame for what you can’t control

The universe, and time, are far too vast

For one’s past and future to be the same

Or for expectations to move one’s soul.

Antrim Ross is a 2012 

graduate of Jefferson High 

School. In the fall she will 

attend Denison University in 

Gransville, Ohio, where she 

will study music while explor-

ing various majors. She has 

been part of the Shaharazade’s 

Exotic Tea Room open mic 

poetry readings from their 

inception several years ago. 

Antrim Ross: Sonnets
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T here is at least one generation 
of Americans, or maybe even 
two, who can’t personally recall 

when most of our clothing was manu-
factured in the United States, well made 
of durable fabrics in classic designs 
that could be worn for years. Nowadays 
we’ve grown accustomed to cheaply 
made clothing from far corners of the 
world with flimsy fabrics in sizes that 
seem random. It shrinks, fades, unravels; 
seams split and buttons pop off. Clothes 
barely last through a season—and often 
not even through a few washes.

Suddenly we look around and ask 
with surprise, “What happened to quality? 
Why doesn’t America make anything any 
more?”

Fortunately, all is not lost! There are 
still stores that buck the trend and bring 
us high-quality clothing that is actually 
made in the USA. Shepherdstown is 
lucky to have such a store in Blue River 
Clothing on German Street, operated by 
husband-and-wife team Eric White and 
Laura Taylor.

In search of a home they could 
afford to buy, White and Taylor came 
to the Panhandle in 2005 from Silver 
Spring, Md., where White reports that 
ordinary homes were selling for a million 
dollars or more. They continued to com-
mute to the city to work but were soon 
exhausted by the traveling and decided 
to go into business for themselves. It was 
a gamble because they had no experi-
ence operating a retail business, although 
Taylor had worked part time in a store 
similar to Blue River.

They opened a specialty-clothing 
store in downtown Martinsburg, but 
there was simply not enough foot traffic 
to sustain them. After two years, they 
moved the business to Shepherdstown. 
They’ve been here for five years and are 
happy with that decision.

“There’s lots of foot traffic here, 
and we still have our customers from 
Martinsburg,” says White. “Loyalty 
brings them to Shepherdstown because 
they are not going to find the brands they 
learned to love elsewhere.”

White, a friendly, energetic, enthu-
siastic, and extremely quotable gentle-
man, conducted a tour of the shop. “Blue 
River is not just another clothing store. 
We’re like a little department store—like 
a baby Nordstrom!” he proclaims.

White is quick to explain that 90 
percent of their clothing lines are made 
in the USA by small cottage industries, 
using sustainable natural fibers. He is 
proud to be supporting American jobs 
and a healthier environment.

Their best-selling clothing line is 
Tianello, made in San Francisco. It fea-
tures a fiber called Tencel that is actually 
made of cellulose (wood fiber) and can 
be woven into many diverse fabric tex-
tures and weights. The fabrics are beauti-
ful and amazingly soft. The line includes 
skirts, blouses, pants, and dresses.

Says White, “Tencel fiber keeps 
you cool in warm weather, warm in cool 
weather. It’s machine washable, wrinkle 
free, and lasts for years. The fabrics are 
all cut and dyed to order. Twenty percent 
of our entire business is the Tianello line. 
Most customers return. This line kept us 
in business.”

He indicates some Tianello blouses 
in a single style but with different tex-
tures and in various solid colors and 
vivid, artistic prints. “Some women will 
like a certain style, so they’ll buy several 
in different colors.”

White stops to speak to a woman 
looking at the display of Coobie bras, 
in “one size that fits most.” He explains 
their features with an ease and comfort 
that few men could probably muster when 
discussing bras with strange women!

He goes on to point out Pacific 
Cotton, a high-quality and environmen-
tally friendly clothing line, also made in 
San Francisco. He says that it is 100 per-
cent cotton clothing that will not fade or 
change color. Another interesting fashion 
line is manufactured from a cotton-modal 
blend by a cottage industry in Schuylkill 
Haven, Pa. Modal is a cellulose fiber 
made from European beechwood.

“This is quality you can wear,” 
White declares, widening his arms to 
indicate all the racks of clothing. “It 
makes a difference. We’ve got the chic-
ness of New York with the sensibility of 
Shepherdstown.”

Blue River has a small selection of 
high-quality shoes and house slippers, but 
White says that they will stop carrying 
shoes. It isn’t possible for a small shop 
to carry enough stock to have the all the 
sizes and styles that customers require.

Accessories include colorful 
Maruca fabric handbags in many shapes 

and sizes. The bags are hand-made in 
Boulder, Colo., and their jacquard fabrics 
are designed in-house.

Items that do come from abroad are 
high quality. There are delicate scarves, 
foldable/packable hats, and wildly col-
ored, handcrafted cotton mesh socks.

There is a wide selection of jewelry, 
and White explains that imported jewelry 
is fair trade, imported by Aid Through 
Trade. The artisans who handcraft the 
jewelry are paid fair wages, have safe 
and healthy working conditions, and 
there is no child labor.

White is certainly accurate in call-
ing Blue River a little department store. 
Besides the things you can wear, there are 
items for use just about everywhere in and 
out of the house, some quite surprising.

Rocking chairs and 
tables are handcrafted from 
oak, walnut, and other fine 
West Virginia hardwoods 
by a woodworker in West 
Union, W.Va. They look 
beautiful indoors or on the 
porch and can be built to 
order in various widths. 
They are in use in state 
parks and featured in the 
well-known Best of West 
Virginia Tamarack Center 
in Beckley.

Kosher bar soap, pro-
duced by The Star of David, 
is made to the highest standards of purity 
with a natural plant oil base rather than 
animal fats and with no animal testing. 
Not only Jewish people but vegans and 
others concerned with the ethics of animal 
use can bathe with good conscience!

From Thailand come sunBRELLI—
umbrellas that protect from sun, rain and 
wind. They are resistant to winds up to 
40 miles an hour and provide 99 percent 
protection from the sun’s UVA/UVB 
rays. They are hand made of long-lasting 
bamboo, cotton, and biodegradable plas-
tic, so when they finally do wear out, you 
can compost them!

“We’re like a health food store for 
clothes and things,” laughs White.

West Virginia was long known for 
beautiful, collectable glassware, but the 
last art glassmakers have finally closed 
their doors. Art glassware is still made 
in other places, and Blue River carries 
colorful, handcrafted Fire & Light glass, 

made in California from 90 percent 
recycled glass.

From India, there are the famous 
“tiffin” metal lunch boxes. In Indian cit-
ies, couriers called “dabbawalas” deliver 
the tiffins to workers at lunchtime.

There are bamboo picnic utensils, 
games and puzzles, reusable water bot-
tles, beeswax aromatherapy candles, even 
radios in handcrafted cabinets made of 
exotic wood.

Says White, “We go to trade shows, 
and if we see something we think will 
sell, we’ll try it.”

White and Taylor love Shepherdstown, 
appreciate the support they’ve received 
and make every effort to give support to 
the community in return. Their “Wall of 
Giving” greets you as you enter the store, 
with thanks from the many local causes 
and organizations to which they’ve 
donated merchandise and gift cards for 
auctions, raffles, and other fund raisers.

Blue River: A health food store for clothes and things
Claire Stuart

Eric White, co-owner with wife Laura Taylor (not pictured), 
among the beautiful clothes, shoes, and gifts inside Blue River

Blue River store front on German Street

Madeline Madison enjoying soccer
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It is your response to winning and losing 
that makes you a winner or a loser.

—Harry Sheehy

T raditionally, most Americans 
gained their first outdoors expe-
rience farming, hunting, fishing, 

or camping. But the current generation 
of youth is far more likely to spend their 
limited outdoor time on a soccer pitch 
than camping outside Walden Pond. Even 
though parents spend more time watching  
football, baseball, and basketball than 
we do watching the other “football,” 
the reality is that the demographics are 
against us. 

Since 1990, soccer has been the fastest 
growing sport among youths in our coun-
try. There are at least four million youths 
playing soccer on a school or traveling 
team and probably another 10 million or 
so playing recreational soccer. But I am 
not here to overwhelm or bore you with 
statistics (this is not baseball after all) 
but rather to point out the rather obvious 
fact that for many of our children, the 
major outdoor activity they engage in is 
soccer. This may impact both our envi-
ronment and our society, depending on 
how the older generation adjusts to these 
changes.  

Environmentally, soccer is a mixed 
bag. Lush green turf with nary a weed 
or dandelion in sight often speaks to a 
chemical wasteland of pesticides and her-
bicides. Soccer fields, like golf courses, 
are deceptively lush landscapes whose 
primary “green” characteristics are their 
color. Luckily, like so many other things 
in this state, we often take a lackadaisi-
cal attitude toward our soccer fields and 
some of them have reverted to near wil-
derness status. The other evening, a flock 
of Canada geese were happily ensconced 
at one end of my practice field and they 
continued to defend the goal vocifer-
ously all evening. Soccer fields often are 
built on former industrial lands harshly 
used by industry—there are a large num-
ber of fields with the name Dupont or 
other chemical factories in their address. 
Turning these “brown fields” into green 
fields is a hopeful restoration story. 

Children love grass. They love to 
roll in it (that is why the youngest players 
so happily tumble after every play) and 
they love to observe and pull it up and 
drop it on their heads. There is clearly 
something primal in this behavior. Many 
a soccer game has been lost by a careless 
defender picking dandelions or counting 
clover, oblivious to the ball rolling by 
his or her feet into the goal. The coach 
in me is frustrated by this behavior, but 
the environmentalist in me has hope for 
the next generation. As for the future of 
the environmental movement, at least 
the children are outside getting fresh air, 
untethered from their electrical cords. 
Of course the idealist in me wishes they 
were camping, birding, or just enjoying 
discovering the outdoors on their own 
in imaginative play. But with our youths 
spending more and more time in their 
domestic caves, I will take what I can get.

It is actually the social impact of 
soccer that most intrigues me as a his-
torian. We are basically taking a genera-
tion of youths and socializing them on 
the soccer field. Soccer has had a mixed 
history. While kicking a ball (and occa-
sionally an adversary’s head) around a 
field goes back to the 3rd century BC, 
the sport has often been violent. As early 
1365, King Edward III banned soccer 
in England because of the violence of 
the sport and its fans. The modern rules 

(which bar using heads as balls or goug-
ing an opponent’s eyes) go back to 1815, 
and they made it a much safer sport for 
our children physically, if not always 
mentally. Soccer is the ideal sport for 
kids but not always for the coaches or 
spectators.

As for kids, soccer could have been 
invented by a 6-year-old. Let’s take a 
ball, throw it in the grass, and all run 
around and kick it up the field. No wait-
ing for your at-bat, or for the offense or 
defense to retake the football field. So 
the sport is most widely played by the 
under-10 set. It also requires the serious 
soccer player to be in shape. If physics  
is merely applied math, then soccer 
is merely applied running. The out of 
shape (sadly an increasing number of our 
youth) are ruthlessly weeded out of soccer 
over time, whereas they might enjoy  
longer careers in, say, baseball or bowling. 
So it is healthy for youth.

Its impact on parents is less clear-cut.  
Speaking as a coach and parent, it has 
made “soccer atheists” of us at our local 
church during the soccer season, as 
Sunday games preclude many church 
services. It has also cut into my lawn and 
home repair to such a degree that FEMA 
has offered to loan me a trailer. But per-
haps the biggest challenge lies in the dif-
ferent perspectives enjoyed by the older 
and younger humans on the soccer field.  

Whereas soccer players get great joy 
from kicking a ball with buddies, adults 
(already suspicious of a sport where 1-0 
is a typical score) get more pleasure from 
seeing their child make good plays and 
having the team win games. This has led 
to behavior that at times harks back to 
Edward III’s day. I have seen coaches get 
into fights, teenage referees accosted by 
grandparents, and parents say things to 
other parents that in earlier days would 
have led to duels. All of this at recre-
ational games played by 6- to 10-year-
olds. Parents and coaches may think they 
are doing these antics for the kids, but 
common sense suggests otherwise.

