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The following is adapted from a homily presented at 
the memorial service for Harriet Arthur on Saturday, 
August 9, 2009. Harriet was known by many in our 
community and by thousands of tourists to our region. 
For 15 years she played the role of Barbara Fritchie at 
the Fritchie House and Museum in Frederick, Md.

For the past several years following memorial 
services, Harriet would poke me in the chest 
and say: So what are you going to say at my 

service? And I would always answer: I don’t know. 
You’ll have to wait and see.

I can say this about Harriet: she sure could tell a 
good story. Most of them were true. All of them came 
with a lesson.

Harriet was a weaver of tales, a teacher of wis-
dom. She could take sundry and bedraggled threads 
and weave something beautiful. She could take a sad 
song and make it better.

Harriet had a tough life, as she often told us. But, 
she would hasten to add, it was a good life—punctu-
ated by picnics in Eden, a phrase and an image she 
treasured to the very end.

Harriet knew that life was hard, sometimes very, 
very hard. But she knew something else: she knew 
that grace abounds, which is to say, out of the blue we 
catch a break time and time again.

Harriet could sure tell a good story. And she 
didn’t mind telling us that her first big story was a 
big lie. She pretended to be sick in order to stay home 
from school—she, who would grow up to be a gifted 
teacher, disliked school from the beginning. She con-
trived to miss it as often as she could.

Her first lie worked so well she used it again and 
again until her mother got worried and took her to the 
hospital. Harriet was thrilled—until the tests came 
back. To her and her mother’s shock and dismay, she 
had tuberculosis. Harriet was confined to bed for a 
year. She asked her grandmother what TB was and her 
grandmother said, “It’s like a real bad cold and then 
you die.”

Harriet was terrified and took her “death sen-
tence” to be a punishment from God for lying. That 
was her notion of God at the time. It concentrated her 
mind.

So at age 10, with nothing much else to do, young 
Harriet applied her mind to probing the meaning of 
death and God. Death, she would conclude, was sim-
ply “an incomprehensible mystery.” So she’d later say 
things like: Don’t bother fretting about death. Get on 
with living. You only live once. Make sure it’s enough.

One of her favorite aphorisms was from Ralph 
Waldo Emerson. One of the illusions of life is that the 
present hour is not the critical, decisive hour. Write 
it on your heart that every day is the best day in the 
year. 

The present hour is the decisive hour.

At age 10, on what felt like her deathbed, Harriet 
became a philosopher. She would journey through 
many churches testing various views of God and suf-
fering until she found peace in a particular Christian 
tradition that puts God’s grace above everything. Life, 
she would learn, is a sheer gift, a gift to be received 
with gratitude even if at times we have to grit our 
teeth.

Harriet’s firstborn came into this world severely 
damaged. At age two, Elizabeth had to be institution-
alized. She died at age 18 after a miserable and mar-
ginal life.

Harriet never stopped asking WHY? WHY? 
WHY? until, as she put it, an answer of sorts came 
to her out of the blue. Every life has meaning and 
purpose; some lives pose tough questions, others seek 
answers. That consoled her.

In early 1992 Harriet loaded her stroke-stricken 
husband into her car and drove to Hagerstown where 
she learned the grim results of a mammogram. On 
the way home her car overheated. She pulled to the 
side of the road. It was one of the darkest days of her 
life. Here I was, she said, with a broken-down car, a 
broken-down husband, and a broken-down me!

A stranger stopped and helped arrange for 
her car to be towed to Bill Trail’s service station in 
Shepherdstown. A few days later a neighbor took her 
to claim the car. How much? she asked Mr. Trail. Five 
hundred dollars, he said. Well, for someone trying to 
stretch dollars in those tough times, that was a large 
sum. Nevertheless, she began writing a check. Don’t 
do that, said Bill. You don’t have to pay. It’s already 
been paid.

Harriet was stunned. Really?! By whom?
Let’s just say, said Bill, that you have many 

friends in this town.
When Harriet told that story, she’d say: That was 

the good news. My debt had been paid. The bad news, 
she’d say, was that from then on I had to be nice to 
everybody in Shepherdstown!

Well, if I’m not mistaken, that’s pretty much the 
entire Christian gospel in a nutshell: Your debt’s been 
paid. Get over it. Be kind to everybody!

Many heard Harriet tell those three stories at one 
time or another. But not many heard one other story 
she especially liked. There wasn’t much to it as far as 
stories go—just one sentence—but she mentioned it 
to me at least twice. It goes like this: On the way out 
of a certain church one woman remarked to another 
woman: But she took communion anyway.

Harriet was intrigued by that pointed remark—she 
took communion anyway—intrigued by it, in part, 
because she didn’t know what preceded it. Why was it 
remarkable for that particular woman to take commu-
nion on that particular Sunday? Apparently, against 
conventional standards of piety that woman had 
claimed the grace offered through Christ in  

broken bread and crushed grape. I don’t know why 
that remark made a lasting impression on Harriet, but 
I’m guessing it’s because that particular woman repre-
sented both a bodacious defiance and a tender humil-
ity before the Holy.

Over many, many years, Sunday after Sunday 
after Sunday, Harriet sat there on the second pew, 
musing on the gospel story, that story of amazing 
grace that transforms hateful sinners into loving sin-
ners, greedy sinners into generous sinners, and embit-
tered sinners into glad and joyful sinners. Time and 
time again she brought her broken body and soul to 
the community Table to partake of the mysterious 
presence of Christ, which is to say, the mysterious 
presence of Love. And time after time I could almost 
hear her whispering: But she took communion anyway.

Now and then a woman like Harriet walks into 
our lives and we see what grace and graciousness can 
do. Yes, life is hard, sometimes very, very hard. But 
grace abounds time and time again. 
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

New Street United Methodist
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.

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.

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor

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

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

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.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
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.

Unity of Shepherdstown
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

St. John’s Baptist
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.

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 

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

I don’t think there was a specific time 
when I “met” Joyce Keyes. Like 
many of the folks around here, she 

was sort of always there, and as time 
passed and I grew more aware, she 
floated into the forefront of my life. I’m 
sure she had been around some of the 
same places I had as I grew up, but the 
first real memory I have of her is a beam-
ing, knowing smile at the Shepherdstown 
Farmers Market. A real, genuine, sly, 
“I know what’s up, and I’m glad to see 
you” smile, not one of those, “I really 
hope you spend some money or move 
on” smiles. It started there and, as I spent 
more time around the market, I began to 
see the strength of her personality and 
energy emerging as a sort of bedrock 
force, or touchstone, to which her circle 
of friends and customers came by to 
bask in.

Now don’t get carried away, I don’t 
mean to dive into the surreal hippie stuff 
too quickly. To understand why I want 
to write about Joyce is to understand the 
true magic of a simple, practical exis-
tence. Although there are more than a 
few magical elements in her life, being 
born a triple-Scorpio on Halloween and 
an admitted witch, the true magic of 
Joyce Keyes is more real. She has a deep 
sense of truth, wisdom, common sense, 
and kindness, not born of magic spells 
and sorcery, but of experience, thought, 
and a long life of practicing what she 
believes and occasionally preaches. She 
is a good friend, a loyal wife, a truly fun 
person to be around, and a masterful 
straight shooter when the need arises. I 
wanted to find out what kind of life and 
experiences had led her to the peaceful 
and strong place where she now stands. 
So I waded into the blossoming bastion 
of conversation that is the garden at the 
Mecklenburg, armed with only my wits 
and a bloody mary, to face Joyce and her 
coven of confidantes.

Born Joyce E. White, her story starts 
a bit further up the hill than some. Her 
great-great-grandparents were orchardists 
in Jones Spring, a small town in Back 
Creek Valley, near Hedgesville. At that 
time there were few people in the entire 
Cumberland Valley who didn’t raise 
apples. Her family continued the tradi-
tion for several generations. Her father, 
Lee Siebert White, had other ideas. He 
left high school early to make money. 

Most of the apples in the area were sold 
to producers in the valley for a very small 
profit. Lee decided that there was more 
money to be had for his own family and 
other local growers if he trucked the 
fruit directly into Washington, D.C. The 
idea was not a bad one; he soon began to 
carry newspapers on his return trips and 
managed to make a decent living.

He married Joyce’s mother Beverly 
June Smith (one of the good ones), and 
they quickly produced a large family 
with five children named Debbie, Vicky, 
Sharon, Joyce, and Randy. However, 
Joyce’s mother died tragically when Joyce 
was still very young. Several of the chil-
dren were in school but Joyce and her 
younger brother Randy were watched by 
their father riding back and forth to D.C. 
in his big apple truck. A few years after 
the death of her mother, Joyce’s father 
also passed on.

Joyce’s aunt Sarah Bell took all of 
the children into her home and made sure 
Joyce got to school. In the family tradi-
tion, Joyce caught the horticultural bug. 
She did well in her classes and, with the 
popularity of trade and vocational train-
ing taking off in the 1970s, she went 
to James Rumsey Community College 
for several years to study biology. She 
met many good friends there and made 
a great contact, Jerry Marx. Soon she 
was working with the plants she loved 
at Jerry’s place, Jefferson Greenhouses 
in Middleway. She also did some work 
at Ginger’s Flower Shop and at Jones’s 
Nursery, owned by the father of her co-

worker and friend Pam Wagner.
Pam opened The Depot flower shop 

and Joyce worked with her, learning to 
love flowers and arrangements. For years 
Joyce worked at several florist shops and 
sold plants at the city markets for Jerry 
Marx with Pam, Georgia Cullum, and 
Cathy Whittier. At the time Joyce was liv-
ing in fabulous downtown Martinsburg. 
Back then the world was a bit simpler 
and you could call 
down and order 
drinks to go from the 
Peking Restaurant. 
Her circle of friends 
was known affection-
ately as the “Lounge 
Lizards of Bakerton 
Quarry.” Like all 
young folks working 
hard, they knew how 
to have a good time 

and raise more than plants.
Around 1976, Joyce got a small 

place of her own with a decent-sized yard 
and began growing flowers by herself. 
She kept working but became a major 
hobbyist, growing what would become 
her favorite flower, the dahlia. At this 
time she also met her husband, Steve 
Keyes, who was a merchant mariner. 
Steve helped her out with the gardens 
when he was home and later became 
instrumental in the logistics of her busi-
ness. In 1989 they bought a larger piece 
of property and Joyce began growing 
more and more flowers. She was deliv-
ering vanloads of flowers to the Depot 

and to Ginger’s. In need of a larger 
outlet for her flowers she started the 
Shepherdstown Farmers Market with Bill 
Grantham and Sandy D’Onofrio in 1991.

Joyce and Steve’s enterprise, the 
Green Thumb Flower Farm, moved onto 
Steve’s family land. Being an electrician 
and engineer, Steve designed and built 
bucket racks, coolers, and other innova-
tions that allowed Joyce to run her flower 

business easily while he traveled, 
and she helped her friends with 
their businesses. She was doing 
well, but the world intervened, as 
it usually does. For 25 years, Steve 
had traveled the world on great 
ships while Joyce held down the 
fort and played in her fields of 
flowers, but the merchant marine 
business started to suffer from 
automation and outsourcing to for-
eign sailors and shipping compa-
nies, and piracy. Steve was getting 
fewer and fewer assignments in 
more and more dangerous places. 
So the tables turned. Joyce got a 

“real” job at Kraft Foods, and Steve got 
to stretch his green thumbs in the family 
soil.

Steve was an avid grower but 
switched the focus of the farm from flow-
ers to the native trees and plants he was 
more comfortable with. This caused a bit 
of consternation to her more floral female 
friends, but when asked, Joyce smiles 
sweetly and says she loves the shrubs, as 
always, standing by her man. She works 
full time at her job but she spends as 
much time as she can in her garden and 
her greenhouse. She helps out Jimmy 
Foltz on a regular basis and never misses 
out on the hectic holidays in Pam’s flower 
shop. She also threw out the possibil-
ity that she just might raise one special 
dahlia of her own design in the future. 
After all, she has to keep those thumbs 
green.

From a crazy childhood she has risen 
steadily, growing straight and true. Her 
feet grounded in the good earth of hard 
work, loyalty, and friendship, she shines 
out simply and never stops beaming. A 
student and teacher of the kind of com-
mon sense and seemingly magical practi-
cal truths that have consternated lawyers 
and theologians for centuries, Joyce is 
truly a white witch to be reckoned with, 
The Queen of the Silver Dahlia.

Local Color
Joyce Keyes “The Dahlia Queen”

Christopher Robinson
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After years of training at West 
Point and studying as a Rhodes 
scholar at Oxford, United States 

Army Captain Craig Mullaney found 
himself and his small unit on Losano 
Ridge in Afghanistan, caught in a deadly 
firefight with al-Qaeda fighters. A mes-
sage came over the radio, “We’ve got a 
KIA [killed in action]. O’Neill’s KIA!” 
Mullaney stared at the radio in disbe-
lief…This isn’t happening!

The small unit made its way down 
Losano Ridge and back to base. As 
night fell, the senior sergeant in Alpha 
Company gave the command, “Fall in 
around me.”

Covered in blood and dust, the 
company clustered together and the roll 
call began. Going through the alphabet, 
O’Neill’s name was called three times 
before the response came according to 
custom. “Private O’Neill is no longer 
with us.”

