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The Wonder of Each Hour
Randall Tremba
My God! What a world—there’s no accounting for even one second of it!
—Annie Dillard
Evening Gloaming
The Abbey Isle of Iona
— John Lowrie Morrison [www.jolomo.com]

O

n July 3, Paula and I left American soil for
Ireland and Scotland and spent every day and
nearly every hour of the next six weeks marveling at the natural beauty we saw. We saw the awesome
handiwork of Mother Nature, in particular the spectacular topography sculpted by the retreating glaciers of the
Ice Age. Mountains, cliffs, glens, valleys, and moors
covered with bracken, heather, and moss.
We saw sea lochs, firths, rivers, and streams shimmering in the incomparable northern light of 18-hour
days. We saw seals, dolphins, red squirrels, swallows,
hawks, “hairy coos,” and sheep, sheep, and more sheep
tumbling and dancing across green meadows. We saw
massive while clouds tumbling and dancing across
blue skies. We saw the “gloaming” of the skies over
Scotland, that mysterious light between dusk and night.
We felt the Irish mist on our faces.
Scotland and Ireland are small countries as countries go, but they are blessed with resplendent natural
beauty. And I’ve been to enough other countries and
places—and heard from others who have been to yet
more places—to know the earth is full of breathtaking
beauty. You owe it to yourself to see the world. Take
in as much as you can, as reverently as you can, while
you still have breath. And don’t overlook the beautiful
places nearby.
We were a bit glum upon returning home. The
exhilaration of world travel and fresh daily vistas was
over. Now what? How do you get over the letdown of
leaving all that beauty behind on the other side of the
ocean? You go to Seneca Rocks, that’s what you do!
And that’s what we did. We hiked a path to a 1000-foot
overlook and rediscovered majestic, breathtaking sites in
our own back yard.
During our six-week sojourn in Ireland and
Scotland, we learned again how privileged and blessed
we are to be part of a wondrous web of life. No wonder
the Hebrew psalmist summons all creatures that breathe
to praise the Creator. Why not become an unapologetic
tourist once a month in your own country and visit the
marvelous sites in West Virginia for starters?!
On the way to Scotland, Paula and I stopped in
Dublin for a few days. We could have connected to
Scotland through London but when we noticed we’d be
arriving on July 4, we decided to connect to Scotland
through Dublin instead. After all, whom would you
rather celebrate American Independence with? That’s
right. The Irish understand.
One evening in a Dublin pub, we were watching
Irish dancing. It was standing room only and the young

man standing near me suddenly patted me on the head
and, over the din of many merrymakers, he yelled:
“GREAT HAIR!” He blurted this out several times over
the course of a half hour. So to break his obsession, I
introduced him to Paula, who was sitting behind me.
And just like that, this happy Irish lad struck up a loud,
animated, one-way conversation with her.
It was a night of laughter and singing, including
several serenades for a bride and her six bridesmaids,
collectively known (at least in Ireland) as a “hen party.”
The bride had a large red L pasted on her back. L didn’t
stand for Love. As it turns out, it’s the same L affixed to
the rear windows of cars driven by “learners.” Over the
next several days we would notice many “hen parties”
gleefully scampering along the sidewalks of Dublin.
This particular “hen party” skipped into the pub a
couple hours before midnight and held the dance floor
and the merry crowd’s attention for at least an hour.
Nearly half of us were strangers or tourists, but for that
evening we were all one family. You gotta love the
Irish. When you’re with them, you’re family!
Unless you’re Polish.
As it turns out, the Irish don’t love the Polish. Well,
to be fair, some Irish don’t.
Some Irish say the Poles are taking over Ireland
and ruining their culture. Some Irish have moved out
of Dublin to the countryside to escape the mess and
muddle of immigrants.
Other Irish say that without the Poles no work
would get done. According to some Irish, the Polish are
building the roads and houses, day in and day out, while
Irish boys lay in bed and mooch off mom and dad.
Oh, the wonder of this big and beautiful world! You
fly 3,000 miles over the Atlantic only to see and hear
some of the same things you’ve left behind. The world

is so big and so diverse, and yet we are so much alike.
We can be kind and loving as the day is long, but we
can be pretty nasty under certain conditions.
In Scotland the Scots don’t fret about the Polish as
much as they do about the English. Those English, they
say, bring their wealth up here and pay too much for our
quaint and charming houses, which means our own children can no longer afford to live here. Never mind that
Scotland and England are part of something called the
United Kingdom. The grudges live on. We met people
who remember atrocities by the Clan Campbell (to name
just one) as if they happened yesterday.
But, then, what people, nation, or country isn’t
flawed? We all stand in need of redemption.
On three consecutive Sundays in Argyll, we sat,
prayed, and sang with small congregations in two different parishes who gather Sunday after Sunday in places
where sinners have gathered, in some cases, for 1500
years to confess their sins and to open their hearts to
the light of redeeming love. They are people just like us
whose lives are being transformed, softened, slowly but
gradually like topography sculpted by glaciers.
Two days after returning to America, I met to plan
a memorial service with a woman whose husband had
died recently. For both of them, it had been a second
marriage. After the marriages of their youth fell apart,
decades ago, they had each resigned to going it alone
the rest of their days. And then it happened.
One Sunday morning 10 years ago, in
Shepherdstown at the town market, their eyes met over
purple pansies. Their hearts leapt. Every day since for
the past 10 years, the bereft widow told me, she and
her husband lived as though each hour were a gift to be
treasured and shared with glad and grateful hearts. Oh,
the wonder of each hour! Oh, the joy of human love!
It never hurts to remind ourselves because it is so
easy to forget: There’s wonder in every hour if we but
open our eyes and hearts to let it in.
According to the mythic tale of creation (Genesis
1), as the world unfolded slowly over time, God punctuated each manifestation with an exclamation mark.
Behold, it is good! Behold, it is good! Behold, it is
good! Not perfect, but good. And on most days that’s
good enough.
Behold! Look! It is good. We can and should say it
of the world, time and time again. We can and should
say it of our lives. Behold it is good! Not perfect, but
for the moment it is good enough. Good enough to take
tomorrow off and soak up the wonder of it all.
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Pelle Tracey is home schooled. He likes the guitar and is an obsessive soccer player.

The Magic of Peter Pan
Pelle Tracey

Photographs supplied by the author

T

his summer, I performed in
the By Golly It’s a Jolly Folly
Theater production of Peter
Pan. (Geez, what a mouthful!) It was
a really great experience. It started in
March when director Lisa Lafferty
asked me if I would like to have the
leading role of Peter Pan. I will admit
I was dubious at first, as I was already
the lead in another theater production,
but because it sounded really interesting
and my other theatrical production was
almost over, I agreed.
We started practice in May, and at
first it seemed kind of disorganized but
after a little while it became a lot more
organized. We practiced every Sunday
at a place called the Folly, which has an
outdoor timber-frame stage. The cool
thing about the play was that it was
really a community effort. I knew everyone in it and they, for the most part, were
people I’ve grown up with. Almost all of
my friends were in it, and so were both
my siblings, Fiona and Mac. While I
didn’t meet any new people, it was easier
starting a play where you know virtually everyone. It was a really laidback
environment—some practices we would
just play soccer for a while. It was a lot
of fun.
After a lot of rehearsals, we finally
got our act together (pun intended) and
learned our lines (which there were a ton
of) and performed the play, one night
only, July 7. Some of the best characters
were Captain Hook, played by Jonathan
Porter; Smee, played by Felix Janssen;
and the crocodile, played by Al Thomas.
When the performance time came we all
told each other to break our legs, which
is the theater way of saying “good luck,”
and the play began . . .
From the moment our narrator,
Ardyth Gilbertson, started the opening
monologue there was a sort of magic in
the air. There were so many people in
the audience (over 300) and the story is
so magical, it was really amazing. The
evening went by in a blur and suddenly
we were taking our bows. Then, we all
gave Lisa flowers and there was a cake.
By the time we got home it was around
one in the morning!!
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The littlest pirate joins the fight

Lydian and Mac

Peter Pan, the set

The props for this play were amazing and gave the play a lot of its magic:
the pirate ship with a real mast, the
waves that were “waved” up and down
by parents, the bed and all the bedroom
accessories. The backdrop was projected
onto clear plastic, thanks to Monica
Levine and her daughter Zoe, a.k.a.
Wendy’s mother. The play was a lot
better because of the amazing effort put
forth by the moms.
A few days later they called us and
told us that the cast party would be on
Tuesday at 8 o’clock and that they would
be showing a movie—a movie of the
play we had just performed! It was a fun
evening. We had pizza and watched the
movie. It was really long because we
used the unabridged version of the script.
It was really cool, but if you get the
DVD of the play (see below for how to
order) then be prepared: it’s a good three
hours!! Then we said goodbye to our
friends and went home to sleep.
I had a great time in this production
even though it was way different than
the acting I’d done before and I met a
lot of cool people at the Folly including Al Thomas, who built the Folly, and
Bradley Sanders, who owns it and the
property that it’s on. They’re both really
cool guys. The play itself was a much
better play than the latest Shakespeare
Generation play I performed in, which
had older, more experienced actors in
it! Even though there were a few rough
spots, Lisa did a great job as director.
Some of the funny things that happened during the play were: the littlest
pirate joined in Peter and Hook’s final
fight; I got fairy dust in my eyes; Nana
missed her cue and John started beckoning for her on stage (!!); in the early
rehearsals, Lisa repeatedly “lost” her
script and it was in her hand the whole
time; Smee’s pants ripped, again; and
Captain Hook’s sword broke in rehearsal.
No wonder the Folly’s motto is “Creative
chaos for the common good!”
To order the DVD of the play
please contact Breighton Dawe at
breightondawe@frontiernet.net.
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One TwO KangarOO is Five

F

ive years ago, elementary school
teacher Paula Tremba followed
a dream. She believed that
Shepherdstown needed an independent
toy store, one with well-made, educational and fun toys not found in the mass
market. Her dream came true when she
found the perfect location in a tiny twostory shop off German Street behind the
old pharmacy. She left the classroom and
opened One Two Kangaroo.
Tremba was determined not to stock
electronic toys, mass media tie-ins, or
toys encouraging violent play. She concentrated instead on those that stimulate
creativity and open-ended play rather
than play dictated by the toys. She was
successful, and five years later, her shop
is what she envisioned. The store is
crammed full of building toys, puzzles,
dolls, books, puppets, and games that
encourage family participation. Tremba
prides herself on offering real, personalized service—knowing her toys and
explaining and recommending them for
different age groups.
Customer Henny Driehuys, who
shops for her grandchildren, says, “One
Two Kangaroo is absolutely the best
store in town. It has unusual toys you do
not find in regular toy stores.”
The majority of the moving toys
in One Two Kangaroo are kid-powered
rather than battery operated. Some of
the few things to require batteries are the
accessories for the wooden Brio train
sets.
Karen Glennon, mother of two
young children, says, “One Two
Kangaroo is the only place to get nice
wooden toys locally. I can always find a
unique gift there. And, I believe in supporting local businesses.”
Tremba tries to avoid plastic toys
as much as possible. That has become
extremely difficult, so she does stock
high-quality plastic toys. She has also
tried to minimize toys made in China,
but that, too, is nearly impossible. “I look
for quality and safety when choosing
products from manufacturers that are able
to monitor production closely,” she said.
She makes an effort to stock more toys
made in the United States, “but they are
more expensive,” she explained.
One Two Kangaroo still does not
sell electronic toys, and Tremba is not
happy to see that they are being marketed
to younger and younger children. “By
the time they are eight or nine, they want
electronics,” she said. She noted that

most of her customers are not looking
for or expecting to find electronics in the
shop, but around Christmas she always
gets new customers coming in and
looking for the latest electronic games
and gizmos.
Tremba referred to recent research
findings showing that too much time in
front of television and computer screens
is detrimental to children’s mental and
physical development. She believes that
reading to children and providing them
with blocks and other simple toys to
manipulate provides some of the best
preparation for youngsters going into kindergarten or preschool. She also stressed
that they need to get together with other
kids to learn social skills.
“Parents must limit screen-time,” she
said emphatically. “They need to spend
time with their kids, read to them, talk to
them and play with them.”
For slightly older children, she recommends table and board games. “The
kids learn communication skills, negotiation skills, and problem solving,” she
said.
“Kids love to tell stories,” Tremba
said. Make-believe and role-playing are
important in children’s mental and emotional growth, she maintains, since they
foster creativity, empathy and cooperation. Stuffed animals, baby dolls, doll
houses, trucks, trains, and construction
toys provide props for creative play. The
shop has a host of hand puppets in the
shapes of all sorts of animals and people
to encourage kids to make up their own
stories and put on theatrical productions.
So many of today’s mass-marketed
toys are produced for the sole purpose
of turning children into consumers who
demand the latest must-have toys they
see on television. Marketers created the
idea that all toys go out of style and that
they must be ever-changing. Tremba
pointed out that many of the same toys
that parents and even grandparents
enjoyed as children are on the shelves of
One Two Kangaroo and are still popular
with today’s kids. They include yo-yos,
baby dolls, jacks, trains, Slinkys, Erector
sets and plain wooden blocks.
Childhood obesity is becoming an
increasing concern—another result of
all the time children spend in front of
screens. “You just don’t see kids playing
outside any more,” Tremba observed.
She recommends simple toys to get
children outdoors and moving, including
Frisbees, balls, hoops and jump ropes.