Why do kids play soccer? While 
parents may think it is to win games, get 
into a better school or excel in a physi-
cal activity, fully 65 percent of youths 
list “being with friends” as the primary 
reason they play soccer. That seems like 

a good reason. It is the same reason adults 
go to bars, play poker, or have dinner par-
ties—events that rarely lead to fights. In 
fact, the adult version of youth soccer is 
full of mirages. If we are being realistic,  
half of all teams lose every match.  

The progression of kids who play 
soccer is a pyramid as regards age. The 
millions of kids who play recreational 
soccer must fit into the 40 or fewer slots 
available for soccer in most high schools. 
Less than 6 percent of all players who 
play high school soccer will ever play 
college soccer (and most of these will  
get no scholarship money). Of these  
college players, less than 2 percent will 
play professional soccer. So parents 
watching their 7-year-olds with dreams 
of college scholarships are almost cer-
tainly deluded. They might have better 
odds buying a lottery ticket or starting a 
college fund than they will waiting for 
a scholarship. Or better still, they might 
just enjoy the sport and hope their chil-
dren enjoy it for the likely limited time 
they will be players.

And that is the key to good parent-
ing, coaching, and socializing. The good 
coaches know that even the best skills 
training cannot make every child a soccer  
superstar. But any decent coach should 
be able to teach youths good sportsman-
ship and teamwork. These should be the 
marks of the best coaching. Learning to 
work as part of a team, being a good  
colleague, and winning and losing  
with grace will be far more beneficial to 
our youths’ future than teaching them a 
corner kick or a header. If our soccer  
programs made all our players better  
teammates and our parents better role 
models, then we really would have 
reached our goal.

Mark Madison has coached  
recreational soccer for five years,  
and occasionally he even practices  
what he preaches.

The Big Green Monster: Soccer and Society
Mark Madison
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I employ a runner, and because he’s young, 
I think it’s less likely that they’ll hurt him.

—Ryan Hagerty

I start scoping it out at 8:15 a.m. Jenny 
is my runner. She’s pretty quick and won’t 
take any mess.

—Judy Shepherd

The Potomac-Mecklenburg Garden 
Club’s plant sale is once a year and those 
in attendance are out for blood. Bloodroot, 
that is.

For two years I was up at my defini-
tion of the crack of dawn. Each time I 
showed up at the plant sale, all that was left 
were overturned tables and some torn leaf 
fragments on the ground. The next year I 
decided to make a change. The sale began 
at 9 o’clock sharp, so I arrived at 8:45 
and I was shocked to find that there was 
already a line to the end of the block filled 
with anxious gardeners. I got into line and 
more people fell in quickly behind me. My 
fiancée, Jessie, walked up to join me in line.

“Miss, the end of the line is back 
there,” someone mentioned quickly.

She gave me a hurried glance and kept 
walking past me to the back of the line. This  
was serious business. The McMurran bell 
struck 9 and what followed was a blur. As I 
reached for a healthy fern just inches away, 
it disappeared so fast I wasn’t sure it was 
ever really there. I moved toward a line 
of bluebells; they disappeared like park-
ing spots on German Street on a Saturday 
night. In six minutes it was over. There 
were plants in my hand that had no chance 
for survival on my shady property. I had 
just started grabbing at anything I could 
get. It was a plant frenzy.

The following year I was prepared.  
Up at 7 a.m. to be the first in line, there 
was a steady drizzle keeping most people 
snug in their beds while I was racing into 

town. I thought to myself, “This is crazy. 
What am I doing up this early? I am going 
to be standing in the rain by myself like a 
fool for an hour before anyone gets there.”

I was first in line at 8 a.m. I felt a 
little silly all alone in the rain, until the 
next person in line arrived at 8:07. They 
were followed by a slow but steady line of 
umbrella-carrying plant purchasers. There 
was tangible electricity in the air as Jessie 
and I laid out our strategy for getting to the 
best plants. I was to be the runner, while 
she was to be the spotter and plant guard. 
(We had previously seen groups of plants 
set aside by someone get “mistaken” as 
plants for sale.) First, I was to get several 
plants from the native species section. 
Next, off to get a luscious fern specimen I 
had my eye on, then meet back at a prede-
termined spot on the sideline. Jessie was 
going to snatch up two bee balm plants 
and move directly to the safe zone, assess 
the remaining plants, and give me running 
orders when I returned.

The clock wasn’t finished with its first 
strike of 9 before I was through the gate 
and off to the native plants: bluebells, some 
phlox, a woodland poppy, and an excep-
tional looking twinleaf. I grabbed them 
with a mad fury and made my way toward 
my prize fern. It was gone! Vanished into 
thin air! I had taken too long with the 
natives. As I scanned the remaining ferns 
for a suitable replacement, I heard a kind 
voice whisper, “Were you planning on buy-
ing all those plants?” I looked down to find 
a sweet looking grandmother type with her 
arms outstretched toward my woodland 
poppy. I drew the potted plants close to my 
chest, grabbed the closest fern to me, and 
ran back to our safe zone.

I made it back to Jessie without further 
incident, and she pointed out a seemingly 
undetected row of Solomon’s seal. I let 
out like a bolt of lightening toward them. 
My movement must have been detected, 
because on arrival I was met by yet another 
elderly woman. This one wore a large 
floppy hat and smiled wide as she asked 

me, “Don’t you just love Solomon’s seal?” 
In the time it took to get the sentence out, 
her compatriots had wiped out the entire 
selection of variegated perennials.

“You know, some say there might be a 
problem with me for thinking about dirt as 
much as I do.” She took a long purposeful 
breath and stared into my eyes. “What do 
you think, young man?”

The Potomac-Mecklenburg Garden 
Club (PMGC) was formed over two 
decades ago. They are a fellowship of 
people who share a love of gardening, 
the environment, and the community. For 
the last 15 years, they have been holding 
an annual plant sale the first Saturday in 
May at the Trinity Episcopal Church. The 
sale includes plants mostly from their own 
gardens, with all proceeds to benefit local 
causes and community projects.

A member for 20 years, Charlotte 
Porter talked as we wandered through the 
plants laid out on the ground. Speaking 
on the community work the club does, she 
changes topics mid breath, “Do you like 
Siberian irises? Oh, they have a whole vari-
ety of colors….so pretty. Now, they do like a 
bit of moisture, and if you go to Nova Scotia 
you’ll see fields and fields of them. I guess 
that may be where they get their name, 
because they come from a cold climate.”

There is an overwhelming sense that 
she loves these plants and gets great joy 
from watching others peruse and ask ques-
tions about them.

Local Kim Lowry has been collecting 
plants from the sale for 10 years now. She 
focuses on native shade plants. “They have 
better shade plants here than I can find 
anywhere else, and they are so knowledge-
able about the plants they have.” Lowry 
also admits that she has employed her 
daughter Ksusha as a runner.

Chair of the PMGC, Esther Murphy, 
explains that it takes around 25 people to 
get the sale off the ground, and there is 
always a line of people down the street, 

rain or shine. “We are dirt gardeners, there 
are no white gloves here.”

The group raises around $2,000 a year 
with the event and the money goes to non-
profit organizations in Shepherdstown for 
such purposes as the purchase of gardening 
and environmental-based books for local 
schools, maintenance of the Shepherdstown 
Library planters and rear garden, and work-
ing with the Potomac Valley Audubon 
Society’s environmental education and out-
reach program, just to name a few. When 
speaking with different members of the 
PMGC, each of their faces lit up when they 
talked about helping the community.

Shepherdstonian Elias Jones made 
his first visit to the plant sale this year. 
He arrived at 9:30 am. “Well, I won’t be 
making that mistake again. Next year I’ll 
have to get up much earlier.” Elias’s father 
ran Jones Nursery before the highway 
came through Bardane. “Sometimes I find 
myself unconsciously gardening, dead-
heading old blossoms back, buying bulbs 
I don’t need.” He looks over at a Japanese 
maple. “It’s apparent there was a feeding 
frenzy here, but there are still some really 
nice plants to be had.”

The PMGC plant sale is one of 
those things that makes Shepherdstown 
Shepherdstown. Yes, you might get acciden-
tally bumped away from that hosta you were 
reaching for only to find a sweet old lady 
behind you, and turn back to find the hosta 
gone. But sometimes you have to be seri-
ous about a plant. Plants keep us connected 
to the earth we stand on. Plants make our 
houses homes. Plants bring us solace when 
we are upset and joy when the sun shines.

The charming ladies of the Potomac-
Mecklenburg Garden Club bring us those 
exceptional plants, and I’ll gladly strap on  
a helmet and join the fray to get some.

Todd Cotgreave is the chief operating 
officer at WSHC (89.7 FM), Shepherd 
University’s radio station. He has lived  
in Shepherdstown since 1992.

During the first six months 
of our yearlong anniversary, 
Shepherdstown hosted a service 

of thanksgiving, a cultural diversity  
festival, a radio hour in the style of 
Prairie Home Companion, and an imagi-
native Christmas in Shepherdstown  
festival with a parade and comedy show. 
We attended films and presentations on 
early settlers to the Shenandoah Valley, 
19th-century architecture in Jefferson 
County, the organization of miners in the 
1920s, and the importance of Town Run. 
The town saw ice sculptures on German 

Street and a rare display of George 
Washington’s Masonic apron. We listened 
to choir and orchestral music from local 
churches and our professional orchestra. 
Twenty-five tubas played Christmas  
carols on the steps of McMurran Hall. 
More than 400 local residents placed 
their signatures on a legacy quilt. The 
crowd was led in a chorus of Happy 
Birthday on Earth Day in Morgan’s 
Grove Park. Local notables recounted 
stories of Shepherdstown at the War 
Memorial Building. Portraits of many 
other townspeople were published in 

Hali Taylor’s book, On the Wall. Rumsey 
Rock Porter beer was brewed and Lady 
Shepherd Bohea Tea was blended for the 
occasion. Three trees and a field of 250 
daffodils were planted. An effort was 
begun to make the town more visitable 
for those with disabilities. We have genuine 
United States Postal Service stamps and 
license plates with the 250 logo. Children 
of all ages created wonderful artwork 
celebrating their town.

What will happen in the next six 
months? Go to www.shepherdstown250.
com to find out!

Hey Buddy, Can You Spare a Thyme?
Todd Cotgreave

Members of the Potomac Mecklenburg Garden Club

The Trinity Plant Sale offers something  
for every garden (and gardener!)

Jill Daniel of the Potomac Mecklenburg Garden Club

Ryan and Wyatt Hagerty with 
native plant “Jack in the Pulpit”

Shepherdstown 250th

The First Six Months
Elise Baach

  During the first six months 
(November 2011 to April 2012)
of our yearlong anniversary, 
Shepherdstown hosted a service of 
thanksgiving, a cultural diversity 
festival, a radio hour in the style 
of Prairie Home Companion, 
and an imaginative Christmas 
in Shepherdstown festival with 
a parade and comedy show. We 
attended films and presentations 
on early settlers to the Shenandoah 

Valley, 19th century architecture in 
Jefferson County, the organization 
of miners in the 1920s, and the 
importance of Town Run. The 
town saw ice sculptures on German 
Street and a rare display of George 
Washington’s Masonic apron. 
We listed to choir and orchestral 
music from local churches and our 
professional orchestra. Twenty-five 
tubas played Christmas carols on 
the steps of McMurran Hall. More 

than 400 local residents placed 
their signatures on a legacy quilt. 
The crowd was led in a chorus of 
Happy Birthday on Earth Day in 
Morgan Grove Park. Local notables 
recounted stories of Shepherdstown 
at the War Memorial Building. 
Portraits of many other townspeople 
were published in On the Wall. 
Rumsey Rock Porter beer was 
brewed and Lady Shepherd Bohea 
Tea was blended for the occasion. 