They fought back tears and Mul-
laney wrote in his journal later that night, 
“I lost a soldier today. I barely knew him, 
but I was responsible for him.”

This is The Unforgiving Minute 
that Mullaney describes in detail in 
his memoir of that title, along with his 
struggle with guilt and failure to those 
under his command. Undoubtedly, the 
writing of this memoir has helped move 
Mullaney along the path of recovery, 
integrating this tragic event into the per-
son he is today.

Many of our men and women serv-
ing in the military have similar events 
that appear to be unforgiving: The loss 
of comrades, the daily grind of violence 
and destruction, at times, the boredom. 
Not knowing who the enemy is yet, cer-
tain the enemy is out there and will not 
hesitate to take one’s life and the lives of 
one’s comrades.

I work with veterans who are strug-
gling to pull their lives together now that 
they are back in the states, discharged 
or soon to be discharged from military 
service. At times it is an unforgiving 
minute, but most often there are innu-
merable minutes and the veteran is not 
quite sure where to begin to unravel the 
confusion in his head and heart. Family 
members and friends will say, “You have 
changed! You are no longer the happy 
and fun-loving person I married! What 
has happened? All you seem to want 
to do is hide in your room! You are so 
prone to outbursts of anger that I am not 
sure I can live with you anymore!”

Recently, I asked a young man no 
more than 24 years old if he thought it 

was possible for him to once again be 
the person that he was before he went 
to Iraq. He responded, “No! No one of 
us ever remains the same. Experiences 
change each of us!”

As he said this, he was tearing up 
because there was a part of him that 
continues to hope that he would revert 
to that person who was always the life of 
the party. He very much feels that he is 
a disappointment to his family because 
he is not the person he once was; he is 
not the father to his three children that 
he once was; and he is not the husband 
that he once was.

What are the men and women serv-
ing in our military experiencing in the 
combat zone and what are they strug-
gling with now that they are home? 
They have seen some pretty horrific 
things, encountering fear for their own 
lives and the lives of their comrades. 
The intensity of these situations leaves 
its impact upon the mind, body, and 
spirit. I do not hesitate to say to these 
veterans that no human could ever 
return to what he or she once was prior 
to combat. Rather, the individuals who 
walk through these extreme life situa-
tions must now learn to live with what 
they saw and what they did, striving to 
integrate that part of their lives with the 
person they are today. There are physi-
cal, emotional, and spiritual scars that 
need healing. Just as people who sustain 
a physical injury must accept and adjust 
to the loss of that arm, leg, sight, or 
hearing, they must also come to grips 
with the psychological and spiritual 
scars.

The symptoms of traumatic stress 
generally fall into three clusters. The 
first is re-experiencing the event in some 
way. This could happen through dreams 
and nightmares and flashbacks when the 
survivor acts or feels as if the incident is 
recurring, and through intrusive memo-
ries that suddenly pop into the mind.

The second cluster of symptoms 
involves physical arousal when one is 
reminded of the event. One experiences 
very strong emotions such as difficulties 
falling or staying asleep, irritability or 
outbursts of anger, problems concentrat-
ing. There are startle reactions where 
one jumps at noises and is always on 
guard or looking over the shoulder when 
there is no reason to do so.

Finally, the third cluster of symp-
toms involves avoidance. A natural reac-
tion to intrusive memories and strong 
emotional reactions is the urge to push 
these thoughts and feelings away. Those 

attempting to shake loose from a trau-
matic event avoid places or people who 
are reminders, avoid certain television 
programs, reading the newspaper, or 
watching the news. One avoids thinking 
of the event or letting oneself feel the 
feelings surrounding the event. Some 
individuals have trouble remembering 
all or part of the event or events. At 
times they feel numb and cut off from 
the world around them. This is another 
form of avoidance, often described by 
the traumatized individual as looking at 
yourself as if from outside, watching life 
from behind glass.

Most people today know a veteran, 
whether within their own family or the 
family of someone close, and have seen 
some of these possible symptoms. To 
welcome a veteran home involves an 
adjustment for the veteran as well as the 
veteran’s family and friends. Few will 
readily talk about their military experi-
ence except with a fellow veteran or 
professional therapist whom they have 
come to trust. There is first the desire to 
forget and get on with life and some are 
able to do this, but many more are only 
avoiding the inevitable showdown.

What most of our veterans saw and 
did is not something they want to talk 
about and share, especially when they 
do not know how the listeners will react: 
“What will they think of me once they 
know the story?”

Yet talking about the event is the 
first step in the process of healing and 
recovery. This most often needs to hap-
pen with a professional therapist trained 
in trauma recovery. There is help avail-
able for our veterans in the Veterans 
Administration Medical Centers and 
V.A. outpatient clinics. Unfortunately, 
far too many of our veterans wait until 
they are at the end of their ropes, per-
haps without employment, family, and 
shelter, before they look for help. Many 
veterans have sought treatment only 
after the family has insisted and given 
an ultimatum. We must, as families, 
church communities, and as a society, 
support our veterans, learn as much as 
we can regarding traumatic stress, and 
patiently offer encouragement as they 
move along the path of recovery.

Treatment involves a tremendous 
amount of education regarding how 
traumatic stress impacts a person in 
mind, body, and spirit. Where the indi-
vidual becomes stuck, revisiting the 
event again and again, treatment aims to 
bring some resolution, altered perspec-
tive, and integration of the experience 

into the ongoing process of living one’s 
life. Veterans must look at the events 
that have been traumatic, come to grips 
with the person they have become, and 
recognize they have been through an 
experience that might well redefine 
life’s meaning and purpose.

For the deepest and most long-
lasting impact, treatment must involve, 
whenever possible, members of the 
immediate family. Support, understand-
ing, and encouragement are absolutely 
necessary if healing and recovery are to 
be sustained.

The work I do as a therapist has its 
challenging moments, and I shake my 
head and wonder at times if my work is 
having any impact. Yet there are many 
more days when I feel a sense of accom-
plishment when a veteran begins to see 
light at the end of the tunnel.

Rev. T Mathew Rowgh is pas-
tor of St. Agnes Catholic Church in 
Shepherdstown. He completed his doctor 
of philosophy degree in 2000 at Loyola 
University in Maryland. He works as a 
pastoral counselor and therapist at the 
Veterans Administration Medical Center, 
Martinsburg, W.Va.
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Healing the Unforgiven
T. Mathew Rowgh
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This is the THE GOOD NEWS PAPER, so here 
you go. Two weeks ago, the Dow Jones aver-
age went above 9,000 for the first time since 

January, and last month housing starts shot up 5 per-
cent. Call me a crazy but I think the economy is actu-
ally beginning to turn around.

This has been my opinion for some time now as I 
began snooping through Shepherdstown awhile back in 
hopes of spotting significant signs. Slow but sure...they 
began to appear. The vacancies on East German Street 
began filling up one by one and then it happened...a 
baby business relocated to a larger space in order to 
accommodate its robust customer traffic. Now that’s 
what I’m talking about. Mellow Moods, the once little 
smoothie shop next to Pedal & Paddle, moved two 
doors down into the old Old Store.

A word about The Old Store. That was a wonder-
ful shop, an encapsulated treasure hunt. Rummaging 
around on a first visit, I unearthed a must-have and 
psychic necessity—a pair of chandelier earrings. Then 
it was a set of bone china teacups stamped with “made 
specifically for B. Altman & Co., New York” on their 
tiny undersides. I worked at the late, great Altman’s one 
insane Christmas season when I was in college, and 
these cups were put there just for me to find. I loved 
The Old Store and mourned its loss and was sure what-
ever moved into the vintage space could never again 
make me that happy. WRONG. Have you ever tasted a 
Green Lemonade? It’s a Mellow Moods secret recipe of 
lemons, apples, and spinach, not too thick, not too thin, 
not too sweet—just refreshingly delicious. And you 
can’t taste the spinach. It not only makes you happy, 
but you also feel a little-self righteous.

Mellow Moods is the brainchild of Shanna and 
Philip Mastrangelo. It’s more than a financial venture; 
it’s a reflection of the Mastrangelo’s philosophy of life. 
As Phil said, “We believe you can change the world 
with good food and clean water; and should leave the 
smallest footprint possible on the Earth.”

To that end, Mellow Moods only offers local pro-
duce, 85 percent organic food, and everything from 
the picnic ware to the plastic bags is recyclable. It’s 
also wind-powered, and with the back door, the front 
door, and the windows open, it’s breezy and lovely. The 
tables and sofa downstairs are comfortably separated 
and give you space, while upstairs, where the vintage 
coats once hung, there’s a little café.

Mellow Moods opened in July of 2007. Exactly 
one short year later the stock market was teetering on 
the lip of the tank. It’s a nightmare under any circum-
stances, but can you imagine opening a small family 
business, investing all your savings and all that effort, 
just in time for disaster to strike? While Phil was in 
Shepherdstown by day and Shanna was at home in 
Hagerstown with three-year-old Gabe, and one-year-old 
Emma, the young family persevered.

Driven by a sense that it was the right place at the 
right time with the right food, Mellow Moods was a 
very small operation that offered bagels and a range 
of smoothies and drinks. Phil was the chief cook and 
bottle washer and Shanna the CFO. Phil readily admits 
“Shanna is the backbone of the business. I would have 
thrown in the towel long ago if it weren’t for her.”

After Mellow Moods had been open for about a 
year, it was Shanna who recognized the need to expand 
to be a viable operation. They were busy but they were 
too small. According to Phil, her exact words were “We 
grow or we get out.”

So the search was on for a new location. The space 
had to be spacious, convenient, comfortable, in keep-
ing with their mission and affordable. What they were 
seeking was two doors away. Bill Lukens owns the 
building and, according to Phil, he’s an excellent land-
lord. “Every time we make an improvement in the café, 
Bill makes an improvement in the space. We don’t have 
to ask, he just does it.”

In the spring of 2009, Mellow Moods tripled its 
size. Today the staff numbers nine: Laura Penn (man-
ager,) Rebecca Drewry, Gary Stine, Jade Flamenco, 
Clara Myers, Joe Freeman, Rich Lyon, and Shanna and 
Phil Mastrangelo.

The menu grew to include such favorites as the 
Green Goat, a crepe of spinach, goat cheese, caramel-
ized onions, and fresh herbs; the Sweet Avocado sand-
wich of strawberries, avocado, mixed greens, pecans, 
and sweet lemon vinaigrette; a yellow-fin tuna salad 
with tomato and fresh herbs with melted cheddar on 
ciabatta bread. And on it goes, seven days a week, and 
every item on the menu is good and good for you. Even 
the children’s menu has a mini powerhouse sandwich 
aptly named the Power Sprout. Though today’s menu 
also offers lattés and organic peanut butter puffers and 
quinoa salad, Mellow Moods is still true to toasted but-
tered bagels and 100-percent fresh fruit smoothies.

I think it’s important to admit here that I never 
liked smoothies. The few I tried were always too sweet 
or too thick, and power smoothies tasted like dirt. So 
why all the fuss about Mellow Moods? I didn’t get it, 
until now. There’s an art to making this drink and Phil 
is an artist. Probably the most popular Mellow Moods 
smoothie has always been the Berry Buzz. It’s the 
right blend of strawberries, blueberries, blackberries, 
raspberries, yogurt, and a little agave nectar. Green 
Mountain is another favorite. This combo of strawberry, 
mango, pineapple, and spirulina goes out the door by 
the gallon.

According to Athena Fit Web site, spirulina 
is recognized as one of nature’s richest sources of 
unprocessed protein, as well as vitamins A and B-12. 
“Spirulina contains over 70 nutrients combined by 
nature and has proven to be beneficial as a formidable 
aid to averting hunger by controlling appetite and 
chronic disorders associated with poor nutrition and 
devitalized foods.” I did not know that. Agave nectar is 
a natural sweetener and quinoa is a gluten-free unpro-
cessed grain. I did not know that either.

The good news: you can’t get an unhealthy bite or 
gulp at Mellow Moods. And the entire experience is 
absolutely delicious.

Sue Kennedy’s work has been in public relations, 
newspapers, and TV. She also served as press secretary 
to U.S. Senator Lowell Weicker of Connecticut. Her life 
is her four children and 13 grandchildren. In late 2007 
she found Shepherdstown, quite by accident, where she 
now happily lives.

Mellow Moods
Sue Kennedy
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Left to right: Laura Penn and Rebecca Drewry slice 
fruit in preparation for one of the delicious drinks 

served at Mellow Moods.

Mellow Moods on German Street in Shepherdstown offers 
sidewalk dining.

Jade Flamenco grinds fair trade coffee while Rebecca Drewry 
slices fruit.
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Off the Tourist Path in Peru
Stephen Willingham

Upon my return from vacationing in Peru, my 
cousin commented that he was glad to see 
that I had survived. I assured him that I never 

once felt threatened there. The pervasively negative 
reputation of thieving, murdering taxi drivers, swarm-
ing hordes of prepubescent pickpockets and thug-
gish cocaine gangsters did not materialize for us. To 
the contrary, we were impressed by the polite and 
friendly people. Of course one must keep in mind 
that Norteamericanos contribute mightily to the tour-
ism industry, one of the economic mainstays of the 
Peruvian economy.