Photo by Melinda Schmitt

Claire Stuart

Paula Tremba in her store One Two Kangaroo

Simple is a word that describes
so many toys that have consistently
appealed to children and encouraged
them to imagine and create. Children
love music and rhythm. The simplest
musical instruments such as bells,
castanets, sand blocks and flutes can
provide hours of fun. Every child is an
artist, just waiting for Crayolas, paints,
colored pencils and chalk to create a
masterpiece. Craft kits encourage children to make useful or decorative objects
of all kinds.
Tremba does little advertising short
of some newsletters she sends to customers, since she has learned that her best
advertisements come through word-ofmouth. Customers from outlying areas
who discover her shop tend to return,
some driving 40 or 50 miles. She does
keep brochures in the Visitors’ Center,
and they have drawn visitors from as
far away as upstate New York and even
England and Germany into her shop.
“One Two Kangaroo is a wonderful
store,” said local grandmother Georgia
Lee McElhaney. She explained that her
daughter, who lives in Florida, always
stops in the store when she visits here,
and she picks out the perfect toys for
McElhaney to buy for her granddaughter.
In spite of the fact that the little shop
has become a beloved part of the community, Tremba has decided to move in
a different direction and look for a buyer
for the business. She returned to teaching

at Wright Denny Elementary in Charles
Town, the school where she began her
teaching career.
“I missed the kids and the relationships,” she explained. She had remained
in touch with her former work colleagues
over the years, and a friend told her
about the opening at Wright Denny. “An
opportunity came up and I couldn’t let it
pass by,” she said.
She has enjoyed meeting the kids
and parents in town, doing the buying,
and going to toy shows, but she remained
a teacher at heart. Her own life has
changed in other ways, too. Her children
have grown, moved, and married—one
is living in New Mexico. Teaching will
allow her more flexibility with her time.
“Now I want to be able to go and do
things,” she said.
It’s important to her that the shop
continue to be here for the community,
giving families an alternative to the
cheap plastics, commercial tie-ins, and
electronics that are featured in big box
stores and toy store chains. Tremba hopes
to find someone with creativity and dedication to children to take over the store
by November. If you are interested in
owning the shop, or know of some one
who might be, contact Paula Tremba at
onetwokangaroo@frontiernet.net.
Join Paula for One Two Kangaroo’s
Fifth Anniversary Celebration, Saturday,
September 22, 10 a.m. until 5 p.m.
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Peace in the Valley
Christopher Robinson

G O O D N E W S P A P E R • FA L L 2 0 0 7

Photo submitted by the author

I

n 1986, Jim Foltz founded Peace in the Valley herb
farm. I thought it would be great to shine the spotlight on this special place and kick off a new series
on the growers who participate in the Shepherdstown
Farmers’ Market. I have known Jimmy for many years,
and there are few people in the area I love and respect
as much. However, I didn’t know much about his
history, so I asked him a few questions during some
downtime at the market.
Jimmy, a Berkeley County native, attended
Musselman High School. He was accepted at Shepherd,
first majoring in political science, then switching to
psychology briefly before finally finding himself most
comfortable with biology. During the beginning of his
college years, he worked at Corning Glassworks to
make money for school. He met Norman McKenzie at
this time and was inspired to start a French intensive
gardening project at a Seventh Day Adventist property.
He soon learned about a local commune, The Rocks,
where he would make a bit less money than at Corning,
but would be working outside under the open sky with
several ladies in the buff. He adapted well to commune
life.
After college, Jimmy found himself with a lot of
knowledge and energy but no real outlet for his talent
and his magical green thumb. At a local party, he met
a contact with Jefferson Greenhouses, a then-fledgling
operation that grew into a multimillion-dollar herb and
flower business. Jimmy enjoyed the work, the place,
and the people, but after several years he found his heart
yearning to try his hand at organic growing.
In 1986, Jimmy started Peace in the Valley, growing herbs and flowers. With a combination of research
and trial and error, he tackled the many intricate problems of using only organic materials to control pests and
properly fertilize and balance the soil. He now excels
at growing not only the staple culinary and medicinal
plants, but also some of the rarest and most finicky of
exotic species.
Never one to rest on his laurels or his basil, Jimmy
has started growing some heirloom vegetables and
fruits. He has made considerable headway with a plethora of tasty tomatoes, from the stout, striped German to
the brooding but delectable Black Krim, which originated in the Galapagos Islands. On the fruit front, Jim
has made growing the incredibly complicated Chantrais
melon look easy. This small, silver-skinned dessert
melon is worshiped the world over for its sultry texture
and overwhelming sweetness.
This year Jimmy decided to delve into greens, a
decision born during long winter hours staying up all
night to feed the wood stove in the greenhouse and
reading seed catalogs. This spring I helped him collect
baskets of baby greens, which we sampled straight out
the ground. It’s easy to graze through his gardens when
you know the stuff is never sprayed with chemicals.

Jimmy Foltz, a familiar sight at the Shepherdstown
Sunday Farmers’ Market

We munched on heads of cold, sweet bibb lettuce; land
cress with a spicy kick; crunchy romaines; and elegant
heads of red oakleaf that melted on the tongue.
Growing fruits and vegetables organically is a
tough gig, what with making compost teas and collecting fish emulsion for fertilizer, controlling the insect
population literally by hand, and collecting seeds and
making cuttings to ensure real heirlooms strains. The
hardest part is reeducating buyers.
When shopping organically, you have to train yourself not to judge small imperfections or unique shapes.
You have to stop thinking that tomatoes are good
because all those in the pile are the same size and shade
of red. In reality, every tomato on the vine and every
piece of fruit on the tree ripens at its own pace.
I am now faced with a more nebulous task, describing the philosophy of the place and the nature of the
man. Peace in the Valley is a small farm on a mountain, a magic gateway, a hermitage, a sanctuary, and a
stop on the Ken Kesey bus line. Jimmy is a healer and
a teacher, a shaman and a trickster. He is filled with
knowledge and steeped in wisdom but understands the
value of knowing nothing and living in the moment. I
guess it’s best to tell a few stories and let the tales tell
what they will.
The first time I met Jimmy, I was working the
Herndon Farmers’ Market with my stepfather. We were
scrubbed clean and had on crisp clothes, in a new white
truck with new, clean, white awnings. We were new-

comers to the market and had spent hours setting up,
adjusting our piles of chemically shaped peppers and
obsessively washed-and-graded tomatoes into a gleaming display of candy-colored perfection. We finished
setting up a half hour before the market started, which
was the standard.
About fifteen minutes into the market, we heard
a commotion. At the far end of the market, a beat-up,
old, green step-van inched its way through the crowd,
blaring reggae music. Most of the vendors clucked like
old hens at the interruption. Out of the van poured a
collection of laughing, sweaty, crazy people, black and
white, a chaos in washed-out tie-dye. They set out a few
battered sheets of plywood and proceeded to drag out
buckets of the most beautiful and colorful flowers I have
ever seen. A crowd swelled around them, buying the
bunches like hotcakes.
Jimmy was in the center of this maelstrom of activity, sporting a serene grin while tossing out hugs and
recipes, planting instructions and astrological advice,
and slathering anyone who was willing with his famous
satyr oil. After a while, the van was empty and the hippies packed up and left. The energy of the crowd settled
and the vendors regained their composure.
I was feeling empty and restless, and I was resolved
to figure out who those people were and visit whatever
foreign land they came from.
Eventually I did meet Jimmy, and I came to greatly
admire the amount of hard physical labor and psychological devotion needed to create that easygoing grin.
The first time I went to his farm, I was invited by my
friend Stacy to help with the spring planting. I was a
little concerned because we left to head for the farm at
ten o’clock at night. She drove us up the dark and winding mountain roads, her little Volkswagen Rabbit sputtering while the stereo blared live Dead cuts. We pulled
down a dusty, bumpy gravel lane and got out beside the
glowing form of a greenhouse, lit by dozens of candles.
The moon was shining bright above us, and I could
make out the shape of a large rickety barn towering over
rows of vibrant flowers and herbs, their leaves shining
and metallic in the silver light.
A conga line of shadowy figures was marching
in and out of the greenhouse, dispersing in seemingly
random directions through the fields carrying flats of
herbs. Stacy quickly jumped into the fray, handed me
a flat, and disappeared into the night. I wandered about
aimlessly for a while, taking in the sights, sounds and
smells. I was unhurried and happy, if a bit confused.
I finally ran into Jimmy, who was expounding on the
night’s particular star alignment and how perfect it was
for planting. I edged up and asked where to plant the
herbs I was holding. He looked at me, taken aback for a
moment, then a huge smile erupted on his face, and he
said in an obvious way, “Wherever they tell you to plant
them, silly.”
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Horses, Horses, Horses
ClAIRE STuART

P

otlucks and horses. Costumes
and horses. Birthdays and horses.
Riding lessons. Horse shows.
Horsemanship camps. Horses outdoors in
the sunshine and indoors in the rain and
snow. If you are a horse lover, Whiting’s
Neck Equestrian Center has an activity
for you and your horse (or their horse, if
you don’t have one of your own).
Alyson Springer was a social worker
in Washington, D.C., who had always
loved horses. She taught riding lessons
on the side, and her dream was someday
to have her own stable and riding school.
Three years ago, her dream came true
when she was able to purchase Whiting’s
Neck Equestrian Center.
The 30-acre facility, built in the
1970s, includes a roomy 45-stall barn,
an 80 x 200–foot indoor arena for yearround riding, a large outdoor arena, two
jumping fields, spacious pastures, and
a grassy galloping path. There are also
miles of riding trails along the Potomac
River, and the C&O Canal Towpath is a
short horse-trailer ride away.
Rosemary Kushto, administrative
manager and riding instructor, boarded
her horse at the Center for several years
before Springer bought the facility.
She helped Springer get organized and
acquainted with the area, and eventually
joined the staff. Kushto, whose daughter
Katie is also a staff riding instructor, has
been riding for about 12 years. She came
to horses late in life. “I got my love of
horses through my daughter,” she said.
“I started riding when she did.”