Three trees and a field of 250 
daffodils were planted. An effort 
was begun to make the town more 
visitable for those with disabilities. 
We have genuine United States 
Postal Service stamps and license 
plates with the 250 logo. Children of 
all ages created wonderful artwork 
celebrating their town.
  What will happen in the next six 
months?

Top row, left to right: Ice snowman; Signing the quilt; Ice sculpting, Christmas parade. 
Middle: Tuba concert; Rumsey Rock Porter; 250th merchandise; Easter parade; Hali 
Taylor signing her book. Bottom: Tara Lowe with 250th display; JSB sponsored ice 
sculpture; 250th stamps; “Left of the Bank” speakers Randy Tremba, Jay Hurley and 
Clifford Branson
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In honor of the Shepherdstown 

250th Birthday, the GOOD NEWS 

PAPER thought it would be inter-

esting to learn more about the artist 

who designed the logo for this yearlong 

cycle of remembrance, celebration, and 

imagining. Jeff Roth, the designer of the 

winning logo design, is a Charles Town 

native who describes his journey as an 

artist in terms of being a “lucky guy.”

Born John Frederick Roth IV, but 

quickly nicknamed Jeff by his mom, 

this Shepherd University graduate had 

visions of following a medical career 

like his dentist father. Art caught his 

eye, however, and for those of us who 

have ever questioned the value of those 

required liberal arts courses during the 

freshman year of college, it was the 

class Introduction to Visual Arts that 

turned Jeff ’s head. So he became an art 

major and graduated from Shepherd in 

1975. Like many aspiring artists, house 

painting was an available paycheck, 

and that was his inauspicious entry into 

the world of art.

But Jeff is a lucky guy. Lured 

to Indianapolis, he found himself 

employed as an editor for a trade  

magazine where he decided that he 

could design the page layouts as 

well as anyone else. This worked out 

well for him, and he has essentially 

pursued publication design since that 

first position. After a few years of 

finding himself in this line of work, 

he and his fiancée, Trudy, also of 

Charles Town, opted for a risky move 

to Atlantic City, N.J. Jeff quickly got 

a job with a local newspaper and, as 

luck would have it, eventually wound 

up as art director of the Atlantic City 
Magazine, one of the early city maga-

zines that promote the sights, sounds, 

and flavors of so many urban destina-

tion places now.

The Roths eventually settled in 

Ocean City, N.J. Jeff worked as art 

director for several other magazines and 

Trudy pursued her career as a physical 

therapist. As the 1990s approached, the 

couple realized that their aging parents 

in Charles Town, W.Va., could use their 

support, so they moved back “home.”

Jeff ’s professional life continued 

to develop in a fortunate manner. He 

was art director for publications of the 

National Trust for Preservation and of 

the American Society of Landscape 

Architects,  

both located in Washington, D.C. He 

currently works in Reston, Va., for the 

American Society of Civil Engineers. 

Considering his career trajectory, he 

considers himself a lucky guy.

And he is an artist. Photography is 

his medium; Photoshop and InDesign 

are his tools. The Shepherdstown 250th 

logo contest presented an interesting 

challenge for him. He looked around 

town for the iconic image that would 

represent the heart of the town. In the 

mid-1970s, the Rumsey Monument was 

the iconic representation for this place, 

and since Jeff is a child of that era of 

Shepherdstown and Shepherd College, 

he looked there first. According to 

him, “Rumsey Monument just would 

not fit into any design!” When he looked 

around again, he saw the Shepherdstown 

Public Library which is “situated so 

uniquely” in the center of town.

Armed with photographs of the 

library and his design tools, Jeff got 

to work to create his entry for the 

Shepherdstown 250th logo contest. 

There were few guidelines for this 

competition—just the idea of remember,  
celebrate, imagine. His winning design 

represents the old market and Oddfellows 

building with a hand-created feel—it 

could be watercolor; it could be colored 

pencil; it could be Photoshop. And truly, 

the library has become the iconic rep-

resentation of Shepherdstown in all its 

quirky, interesting, imaginative iterations.

Jeff Roth may be considered a 

lucky man, but he is also a talented, 

hard-working artist who enjoys the 

challenges of his chosen career while 

finding additional venues for his artistic 

endeavors. A current passion for Jeff is 

digitally restoring old photographs that 

may be dim, cracked, and worn. He 

and Trudy also are accomplished musi-

cians, whom you may recognize as The 

Dilettantes when they occasionally visit 

the local open mic nights at the Meck 

and the Clarion. Their children are 

growing quickly, and they will see their 

son off to college in the fall.

So, yes, Jeff Roth is a lucky guy. 

And as with most stories of luck, it 

seems to be a combination of talent, 

skill, perseverance, ingenuity, creativ-

ity, and good old-fashioned hard work.

Thank you, Jeff, for your lovely 

contribution to the 250th anniversary 

celebration of Shepherdstown.

Sarah Soltow continues to find ways 

to keep busy with school, music, art, 

church, and husband…not necessarily 

in that order. 

No one who cooks, cooks alone. Even at 
her most solitary, a cook in the kitchen is 
surrounded by generations of cooks past, 
the advice and menus of cooks present, 
the wisdom of cookbook writers.

—Laurie Colwin

G
randma’s Homemade Chocolate 
Chip Cookies sealed in a plastic 
container and purchased at the 

supermarket were not made by your 
grandma and certainly not in her home. 
Homemade is more than a label meant 
to invoke your nostalgia for grandma’s 
kitchen.

Scratch cooking implies creating 
from the bare essentials: for example, 
cookies made from flour, baking soda, 
salt, butter, eggs, vanilla, and chocolate 
chips. For years now, processed, pre-
packaged meals have crept into cabinets. 
Though revolutionary, Julia Child’s 
Mastering the Art of French Cooking 
initially struggled because her editors did 
not believe the American housewife had 
the patience required to produce a good 
French dish. Child courageously led us 
back into the kitchen to prepare elegant 
meals from their bare essentials, and her 
legacy can lead us back again.

Though preassembled meals occa-
sionally serve a purpose in our hectic 
lifestyles, scratch cooking remains essen-
tial to fulfilling an appetite for discovery 
and extending our family heritage.

Fear of the learning process deters 
most inexperienced cooks from the 
kitchen, so being confident in your 
capacity to learn writes a recipe for  
success. Any experienced chef or 
home cook has burnt, botched, over-
cooked, misread, and spilled something. 
Inexperienced and experienced chefs 
alike must occasionally muster the  
courage to expand their repertoire. Prior 
to enrolling at the Cordon Bleu in Paris, 
Child openly admits in her biography, 
My Life in France, that she was a ter-
rible cook. With a yearning fascination 
to learn, she spent hours in the kitchen 
perfecting her technique, naturally mak-
ing blunders before triumphs. Though an 
incredible cook and teacher, her appetite 
for learning never ceased, as cooking 
promises a lifetime of tasty exploits.

Julia Child spent hours perfecting 
recipes. In recounting perfecting her 
mayonnaise recipe, she recalled making 
so many batches that she was forced to 
flush the excess down the toilet. Many of 
us home cooks will not dedicate entire 
days to creating the perfect sauce. On the 
other hand, we can try more than once if 
the first attempt flops. Because the first 
pan of lasagna burned means that the 
second pan should not be cooked as long. 
Scratch cooking is blueberry muffins, 
macaroni and cheese, cornbread, beef 
stew, and banana cream pie.

Remember that most of us are home 
cooks, not professional chefs. My cook-
ing club’s first attempt at carrot jam 
produced a sticky carrot candy caused 
by our having cooked the jam at a high 
temperature, evaporating all the water. 
On the second try, we accidentally added 
twice the water needed, but boiling jam 
for hours proved that we could make jam 
regardless of small mistakes. Not only 
did we make jam but I gave it to some 
teachers, who loved it.

Stories like those remind me of 
Child’s introduction to Mastering the  
Art of French Cooking. “Cooking is not 
a particularly difficult art, the more you 
cook and learn about cooking, the more 
sense it makes. But like any art it requires 
practice and experience. The most impor-
tant ingredient you can bring to it is the 
love of cooking for its own sake.”

The love of cooking blossoms when 
meals are shared with those we love. For 
many of us, we cherish a family recipe, 
often prepared as a traditional meal for a 
special occasion. Most likely the secret 
ingredient to a family recipe is not written 
on the recipe card; rather it is whispered 
in the kitchen. Meaning, the person with 
the best sauce will most likely share 
secrets while the sauce simmers but will 
wink when asked how she makes her 
sauce so delicious. Over the past few 
years, my grandmother has taught me 
the secret to her Charlotte Russe, which 
I refuse to share with other family mem-
bers, ensuring that I will be invited to 
Christmas dinner forever. Food deeply 
seeds memories; many of us fondly 
reflect on a holiday with memories of 
eating. The teamwork, laughter, learning, 
and love of scratch cooking roots those 

memories deeper  
than meals shared  
by choosing from a 
take-out menu.

To anyone wanting  
to learn, look to any-
one you know who 
cooks, for cooking 
assumes sharing. In 
April, I returned to 
my alma mater for the 
third year to cohost a 
Cooking on a Budget 
workshop, a three-
hour crash course on 
introductory cooking 
and shopping tips 
from two young adults who cook. After 
graduating from college, I realized how 
many recent grads are not equipped to 
make meals from scratch, especially, if 
like me, their last formal cooking class 
(Home Economics) was about 10 years 
prior to living alone. Young children can 
make ants-on-a-log, and teenagers can 
prepare anything from grilled cheese to 
carrot-ginger-tomato soup. One of my 
students from my cooking club passed 
along a note telling me that after two 
years of cooking, she feels confident in 
the kitchen, which has made her “more 
self-sufficient and independent.”

I know that eventually, when she lives 
in her first apartment, she will fill the 
space with savory aromas and sat-

isfy her appetite with delicious, healthy 
dishes. To anyone with children in your 
life reading this article, please teach 
them to cook, regardless of age. Before 
you know, those children will be grown 
up and move away to their own small 
apartment kitchens. Will they make their 
favorite meals you cooked, or will they 
be eating from a box?

A relatively new “gadget” most 
helpful in the kitchen is the Internet. 
Recently, a friend shared that she learned 
to cut leeks from a YouTube video, and I 
have utilized “Cooks Illustrated” videos 
to learn new techniques. You can learn 
how to braise, sear, test for doneness,  
and make fondant by watching cooking  
shows. Any well-written cookbook 
can walk a home cook through basic 
techniques and teach basic knife skills, 
though if you have never been instructed, 

a basic knife skills class is a good  
investment. Once comfortable using  
a knife, the kitchen is your oyster. Not 
sure how to prepare an oyster? Refer to 
any of the above. 

Engineering and technology have 
eased cumbersome procedures; as a 
result, cooking methodology has adapted 
over the decades. While Child pushed to 
publish her book, she asked herself, “Did 
the American public want really nothing 
but speed and magic in the kitchen?” 
That was the 1950s. Ultimately, she 
revived scratch cooking, but we continue 
struggling to pass down basic culinary 
techniques. Making a prepped boxed 
meal as needed does not negate tradi-
tional American cooking, but if we don’t 
practice scratch cooking as well, it will 
remain the knowledge of the older gen-
eration and a few select professionals.

The real secret to grandma’s choco-
late chip cookies is grandma. Passing 
down the art of cooking links your fam-
ily’s past to future generations. Recipes 
passed from generation to generation 
envelop years of love, stories, gatherings  
— a tribute to those who stood in a 
kitchen before you.

Hannah Cohen enjoyed eating those 
chocolate chip cookies. She appreciates 
her aunt for still answering all her cook-
ing emergency calls and especially for 
her zester. 