My wife, Claire, and 
I lived for two weeks in an 
area called Rumichaca in 
the “suburbs” of Urubamba, 
a small town in the Sacred 
Valley of Cusco Province, 
where we were afforded a 
unique backstage pass by my 
friend Beverly, an American 
ex-pat and longtime Peruvian 
resident. The only downside 
was that our hastily assem-
bled pidgin Spanish didn’t 
improve much because we 
had our own personal transla-
tor, except during an excur-
sion to Machu Picchu, where 
English is ubiquitous.

The only access to the 
home of our friend and her 
immediate neighbors is an 
approximately quarter-mile-
long footpath that winds 
between an endless weaving 
of stone walls separating 
the various properties. The 
lower portion of this path is 
also sometimes used to route 
water to fields located behind 
this serpentine collection of 
stone barriers. The path is 
often shared with children 
driving the livestock that 
reside within these corrals. 
Robert Frost would have 
been further vindicated in his 
assertion that “good fences 
make good neighbors.”

Around us, neighborhood 
kids played together every-
where, always accompanied by their dogs, reminding 
Claire and me of growing up in the 1950s and ’60s. 
Besides taking their rightful place with regard to chores 
around their homes, the kids appeared healthy, fit, 
respectful, and happy. Of course they were also curious 
about the gringa’s friends from del norte. One day two 
little girls scampered out of their gate and tailed us to 
Beverly’s garden entrance just to get a closer look at us.

Small, wiry Indian women in hats, with short skirts 
over leggings, trudged along every road. In the bright 

blankets on their backs, they carried small children, 
huge loads of groceries, or kindling wood. They could 
also be seen sitting in fields, spinning or weaving as 
they tended livestock. Entrepreneurial Indian women in 
traditional dress appeared at every possible tourist bus 
stop and destination, selling handmade textiles. Some 
carried tiny lambs or goats or were accompanied by lla-
mas, for paid photo ops.

Evidence of Peruvian friendliness and cooperation 
came when we first journeyed out, after a day of rest 
and altitude adjustment, to Ollantaytambo by combi, 
a nine-person van redesigned to accommodate more 

passengers. I counted 23 people squashed inside, with 
bundles lashed to the roof. (Nobody rode on the roofs.) 
It was hard to imagine Americans tolerating anything 
remotely similar to this. There was no grumbling or 
griping. Folks remained helpful and polite. What else 
could be done? The alternative was to walk or wait for 
the next combi, which might be too loaded to stop for 
you.

There seemed to be few privately owned vehicles, 
except perhaps in Lima, where crazy driving has been 

raised to a fine art. Interestingly enough, it is reported 
that there seem to be fewer accidents there than in a 
comparably sized American city. In order to travel any 
distance from Rumichaca, one stands by the highway to 
flag down a combi or a moto-taxi, a two-person motor-
cycle-rickshaw generally used to travel the mile or so to 
downtown Urubamba.

Another mode for day travel is to contract with 
locally based taxi drivers for trips to some of the more 
remarkable ruins that proliferate in the valley. For us, 
this meant forays to Chinchero, Moray, and Pisaq. 
(Machu Picchu is only accessible by train or foot). Our 

drivers were always courte-
ous and solicitous. The four 
separate drivers that we hired 
appeared to take great pride 
in their work and their metic-
ulously kept vehicles.

The only examples of 
rudeness that we experienced 
in Peru came from tourist 
mountain bikers as we hiked 
to the Salineras mines, where 
salt has been extracted since 
pre-Inca times. This trail-
road originates outside of the 
town of Maras, then plum-
mets over the course of three 
to four miles from about 
12,000 feet to approximately 
9,400 on the valley floor. All 
we had to fear on our trek 
were throngs of careening 
bicyclists crashing precari-
ously down the trail behind 
us. One young woman 
sported a rather nasty gash 
on her leg, while we encoun-
tered another sitting stunned 
on her rear end in a cloud of 
reddish brown dust. These 
madcap people would most 
certainly run a hiker down, 
so we had to keep a constant 
vigil.

Along the way, many 
farmers were already out pre-
paring their fields for spring 
planting. While we did see 
a few tractors and other 
forms of mechanical farming 
equipment, most of the field 

work in this region seemed to be performed by turning 
the soil with plows pulled behind oxen or burros or by 
hand. In stark contrast to the bikers, the farmers were 
friendly and wished us a hearty buenas tardes, punctu-
ated by a wave as we walked by. The same could be 
said for numerous kids and women herding goats and 
sheep up or down the mountain trail.

The minerals here seemed to almost ooze from 
the sides of this mountain gorge. Geothermal springs 
percolate to the surface to be channeled into terraced, 

They Did It!
Tour de Revs

Betty Lou Bryant

Three Lutheran pastors from West 
Virginia, Fred “Fixed Gear” 
Soltow from Shepherdstown, Ron 

“The Slacker” Schlak from Charleston, 
and David “Tweeter” Twedt from 
Wardensville, started their 13,000-mile 
trip throughout the United States on a 
rainy morning in downtown Chicago—
May 13, 2009. Their goal was to raise 
awareness of the need to eliminate world-
wide hunger and poverty. They had a 
bamboo “triplet” bike, custom made in 
California. It’s one of a kind. For several 
years they trained, riding their own bikes 
and training physically. They received 
grant money as well as support from the 
ELCA (Evangelical Lutheran Church 
in America) Board of Pensions, WV–
Western Maryland Synod, ELCA World 
Hunger, Old Lutheran and 
Wheat Ridge Ministries.

They planned a route 
that would take them to 
all 65 Lutheran synods, 
including Puerto Rico and 
Alaska. Coordinators in 
each synod made local 
arrangements, provided 
communications and built 
excitement for the Tour de 
Revs visit.

The second day, they 
arrived in Springfield, Ill., 
and realized they needed 
some repairs. They found 
Robert, a skilled cycle 
man, at R & C Cycles. Aware of their 
venture, he was pleased to help. He even 
fine tuned the bike. Lead rider, Fred 
Soltow, reported that shifting was much 
improved. They rode out on a great city 
bike path with “Rev” guards escorting 
them across intersections. Then it was on 
to Indianapolis and Columbus.

To their surprise, in Springfield, 
Ohio, supporters provided them with bag 
lunches. Ron wrote that evening, we “ask 
our audiences to give up one fast food 
meal a month and give that money to the 
ELCA World Hunger Program,” and we 
decided we would give up fast food on 
the trip. They planned to eat breakfast 
leftovers for lunch. By the time they 
reached Pennsylvania, however, all meals 
were being covered very adequately.

The sixth day they returned to their 
home state of West Virginia. A crowd of 
150 greeted them at St. Mark’s Lutheran 
Church in Clarksburg, including St. 
Peter’s Parish Pipers and other friends 
from Shepherdstown. Hot dogs were on 
the grill and watermelon on the tables.

At the Notre Dame Academy in 
Clarksburg the next morning, the kids 
understood the mission, “Share the story, 
tell a friend and let’s begin to do the very 
thing that God calls us to do—‘Feed 
them, so that they will know God’s 
love.’”

They continued south through the 
Carolinas to Florida. From Tampa they 
flew to Puerto Rico. The stop there was a 
learning experience as well as a teaching 
experience. Rev. Ron delivered the mes-
sage of world hunger to a congregation 
familiar with this firsthand. They have 
a “Hunger Corner” at the back of their 
small worship center.

Returning by air to Washington, 
D.C., they were provided an opportunity 
to reunite with family and friends and 

to share their message at the Crusade 
Lutheran Church in Rockville, Md.

Events occurred during the 100-
day journey that caused riders to leave. 
In June, Ron was sick for several days. 
Later David left as his wife was hospital-
ized. In July, Ron left for his daughter’s 
surgery, and in August, David left as his 
mother passed away. Roger Munro, a 
member of St. Peter’s in Shepherdstown 
and an avid cyclist, was on tour about 
40 days, riding and coordinating. Other 
cyclists—Adam Link and Len Wiens of 
St. James’ Lutheran Church in Uvilla; 
Martin Burke of Shepherdstown; and 
Pastor Brian Bennett of St. Paul Lutheran 
Church in Morgantown—ably replaced 
the missing riders.

The next week they had stops in 
Baltimore and five cities in Pennsylvania. 
At the Upper Susquehanna Synod, they 
were surprised when Bishop Robert 
Driesen presented them with a check for 
$50,216.

After a stop in Hamilton Square, 
N.J., they entered New York City via the 

Staten Island Ferry. Pastor Fred com-
mented, “It was the experience of a life-
time riding the bike down Broadway.” 
The next day they rode across the 
Brooklyn Bridge to a lunch distribution 
center in Brooklyn. After briefly sharing 
their message with the long line waiting 
for their daily meal, the Revs experi-
enced a moving moment; a few in the 
line insisted on making a donation. “The 
very people we are trying to help want-
ing to share what little they had.” After 
they crossed the bridge again, Pastor Fred 
wrote, “All I can say is WOW!!!”

 The rest of June was spent in New 
England, and riding west across Ohio, 
Michigan, and northern United States. 
They arrived in Seattle on July 2 and 
flew to Alaska, where they spent the 

July 4th weekend. It was the midpoint 
of their trip, and they had time to relax, 
refresh themselves, and enjoy the beauti-
ful scenery. Pastor Fred wrote, “Today 
was another of those days when we stood 
back and realized how lucky we are to 
be able to see so much of the country, 
meet such wonderful folks, and be able to 
share our message all at the same time.”

They returned to Tacoma, Wash., 
and headed south as far as San Diego 
where they turned east. The heat was 
extreme as they crossed the desert so they 
detoured into Flagstaff, Ariz., where the 
temperature was cooler—105 degrees. 
As they crossed New Mexico they could 
see Mexico in places along the inter-
state. When they reached El Paso, Tex., 
they were touched by the work of the 
Christo Rei Lutheran Church, an immi-
grant Spanish-speaking congregation. 
Pastor Fred wrote, “We promised not to 
share pictures or names as these people 
live in fear of their lives everyday. The 
ministry they do with minimal funds is 
amazing. If you can put change on your 

dresser and have a bed to sleep in, you 
are among the wealthiest 10 percent 
globally.”

Two days were spent in New Orleans 
at the 2009 Youth Gathering of 35,000 
youth from all 65 Synods, 2,000 chaper-
ones and support personnel. Pastor Fred 
wrote, “We had a great day being ‘Poster 
Guys’ for the ELCA World Hunger inter-
active center at the Gathering.”

With stops in Dallas, Kansas City, 
Denver, and other cities in Nebraska, 
Iowa, Illinois, and Wisconsin, they made 
their last four stops in Minnesota. Their 
final stop was the Churchwide Assembly 
in Minneapolis. Here each spoke briefly.

Pastor Fred pointed out that 2,100 
scripture passages speak directly about 
poverty, justice, and hunger.

Pastor Ron gave 
Bishop Hanson a bag 
containing 551 pennies 
donated by a homeless 
woman in San Diego 
who gathers discarded 
coins from the street.

Pastor David said if 
every baptized member 
of the church gave $5 a 
month ($60 a year) to 
ELCA World Hunger it 
would amount to over 
$250,000,000.

Pastor Fred’s final 
entry on the Web site 
is, “We did it! 3 guys, 

1 bike, 65 Synods and 100 days. Today is 
the official end of the Tour de Revs. We 
spoke to the 2,000 people gathered there 
and received a standing ovation. With 
tears in my eyes, I walked off the podium 
knowing that we made a difference in the 
lives of thousands of people.”

For more about this amazing tour, 
check out http://www.tourderevs.org.

If you wish to donate, please make 
checks payable to ELCA World Hunger 
and send to: ELCA World Hunger, P.O. 
Box 71764, Chicago, IL 60694-1764

Betty Lou Bryant has been a resident of 
Jefferson County since she retired from 
the Prince Georges (Md.) County School 
System in 1979, and has been a resident 
of Shepherdstown since 1991. She and 
her husband, Bob, celebrated their 63rd 
wedding anniversary in February. She is 
a member of St. Peter’s Lutheran Church 
where she sings in the choir.

Rev. David A. Twedt, the Rev. Dr. Fred A. Soltow Jr., 
and Rev. Ron Schlak

Woman, child and llama—photo op

Llama above Machu Picchu

Shoe repairman, streets of UrubambaMasked dancers, Carmen parade

Steep stairs, Pisaq ruins
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  The Revs cruise on their custom “triplet” 
made of bamboo.
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Freedom’s Run
Robby Glenn

Like to run? Like to hike? Want to get out of 
your house and explore the area around you? 
Running is a great way to do so. That’s why an 

event like the Freedom’s Run is so exciting. Started by 
two Shepherdstown residents—conversationalist Lois 
Turco, and medical professor and marathon runner 
Mark Cucuzzella—the Freedom’s Run is an event in 
which everyone can participate. It offers a wide range of 
runs (or walks) from a 5k and a kids’ fun run to a full-
fledged 26-mile marathon that covers four national parks 
in our area. The marathon course starts in Harpers Ferry 
National Park, where John Brown made his last stand 
at the federal armory, and then takes the C&O canal 
towpath, which became obsolete before it could even be 
finished, but now winds its way through lush riverside 
woodland. The canal portion of the course leads into the 
eerily placid Antietam Battlefield, now rolling country 
farmland, but once the gruesome site of a pivotal Civil 
War battle in which there were more than 23,000 casual-
ties in a single day. After Antietam the course ends in 
Shepherdstown.

