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The Endless and Pointless Quest for the Living God
Randall Tremba

The God Who Only Knows Four Words
Every
Child
Has known God,
Not the God of names,
Not the God of don’ts,
Not the God who ever does
Anything weird,
But the God who only knows four words
And keeps repeating them, saying:
“Come dance with Me.”
Come
Dance.
—Hafiz
“Who do you say that I am?”
—Jesus
I am no scientist but I am a big fan of science and scientists. Over time, scientists have discovered that every
time they get to the bottom of anything tiny, such as
cells, molecules, atoms, and quarks, or any time they
get to the top of anything big, such as stars, clusters,
galaxies, black holes, there always seems to be another
layer beneath or above. Reality, as it were, continues
to lure us in deeper and deeper. It’s why scientists say:
Today’s conclusion is tomorrow’s premise. Surprise and
serendipity are inevitable in this world. The quest for
truth is endless.
Now when Jesus came into the district of Caesarea
Philippi, he asked his disciples, “Who do people say
that the Son of Man is?” And they said, “Some say
John the Baptist, but others Elijah, and still others
Jeremiah or one of the prophets.” He said to them, “But
who do you say that I am?” (Matthew 16:13-15)
Who do you say that I am?
That’s one of many questions on the quest for the living
God.
Quest for the Living God is a book by Elizabeth
Johnson. The quest for the living God is also an adventure. The book is short; the adventure, however, is endless. And pointless.
It’s pointless because there really is no quest. You are
already there. You are already in and with “God” (for
lack of a better name at the moment) for God is Reality,
the Ground of our Being, known by many names.
The quest is pointless. It’s also endless. Endless
because God (to use that name again) is like someone
you love, which is to say, incomprehensible. When you
love someone, there’s always more to discover, more to
be revealed as the relationship evolves. Those revelations tend to come in many and various ways.

The quest for the living God is endless also because
complete knowledge is like the horizon—always a few
steps out of reach. You can’t get there anymore than
you can get to tomorrow.
God may in fact be That which lures us ever onward
and ever deeper in our quest for knowledge and intimacy. Just think: God as seducer, as bewitcher, as the
apple on the tree. Take, taste, and see. Seek and you
shall find. Come know me. Come dance with me. I dare
you.
Who do you say that I am?
Recently I met with some young adults asking a similar
question of themselves. This summer, they had been
to places where life was dark and grim and hopeless,
especially for innocent children. So each of these students was asking, in one way or another: In the face of
grim situations which I have seen with my own eyes,
what ought I to do with my one wild and precious life?
How can I bear light into the darkness around me?
As it turns out, the God of monotheistic tradition is
implicated in the darkness. Take the Bible story from
Exodus chapter one as an example. What kind of God
allows the massacre of babies? If God is all-powerful
and all good, why do such things happen? There is no
easy answer, but I’m pretty sure the question leads
through the cross. For Christians, the cross suggests
that the primal force, which was once irresistible has
somehow become vulnerable, the way love is vulnerable to rejection. Or crucifixion.
What kind of God allows the massacre of babies?
Sometimes it’s best to leave God out of it and ask, what
kind of people, what kind of nation, what kind of church
allows those things to happen?
Pharaoh’s decree to kill all Hebrew baby boys happened
in Egypt long ago. But it wasn’t too long ago that six
million Jews were massacred by the Nazis in a land
with thousands of churches. Thousands of churches and
millions of Christians! You’d have to have a very hard
heart not to reject your faith after that! Or, at least, seriously rethink it!
It’s a good thing to think. And rethink. To ask questions
and more questions. It’s good to question authority and
then ask, “Who says: ‘question authority’?”
In our rethinking, we must not ignore the Holocaust,
the Armenian genocide, or the Killing Fields of
Cambodia. Nor the grinding poverty that crushes the
life out of millions today in far too many places. Nor
the plight of women crippled by patriarchy. Nor the
goodness of other religions. Nor the findings of evolutionary biology, anthropology, cosmology, astrophysics,
and so much coming out of the field of science.
We must not ignore the insights of atheists like Richard
Dawkins (The God Delusion), Sam Harris (The End of

Faith), and Christopher Hitchens (God Is Not Great),
who, by the way, do us a great favor by convincingly
discrediting a god we have no business acknowledging
anyway: some aloof, invincible monarch playing tricks
with the world. Thank God for atheists!
Being an atheist can be a good thing.
In case you hadn’t heard, the first Christians were
called atheists because they refused to give their allegiance to the popular gods of the Roman Empire, which
made them subversive in the eyes of the Emperor. It’s
time again to be known as atheists, especially if God
is construed as a LORD who consigns some people to
heaven and others to hell based on giving or not giving assent to incredible sectarian creeds and unrealistic
claims about the world. It’s time again to be known as
atheists, especially if that God is countermanding Jesus’
command to love our enemies, which (if I may go out
on a limb here to say) probably doesn’t mean kill them.
If God is, as the Bible suggests, in and through all
things, there is nowhere we can be or look that the
divine is not present. The earth is full of the glory of
God. In other words, we touch the divine as we explore
and probe the world around us—the world of physics,
biology, chemistry, geology, and ecology—the world of
relationships, and the world within us. In theology this
is called radical immanence—God in all things, including the darkness.
In the light of what we’ve learned over the past 150
years about the Bible itself and in the light of discoveries about cosmology and ecology we can see that
“Christ” is not some creed or institution or religion,
but rather a nested emergent symbol of a worldwide
beloved community, which may in fact be the whole
web of life. The “Body of Christ” may be a metaphor
for the slow rising of a new species out of the human, a
species procreated and sustained by love and compassion for all. If so, each of us has the potential and possibility of living our small precious lives faithfully and
lovingly in our given niche, trusting that the outcome
will be as glorious as what has arisen and unfolded over
billions of years. What a privilege to be included, if
only for a moment!
Live, my friends, for the sake of the whole. Live for
the sake of the holy as you undertake the endless and
pointless quest for the living God.
Be still and know that I am God.
Be still and know that I am.
Be still and know that.
Be still and know.
Be still.
Be.
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Clifford Branson
Mary Corcoran Lehman

T

here aren’t many places in this world where you
can mention someone by first name only and
immediately everyone knows about whom you are
speaking. But in Shepherdstown, just mention “Clifford”
and almost everyone knows you are referring to Clifford
Branson. Randy Tremba, who introduced Clifford to
those attending one of this summer’s Storied Evenings at
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church, called Clifford “the
coolest, smoothest man in this town,” and said Clifford
“has made so many people in this town feel welcome.”

from Shepherdstown, a popular bar and restaurant in the
60s and 70s. He stayed for 16 years, working for Fred
Morrison, who many people said was one of the more
difficult people around. “I didn’t pay any attention to
them,” Clifford said. “I found out Fred Morrison’s bark
was worse than his bite, and we got along.”

“God has been good to me,” he proclaims. “I’ve had a
happy life.”
That life began in 1933 in Shepherdstown. Clifford’s
mother, Emma Branson, worked to support Clifford and
his two brothers and sister, “so my Aunt Nell took us
in when we were small.” Aunt Nell’s house was on Ray
Street in Shepherdstown’s East End, and it was where
Clifford lived for most of his 75 years, until he broke his
hip three years ago.
Aunt Nell Washington was the biggest influence in
Clifford’s life. “I took more after her than my own
mother,” Clifford says, “because my own mother worked
all the time.”
“If Aunt Nell needed something, I needed it too,” he
remembers. “People all the time were telling me, ‘You’re
just like her.’ ”
“Aunt Nell was a woman who loved people,” Clifford
remembers. “No matter who came to the door she fed
them.” And like Aunt Nell, Clifford loves people. He
states emphatically, “If I can help anybody I will. All
they have to do is ask.”
For about five years during the 1970s, Clifford and
his Aunt Nell hosted a series of parties for the entire
Shepherdstown community on the Sunday after Labor
Day. These parties became legendary for good food, fun,
and the community spirit they fostered.
In 1981 Clifford had to put Aunt Nell, who had become
blind, in a nursing home. It was one of the saddest days
of his life. “I started crying,” he says. “I told her I had to
put her there but she told me, ‘I know you had to.’ Every
week I went to see her until she died.”
Clifford’s childhood years were happy even though the
family “didn’t have everything, but we did have food.”
The East End community was, and still is, a closely knit
one, where helping one’s neighbor comes naturally. Even
the children were enlisted to help other children. Clifford
remembers carrying many of the neighborhood’s babies
around and watching after them.
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The many people who know Clifford through his work at
the old Ferry Hill Inn, Shepherd College, and the Yellow
Brick Bank, plus his lifelong membership in Asbury
United Methodist Church, would agree that Clifford is
somebody special, an icon of Shepherdstown. Clifford,
always the most humble of persons, only sees himself as
an instrument of God’s love and feels “the nearness of
God to me in my life.”
Clifford Branson

He also remembers having a good time running up and
down the street in the summer with no shoes on. “In
the winter we wore shoes,” Clifford says. “They might
have had holes in them but we just stuffed newspapers
in them. I always walked up and down the street with a
song in my heart.”
Clifford attended the Shady Side School on
Shepherdstown’s West End. From there he went to East
Side School (today’s Shepherdstown Day Care Center).
John Wesley Harris, the eminent African American
educator, was the principal of East Side and Clifford’s
cousin. As he got older, Clifford began attending Page
Jackson in Charles Town, which was where African
American teenagers attended high school in those days
of segregated education.
The Shepherdstown children attending Page Jackson
caught a ride in front of Jefferson Security Bank (today’s
Yellow Brick Bank). In the winter, just before dawn,
their wait was long and the weather cold, and Clifford
dropped out of school. “I didn’t like the cold,” he
explains.
Shortly after, Clifford went to New Jersey to help his
sister, who was working, raise her son. “He was a fat
little rascal. His name was Donald,” Clifford remembers.
But Clifford was very homesick for Shepherdstown, and
he only stayed six months. On a cold, cloudy fall day,
when his sister’s husband asked Clifford if he wanted to
go home, Clifford replied, “I not only want to go home;
I’m going home.”
Two days later, with the help of a loan from Miss Etta
Williams, Clifford came home. Miss Williams taught
at Shepherd and lived in a stone house across from the
town water plant on Princess Street. For about five years
after his return, Clifford worked for her. “I cooked for
her; I collected rents from her tenants; I washed her
clothes; I took care of her until she died,” Clifford says.
After Miss Williams died, Clifford went to work at Ferry
Hill, the large red brick plantation home across the river