Jeff Roth Is a Lucky Guy
Sarah Soltow

A Pantry of Memories
By Hannah Cohen

Jeff Roth, designer of the winning 
Shepherdstown 250 logos

An example of Jeff’s current passion: digitally restoring old photographs

The Shepherdstown 250 logo on the 
Shepherdstown quilt
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Those who visit, inhabit, or work 
in Shepherdstown enjoy Town 
Run as it makes its way through 

town on its way to the Potomac. Few 
realize that the picturesque stream had 
a very different role in the town’s past. 
Writing in the Magazine of the Jefferson 
County Historical Society, Gladys 
Hartzell claimed that Town Run “is really 
Shepherdstown’s ‘own excuse for being.’” 
Is this really the case, or is this a myth 
surrounding Town Run, along the lines of 
its never flooding? (It has.)

As an environmental historian, I look 
at past interactions between people and 
the environment. I’ve found it useful to 
apply the tools of the historian to better 
understand Town Run’s past contributions 
to Shepherdstown’s economy as well as 
its current scenic beauty. For one thing, 
Town Run helped funnel people directly 
through the area where Shepherdstown is 
now located. The town is just upstream 
of Pack Horse Ford, an ancient cross-
ing place of the river that had probably 
been in use for thousands of years before 
Mecklenburg was settled. This ford was 
the route for countless settlers moving to 
the south settling the Shenandoah Valley. 
The Shepherdstown topographical map 
shows that Town Run formed a relatively 
easy passage for the settlers to climb up 
from the river between steep cliffs or 
bluffs upstream and downstream.

But there are other considerations 
as well that help us understand Town 
Run’s contributions, especially economic 
ones relating to Town Run as a power 
source. The Historic Shepherdstown 
Commission’s collection includes a fasci-
nating old map. The map is of particular 
interest because it features Town Run and 
several early industries clustered around 
it: a tan yard, gristmills, and a sawmill. 
These were the three most important early 
industries associated with Town Run. 

What roles did they play? An environ-
mental historian might argue that sawmills 
established a beachhead in the wilderness, 
supplying settlements with lumber to build 
houses and businesses—at the expense of 
the forest, of course. Tanneries were like 
garbage dumps, playing an important if 
low-tech and undesirable role. Gristmills 
were the anchor stores in the malls of yes-
teryear. More about this below.

The sawmill was probably the oldest 
industry to harness the run. According to 
the third volume of See Shepherd’s Town, 
issued in 1996, Shepherd’s sawmill was 
built some time before 1776 and was 
still operating in 1889. We would expect 
sawmills to appear very early in an area’s 
settlement, even before gristmills. The 
sawmills would also be located in or 
near the source of its raw materials, the 
forest. As the population increases, we 
would expect to see a decline of sawmills 
and a rise in the number of gristmills. 
Shepherd’s sawmill was at the vanguard of 
Shepherdstown’s settlement, and certainly 
was a key part of its construction.

We know more about tanneries in 
Shepherdstown. Tanning had not changed 
much over centuries. One description 
of tanning practices noted, “It was nasty 
work. A tannery drew water from a nearby 
stream, and channeled and pumped it into 
dozens of sunken vats. There were sweat 
vats, where rotting was used to loosen 
hair; lime vats, in which calcium carbonate 
loosened the hair; there was bate––made of 
poultry dung, salt, potash, and water––to 
remove lime; leach, an ooze of bark chips 
and water; and handler, a small vat filled 
with ooze in which the hides were stirred. 
Finally, there were the tan vats themselves, 
the biggest, in which 
layers of hides were 
tanned over time. 
There were also vats 
for dyeing, and vats 
where otherwise useless 
scraps of hide would be 
allowed to decompose: 
the resultant mixture 
could be boiled down 
to make glue, essen-
tial to woodworking. 
The runoff and sludge 
sent downstream from 
all these operations 
contained blue vitriol, 
Glauber’s Salt, and sul-
phuric acid.”

There were at least three such tan-
neries in Shepherdstown, and the stream 
that would have been used to dispose 
of all those pollutants is the subject of 
this article: Town Run. So I’m afraid we 
need to add “toxic waste disposal” to 
the list of Town Run’s contributions to 
Shepherdstown’s early economy. Another 
service provided by Town Run to tanners 
was to power their bark mills.

We know by far the most about the 
gristmills in town, in particular Shepherd’s 
mill, built sometime between 1734 and 
1739. The mill helped make Thomas 
Shepherd a wealthy man, and produced 
valuable flour. It also contributed to 
Shepherdstown’s prosperity. How did this 
come about? It seems that a phenomenon 
known as “urban agglomeration” develops 
around gristmills. As William Langhorne 
puts it, “Other industries (blacksmiths, 
cobblers, etc.) develop to take advantage 
of the market resulting from people com-
ing in to process grain at the mill.” In 
other words, gristmills were the anchor 
stores of yesteryear. Instead of an Orange 
Julius ready to serve thirsty shoppers 
sprouting up around a JC Penney, you had 
blacksmith shops and taverns, millineries, 
grocery stores, stationery stores, insurance 
agents, and notaries.

By 1889, it seemed as if Town Run 
had actually done all it could to power 
Shepherdstown’s economy. The gristmill 
had been put up for sale, and Town Run 
was lined with remnants of abandoned 
mills. But instead of closing up shop, 
Shepherd’s gristmill survived another sev-
eral decades thanks to new technology.

New grain milling techniques of the 
era involved installing roller machines, 

which took up less space than grindstones 
and produced higher quality flour. The 
biggest problem with using the rollers was 
that they required more power, meaning 
that smaller mills on country streams were 
unable to compete, at least not initially. 
Mills that were able to do so increased 
their power by using steam, by using 
water turbines instead of a mill wheel, 
or by using large, highly efficient iron or 
steel water wheels.

After A.S. Reynolds purchased the 
Shepherd gristmill in 1891, he pursued 
the last route, installing a Fitz overshot 
mill wheel and using it to power new 
roller machines. The wheel was carefully 
engineered to take into consideration local 
conditions, water supply, and hydraulic 
principles. Through this new technology, 
Town Run was kept harnessed for four 
more decades, with the gristmill produc-
ing up to 35 barrels of flour per day. Thus 
the new mill wheel allowed Town Run to 
continue to power the flour milling indus-
try long after it was no longer harnessed 
for other power needs. The mill continued 
to operate until 1939.

In view of all this history, was Town 
Run Shepherdstown’s “own excuse for 
being?” My answer has to be: not entirely. 
But it has played a crucial role in shap-
ing the town. Historically, the role of the 
Falling Spring Branch of the Potomac 
River (Town Run’s more formal name) 
has shifted from helping funnel immi-
grants through the area to powering tech-
nologies that fed and supplied its populace 
and then attracted further commerce that 
helped make Shepherdstown prosper. 
For a while—actually for a surprisingly 
long time—it was indeed the economic 

heartbeat of Shepherdstown. 
But as Shepherdstown’s 
role within the human web 
of immigration and trade 
has shifted, the Town Run’s 
role has changed too, now 
limited to providing a scenic 
backdrop as it meanders 
through town before  
plunging to the Potomac.

Dr. Keith D. Alexander is 
director of archives at the 
Robert C. Byrd Center for 
Legislative Studies and the 
coordinator of Shepherd 
University’s Historic 
Preservation Program. 

Town Run: Economic HEaRTbEaT  
of EaRly SHEpHERdSTown

Keith Alexander

The Shepherdstown water wheel

Town Run as it flows through backyards and alleys near New Street
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Some people seem to know where 
they are going right from child-
hood. Some depend on others to 

tell them what route to take along the way 
to adulthood. And some people have no 
plan at all, simply ending up in a place 
that fits as they develop into grownups. 
Another category is those who think they 
know exactly where they are headed, but 
discover their true calling somewhere later 
in the process of growing up. For this lat-
ter group, the path can seem bumpy and 
erratic until they finally make it to a place 
of equilibrium.

Dr. Dave Didden is the kind of person 
who was certain of the path he was going 
to follow. By the time he had progressed 
from Shepherdstown Elementary School, 
Shepherdstown Middle School, and 
graduated from Jefferson High School, 
Didden was intent on becoming a fighter 
pilot and astronaut. His plan of action 
was to receive the best training possible 
at the United States Air Force Academy 
and, ultimately, serve and defend his 
country. Greg and Margaret Didden, the 
future pilot’s parents, supported this well-
thought-out blueprint for success.

He excelled from the very beginning 
according to many standards but some of 
the experience was painful. Didden flew 
gliders and sailplanes, achieved honors 
in academic and military subjects, and 
played basketball with a college intramu-
ral team. Perhaps it was the unfortunate 
head injury, resulting from a basketball 
game during his third year, when suddenly 
Didden found himself in the first of a 
series of quandaries. He was beginning to 
doubt his strongly held belief in a military 
career, and his desire to engage in warfare 
was wavering. “I was in the Air Corps but 
found myself more inclined to the Peace 
Corps,” he explained in describing the 
junior-year epiphany. The accident was 
actually a traumatic brain injury resulting 
in temporary loss of memory and a period 
of depression not unusual in this kind of 
severe insult to the brain.

Although Didden was literally and 
figuratively shaken, he was not yet ready 
to veer from his chosen path. His school-
ing continued and he graduated with a 
Mechanical Sciences degree, finishing as 
a Distinguished Graduate of the Academy. 
Next he went on to graduate school at the 
University of Maryland, School of Public 
Affairs, concentrating in National Security 
Studies. One day while in the classroom, 
the astute questioning student listened 

to a lecture on calculating the radius of 
the “kill zone” and experienced a second 
moment of intense self-discovery. The dis-
sonance between the concepts of killing 
and helping caused a jolt that led to great 
discomfort. A summer internship at the 
Pentagon with the Secretary of Defense 
looking at the ever-changing, potentially 
explosive relations between the United 
States and Russia brought that discovery 
into an even sharper focus. Didden called 
it “perestroika on a personal level.” A 
realization of the destructive nature of 
warfare and his potential role in that sce-
nario brought about an existential crisis. 
“I knew that I had to make peace with 
myself or my whole life would be unau-
thentic,” he reflected.

But Didden managed temporarily 
to brush aside the impending decision 
and began a new life in Dayton, Ohio, 
working as a mechanical engineer for the 
Air Force. He was fulfilling his military 
obligation, playing more basketball, and 
beginning a lifelong relationship with 
Kate, also career Air Force, whom he 
later married. All appeared to be mov-
ing in the right direction when Operation 
Desert Storm became the news of the 
day. Every minute, Didden was aware of 
the implications this latest war had on the 
lives of Americans serving their country. 
Television footage of smart bombs and 
burning soldiers haunted him, and his 
discomfort grew exponentially. Finally, 
his doubts could no longer be held at bay. 
Dave Didden explained, “I prayed for an 
answer and came to understand that there 
was a way to resolve the dissonance that 
had been gnawing at me.”

Second Lieutenant Didden learned 
that claiming Conscientious Objector 
status could be the answer to making 
the change that now was inevitable. He 
researched the topic, asked many ques-
tions, and contacted the American Friends 
Service Committee, a Quaker organiza-
tion devoted to providing nonviolent 
alternatives to military service. Ultimately, 
Didden retained an attorney who helped 
in the process of leaving the military 
career he had chosen as a youngster. 
The decision felt right, and in 1992, he 
was honorably discharged. Upon Kate’s 
advice, the now unemployed 26-year-old 
decided to volunteer at a Dayton hospital 
and with the Big Brothers Big Sisters of 
America during the day while taking pre-
med classes at night. Becoming a doctor 
and helping to heal others made complete 

sense, so the two Diddens embarked on 
the next phase of their journey.

After much dialogue with his wife, 
supportive discussion with parents, soul 
searching with friends, and therapeutic 
intervention to help in this transition time, 
Didden applied and was accepted to the 
University of Virginia Medical School in 
Charlottesville. A less objective but very 
powerful influence was also in play. He 
was learning to “let go” of once tightly 
held convictions and past wounds without 
feeling anxious. Didden calls this trusting 
in a higher essence part of “the Divine 
Mystery.” His strong spiritual connec-
tion had always been important but when 
encountering these life-changing deci-
sions, he felt even more drawn to prayer 
and contemplation. Four years in medical 
school and a three-year residency in family 
medicine convinced Kate and Dave Didden 
to remain in the area where the new doctor 
joined a private practice with some of his 
professors in Orange, Virginia.