This may seem a bit arduous to anyone who can 
recount the wheezing and stress of running perhaps just 
a few dozen meters; but the Freedom’s Run Web site 
(http://www.freedomsrun.org) offers an extensive train-
ing program that focuses on aerobic conditioning and 
creating your own optimal running pace.

The first marathon in West Virginia (which ranks as 
the third most obese state in the nation next to Alabama 
and Mississippi), the Freedom’s Run stands as an his-
toric event for one of the unhealthiest states in the U.S. 
The organizers are hoping for a good turnout. “Most 
marathons in this area cap at 1,000 people. We’re hop-
ing for around 800 to 1,000,” said co-founder Turco. 
“You’ve got a wonderful resource here, and if you keep 
it in your mind, you’ll keep it for your kids.”

Ms. Turco works for the National Heritage Areas, a 
National Park Service project that protects and promotes 
the cultural, historical, and natural assets of a region. 
Currently there are 49 registered National Historical 
Areas in the U.S. and Lois hopes to create the fiftieth—
one that will stretch from Harpers Ferry to Cumberland, 
Md. This is a great positive step for West Virginia, 
which is continually being deprived of its natural and 
historic heritage through mountaintop removal and 
development.

“It’s about getting people outside and moving, and 
having an environment where that’s comfortable. We 
have to consider what policies are inhibiting people 
from playing in the outdoors,” says Mark Cucuzzella, 
the 42-year-old medical professor/marathon runner who 
is another key founder of the run. Mark works for the 
Healthy Kids Healthy Communities Initiative, which 
seeks to curb childhood obesity through movement. 
The organizers of Freedom’s Run are hoping to obtain 
a grant for the healthy kids project so that nature paths 
can be built around public schools offering kids the 
opportunity not only to move, but also to explore the 
natural world.

Will Freedom’s Run be a one-time event or become 
a local tradition? Only time will tell, but the organiz-
ers are hopeful that the race—and the healthy habits it 

promotes—will take hold. So whether you’re a novice 
to running or a seasoned expert, Freedom’s Run offers 
a variety of running levels and a great opportunity to 
experience the land, the people and the heritage of 
Jefferson County. So lace up, get active, and come out 
for Freedom’s Run on October 3!

For more information visit www.freedomsrun.org.

Robby Glenn is a Shepherdstown resident and Jefferson 
County native who enjoys running by the river and iden-
tifying wild plants. He hopes to deconstruct civilization 
one day.

shallow pools where the water is 
allowed to evaporate, leaving coveted 
salt behind. In addition, scattered in the 
precipitous nooks and crannies along 
the gorge walls, are numerous burial 
chambers where ancient bones can still 
be found, but nothing else, since these 
sites were looted long ago. (Or are they 
the bones of hapless mountain bikers 
who simply spun off of the edge?)

At the foot of the gorge, we 
crossed the Urubamba River on a foot-
bridge and scrambled up a road to the 
main highway, where we hitched a ride 
in the back of a pickup truck for the 
short drive back to Beverly’s house. 
The young Peruvians refused payment 
for their service and appeared to be 
content with the obvious amusement 
provided by picking up two old gringas 
and one grizzly gringo from the side of 
the road.

More unexpected kind-
ness came our way when we 
arrived by train at the town 
of Aguas Caliente (Machu 
Picchu). There was supposed 
to be a representative from 
the little tourist hotel where 
we had a reservation. Because 
the train was more than a little 
bit late, we soon discovered 
that our agent was not there. 
Instead, there was a throng of 
other hotel reps who wanted 
desperately to take us home. 
Rather quickly, one of these 
reps understood where we 
wanted to go and offered to 
take us there. It was only a 
short walk through the bazaar 
and a few doors up a hill. As 
soon as we set our bags in the 
lobby, I turned to offer this 
woman a tip for her help and 
found, to my astonishment, 
that she had disappeared.

Of course the ruins at 
Machu Picchu are noth-
ing less than spectacular. 
We probably took a couple 
of hundred pictures here. 
Pictures and words don’t 
really do it justice, but one 
must try. The downside of 
Machu Picchu is that every-
thing is about money and 
herding as many people as 
possible through the ruins, 
a fact causing concern since 
the place is just about being 
trampled to death.

Should you be planning a trip to 
Peru, I would recommend that you go 
while you are still agile enough to get 
around under your own steam. Persons 
with special needs cannot travel far in 
this neck of the Peruvian woods unless 
they stay on a large tour bus. There is 
no handicapped access and most of the 
sidewalks and streets in the towns are 

made of cobblestone.
The ruins, including Machu 

Picchu, offer a challenge. The trails 
and stone stairs are steep, rugged, and 
in some places dangerously narrow. 
The cliffs are sheer beyond anything 
that might be imagined, particularly in 
the ruins at Pisaq, even where there are 
terraces cascading to the valley below. 
Often the only thing standing between 
one and oblivion is a rickety wooden 
railing, appearing to be yet another 
Inca artifact, and handrails in general 
were conspicuous by their absence. 
You never knew what was around the 
next bend in the trail, since there was 
no interpretive material. Is it worth it? 
Yes!

Ollantaytambo, still a living town, 
is laid out on Inca foundations, making 
many streets too narrow for vehicular 

traffic. Above the town, the ruins are 
littered with gigantic blocks of worked 
pink granite that appear ready for set-
ting, but were never hoisted into place 
beside six other enormous stones, 
which would have completed the 
base for the Temple of the Sun at this 
sanctuary. Further development was 
reportedly stopped by the arrival of the 
Spaniards’ first messenger, disease, 

predominately smallpox and flu.
What is even more incredible 

about these gargantuan rocks is that 
they were mined many miles away 
near a ridge-top across the valley. It is 
staggering to contemplate the extreme 
effort that it took to move these mam-
moth stones up nearly vertical cliffs. 
To this day, locals refer to a number of 
abandoned giant rocks that got stuck 
in transport as “tired stones.” They 
are still farmed around more than 500 
years later. As one friend commented, 
“It is amazing what can be accom-
plished when you have enough slave 
labor.”

Almost as remarkable is water that 
continues to run in Inca channels at the 
baths located at the foot of the ruins, 
behind which hand-chiseled stairs seem 
to provide access to the stars.

The seeming improbability of a 
society without the wheel accomplish-
ing such apparently impossible acts 
has given rise to speculation that the 
Inca were assisted by space aliens who 
looked kindly upon these “struggling 
savages” and benevolently consented 
to assist them. Some people thing 
the concentric terraced pits at Moray 
were landing and launching sites for 

spacecraft, touting them as defining 
evidence of alien intervention. A more 
feasible explanation for these three 
large, geological subduction zones is 
that this was the site of an Inca experi-
mental farm where crops from other 
regions were acclimatized. Recent 
investigations have measured variations 
of mean temperature up to as much as 
5 degrees Celsius between the tops and 
bottoms of these naturally formed pits.

Beyond the tourist sites, there 
are the 10-sole (approximately $3.30) 
lunches in Cusco, and the most suc-
culent and flavorful chicken that 
Claire and I have ever eaten. Take a 
moto-taxi, decorated in a Spiderman 
motif, to market to pick through piles 
of fresh fruit and potatoes of every 
shape, size, and color. Try a ripe 
cheremoya—an extraordinary, creamy 

fruit that must be eaten 
where it is grown. Wander 
through Cusco’s ancient, 
elaborately decorated 
churches or the many 
museums. Bargain for 
woolen goods at the many 
craft markets.

Get out of your taxi 
and walk along beside 
a parade for Mamacita 
Carmen, as we did in Pisaq. 
The Fiesta for the Vergen 
del Carmen, a local patron 
saint, is a blend of Incan 
religion and Catholicism, 
with traditionally costumed 
dancers, priests, musicians, 
equestrians, and the puz-
zling addition of dancing 
men in business suits twirl-
ing scarves, whips, and 
lariats.

In the evenings, there 
are clear, black night skies 
for gazing at the Milky 
Way and constellations 
such as the Southern 
Cross. In Cusco, I saw 
tourists’ luggage being 
loaded into the bowels of 
a bus, and I felt sorry for 
them. But then I humbly 
remembered that we were 
lucky enough to have an 
American ex-patriot friend 
to help us blaze our own 
trail through the clear, 
high-altitude sunlight of 
wintertime Peru, where 

clouds made shadowy patchwork 
quilts on the mountain sides.

Stephen Willingham continues his 
efforts to teach English language and 
literature at Washington High School 
in Charles Town. In his spare time he 
is Claire Stuart’s husband and help-
mate as they labor to tame three thorny 
acres in southern Berkeley County.

Concentric terraces, Moray 

Saqsayhuaman ruins above Cusco Terraces and storehouses, Machu Picchu

Stairs, Machu Picchu

“Classic” shot of Machu Picchu
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One Book
A Common Unifying Reading Experience

Wendy Mopsik

As first year students arrived at 
Shepherd University this summer to 
register for classes and met with an advi-
sor, they received a complimentary copy 
of a paperback book with an attractive 
and intriguing cover. Animal, Vegetable, 
Miracle by Barbara Kingsolver is the 
assigned reading in this third year of the 
Common Reading Program.

By completing the book prior to 
school’s opening, these new collegians 
are apt to more easily feel a part of the 
larger environment where family back-
ground, high school skills, and culture 
may present differences. The program 
reinforces the fact that students will be 
expected to do lots of reading throughout 
their studies at Shepherd. Judi McIntyre 
who directs the First Year Experience and 
the Common Reading Program explained, 
“We help to build retention early in the 
process by expecting students to finish 
what they start. They seem to profit from 
the bonding provided by the social and 
intellectual shared experience.”

Designed to help students in their 
first year integrate into the university 
community and immediately have some-
thing in common with all other freshmen, 
the assigned reading provides a backdrop 
for ongoing dialogue and yearlong dis-
cussion. Students in English 101, as well 
as those taking classes in the departments 
of environmental science, biology, physi-
cal education, health and mass communi-
cations, will be exposed to the Kingsolver 
novel. Residents of Shepherdstown and 
the surrounding area are an integral part 
of the Common Reading Program as well 

and are enthusiastically invited to attend 
any of the many featured events planned 
during the 2009–2010 academic year. The 
“One Book, One Community” concept 
encourages reading for all audiences and 
focuses on a timely subject with featured 
speakers and related activities. Students 
learn about resources in the commu-
nity while the community learns about 
resources located at the university.

Judi McIntyre came to Shepherd 
in 2005 via Washington State and the 
Columbia Basin Community College, 
where she retired as dean of institutional 
research, planning, and assessment. She 
spoke excitedly about her book program. 
She recognized its value and, once hired, 
was thrilled with the faculty and staff 
reaction to the idea. “They were all very 
willing to take on a new venture that has 
been used successfully at other liberal 
arts colleges and universities. The First 
Year Experience and Common Reading 
Program have gained popularity particu-
larly in the last five years.”

Collaboration is another hall-
mark of the program. From the pur-
chase of Animal, Vegetable, Miracle at 
Four Seasons Books or the Shepherd 
University Bookstore to borrowing the 
nonfiction book from the Shepherdstown 
Public Library or the Scarborough 
Library, students and community mem-
bers will be drawn together in a unique 
happening. Since the book theme centers 
on a family’s deliberate choice to eat only 
food grown in their own neighborhood, 
by their own hands, or learn to live with-
out it, the opportunity for other partner-
ships is exponential. Shepherd’s Dining 
Services will host an event, area farms 
will provide a hands-on field trip, and the 
locally presented American Conservation 
Film Festival will present relevant films 
from their archives and current selec-
tions.

You may wonder how a book is 
chosen to receive such attention by so 
many readers. McIntyre described the 
selection process that is also reflective of 
collaboration plus consensus. Early in the 
academic year, suggestions are solicited 
from students, faculty, and staff. Entries 
are then reviewed in December by a 
Common Reading Program Task Force, 
which chooses 20 possibilities. Each of 
the 20 books is read by a member of the 
task force, who then expresses his or her 
personal opinion about the merits and eli-
gibility of the selection. Criteria for eligi-
bility are: appeal to 18- to 20-year-olds; 

broad interest to all; length (under 300 
pages); ease of availability; and paper-
back form. The five books finally picked 
are posted on the Common Reading Web 
site for a student vote that determines 
the next year’s choice. Colored People by 
Henry Louis Gates Jr., and Persepolis by 
Marjane Satrapi were past recipients of 
the honor.

A number of events related to 
Animal, Vegetable, Miracle are already 
planned. Beginning on August 26, the 
kickoff was the movie King Corn—
chosen from the American Conservation 
Film Festival (ACFF) archives for its 
relevance—moderated by Dr. Ed Snyder, 
professor of environmental studies and 
chair of the institute for environmental 
studies at Shepherd. “Partnering with 
ACFF and the Shepherd University 
Common Reading Program was just 
such a natural for us this year,” said Amy 
Mathews Amos, president of the ACFF 
Board of Directors. Kingsolver’s book 
makes the connection between our food 
and our planet clear. “Food as a conserva-
tion issue and an ethical issue is growing 
these days and so we will be presenting 
several films that explore this subject. We 
hope Shepherd students and the greater 
community will take advantage of the 
2009 festival from November 5–8 at 
NCTC (National Conservation Training 
Center) and other town venues!”