Rosemary Kushto rides her Hanovarian
gelding Magic

Springer began her new business
by boarding eight horses. She soon
bought a few lesson horses, hired some
employees, and she was off and running.
Now the Center has four riding instruc-

tors, 12 horses and ponies for student
use, and they provide lessons for students
of all ages and abilities. They also sell
horses and offer full service horse boarding and training.
“It’s important to us to make this
a good family environment—a safe,
healthy activity for children and teens,”
said Springer. The lesson horses receive
the best of care. They are well trained,
housed in roomy box stalls, well fed,
and groomed. “Keeping the horses
healthy and happy is a high priority for
us because horses are only good lesson
horses if they are enjoying the activity.
We strive for safety, and we know our
horses.”
The Center teaches English-style
riding, specializing in dressage and
jumping. They offer group, parent/child,
and private lessons. Springer noted that
although they do not teach Western
riding, they do have some western
saddles available since “some of the dads
prefer them.”
Classes are kept small and packages
of lessons are custom-designed to fit
the needs of students. Lessons are available seven days a week from 11 a.m. to
7 p.m., all year round. Most classes are
conducted in the indoor arena and moved
outside for jumping at the end of the day.
Springer recommends that seven or
eight years of age is a good time for children to start riding lessons, but she has
taught a few as young as six. Children
under six may ride ponies on a lead line.
Adult lessons are offered as well, for
experienced riders who want to return to
riding after a long absence and for those
who have never ridden before.
“We have adult beginners,” Springer
said. “We strive to offer an environment where adults feel safe as beginning
riders. Riding is for everyone. Once you
learn to ride, you can keep riding till
you’re about 80!”
Pee Wee Rides are held on Friday
evenings for students aged seven to 12.
They are semi-structured riding and
game parties with instructor supervision.
Springer buys, trains, and sells
horses, including former race horses.
She loves thoroughbreds but explains
that they are particularly challenging to
retrain. “It’s easier to train a horse that
has never been ridden than to retrain a
thoroughbred,” she said, “because they
have been trained to run and that is all

Working student Amber Rockwell shows
Chili Pepper

Working student Kaitlyn Bussard relaxes
with Whisper during a show

they know. They have to learn to walk
and trot.”
Although some riding students have
their own horses, most of them learn on
the Center’s lesson horses. Some students end up buying their lesson horses.
It works out well because they have
developed a rapport with that horse and
don’t have to get acquainted with a new
one. “Alyson likes to match horse and
rider,” Kushto said.
Kushto noted that many people
continue to take riding lessons after they
have learned the basic skills. “You can
learn something from every ride,” she
maintained. She added that many highlevel Olympic riders are middle-aged and
continue to take classes.
“The Center holds five in-house
horse shows per year for their students,
with dressage, equitation, and jumping
classes—to give the students goals,”
Kushto explained. There is ample feedback from the instructors.
“And when they start going to outside shows, they will have confidence—
they won’t be nervous,” said Springer.
“This is not all about competition,”
Springer added. “The kids are involved
in horse care.” They have several working students, teens who train and care for
horses in exchange for lessons.
During summer months, weeklong
day riding camps are held for youngsters
and teens eight to 16 years old. “We
have six camps,” said Kushto. “They are
held every other week to let horses rest
in between.”
Students are grouped by age and
riding skills. The camps offer riding and

horse care lessons, trail rides, horseback
games, and a mock horse show. Each
student is assigned a horse for the duration of the camp or may bring his or her
own. Students are responsible for caring for their assigned horses all week,
including feeding, grooming, and stall
maintenance. Each session ends with
a student performance for families and
friends of the campers, followed by a
picnic.
There are other fun activities at the
Center. Adult Ride and Cheese Nights
for adult students include a potluck hors
d’oeuvres party. Young riding students
can celebrate their birthdays at the
Center. Birthday packages include use
of the lounge, tours, demonstrations, and
pony rides.
New this year was adult riding
camp. For the future, the Center plans
to sponsor a riding show team for junior
riders that will compete in shows around
the tri-state area.
The Center’s last two horse shows
of the season will be held on September
8 and October 28. The final show of the
year is always extra special because it
features a costume contest for horses and
riders.
New students are always welcome
and Whiting’s Neck Equestrian Center
invites visitors to check out their facilities. You can reach them by phone at
(304) 274-1210 or learn more on their
Web site: www.whitingsneckfarm.com.
Claire Stuart enjoys writing about
animals.
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Dr. Hang Yul Rhee
dISTINguISHEd PRoFESSoR oF PolITICAl SCIENCE

Photo submitted by Shepherd university

Jim Laise

Dr. Hang Yul Rhee

W

hen you come from a war-torn
country and one of your best
friends is assassinated, you
get a burn to get out of your country, but
you want help it heal. Such is the story
of Dr. Hang Yul Rhee, Distinguished
Professor of Political Science at
Shepherd University.
Rhee has been a professor at
Shepherd for some 38 years—the third
longest working member of the faculty
on the university staff. This fall, after
10 years as chair of the department of
political science, Rhee will relinquish
that role and focus on giving more back
to the country of his first 21 years, South
Korea. He will continue teaching two
sections of political science—down from
the three sections he taught as chair, and
four sections as a full-time professor.
In their place will come his work
as chair of the International Council of
Korean Studies, and as a columnist for
the Washington, D.C. editions of the
South Korean newspapers, Chosun Ilbo
and Han Kook Ilbo. He will also be more
active as an advisor for the Advisory
Council for Peaceful Reunification of
Korea in the greater Washington area,
which he has been since 1984. In that
role, Rhee has traveled extensively back
to his homeland and Communist North
Korea. In the future, he hopes to represent community organizations from both

sides of the demilitarized zone in their
desire to reunify.
The issue is one of relationship
building. Rhee and his groups try to
find common ground between the two
sides. The job is made tougher because
the U.S. and North Korean governments
question the validity of civilians like
him, and the many community groups
in the U.S., being part of the more than
57-year process of ending hostilities. But
for Rhee, 68, it offers a further chance
to close the circle on a goal he had as a
high school student in South Korea.
Rhee said the goal of many Asians
who come from war-ravaged countries
like Korea, Thailand, and Indonesia, is to
get out of lands where opportunities are
negligible and to get educated and. After
they enter mainstream life in America,
they search for ways to get into the system of their homelands to fix the issues
that sent them away.
In his twenties, Rhee lost a brotherin-law in a bomb blast set off by North
Korean operatives. The North lost everything after allied bombings “sent it to
dust,” according to Rhee. He says the
Communist part of the country remains
poor, while South Koreans have shown a
per-capita income increase from less than
$1,000 a year when he left to $20,000
today.
North Korea is not only closed off
to the West, but also to him and other
South Koreans who are attempting to
maintain relations with their colleagues
to the North. One of the sticking points
is that in Communist countries like North
Korea, there is no such thing as political
science. Instead, they learn the teachings
of party leader Kim Jung Il as if it were a
philosophy.
Kim is a demagogue. His ideas
come from his father, who learned
Stalin’s philosophy of Communism,
according to Rhee. There is no trade as
there is in China. A few have plenty, but
Korean academics rarely travel the globe
as does Rhee.
While the governments of the United
States and North Korea barely recognize
each other, Rhee said the North tries to
lure the South into a potential nuclear
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war with Japan, which once annexed
Korea.
“Kim Jung Il is rather shrewd, rather
clever,” said Rhee.
Rhee hopes to be a player in a coming summit in Beijing, which will bring
together governments of the U.S. and
Communist China, North and South
Korea, Russia, and Japan.
Rhee is hardly a player in the pop
cultural sense. In this interview with the
GOOD NEWS PAPER, he offered the
reporter the captain’s chair in a boardroom and took the one better suited for a
student.
A self-styled pacifist, Rhee thinks
negotiation and politics are the answer
to his native country’s disputes, even
though both sides question his credibility. He is a man without a country.
Though an American citizen, Rhee did
not denounce South Korea. Since he
failed to register with officials in South
Korea about his new citizenship, he is
looked upon culturally and politically as
an outsider.
Rhee had to move to America when
he was 21. Because he was a South
Korean dissident as a high school student, his opportunities for a diplomatic
job in his mother country were few. He
earned a law degree from Seoul National
University. For two years, working for a
major firm in New York City, he found
ways for wealthy Vietnamese to reclaim
property they lost in the war.
A desire to get more involved in his
home country sent him into education.
He earned a doctorate in political science at American University and pursued
postdoctoral studies at Johns Hopkins.
Then he joined the Shepherd faculty. He
is married to a professor at Mount St.
Mary’s College.
His close proximity to Washington
has solidified his input into the various
advisory and faculty positions that advocate for Korean students living in the
United States and the compelling topic of
reunification.
“After the Korean War…the philosophy of Asia is Confucianism. It
always emphasizes education. Education
is always a priority. It’s like the Jewish

tradition. After the war, you lose everything. But after the war, you maintain
that idea in your brain where you can use
it. Education does not necessarily mean,
in developing countries, developing good
civic-minded citizens. Education means,
‘OK, you go to the best school. You get
the degree. You become the mainstream,
you succeed.’ We are highly motivated.
We come to this country to get into the
mainstream, we get more degrees in
America,” Rhee said recently.
When he arrived in this country, he
met the same prejudices any Asian faces
here. “Particularly, you put double the
effort into education compared to the
Americans. I accepted [Asian prejudice],
but I tried to overcome it by becoming
excellent. In every society there are no
fundamental differences, but culturally,
maybe there is a difference. There are
bad Koreans. Maybe here we are more
pragmatic. Maybe some of the [South
Koreans] are not that pragmatic,” he
said.
U.S. TV comedies about the Korean
War are similarly ignorant, he maintains
with a laugh—like M*A*S*H, which
used Vietnamese actors who speak
Vietnamese, not Korean.
“When I was young, I was dreaming
of working for a province as a diplomat.
In Korea, until recent times, it was under
a dictatorship. I was more active during high school times. Certain political
expressions, such as protesting, are not
an accepted characteristic of developing
countries. In American society, the student role is less important. In countries
like Thailand and Indonesia, students’
activities are important,” he said.
“During high school times, we
learned about democracy. You took to
the street demonstrations. I was kind
of…maybe my dream was crushed.
You are put into blacklist. No, no. I was
determined to get out of South Korea and
come here,” Rhee said.
“Now is the time to pay back to
the Korean society. I try to spread some
Korean studies in this country. I am
involved in peaceful resolution.”
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Two RiveRs ChamBeR oRChesTRa
Betty Lou Bryant

A

n exciting opportunity awaits
the residents of our area—to
support a new professional
chamber orchestra. On Saturday,
March 15, 2008, the new Two Rivers
Chamber Orchestra will make its debut
in the Frank Arts Center of Shepherd
University. This orchestra, totally
funded by ticket sales and donations to
The Friends of Music organization, will
be composed of fine musicians from the
Baltimore-Washington area, as well as
many of the talented members of the
Shepherd University Music Department
faculty.
At the debut performance, a total of
36 musicians—on strings, woodwinds,
brass, and tympani—will perform
Beethoven’s Symphony No. 1, Rossini’s
Barber of Seville Overture, and John
Rutter’s beautifully transcendent Five
Meditations for Orchestra. A special
feature of this concert will be Shepherd
University’s keyboard professor, Dr.
Scott Beard, joining the orchestra for
Mozart’s Concerto for Piano No. 23 in
A. Dr. Beard will be playing the university’s fabulous Fazioli piano, purchased
with funds raised by The Friends of
Music.
Soloist Scott Beard is associate
professor of music and coordinator
of keyboard studies at Shepherd. He
is a leading authority on the music of
Polish-born composer and pedagogue
Theodor Leschetizky (1830–1915). He
has performed extensively in recital
as a soloist, chamber musician, and
orchestral soloist. Concerts have taken
him throughout the United States
and to Canada, England, and France.
Orchestral appearances have included
performances with the Georgetown,

Southern Arizona, York, Richmond
Philharmonic, Friday Morning Music
Club, and NOI Symphony Orchestras.
His Canadian debut was well received
by critics and audiences alike.
The Fazioli piano that Dr. Beard
will play was a gift to the university
from The Friends of Music after their
remarkably successful “Year of the
Piano” in 2004. Fazioli is garnering
worldwide acclaim, as many find the
Italian piano’s construction, action, and
luxurious sound to be far superior to its
competitors, the better-known Steinway
and Boesendorfer. The success of this
project made Shepherd the first college
on the east coast to own one of these
magnificent instruments.
Conductor Dr. Mark McCoy, a
graduate of Shepherd, went on to study
conducting at the Peabody Conservatory
and composition at Texas Tech
University where he earned a doctorate.
He has been chairman of the Shepherd
University Music Department for the
past 13 years and is a member of The
Friends of Music board of directors.
He keeps a busy conducting schedule
both at home and abroad, and his works
have been performed throughout the
United States and Europe. In addition
to his duties as department chairman, he
teaches classes in both the graduate and
undergraduate programs at Shepherd.
He conducts the Preparatory Orchestra
(a full orchestra for school-age and college students) and the university Wind
Ensemble. Life at home is busy, too,
as Mark and his wife, Lisa, are parents
of 22-month-old triplet girls, Hadley,
Madison, and Savannah.
The Friends of Music was organized in 2001 and has provided funds

for scholarships, musical instruments,
master classes, and the Guest Artist
Series. They have also provided funds
for faculty positions, European concert
tours, and for the Wind Ensemble residency at Carnegie Hall.
The Friends of Music board president is Dr. Robert Northrup. He was
an international physician with Project
Hope before he retired and moved to
Shepherdstown with his wife, Quincy,
nine years ago. Always a music lover
and choral participant, he now devotes
his time to earning a new degree in
music at Shepherd and conducting the
Shepherd University Men’s Chorus.
This year Esperanza Alzona has
been added to the music department
staff as music operations manager. As a
freelance graphic designer with Crosson
Communication Design, she assisted in
the design of the new logo, which combines a stringed instrument with the two
rivers that outline our corner of West
Virginia. She was previously executive director of the Loudoun Symphony
Association, Inc. for six years. Her
expertise and enthusiasm are much
appreciated.
While donations to the new Two
Rivers Chamber Orchestra (2RCO) may
be made in any amount, a tax-deductible
donation of $1,000 before January
15, 2008 ensures that the donor will
be perpetually listed as an “Orchestra
Founder.” Every effort is being made to
keep the cost of the concert tickets as
inexpensive as possible. Dr. McCoy is
committed to bringing quality music to
our area in a fiscally responsible way.
Therefore, only one concert will be
offered this year as part of The Friends
of Music Guest Artist Series. If this

concert is successful, two concerts will
be offered in 2008–2009. Concerts
that would reach audiences beyond our
immediate area are being considered.
A three-concert season is the ultimate
goal. All programs will feature selections from well-known classical orchestra repertoire, an outstanding soloist,
and at least one (perhaps lesser-known)
melodic composition of wide appeal.
There will be music for listeners of all
ages and musical experience.
In addition to the Two Rivers
Orchestra concert on March 15, the
2007–2008 Guest Artist Series will
feature the Ethos Percussion Ensemble
on September 27, Hugo Wolf Quartet
on October 18, Chatham Baroque on
January 24, Eastern Regional Jazz
Festival Concert with special guest
Juanita Williams on March 1, and Saint
Louis Brass Quintet on April 3. All
performances begin at 8:00 p.m. and
are held in the Frank Arts Center. The
Annual Holiday Concert on December
1 will feature the choral and instrumental groups of the university performing classic sounds of the season. That
performance will begin at 7:30 p.m.
If you wish to become a Two
Rivers Chamber Orchestra Founder, or
are interested in learning more about
the orchestra, the 2007–2008 Guest
Artist Series, or The Friends of Music,
please call Esperanza Alzona at (304)
876-5711. To purchase concert tickets,
please call Anne Munro at (304) 8765555. You may also find more information at www.shepherd.edu/musicweb or
at www.sufom.org.
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The grand
Robert Glenn
On the Bright Angel Trail

a

trip of a lifetime is by definition a rare experience, but my
son Robby and I took such a trip
earlier this summer: a six-day ride down
the Colorado River through the Grand
Canyon.