Several years later, the healing jour-
ney was about to take another curve in 
the road. Dr. Didden, along with other 
members of his church, made a trip to 
Haiti in 2003. This ten-day, eye-opening 
visit to assist Haitian health care providers 
was a reminder that when things don’t feel 
right, a personal change is often required. 
He had begun to believe that for-profit 
medicine was not where he belonged and 
that he could accomplish more by help-
ing to treat people needing accessible, 
low- or no-cost medicine. His family, 
now including three children, moved to 
Shepherdstown and Didden began his 
work at the Martinsburg Shenandoah 
Health Center, a nonprofit federally quali-
fied health center.

Seven years of seeing patients and 
working in the traditional “commodity-
based” system of dispensing healthcare 
caused Didden to decide that he could 
do better. He knew he wanted to interact 
with clients as a health care consultant or 
coach, establishing relationship-centered 
care not doctor-driven prescription care. 
The philosophical core is not to simply 
seek the absence of sickness but to create 
a state of wellbeing where clients become 
active in making choices about their own 
health. The bidirectional or interactive 
nature of this model requires that people 
be empowered to recognize that they 
are their own best physician making the 
healthiest decisions for themselves, in 
conjunction with a doctor and the myriad 
of electronic information available.

Dr. Didden’s Wellbeing Health 
Development Practice, the most recent 
incarnation of the healing journey, is 
located at 213 W. Washington Street in 
Shepherdstown. New clients will find 
themselves engaged by this enthusiastic, 
blue-eyed idealist pocketing a stethoscope 
but no lab coat or tie. “Instead of Web MD, 
they will find Dave MD,” he said laugh-
ingly. In addition to the practice, Didden 
continues to treat male offenders at the 
Maryland Correctional Institution Clinic in 
Hagerstown. The public is invited to join 
him on June 23 at Morgan’s Grove Park for 
the second “Health Care Jam,” a community 
event with nutritious food, lively music, and 
a healthy exchange of ideas about revolu-
tionizing the current health delivery model.

Wendy Sykes Mopsik is a retired 
mental health counselor who resides in 
Shepherdstown with her husband, Stan. 
She treasures her role as a contributor to 
the GOOD NEWS PAPER.

Jefferson High Graduates: Where Are They Now?
The Healing Journey of Dr. Dave

Wendy Mopsik
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Dr. Dave Didden explains his ideas 
of health care: the emphasis and 
time are spent on the doctor- 
to-client relationship.

Stephanie Unger and Todd Coyle from Earth Vibe 
Productions and Events speak with Dr. Dave Didden 
about the June 23 Health Care Jam to be held at  
Morgan’s Grove.
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There are probably not many indi-
viduals whose resume includes 
flying trapeze training alongside 

Naam Yoga practice and teaching, travels 
to all of the United States, Nepal, Tibet, 
China, and Kenya, skills as an artist, and 
extensive holistic health training. Diana 
Brubaker, resident of Shepherdstown 
since 2010, can claim all of these expe-
riences and more. Mother to an active 
3-year-old son, Mazi, wife of 16 years 
to Matthew Patterson, Brubaker juggles 
volunteering with the Caring Cupboard 
program through St. Peter’s Lutheran 
Church, substitute Naam Yoga instruc-
tion at Harmony Healing Arts Center and 
Jala Yoga, and writing a Facebook page 
called “Cook Mantras.” She is planning 
to reopen a holistic counseling practice 
and formulating a new cookbook. Family, 
service, holistic healing, travel, creative 
expression, and healthy living are values 
that guide Brubaker’s many pursuits.

Brubaker’s initial degree, from 
Eastern Kentucky University, was in 
recreational therapy with a background 
in psychology. Her additional training in 
holistic health practices includes certifica-
tion as a Nationally Certified Therapist in 
Massage and Bodywork, and experience 
with craniosacral therapy, deep tissue 
rehabilitation massage, myofacial release 
technique, and SomatoEmotional release, 
all of which she used in her private prac-
tice, until 2007, when she took time off to 
prepare for the adoption of her son, Mazi.

“I taught people how to live their 
life in a different way; how to shift their 
perception. In a severe case, you take 
someone with a stroke or ailment, and 

they can no longer 
do things they once 
enjoyed. It [Brubaker’s 
practice] was all about 
problem-solving, about 
how to help people 
find joy.”

Resulting from 
her “own journey of 
spirituality and search-
ing,” Brubaker “started 
teaching meditation  
as a side to all of my 
clients.” She also studied  
nutrition at the Institute 
of Integrative Nutrition 
in New York so she 

could counsel her clients from an addi-
tional perspective. Brubaker describes 
her training at the Institute of Integrative 
Nutrition as a total holistic approach 
to living. One of the evaluation tools 
she uses from her studies is a “wagon 
wheel” that reviews all areas of a client’s 
life: “home, career, spirituality, food” 
and assesses satisfaction in those areas. 
Brubaker finds this approach helpful when 
evaluating a client’s needs, “I just meet 
the client where he/she is. I use the tools 
I was trained to use. I’ve had a lot of 
teachers, including my clients.”

One of Brubaker’s teachers was 
Gurunam Joseph Michael Levry. She 
studied with Levry after meeting him 
“when I was going to school for nutrition. 
He came in to do a piece about healing 
our hearts and I said, ‘This is the teacher.’ 
There are some things you just know, and 
this was one of them.”

Naam Yoga combines Universal 
Kabbalah with Kundalini Yoga and was 
developed by Levry. Kundalini was 
developed by Guru Nanak Sahib, the 
First Nanak, the founder of Sikhism. In 
Brubaker’s words, “It was created to help 
lay people attain divine states in a daily 
practice.”

Naam Yoga involves “chant during 
movement; the effect of sound as a vibra-
tional current is meant to infuse every 
nook and cranny of your being with the 
power of God, the power of Naam, the 
power of Oneness,” she states.

A Kundalini Community, 3HO 
Foundation, gave Brubaker a Sikh 
spiritual name: Prabhu Terath Kaur, the 
Princess/Lioness of God who finds deep 

satisfaction and fulfillment through 
meditating on God’s holy Name, and who 
has the capacity and the consciousness to 
create a sacred space, where anyone and 
everyone can come to be uplifted.

After moving to Shepherdstown, 
Brubaker connected with Judy Jenner, 
the owner of Harmony Healing Arts 
Center. “In living a life of service, it is 
all about reaching out and sharing, you 
know, whatever it is, from the heart; it’s 
about connecting with people. When we 
moved here, I literally just called, and 
Judy, the owner there, embraced having 
me there. She asked me to start by teach-
ing a class for the teachers.”

Brubaker is currently subbing for both 
Harmony Healing Arts Center and Jala 
Yoga, and she taught a Saturday morning 
Naam Yoga class at Harmony in fall 2011.

Brubaker’s work is featured in 
another Shepherdstown venue. Her self-
published children’s book, Reach With 
Your Heart, can be purchased through 
Four Seasons Books and is also available 
on Amazon. Written for young children, 
the story is Brubaker’s way of teaching 
her son, Mazi, about how to connect with 
others with a loving heart, “The book is 
my love letter to Mazi.”

Complete with lovely photographs 
of her family, Brubaker’s gentle story is a 
voice of a mother teaching her young son 
how to celebrate and embrace differences 
and how to send love to those who are 
themselves struggling with this important 
lesson. Brubaker intended the book for 
Mazi but was encouraged to self-publish 
by her editor friend, Ba Rhea. “I’m fas-
cinated and wondering how a child see-
ing a book with him in it, that his mom 
has written, how that will influence him 
growing up. He reads it; he’ll say ‘Hey 
Mommy, reach from your heart’!”

Another experience Brubaker hopes 
to share with her son is the love of and 
learning through travel. When she and 
Patterson travel, they like to “experience 
the local way of living.” They used a 
company called Gap Adventures in their 
travels to Tibet. “It was very nice to have 
a company like that. With Tibet, there is 
additional political knowhow and paper-
work that has to happen to get you in and 
out of certain places.”

She and Patterson hired a guide 
to help navigate their tour of Kenya. 

Brubaker dreamed of going to the Masai 
Mara National Reserve for as long as 
she could remember and states that the 
beautiful wildlife sanctuary is her idea of 
heaven. She says she travels, “to expand 
your being. Just to expand your compas-
sion, your knowledge, your limits and 
abilities. It really shows you a lot about 
who other people are and who you are. 
You can’t help but grow when you travel, 
you don’t have a choice. There’s just 
nothing like it.” She is eager to share the 
spirit of adventure with Mazi. “There is 
nothing that is not exciting to him; every-
thing is exciting and fun.”

Besides traveling, Brubaker enjoys 
pottery and painting. She creates abstract 
paintings by massaging the canvas with 
her hands, “It’s normally just inspiration. 
I’ll find a vibration and paint based on 
that vibration.”

She combines her love of healthy, 
vegetarian, gluten-free cooking and 
meditation on her Facebook site, “Cook 
Mantras,” where she posts recipes with an 
accompanying mantra. The idea behind 
“Cook Mantras” is that the cook’s energy 
flows into the food during preparation. 
Brubaker experimented using particular 
mantras when cooking, then asked her 
husband to describe the feeling of the 
food. “It was always the intent of what 
the mantra was for, and I found that so 
fascinating. It’s sort of like ingesting your 
prayers.” Her Facebook page can be found 
using the search cook2mantras@yahoo.
com, and she welcomes new members.

Brubaker views life “as a big play-
ground. It’s about having enthusiasm for 
living and breathing and not being afraid 
to try something. It’s about having a heart 
of compassion to reach out and connect 
with someone who is different from you.”

Brubaker is planning to reopen her 
practice as a holistic health counselor, pro-
viding lifestyle counseling and therapeutic 
massage, stating she will take clients on a 
case-by-case basis. Prospective clients can 
contact her at cook2mantras@yahoo.com.

Pam Mathison-Levitt met Diana 
Brubaker through a yoga class at the 
Harmony Healing Arts Center and reads 
Reach with Your Heart with her two-year-
old daughter, Valerie.

A Holistic Life Journey with Diana Brubaker: 
“The World Is A Big Playground”

Pam Mathison-Levitt

Diana Brubaker with husband, Matthew Patterson, and son, Mazi
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The James Rumsey 
story is usually told 
from his point of 

view. But behind Rumsey 
were a wife, two daughters, 
and deaf son, whose suffer-
ing we can only imagine. 
Sinking into debt with him, 
when he tried to get his 
steamboat working; put 
under the care of his brother-
in-law Charles Morrow, 
when Rumsey sailed off 
to England; enduring four 
years of his absence and 
then enduring both Charles 
Morrow’s and Rumsey’s 
deaths; they were left with 
nothing. But somehow they got on with 
their lives. The girls grew and married. 
Sometime around 1800 they, Rumsey’s 
deaf son James Jr., James’s brothers 
Edward and Charles Rumsey, and all their 
families moved to Kentucky, which granted 
greener pastures and modest prosperity.

The daughters’ families settled near 
Bowling Green, Edward’s family with 
James’s son settled near Hopkinsville, 
Charles went to Lewis County. None was 
more than a day’s ride from a river, and 
in Kentucky, rivers were the best roads. 
In 1811 there was a steamboat on the 
Mississippi, and after a dozen years these 
families would have seen steamboats, rid-
den steamboats, delivered their crops to a 
steamboat, and would always be reminded 
of James Rumsey when they did. If that was 
not painful enough, there was also James Jr. 
Anyone who was deaf would have a difficult 
life on the frontier, and by 1830 James Jr. 
was very poor and getting too old for hard 
labor. The family decided to ask Congress 
for something for his relief, in recognition 
of his father’s work. Such “memorials,” 
often for impoverished veterans, were very 
common in congressional business. A law-
yer, James Johnson from Baltimore, was 
engaged to argue for it in 1835.