September will feature farm tours 
conducted primarily for students who 
can travel by van and bicycle to witness 
the peak growing season. On Wednesday, 
October 7, the Shepherd Dining Hall will 
host an “Animal, Vegetable, Miracle” din-
ner showcasing local produce and meats, 
organic food selections, and music by 
the Speakeasy Boys. All are welcome to 
partake of the bounty. An apple orchard 
trip will be organized during the month, 
as well as pumpkin carving in the Ram’s 
Den. Liz Wheeler, the first chef at the 
Yellow Brick Bank and a recognized 
food expert, will conduct harvest cook-
ing demonstrations titled “From Farm to 
Fork” in Shepherd’s Stutzman-Slonaker 
Hall, Room 102.

An array of activities called the Food 
Fight Speaker Series promises much 
information and education. Capitalizing 
on Barbara Kingsolver’s premise that we 
are what we eat, the first panel moder-
ated by Dr. Clarissa Mathews, assistant 
professor of environmental studies, is 
called “Living La Vita Local” and will 
be held on Wednesday, October 14, in 

the Center for Legislative Studies at 7:00 
p.m. A second event in November will 
focus on migrant farm workers with a 
speaker from the Southern Poverty Law 
Center. Shepherd will be partnering 
with Dick Anson of Ezekiel’s Place, an 
international peace and justice center in 
Hedgesville, for this event. Other topics 
in the series are “Appetite for Change” 
with author Warren Ballasco that will 
address agricultural sustainability at the 
national level, and a speaker or panel dis-
cussing genetically modified organisms 
from an international perspective, set for 
March 2010.

Other films will highlight food 
issues presented in the Common Reading 
book. On Friday, November 6, ACFF and 
Shepherd will again team up and show 
Food, Inc. and Fresh, the Movie. Joel 
Salatin, Virginia farmer and innovator of 
Polyface Farm, reputed to be America’s 
premier nonindustrial food production 
oasis, will be the evening’s speaker. This 
event is scheduled at 7:00 p.m. in the 
Frank Center. The Seed Hunter, hosted 
by ACFF and Shepherd, will be shown 
on January 27, 2010, at 7:00 p.m. in the 
Center for Legislative Studies, and the 
discussion will be moderated by Keith 
Alexander, a professor in the environ-
mental studies department and archivist 
at the Center for Legislative Studies. On 
February 26, 2010, the Shepherdstown 
Film Society and Shepherd will present 
The Garden, a movie released earlier this 
year that focuses on a garden in Watts, 
Calif., and its fight to maintain itself in 
the face of the city’s desire for land.

There is one fascinating book, and 
many thought-provoking events, thou-
sands of exchanged ideas, and millions 
of reasons to participate in the Common 
Reading Program. Check the Web site at 
www.shepherd.edu/commonreading or 
call Judi McIntyre at (304) 876-5396 to 
confirm dates, times, and locations. All 
events are free with the exception of the 
dinner and all are open to students, fac-
ulty, staff and the community 

Wendy Mopsik would rather read than 
almost anything…well, maybe not more 
than eat a peach nonfat soft ice cream 
cone on a hot summer night while watch-
ing fireflies buzz overhead and hearing 
the grandchildren playing. She looks for-
ward to all the activities associated with 
Animal, Vegetable, Miracle.

What do carp, the Smithsonian 
Institution, and the American 
conservation movement all 

have in common? The answer is Spencer 
Fullerton Baird, a largely forgotten figure 
today, but one who greatly affected the 
natural and cultural environment for those 
of us who live in the Eastern Panhandle of 
West Virginia. In the history of American 
conservation the first wildlife to enjoy 
federal protection, propagation, and 
significant ongoing research were fish. 
The person most responsible for this was 
Spencer Baird. More charismatic spe-
cies like bison, eagles, and wolves have 
largely relegated fisheries conservation 
to a footnote; while more charismatic 
conservationists like John Muir, Gifford 
Pinchot, and Rachel Carson have likewise 
sidelined the forgotten Commissioner 
Baird. This is unfortunate as the work of 
Baird and the U.S. Commission of Fish 
and Fisheries laid the groundwork for our 
ongoing fisheries work and a foundation 
for all future federal conservation efforts.

Baird’s early career is a synopsis of 
the origins of the American conservation 
movement. Born in 1823 in Reading, Pa., 
he attended Dickinson College, which 
awakened a long-standing interesting in 
natural history. He graduated in 1840 
and began to correspond and visit John 
James Audubon, who gave Baird part 
of his collection, taught Baird how to 
draw birds, and mentored him as a bud-
ding ornithologist. Other correspondents 
and colleagues included Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, Henry David Thoreau, George 
Perkins Marsh, and Louis Agassiz. After 
working as a professor of natural history 
at Dickinson College for a number of 
years, in 1850 he was appointed the first 
assistant secretary of the recently created 
Smithsonian Institution. In this role, Baird 
supported the growth of the Smithsonian’s 
natural history collections and coordi-
nated the dissemination of all scientific 
information—a role he expanded when 
he became secretary of the Smithsonian 
in 1878. Baird was immensely qualified 
to take on the Fish Commission in 1871 
with his experience in the field, the world 
of science, and institution building.

Now for most people helping create 
and fill what would become the National 
Museum of Natural History would have 
been work enough, but Baird was look-
ing beyond the terrestrial collections, 

which had heretofore dominated his work. 
In 1870 Baird drew up a proposal for a 
commission to investigate the decline of 
the nation’s fisheries. Congress approved 
the proposal and on February 9, 1871, 
created the United States Commission 
of Fish and Fisheries (hereafter the Fish 
Commission), the first federal agency cre-
ated exclusively for natural resource con-
servation. “Commission” was probably 
too grand a term for what was initially 
Baird in an unsalaried position working 
alone out of his home office. But Baird 
had a good track record in building new 
institutions and he set out to create a real 
Fish Commission focused on his interests 
of research, scientific collaboration, and 
restoration. Baird immediately began 
collecting information on the history of 
fisheries decline in the United States 
and its possible remedies. These stud-
ies were dutifully published in the first 
Fish Commission report, which, perhaps 
uniquely in the history of government 
reports, was replete with useful informa-
tion thoughtfully compiled by the best 
scientific minds of the day.

But Baird had grander plans to 
expand the commission’s role and institu-
tional base. Congress’s interest in “food-
fishes” led to an appropriation of $15,000 
in 1872 for fish propagation, a subject 
that perfectly fit Baird’s research inter-
ests in the science of aquaculture and the 
practical field biology of replenishing the 
nation’s streams and coasts. In keeping 
with Baird’s vision, the first fish hatchery 
was no small-scale operation but a grand 
expedition with international repercus-
sions. Baird sent Livingston Stone, a 
renowned fish culturist, to California to 
establish a hatchery to propagate salmon 
eggs. Stone established what became the 
Baird Hatchery on the McCloud River in 
California and in that first year shipped 
30,000 Chinook salmon eggs to the 
East Coast. This first effort was unsuc-
cessful as only 7,000 eggs survived the 
journey and the 200 to 300 fingerling 
salmon eventually raised did not survive 
their transplanting into the Susquehanna 
River. But Baird did not give up and soon 
expanded the hatchery system shipping 
eggs and fingerlings around the continent 
and, eventually, the world.

Later propagation efforts were far 
more successful. Shad and striped bass 
were successfully transplanted from the 

Atlantic to the 
Pacific Ocean. 
Rainbow trout, 
brown trout, and 
other game and 
food fishes were 
introduced to 
numerous water-
ways greatly 
expanding their 
range. While fish 
culture was being 
mastered in a 
growing num-
ber of hatcher-
ies, the vagaries 
of human cul-
ture were more 
problematic. 
In 1873 an over-
weight “aquarium 
car” carrying catfish, 
eels, bullheads, perch, bass, trout, and 
lobsters crashed through a railway bridge 
sending aquatic and human passengers 
into Nebraska’s Elkhorn River where 
Livingston Stone swam to safety—the 
lobsters being not so fortunate. One of 
Baird’s pet projects was the introduction 
of German carp to the Americas. Carp 
ponds were prominently placed at the 
base of the Washington monument and 
Baird delighted in giving Congressmen 
personalized tours of the ponds and free 
carp fry to send to their constituents. Carp 
were actively propagated in many lakes 
and rivers (including the nearby Potomac) 
and Baird was certain Americans would 
take to this food fish as had Europeans. 
Baird misjudged the American appe-
tite (literally) and no amount of Fish 
Commission–authored cookbooks could 
convince Americans to eat carp, which 
has subsequently become a pest in many 
aquatic habitats. Yet such is the way with 
pioneers in charting a new path, successes 
are enjoined with periodic wrong turns. In 
addition to fish, Baird was also expert at 
cultivating political support and he con-
tinued to grow the fisheries program. 

Although the nationwide system of 
fish hatcheries was the most visible and 
popular part of the Fish Commission, 
the research and science work of the 
Commission was Baird’s passion. Baird 
envisioned the Fish Commission becom-
ing a Smithsonian of the seas—an 
institutional home for the best fisheries 

research and science. To this end Baird 
began a series of research programs in 

1871, which are still ongoing, to chart the 
changes in America’s fishery stocks. He 
also began a series of summer research 
stations that year along the East Coast 
that culminated in 1885 with the creation 
of the Woods Hole Marine Laboratory, 
only the second such lab in the world. In 
1882 Baird was able to purchase a large 
oceangoing research vessel, the Albatross, 
to study both coasts and revolutionize 
American oceanography. Perhaps most 
importantly, Baird had succeeded in cre-
ating an institutional base for American 
fisheries conservation that persists 138 
years later, still pursuing his vision of 
research, scientific collaboration, and 
propagation.

We are surrounded by Baird’s ongo-
ing legacies, including the Smithsonian’s 
National Museum of Natural History, 
the Leetown Hatchery and Laboratory, 
and the trout, bass, and carp we catch 
in the Potomac every year. His succes-
sor agency, the U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service, remains committed to the best 
possible research, scientific collaboration, 
and restoration of threatened and endan-
gered species. Those of us who carry on 
his work as federal conservationists are in 
a very real sense Baird’s heirs.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history and ethics at Shepherd University 
and is the historian for the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service. He may well owe his job 
to Baird’s success as the first professional 
federal conservationist.

All Creatures Great and Small

Spencer Fullerton Baird: The Forgotten Conservationist
Mark Madison

Judi McIntyre, the face of the First Year 
Experience and the Common Reading Program, 

poses with this year’s book selection
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Above, Baird at Woods Hole Marine Lab, 
Mass.; left: Spencer Baird, 1823–1887. 

Courtesy of NCTC ARCHIVES/MUSEUM

60672_GNP_Fall 2009.indd   7 12/17/12   10:15 AM



9

F A L L  2 0 0 9  •  G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R

16

G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  F A L L  2 0 0 9

Gardeners are time-travelers. Most 
people looking at the calendar 
in September are thinking about 

back-to-school events and wondering 
when Daylight Savings Time ends. But 
while everyone else is about to fall back, 
gardeners are already springing ahead.

It is not quite time to plant spring-
blooming bulbs, but it is time to order 
them. Most mail order nurseries prom-
ise to ship your bulbs at the appropri-
ate planting time for your region, but 
I request a delivery date at the end of 
October if it’s possible. This has saved 
me from the horror of coming home 
to a box of bulbs roasting in the heat 
of an 80-degree day in the middle of 
September.

Daffodils are my hands-down favor-
ite among spring-blooming bulbs. They 
easily withstand some of the worst condi-
tions our climate, soil, and wildlife have 
to offer. They grow in full sun to part 
shade in any well-drained soil. They reli-
ably multiply and return each year. They 
even tolerate the heavy clay soil familiar 
to most of us, though they perform bet-
ter in coming years if you add a little 
compost to the soil. Best of all, daffodil 
bulbs, leaves, stems and flowers are toxic, 
not tasty, to deer and rodents.

Before I write even one more word 
about daffodils, I should probably say 
something about the name itself. As a 
group, gardeners are an agreeable lot, 
known for amity and generosity. They 
mentor novice gardeners, give away 
their extra plants, and even share their 
time-tested secrets. But for some reason, 
gardeners are passionately unbending 
when it comes to plant names. Are they 
daffodils or jonquils? Don’t ask this 
question in a group. Some will say they 
are johnny-quils, while others will insist 
that narcissus, buttercup, or even daffy-
down-dilly is the proper term. They will 
not find consensus.

The American Daffodil Society has 
handed down this edict: daffodil and 
Narcissus are interchangeable. Narcissus 
is the scientific name, and daffodil is the 
most widely accepted common name. 
Most of the other names are regional 
expressions for the same flower, or one of 
its many species, subspecies, or cultivars.