But when Yellow Brick bank founder Kevin Connell
offered Clifford a job as a waiter, Clifford accepted and
left Ferry Hill. Like Morrison, Connell could be difficult, but, Clifford says, “He knew better than to do
that with me,” and a close relationship grew between the
two. Today, whenever Connell, who now lives in New
Hampshire, comes to Shepherdstown, he visits Clifford,
as does Marianne, Connell’s wife and their son. When
Connell sold the Yellow Brick bank to the Lowe family
several years ago, Clifford stayed on.
Three years ago, Clifford broke his hip and was out
of work for some time. He needed someone to take
care of him and a young relative, Philip Kidrick—“His
granddaddy James Monroe was my first cousin,”—and
Philip’s wife took Clifford into their home. “So many
people have taken care of me, “ Clifford says. “God
stepped in and let me know that I was not alone. Now I
know why I’m here. It’s to love people.” Oddly enough,
Philip was one of those East End kids Clifford used to
tote around.
Clifford has maintained a lifelong membership in
Asbury United Methodist Church through six pastors,
he says, “and I got along with all of them. Working at
Asbury is a joy.”
He has many positive memories of people in the
community helping Asbury build their present church
on Rt. 480. He remembers, “Kenny Lowe sold us the
ground after he met with Greg Didden. We were able to
borrow money from the bank [Jefferson Security] after
I ran into Bucky Morrow. Kevin [Connell] helped us.
They’re proof of why I love people.”
Today Clifford is chairperson of Asbury’s Hospitality
Committee and uses his great voice to sing with the
Sanctuary Choir, the Mighty Men of God, and the
church’s Combined Choir. Clifford’s church membership
is the outward expression of the very deep and abiding
faith he has in God and his desire to be of service to
people.
At the beginning of my interview with Clifford, he
handed me a written statement that concluded with this
beautiful prayer. I know he would like to share it.
“Lord Jesus, we marvel at the example of humility and
service that you have provided for your disciples, including us today. Help us to accept your cleansing and go
forth as your authorized representatives to save others in
love. In your name we pray. Amen.”

Mary Corcoran Lehman, a native of Wheeling, W.Va.,
has lived in the Shepherdstown area for 34 years. She
and her husband, John, founded the Shepherdstown
Chronicle and the Shepherdstown Observer.
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The Temple of Canines
Claire Stuart

T

wo feisty miniature wire-haired
dachshunds bark to announce visitors to Patty and Neal Martineau’s
home in Shepherdstown, and then scamper along to escort them across the yard.
Patty Martineau introduced the brave
little watchdogs as Felix and Manfred.
She explained that there are three types
of dachshunds—smooth, long-haired, and
wire-haired—all with very distinct and
different personality traits.w

“We decided that we should have our
own symbols,” said Martineau. They
settled for something less ambitious than
a gargoyle on a cathedral roof. “Neal
and I designed the dogs for the pergola,”
she said. Well-known local woodworker
Butch Sanders, who had done a considerable amount of work on their house,
crafted the dog heads.

The Martineau’s gorgeous flower
garden, with its gently curved brick
borders, frames the backyard lawn.
This garden was one of those featured
in Shepherdstown’s recent Back
Alley Garden Tour, and the colors are
dazzling—pinks, blues, purples, reds,
whites. There are masses of hydrangeas,
clouds of Shasta daisies, towering hollyhocks. There are anemones, dahlias,
coneflowers, cannas, lilies—just about
any flower you can name.
With all the beautiful flowers to admire,
you might never pay any attention to
the pergola against the back wall of the
house. Some baskets of bright flowers
hang there. The structure itself is simply
a pergola, and pergolas all look basically alike. However, since this particular
pergola was pictured in a recent article
about the Garden Tour in an area newspaper and identified as “The Temple of
Canines,” the eyes are drawn upward. At
the top of the pergola, the two end crosspieces and the central crosspiece of the
open roof all terminate in carved wooden
dog heads.
Martineau explained that the dogs on
either end represent Felix and Manfred.
The dog in the center is Henry, their nowdeparted beagle, uniquely characterized
by the notch in his left ear.
The Martineaus moved to Shepherdstown
from Atlanta four years ago. This was
an ideal location for their retirement. It
brought them closer to their children in
the northeast and to Patty’s aging mother
in her hometown of Hagerstown, who
subsequently passed away two years ago.
While clearing out her mother’s attic,
Martineau learned that her local roots

PHOTO BY RUTH WEESE

“Smooth dachshunds are one-person
dogs; long-haired are the sweetest; and
the wire-haired are the most outgoing,”
she said. She described Felix as typical
of his breed. “He’s happy, outgoing and
shares his toys.” But, she said, “Manfred
is timid, and he won’t share.”

Patty and Neal Martineau’s “Temple of Canines” at their Shepherdstown home

went even deeper than she had known.
She discovered old letters and documents revealing that her grandmother
was related to the Chaplain family of
Sharpsburg.
While living in Atlanta, the Martineaus
shared their home with several Pembroke
corgis. One day a stray beagle wandered
in and refused to go away. Martineau
admits that they tried to get rid of him
but couldn’t, and he was finally adopted
into the family. He was initiated by the
rambunctious corgis, who bit a piece out
of his ear.
When the Martineaus relocated, they
had just Henry the beagle and one old,
ailing corgi, who soon passed away.
They decided to get some new dogs but
decided against any more corgis because,
Patty said, “Corgis love to run,” and the
Shepherdstown property was considerably smaller than that of their Atlanta
home. “We decided to get some small
dogs that can go places with us. And we
still had Henry the beagle.” So, the minidachshunds were added to the family.
The idea for the dog heads on the pergola was inspired by the gargoyles of the
National Cathedral in Washington, D.C.
Authentic gargoyles (from the French
word gargouille for throat) are carved
stone figures that are part of the roof
guttering systems on buildings. They
divert rainwater away through their open

mouths. Early gargoyles on churches
were hideous, frightening figures representing eternal damnation and various
sins that illustrated Bible lessons for illiterate worshippers. Gargoyles were also
supposed to scare evil spirits away from
buildings.
In recent years, gargoyles have evolved
to include more friendly and whimsical figures. The National Cathedral
features 112 carved stone gargoyles, the
last one made in 1987. They vary from
fearsome dragons and other mythical
beasts to dogs, cats, fish, and frogs, and
humanoid characters such as The Dentist,
The Birdwatcher, The Hippie and The
Crooked Politician.
The National Cathedral does not receive
any government or national church funding and much of their budget depends on
contributions from individuals and organizations. “I was a fund-raising consultant in Atlanta, and our firm worked on
the National Cathedral,” said Martineau,
“and I learned that the gargoyles had
naming opportunities.”
Generous donors were able to sponsor
their own special gargoyles. Some of the
gargoyles on the Cathedral funded by
donors range from the Missouri Bear to
a pair of gargoyles representing someone’s Angelic Grandson and Mischievous
Grandson.

The Martineau home is located in
Shepherdstown’s Historic District. It
was built somewhere between 1790 and
the early 1800s, without closets or bathrooms. The porch was added by a previous owner. “The kitchen was originally
a shed,” said Martineau, “probably preCivil War.” She added that the garage was
once a chicken coop, and she attributes
the amazing fertility of her garden soil to
it. She describes the house as “one long
renovation.”
Patty Martineau is no stranger to old
houses. Originally from Hagerstown, her
family lived on Prospect Street in the
Historic District, and she lived through
several home renovations.
She noted that her husband had family
from Tuxedo Park, N.Y. “It was a planned
community built in 1880,” she said, “and
every house had a history.”
Neal Martineau has been active in
local politics since they moved to
Shepherdstown. He has served on the
Planning Commission, Town Council,
and in other positions, so he was wellacquainted with Historic District red tape
and what sort of changes or additions to
property might or might not be allowed.
Even in the historic district of an historic
town such as Shepherdstown, one might
think that some small wooden dog heads
on a pergola in a garden would not be a
bone of contention.
The plans for the pergola were taken
before the Planning Commission. There
was some discussion as to whether the
dog heads would be permitted on a property in the Historic District, and there
was even a possibility that they might
be denied. However, it was eventually
ruled that the dog heads on the pergola
constituted humor, and said Neal, “They
decided that humor is okay in the back
yard but not in the front!”
And thus, the Temple of the Canines
came into being.
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New Beginnings for Shepherdstown Middle School
Wendy Mopsik

W

hen the 2008–2009 school year starts in Jefferson
County, students and staff will see many new faces
and experience a variety of new programs.
Leading the way at Shepherdstown Middle School (SMS)
is Principal Betsy Best, who is delighted with her new
assignment.

PH

OTO

BY MELINDA SCHM

Last year, Best learned all about SMS as head teacher
but now is responsible for the total school “family.”
She repeatedly described her feelings about the school
as being part of a closely knit community where students, staff, and teachers care for one another. “Rarely
do you hear anyone say ‘I’ or ‘my’ when referring to
their involvement in school happenings. It is always
‘we’ or ‘our’ indicating the connectedness and sense
of family,” Best explained.

ITT

needed to become familiar with a myriad of careers. Recognizing that
it is never too early to think about one’s future, Chad Conant will
introduce careers concepts to each grade level in an age appropriate curriculum. The lunchtime salad bar will be a regular
daily feature in the SMS cafeteria this year. Emphasizing
nutritious and delicious food, this new addition is bound
to be a hit with students and staff alike. Last year’s
Multicultural Fair was so successful that this year for
the first time the entire Shepherdstown community will
be invited. Watch for future announcements of the date
and time so you can participate in this exploration and
appreciation of different countries and cultures.