Johnson collected documents from wit-
nesses in Maryland and Shepherdstown, 
like Nicholas Orrick and Henry Bedinger, 
who had known Rumsey. But these 
last living witnesses were old when 
they made their statements, and their 
memories sometimes strayed from the 
facts. Orrick recalled Rumsey had run 
his steamboat in 1784; Rumsey himself 
had announced only starting it in 1785. 
Bedinger recalled John Fitch sneaking 
around Shepherdstown, spying on Rumsey 
as he built his boat; Fitch’s espionage 
actually came later during their pat-
ent dispute, after their steamboats were 
built. Another witness thought Fulton 

had stolen Rumsey’s ideas, 
simply because he once 
owned a Rumsey letter that 
mentioned Fulton’s name. 

After 50 years, Shepherdstown had made 
Rumsey a hero genius who had a steamboat 
running in 1783, and who died poor and 
unknown, his invention stolen by villains. 
Reliable or not, it was powerful testimony 
and Johnson used it. If he heard anything of 
Rumsey’s myriad other ideas, his inventions 
patented in England, his water turbines built 
in Pennsylvania by the Rumseian Society, it 
wasn’t important to his case.

A Kentucky congressman intro-
duced the memorial in March 1836.  
After months of committee discussion  
and changes, it had a House vote on 
February 6, 1837, and was approved:

…That the President be…
requested to present to James 
Rumsey, Jr., the son and only 
surviving child of James Rumsey, 
deceased, a suitable gold medal, 
commemorative of his father’s 
services and high agency in giv-
ing to the world the benefits of 
the steamboat.

The witnesses’ statements had 
accused Fitch and Fulton of theft, but the 
memorial itself had not. Inoffensive, it 
could possibly have passed the Senate. A 
medal was cheap enough. But Johnson 
wanted more and stopped the process. 
In 1840 he had another bill introduced. 
This bluntly asked for 3,400 acres of land 
for the Rumsey heirs. Less appealing, it 
trudged around the House for years until 
1846 when a committee finally rejected it, 
saying a grateful country couldn’t afford 
to pay every deserving citizen. Likely 
poor James Jr. had died by then, anyway. 
The living memorialists gave up.

A few years later, in 1849, Alexander 
Boteler, Princeton belles lettres graduate 
and Shepherdstown gentleman farmer, 
was ailing in bed when he suddenly took 
an interest in the memorial. He had his 

wife write Congressman Henry Bedinger 
(nephew of Henry the elder) asking for 
the records of it. She added, “I believe he 
has gone crazy upon this subject.”

Crazy or not, Boteler began collecting 
Rumsey documents. Enduring financial 
disaster and the Civil War, he would write 
letters, articles, and a partial genealogy. If 
he had researched more widely, he might 
have noticed that the Harpers Ferry Armory 
had just lately, in 1846, installed a water tur-
bine very much like the ones the Rumseian 
Society had built in 1791. Reinvented in 
France in 1830, turbines worked better on 
the high-water-prone Potomac than overshot 
water wheels did; something Rumsey had 
realized. But Boteler followed the lead of 
the memorialists.

The elder Henry Bedinger had said 
in 1836 that he would contribute to “a 
snug little monument lately proposed” for 
Rumsey. Boteler found the perfect snug 
little site at the railroad quarry overlooking 
the river. He negotiated with Norfolk and 
Western and got an agreement. But he died 
in 1892, before anything else was done. 
His trove of Rumsey documents went to his 
daughter, Helen Boteler Pendleton.

George Belzhoover took over 
from Boteler. In the Battle of Blair 
Mountain trial, in Charles Town in 1921, 
Belzhoover would prosecute over 900 
striking coalminers for treason and ask 
the death penalty. But before this, he 
made a similarly overreaching legal case 
in his 1900 James Rumsey the Inventor 
of the Steamboat. Using the 1836 state-
ments, Boteler’s archive, local tradition, 
and anything else handy to beat a path to 
its object, the pamphlet was contradic-
tory, error ridden, and no doubt dandy for 
fund raising. He recreated the Rumseian 
Society in 1906, (spelling it Rumseyan) 
and this dynamic civic organization would 
finish the monument and park by 1915. 
If his pamphlet and his text there on the 
bronze plaque are more legalistic than 
correct, well, without him there would be 
no monument.

Shepherd English professor Ella May 
Turner grew up near Shepherdstown, and 
always had an interest in Rumsey. Likely 
some years before she was the first presi-
dent of the Jefferson County Historical 
Society in 1927, she began working on 
her James Rumsey book, James Rumsey: 
Pioneer in Steam Navigation.

Former students have described 
Turner as vague and distracted. A 
false front; Turner was sharp as a tack. 
Research then required travel, writing 
letters and more letters, asking for con-
nections, citations, references, asking a 
stranger to dig in an archive, and asking 

for transcripts, 
but she did it. She 
doggedly tracked 
down her sources, 
even the letters of 
Boulton and Watt 
in England. She 
finally sorted out 
Rumsey fables 
from facts, bring-
ing to light a much 
more complex 
story than the 
tragic-but-simple one of the memorial-
ists. If it still was mostly concerned with 
Rumsey’s steamboats, well, the steamboat 
question was what had been asked since 
1836, if not 1787. And it still is.

After Turner’s book was published in 
1930 we see something of Helen Boteler 
Pendleton. Turner had used her father’s 
collection, and judging from Pendleton’s 
scrapbook (now at Shepherd), publica-
tion of Turner’s book gave her a burst of 
energy. Clippings of her letters to news-
papers, articles, and even a Rumsey poem 
are pasted into it.

She lived in what is now the Catholic 
Church’s parish house. Knowing it had 
been built in 1851 on the site of Rumsey’s 
cabin, she called it Rumsey House. In the 
early 1930s she opened its doors—and her 
collection—to the public, keeping a regis-
ter for visitors. Children’s scrawls, names 
of student groups and families are all lov-
ingly preserved. It would be nice to think 
that Turner’s history of James Rumsey’s 
tragic life gave Helen Boteler Pendleton a 
happier one.

As to the Rumseian Society, it has 
left the 18th century and has a website, 
jamesrumsey.org.

Dulcimer maker Nick Blanton is president of 
Shepherdstown’s Rumseian Society.  
This article summarizes a presentation he 
made at the Entler Hotel on March 29, which 
was part of a speaker series sponsored by 
the Historic Shepherdstown Commission 
(HSC) and Museum commemorating the 
town’s 250th anniversary. Further information 
on the series: http://historicshepherdstown.com.

Stubborn Advocates: How Shepherdstown  
Came to Carry a Torch for James Rumsey

Nicholas Blanton

From a display set out by the Shepherdstown 
Fruit Growers’ Association at a celebration at 
the Martinsburg Airport in 1939. The water in 
the display went around and around, propelling 
the little steamboat.

The Rumsey Brand 
West Virginia Apples 
label 
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Ella May Turner’s book on 
James Rumsey

The bronze plaque at the base 
of the Rumsey Monument
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In December 2011, the Jefferson County 
Historic Landmarks Commission 
announced that it had purchased the 

Shepherdstown Cement Mill and its sur-
rounding land and riverfront, one of the 
county’s most significant historic sites. 
Bringing it into public ownership is a won-
derful way to begin Shepherdstown’s 250th 
anniversary celebration and prepare for the 
September bicentennial commemoration of 
the Battle of Shepherdstown. In time, the 
property will provide public access to the 
Potomac River for recreational purposes and 
allow the mill’s history, events of a key Civil 
War battle, and the Virginia entrance of a 
major colonial transportation route to be 
interpreted, so visitors can learn more about 
the site’s fascinating past.

The property, about a mile southeast 
of Shepherdstown, covers 18 acres, with 
2,000 feet of Potomac River frontage, 
and includes the intersection of Trough 
and River roads. On both sides of River 
Road, the site contains the ruins of the 
1829 Boteler Cement Mill structures 
and stone quarry cuts. The Landmarks 
Commission has always considered the 
cement mill property one of the county’s 
premiere industrial sites but was never 
been able to convince its prior owner, 
Mr. Harry Blunt III, a direct descendant 
of the last mill operator and manager, to 
allow the site to be accessed and inter-
preted. Our hope is to celebrate all of the 
site’s historic uses.

The Shepherdstown Cement Mill 
has had many names: Potomac Mill; 

Shepherdstown Potomac Cement Mill; 
Boteler and Reynolds Mill; and the 
Potomac Mills, Mining, and Manufacturing 
Company. Starting operations in the late 
1820s, the mill operated as a combined 
grist and cement mill, but transitioned to 
milling only cement as construction of 
the Chesapeake & Ohio Canal began, and 
demand for cement increased. Mill struc-
tures include the ruins of the mill, six kilns 
on the bank of the river, a large kiln south of 
River Road, remnants of an office building, 
and a large stone river wall. What is miss-
ing is the crib dam that crossed the river to 
divert water into and through the millraces. 
The mill’s primary product was hydraulic 
cement made from stone quarried at the 
site. Shepherdstown cement was considered 
“of the highest quality.” For the years 1829 
until 1837, the Shepherdstown Mill was 
the primary and preferred supplier to the 
C&O Canal. In addition to the C&O Canal, 
Shepherdstown cement was used on numer-
ous projects in Washington, D.C.

As with any business in operation 
for 75 years, there were good times and 
bad. Floods, maintenance of costly equip-
ment, cheaper and better cement, lack of 
transportation alternatives all led to the 
Shepherdstown Cement Mill closing for 
the last time in 1901.

The entrance to Trough Road is little 
changed from how it looked in the 1700s. 
Colonial settlers and the southern-migrating 
Germans and Scots-Irish into Virginia 
and the Carolinas would have known the 
Philadelphia Wagon Road that crossed the 
broad and shallow Potomac River at Pack 
Horse Ford. These early settlers, 1715–1750, 
followed Indian trails, the Great Warriors 
Path, which became the Wagon Road and 
was the principal transportation highway 
south, running from Pennsylvania to Georgia.

Before a ferry at Shepherdstown 
was authorized by the Virginia General 
Assembly in 1755, travel-
ers crossed the Potomac 
River from Maryland into 
Virginia at Trough Road. 
The importance of the ford 
is commemorated annually 
with the Pack Horse Ford 
River Crossing every fall.

The property has a 
rich Civil War history. The 
cement mill and crib dam 
were at the center of the 
last battle of the Maryland 
Campaign. The Battle of 
Shepherdstown was fought 

on September 19 and 20, 1862, and was 
one of the reasons General Robert E. 
Lee ended his campaign and withdrew 
into the Shenandoah Valley. The bridge 
at Shepherdstown had been burned, so 
Confederate and Union soldiers once 
again crossed the Potomac River at Pack 
Horse Ford, also called Boteler’s Ford. 
The Confederate Army retreated from 
Antietam, crossing the river at the ford 
and up Trough Road. The attacking Union 
soldiers crossed and recrossed the river, 
occasionally taking cover in and among the 
mill buildings, kilns, and crib dam. Some 
of the kilns on the river still show damage 
from Union artillery shells sustained dur-
ing the battle.

The Shepherdstown Cement Mill was 
burned and heavily damaged during the Civil 
War. It was not repaired and did not start pro-
ducing cement again until 1867. The Battle 
of Shepherdstown was of such importance 
that the National Park Service (NPS) is now 
studying the area to determine if it should 
create an entirely new park to preserve the 
ground and interpret the battle.

So what is next for the cement mill 
property? Now that the land is publicly 
owned, when will it be available for public 
use? The Landmarks Commission plans 
to donate the property to the NPS as 
soon as the specifics of a transfer can be 
arranged, which may take up to two years. 
A land donation to the NPS is compli-
cated because the mill site is not within a 
designated park boundary and authorized 
additions to an existing National Park often 
require congressional action.