The stereotypical daffodil is a 
golden-yellow trumpet symmetrically 
surrounded by six petals atop a 12- to 
18-inch stem. It is a stunning and garden-
worthy flower to be sure, but to stop there 
is like eating a potato chip and thinking 
you have tasted potatoes. You do not 

know potatoes as a culinary experience 
if you have not had them baked, fried, 
boiled, mashed, riced, diced, spiced, and 
sliced. Likewise, you have not experi-
enced daffodils until you have seen the 
tiniest miniatures; whiffed the musky, 
sweet perfume of the tazettas; or noticed 
the wide array of colors that breeders 
have coaxed out of these flowers—white, 
pink, orange, green, as well as several 
hues of yellow.

My dream to repopulate our wooded 
yard with native wildflowers has kept me 
from planting drifts of daffodils. But each 
year, long before the first of the bluebells 
or bloodroot has bloomed, spring comes 
to my neighbors while I am left behind in 
winter’s gray grasp. This year will be dif-
ferent. This year, I will pot and plant my 
own portable spring-ahead time machine. 

Among my favorite daffodils are sev-
eral miniatures. These little pixies work 
very well in rock gardens. They are also 
perfect for small gardens next to doors or 
mailboxes. I will plant mine in contain-
ers, then place them in a trench and cover 
them with eight to twelve inches of mulch. 
Around Valentines Day, I will uncover 
them and bring them into the porch. Some 
will later come into the house for an extra-
early bit of spring. Here are three excellent 
minis whose bloom times range from early 
to late spring.

Little Gem
At just four or five inches tall, Little 

Gem looks like someone zapped the 
quintessential daffodil with a shrink-o-
matic. It is perfectly proportioned. Each 
stem has a single flower with bright yel-
low petals and a yellow central trumpet. 
It is sometimes sold as a miniature King 
Alfred because of its resemblance to that 
old-fashioned favorite. I like to stuff a 
medium size strawberry pot with these 
and a deep blue dwarf iris.

Tete-a-Tete
This is a cyclamineus daffodil, which 

means its petals are swept back and it 
usually has two or three blooms on each 
stem. Tete-a-Tete is probably the most 
popular miniature and therefore the most 
readily available. My favorite container 
for these is an old boot or a rusty tin can. 
They are also dazzling in a glazed blue 
pot or in window boxes with blue and 
yellow pansies.

Hawera
Hawera is almost too cute for 

words. Its many nodding flowers with 

their swept-back petals look like a swirl 
of pixie ballerinas. Despite its dainty 
demeanor, Hawera is one of the most 
versatile miniature daffodils. It thrives in 
full sun or part shade and does equally 
well in the garden or in containers forced 
to bloom early indoors. If I had to choose 
just one miniature daffodil, this sweetly 
scented elf would be it.

It is more difficult to choose just 
three favorites from among the thou-
sands of standard-sized daffodils. 
Though I tend not to be a traditional-
ist, there is one yellow trumpet daf-
fodil I have put on my list. It is the 
extremely early-blooming Rijnveld’s 
Early Sensation. It delivers spring 
in February—even if it has to push 
through a couple of inches of snow.

Several catalogs tout pink daffodils, 
but the color tends to be subtle, and 
more peach than pink. Instead, I am 
looking at two different white varieties. 
One is a jonquilla daffodil; the other 
is a tazetta. In the flower-show world, 
and in some catalogs, these are called 
Division Seven and Division Eight, 
respectively. Jonquilla are especially 
heat tolerant, so they tend to dominate 
daffodil beds in the deep South.

Aside from their ability to with-
stand the heat, jonquilla are known for 
their sweet, honeysuckle scent, and nar-
row leaves. Their flowers are smaller 
than the typical trumpet daffodil, but 
each stem is topped with two or three 

blooms. The jonquil I have chosen has 
white petals and pale yellow cups. It 
is called Fruitcup and does not get 
very tall—only about 10 inches. Like 
the miniatures, it will work well in a 
variety of pots and containers. I look 
forward to bringing that sweet perfume 
indoors.

The tazettas pack a powerful scent. 
If you have ever forced paper whites 
at Christmas time, you have met a 
tazetta daffodil, and know their musky 
aroma. Paper whites are not hardy in 
our climate, but there are several other 
tazetta-type daffodils that are. In fact, 
some were planted in colonial-era gar-
dens and are recommended for historic 
restorations in our region. By some 
accounts, Avalanche is one of those. 
Historically it was called Seventeen 
Sisters. Each stem is topped with about 
that many blooms. Like Fruitcup, it has 
white petals and pale yellow cups.

There is some dispute over whether 
Avalanche actually dates back to 1700 
or only back to 1900. That is an argu-
ment I will leave to breeders and histo-
rians. When my order of bulbs arrives 
on my doorstep, I will not be going 
backward. My time machine is set to 
spring forward.

Monica Grabowska is an award-winning 
garden writer with a passion for native 
plants and a weakness for daffodils.

Time in a Bulb
Monica Grabowska

A famous poet is a discoverer
rather than an inventor.

—Borges

The Sotto Voce Poetry Festival 
returns to Shepherdstown this fall 
for its fifth year. All of you who 

sling the lingo plan to be there at home in 
the world that words make ours. October 
16–18 will vibrate in the vivid streets 
while the leaves blush to listen.

Sotto Voce is a drama term that 
means speaking to one side as another 
stage character seems not to hear. It’s 
like a mini-soliloquy or half-open secret 
or vein of wicked wit. Poets do whisper 
in the ears of their audience; they are 
the “unacknowledged legislators of the 
world.” Shelley said this before drowning 
and fueling a bonfire on the beach; his 
heart survived the flames and his wife 
Mary saved it (along with her vision of 
Dr. Frankenstein’s living collage).

No such Gothic beginnings have 
led to our Festival, but equal beauty of 
purpose invests everything conceived by 
Hope Maxwell-Snyder. I met Hope when 
she headed Shepherd University’s lan-
guage department, teaching Spanish and 
making English sound great in her poems 
and translations. Though Hope has left 
Shepherd to write and travel and bless, 
she remains a colleague of rare energy, 
who in founding Sotto Voce has pre-
sented poets across America with “world 
enough and time” to present themselves.

Such star poets as Gerald Stern, 
Grace Cavalieri, and Michael Collier 
have come to town as festive keynot-
ers. Workshops abound in a weekend 
of rooms where words whirl to lasso an 
illusive longing; poets at every stage of 
craft whisper, sing, roar along German 
Street. I’ve had the joy of guiding child 
poets. Rob Carney flew in from Utah and 
worked without a net, working crowds 
with his comic visionary words from no 
script in hand. Richard Garcia gave us 
ways of finding a voice through the mask 
of the everyday. Images emerge. Leader 
Hope catches us by conjuring up Houdini 
as lover in these times of magic realism 
when humankind hangs in DNA chains 
dreaming of escape.

Yes, poetry helps singer and listener 
to shed straitjackets of stress, to stride 
into “imaginary gardens with real toads 
in them.” There follows a brief inter-
view with Hope, who earned a doctor-
ate in England and who wears lightly 
her command of many languages. Born 
in Bogotá, Colombia, Hope writes in 

English and publishes books of poetry, 
fiction, and drama (ask Four Seasons 
Books). Her husband is the gentleman 
and catalyst John Snyder. Her mother, 
Sara Maxwell-Blint, has tried to teach me 
Spanish, but Hope succeeds in teaching 
listeners how words linger in the heart 
and dress syllables of silence with sub-
lime color. Obtain her Orange Wine or 
Chains or the new Dangerous World. 
It’s safe to say your world will change.

Did you conceive of Sotto Voce as being 
in some ways unique, an imaginative 
departure from other festivals?

Hope: I wanted a festi-
val that would not be 
limited to a region 
or even to a par-
ticular language 
or culture. Since 
our first Sotto 
Voce, I’ve 
invited the 
best poets we 
could afford 
to bring to 
our local 
community. 
The aim is 
to celebrate 
poetry and to 
offer readings 
and workshops 
that stimulate par-
ticipants. But, unlike 
other festivals, Sotto 
Voce brings together local 
residents, students, poets, and 
writers from different geographical 
regions.

Why would you disagree with W. S. 
Auden’s pronouncement that “art makes 
nothing happen”? 

Hope: Because I believe art makes 
everything happen! Art enriches people’s 
lives and their perspectives; art soothes 
our suffering, enlightens us, brings us 
together, helps us forget our differences 
and remember how much we have in 
common.

Name a few writers who for you rise 
above the useful level of entertainment 
and help you/us live through the night?

Hope: Lorca and Neruda because I grew 
up listening to my grandfather recite their 
poems. I have memorized their words and 

have tried to learn from them by writ-
ing with my own voice while keeping 
them in mind. I also like the poetry of 
Alfonsina Storni. I admire Dean Young’s 
poems as well.

What part does magic or accident or 
serendipity play in stages of your artistic 
work?

Hope: For me, one of the joys writing 
brings is the chance to explore experi-
ences, concepts, and memories—to 
weave poems that center on honesty 

but which at the same time are uni-
versal. For me the poem is 

a journey of discovery, 
and sometimes it hap-

pens as if by magic, 
while other times 

it occurs by acci-
dent, what some 
would call a 
mistake. I 
have learned 
mistakes 
can enrich a 
poem. You 
write a line, 
or a stanza, 
or a whole 

poem but dis-
cover, while 

reading it, that 
you made a “mis-

take” which lends 
the poem mystery, 

more texture. If you 
are not willing to take 

risks and make mistakes, you 
will continue to write the same poem 

over and over again.

Share your thoughts about Poetry as 
words on paper versus oral presentations 
say in bistros, over radio, or on the Web.

Hope: The poem begins as words in 
my mind, words in my mouth, sounds I 
repeat out loud and then put on paper, 
where the poem takes on a specific 
shape in part determined by its length 
and the length of each line. A poem on 
the page can be read and re-read, stud-
ied, put on the bulletin board, sent to a 
friend. A poem that I read or hear guides 
me through melody, through sound. If 
it is well read aloud, it may touch me. 
If poorly read aloud, it may leave me 
indifferent. Either way, I may not hear it 
again, so some of the words escape me. 
The poem on the page I can return to, as 

the art collector returns to the painting 
that hangs in his home, so he can study it 
again and again to learn or for the sheer 
pleasure of it.

Would you want to write a bestseller 
or win a Pulitzer Prize? Suggest your 
larger goals as a writer or impresario.

Hope: As director of Sotto Voce, I 
receive copies of books from people who 
hope to participate in the festival. There 
are so many talented writers in the world 
who may never receive the recognition 
they deserve. I want to write about what 
matters to me; I want to write about those 
experiences or thoughts or feelings in the 
best possible way. Right now I am work-
ing on a couple of chapbooks that might 
fit into a book, and I am also considering 
a Sotto Voce Poetry Anthology to include 
poems by all those poets who have par-
ticipated in the festival.

Mention some Sotto Voce highlights and 
more.

Hope: Highlights: we have played host to 
nationally acclaimed and hugely accom-
plished poets like Steve Orlen, Terrance 
Hayes, and Andrea Hollander Budy. 
Epiphany: while it is often easy to inter-
est poets in poetry readings and work-
shops, it is wonderful to have people who 
attend a poetry reading for the first time 
enjoy it and discover we are altogether 
different from what they expected. The 
community has been so lovingly support-
ive of the Sotto Voce Poetry Festival. This 
has been a wonderful surprise.

Join us this October as our  
utopian pulse empowers poetry in 
Shepherdstown. Sotto Voce writes no 
one off. Hope Maxwell-Snyder inspires 
a community whose borders we are still 
discovering.

For details, see page 22 in this issue 
of the GOOD NEWS PAPER, or go to 
http://www.somondocopress.com/ 
sottovoce/index.htm.

Ethan Fischer teaches literature and 
writing at Shepherd University. His book 
is Beached in the Hourglass. Ethan cre-
ates his trademark “Johnny Dime, Poet 
of Crime” mystery series for the Rumsey 
Radio Hour, which returns September 19 
& 20 to Reynolds Hall.

Here’s Hope for the Future
Neighbor Hope Maxwell-Snyder and the Sotto Voce Poetry Festival

Ethan Fischer

 johnny-quil narcissus buttercup daffy-down-dilly
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Lately the newspapers have been 
full of nostalgia about the sale 
of Jeane Dixon’s belongings.

I imagine most of you are too 
young to remember Jeane Dixon, who 
died in 1997. She was a mystic with 
a crystal ball and an astrologist who 
gained fame in the 1960s by predict-
ing President Kennedy’s assassination. 
A Georgetown, D.C., resident, Dixon 
wrote books, daily horoscope columns 
in 800 papers coast to coast, advised 
celebrities the world over, and became 
Nancy Reagan’s favorite clairvoyant. At 
a recent auction of her belongings, her 
crystal ball sold for $10,000.

In all the hype and publicity sur-
rounding the sale of her belongings, 
much was written about her, but no 
mention was made of, what to me 
was, her greatest attribute: Her love 
of animals.

In 1966, Dixon found a little puppy 
of uncertain heritage on the streets of 
Georgetown. The pup was covered with 
red paint and had two broken legs. She 
took the dog to Dr. Harvey Cowan at 
Friendship Animal Hospital and told 
them to do all they could to save its life 
and to bill her. The veterinarian was 
instructed to find a good home for the 
pup when it was cured. I also depended 
upon Friendship Animal Hospital. Our 
dear old water spaniel had just died 
there.