Day 1, June 16: Lees Ferry to the
hot Na Na wash
The Little Colorado

The Granaries

Robby in a kayak

Tom at the oars

Photos by Robert glenn

The oar boat

Robby and Jesse at Lees Ferry

The trip starts with a drive from
Flagstaff, Ariz., to Lees Ferry, the put-in
for all raft trips. The first thing you
notice is the clear blue Colorado River,
which flows here at a gentle current. But
I also get a sense of the trip to come as
a red wall of sandstone rises behind us
for hundreds of feet and I see the canyon
walls to the south. Two other things also
hit me: the heat at about 110° (but no
humidity) and the cold river water. The
water released from the Glen Canyon
Dam is a foot-numbing 46° and only
warms up by 4° for the next 90 miles, so
even a quick dip in the water is out of
the question.
Our group is 12 passengers and five
river guides equipped with four large
oar boats and one six-person paddleboat.
Robby jumps in the paddleboat with
Jesse, the river guide who captains the
paddleboat the whole trip. Jesse is the
California surfer boy of the group and
one of the funniest people Robby has
met. I jump in an oar raft led by Tom, a
laid-back westerner with a dry sense of
humor and a spiritual outlook on life.
He teaches at a Hopi Reservation and his
interp (river guide speak for interpretation) is peppered with references to the
Native American presence in the Canyon.
Not much in life lives up to the
hype, but as soon as we hit the river, I
know this trip will exceed all my expectations.
After pushing off, we float under
the two spans of the Navajo Bridges,
the last river crossing until the Hoover
Dam 350 miles downstream. Here I get
the sense that we are traveling to truly
remote places. The Grand Canyon is first
and foremost about the rocks. Our river
guides give us a constant stream of interp
about the rocks: the age, color, layers.
But the geological facts, while impressive
(rocks 170 million to 1.7 billion years
old), cannot compare to the grandeur of
the canyon walls and the awe-inspiring
river vistas. For the first 70 miles, we
travel through hundreds of millions of
years of sedimentary rock laid down in
shallow seas that once stretched from
Arizona to California with colors ranging
from red limestone to green Bright
Angel shale.
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Night 1 camp is on a rock and sand
beach at the Hot Na Na Wash. No tents
required here or on any other night.
The temperature drops into the eighties
and we sleep under the stars—literally.
Without humidity or light pollution, the
stars look close enough to touch. I wake
up a few times during the night to watch
what look like searchlights, forming the
Big Dipper, travel across the sky.

Day 2: hot Na Na wash to
Nautiloid Canyon
This day we get into inflatable kayaks, which bring you right down in the
riverbed. Trips through the smaller rapids
in these boats are just as good as Disney
rides (with no lines).
We also take the first of many short
hikes in side canyons. In fact, the river
rapids are formed by huge boulders
washed into the river from the canyon streams. Day 2 ends with camp at
Nautiloid Canyon and we hike up the
canyon to view 200-million-year-old
nautiloid fossils in the walls and floor.

Day 3: Nautiloid Canyon to
Nankoweap Canyon
Another day in paradise—with rapids. Colorado River rapids differ from
rapids in the eastern rivers in that there
aren’t as many rocky outcrops. But the
Colorado’s big rapids create huge powerful swirling cauldrons of water and are
much longer. East rapids are rated 1-4,
while the rapids in the Colorado River
are rated 1-10. The rapids’ difficulty can
change daily depending on how much
water is released from the Glen Canyon
Dam.
Day 3 ends at Nankoweap Canyon,
whose wall rises hundreds of feet straight
out of the river, creating a wall of rock
comparable to the great cathedrals of
Europe. We hike up to the Puebloan
granaries carved in the cliffs high above
the river. They date to 1100 AD and were
used by Native Americans to store grain.
The view is right out of an Ansel Adams
photograph and is worth the whole trip.
(We have had about 50 such moments to
this point.)

Days 4 and 5: Nankoweap
Canyon to Lonetree Canyon
The highlight of Day 4, and maybe
the entire trip, is an excursion on the
Little Colorado River, which converges
into the Colorado. The River is a little
piece of heaven on earth with a saunalike
temperature of 72°. After three days
dreaming of a swim, we dive in like a

group of kids on the first day of summer. But the crystal-clear, azure blue
of the Little Colorado makes this place
otherworldly like in a tropical valley in
Hawaii.
On Day 5, the canyon opens up in
the Ankar Delta and you finally feel
the grand in Grand Canyon. After having canyon walls tens of feet away, the
canyon rims are now miles away. Day
5 is also an awesome rapids day. We hit
big water at Unkar Rapid (rated 4-7),
Nevils Rapid (4-7), Hance Rapid (7-8),
and Sockdolager Rapid (5-7), my favorite
rapid moniker, named by John Wesley
Powell for its one-two punch.
At the end of Day 5 we see the
Vishnu Schist rise out of the water for
the first time. The sedimentary layers
(the younger rocks) have risen to the canyon rim, and now the walls, which have
closed back in on the river, are polished,
black metamorphic schist, 1.7 billion
years old. It looks like a massive Rodin
sculpture. Time in the Grand Canyon,
like the beauty of this place, is incomprehensible.

Day 6: The Bright angel Trail
After a short river trip to Pipe Creek,
we tackle the Bright Angel Trail. It’s a
six-to-eight-hour, seven-and-a-half-mile
hike from river to rim. The last three and
a half miles are straight up the canyon
wall on an endless series of switchbacks.
The hike is pure Norman Rockwell.
Classic canyon vistas, mule trains, and
tourists—tourists who are taking what
they think is a leisurely hike a few miles
down into the Grand Canyon, but will
soon learn they have walked into the
middle of a desert with too little water
and no easy way out. It’s no surprise to
learn that until a few years ago, the Park
Service heliport here was the busiest in
the world with constant trips into the
canyon to pick up injured hikers.
At the rim, tourists, cars, and cell
phones are a shrill introduction back into
the everyday world. The canyon rim is
crowded with tourists soaking up the
spectacular views of the Grand Canyon,
but I have to stop myself from walking up to people and saying, “This is
spectacular, but it cannot compare with
the beauty of the places I have just
come from.”
If you would like to view more photos
from Robert’s trip, go to: www.cyber
lawyer.addr.com/GrandCanyon/grand_
canyon_ page.htm

....................................
Sleeping Dog
Today, too,
I read the newspaper.
Yes,
I reread our problems,
And even re-viewed
The black-pantied model
In the full-page ad.
Outside,
Under the walnut tree,
A dog slept.
Asleep,
He spoke to me.
Yes,
I am a dog.
I looked at him.
Yes,
You are a dog.
Man,
You’re something else.

....................................
Cricket Encrypted
Cricket,
I know you.
Yesterday,
After Sophie pounced,
Your machinery delivered you
Into my right hand.
You were light.
Hello, I said.
Your legs tickled my nerves
And you left with a chirp.
Now looking at you
Asleep in amber
For three thousand thousand years,
How could I have known
That your chirp
Was a song
Before the word?

Stanley Niamatali, born in Guyana, is a
professor at Montgomery College, Md.
His poetry has been published in Oberon
and several issues of Full Circle.

Poems
....................................
Relative

While washing my hands,
I watch the hummingbird feeder
Awaiting my guest.
From nowhere,
He lights on a dead twig
Atop the flowerless dogwood.
Looking up at him
Under the blue sky,
He is a black thing.
With sudden urgency,
He descends for the sugary solution.
His green-feathered back
Shimmers in the sunlight.
And when he lifts his head,
The eyes of rubies
Flash at his throat.
Satiated,
His tongue flickers
And scaly feet unfold
As he takes flight
Forsaking me and his brother,
Slithering through the grass.

....................................
The Convert’s Defense
He killed our Brother John
And cooked our Brother John
In a great big pot of oil.
Then he ate our Brother John
Who came for his salvation.
What say ye?
Yes.
I love Father John.
He was tender.
He was sweet.
When he told me of the Christ,
I opened my ear like a child
And let him pour in his sweetness
Of salvation and redemption.
That was enough,
But he gave me more.
God, he said,
Sacrificed his only begotten son
For me to live forever.
He gave me Christ’s body and blood.
The white body melted
Like fat on my tongue.
The thin red blood
Tasted like sweet wine.
Father John said Christ came
For the salvation of all men.
Father John said he came
For the salvation of me.
I didn’t know what to do
With Father John until he said
He was a friar.

Photo supplied by the poet
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....................................
Then and Now

If I were an artist,
I would paint
A loin-clothed caveman
Running down our streets
With a Tommy gun.
I would do such a good job
One might say
It is so real.
And if I give it a story line
And it is syndicated,
One might say it is serial art.
And when my man is famous
And is on the box of Cap’n Crunch,
One might say
It is cereal art.
But if one sees his gun
As our impending progress,
One may say
Surreal,
Dude.

....................................
At Gettysburg

That summer,
On the rocks
Under the trees,
You bunched your hair
And bowed your head
To the breeze.
I was at your feet, searching.
And when I gave you
The black stone,
You closed your eyes
And held it to your forehead.
I said your name,
And together we stood
Gazing towards
Little Round Top
Under a sky
So blue
And so grey.
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David Heatwole
Synergistic HeART