Several new beginnings will target behavior change.
A behavioral intervention program called Actions before
Consequences, or ABC, will be introduced as part of the
daily homeroom scheduled before fourth period. Short
Ms. Best’s interest in education is directly linked to her
scenarios will be presented giving students the opportunity
desire to help others and to her strong work ethic. She
to respond to a variety of situations. Thoughtful problem
credits her Walker family’s emphasis on service to the comsolving and good communication skills will be taught and reinmunity with leading both her and her sister, Judy Marcus,
forced. Continued from last year, the Character Counts program
the former principal of SMS and current principal of the new
examines the concept of bullying and how it can affect a school.
Washington High School, to careers in teaching. Their youngest sisAlso continuing are the Attendance Incentive program, the publication of
ter, Kathy, is a school bus operator in the county, a clear reflection of her
Betsy Best
a school Honor Roll, the attendance monitor position, and regular communicaadherence to the Walker family value system.
tion between staff and families. Teachers will again use their Websites, booster groups,
After graduating from Jefferson High School, Best matriculated at Shepherd College
calls to homes, and meetings at school to facilitate the exchange of information.
(now University) where she received her degree in mathematics and English. One of
Response to Intervention, a new middle school initiative, is aimed at behavior change
her fondest memories during that time is being a member of the college cheer team.
and student achievement. This program will develop from data derived from the analyOccasionally, the team called upon the services of Bob Starkey, then basketball coach
sis of the WESTEST and will target the strengthening of academic skills found lackand later Athletic Director at Shepherd, to assist with coaching them.
ing on test results. Although not a new beginning but rather a continual goal, Principal
Following college graduation, she taught English in Berryville, Va., but after only one
Best said that once again earning the “exemplary status” designation from the West
year away, Best returned to Jefferson County. In 1978 and for the next 10 years, this
Virginia Department of Education for test scores and attendance is a high priority.
dedicated educator taught mathematics at her old alma mater, Jefferson High School.
SMS has received this honor for the past two years in a row.
She then assumed the position of assistant principal from 1988 to 1995. One of her
Beginning new assignments at Shepherdstown Middle are the following personnel:
major accomplishments during her tenure was the computerization of scheduling and
K Daryl Hayes, Special Education teacher who continues as Assistant Football
attendance. Professionally, she also completed her master’s degree from West Virginia
Coach at Shepherd University. He plans to engage some of his Rams players in
University with certification in education administration.
reading and intramural programs at SMS.
K Rebecca Horn, Shepherdstown Middle School’s first Assistant Principal, who
Heeding the advice of her long-time mentor, colleague and friend, Warren Carter, Best
taught last year at North Jefferson Elementary, where she was named their
left the Eastern Panhandle for a different kind of experience in the field of educaTeacher of the Year
tion. For the next seven years, she served as an assistant director at the West Virginia
K Catherine Costantino, Financial Secretary
Secondary Schools Activities Commission, the governing body for athletics and
K Theresa Barb, School Custodian
band within the West Virginia State Department of Education located in Parkersburg.
K Patsy Carr, School Counselor who serves in a fulltime capacity this year
Warren Carter had been her principal when she was a student at Jefferson High School
K Chad Conant, Band Director
and later an administrator when she taught math there. His encouragement was a key
K Kelly Young, Volleyball Coach
factor in Best’s decision to continue the pursuit of advanced credentialing. Rounding
K Carmella Rice, Cheer Coach
out her career before returning to Jefferson County, Best substituted and taught as a
full time staff member in Wood and Wirt counties.
Betsy Best concluded her upbeat appraisal of the coming school year with thanks to
Best exudes enthusiasm when discussing her new responsibilities as educational leader some key players. She commended the Board of Education and West Virginia legislafor the population of 350 students. She bragged about her excellent staff members who tors especially for their support of pay raises for teachers and administrators to help
in combating competition from surrounding jurisdictions. She voiced her appreciation
take loving care of one of the oldest school buildings in the county. This year she will
for relevant staff development opportunities and for the availability of computers for
lead a professional team of approximately 40 teachers and a service team of 20 supstudents and laptops for teachers. Thanks also to the school’s business partners that
port personnel. Best related how SMS combines rich traditions like academic excelinclude Jefferson Security Bank, Clarion Hotel and Conference Center, Cress Creek
lence, the eighth grade picnic, and the work of the extremely active Shepherdstown
Country Club, Bavarian Inn, Jefferson County Chamber of Commerce, Shenandoah
Alumni Association with advanced technology for student and staff use. This blending
Air Conditioning and Heating, GreenTree Realty, and Marcus Enterprises.
of old and new is something in which she takes much pride.
And now for a look at all the new beginnings! The first annual Back to School picnic
held on August 18 at Morgan’s Grove Park welcomed back families and staff. This
new initiative brought the entire school family together for food, fun and festivities. Another first is the required career class designed to teach all students the skills
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A poster created by seventh-grader Jessie Schmitt says it all. “Anything is possible…
at Shepherdstown Middle School.” As the year unfolds, these new beginnings hold the
potential for great things to come.
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Asbury School of Dance Rocks!
Heather Gayle

I

have been a student at the
Asbury School of Dance since
November of 2006. I take
classes in Classical Ballet,
Modern/Lyrical, Tap, African, and
Jazz/Hip-Hop. There are also classes
for Stretching and Toning and for
Seniors. Classes are one hour long
and are held once a week.
Since joining the School of Dance I
have made many new friends from
the community and been able to travel
around the local area and perform
at many different places and been in
many programs. I love singing, dancing, and acting, and want to pursue

the performing arts as a career after
studying vocal music in college.
Most recently, our dance company
performed at the NAACP’s African
American Heritage Festival in their
annual talent competition. We also
do Christian plays and other theatre
projects. I played the role of Keisha
in our rendition of Tyler Perry’s play,
I Can Do Bad All by Myself. We
performed that production three
times this year at the Betty Roper
Auditorium in Charles Town. All
three plays were well attended. We
had live music, singing, and dancing. The play was special because it

featured some of the students from
the Harpers Ferry Job Corps Center.
After spending many evenings in
rehearsals they are all like my big
brothers and sisters. Many of the
students there could relate to the play
because it emphasized many real-life
struggles that they have experienced.
It was also special because it showed
that with God, you can get through
anything.
Our next production will take place
at the Shepherd University Frank Arts

Center on October 25. We will have
two shows one at 2:00 p.m. and one
at 6:00 p.m. Tickets will be sold at
the door. They will be $10 for adults
and $5 for children under 10. It is
sure to be a powerful and moving
show. I hope to see you there.

Heather Gayle is a ninth-grader at
Jefferson High School. She is a second-year student and student teacher
at the Asbury School of Dance.
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Beginning Ballet

Modern/Lyrical, “Precious Lord”
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Alan Tinkler
Moving Out of the Comfort Zone
Claire Stuart

E

ducation is a moral issue in the eyes of Dr.
Alan Tinkler, assistant professor of English at
Shepherd University. “Why do I teach when
I have no children?” he asked. He answered his own
question. “What kind of world will we have in the future
for my grandnephew and other children growing up?”
He works to do his part in supplying youth with tools to
build a better world.

He brought out some copies of Sans Merci, Shepherd
University’s literary journal, for which he is a faculty
advisor. “Students wrote it, selected the content, and
edited it. I was only an advocate for expression, when
there was a specific question as to whether something
was appropriate.”

Although it seems as though people are reading less
and less with the advent of television and the Internet,
Tinkler is optimistic about the future and usefulness of
fiction. “A lot of people are writing today,” he said. He
is an associate editor of Conjunctions, a literary journal edited by Bradford Morrow and published by Bard
College. He noted that it has an online presence “and
the better journals are all online.”
Tinkler observes that people are reading more nonfiction than fiction currently. “From my view,” he said,
“people tend to read more nonfiction, including biography, during desperate times, and we are living in desperate times.”
One explanation might be that people read nonfiction
to try to make sense of what is going on around them.
When it comes to temporarily escaping reality, Tinkler
thinks the trend is to media, including movies, rather
than in reading. He has seen the pendulum swing back
and forth throughout history and expects that fiction
will make a recovery.
Good fiction, in Tinkler’s opinion, is seen as addressing
the quandaries of society. “Creative writing is a place
for modern philosophy. The novel deals with the social
problems of the time,” he declared.
Commitment to liberal arts education is essential in
Tinkler’s mind, as that is where he sees ethics and social
problems being discussed. “Shepherd has a strong liberal arts general studies curriculum,” he said. “Liberal
arts studies result in engaged people.”
He is disturbed by the fact that in recent years students
have shown less will and ability for critical thinking.
“Students today receive knowledge unquestioningly,” he
said. “They are comfortable only in their space where
they receive knowledge. My intent is not to change students’ identity. It is to train them in critical thinking so
that they can become engaged members of society.”
Tinkler recognizes the fact that students are savvy, and
they know when they are being preached to. “I have
to take them along incrementally,” he said. “We read
G O O D N E W S P A P E R • FA L L 2 0 0 8
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Beginning this fall, Shepherd will offer three
concentrations for English majors: literature, creative
writing, and English education. Tinkler, who is starting
his fifth year at Shepherd, will be in charge of the
creative writing program.

Dr. Alan Tinkler, Assistant Professor of English
at Shepherd University

Things Fall Apart by Chinua Achebe. We read Whitman,
Virginia Woolf, Kafka, Gabriel Garcia Marquez. If you
put them all together, students will have to think! Is
there a Eureka moment? I’m skeptical about that. The
process is incremental. I hope my students will become
readers.”
He stresses that reading is essential for anyone who
wishes to write successfully, and he requires students to
take five core literature courses before taking creative
writing. “The ethos of creative writing is literaturebased,” he maintains. “I always teach Tolstoy. He was
important to Ghandi and Martin Luther King. Tolstoy
said, ‘to commit an evil act is evil.’”
Students in the creative writing class will read five
novels or story collections. Tinkler enjoys introducing
students to thought-provoking fiction. He sees irony in
business schools that claim they want students to learn
to think outside the box. “How can they,” Tinkler asked,
“when they are IN the box?”
Many of Tinkler’s favorite authors are those that he
describes as “on the margin.” One is Janet Frame, a
New Zealand writer who narrowly escaped being lobotomized. Her writings were often based on her own experiences in mental hospitals. Another is the hard-living,
hard-drinking-and-drugging Denis Johnson. Yet another
is short story writer George Saunders, recipient of a
MacArthur Genius Grant in 2006. “Saunders identifies
how the American dream is a dystopia,” Tinkler said.
“He examines what is and isn’t working.”
Tinkler writes experimental fiction, and although he has
been published, he does not show students his work. “I
don’t want them to write what they think I want to see,
or to try to emulate my work,” he explained.