While the Federal government devel-
ops its plan of action, the Landmarks 
Commission is meeting with adjacent prop-
erty owners to clarify the property boundar-
ies. There has been no recorded survey of 
the site in over 100 years, and there are some 
disputed areas along the perimeter. Once 

these questions are settled, a conservation 
easement will be placed on the property to 
ensure that it remains protected in perpetu-
ity and developed only under NPS guide-
lines for battlefields.

Also under way is a National Register 
of Historic Places nomination. The history 
of the Shepherdstown Cement Mill is rich 
and should be recognized and celebrated 
nationally, so the Landmarks Commission 
has started the process to add the site to the 
National Register. Ultimately, the commis-
sion hopes the site will be deeded to the 
Antietam National Battlefield Park so the 
costs of preservation, access, management, 
interpretation, safety, and security would be 
borne by the federal government.

Site cleanup began in February, 
with the help of volunteers from the 
Shepherdstown Battlefield Preservation 
Association. This included removing tons of 
trash, dead and downed trees, and removing 
vegetation from in and around the remain-
ing stone foundations, walls, and kilns. 
Additional work will continue as funds 
become available. Other improvement proj-
ects include fencing around ruins for visitor 
safety and site protection, signage, and cre-
ation of trails along the river. We hope the 
community will support our efforts to main-
tain and improve the site until it is trans-
ferred to the NPS. The commission looks 
forward to the day when the Shepherdstown 
Cement Mill will again be a vital part of the 
Shepherdstown waterfront.
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Tania Shiben has been in 
Shepherdstown for many 
years, having moved here from 

Rockville, Md., when she was 13. But 
not everyone in town knows who she 
is. The people who recognize her have 
either had her as their babysitter years 
ago, or more recently, have dropped 
their children off to her kindergarten 
class at Shepherdstown Elementary 
School. I stopped in at her home to 
get to know her better and to meet her 
own children.

Tania’s gift with children is a 
good example of nurture being com-
bined with nature. By the age of 
10, she was babysitting for various 
younger children, whom Tania calls 
“cousinish kids.” When her family 
moved to Shepherdstown, Tania’s 
mother volunteered her (we’ve all 
been there: volunteered means  
co-opted) at the Shepherdstown  
Day Care Center, which continued  
to nurture her nature.

As a teenager, Tania started  
babysitting outside of the family. After 
high school, she attended Shepherd 

University. She wanted a degree that 
would enable her to get paid to teach 
little kids, not only to babysit them. 
During her time at Shepherd, she  
continued to babysit; in fact, she  
made so much consistent income  
from it that she’d skip classes to go 
watch kids. Over the next few years, 
Tania went to Shepherd on and off, all 
the time babysitting “lovely children.”

After graduating (in ’92 or ’94. 
By this time in the conversation, 
we have come into the kitchen. The 
smaller boy is trying to climb, to 
reach some unknown goodie, while 
the older boy runs around and around. 
They are glad to be home, and per-
haps a little pleased to have a visitor, 
as distracting as it may be. Also, in 
the long run, does it matter if it was 
1992 or 1994?), Tania first worked 
with pre-K and kindergarten at C.W. 
Shipley Elementary School. Then 
she spent a year at North Jefferson 
preschool, and then to kindergarten 
at Page Jackson. By this time, her job 
ended as it kept morphing, and her job 
title disappeared. She went back to 

Shipley but decided to take a year off, 
during which she studied Montessori 
Early Education Training. Tania says 
this training was the “best thing I ever 
did.” She continued to babysit.

Mrs. Janie Denchy was a kin-
dergarten teacher at Shepherdstown 
Elementary School. She probably 
taught the children that Tania had bab-
ysat, as well as their parents. When 
Mrs. Denchy retired, Tania replaced 
her as long-term substitute.

Over these years, Tania, who was 
in love with the wonderment of child-
hood, continued to reach out. While 
in a relationship, there was talk of 
adoption. Time kept marching—more 
babysitting, relationships ended. Tania 
continued to think of adoption.

(By this time, we have moved 
outside. The sun is out, bright and 
warm, and Andrew, 1 ½, can’t get into 
the water puddle fast enough. The 
joy is shining from his face, but even 
better, he is allowed, and encouraged, 
to experience it. The whole yard is 
a boy’s playground—dump trucks, 
buckets, small shovels. Tania com-
ments on her deck, full in the late 
morning sun. “I’m so glad I built a 
deck, so the boys have somewhere to 
play under.”)

During and after teaching in the 
pre-K and kindergarten classrooms, 
Tania’s thoughts of adoption never 
faded. She began to make phone 
calls, connecting with the appropriate 
people.

It’s funny how things can come 
together. At the end of 2011, Tania, 
with the aid of some funds left by her 
father, was able to retire from teach-
ing to be with her two boys. Daniel 
is now 3 ½ and came to Tania from 
foster care when he was 1. (The 
people who provided Daniel’s foster 
care from birth to adoption are now 
the honorary grandparents.) When 
Daniel’s brother was born, he was 
immediately put up for adoption, and 

Tania was the first one called. She 
left the hospital with him when he 
was 5 days old, and now, a year and a 
half later, he is blissfully sitting in a 
puddle.

This story is not about adoption 
or about those two adorable little 
boys (who I’m sure are just as much 
of a handful as other little boys). It’s 
not about why children need to be 
taken away from their parents, nor 
about how parents can give up chil-
dren, nor is it about how that whole 
system works. This is another story. 
This story is about how these two 
boys lucked out to be adopted by the 
uncrowned Babysitting Princess of 
Shepherdstown.

Tania says some of her old clients 
are now her peers; their children are 
in her kindergarten classes. All I know 
is, in some future life, I want to be a 
kid in the family of Tania, Daniel, and 
Andrew.

Cassie Bosley teaches English at 
Shepherd University, gardens for her 
wonderful garden owners, quilts, and 
plays with her 5-year-old grandson. 

Shepherdstown Cement Mill:  
From Private to Public Ownership

Martin Burke, Chair, Jefferson County Historic Landmarks Commission

Who Is That Woman?
Cassie Bosley

Further reading about the Cement Mill  
and the area’s history

Cement Mills along the Potomac River, Thomas F. 
Hahn & Emory Kemp, West Virginia University Press, 
1994. Available at the SU Library.

For a detailed description of the Battle of Shepherdstown 
read Tom McGrath’s presentation from his research on 
the Battle: http://parkplanning.nps.gov/

Pioneers of Old Fredrick County Virginia, Cecil 
O’Dell, Walsworth Pub. Co., 1995. Includes Maps and 
history  
of settlement in northern Shenandoah Valley.One of the cement mill kiln openings is still 

visible

The Shepherdstown Cement Mill ruins as they 
appear today

Tania Shiben with her sons, Andrew and Daniel
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Detail of kiln opening

The Cement Mill, where the burnt cement 
was crushed and ground to a powder, was 
once a three-story building located near  
the cement kilns.
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Religious Worship and Education SchedulesReligious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3112

Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Family Fun Nite: Wednesday, 6:45–8:00 p.m.
E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org

www.4pillarchurch.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister

Telephone: (304) 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus

Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School 10 a.m.

Reading Room is in Entler Rm. 210,
open before and after the service and

by appointment. Call to confirm Sunday
school and child care: (304) 261-9024

All are welcome.

Religious Society of Friends 
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Preparative Meeting
Worship in silent expectant waiting

Sundays at 10:30 a.m.
Four Seasons Books (thru the side gate)
Contact: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852

http://shepherdstown.bym-rsf.net/about-2-2/

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6466

Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, Priest Associate

The Rev. Susan McDonald, Priest Associate
Telephone: (304) 876-6990

Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
Rt. 230 Uvilla

Fred A. Soltow Jr., Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship 9:00 a.m.

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

New Street United Methodist
Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor

Telephone: (304) 876-2362
Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.

Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

Fred A. Soltow Jr., Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Children/Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
(located in grey house adjacent church)
www.Shepherdstownlutheranparish.org

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: (304) 876-3856

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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Get over the idea that only children should 
spend their time in study. Be a student so 
long as you still have something to learn, 
and this will mean all your life.
—Henry L. Doherty

In 1882, 12-year-old Henry Doherty 
had to quit school and go to work. 
While still a teen, the subject of oil 

and gas utilities and possibilities captured 
his imagination. He learned everything 
available from everywhere and kept on 
going, became a utilities expert, and 
formed a start-up company he called 
Cities Service. Today we call it CITGO. A 
salute to lifelong learning.

Until a year ago the Lifelong 
Learning program at Shepherd University 
had been in the drawing board stage for 
four years. Dr. Suzanne Shipley was 
inaugurated as president of Shepherd 
University in 2008 with this program on 
her long list of future goals.

“When I was at the College of 
Notre Dame in Maryland before I came 
to Shepherd,” she said, “one of my 
direct reports was the director of the 
Renaissance Institute. That is a national 
movement akin to the lifelong learning 
initiative. I feel that learning is not just 
a product of schooling; it’s the lifelong 
attempt to acquire it. I was very much 
hoping to initiate something of this sort in 
Shepherdstown as a service to our retired 
community and an added attraction for the 
area. It took four years to work out just 
how to accommodate this need for extra 
space and parking on campus. But with 
the support of our great lifelong learning 
committee and Diane Melby’s capable 
leadership, not to mention the total coup 
of hiring Karen Rice, we prevailed.”

The fall of 2011 saw the first semes-
ter of the Lifelong Learning Program in 

action at Shepherd University under the 
direction of Karen Rice.

Karen Mirr Rice grew up in Hanover 
City, Va. Her dad, Edward A. Mirr, was 
a professor of music and her mother, 
Patricia, a teaching nurse. Karen arrived 
as the baby of the family to join two big 
brothers: Dennis and Ronald. Working 
her way through Virginia Commonwealth 
University and graduating with a degree 
in finance, she spent her free time at 
VCU serving as president of the Financial 
Management Association. She organized 
a banking forum with the president of 
the Federal Reserve Bank in Richmond, 
and the chair and CEOs of Signet Bank, 
Central Fidelity and Crestar.

Karen was also president of the 
Student Alumni Ambassadors and worked 
with the VCU Office of Alumni Activities 
to recruit students and promote the univer-
sity. “Twenty years later, I’m organizing 
instructors for the lifelong learning pro-
gram at Shepherd. Looks like a pattern.” 
Karen smiles often and possesses a gentle 
charm…and a mind like a steel trap. One 
doesn’t organize a forum for CEOs of 
major banks and a chairman of a Federal 
Reserve Bank branch without knowing 
how to get things done perfectly.

William Thorne Rice met VCU 
co-ed Karen Mirr when he was pre-law 
at Washington & Lee. They dated for 
five years, all through Bill’s tour of duty 
at West Virginia University law school, 
and were married in 1996. The young 
couple stayed in Charleston for the next 
five years where Bill was with the West 
Virginia Tax Department as Assistant Tax 
Commissioner under Governor Gaston 
Caperton. Karen served as treasurer on the 
West Virginia Symphony League Board. 
In 2001 Karen, Bill, and 1-year-old Abby 
moved to Bill’s hometown of Martinsburg. 
(He comes from a family of attorneys. 

His grandfather cofounded Bowles Rice.) 
Today they live in “the old family home-
stead” near West Memorial Park.

Abby Rice, now 12, is in 6th grade 
at South Middle School. While brothers 
Stephen, 8, in 3rd grade, and Peter, 7, in 1st 
grade, are both at Rosemont Elementary. 
Their dad is in private practice at William 
T. Rice, Attorney at Law, on Burke Street. 
According to Mom, Abby’s passion is the 
theater; Stephen is a dynamite athlete.  
“His soccer team won the Berkeley 
County Parks and Recreation Center 
championship last year.” And Peter is a 
talented artist who’s “really very good.”