Photo by Nan Broadhurst

Nan Broadhurst

David Heatwole

T

he interview with David Heatwole
was like no other. I followed as
David bounded after his four foster kids—none of them quite three years
old. David explained his views on art
movements and the importance of collaboration in art and community while
changing diapers, filling bottles, rescuing
towers of climbing toddlers, and generally keeping disasters at bay. We both
served as jungle gyms for the little guys
while laughing and playing—I occasionally scribbling notes on paper.
David is an 11th generation artist,
having descended from a line of German
artisan immigrants who arrived in
Virginia in the mid 1700s. The first three
years of his life he lived in Northern
Virginia. Two of these years were mostly
spent with a foster mother while family
issues were resolved. He returned home
to live with his father and new mother,
and the family relocated to the little town
of Bridgewater, Va., deep within the
Shenandoah Valley.
While growing up, he was surrounded by immense creativity and
imagination. His father was a prominent
historian of the Shenandoah Valley,
who used his skill as a sculptor to depict
the folklore, myths, and legends with
whimsical, magical creations in wood.
His work was displayed in galleries and
museums, alongside the preeminent artists of fantasy and science fiction—great
inspirations for David’s own elaborate
and imaginative drawings. When David
reached high school, he discovered the

surrealists, and his artwork grew even
more dreamlike. He continued his education at Northern Virginia Community
College, earning a degree in illustration
and commercial art—in spite of the critique that he was just too much of a fine
artist. That critique turned prophetic, and
David has pursued fine arts rather than
illustration.
In the early nineties David developed a keen interest in collaborating
with many artists. He founded the
Transcendental Arts Council (TAC) with
these other artists, to use and promote the
arts for fundraising projects supporting
humanitarian and environmental interest groups. The Council has sponsored
several Community Collaborations with
schools, civic organizations, nonprofit
groups, galleries, art centers, and musicians. These introduce the idea that
artists contribute vital skills for solving
all types of problems. By offering their
creative skills of “thinking outside the
box,” artists can be catalysts for creative
solutions, which benefit all aspects of
community life.
TAC’s first large-scale collaborative effort happened at David’s old high
school in Bridgewater, involving nearly
200 students. “The Umbrella Offering”
consisted of golf-sized umbrellas on
10-foot poles placed in a field in the
shape of a giant fish. The umbrellas
represented skin, and underneath each
was suspended a myriad of objects
depicting the ideas, beliefs, and dreams
of each student. The concept was to promote peace and tolerance, emphasizing
that even though our skins are different,
we are the same or similar underneath.
David vowed to the students to take
this idea seriously and to promote it
throughout his life. He honors this as an
important responsibility. Aerial photos,
T-shirts, and other memorabilia were sold
to benefit local charities. “The Umbrella
Offering” was the catalyst for several
similar projects.
David and one of his close artist
friends decided to take a road trip, which
was called the Tic TAC Tour Across
America. They had no plan other than to
see and discover what God intended for
them. While on this tour they indepen-
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dently met two other artists who were
painting in an unusually similar fashion,
though unknown to each other and living
in different states. David had often pondered whether it would be possible for
a new art movement to emerge in our
prevailing culture, and knew the professionals’ opinions to be an overwhelming
“no”—not after the destruction of art.
But suddenly there it was before him.
These artists were painting what they
were contemplating about pure energy
and synergy, using different content
and techniques. He formed close ties
with both. The cross-country road trip
got as far as Michigan before turning
back because of automotive problems.
But it was enough to birth yet another
compelling idea for David to pursue.
He has subsequently met many other
artists who are pursuing a similar direction, identified by David as the Synergy
Art Movement, complementing his
overall belief in the benefit of artistic
collaborations.
Returning to Virginia practically
penniless, David prevailed and started a
new venture with three business partners,
a publication called the Loudoun Arts
Journal. This venture was short-lived
due to a split between the two main editors, but David never gave up on the
idea. Now years later, David and TAC
are publishing The Main ARTery, a successful bimonthly regional arts magazine
distributed free throughout the area.
They have also begun a weekly radio
show on Saturday, 3:00 p.m. on WTRI
1520 AM and heard online at www.
VegasRadioWTRI.com.
With so much energy spent supporting others’ art, does David have
time to do his own? David and his wife,
Dawn, are currently caring for their four
foster children and an eight-year-old
adopted son from Russia. David splits
his workdays as a real estate agent for
ERA Liberty Realty, and producing and
editing The Main ARTery. He also volunteers for local organizations. So, when
does he paint? After going to bed near
midnight, if none of the kids has special
needs, he sleeps until 4:00 a.m., and then
goes to his studio. In the wee hours of the
morning, David is prolific. He paints in

a number of styles, and has adopted corresponding pseudonyms. David Heatwole
does intricate drawings in pencil, charcoal, and pastels—fantasies and complicated assemblages portraying elaborate
stories. In 1995 he started using the name
David Johnson (to honor his father John),
and to paint in a more contemporary
style of automatic surrealism, with lots of
color and high energy.
When David experienced a lifechanging near-death experience, his art
again changed. He felt his art needed
depth, which he found in his religious
convictions. Using the techniques learned
earlier, his work matured and he began
to paint subjects depicting eternity and
synergy. He produces two styles of art
under the name of D.J. Priest—pop iconography and three-dimensional. For the
latter, he uses 3-D glasses to paint, and
offers 3-D glasses to the viewers. With
the glasses, the canvas disappears and the
images pop forward. This illusion alters
the traditional experience of viewing art
as two dimensional, and gives the viewer
a sense of being part of the art. He hopes
to inspire people to see and contemplate
a different dimension of reality.
David’s work can be seen at Blue
River in Shepherdstown, and at the
Contemporary Art School and Gallery in
Hagerstown. Three of the Palettes exhibited in Martinsburg’s Palette Project are
his, one per pseudonym. The Martinsburg
Public Library is featuring his work for
the month of September.
David is always looking for Eastern
Panhandle artisans in various fields for
collaborations. If you are interested, contact him at myartbrokers@yahoo.com.

More information:
Transcendental Arts Council:
www.artscollaborative.org
The Main ARTery:
www.TheMainARTery.com. The Main
ARTery can be found in several local
venues.
Martinsburg’s Palette Project 2007:
www.mainstreetmartinsburg.com, or see
volume 2 issue 3 of The MainARTery

Photos of artwork supplied by the artist
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Dragonfly (David Johnson)
A Hole Different Dimension (D.J. Priest)

River Runs Through It (David Johnson)

Environmental Fiction (David Heatwole)

Sailing on the Line That Separates (David Heatwole)

Uncommon Angles (D.J. Priest)
Which Came First the Egg or the Nest (D.J. Priest)

The Umbrella Offering (D.J. Priest)

FA L L 2 0 0 7 • G O O D N E W S P A P E R

14

Roots and Shoots
Monica Grabowska
Photos submitted by SES Habitat Committee

I

magine a schoolyard. Your mind
probably paints a scene with squeaky
swings; long, shiny slides; and many
square feet of asphalt where a familiar
red rubber ball bounces among various
games of dodgeball, four square, and
kickball. Linger a little longer in this
mental playground and you may envision
a teacher. She is probably meting out
rule reminders, or perhaps she has joined
a circle of children in a game on the
blacktop. Then she blows a whistle. The
children collapse into two straight lines
and head back into the building. Recess
is over. The memory of motion fades and
the swings fall silent. The schoolyard
is left to a few robins worm-hopping
through the soccer field and an errant
butterfly on a futile search for nectar.
Now take an actual trip to Shepherdstown Elementary School (SES).
Tucked back behind Little Run Acres
just over Shepherdstown’s southern limits, this typical, low-slung, mid-century
school building is unremarkable—until
you notice the playground around back.
There is a soccer field and a baseball
backstop, basketball hoops, slides, and
climbing bars. But before you see any of
that, you are drawn to the gardens.
There is an herb garden, a vegetable
garden, a sunflower garden, and an ABC
garden—that is a garden with a plant for
each letter of the alphabet. These plots
are all in raised beds in a fenced area just
a few feet outside the gymnasium. What
is most amazing and inspiring about this
garden is that a year ago it did not exist.
Even six months ago it was only in the
planning stages. How do you put together
such an ambitious project in just a few
months? Teamwork and leadership.
That leadership came from a parent. Kate Didden has two children at the
school. Her son Tighe was a first-grader
and her daughter Ellie was in the fourth
grade. Didden joined the school’s Habitat
Committee, a group of parents who work
to establish outdoor learning areas at the
school. (I was a part of the committee, I
should add, while my daughters attended
SES.) The committee built a walking trail
through the schoolyard, facilitated the
construction of a boardwalk along Town
Run, and planted a large butterfly garden
in a traffic circle in front of the school.
But it was her young son’s clockwatching that inspired Didden to launch
that committee’s most ambitious project.
“My first-grader regularly reported
to me the exact number of minutes he

had spent outside
Offutt said
for recess, and it
the effort and
was usually between
the army of voltwenty-three and
unteers Didden
twenty-nine minrecruited was
utes,” she said.
amazing to watch.
Didden talked
On any evening
to other parents
or weekend early
about her concerns,
last spring, Offutt
then went to the
would find the
principal, not with a
schoolyard buzzcomplaint, but with
ing with activity
a plan. She proas fencing, paving,
Shoots in the garden
posed a schoolwide
and raised beds
project that would
were installed.
not only give stu“It was just
dents more time
extraordinary how
outdoors, but would
much they put into
also reach into the
it, and how much
community and
our students got
across generations.
out of it,” she said.
The “Roots and
She went on to
Shoots” intergeneradescribe the learntional garden coning activities in the
cept actually began
garden this way:
more than 20 years
“It is really
ago in Palo Alto,
the way 21stcentury learnCa., at the Elizabeth
ing should take
Gamble Garden
place. Students
Center, a nonprofit
gather background
community hortiknowledge from a
cultural foundation
variety of sources
that just happens
—teachers as well
to be within walkas nonprofessional
ing distance of an
Sniffing flowers
educators, and
elementary school.
then they apply
Each week, thirdwhat they have learned—not in a simugraders (“Shoots”) come to the center
lated situation, but the real thing. It just
where they are paired with senior volundoesn’t get any better than that.”
teer mentors (“Roots”) to work and learn
Once the hardscape was finished,
in the garden. A Lexington, Va., garden
Didden and the Habitat Committee
club took the model one step further and
assigned “Roots” to work with each
several steps closer to the students: they
grade level on their particular garden
established a Roots and Shoots intergenlessons. The Roots in the Shepherdstown
erational garden right in the schoolyard.
They also created lesson plans tied to the program are not just seniors, but span a
state’s mandated learning objectives. Best number of generations. Several Shepherd
University environmental studies stuof all, the Lexington organization made
dents joined the effort along with parents,
those lesson plans and all the nitty-gritty
grandparents, Master Gardeners, and
know-how for establishing a schoolgarden club members.
based garden available in their Down to
Together, the Roots and Shoots
Earth Handbook.
from the fourth and fifth grades planted a
SES principal Suzanne Offutt is
enthusiastic about the program, though at Colonial herb garden with more than 35
different herbs. Second and third graders
first she was a little concerned about the
planted spring vegetables like lettuce,
scale of the endeavor.
radishes, beets, and carrots. Didden
“When I first heard the plan, I
reports that they were just as enthusiastic
thought, ‘What a fabulous idea,’ then
about harvesting and eating these fresh
‘What an incredible amount of work. I
veggies as they were about getting out
wonder if they’ll pull it off?’ And boy,
and digging in the dirt when the project
did they ever!”
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began. Kindergarteners and first graders
planted pumpkins and sunflowers. Sadly,
they learned one of life’s more difficult
lessons—while the students are away,
the deer will play . . . and eat! Didden
said the committee is hoping to add gates
and taller fencing this year. Fortunately,
students also planted sunflowers in the
school’s more protected courtyard. When
they left in June, they could measure
those plants with a ruler, but when the
new school year began at the end of
August, some students found themselves
looking up at their sunflowers!
Fifth-grade teacher Stephanie Unger
is looking forward to the project’s second school year. She said her students
were very excited about planting the herb
garden, and just as enthusiastic about the
research they were asked to do on how
their herbs were used in Colonial days.
“They came to class so prepared.
Some of them went crazy,” she said.
“They brought in enough information to
write a book about their herb!”
I perused the herb garden in the
waning days of summer vacation and
learned a few things myself. Beside each
herb stands a hand-drawn sketch and
label with a few of the herb’s historic
uses. I may try a few, but I have a feeling
that our idea of fresh breath has changed
in the last 200 years.
A Tussie Mussie from the
Shepherdstown Elementary School
Herb Garden
Sorrel: Used to bleach rust, mold, and
ink stains from linen.
Bergamot: Can be used in crab cakes.
It can also help you sleep better.
Tarragon: Roots can be used to help
cure a toothache.
Parsley: Grow with roses to improve
their growth and scent.
Catmint: Drives rats away.
Garlic: Can be used in cooking,
medicine, and to freshen your breath.
Note: The Shepherdstown Elementary
School Roots and Shoots garden project
needs more Roots! If you are interested
in volunteering to help with this
exciting school-based intergenerational
garden project, contact Suzanne Offutt
at (304) 876-6270.
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Who Cares for the Future?
Mark Madison