Tinkler says that his creative writing students have freedom to choose what they want to write about, but he
tries to move them out of their comfort zones. “If they
don’t like to write dialog, I encourage them to write dialog. You only become a good writer if you move beyond
your comfort zone. To become a better person, the same
thing is true.”
Tinkler is definitely willing to move out of his own
comfort zone. He spent two years in the Peace Corps
teaching high school math in Papua, New Guinea, and
traveled around the Pacific region. He and his wife
Barri (who also teaches at Shepherd) met and married
in Papua, New Guinea. Tinkler is adamant about
the importance of travel. “There’s more to the Peace
Corps than the professional assistance,” he stressed.
“Americans are exposed to other people and vice versa.
Stereotyping people who are different from you is
natural, but the question is, what do you do with the
stereotypes?”
He recalled the linguistic skills of the people of Papua,
New Guinea. “They are amazing linguists. They
have over 800 indigenous languages,” he marveled.
“Languages—not dialects. There were five language
groups in one school.”
Two years ago, he visited Peru with students and the
faculty of the Spanish department. “One of my favorite
experiences was standing with the students on Machu
Picchu,” he said. “There is nothing quite like experiencing the other; it is through examining the other that we
can gain a greater understanding of ourselves.”
This past summer he took a trip to Montreal with his
nephew who had just graduated from high school. “It
was his first trip outside the country,” said Tinkler, “He
tried everything. Travel to other countries is absolutely
necessary!”
In his spare time, Tinkler enjoys reading, writing and
travel. He is actively involved with Shepherdstown’s
Sotto Voce Poetry Festival, where he will be teaching a
creative writing workshop. He runs for exercise. “Once I
ran a marathon,” he said. “I may try another.”
He also enjoys riding his motorcycle. “I recently bought
a Triumph, and I haven’t dumped it yet!” He added,
“I’m an organ donor.”
Claire Stuart has been writing since childhood and has
never found a comfort zone.
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Silver AnniverSAry
f o r G . T. S c h r a m m
marge Dower

We old-timer Altar Guild ladies were
all set to train G.T. immediately and
make him conform to our ways as we
had done for many other new priests,
but try as we might, our efforts failed.
He always had good reasons for doing
things his way. He’d tell us and then
make a joke. In our laughing we’d forget
what we had objected to in the first
place.
Then we met and fell in love with his
wife Susie, and baby Annie. Later Susie
and G.T. provided us with Geb. Never
were children blessed (or cursed) with
so many honorary grandparents.
My husband John was especially
impressed with G.T. for two reasons.
First, his sermons were brief and to the
point. They had a beginning, middle,
and end. They often were delivered
from the aisle without aid of notes.
Second, early on, G.T. pushed for a
demographic study of the area. It aimed
at finding the projected growth of our
village. When its projection showed that
Shepherdstown was likely to grow and
grow rapidly, G.T. looked at Trinity with
a view to expanding.
The church grew.
Once our organist failed to show up and
the congregation was amazed to see its
young priest substitute quite credibly
on the organ; a feat akin to that of
quarterbacking a team and leading the
band at the halftime.
That G.T. was a brave and fast-thinking
young man was evident when John
and I witnessed his response to a fire
on Princess Street. We had just left the
Jefferson Security Bank parking lot

when we saw smoke coming
out of the building directly
opposite. G.T. was driving
by. A policeman was standing there phoning the fire
department. G.T. asked, “Is
there anyone in there?” The
answer was “I don’t know.”
G.T. grabbed a flashlight
from his car and raced up the
stairs to check. The fire truck
arrived just as G.T. returned.
I don’t remember any of the
details, but I still can see his
rapid response to that emergency. Over the years his
response to any emergency
has remained immediate and
effective.
Now let me tell you what
G.T. inherited. Trinity Church
had no free interior space.
All of the robes and the altar hangings
were kept in the little chapel on Church
Street. There was only a tiny sacristy
room off the altar area to hold the
communion vessels. There was a sink in
that area, but it took at least 30 minutes
to obtain hot water. The altar area was
accessed from the rear of the church
by a flight of rickety, steep (or so they
seemed to me) stairs. Two toilets were
housed outside in small closets tacked
on to the rear exterior of the church
and accessed only by going outside and
walking around to the back. The church
office was a block or so away in the
rectory on New Street. The priest, choir,
and assistants vested in the chapel and
trudged through snow, rain, and oobleck
to get to the church.
The Sunday school had it much harder.
Some of the children met in the rectory
on New Street, and some had to cross
Church Street to classrooms in the
Hoxton Agency, which was located on
Back Alley. There was a buzzer in the
window high up in the altar area of the
church. Fifteen minutes before the end
of the service as the congregation was
reciting the Lord’s Prayer, the person
assisting G.T. would press that buzzer,
which sounded both in the rectory and
the Back Alley building. Then came
moments of sheer terror. We all really
prayed when the children would stream
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T

wenty-five years ago Trinity
Episcopal Church seemed to
be marking time. Then G.T.
Schramm arrived in Shepherdstown to
be the shepherd-in-charge. I remember
it well. The first thing we noticed was
his youth; his black hair; his delight in
animals, gardening, fast cars, and the
Lord. And we noticed his confidence,
his comfort with us all, and his sense of
humor.

back to the church. Every time one
heard a honking horn or the squeal
of brakes, one could imagine a tiny
Episcopalian squashed flat.

Shop. At Trinity, under G.T.’s leadership,
all monies so made are designated for
outreach in our community and beyond.
The church grew.

It wasn’t long after G.T.’s arrival that
Trinity embarked on its first addition
which provided classrooms, office
space, storage and—Halleluiah, praise
be—two inside toilets all connected to
the church
The church grew.
Another good thing about G.T. is that he
is the best sort of enabler. Anyone who
comes up with an idea for extending the
outreach or education of the church is
listened to carefully and then allowed to
proceed with the plan. Out of this came
Trinity’s Treasure Kid program; daily
morning prayer (conducted by the lay
members of the congregation); a library;
the emergency prayer chain; Bible studies; book discussion groups; The Thrift
Shop; needlepoint projects; sewing
group; men’s discussion groups; women’s healing services; and many, many
more such projects. The Altar Guild was
enlarged and the two exhausted chalice
bearers had their ranks vastly increased.

Many outside groups are welcome to
use the facilities. The young people are
welcomed and encouraged to take part
in the life of the church.
Just recently a new building project was
completed adding more class space, a
large hall, new offices and room for
more people.
Twenty-five years seems a blink of the
eye. G.T. is unchanged except for a
few (?) gray hairs. He still loves fast
cars, animals, gardening, and serving the
Lord. Annie is married and has provided
the church with an official grandbaby.
Geb is winding down his college years.
Only Susie seems unchanged.
And the church keeps growing.

Many churches augment their
church budgets with proceeds from
moneymaking projects like The Thrift
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My France
Sheri Fedorchak

I

n May 2008 my 12-year-old daughter, Sarah, went
to France. She was gone 10 days on an exchange trip
with her school. It seemed the perfect time for my
husband and me to get away together. Rarely is Sarah
gone and we are both free. Rich, however, had to work
in Shepherdstown. Thus, he would be home, but tied
to work. I, on the other hand had missed a job opportunity and was effectively being given time to vacation…
but where?

quiet. I saw the laborers mowing the lawns, the aproned
woman in the chocolate shop dipping orange slices in
dark chocolate, the lady in the spa ringing up my purchases. I saw people like myself, seeing how the rich
vacationed. I could have had a Thai style massage for
$175 or a pair of clogs for $220, or a room for several
hundred dollars. So could anybody else with a big
enough wallet. Still I marveled. I entered a bathroom
with pink carpet, linen hand towels, large plants, paintings on the walls. I was probably the first person to take
a picture of the bathroom, but such is the pleasure of
free will.

I decided that I too would “go to France.” Not the same
one Sarah went to, but on a trip with similar goals—a
change of pace and new surroundings. I chose to travel
around West Virginia and visit my friend, Candace,
who works at New River Gorge National River in
Fayetteville, 300 winding miles to the west.
Armed with cold drinks, cheese, and fruit in my cooler
and books of poetry on CD, I left on the morning of
May 31. Heading south on Interstate 81, Virginia showed
her fair side. On either side of the interstate, fields,
barns, and farmhouses beckoned me to stop and explore.
Living in the east, after moving here from Wyoming
three years ago, I am always exploring the West Virginia
countryside by bicycle and foot to observe nature and
discover beauty farther away from the business of
streets, buildings, cars, and humanity. It wasn’t until I
bent westward, back into West Virginia on Interstate 64,
that I got out of the car near Covington. I stopped to see
the historic Humpback Bridge, an arched, hand-built
covered bridge that spans Dunlap Creek. Exiting my car,
“my France” began. I was exploring. At the river’s edge
I watched yellow swallowtail and pipewine swallowtail
butterflies flutter over damp mud. The river was clear
enough to see rocks several feet underwater. I tromped
over the shaded bridge to the other shore. Looking
downstream, where a fast current flowed, I spotted a
rope swing. The local kids have some fun here. I picked
up a piece of a dead pipewine swallowtail, still so beautiful in its shimmery, blue color. Tucking the butterfly in
my ashtray as a souvenir, I drove on.

New River Gorge National River Bridge

Train Station, Thurmond

I stopped in historic Lewisburg, described in one too
many tourist brochures as a town, “nestled in the heart
of the Greenbrier Valley.” Hunger drove me to a coffee
shop and café called “The Wild Bean,” where the air
conditioning felt so good I decided that eating a bowl
of hot soup was not beyond reason. Best vegan corn
chowder I have ever had. Chewy bread to go with it;
a blended iced tea to wash it down. After visiting the
local bookstore, where I talked with the proprietor about
Senator Ted Kennedy’s brain surgery (was he out of
surgery? how did he do?), I was ready to move on. Still
playing the tourist, I visited what I guess would amount
to my “Paris” of the trip, the historic Greenbrier Resort.
Here at White Sulphur Springs, splendor reigns. A doorperson opens the door as you enter. Opulence is found in
the large, white inn, redecorated and refurbished in 1946
by the New York interior decorator Dorothy Draper, with
colors of red, pink, blue, and green. It seemed strangely

Here is where I encountered “two on, two off.” In this
part of West Virginia you find roads that are paved,
but only narrowly so. A strip of pavement that accommodates one vehicle lines the center of the road. To
either side is gravel. Thus, if you are alone, you drive
on the pavement. But when you see or hear a vehicle,
you move to the right. Now you have two wheels on
the pavement, two wheels off the pavement, allowing
the vehicles to pass. On this trip I had hoped to see the
Appalachian countryside, the people, their land, and
their ways. I entered a small town, mostly trailer homes.
At one home, people lined the outdoor porch, watching
me as I watched them. I still see the flushed face of a
woman holding a diapered baby on her hip. Just up the
road, I was slowed to a crawl by a young couple crossing the road with a giant Great Dane. I am sure they had
me labeled as “lost visitor.” Driving on, the road became
even more narrow and climbed in a series of switchbacks, much like a hiking trail. Only I was in my car. I
looked for a person from whom I could ask directions.
I saw a woman mowing her lawn with a push mower.
Safe bet I thought. She said that yes, the road continued towards Fayetteville. Further on, conditions were
much the same, and I came to a fork in the road. Both
branches looked untraveled. What would Robert Frost
do? Inquiring again of another West Virginian woman
doing yard work, I asked which way to go. “Left at the
fork,” she said. Eventually I came to pavement wide
enough for all four tires. I found my way to Candace’s,
who, like other women I had recently encountered, was
mowing her lawn with a push mower.
Candace left for work the next morning, and my France
continued. Freedom, choices, new environment. I began
with a cup of Earl Grey, a quick look at news on the