There’s a lot of family time in the 
Rice household. They ski, play tennis, and 
travel as a family. Two years ago Karen 
and her mom went on a Mediterranean 
cruise to Greece, Turkey, and Israel…just 
the two of them.

For her first few years in 
Martinsburg, Karen’s life was family and 
volunteering. She was invited to join the 
Arts Centre board in 2002 and went on 
to serve for six years as treasurer and as 
president. She also worked on fundraisers  
for nonprofits such as CASA, March of 
Dimes, and Panhandle Home Health. 
While in Charleston, Karen sang in a 
Masterworks chorale, and she followed 
suit at Shepherd for a few years. “I loved 
it and plan to sing again.”

Then in 2010 she went to work 
for Diane Melby in the Office of 
Advancement at Shepherd, and 

when the time was right to recruit a 
director for Lifelong Learning, Karen 
was the first choice. She was tapped to 
direct the fledgling program in the spring 
of 2011 and attacked this challenge with 
the energy of a teenager and the ability 
to engage a community with her intel-
ligence, experience, and relentless good 
humor.

In three short months the new director  
and her advisory committee: Diane Melby, 
Dr. Heidi Dobish, Dr. Richard Helldobler, 
Jack Young, Lisa Younis, Dr. Mark 
McCoy, Mary Sue Eldridge, Lisa Oswald, 
and Sue Kennedy (McCoy, Eldridge, and 
Oswald have left the board. Art Weinberg 
and Austin Porter have joined) developed 
surveys to assess interest and distributed 
them throughout the region. They then 
evaluated the findings, and developed and 
promoted the slate of course offerings for 
the fall of 2011.

The survey respondents showed an 
interest in a variety of subjects from inter-
national studies and local history, to com-
puter knowledge and antiques. Karen then 
went in relentless pursuit of classrooms, 
equipment, and the right volunteer instruc-
tors and guest lecturers for each class.

Working out of her office in the Free 
School on Princess Street, Karen instituted 
an open-door policy to anyone with a 
question, comment, or concern about the 
program. She stopped by every room at 
the beginning of each session to see if 
anything was needed. She was everywhere.

The second semester included six 
weeks of classes as well as a series of five 
lectures and a day trip to Mount Vernon. The 
enrollment had increased by 100 percent.

The Mount Vernon excursion sold 
out in a matter of days. In September, the 
plan is to see the Dale Chiluly exhibit 
at the Virginia Museum of Fine Arts in 
Richmond.

The syllabus for next semester, 
which will include a 2012 summer ses-
sion, is now in final stages, with courses 
ranging from “Great Books—Great 
Conversations” to “American Intelligence 
and Support” to “Foreign Affairs in the 
21st Century.” This summer’s session will 
include a theater immersion course hosted 
by CATF.

Karen’s goal for the program is to 
grow the membership enrollment and 
eventually become a member of OLLI 
(Osher Lifelong Learning Institute). 
“There’s endowment money available for 
such programs and I want to go after it. 
With the enthusiasm shown for our pro-
gram so far, I can see this happening.”

Her passion for the program comes 
through. “I have a lot of learning in my 
blood. Both my parents were educators. 
Age is relative. I don’t intend to stop and 
there are so many others out there like 
me. I’ll never stop going to school.” Karen 
will graduate from Shepherd University 
next year with an MBA.

For information about the Lifelong 
Learning program at Shepherd University 
please contact Karen Rice at krice@ 
shepherd.edu.

Sue Kennedy is enrolled in the Lifelong 
Learning program and lives by the words 
of the late, great President Harry S. 
Truman, “It’s what you learn after you 
know it all that counts.” 

Lifelong Learning in A World  
of Endless Possibilities

Sue Kennedy

PH
O

TO
S

 S
U

B
M

IT
TE

D
 B

Y 
K

AR
EN

 R
IC

E

Karen Rice sitting on a camel on a tour to 
Masada and the Dead Sea, Israel, 2011

Karen Rice outside of Jerusalem, Israel,  
on a Mediterranean cruise with her 
mother in 2011
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They were startled and terrified, and 
thought that they were seeing a ghost. 
They gave him a piece of broiled fish. 
Jesus took it and ate in their presence.

Gospel according to Luke 

If you believe in the grand and  
glorious story of evolution, it’s hard 
to quibble with the Resurrection. 

I mean, really. If you’re OK with the 
mind-boggling, jaw-dropping 4.5-billion-
year-old story of nature unfolding on 
this once lifeless planet, well, what’s 
not to believe in yet another amazing 
knock-your-socks-off surprise called 
“the Resurrection”? Unfortunately, 
Christendom turned it into a freak show. 
It’s actually as “natural” as can be.

But before we look at the Resurrection 
with fresh eyes, let’s look again at the 
grand and glorious story of evolution.

This planet could have been called 
Water. For eons nothing but water covered 
this big rock we call Earth. And then 4 bil-
lion or so years ago something happened.

In the soupy water something stirred. 
Out of molecules a simple cell with an 
urge to merge and replicate arose—not 
out of thin air but close to it.

It wasn’t much. But it was a start.
Had there been choirs at the time, 

an anthem would have resounded: The 
simple cell has triumphed! Hallelujah!

And, surprise, surprise, simple cells 
could do things mere molecules couldn’t.

One thing led to another, includ-
ing nucleated cells. Eventually bushy 
vegetation emerged in rivers, streams, 
and oceans. An anthem could have 
resounded: Vegetation has triumphed! 
Hallelujah!

And, surprise, surprise, plants could 
do things mere cells couldn’t.

Under the sea one thing led to another, 
including creatures with fins and tails. And 
then one day a curious creature slithered 
onto land and said: WOW. Look at that lush 
garden of delight! Yummy, yummy.

By the way, all creatures had just 
two things on their minds. One was eat-
ing. And I’m pretty sure you can guess 
the other.

Anyway, that slithering creature  
procreated. Some of its descendants 
developed legs, some wings. Things  
were really taking off now. An anthem 

could have resounded: Animals have  
triumphed! Hallelujah!

And, surprise, surprise, animals 
could do things mere plants couldn’t.

As each new emergent kingdom  
or realm arose on the earth, it brought 
characteristics of the realm below and 
then introduced an amazing surprise, 
something unforeseen and unpredictable 
until it was revealed.

And thus from the realm of animals 
emerged human beings, animal-like  
creatures with, surprise, surprise, a near 
infinite capacity to create and destroy  
but also a capacity to love. Evolution  
of consciousness—and with it cultural 
evolution—would now outpace biologi-
cal evolution on this planet.

An anthem could have resounded: 
Humans have triumphed! But it would be 
quickly followed by a dirge: Oh, my god, 
look what we’ve done to the earth and 
each other.

In a mucked up lovely river,
I cast my little fly.

I look at that river and smell it
And it makes me want to cry.
Oh to clean our dirty planet,

Now there’s a noble wish,
And I’m puttin’ my shoulder to the wheel

’Cause I wanna catch some fish.
[From “Spring Wind,” by Greg Brown]

And that brings me to the story of 
the Resurrection of Jesus on the Eastern 
Shore.

Jesus was killed, in part, for revealing  
another realm in the making, called in his 
day “the kingdom [or kin-dom] of God,” 
a realm of being that would replicate and 
flourish, but not by sexual procreation, as 
did other realms. This new communally 
integrated life form would flourish—and 
here comes another amazing surprise out 
of the story of evolution—by conscious, 
intentional collaborations with Love.

God is love and those who abide in 
love abide in God.

As you know, love isn’t just a feeling.  
It’s action. And justice, as it turns out, is 
the social or political expression of love. 
Love and justice belong together.

This higher consciousness and 
capacity manifested in the Resurrection 
story is a relatively recent leap forward 

in terms of the evolutionary timeline. For 
the first time humans witnessed evolu-
tionary emergence not in fossil records 
but with their own eyes. Not surprisingly 
they were left pretty much speechless, 
tripping over words, stretching language 
to the breaking point.

They thought they were seeing a ghost.
Whatever arose in that Resurrection 

arose into human consciousness as  
real as can be and started transforming 
ordinary people into bold lovers. The 
gospel story of the Resurrection itself is 
a parable of new possibilities within the 
material and biological world.

Out of the human realm something 
new is emerging, a life form with a 
capacity for forgiveness instead of retali-
ation; nonviolence instead of violence; 
reconciliation instead of enmity; and an 
amazing capacity to include more and 
more people, more and more racial,  
ethnic, sexual, and religious diversity 
within a community. The Resurrection 
spirit lures us to become less tribal and 
more global.

This emerging form of communal 
life is known by many names. My own 
tradition calls it “the Christ” or “Cosmic 
Christ.” But by whatever name, you can 
be sure it doesn’t arise without bold love 
and deep suffering on behalf of others. 
It brings with it wounded hearts, scarred 
hands and feet. It arises not from the 
death of the human organism itself but 
from the death of the “old self ” or ego. 
That kind of death leads to new birth 
and integration into this new life form. 
Just as a two-dimensional square is not 
diminished when integrated into a three-
dimensional cube, so the person who 
surrenders to Love is not diminished but 
glorified.

Anything that stands in the way of 
this widening circle of love is (quite  
simply) sin. Racism, sexism, homophobia, 
and greed may linger for years to come, 
but we’ve seen their defeat in the Christ 
who has triumphed over sin and death.

In case you hadn’t heard, the 
Resurrected Christ made an appearance 
earlier this year on the Eastern Shore. It 
happened this way.

In response to the fish kills in the 
Shenandoah River, The Downstream 
Project produced a documentary on the 

history and environmental problems of 
the Shenandoah and the Chesapeake Bay, 
including industrial pollution, sediment 
and nutrient pollution from the loss of 
riparian areas from livestock grazing, 
poultry processing, and human waste, 
which threaten an entire ecosystem. A 
grim forecast indeed.

This past March, Bill Howard, 
executive director of The Downstream 
Project, and his coworkers accompanied 
the Chesapeake Bay Foundation and a 
group of cattle and dairy farmers from 
the Shenandoah Valley to Tangier Island, 
in the middle of the bay. The farmers 
spent three days getting to know some 
fishermen. Hostility had been brewing 
between the two groups for years.

Howard put it this way: “The valley  
farmers set crab pots and tonged oysters,  
shared seafood, and stories of their 
remarkably similar and challenging lives. 
The farmers became more aware of how 
their agricultural practices affect the 
quality of the bay and the livelihoods of 
the watermen. With efforts like this and 
organizations like the Chesapeake Bay 
Foundation, I hold out great hope.”

And there you have it: another incar-
nation of the Resurrection Spirit. It’s not 
about ghosts. It’s about real things, real 
water, real fish, and real people trans-
formed by amazing love, forgiveness, 
and reconciliation. It’s about putting your 
shoulder to the wheel because you wanna 
catch some fish—for yourself and for a 
hungry world.
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Resurrection as Evolution
Or, Jesus on the Eastern Shore

Randall TrembaCOMMUNITY BIBLE SCHOOL (CBS) Monday through Thursday June 25–28,  

9 a.m. to 12 noon. Theme this year is SONSurf Beach Blast. We will explore who 

Jesus is, why we need Him, and how He helps when we mess up. Thursday the children 

will go to Canterbury Nursing Home to entertain the residents and experience giving 

back to others. Thursday evening is the closing celebration.

CBS children and their families donate food and money to the local food pantry and 

another charity. We hope you will join us! Come listen to the children sing. Volunteer 

to help out as a teacher, shepherd, crafter, or storyteller. Register your child or grand-

child for four days of fun in the sun learning about the SON!

For more information or to register  

contact New St. Methodist Church, (304) 876-2362 or nsumc@frontiernet.net.

DONORS
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Diana Suttenfield celebrates the land and architecture of the place she’s called home since 1962 with luminous paintings 
and intricate drawings. She is also known for her passionate work in conservation and preservation.
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