Artwork supplied by the author

W

ho cares for the future? What have they
done for me recently? After all, they don’t
yet exist. Think about it: The future is not
yet born, and we don’t know its needs, likes and dislikes, or even its physical appearance. Perhaps 2000
years from now our descendents will have extra-large
craniums and desiccated bodies, eat coal and breathe
methane. They will look back upon our efforts to preserve wild spaces with scorn and condescension as the
poor misguided fools of the 21st century. For all we
know, their culture may well revere Mexican wrestling
and advertising jingles. Classic McDonald’s Happy
Meal toys will be worth millions in the futuristic currency of the day—plastic bags. So with the future a
mystery, why do we struggle so hard to preserve both
our environment and culture for a future, which may
well view us with boredom or derision?
Of course, this realization that the future may not
care for us, came to me somewhat late in a life squandered in carrying out natural and cultural preservation.
In my twenties, I spent years planting slow-growing
tropical hardwoods—mahogany and teak trees—in the
rainforest of the Philippines, trees I shall never see again
and which may be made into some future fashion fad
for wooden clogs resulting from the Dutch Music invasion of 2222 CE. Then I was trained as a historian and
ended up working in a conservation archive, preserving
the tools, documents, and images of our nation’s two
centuries of environmental use and abuse. I have done
that for the last eight years, carefully collecting and
interpreting these items to tell the story of the American
environment—not knowing whether there will be
Americans or an environment to listen to this story a
century from now. So why do it at all? Those of us
involved in cultural and natural preservation should ask
ourselves this probing question. Why do we do what we
do? Why the urge to preserve?
Maybe we are programmed to do it. Evolutionary
psychology has found that more and more parts of our
free will and inclinations are hard-wired. Perhaps we
have a preservationist urge, an instinct honed in the
thousands of years of our evolution to become ingrained
in our soul. While we like to think only the birds and
bees are driven by their instincts, there is much in our
behavior demonstrating an instinctual desire to create
things and then protect them, order them, make sense of
them, and bequeath them to the next generation. From
the earliest cave drawings to the Antiques Roadshow,
we have always valued things that preceded us.
Whether this preservationist urge is a result of biological or cultural evolution (or a synthesis of the two),
the question remains, what value might this preservation
work bestow? Well, we know successful early hominids
formed small groups to better their chances of survival.
Perhaps the creating and passing on of this cultural
legacy helped bond groups that gradually became larger

Poster for 1939 World’s Fair promising
“The World of Tomorrow”

than mere families joined by blood. In this way, drawings, decorative adornments and small objects and statues would be passed on through the generations. Those
groups who bonded over these objects would be more
cohesive and successful over the long run and this trait
would be preserved—preservation leading to our human
species preservation if you will.
But you may wonder how might preservation of
natural resources come into play? Well we know
ancient societies tended to have sacred rivers, groves,
and landscapes, once again areas and ideas that united
a people. Think of the Ganges River in Ancient India
or Ayers Rock to the Australian aboriginals. Cultures
like ours that strongly identified with their environment
might blend the cultural and the natural, creating, say, a
National Park Service, which is tasked with preserving
American artifacts both cultural and natural—ranging
from Yellowstone to the stones of the Washington
Monument.
The origins of what I call the preservationist
impulse may still be obscure but the benefits of preservation are manifest. Winston Churchill noted in 1944,
“The longer you can look back, the farther you can look
forward.” He was noting, with admirable succinctness,
the importance of perspective. Those who look to the
past for its lessons are keyed to think about the future
and how historians may view us. If the past is a foreign
country we preservationists act as border guards, translators and transcribers, and tour guides to all who deign
to visit the worlds of history

As environmental historians we are cognizant that
even our wildest places and wildest life are in effect
human artifacts. Yosemite is a created park, its native
peoples removed along with early homesteads to recreate a natural setting. Gray wolves live in Yellowstone
because we once killed them all, then thought better of
it, and went to extraordinary lengths to restore them. In
this case, remorse led to restoration. The fact that this
restored landscape is a human artifact does not diminish
it, but instead empowers and inspires us. We preserve
our artifacts and our natural environments because we
want the future to know our history, our stories, and the
places in which we lived and played.
From the earliest cave drawings in Paleolithic
France 17,000 years ago, Homo sapiens have tried to
communicate with the future. We are still trying to talk,
to tell stories to our future, to yell out we were here, we
were good people, please look back upon us with sympathy and understanding. We care about these things
and hope desperately and nobly that others will care
about these things. This is why we teach, write books,
and create essays like this— this too is an unavoidable
human urge.
Other animals think, talk, laugh, smile, love, hate,
murder, and mourn. But humans are the only animals
that think about the future. It is what defines us. Homo
sapiens is the future-thinking animal. It is our great
secret, our hidden skill. And if that is not the key to our
success, it is at least the key to our character. The future
belongs to historians. It also belongs to naturalists, environmentalists, and archivists. We will shape the future
posterity inherits, and they will look back upon our
legacy and either despise us, dismiss us, or thank us. It
will matter not to us, for we will all be dead, but it will
matter a great deal to them.
And suddenly I realize the future, with their jet
packs and robot servants, will face the same challenge
we do—to make sense of the distant past (Who was
this Sanjaya? What is “American Idol”?), to preserve
and interpret what they can, and to tell their own story
in the hopes that distant people will understand their
needs, hopes, dreams. Suddenly the future feels like colleagues in the long human story of striving, protecting,
and storytelling. I realize that I live in my predecessors’
future, I am shaping my descendents’ future—we are all
living in relative time.
So who cares for the future? Our ancestors cared,
I care, and I hope fervently the future cares, too!

Mark Madison is the historian for the U.S. Fish and
Wildlife Service and teaches environmental history and
environmental ethics at Shepherd University.
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Why I Work With Refugees
Ashley Collins
a responsibility to serve as a volunteer
in the wake of that disaster. In the Thai
news they were begging for English/Thai
translators who could help process the
many devastated foreign survivors and
help others find lost family members and
friends. In addition, they were also inundated with foreign aid, but had no knowledge of where to best use the money and
supplies. I took my vacation time allowed
by Peace Corps to volunteer in whatever
capacity I was needed.

camps. It was my job to determine what
essentials were needed for schools to
start back up and for jobs to continue
so that these village fishermen could
become self-sufficient again.
I made some of my best friends
here in these villages. The locals who
weren’t directly affected were willing to
give everything they had to help others
get back on their feet. This was the most
rewarding experience I had while in the
Peace Corps. It refreshed my spirit and

Photos submitted by the author

I

spent three years in Thailand as a
Peace Corps volunteer in a small
town called Phetchabun. My inspiration for joining the Peace Corps was a
journey I took to India, where I spent
two months traveling to Dharmasala,
Rajasthan, New Delhi, and into Nepal for
two weeks. I guess you could say this trip
opened my world eyes. It was the most
extreme experience, with great highs and
terrible lows, all in the blink of a second.
The poverty, the sickness, the multitudes,
the colors, the warmth, the energy, the
freedom, the beauty, the pain, the joy,
and the suffering were all part of the
one whole of India. This moved me so
intensely that I knew I had to do something. I was meant for bigger things than
what my life had been up until that exact
moment of clarity. So, I came back from
India with this fresh look at my life’s
purpose, and I realized that I needed to
go back to college and finish my degree
to actually be of some help. I decided the
Peace Corps was my calling, and applied
directly after graduating.
The first year as a Peace Corps volunteer was the hardest for me. I was in a
program called “Teacher Collaboration
and Community Development.” When
I asked for a definition or description
of the job, I was told it was up to the
volunteers to determine what community
development encompassed. I paired up
with some teachers at the local elementary school in Phetchabun to teach a
new student-centered style of education mandated by the Thai Government.
The intent was that when my time was
over, the teachers could continue without me, and my project would sustain
itself. Unfortunately, the co-teacher was
under the assumption that the school
could advertise me as the new American
English teacher and charge students
a new fee for the year to pay for the
teacher. I have no idea where that money
went, but the school did get two new
computers in the teachers’ lounge by
the middle of the year. Additionally, the
teacher had no interest in learning new
skills from me, a presumptuous young
girl who couldn’t speak Thai properly.
Slowly, but surely, my Thai improved,
yet we remained at an impasse. Though
we could now actually debate the idea of
co-teaching and lesson planning in her
native language, I still felt like I was not
getting through and utterly failing at my
project.
On Christmas day 2004, the west
coasts of Thailand, Sri Lanka, and India
were hit by a tsunami, and I felt I had

Ashley Collins with many of her students

What impressed me most about the
disaster was the vast number of dislocated people. They had no homes, no
jobs, no food, no material support, and
their ancestral lands were taken from
them. With good intention, the foreign
aid had built concrete row homes to
house the many refugees, but as they
were moved to the homes from the
camps, their land was taken and sold to
hotel conglomerates in Europe.
I spent my time there assessing
schools and villages for the foreign
volunteer agencies within these refugee
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enabled me to return to my village in
Phetchabun with a new perspective of
my purpose and my project. The rest of
my service was the most enjoyable time
of my life. But all things come to an end,
so I came home from overseas to try to
scratch out my living here.
Upon returning home, I realized the
only job I could really aspire to have is
one that would be as rewarding to me
as it is to others. I decided to enter the
nonprofit world. One month later, after
a visit to a friend in Baltimore, I walked
out of the Lutheran Immigration and

Refugee Services (LIRS) with a job.
LIRS has a mission statement that
eloquently explains their beliefs pertaining to refugees: “In response to God’s
love in Christ we welcome the stranger,
bringing new hope and new life through
ministries of service and justice.”
One of LIRS’s goals is to inspire
their congregations to stand up and volunteer to help sponsor the new refugees
when they arrive. They befriend them,
help them with their needs and invite
them into the social community. I serve
as travel coordinator for LIRS, communicating with the State Department and
overseas entities and affiliates across the
US to place refugees in areas that have
the best services available for their medical or social needs. I’m responsible for
the refugees in transit. We offer services
in housing, employment, and education, as well as help for single-parent
households. Some of the refugees arrive
in need of mental health services due to
torture, shock, and grief.
As I spend time at LIRS, I learn
more and more about refugee populations and the tragedies happening daily
to innocent and unprotected people in
many parts of the world. To be considered refugees, people must flee their
country of origin and not return, for fear
of retaliation or persecution. It is a life
of constant fear. Yet I am amazed at how
resilient and determined these people are.
Refugees are survivors.
Refugee children from Sudan have
seen death—and worse. Many face death
from starvation, traveling under the
cover of night over dangerous terrain,
to be sheltered in neighboring countries
in unstable conditions. There, they find
themselves among people who are having
struggles of their own and resent the
influx of other populations draining their
dwindling food supplies.
Even the refugee camps cannot
provide safety from incidents like the
massacre in 2004. In a camp called
Gatumba, which lies in Burundi near the
border with Congo, 166 unarmed men,
women, and children were slaughtered
by anti-Tutsi factions who attacked the
camp in the middle of the night. Ethnic
violence continues in Africa on many
fronts, even where the world’s largest
peacekeeping force is stationed.
I feel a responsibility to do what is
in my power to help mend these broken
people. If some of us are broken in our
world, then we are all broken, and we
have a responsibility to work together for
wholeness.
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By the Numbers
Christopher Robinson

Photo submitted by the author

I

remember my first war, Operation
Desert Storm; it was a prime-time
event, explosions on all the major
channels. I watched television for days,
fascinated by the organized troop formations, the bomb’s-eye-view videos, the
feeling of watching history unfold, of
being proud that my country was defending the innocent civilians of Kuwait.
What I didn’t get to see was the whole
truth. I don’t remember watching soldiers
or civilians being killed, just a few brief
video stills of unidentifiable burned-out
husks of bodies sitting in tanks.
I don’t remember feeling responsible
for any great wrongs or even regretting
my country’s participation in the war.
Even though I was deeply disturbed
by the reports of American deaths by
friendly fire, I thought that because we
were fighting for a just cause, that somehow the good being done outweighed the
bad. I don’t know how I would have felt
if I had seen more of the truth. I doubt
that if the footage and reporting were as
raw and real as that of the Vietnam era,
my friends and I would have sat around
eating popcorn and “watching the war.”
As the build-up to our country’s
current war began, I was older, wiser,
and more plugged-in to the independent
media scene. I could find some of the
truth behind our actions in the Middle
East, and I most certainly did not believe
that we were fighting a just war. I ended
up marching over Capitol Hill with a half
million other disbelieving individuals
on a very cold day in January to object
to this war. The information that guided
my decisions was not available from
any major news outlet, but was gleaned
through intense searches on the Internet
and hotly fought debates with my friends.
I compared it to information from the
talking heads and authoritative editorialists of mainstream media and found my
own truth somewhere in between.
I was able to do this because I’m
weird and have too much time on my
hands and a good Internet connection. Most people do not have the time,
money, energy, desire, or need to waste
half their lives trying to figure out why
we are at war. They turn on the news
and listen, open the paper and read. The
problem is that the media have no reason

to report the truth, and millions of reasons to report exactly what they are told
to report. These days, if you want to find
the truth, you have to search for it. Or,
you have to find other people who are
searching for the truth and want to share
information with you for free, for the joy
of understanding and knowing what is
really going on in the world. I recently
found some old friends in Shepherdstown
who are doing just that.
You might have noticed, as you
were walking to get your mail or to go
to church, a series of large numbers
prominently displayed on the porch of a
house on King Street. You may not have
realized that this is the current number of
U.S. troops killed in combat during the
Iraq war; I didn’t realize it until someone brought it to my attention. I found
out that the house belongs to our former
mayor Peter Wilson and his wife, Lynn,
and I asked them about the numbers.
Peter and Lynn were traveling
through Durham, N.C., when Peter saw
similar numbers displayed on a house.
He instantly recognized the figure and
knew what it meant. The idea hit him
as “profound yet non-invasive” and he
decided to talk to the owner of the house.
The owner was a woman who had come
up with the idea on her own. She told
Peter about another woman who had
knocked on her door several days earlier,
just after she had finished updating the
numbers. The woman said, “That number
you just changed was my son.”