New River Gorge view from Endless Wall Trail
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From here I left the interstate for Highway 60. After a
half hour, I began to see what I was in for. Never would
the road straighten out except for short distances, perhaps through a town. I would twist and climb to the
summit of a hill or mountain only to make a turn and
begin to twist my way downward. A look at the map
revealed that this route would actually take me north
of Fayetteville. It was nearing 6:00 p.m.: I was ready to
get out of the car and stretch. Aha! a shortcut. I spotted
a secondary road on the map that would swing towards
Fayetteville. On a hunch, I took it.
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Today Show, and stretches. Out the door for a run. I
headed out of town on a highway and quickly took
the first fork up to the left. Atop a hill, I saw horses
in a pasture, and down below, a river rafting company.
Nowhere could I go by a piece of property without
setting off a dog or two barking. At a bridge I saw a
quick wildlife show—like flicking the channels on the
television and catching just a few seconds of the Nature
Channel before the program clips to another scene.
Looking upstream, I saw a muskrat paddling underwater,
a mallard duck swimming upstream, and a plate-sized
turtle moving to safer waters. Letting a school bus
pass me, I crossed the bridge and looked downstream.
Fourteen Ping-Pong ball–sized grebes left the shore for
the current, following their instinct. Realizing that I now
had to retrace my steps back up and down the “holler,” I
headed back to town. With quite an appetite, I returned.
Quick shower and short walk over to the Cathedral Café
for a breakfast big on taste and small on price. This historic church, with its rock walls, woodwork, and steeple,
is converted to a delicious café, complete with two
computers for Internet access. Perfect for the local river
guides and rock climbers who like to see each other,
talk, and drink coffee. When I ordered my breakfast, I
took my French Roast coffee and went over to check for
e-mail from Sarah. The computer screen displayed a U.S.
Geological Service site showing the stage of the New
River in cubic feet per second. Someone was planning a
day on the water. No mail from Sarah.

crossed the road and fell in behind the man. The runner
yelled back to me that the dog was friendly—that it followed him each day on his run. Of course, I thought. It
didn’t seem unusual to me that such a friendly arrangement would happen in Fayetteville, a town perhaps short
of cash but wealthy in many, other ways.

Sheri at the Wild Bean Café, Lewisburg

On my last morning, we parted ways. I left for home,
stopping to hike a trail in New River Gorge National
River called “The Endless Wall.” As soon as I left my
car, I had the good and familiar feeling of hiking a trail.
The forest was drenched with recent rain and the clear
streams ran by me. Again the butterflies fluttered above
the muddy banks. A single wood thrush sang, to me
always the sound of nature. Pink rhododendron blossoms
formed an arch over my head. As I neared the canyon
edge, the New River could be heard 800 feet below. The
forest thinned and became more sunlit as I reached the
edge of the wall. Adding to the scene, a train wound its
way along the river’s edge on the opposite shore. Coal
from the ground was making its way east to power the
cities.

I retuned to Candace’s to sit upstairs in a rocking chair
on the landing of the second floor. I wrote a letter to a
friend using paper I had picked up from the Greenbrier.
A breeze flowed in. I was neither hot nor cold. As I told
Candace, thinking back on such moments, other people
pay far more for vacations and travel farther, yet I had
reached the state we seek of feeling unfettered and free.
Candace returned from work and took me to Thurmond,
an old railroad town that once boomed with life in
the early 1900s. We entered the old, musty bank on a
behind-the-scenes tour with a ranger. A heavy rainstorm
precluded hiking, and we returned home. Candace began
to make Thai soup, smelling up the house with spices.
She invited me to sit on her wraparound porch. We had
gone to the local library and picked up books and magazines, so I took my stash and a cup of tea with sourwood
honey to roost in her rocker. The rain fell, straight down,
with gentle force. Not a downpour. It created the most
restful sound as it landed on grass, leaves, branches. I
found the only thing I could do was just sit and listen.

Rainy day view from porch in Fayetteville

On the way home I stopped in Weston at a museum of
the Civilian Conservation Corps. The power was out; the
woman staffing the museum was friendly. Adjoining the
museum was a business selling handmade items of West
Virginia—beeswax candles, dresses with bonnets, quilts,
glassware, Amish dolls, candy.
I returned from my France, much refreshed, full of good
times with my friend. Listening to each other, laughing,
making up our days as we wished. I imagined Sarah in
Belgium one day, where I knew she was visiting Bruges.
I thought of Rich at his job. My missed job opportunity
had given me the chance to explore West Virginia and be
charmed by her people. The trip had worked its magic.
What joy to return to my family and go out to dinner
and catch up on each other’s lives. On Sunday we went
to the airport and brought back a girl wearing a black
and white scarf and a beret, with new shoes packed in
her suitcase and stories to tell us.

Birds fed at the thistle feeder throughout the rain.
Through binoculars I watched American goldfinches
feeding. A brown thrasher stopped by. We ate our soup
indoors. The phone line went out. The exclusion from
the world felt wonderful.
The next morning Candace worked again and I ran.
At one point, I saw a runner along the road in front of
me. Opposite him, a black Lab stood at the road edge by
a house. When the runner passed the house, the dog

Candace returned from work, ready to shed her uniform.
We explored again. This time, heading out of town, we
passed a couple walking on the highway’s edge, holding
hands and walking away from town. The young woman
wore a dress below her knees and the man wore pants
and a long-sleeved shirt. Candace said she has seen the
couple numerous times, always walking and holding
hands. She believes they are courting. Though unusual
to me, again, it didn’t seem out of place in this town, far
from Washington D.C., far from suburbia, near to the
woods, where generations live without moving away. No
car, no public transportation was available to them. Just
each other and time. Counting riches in another way, I
would say.

The Greenbrier Resort in White Sulphur Springs

Sheri Fedorchak lives in Shepherdstown and enjoys
writing about other people and their interests. This time
she shares her observations with you from a recent trip.
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Judy Rand: Quiet Strength
Expressed with Wood
Nan broadhurst

J

udy Rand achieves the look of gentle
strength in her rich landscapes of
wood. Some of them hang on walls
as segmented panels, some stand as folding screens, and some wrap lovingly
around pieces of furniture.
Judy Rand’s childhood was spent in
Framingham, Mass. Her father’s job took
the family to Ohio for her high school
years. Then university and graduate
school happened in Greensboro, N.C.
Rand received a doctorate in experimental psychology, and taught at Bowie State
College in Maryland for eight years.
During this time, she found that she had
a summer free of teaching, and a need
for a dining room table. Complete lack
of experience didn’t thwart her creative
inclinations. She found a book at the
library, bought the necessary tools and
materials, and successfully did the job.
And she was hooked! The next year she
took her tools down to the Artists in
Action show on the Smithsonian Mall
in D.C., and made $47 selling small
bowls and vases turned on her lathe.
This convinced her that she could make
a living doing woodworking, and she has
accomplished just that. She quit teaching
two years later and never looked back.
Though she loved many aspects of the
academic life, she much prefers working
for herself and has devoted her life to her
art ever since.

for the Creative Arts in Annapolis. She
uses all these skills to achieve her unique
style.
Rand uses Baltic birch for her creations.
She begins with a drawing on wood, and
cuts out some of the intricate shapes
using a scroll saw. She nails these on
a supporting panel as a multilayered
appliqué, and then applies black paint to
the whole piece. Black serves as a rich
underpainting for Rand’s magic touch
with oil pastels and colored pencils. She
creates textures and surfaces that often
resemble leather. She carves designs for
inlays, or cuts around shapes to look like
puzzle pieces. Occasionally she adds
small sculptural objects, such as birds
or columns or other decorative pieces.
The doors of her cabinets are often
curved around the landscape elements,
with secret compartments in imaginative spaces. She is currently working on
an ambitious project of a bedroom set
for a private client. Each piece created is
unique.

Her subject matter is usually quiet,
abstracted landscapes, with rivers or
paths appearing, disappearing, and
reappearing through mysterious hills
and trees. The colors are mainly subtle
neutrals and warm oranges and reds,
with occasional touches of blue and lavender—all showcased on the rich black
background. Of course, sometimes her
clients request a brighter palette, which
she enjoys as well. She did a box for one
client, representing the buildings of the
client’s home, New York City. Inside the
box are scenes of Central Park, which can
be accessed for a spontaneous respite by
simply lifting the lid.
Rand used to show at numerous craft
shows around the country, but since many
of her pieces are large and difficult to
move, she now limits her shows to two
of the most prominent in the region:
the American Craft Council Winter
Market in Baltimore in February, and
the Washington, D.C. Craft Show at the
Convention Center in November. She

Rand was living in Annapolis before she
and her partner, fellow artist Rebecca
Jones, found their way to Shepherdstown
in 2006. They had been visiting friends
here for years, and decided it was time
to move to a less congested area, with
plenty of room for their horses, cats, and
respective studios. They built a beautiful
house, made many wonderful friends,
and now treasure their new home in the
country.
Rand is completely self-taught in woodworking, although she did take art classes
in oil and pastels at the Maryland Hall
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River Triptych

sells to wholesalers as well as individuals,
and loves interacting with people. Rand
also takes many custom orders for private
clients. She enjoys it all, and can usually
be found in her shop several hours seven
days a week.
Rand’s work can be seen locally at
Dickinson and Wait Craft Gallery
in Shepherdstown. Her work is also
featured in galleries in Portland, Ore.;
Asheville, N.C.; Hockessin, Del.; Lenox
and Boston, Mass.; St. Paul, Minn.; and
Detroit, Mich. In addition, her work is
found in many private collections, some
of them local, and on her Website:
www.judyrand.com.

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

PHOTOS COURTESY OF JUDY RAND
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River View

Heart of the City Box

Architectural Cabinet

Summer Fields (triptych)
Landscape Cabinet

Landscape Coffee Table

Underwood Road Triptych
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St. Peter’s Lutheran Church Building
Celebrates 100 Years

L

Following Pastor Young’s retirement in
December 1800, the congregation became
embroiled in a language controversy.
Worship services were being conducted
in German. Living in an English-speaking
community, some felt they should change
to English for their services if the church
was to grow. This turmoil continued until
the arrival of Reverend Charles Philip
Krauth in 1819. He conducted services
in English, and Lutheranism began a new
era in Shepherdstown.
Shepherdstown residents were pioneers in establishing Sunday schools.
The first Sunday Schools originated
in Philadelphia in 1791, and in 1812,
a union Sunday school of Reformed,
Lutherans and Presbyterians began meeting at the old Reformed meetinghouse
in Shepherdstown. As early as 1816
an Episcopal Sunday school was also
established in Shepherdstown. Locally
there were now two Sunday schools for
four denominations while the whole city
of Washington had only three Sunday
schools.
During the Civil War, life in
Shepherdstown was far from normal.