One day, Dr. Cowan called me and 
said that he had this really sweet puppy 
who needed a good home. My young-
est child, Alexander, age four, and I 
went down to meet the pup. It was love 
at first sight, although the dog was a 
terrible sight to behold, still limping 
and looking moth-eaten where the fur 
had been shaved. Alexander promptly 
named her Betsy, and Betsy came home 
with us.

For almost a year after that, Dixon 
would phone us weekly to ask about the 
dog and would talk to each of my five 
sons about giving her regular exercise 
and fresh water. She always ended each 
phone session with “I’ll pray for you all 
and Betsy.”

Betsy was an unusual canine. 
She learned early on how to unlatch 
and open any door. In the mornings 
when I would walk Alexander the half 
block to kindergarten at Chevy Chase 
Elementary, Betsy would come along. 
She adored all the children, and every 
time she could bolt out of the house, 
she would head to the kindergarten 

door and wait. Sometimes the teacher 
would let her come into the classroom. 
Each day Betsy selected one little girl 
(always a girl) and trot home with her 
to play. She allowed the little girls to 
comb her and tie ribbons on her and 
push her about in their doll carriages 
for an hour or so, and then she’d come 
back.

Randy, the Horstman’s Irish set-
ter, would often join Betsy. When there 
was a scheduled school inspection, the 
school secretary would telephone to 
ask us to call our dogs home. One day 
the secretary said, “Let’s see, I called 
Randy’s mother and you—but I don’t 
know WHO those beagles are.” I guess 

the beagles got scooped up to the ani-
mal pound. Life was simpler in those 
days.

One day I got a call from a total 
stranger who asked if Betsy could 
come and play with her daughter the 
following week. It seemed that the 
little girl was having her tonsils out and 
the only thing she wanted was to have 

Betsy come to be with her when she 
got home from the hospital. I was often 
introduced at PTA meetings as Betsy’s 
mother.

Only once in the 15 years of 
Betsy’s life did she show any signs of 
aggression. We were having a large 
party one August. I ordered a keg of 

beer, ice, and cases of soda from a dis-
tributor. The ice and the beverages were 
to be placed on a side porch adjacent 
to the living room. It was warm and I 
had the doors open. Betsy was lying in 
the living room half asleep when the 
delivery man trudged up the side steps 
to the porch. Betsy started to bark and 
he, unable to see either the dog or me 
through the screen, let out a string of 
profanity the memory of which, even 
now, makes me blanch. Betsy went to 
the kitchen door, let herself out, and 
calmly trotted around to the side porch, 
walked up the stairs and bit the delivery 
man firmly on the leg—right through 
his trousers—and trotted back inside 
and lay down.

I tore outside with a bottle of 
hydrogen peroxide and cotton. I 
decided that the best defense was 
a rapid offense, so I started to vig-
orously berate him for using such 
uncalled-for language, while I dabbed 
the bite with peroxide and assured him 
of the dog’s health. We heard no more 
about the incident, but a different and 
very polite delivery man came to pick 
up the empties.

In trying to make sense of what 
seemed an aberration, my sons decided 
that when she was a puppy, she had 
played around a man who was paint-
ing (hence the red paint she was found 
in) and had spilled the paint and the 
painter used similar language and 
maybe kicked her (hence the broken 
legs). After that, my sons and their 
friends were as careful with their 
choice of words in front of Betsy as 
they were in front of me.

One day the mailman drove up 
in his open truck. Unnoticed, Betsy 
hopped in. He dropped her back home 
a bit later. After that, Betsy waited for 
him at the mailbox and hopped in for 
a ride around Chevy Chase. He always 
brought her home, but she knew every 
street and lane around and could have 
made it just as rapidly on her own.

I hope that Dixon’s crystal ball and 
her other belongings bring happy mem-
ories to the purchasers, but I wouldn’t 
take anything for the memory of that 
generous woman who brought Betsy 
into our lives.

Marjorie Dower, now living in the 
Far East (Sykesville, Md.), still looks 
longingly westward toward her beloved 
Shepherdstown and dear friends there.
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The Best Memory
Marjorie Dower

Creative Chaos for the 
Common Good

Christopher Robinson

It was a dark and stormy night at 
the Folly, Saturday, August 22. 
Fortunately, the rain stopped before 

the show started. Roiling and rolling 
clouds conspired with playful breezes 
in the trees to provide a backdrop for 
the latest community confusion at my 
favorite hub of hippie high jinks and 
soul-cleansing performances. It was a 
play called Fish Tales, the culmination of 
several diverse groups of people working 
and playing together for the last several 
months.

The idea was dreamed up by Lisa 
Lafferty and fleshed out by Bradley 
Sanders. Lisa enlisted a great group of 
children to spend the summer putting 
together the stories in the play, learn-
ing lines, making costumes, and build-
ing sets. This summer camp ensemble 
donned the moniker “By Golly It’s a Jolly 
Folly Theater Troupe.” Bradley pulled 
together a work group made of various 
talented friends and family members to 
tackle the construction of the nine-foot 
mechanized marionette children, Ben and 
Lea. The group also crafted the wonder-
fully detailed costumes for two other 
key characters, Grandfather Catfish and 
Grandmother Turtle. Al Thomas was run-
ning his annual workshops and summer 
programs involving timber framing and 
mud-plaster and his group did invaluable 
work adapting the framework of the Folly 
to handle the myriad strings and wires 
required to rig the marionettes, lighting, 
and sets, while also acting in the show 
and helping to manipulate the precari-
ously genius automatons.

For those not in the know I guess 
I should give a little background on 
the Folly itself. Traditionally, a folly is 
a structure built for pure novelty and 
play, a building with no discernible pur-
pose but to be enjoyed for its own sake. 
Fifteen years ago, Al Thomas had a deep 
desire for just this kind of playful sepa-
rate space. Al’s mom, Agatha “Aggie” 
Thomas had developed Alzheimer’s dis-
ease. She wanted to leave the area and 
was feeling despondent and disconnected, 
and Al thought some timber frame com-
munity therapy might get them through 
this tough time. He asked many serious 
people to help and when they refused he 
found a group of crazy hippies to build 
the Folly.

The Folly itself is a tall pavilion 
made of beautiful hardwood timbers. It 
features a wooden floor perfect for bands 
or dancing and a tall cupola with a brassy 
bell and a great slate roof. It stands as if 
it had grown there naturally out of great 
need. However, the most important fea-
ture of the Folly is the ground it stands 
on.

Decades ago, Bradley Sanders 
wanted to raise his family in a more 
natural setting, so he left Washington, 
D.C., and bought a small piece of land 
outside of Shepherdstown. He prided 
himself on being open minded and open 
hearted with his friends, so when Al 
came up with the proposal to construct 
on Bradley’s land a huge useless build-
ing that would be open to the public, for 
no other reason than to make his mom 
smile—a scheme that would make most 
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Jeane Dixon and her crystal ball
IMAGE FROM BIOGRAPHY.COM

Betsy
PHOTO FROM DOWER COLLECTION
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Justin Duewel-Zahniser: Five Poems

Poetry
men cringe—Bradley, true to form, 
laughed and said, “Bring it on!”

And bring it on they did. For many 
years the Folly has been the perfect phys-
ical place to manifest ideas and imagina-
tion into a solid state. The scene of many 
a night of music and poetry, educational 
demonstrations, and quiet stargazing sol-
stice celebrations, it is an adaptive space. 
In its most recent incarnation as a sum-
mer theater camp and a devious labora-
tory of crafty mechanical invention, it has 
truly come to fruition.

Fish Tales started with a vision and 
a small drawing by Lisa Lafferty. She 
imagined two children in a canoe, float-
ing down a mysterious river, having a 
conversation, and telling stories about the 
nature of believing and the whole concept 
of make-believe. She shared the idea with 
Bradley Sanders and then it started to 
gather steam. The children in the canoe 
became huge marionettes; their stories 
became a lovely series of vignettes. The 
stories were written and acted out by a 
beautiful and vibrant group of youths, 
led by Lisa, who managed to beam forth 
the essence of the stories with a playful 
glee that lit up the night. Each story had 
a simple message of acceptance, forgive-
ness, openness, or truthiness (to borrow 
from Stephen Colbert) to impart, and 
each was delivered well.

The greater framework of story 
became the vehicle to carry forward 
debate on some much larger truths. 
The dialogue between the inquisitive 
enchanted mannequins and the three 
elder-archetypes was both provocative 
and playful. Featuring themes of the 
nature of belief itself, responsibility for 
the state of one’s own imagination, and 
the greater responsibility of humanity for 
our current environmental and mental 
predicaments, it was thought provoking 
and humorous to many. If the dialogue 
did happen to miss its mark and fly over 
the heads of some of the younger audi-
ence, it surely still amazed them because 
it was delivered in clear fantastic voices 
by huge beautiful puppets who spewed 
bubbles and smoke with their words.

The sets were magical: huge silk 
scarves rippled in the breeze to represent 
water, freshly cut branches of bamboo 
and pine blurred the lines into the for-
est behind, glow sticks and Christmas 
lights became fairy fire and glittering 
stars. Also quite mindboggling was the 
sound, lighting, and recording gear. 
There were a few little hiccups, but for 
a small community production in a field 
it was a miracle. All the actors’ voices 
rang out clearly, the music was lovely, 
the lighting was on almost the whole 
time. Grandfather Catfish, awesomely 
voiced by Jesse Boyd, reliably emit-
ted a cloud of whimsical bubbles every 
time the gravelly words gurgled out of 
his muddy throat. Ardyth Gilbertson 
played Grandmother Turtle. She sat in an 

amazing costume on a crone throne and 
bandied words with the aforementioned 
fish and with Green Moon, played by Al 
Thomas. Moon’s affinity for hippies was 
never in question.

The most telling moment came at 
the end of the play. The puppets of the 
children had come to the end of their 
fish tales and all of the actors came out 
to take a bow and sing the play’s theme 
song, “Believe,” written by Sam Jannotta. 
As the crowd gave a standing ovation, the 
huge marionette “children” also stood up 
from their canoe, took a step forward and 
began to dance. It was a truly magical 

moment when you could see the huge 
possibilities these deus ex machina rep-
resented, and the amount of craft and 
skill it took to build them and make them 
move and dance. Surveying all the laugh-
ing children and the huge crowd of over-
joyed onlookers, I felt proud and lucky 
to live in community with such selfless, 
creative, and sharing people.

As with a lot of things built for silly 
reasons on a whim, the Folly has grown 
to be a very important place for all of 
us in Shepherdstown, a place to recon-
nect with our hearts and our friends. This 
play and all the people who took part in 

creating it and those who came to watch 
it unfold truly represent the spirit of our 
community: novel and daring, loving and 
truthful, quirky and haphazard, beautiful 
and handmade, heartwarming.

More information about Fish Tales 
and the Folly can be found at http://
hstrial-tlowe876.homestead.com/index.
html.

More information about Christopher 
Robinson can be found at http://www.
RobinsonCreations.com.
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Pancakes

Got up well before sunlight to go to some
church to make a pancake breakfast for some
homeless people.

We mixed up a lot of batter before the doors
opened. Then, I cooked the pancakes. On
one side, wait until the bubbles go away and
the surface is smooth. On the other side, just
wait until it stops smoking.

In the auditorium, standing behind the long,
fold-up table, I served that one homeless
lady who accused me of raping her while I
dished up her pancakes and syrup.

Back to the batter mixing for a second, every
other thought was on that kiss. Smooth and
smoking. We were both worried about what
He would think, but for different reasons.

Alternative Uses for Soda

Driving south on Highway 15 with
the radio on, Senate Finance
Committee fighting over working
together.

I pass a deer sitting up in
the other lane, motionless,
staring at the side
of the road.

Then I notice it’s dead,
rear-legs crushed, eyes
glassed over, blood on
the asphalt under its
hindquarters.

It looks so natural
sitting there, staring at
the grass just beyond the
guard rail, not three feet
away from where it sits.

Senate voices rise up on
the radio and remind me
to pay attention to my
own driving, watch for my
own deer ahead.

Some state trooper will pour a
bottle of Coke on the road to
wash off the blood stains.

Summer, 2001

Remember when she flooded the kitchen, trying to wash
her muddy jeans in the dishwasher?

A quarter bought a whole block of fresh
tofu out of the ice cold buckets.

Dan ate bananas covered in chocolate
sauce on the couch.

We found seven lush, potted plants in the shower
in an empty dorm room.

Dean found a D-Cell battery in
the desk of another.

The price on kiwi was good.
I had a mattress on the floor.
You had a son.

Second Poem from Bangalore

The motorcycle gangs are pudgy women in
saris, helmet optional, not a spike,
chain or tattoo in sight. Some
carry their babies in one arm over
the side of the bike as they trike
through the mess in the street.

The kid with the useless legs (they look
like dead swans), crab-walks down Commercial
street in the same spot that I saw him last
year when the rain wasn’t here.

(Don’t watch the clouds. Watch the crowds. Put
one foot in front of the other. The curry stand
smells so good. Mind your bags.)

Of the three of us, one
overdosed on Ambien, one
bought bracelets and one
walked by a dead man lying
on the sidewalk at M.G. Road.

Isla Mujeres

Sitting in the sand on the beach
before noon. A woman in enormous
headdress of cloth wares takes a
break from selling to thumb her
beads and whisper a verse to herself
as the sun makes me squint to make
out the words in a language that
is only half available.