Deeply moved by the story, Peter
decided to display his own numbers as
soon as he got home. The woman in
North Carolina gave him a set of number
templates to use on his house.
Peter gets up and changes the numbers first thing every morning. In the
many months since he started, he can
only remember two or three days where
he did not have to change the figures. I
asked how it felt to start his day counting the dead. He replied that it helped
him feel connected to the conflict and to
maintain an awareness of the suffering
of our young American troops stuck in
a strange and violent country away from
their homes. As he put it, “In a democracy the citizens have the responsibility
to be aware and share awareness.”
After experiencing the Vietnam War
and the daily reality of watching soldiers
die, hearing the names on television and
seeing them in print constantly, seeing
flag-draped coffins unloaded from airplanes and the funerals regularly attended
by the president, Peter and Lynn felt
concerned that the reality of the Iraq war
was not nearly visible enough in today’s
media. They remembered the passionate responses of those around them to
that hard-hitting knowledge and awareness of the pain of the troops and those
they were fighting; how the war was at
the forefront of discussions and inspired
debate and protest and political action.
Whether a particular person was for the
war or against it, the people were aware

of what was going on, aware of the
bloody violence happening in the distant
jungles every time they turned on the
television or radio, or opened the paper.
As I sat with Peter and his wife on
their lovely patio, surrounded by beautiful flowers, watching hummingbirds and
butterflies, the sun setting over the treelined streets of our peaceful little town, it
was easy to see how you could forget the
war. It also made me aware of what those
numbers meant to Peter, waking up every
day in a paradise he had created for himself, a place to retire and enjoy the world
after a lifetime of working, and feel the
need to be aware of the true cost of that
paradise. It speaks volumes.
After Peter started displaying the
numbers, he and Lynn were surprised at
how many people did not realize their
significance. They were also surprised
at how many media personalities used
the war for political leverage and partisan attacks without showing proper
respect and without putting any of their
figures or discussions into the context of
the actual situation. Some people have
complained to the Wilsons that they felt
uncomfortable because they thought the
numbers were critical of our government. Peter related his response that “our
government” is of the people and by the
people. He does not feel separate from
the government but responsible for, and
a part of, its actions. Every time Peter
changes those numbers, he knows that
it is his country that is responsible, his
government letting the troops die. The
most important thing for Peter Wilson is
to stop those numbers from rising.
I encourage everyone who feels
strongly about the war to check the numbers every day at www.icasualties.org or
to hang their own numbers. Do not take
the endeavor lightly. It is a commitment
to start every day being aware of things
that are not pleasant, and being aware of
your own role in those unpleasant things.
If you do want to make this commitment,
please make your own numbers; don’t
buy them. Peter would be glad to show
you how.
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Pedal and Paddle
THE NEW KId oN THE BloCK
Jim Laise

S

hepherdstown Pedal and Paddle opened in June
to serve the community with a reliable and wellequipped bicycle and kayak/canoe shop; it is the
only one in the Panhandle capable of selling, renting,
and repairing such equipment.
When proprietor Eddie Sampson, 49, was riding
his bike around his hometown, McLean, Va., as a boy,
the last thing he thought he would do some day is open
an outdoor recreation business. Sampson, like so many
of his friends, was focused on football, basketball, and
baseball.
His brother Ward, now 46, was the understudy of
a competitive cyclist, but Eddie and his friends thought
the idea of racing competitively in the 1960s was a little
off. “This is the first time we are on the same page, so
to speak, in our outdoor pursuits,” Eddie said. “I don’t
know if it’s going to pull us together or tear us apart!”
With the elder Sampson, a full-time U.S. Capitol
guard and part-time house painter, as the lead, and
brother Ward, the chief bicycle mechanic, the two have
been in business for three months. What started as a
fraternal reunion has become a source of service for
Eastern Panhandlers who like to bike and kayak.
“I am new to the biking world but I’ve met many
bikers in and around Shepherdstown who are relieved
and grateful for a local shop to buy quality bikes and
bike paraphernalia, plus get their bikes repaired or tuned
up. Most of us had to go to Hub City in Hagerstown for
bike services. Now we have a local option, and what a
good-looking option it is,” says cyclist Randy Tremba.
Eddie had considered playing college football, but
instead matriculated to Radford University in Virginia.
There, with encouragement from his brother and
cyclists on campus, he decided that biking might be the
way to go.
While living in Northern Virginia, Eddie discovered
Shepherdstown when, ironically, he was with a Bike
Virginia tour that took his group of cyclists through
Winchester, Berkeley Springs, and Shepherdstown.

“Like everybody, I fell in love with it,” he said.
His dream had always been to get away from the
D.C. Beltway to open a store where the riding was
easier. “I decided that it would have to be near the
C&O Canal Towpath and the Potomac River. With the
building around D.C., I knew the one place that would
always be available for pedaling and paddling was the
river.”
He looked into Shepherdstown and decided to
purchase an 18th-century building, formerly a family
dwelling, on the main street.
“I realized there was nothing like this in the area
and so many people were into biking, canoeing, and
kayaking,” he said. “You would also be amazed by the
number of tourists from the city or people from the city
with homes out here who stop by, too.”
To his surprise, the maintenance end of his operation has thus far outpaced the sales end (he also offers
lines of clothing and accessories), because so many
people on this side of the Potomac had many bikes in
storage.
“Many of our customers around Shepherdstown
have brought in bikes which have rested in their basements for dozens of years. They don’t necessarily want
to buy new bikes; they want their old ones fixed. I
had one customer who was middle-aged and wanted a
bike repaired that he had owned since childhood. For a
couple of hundred more bucks he could have had a new
one, but he wanted to hold onto the one he had since he
was a kid,” Sampson said.
Interestingly, Sampson just located one of his
brother Ward’s original bikes. The Italian brand had
passed through several owners for some 40 years, but
had held up. Now he has it back. Once he made fun
of Ward because everyone he knew owned a Schwinn
while his brother had this foreign-made thing. “Now I’m
not sure I’ll give it up,” he said with a hearty laugh.
The locals seem to like what these brothers are
doing in town.

“As a longtime cyclist and kayaker I’ve often daydreamed about just such a store in Shepherdstown. I’m
glad that Eddie has taken his dreams and made them
into a reality. Although I’ve not purchased anything
from the store yet, I’ve dropped by a number of times to
ogle the merchandise,” said local resident Al Levitan.
The merchandise is worth ogling. With bicycles
from Specialized (specialized.com) and Orbea (orbea-us.
com), canoes from Old Towne (oldtownecanoe.com),
and kayaks from Emotion (emotionkayaks.com),
consumers may find a manageable size, speed, and price
for their budget.
“ROCK (a benefit bike ride to raise funds for
abused children, sponsored by the Panhandle’s Court
Appointed Special Advocates) was very grateful when
Eddie donated a beautiful Specialized bike for the raffle
this year. We look forward to his sponsorship of our
ride next year as well,” says Tremba.
Eddie caters to the racing cyclist, the weekend
warrior, and the pleasure kayaker. He encourages group
biking and, in time, pledges to expand his current store
hours. Currently, Sampson sells and rents equipment
at 115 W. German Street in West Virginia’s oldest city
from 8 a.m. to 6 p.m. on Sunday; 10 a.m. to 6 p.m. on
Monday; 2 to 7 p.m. on Friday; and 8 a.m. to 8 p.m. on
Saturday. Hannah Beahm runs the show as the shop’s
manager.
“Independent bike and kayak stores don’t have a
great long-term success rate. But with Eddie’s energy
and the ideal location of Shepherdstown, adjacent to the
Potomac, the C&O Canal, and some of the best road
riding in the region, I think,” said Levitan, “Pedal and
Paddle stands a good chance of making it over the
long haul.”

Eddie Sampson, far right, owner of Pedal and Paddle,
with employees (left to right) Andrew Ford, Ward Sampson,
and Hannah Beahm

Peddle and Paddle store in Shepherdstown

Bike donated for raffle at ROCK ride in June

Photo by Melinda Schmitt
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Photo by Ruth Weese

Jim Laise is the Senior Writer for WVSports.com, an
independent Web site with 4,000 subscribers that covers
Mountaineer football, basketball, soccer, baseball, and
recruiting.

Photo submitted by Jenny Ewing Allen
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It’s

a

Man’s World
Claire Stuart
Photo courtesy of Cabela’s Inc.

W

e were looking for a cup of
coffee outside of Wheeling,
W.Va., when we saw the
sign for Cabela’s. We drove into the
lot and saw that it was some sort of
huge sporting goods store. Imagine our
surprise to learn that it is one of the big
three tourist destinations in Wheeling,
right up there with Oglebay Park and
Wheeling Island Casino!
I had an inkling that this was no
ordinary big box store when I saw all
the pickup trucks in the parking lot.
BIG pickup trucks. Big DIESEL pickup
trucks. And then there were all the MEN.
Go to any store or shopping mall,
and most shoppers are women. Notable
exceptions are the packs of teenaged
boys who frequent malls to meet girls.
The men you do see are usually being
towed around by wives and girlfriends.
Even in the home improvement stores,
outside of actual builders buying materials, most men are following women who
are telling them what to buy.
Do you know any men who call up
their buddies on their day off and say,
“Let’s go shopping?” Even now, when
people seem to be trying their hardest to
deny any differences between the sexes,
men just don’t shop for entertainment.
When my husband Steve absolutely
must shop by himself, he takes a list,
buys what’s on it, and leaves the store
as quickly as possible. I know men who
still have their wives and mothers buying
their underwear!
But here it was, Sunday morning,
and MEN were shopping, arriving in
pairs and groups like women at a mall.
There were middle-aged buddies, young
men jostling each other like colts, fathers
and sons. Not many men were accompanied by women, and few women were
unaccompanied by men.
Two baseball-capped men in camouflage sauntered across the parking lot
with a young boy who was obviously
emulating their walk. “Look,” Steve
remarked, “He’s learning to walk like
a man.”
Cabela’s is MANLY! It looks like
a super-gigantic hunting lodge. In front
is a bigger-than-life statue of an angry,
upright mother bear chasing eagles away
from her cubs. A gargantuan walkaround-inside tent is pitched in front of
the entrance, and before you can get in
the door, you pass through a gauntlet of
mammoth, gleaming grills. A massive

timber-frame porch made of immense
logs runs across the front of the store,
and all along the porch are racks and
racks of canoes and kayaks.
The first things I noticed inside were
the HEADS. High on the walls, going
all around the store, were mounted heads
of more species of deer, antelope and
mountain sheep than I ever knew
existed.
Then, there were the
guns and gun accessories. Shotguns,
rifles, pistols,
ammo, reloading equipment—even
powder
horns, for
goodness
sake! A
museumlike
room
called
the Gun
Library,
lined
with huge,
locked glass
cabinets,
held antique
and collectors’
guns, some with
prices that would
buy a modest new car.
We moved on to the
gun safes. Of course, we all
know that firearms should be locked
up, but these were actual SAFES that
looked more like bank vaults, some of
them the size of travel trailers.
Then, there were the deer! In a
section called Whitetail World, you can
stroll through an amazing showcase of
taxidermists’ art that would be the envy
of many museums. Herds and herds of
deer are posed in realistic habitats—
leaping over fences, scratching themselves, fighting, grazing, and doing whatever else deer do. There is even a small
hunting cabin peopled by two stuffed (?)
hunters!
On the walls of Whitetail World
are trophy heads, each accompanied by
a newspaper or magazine article giving
the hunter’s blow-by-blow account of the
hunt. Apparently, hunters donate these
trophies so that they can be viewed by
thousands of people, rather than gather-

ing dust and going to yard sales when the
hunters depart this world.
Whitetail World provided educational material on biology and behavior,
just like a museum. The most important
thing I learned is that deer have territories of about a square mile. They know
every nook and cranny and resist leaving,
even if they are starving to death and
food isn’t
far away.