This large structure of native blue limestone is Gothic in style, with Ohio granite
trimmings. The tower is a massive yet
graceful feature. The stone was hand dug
from a quarry on C.D. Wysong’s farm
on Moler Road near Shepherdstown and
hauled to town in a horse-drawn wagon.
Local mason Charlie Jones and his sons
did the work—their first such job.
BILL HARRAH, ILLUSTRATOR, COPYRIGHT 1994

utherans were among the first
settlers in Mecklenburg, which
later became Shepherdstown.
They came to this country fleeing
from the occupation and devastation of
Germany by the French who had left
them destitute and homeless. They are
known to have crossed the Potomac from
Pennsylvania and Maryland in the 1730s.
In 1765, documented in neat German
script, the Evangelical Lutheran Church
of Shepherdstown was established. Nine
Lutherans met to form the nucleus of a
congregation. Though they had no minister, they met in a home and an elder
read a sermon. In 1766, they procured
the services of an itinerant pastor, the
Reverend Mr. Bauer, who was followed
by a succession of nonresident pastors
until December 1790 when Johann David
Young came and served Shepherdstown,
Martinsburg, and four churches in the
Shenandoah Valley. With the congregation growing, local Lutherans, under
the leadership of the church council,
decided to build a brick church on property adjoining the 20-year-old Lutheran
cemetery on German Street across from
the Reformed Church. The solemn laying
of the cornerstone took place on August
30, 1795.

Betty Lou Bryant

There are no church council minutes
for this period and the publication of
the local newspaper was discontinued.
Historians do not know how many times
the town changed hands. Elias Baker,
a Lutheran and postmaster of the town,
sent his daughter out each morning to see
who was in control so that he could wear
the appropriate uniform that day. After
the Battle of Antietam, local churches,
as well as many of the homes, housed
the Confederate wounded and dying.
The Lutheran choir sang at the burial
ceremony of some of these soldiers at
Elmwood Cemetery. Although West
Virginia became a state in 1863, the
Shepherdstown parish and five other area
churches remained loyal to the Virginia
Synod.
The church was remodeled and expanded
in 1868 with a basement added under the
new addition. On July 14, 1868, a new
cornerstone was laid, with much community interest and involvement in the
celebration. The enlarged building was
dedicated on March 7, 1869. Soon afterward, the first pipe organ was purchased
and placed in the gallery.
The idea to build a new Lutheran church
on a new site in Shepherdstown was first
broached in the early 1900s. The location
of the church next to the railroad tracks
was one of the motivating factors for the
move. It seemed that the Norfolk and
Western sent a long freight train through
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every Sunday at the time of the pastor’s
sermon. Another argument concerned
safety, especially for the children, since
they had to cross the tracks to reach the
church. Two site locations were considered—one at the corner of Duke and New
Streets and the other on Sheetz’s hill at
King and High Streets. After considerable debate and several votes, the Ladies
Aid Society resolved the controversy by
buying the lot at King and High Streets
for $1,280. This active group of ladies
embarked on a series of moneymaking
projects, from selling aprons and handcrafted items to bake sales and church
suppers, to raise money for the new
church.
By July 1906, the plans for the new
church were completed, and the cornerstone laying took place on Saturday,
November 10, of that year, Martin
Luther’s birthdate. It was a festive occasion with a procession through town,
with clergy and church officers led by the
Shepherdstown Band. The 1795 and 1868
cornerstones from the old church plus the
new 1906 cornerstone were placed into
the northeast corner of new church with
proper Masonic ritual. The inscription on
the 1906 cornerstone reads:
ST. PETER’S LUTHERAN CHURCH
ERECTED 1795
REMODELED 1868
NEW CHURCH ERECTED 1906

The pleasing interior carpentry work
was done by A.S. Link of Duffields.
His descendents still reside in Jefferson
County and are active in the Lutheran
parish. Upon entering the church, you
are struck by the three extremely beautiful memorial stained glass windows.
Designed and manufactured by the
Von Gerichten Art Glass Company of
Columbus, Ohio, they are a combination
of European painted work and American
opalescent style. The east window
depicts the appearance of the angel to
the shepherds in the fields. The south
window depicts the Madonna and child
in the stable. The rear window behind the
altar represents Christ in the Garden of
Gethsemane, the world-famous painting
by Heinrich Hoffman.
The new church was completed in July
1908, and the first services were held
on Sunday morning, August 2. The
church was dedicated on Sunday, August
9, exactly 100 years before this year’s
festivities.
On February 15, 1924, on a bitter cold
night, the old house of worship, which
was being used as a warehouse, caught
fire from sparks from a railroad locomotive. Because of high winds, several
fire companies responded to the call.
Although the old church was totally
destroyed, they were successful in saving
an adjoining building and the Reformed
Church across the street.
Two families whose ancestors were
among the first settlers in the area are the
Molers and the Van Metres. The Molers
owned a farm at Moler Crossroads and
the Van Metres settled in Jefferson and
Berkeley counties. Men in both families
helped build St. James Lutheran Church
in Uvilla. These two families were
joined in the early 1930s when Emmert
Moler married Florence Van Metre and
Emmert’s younger sister, Ione Moler,
married William Van Metre. At 95, Ione
is the oldest member of St. Peter’s Parish.
She served as secretary-treasurer of St.
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the Ladies Aid Society. The church was
rededicated in December 1938.

Ione Van Metre, the oldest member of
St. Peter’s Parish

Peters Sunday school for over 40 years
and still participates in church activities.
Although what is now the Thomas
Shepherd Inn was being used as the
third parsonage, in 1938 it was sold, and
the lot at the corner of Duke and High
Streets was purchased. A new parsonage
was designed and built. The Lutheran
men dug the same local stone that had
been used in the church. Again, stone
mason Charlie Jones and his sons did the
masonry work. The bricks in the parsonage basement fireplace came from the
first church, and the first and second parsonage. The large stone steps at the front
and side entrance were
salvaged from the ruins
of the old church. The
house was completed
in January 1939, and
Pastor John Fray and
his wife moved in.
Renovations to the
church were being
made at this time
also. The men hand
dug a basement under
the back part of
the church, and the
main sanctuary was
redecorated. The entire
electric wiring was
changed and new lighting installed. Wood
paneling was placed
around the walls of the
chancel and the choir
box was changed so the
choir faced the chancel
instead of the congreKraft Clock
gation. A new memorial pulpit of quartered
oak was added. Outside, steps from the
street to the church were placed on both
the King Street and High Street sides
of the building. Most of these improvements were paid for by money raised by

During World War II, 27 members of
St. Peter’s served in the armed forces and
two gave their lives to the cause: Julian
Neill Stanley and Gilbert Everett Perry
Jr., both members of the United States
Air Force.
On October 31, 1965, Reformation Day,
St. Peter’s Parish celebrated its 200th
anniversary. A number of the church’s
tangible treasures were displayed, including the handicraft of some of the old
Lutheran artisans: locks by Michael
Rickard, a copper teakettle by Conrad
Schindler, guns by Philip Sheetz, and
pottery by George Weis. All were members of St. Peter’s Church. Also exhibited
were copper measures from the alehouse
of Philip Shutt, a St. Peter’s treasurer; a
1793 tilt-top table made by Adam Link II,
a member of the church council in 1796;
and a lamp made by tinsmith
Dennis Schoppert. A large
sketch of a Jacob Kraft clock
had to substitute for an original,
although two can now be seen
at the Historic Shepherdstown
Museum. Family Bibles, photographs, paintings, scrapbooks,
and old newspapers recalled the
rich history of the parish.
There were four anniversary
year weddings, and one couple,
Shirley Moffses and H. Max
Derr Jr., are still very active in
the church.

PHOTOS BY IVAN SEVERSON

In January 1940, plans for celebrating
the 175th Anniversary of the parish were
announced. Two Synodical Conventions
were held as part of the anniversary celebration: the Luther League of the Synod
of Virginia in June, and the Women’s
Missionary Society of the Synod in
August. As a memorial to the late Harry
L. Snyder (editor of the Shepherdstown
Register for 50 years) from his children,
the pipe organ, which had been moved
from the old church, was rebuilt. It was
rededicated in August. The final service
of the 175th anniversary year was on
Reformation Sunday.

Bishop Dunkin

Memorial building for a delicious pig
barbecue dinner prepared by John Wilmer
and the ladies of the church. After
dinner, Mike Zagarella presented church
history highlights in a very interesting
PowerPoint slide show.

Laureate (one of his many honors), was a
dynamic speaker. He recounted historical
human-interest stories, all interesting and
some humorous. The Parish Pipers led a
sing-along and also shared some of their
excellent musical renditions.

Led by Lydia Vickers and her soprano sax
playing “When the Saints Go Marching
In,” all processed up to St. Peter’s Church
for historic talks by John Snyder and Jim
Price, and music by the Parish Pipers.
Host Ivan Severson introduced the speakers. John Snyder, owner of HBP Printing
Company in Hagerstown, had a personal
interest in tracing the history of the building, as it was his great-grandfather, Harry
L. Snyder, who spearheaded and chaired
the building project. John shared some
of the details of the controversy that consumed the congregation from 1900–1906.
It’s interesting that it was the women of
the church who made the final decision
on where to build.

On Sunday, August 10, the worship
services were conducted by Bishop Ralph
W. Dunkin. Kathryn Henry, chairlady
of the whole celebration, welcomed the
large congregation. Judy Kernek recognized long-time members beginning with
Shepherdstown’s Ione Moler Van Metre,
95, and Helen Barrow, 91, who came
from Arlington to attend.

Jim Price, who traces his roots to
Lutheran settlers in Shepherdstown in
1740 and is Shepherdstown’s Historian

The service was followed by a social hour
and delicious refreshments prepared by
the women of the church. The weekend’s
events were a fitting commemoration of
100 years in this beautiful house of God.
The historical information in this
article was found in Hartzell, Gladys
Link, On This Rock published by the
Shepherdstown Register, Shepherdstown,
W.Va., 1970.

The celebrations for the year
were concluded with an original
Christmas pageant written by
Gladys Link Hartzell.
There is no printed compilation
of significant events since 1965.
Our current pastor, Reverend
Dr. Fred A. Soltow Jr., came to
St. Peter’s in July 2001. Under
his leadership, the congregation
is growing. His sermons,
usually based on one of the scripture
readings, are enlightening and inspiring.
On Saturday, August 9 of this year,
a large crowd gathered at the War

Lydia Vickers and Martin Swope lead group from Men’s Club to church on Saturday night
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Fifties Love

Over the Rainbow

Hey girl, do you remember when we were teenagers in puppy love…so long ago…

As with the Scarecrow…dismembered by the witch’s flying army of apes…

I only had eyes for my calendar girl…you were poetry in motion….
my dream lover…my destiny…and you belonged to me…

my life feels like so many scattered piles of harvested hay…
Childhood in one heap…college life here…career there...relationships everywhere...
that’s me all over…displacements from a sensed true spirit-self in time…

No need for tequila…our young love was as sweet as a lollipop…
they represent me…but yet they are not me…not the real unknown me
when there was a moon out at night.. you were queen of the hop…
Unlike our Scarecrow…I have a brain…not sure if there’s too much or too little…
and always saved the last dance for me…so slow and close…
but I know it gets in the way…when it comes to the yearnings of my heart…
Little girl you were so fine in short shorts…a thrill on blueberry hill…
you’d say come softly to me…then put your head on my shoulder…
I couldn’t sleep at all at night, just a thinkin’ of you….

and it does so faster than the any Tin Man can rust….
Unlike the Tin Man….I don’t need a heart…but it is in desperate need of repair…
it’s been dropped, broken, deceived, stabbed, ignored, and abandoned…
to mention a few of the abuses to which it has been exposed…

At the beach you would lie under the boardwalk in your yellow polka dot bikini…
I suspect, like the Cowardly Lion, I need some courage…but what kind…I wonder?
we’d write love letters in the sand, and with a thousand stars in the sky ...
I know he and I share the same tendency to mask our fears behind a roar…
go for a sea cruise to Santa Catalina….the island of romance…
but if you don’t roar “they” gang up on you…at least it seems that way...
I thought you’d never be cruel and stand by me….and stay just a little bit longer…
but one summer night, an older boy had your lipstick on his collar…
and I knew it was over…that I’d soon be cryin’ over you…

I don’t know…how can there be hope at this late stage of the game…
My whole life…the series of beautiful little Dorothys that entered it so happily…
always ended up hugging their little pets ever so tightly…
clicking their ruby slippers together…

My prayer was never answered…and when you gave me that one last kiss…
then slowly slip away…homeward…
my little runaway was gone…and this lonely boy did the stroll…alone…
Pusillanimous Pulchritude!!!…I would scream…if I had the heart…
you are the death of me!!!…and I hate you for it…

R.I.P.
From money came their interest
From capital came their trust
Their profits could not see their principles
And thus the world was turned to rust…

G O O D N E W S P A P E R • FA L L 2 0 0 8

Mike Grady grew up in Columbus, Ohio. He attended Ohio State and Ohio
universities and received a master of arts degree from Goddard College, Vt.
He has been writing poetry and music for 40 years. Mike works as an engineer
for Power Sonix in Martinsburg.
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Garden Sharks
Monica Grabowska

W

hile most gardeners in the
waning days of summer
have been enjoying the fruits
of their labors, I fear I have spent too
much time trying to get inside the head
of my greatest competitor and nemesis,
Odocoileus virginianus, the white-tailed
deer. I cannot help but wonder why this
four-legged garden marauder is named
for the color of its backside rather than
the power of its front end to wreak havoc
in the landscape. The professionals who
formulated its scientific name were
unequivocal about which is the business
end of this American ruminant. They
called it Odocoileus virginianus, from
the Greek odous meaning tooth, and
koilos meaning hollow. I am not sure
their geography was as accurate; the
white-tailed deer wanders woodlands
and savannas from Canada to Peru.
Nine states as far ranging as Arkansas
and Michigan have dubbed it their state
animal, and it is the national mammal
of the Central American country of
Honduras.
As I sat down at the keyboard to describe
the tiny garden I potted-up and planted
a few feet from my front door, I could
think only about how a deer might write
about it:
There is a new eatery in the
neighborhood just a few steps off the
beaten path. The menu is limited, but
provides a refreshing change from the
usual offerings in these parts. If you
arrive early, you will feast on the sweet,
succulent stems and blooms of annual
flowers that few other establishments
have offered in recent years. On my first
visit, the annuals were so fresh they had
not even been removed from their nursery
pots—exquisite! Being a creature of
habit, I stopped by again a week later
and was handsomely rewarded. The
chef had imported an enormous, exotic
morning glory salad. Though I usually
prefer to taste a little bit of everything,
I must admit, I ate the whole thing! But
don’t let that deter you from visiting
this charming new bistro. Ignore the
fragrant herbs and head right to the
cherry tomatoes. They are crisp, green

and going fast. For uninterrupted dining,
arrive well after sundown, or just before
dawn. Bon appetit!
That neatly sums up my gardening
misadventures in our deer-infested
neighborhood. Fortunately, I knew better
than to dive into the endeavor with my
checkbook open. Instead, I just dipped a
proverbial toe into the pool and promptly
had it bitten off. I spent the rest of the
summer devising a strategy for next year.

I talked with local gardeners and farmers,
then checked in with the larger gardening
and environmental community on the
Internet. I learned right away that this
is not a problem unique to those of us
trying to carve out plots in the woods.
White-tailed deer are not the denizens
of the deep forest that Disney’s Bambi
portrays. They are edge dwellers, and
suburban and exurban development
over the past several decades has
actually increased deer habitat. The
conflict between deer and gardener was
inevitable.
Deer often win these battles through
sheer numbers, but gardeners are to be
commended for their perseverance and
creativity. Some concoct the most vile
elixirs, then spray them over the leaves
of their most treasured plants. They take
a grim pride in having the most putrid
potions often involving rotten eggs, hot
peppers, ground chicken feathers, even

sewage. One online gardener swears by
powdered carpet cleaner, another recruits
her family to provide urine-soaked rags,
which she squeezes out around the
garden perimeter. But the worst may be
the fellow who proclaims dog poop to
be the holy grail of deer deterrence. He
goes so far as to sneak extra food to his
neighbor’s dogs, then graciously offers
to perform scoop duty in their yard. I
was shocked at the number of gardeners
who seriously considered this highly

objectionable suggestion. Fortunately,
cooler heads prevailed and several
dog owners made clear that deer soon
acclimate to the scent of dog scat in the
garden.
My favorite mechanism for keeping deer
out of the garden is an elegantly simple
motion-activated sprinkler called the
Scarecrow. It attaches to your garden
hose and runs on a nine-volt battery.
When the deer come near, they are met
with a pulsing spray of water. The noise
and sudden movement quickly scare
the deer away. Still, I have crossed this
solution off my list because my little
garden is near the front door. While it
might keep the deer at bay, this scarecrow
would also deter friends, relatives, and
the mail carrier.
Aside from the “Remington solution”
suggested by one friend, a tall, expensive
fence is probably the best insurance

against deer in my woodland garden.
Until my checkbook is sufficiently fat for
this remedy, my garden plans are again
on hold.
In the meantime, we have a much
bigger problem than figuring out how to
keep deer out of our garden plots. The
woodland ecosystem itself is threatened
by the artificially large population of
deer. Studies in Pennsylvania, where
deer density is especially high, illustrate
the profound impact of decades of
shortsighted management policies. A
U.S. Forest Service study in an oldgrowth forest grove in the northwestern
part of the state found that there were 27
different tree and shrub species in the
forest understory in the 1920s. Today,
with a deer population that has doubled,
there are only 11 woody species.
The effect on the forest floor is equally
devastating. Wildflower species are
reduced or extirpated. These changes
in turn affect wildlife populations.
Biologists in Pennsylvania have found
that when the deer density rises above
20 per square mile, the numbers of
songbird species that nest in the lower
25 feet of the forest are greatly reduced.
In many areas, the least flycatcher, the
wood peewee, and the cuckoo disappear
completely. The forest is no longer able
to support ground dwelling birds such
as turkeys and ruffed grouse. In some
places, the changes are so profound that
the forest is no longer able to regenerate
at all. When a fire creates an opening,
a dense patch of ferns, which deer find
unpalatable, is all that grows where a
complex forest community once thrived.
As we spend more and more money to
counteract the impact of deer, whether on
our front yard or our front quarter panel,
it is easy to demonize the deer. But even
a cursory study of the white-tail’s history
and its place in our folklore reveals a
different culprit, one named neither for
the color of its backside, nor the power
of its teeth, but for its wisdom: from the
Latin, homo meaning man, and sapiens
meaning wise.
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Green Screens: The American Conservation Film Festival Preview
Mark Madison
If my film makes one person miserable,
I’ve done my job.
—Woody Allen

A

ll too often environmental documentaries seem to take Woody
Allen’s joke to heart and depress
the viewer. However, that need not be
the case. Film can be the source of optimism, empowerment, and sometimes
even vision. The sixth annual American
Conservation Film Festival (ACFF) rolls
into Shepherdstown this November 6–9,
2008, and it promises to be a visual feast
for the eyes and the brain. This year’s
crop of films do address a number of
environmental ills—ranging from global
warming to endangered species—yet they
are handled in unexpected and illuminating ways that enrich rather than depress
the viewer.

Having been on the ACFF Selection
Committee now for the last six years it
is amazing how the festival has grown
and how the films have shifted in such
a brief span of time. Originally the festival was conceived as a means to show
small but interesting environmental films
that had not reached the audience they
deserved. The original partners were the
National Park Service Harpers Ferry
Center, Shepherd University, and the
National Conservation Training Center
(NCTC). Initially the festival focused
on West Virginia films, films made by
state and government agencies, and children’s films. That first year, as a new
and unknown festival, a large number of
our films were solicited by the selection
committee. That year we showed about
15 films at Shepherd University, the
Shepherdstown Opera House, and NCTC.
Our film venues have largely remained
the same, but almost everything else has
changed in the last six years.
First, as the ACFF has grown, we have
expanded our screenings to include a
traveling film festival that has migrated
from Shepherdstown to as far afield as
Alaska. Also, our film submissions have
grown exponentially and geographically.

Many of our most interesting films
screened in the last couple of years have
come from Asia and Europe, where some
of the issues seem similar but the solutions and cultural implications are unique
and illustrative. For the last couple of
years we have added a student film competition, where we award the best film
produced by a student filmmaker. Last
year’s award went to a New Zealander
who made a striking film
called Aeon. Finally, the
film festival has begun to
partner with organizations
like National Geographic
and the Smithsonian Channel
to bring in top-notch films
and directors to expand our
audience offerings. One
thing that has not changed is
that (like the GOOD NEWS
PAPER) the ACFF is “free,
but not cheap.”

blown up mountains in the rest of the
state. On a more restorative note, the new
film Canaan Valley National Wildlife
Refuge (2008, 10 minutes) looks at one
of our states unique ecosystems and its
long history of destruction and eventual
protection.

his body-building film Pumping Iron
and whose outdoors film In the Blood
appeared in our first film festival. The
Lord God Bird is perhaps that most
uplifting of topics: the return of a species
from extinction. Although (as the film
notes) the verdict is still out, the possible sighting of the long-thought extinct
ivory-billed woodpecker created a rare
glimmer of sunshine along the dark road
of extinction. This Lazarus story is the
first in Butler’s forthcoming trilogy of
endangered species films to be followed
by Burning Bright, about Bengal tigers,
and Lowland Gorilla. Butler will be
speaking at the festival about all three of
his wildlife films.