This
explains
the behavior
of the unfortunate
deer in our area that
are being pushed from their homes by
construction.
I learned that many of the mounted
deer are called atypicals because they
have very weird antlers. Some had
branches of antlers that grew straight out
to the side or straight down. Some had
bristly thornlike projections. One deer
had big, thick antlers like a moose.
The most spectacular display in
Cabela’s is a two-story mountain in the
middle of the store where all sorts of
mounted animals eat, fight, climb, and
stare at you with lifelike gazes. A snowscape is home to musk oxen, polar bears,
and artic wolf. In a forest, a grizzly bear
shows its teeth. A herd of caribou makes
its way down a steep path. Bighorn sheep
and mountain goats look down from the
peak. There are moose, deer, squirrels,
wolverines, foxes, and birds. Below the

mountain, live trout swim in a stream
beneath a bridge.
Get equipped for any kind of fishing. That includes fly fishing, trolling,
even ice fishing and bow fishing. You
also have a chance to look at the fish you
wish you caught. A 55,000-gallon floorto-ceiling aquarium, comparable to those
in most zoos, is filled with freshwater
game fish.
You can get outdoor clothing (much
of it in many shades of camo); archery,
camping, survival and navigation equipment; even paintball supplies; slingshots;
and hunting dog-training videos. I wasn’t
aware that anyone outside of an old
jungle movie actually used blowguns, so
I was amazed to learn that you can buy a
Bunker Buster Blowgun!
Hunters and anglers must eat, and
there is everything for the MANLY
cook. A Dutch oven was displayed over
a fake fire, and a video ran with instructions for Dutch oven cooking outdoors.
I can’t think of a MANLIER food than
jerky, and I was amazed to see that you
could buy the Jerky Shooter to make
your own. If you want really BIG jerky,
you would want the Jerky Blaster!
Gismos for calling game looked like
cigar holders. You can pick up a duck
call for anywhere between six bucks and
$150; goose calls run up to $200; most
turkey calls were less than $20. You can
learn the nuances by listening to CDs.
I loved the title “Honkers, Volume II”
although I couldn’t find Volume I.
Of course, our electronic age has
something for hunters who don’t want
to blow into cigar holders. A digital
deer caller gives you a choice of several
sounds, including Buck Battle, Snort/
Wheeze, Antler Rattle, Social Grunt, and
the certainly irresistible Estrus Bleat.
You might also consider the Mossback
Widowmaker Cow Elk Call, or the
Quaker Bay Boss Gobble Shaker.
Cabela’s certainly proves that men
WILL go shopping if there are manly
things to buy! Even if you don’t hunt,
fish or participate in outdoor sports,
Cabela’s is definitely worth a visit,
and you can get that cup of coffee and
dine on game in their own restaurant.
It’s a great place for male bonding
and to get acquainted with your inner
manly man.
Steve and I each bought a pair of
fishing glasses and I got a nice little
tackle box for keeping my earrings.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist

Baha’i Faith

Christ Reformed U.C.C.

Christian Science Society

Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)
Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3122
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets
Telephone: 535-2351
Sunday Devotions: 11:30 a.m.
Study circles and monthly discussion group
(call for information)

304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor
Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School for all ages: 10:10 a.m.

Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays
3:00 p.m. year-round in the Reading Room
Christian Science Reading Room, located at
203 S. Princess Street, is open Mondays and Wednesdays
(except holidays) from noon until 3 pm.

Telephone: 876-2021
Sentinel radio program Sundays 7 a.m.
on WINC 92.5 FM

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Roman Catholic

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: 876-2362
Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.

Church & Washington Streets
Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436
Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

West German Street
Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: 876-3856
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

King & High Streets
Fred Soltow, Pastor
Telephone: 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
Children’s Church: 11:15 a.m.
Sunday Evening Worship and Bible Study: 6:15 p.m.

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
Sunday Worship: 9:00 a.m.
Children’s Church: 9:15 a.m.

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

Unity of Shepherdstown

100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor
Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:30 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org

Corner of Church & German Streets
The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Siobhan Patterson, Curate
Frank Coe, Priest Associate
Telephone: 876-6990
Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy
Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.
Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops
Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org

FA L L 2 0 0 7 • G O O D N E W S P A P E R

22

Donors
Byliners
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Lester Fant III
Jo Ann & W.E. Knode Jr.
Patrica Lovelace
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Ray & Jane Vanderhook
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
George Alwin
Martin & Elise Baach
Tracy & Grace Boyer
Mary Sue Catlett
Anderson Clark
Erdem & Carole Ergin
Judith & Stanley Jones
Richard & Joan Lyon
George & Pat McKee
Helen Moore
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Victoria & Peter Smith
Lucy Swift
Van & Maris Wilkins
Henry K. Willard, II

Partners
Katherine Akers
Paul Woods & Johnna Armstrong
Tommy & Courtney Baker
George & Barbara Baker
Tom & Rae Banks
Stanley & Hazel Barkdoll
James Bauman
Edwinna Bernat
Patricia Donohoe & David Borchard
Robert & Mary C. Borden
Bob & Betty Lou Bryant
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon Byron
Elizabeth Carlson
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
F. Dennis & Lola Clarke
Robert & Kelly Collins
Rosemarie Robson Coy
Ann & Michael Cross
Howard & Charlotte Demory
Lyndall Dickinson
Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Martha A. Doss
Richard Durham
Betty Egan
David & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean A. Elliott
Richard & Susan Fletcher

Robert Fodor & Thurid Clark
Carl & Charlotte Frasch
Herbert & Mary Lu Freeman
Wood Geist
William & Barbara Gillespie
Edmund & Susan Goldsborough
Raymond & Elizabeth Hadfield
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad C. Hammann
James & Ada Hatchett
Barbara Heinz
Jessie & Mary Hendrix
Calison & Patricia Henkes
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
Diane Hoffman
James & Mary Holland
Joan F. Hopkin
Ruth deWindt Hoxton
Elaine Hurd
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Catherine Irwin
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
James E. Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
Barbara Jane Kines
John & Barbara King
Douglas & Karen Kinnett
Richard & Kathy Klein
Melida & William Knott, Col. (Ret.)
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Willoughby & Ellen Lemen
John & Judith Lilga
Robert & Constance Lucas
James & Nancy Macdonell
Mildred & Floyd Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Charles Miller
Dabney & Alta Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Carl & Judy Moore
Charles & Ellen Moore
Arthur & Wilma Morabito
Rev. Dr. Raymond Moreland
Ella Mose
Philip Moss & Donna Covell
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Margaret & Robert Northrup
Addie M. Ours
Wendy Pacek
Carroll & Ruth Palmer
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Joan Piemme & Mavis Ferguson
Avery & Margaret Post
H. Potts
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Mrs. Charles Printz
Wanda Raczkowski
Martha & Bob Rizzo
Gwendolyn R. Robinson
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Anne Post Roy
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Sanders Museum Services Assoc.
Victoria Savage
John Schley
Elizabeth S. Scott
Carole & David Scott
W. Curtis Sharp
Shepherdstown Woman’s Club
Eleanor Ann Shirley
Lynn & Dolores Shirley
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Harold W. Snyder
Vivian Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie G. Spiker
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
James & Mary Staley
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
Kaye & Gerald Thompson
Terry Thorson & Jeffrey Bannon
Marie A. Tyler-McGraw
Capt. Peter & Dorothy Van Tol
Catherine Waite
Elizabeth S. Walter
Ethel Waltz
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Esther Wood
Chelsey & Lynn Yellott
Ed Zahniser & Christine Duewel

Friends
Betty Allen
William & Roxanna Andersen
Myra & Leroy Ault
Sylvia H. Boyer
Frances Brolle & Steven Lietz
Barbara & Clifton Brooks
Odetta Brown
Beth Burkhardt
George & Margaret Cashin
Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Church of the Way
William & Yvonne Claytor
R. Richard Conard
Ora Cooper
James K. Davis
Karen L. Davison
Carol & Michael Demchik
Nancy Dickey
Bernice Dove
Jean Ehman

Miriam Ellis
Patricia Florence
Charles & Josephine Fridinger
John & Susana Garten
Patrick & Robert Gossard
Michael & Debora Gresalfi
Lola M. Hamm
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Dorothy & John Huff
Eleanor Jamison
Quinith Janssen
Norman Julian
Sandra & Clifford Kaiser
Juris & Sylvia Kundrats
Laurin & Phyllis Letart
William & Dorothy Lowe
Eveyln & George Mason
Joe McCabe
James & Elizabeth McGowen
Peg McNaughton
Naomi Demory Miller
Karene Motivans & Stuart Wallace
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Calvin & Shirley Myers
James & Rebecca Prather
David & Jean Anne Pugh
David & Betty Ramsay
Rebecca Murphy
Lyle & Theresa Rush
Jean & Randolph Burrell
John F. Schmidt
Mary Catherine Sencindiver
Burton & Cornelia Simon
Grant & Renny Smith
Sara Smith
Betty Snyder
Scarlett Spielman
Joseph & Shirley Talago
Larry & Donna Teeling
Sandra Vickstrom & John DeMars
John & Sarah Walker
Judy Weese
Eugene Wilkins
Stephen Williams
Nancy & Bill Wilson
Virginia Winston
Jeff & Bethany Worth

Key
* Byliners ($150–$300 gifts)
* Patrons ($100–$125 gifts)
* Partners ($25–$75 gifts)
* Friends ($5-–$20 gifts)

Let us know if your donation
has not been acknowledged:
(304) 876-6466.
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K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

Direct 304/876-9025
Cell 304/876-9807
Fax 304/876-0671
smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
P.O. Box 35
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Schmitt Construction Company
James A. Schmitt
(304) 876-2462

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY

Benjamin Moore • J. Norton Finishes
Carpet • Ceramic • Vinyl • Laminate • Hardwood
www.CTWallsandFloors.com
86 Somerset Blvd.
Charles Town, WV 25414

(304) 725-1461

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

couples
families
gender issues
cyber issues
depression
confidential
insurance friendly
welcoming atmosphere

304-263-0345

Farm & Home Supplies
“Six generations of community service”

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE

Various size units available from
5’ x 5’ to 10’ x 25’

P.O. Box 3153 • Shepherdstown, WV 25443 • (304) 876-3136
Off Route 45 one mile west of Shepherdstown

(304) 876-600

Holistic Psychology Associates

ERA ~ LIBERTY REALTY

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families
Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.

“We’re always there for you”

Licensed Psychologist
Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

Princess & Washington Street
876-2000
John H. Kilroy, Broker

111 W. Washington St.
Charles Town, WV 25414
(304) 725-9645

P.O. Box 209
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
(304) 876-6729

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street
ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

ATTORNEY AT LAW

Campbell u Miller u Zimmerman, P.C.
201 North George Street, Suite 202
Charles Town, WV 25414

121 E. German Street
P.O. Box 1273
Shepherdstown
304-876-0657

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

DaviD a. Camilletti

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

WV 25443

W.H. KNODE’S SONS

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

DCamilletti@cmzlaw.com
(304) 725-5325
Fax: (304) 724-8009

LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

CATHY POLONCHAK

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

JOHN J. KUSKA, JR.

Licensed Clinical Social Worker

Psychotherapy for Individuals and Couples
Body Psychotherapy
Jungian Perspective
Offices in Shepherdstown and Harpers Ferry, WV
(304) 876-3022

CERTIFIED PUBLIC ACCOUNTANT
AND BUSINESS CONSULTANT

56 HACKBERRY CIRCLE
SHEPHERDSTOWN, WEST VIRGINIA 25443
SHEPHERDSTOWN 304-876-1819
TOLL FREE 877-985-8752 (877-WVKUSKA)
FAX 304-876-1820
EMAIL JOHN@KUSKACPA.COM
JOHN J. KUSKA, JR., CPA

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

MADDEX PROFESSIONAL CENTER
Route 45 West
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
(304) 876-2230

304-876-6907

205 E. Washington Street • RFD#2, Box 833
(Rt. 230 E. and Railroad Crossing)
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call
304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com
Jim Day, Owner
Certified Master Auto Technician

“We can fix anything but a broken heart!”
527 N. Mildred Street, Ste. 1
Ranson, WV 25438

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

Tea Room
876-1000
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Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
P.o. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

premier

Patron
P.o. Boxholder
Rural Route Boxholder

Sotto Voce, ShepherdStown’S

iS an

ShepherdStown

Sotto Voce poetry feStiVal

poetry feStiVal, iS coming to
thiS fall.

each

year it

annual feStiVal promoting public awareneSS
and appreciation of poetry.
featureS prominent national and
regional poetS, proVideS expoSure
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Sotto Voce for 2007
october 5th and 6th.
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Admittance to the Saturday evening reception is by advance registration only.
You may register online at www.somondocopress.com/sottovoce or by calling 888-812-1885.

FREE
but not cheap

FALL 2007

“Autumn Magic” by Judy Bradshaw