Another well-made film asks us to trace
the source of our water taps. Flow: For
the Love of Water (2008, 97 minutes) suggests that peak water
may follow peak
oil as a resource of
decreasing availability in the face of
increasing demand.
Providing a truly
global perspecThis is just a teaser for a full slate of
tive from India, to
25 or so films that will eventually be
Africa, to California, selected for this year’s ACFF. Closer
Flow suggests that
to the festival, look for the program at
water, the most com- selected businesses in town or visit the
mon and unapprecifestival’s Website (www.conservationfilm.
The films themselves have
ated resource, may
org) for a complete list of films, times,
evolved over the years. In
become a precious
and locations.
the first year of the festival,
commodity (literally
many of our films were traas attempts are made
Poster for film
I am two with nature.
—Woody Allen
ditional nature films focused
to privatize it) in the
Flow: For the Love of Water
on wildlife or striking habifuture.
tats. But more recently the festival has
Once again the wisdom of Woody
Several years ago ACFF screened Blue
begun to focus on where human interests
bookends our look at conservation
intersect with the environment. Purposely Vinyl, an amusing look at where all
cinema. Allen notes perhaps the prime
the vinyl, that grows like ivy on our
choosing the term Conservation Film
problem bedeviling the environmental
houses, comes from and its effects on
Festival, the ACFF has carved out its
movement: as long as humans
the environment. Now the filmmakers
own cinematic niche as a venue that
see themselves removed from the
focuses as much on human nature as wild are taking an equally comical and jaded
environment they will misunderstand our
nature. Some of our strongest films in the look at global warming in Everything’s
ecological role. Luckily, a small group of
Cool (2007, 89 minutes). Described as
past have examined human obsessions
independent filmmakers has attempted
a “toxic comedy” and a “hot documenin nature through the arts (Rivers and
to place humans
tary” about global
Tides), wildlife (Grizzly Man), and childsquarely back into
warming, the film
hood (Summercamp). These human stotheir environment.
ries are the compelling narrative thread to travels from The
Through the camera
Weather Channel
lead us into current environmental issues
lens they change
to the Arctic to
and also, occasionally, offer hope and
our perspective,
ask why it has
success as an antidote to the more prevareducing us from
been so hard to
lent doom-and-gloom scenarios in many
masters of nature
take action against
documentaries.
to just another
global warming.
Here is a sneak preview of just a very
weedy species
Featuring
few of the early films to come in that
whose ingenuity in
global warming
Everything’s Cool film crew at a wind farm
we will be screening this fall. Burning
manipulating the
in Pennsylvania
Cassandras like
the Future: Coal in America (2008, 89
environment has
Bill McKibben
minutes) is the most local and distressonly
been
matched
by
our heedlessness
alongside skeptics, the film suggests
ing of films. A moving examination of
as
to
the
results.
that the messengers may be as important
mountaintop removal in West Virginia
as the message in the global warming
Mark Madison teaches environmenand Kentucky told largely through the
debate.
tal history and environmental ethics at
voices of local residents, it puts a human
The
Lord
God
Bird
(2008,
90
minutes)
Shepherd University. He is one of the
perspective on this epic issue. It makes
is
the
new
film
from
George
Butler,
who
founders of the American Conservation
the viewer think hard about the lines
helped
create
California’s
governor
with
Film Festival.
that connect our electrical outlets to the
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The Washington home on East High Street

Kingsley and Imo Washington

From the Good News Paper Archives,
Spring 1983
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T WO
BENEFIT
CONCERTS...

...FOR
MASON
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

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

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

Christian Science Society
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

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

Christian Science Reading Room, located at
203 S. Princess Street, is open Mondays and Wednesdays
(except holidays) from noon until 3 p.m.

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
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PeaceFest’08

A Community Gathering in the Spirit of St. Francis
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PeaceFest

’08

A Community Gathering in the Spirit of St. Francis
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Pray for Peace on Earth
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Pray for Peace on Earth

Presbyterian
Meeting House
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Presbyterian Meeting House
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By-liners
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Lester Fant
Philip & Lily Hill
W.E & Joann Knode
Thomas & Laura Martin
Jean Neely
Brian Palank
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
Rev’s. Trace & Grace Boyer
Cynthia & Billy Dunn
Erdem Ergin
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad Hammann
Joan Hopkin
Stanley & Judith Jones
Willoughby & Ellen Lemen
Patricia Lovelace
George & Patricia McKee
Philip Salladay
Peter & Victoria Smith
Dale & Henry Walter
Henry Willard, II
Martha & Jack Young

Partners
Katherine Akers
Elizabeth Allen
William & Roxanna Andersen
Paul Woods & Johnna Armstrong
Bank of Charles Town
Tom & Rae Banks
Edwinna Bernat
Patricia Donohoe & David Borchard
Frank & Dodi Bradley
Robert & Louise Brady
Marc & Judith Briod
Frank & Jeannette Brown
Richard & Barbara Brown
Marian Buckner
Phil Bufithis
Beth Burkhardt
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon Byron
Vernon & Elizabeth Carlson
Elizabeth Carlson
Dr. William & Patricia Carrigan
Linda Carter
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
George & Kyle Colbert
Rosemarie Coy
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Across from the Post Office

Presbyterian Meeting House

Donors
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Ann & Michael Cross
Sandra & Thomas D’Onofrio
Janice Danhart
Lyndall Dickinson
Jeanne Dillard
R. Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Martha Doss
J.S. & Carma Drechsler
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Herbert & May Lu Freeman
Peter Fricke
William & Barbara Gillespie
Edmund & Susan Goldsborough
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Lola Hamm
Jim & Ada Hatchett
Claison & Patricia Henkes
Diane Hoffman
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Ernest & Joan Johnston
James Keel
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
Barbara King
William & Melida Knott
Terrie Kropp
Wilson Lambert, Sr.
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Richard & Audrey LeDane
Suzanne Leland-McKenzie
Walter Lemaster
Burt & Rebecca Lidgerding
John & Judith Lilga
Em Lowe
Jerry & Chris Mark
George & Dorothy Marshall
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Lige & Jane Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Carl & Judy Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Arthur & Wilma Morabito
Rev. Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Willis & Margot Ours
Carroll & Ruth Palmer
Vina Parmesano
Ralph & Laura Petrie

Joan Piemme
Donald & Marit Davis
Michael Pratt
James Davis
Mrs. Charles Printz
Karen Davison
Dolores & William Pyles
Carol & Michael Demchik
Millie A. Riley
Steven & Nancy Dickey
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Gregory & Margaret Didden
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Charles & Virginia Donovan
Chuck & Marilyn Sabatos
Mariam Ellis
John & Victoria Savage
Patricia Florence
Capt. John Schley
Linda & Richard Fuss
Carole & David Scott
John & Susana Garten
Elizabeth Scott
Wood M. Geist
Eleanor Ann Shirley
Nancy Hardesty
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Alton & Eileen Smith
Eleanor Jamison
Ed & Quinith Smith
Norman Julian
Vivian Park Snyder
Doug & Karen Kinnett
Harold Snyder
Laurin & Phyllis Letart
Harold & Betty Snyder
Joanie & Wilbur Lind
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Roy & Frances Magaha
Vergie Spiker
Daniel & Teresa Mason
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
George & Evelyn Mason
James & Mary Staley
Dorcas Maye
Dr. Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Elizabeth Freedland McGowen
Patricia & Joan Stealey
Frank & Althea Miller
Roy & Shelley Stull
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Agnes Tabler
Addie Ours
Robert & Gloria Ann Thatcher
Mark & Wendy Paris
Louis & Marina Tiano
Roger & Jo Ann Parker
Charles Unseld
David & Betty Ramsay
£ääÊ7°Ê7>Ã
i« iÀ`ÃÌÜ]Ê76
Capt. Peter}ÌÊ-Ì°ÊUÊ& Dorothy Van Tol
Mary Catherine Sencindiver
Daniel
& Jeannette Vanbelleghem
VÀÃÃÊvÀÊÌ
iÊ*ÃÌÊ"vwViSandra Slazer
Catherine Waite
Karin & Kevin Smith
Karene Motivans & Stuart Wallace
Nancy & John Streeter
Ethel Waltz
Joseph & Shirley Talago
Margaret & Glenn Welsh
Diane Thomas
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Susan Topping
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Elizabeth Walter
Ronald & Martha Wilcox
Judy Weese
Stephen Williams
Nancy & William Wilson
Vera Willingham
Virginia Winston
Esther Wood
Alice Zahniser
Chelsey & Lynn Yellott
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Pray for Peace on Earth
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Presbyterian Meeting House

Friends
Donald & Joanna Athey
Tom & Courtney Baker
Stanley & Beverly Belchik
Diane Boward
Sylvia Boyer
Odetta & Bernice Brown
Betty Lou Bryant
Henry & Elizabeth Bufithis
William Claytor
Ruth Conard
Ora Cooper

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

W.H. KNODE’S SONS

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

Fa r m & H o m e S u p p l i e S

P.O. Box 10
Shepherdstown, W.Va. 25443

Phone 304.876.6900
Fax 304.876.2600

Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors
129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
n ch 304.876.8777

P.O. Box 1273

(304) 876-3000
(877) 884-BIKE
www.thepedalpaddle.com
115 German Street
Shepherdstown, WV

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

u n d a y B ru
O p en fo r S

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist
Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy
Mailing Address:

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

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

Shepherdstown

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

Holistic Psychology Associates

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

121 E. German Street

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

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

DaviD a. Camilletti

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

304-876-0657

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE

“Six Generations of Community Service”

304-263-0345

WV 25443

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

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

LAIRD MARSHALL

JEFF McGEE

Manager

executiVe chef

JOHN J. KUSKA, JR.

Counseling & Depth
Psychotherapy
Individuals

Couples

Adults

Children

Cathryn Polonchak
L.I.C.S.W.

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV

CERTIFIED PUBLIC ACCOUNTANT
AND BUSINESS CONSULTANT

304-876-3022

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call
304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

304-876-6907
205 E. Washington Street • RFD#2, Box 833
(Rt. 230 E. and Railroad Crossing)
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

Quality, award-winning toys
and games that inspire
a child’s natural creativity
& imagination!
Visit our New Larger Store!
122 West German Street
304-876-1174
FA L L 2 0 0 8 • G O O D N E W S P A P E R

Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Patron
P.O. Boxholder
Rural Route Boxholder
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Shepherdstown, WV 25443
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FREE
but not cheap

FALL 2008

“Heart of the Forest” by Pat Donohoe