My wife suns face down in the beach
chair next to my spot in the sand.
She wears a dark green bikini. Other
women of all shapes and sizes wander
by, pointing to her various tattoos.

As another small wave breaks over my
toes in the sand, I am reminded
indirectly of the moon.

Justin Duewel-Zahniser grew up in Shepherdstown, 
lives in Martinsburg, and works in Gaithersburg. 
He has a very attractive wife and two dangerously 
smart little boys. He accomplished this by just show-
ing up every day.

60672_GNP_Fall 2009.indd   10 12/17/12   10:15 AM



G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  F A L L  2 0 0 9

12

F A L L  2 0 0 9  •  G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R

13

Ar tworks
Ren and Pam Parziale: Conserving Stoneware Traditions

Nan Broadhurst

Ren and Pam Parziale are living 
their youthful vision—mak-
ing their living together doing 

what they love most among the beloved 
Sycamore trees.

Ren was a New York City boy, born 
and raised in the Bronx. His multicultural 
experiences there shaped him, encourag-
ing an avid interest in liberal politics and 
leading him to achieve a degree in history 
and political science from Iona College 
in New Rochelle. The years he served 
as an officer in the Marines during the 
Vietnam War reinforced his passion for 
history. But one notable event during this 
time influenced his future in a different 
way. While on Okinawa, Ren saw his first 
good pots, and this sparked his interest 
in the folk traditions and crafts of the 
people. After he left the Marines he got a 
job in Washington D.C., and met a group 
of potters in Alexandria that strongly 
influenced him further in this direction. 
He pursued graduate studies in pottery at 
Catholic University to learn the technical 
skills that he wanted, and this led to a job 
with the Smithsonian. They opened their 
first satellite museum for the commu-
nity in the Anacostia neighborhood. Ren 
taught pottery classes and gave demon-
strations throughout the city. Eventually 
he went into business for himself, spe-
cializing in kiln building and repair. He 
was building a kiln for another potter in 
nearby Virginia when he met Pam, who 

was taking a pottery 
class.

Pam grew up 
in Caribou, Maine, 
a small potato-
farming community 
near the Canadian 
border. She loved 
helping with the 
harvest, and was 
proud that she could 
pick 80 barrels a 
day, earning enough 
money by the time 
she was 16 for a 
month-long trip to 
Europe with her 
aunt. This trip to the 
Albert Schweitzer 
College in 
Switzerland was an 

eye opener, beginning her lifelong pas-
sion for the arts, language, ideas and 
culture. She went south to Colby College 
in Waterville, Maine. There she was an 
English major, taking all the art history 
classes she could. She wrote a regular 
column about art, which she loved, for 
the college newspaper. She married, 
moved to McLean, Virginia, opened an 
import business called Scandinavian 
Muse, volunteered as a graphic designer 
for Unity House in Washington, D.C., 
and got a divorce. She then signed up for 
the fateful class in Virginia where Ren 
was building a kiln.

Ren and Pam moved into a group 
home near Lincoln Park, using an old 
carriage house on the property for Ren’s 
pottery. Pam soon learned the trade, 
while Ren taught classes at venues 
around the area. Then in 1971, Ren got a 
job offer he couldn’t refuse. The National 
Park Service wanted to create a Living 
History Pottery Studio in Harpers Ferry, 
W.Va., and they wanted Ren to run it. 
Pam and Ren jumped at the chance. 
They came to West Virginia, and bought 
a beautiful parcel of land, dIgging a hole 
for the construction of their new home. 
Before Ren began the new job, he took 
a short stint to build a kiln at Haystack 
Craft School in Maine, and when he 
returned the Harpers Ferry job had fallen 
through! Since they had made the com-

mitment to the land they now owned, they 
decided to stay. They went ahead with the 
construction, commuting to their D.C. 
jobs. Then finally, in the spring of 1972, 
as Hurricane Agnes raged around them, 
they moved into their little house (which 
was mostly a shell), where they still live 
today.

The house and surrounding land 
has seen many changes over the years. 
The land was originally pasture, and 
they planted more than 4,000 trees, 
transforming it to a lush landscape. Pam 
and Ren envisioned making a living by 
producing pottery the traditional way. 
They describe themselves at that time 
as youthfully ignorant, arrogant, and 
energetic, and they succeeded against all 
odds! They formed Sycamore Pottery, 
named for their beautiful trees. One fac-
tor in their success was that their decision 
coincided with a period of renaissance 
for American crafts. As a result of the 
disillusionment of the ’60s, the govern-
ment and others promoted economic 
development in rural areas, emphasizing 
cottage industry and traditional crafts. 
The Parziales were acquainted with 
Joan Mondale (wife of the former vice 
president Walter Mondale), who took this 
on as a cause. As part of this effort, the 
National Park Service and the Jefferson 
County Chamber of Commerce began the 
first Mountain Heritage Arts and Crafts 
Festival in June 1972 at Harpers Ferry. 
Pam and Ren participated, and have been 
there every year since.

Pam and Ren produce traditional 
stoneware, all hand crafted and very 
labor intensive. Ren built a huge kiln, 
which holds 100 to 200 pots at a time. It 
is fired by propane, and reaches Cone 10, 
or 2400°. It is constructed with high-tem-
perature bricks, and surrounded by insu-
lation developed by NASA for the space 
shuttle. Ren has developed a special 
formula for the clay that they use, and a 
plant in Pittsburgh produces it. Once a 
year they get a delivery of a ton of clay, 
which is about the size of a cord of wood.

Each piece they make requires 
several steps and many hours of work. 
First a portion of clay is kneaded like 
bread until it is ready to be thrown on 
the wheel. The pot is turned and formed, 

trimmed, cleaned, handles added, sub-
jected to a preliminary firing, glazed 
by Ren, brushed with Pam’s artistry, 
and then subjected to the final 24-hour 
firing—closely monitored by Ren. The 
resulting pots, pitchers, plates, bowls, 
mugs, and other useful and decorative 
pieces feature flying fish, flowers, fruit, 
and other images with sweeping oriental-
type brushwork. Bright reds and oranges 
punctuate the beautiful rich blues and 
greens.

When an injury put Ren out of com-
mission recently, Pam began throwing 
pots with local red clay, which fires at a 
lower temperature in a smaller electric 
kiln and which she was able to do on 
her own. Now recovered, Ren acknowl-
edges that he has learned to slow down 
a bit and work smarter rather than 
harder. But the Parziales still produce an 
impressive inventory on a regular basis. 
They often do commissioned work for 
museums, government agencies, private 
organizations, and individuals, pro-
ducing replicas of a variety of objects 
from spittoons to spices jars, used for 
fund-raisers, gifts, awards, special com-
memorations, etc. The Parziales are also 
experts on the Weis pottery traditions, 
practiced in Shepherdstown from 1787 
to 1901, and they do lectures about this 
to civic groups. They travel around Italy 
every year, when possible, to research 
Mediterranean pottery and Ren’s Italian 
heritage.

Besides the Mountain Heritage Arts 
and Crafts Festival, Ren and Pam have 
been participating in the fall Over the 
Mountain Studio Tour since its incep-
tion. They have an annual open house 
of the pottery at their home, and show 
their work in other venues around the 
area. They have received many awards 
for their pottery and community service. 
For a complete list of events, awards and 
contact information, visit their Web site 
at http://www.eiderdowncottage.com/
sycamorepottery/.

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

Pam and Ren Parziale
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Commemorative Dishes

Fruit Canisters

Owl Tile

Sgraffito Pottery

Leaping Fish Ewer

Floral Urn

Quince Hill Mugs

Quotes Please Plates (series) “Agosto” by 
Frederico Garcia Lorca

Town Poem– These tiles are on the planters in front of the Shepherdstown Library.
 The line of poetry is from Georgia Lee McElhaney’s poem:
  “Town, I have named you home, called you
  friend: these streets, these trees,
  these houses, voice, brick and stone—
  the landscape of love.”

  (printed with permission of the poet)
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Ren and Pam Parziale: Conserving Stoneware Traditions

Nan Broadhurst
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their youthful vision—mak-
ing their living together doing 

what they love most among the beloved 
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experiences there shaped him, encourag-
ing an avid interest in liberal politics and 
leading him to achieve a degree in history 
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in New Rochelle. The years he served 
as an officer in the Marines during the 
Vietnam War reinforced his passion for 
history. But one notable event during this 
time influenced his future in a different 
way. While on Okinawa, Ren saw his first 
good pots, and this sparked his interest 
in the folk traditions and crafts of the 
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job in Washington D.C., and met a group 
of potters in Alexandria that strongly 
influenced him further in this direction. 
He pursued graduate studies in pottery at 
Catholic University to learn the technical 
skills that he wanted, and this led to a job 
with the Smithsonian. They opened their 
first satellite museum for the commu-
nity in the Anacostia neighborhood. Ren 
taught pottery classes and gave demon-
strations throughout the city. Eventually 
he went into business for himself, spe-
cializing in kiln building and repair. He 
was building a kiln for another potter in 
nearby Virginia when he met Pam, who 

was taking a pottery 
class.

Pam grew up 
in Caribou, Maine, 
a small potato-
farming community 
near the Canadian 
border. She loved 
helping with the 
harvest, and was 
proud that she could 
pick 80 barrels a 
day, earning enough 
money by the time 
she was 16 for a 
month-long trip to 
Europe with her 
aunt. This trip to the 
Albert Schweitzer 
College in 
Switzerland was an 

eye opener, beginning her lifelong pas-
sion for the arts, language, ideas and 
culture. She went south to Colby College 
in Waterville, Maine. There she was an 
English major, taking all the art history 
classes she could. She wrote a regular 
column about art, which she loved, for 
the college newspaper. She married, 
moved to McLean, Virginia, opened an 
import business called Scandinavian 
Muse, volunteered as a graphic designer 
for Unity House in Washington, D.C., 
and got a divorce. She then signed up for 
the fateful class in Virginia where Ren 
was building a kiln.

Ren and Pam moved into a group 
home near Lincoln Park, using an old 
carriage house on the property for Ren’s 
pottery. Pam soon learned the trade, 
while Ren taught classes at venues 
around the area. Then in 1971, Ren got a 
job offer he couldn’t refuse. The National 
Park Service wanted to create a Living 
History Pottery Studio in Harpers Ferry, 
W.Va., and they wanted Ren to run it. 
Pam and Ren jumped at the chance. 
They came to West Virginia, and bought 
a beautiful parcel of land, dIgging a hole 
for the construction of their new home. 
Before Ren began the new job, he took 
a short stint to build a kiln at Haystack 
Craft School in Maine, and when he 
returned the Harpers Ferry job had fallen 
through! Since they had made the com-

mitment to the land they now owned, they 
decided to stay. They went ahead with the 
construction, commuting to their D.C. 
jobs. Then finally, in the spring of 1972, 
as Hurricane Agnes raged around them, 
they moved into their little house (which 
was mostly a shell), where they still live 
today.

The house and surrounding land 
has seen many changes over the years. 
The land was originally pasture, and 
they planted more than 4,000 trees, 
transforming it to a lush landscape. Pam 
and Ren envisioned making a living by 
producing pottery the traditional way. 
They describe themselves at that time 
as youthfully ignorant, arrogant, and 
energetic, and they succeeded against all 
odds! They formed Sycamore Pottery, 
named for their beautiful trees. One fac-
tor in their success was that their decision 
coincided with a period of renaissance 
for American crafts. As a result of the 
disillusionment of the ’60s, the govern-
ment and others promoted economic 
development in rural areas, emphasizing 
cottage industry and traditional crafts. 
The Parziales were acquainted with 
Joan Mondale (wife of the former vice 
president Walter Mondale), who took this 
on as a cause. As part of this effort, the 
National Park Service and the Jefferson 
County Chamber of Commerce began the 
first Mountain Heritage Arts and Crafts 
Festival in June 1972 at Harpers Ferry. 
Pam and Ren participated, and have been 
there every year since.

Pam and Ren produce traditional 
stoneware, all hand crafted and very 
labor intensive. Ren built a huge kiln, 
which holds 100 to 200 pots at a time. It 
is fired by propane, and reaches Cone 10, 
or 2400°. It is constructed with high-tem-
perature bricks, and surrounded by insu-
lation developed by NASA for the space 
shuttle. Ren has developed a special 
formula for the clay that they use, and a 
plant in Pittsburgh produces it. Once a 
year they get a delivery of a ton of clay, 
which is about the size of a cord of wood.

Each piece they make requires 
several steps and many hours of work. 
First a portion of clay is kneaded like 
bread until it is ready to be thrown on 
the wheel. The pot is turned and formed, 

trimmed, cleaned, handles added, sub-
jected to a preliminary firing, glazed 
by Ren, brushed with Pam’s artistry, 
and then subjected to the final 24-hour 
firing—closely monitored by Ren. The 
resulting pots, pitchers, plates, bowls, 
mugs, and other useful and decorative 
pieces feature flying fish, flowers, fruit, 
and other images with sweeping oriental-
type brushwork. Bright reds and oranges 
punctuate the beautiful rich blues and 
greens.

When an injury put Ren out of com-
mission recently, Pam began throwing 
pots with local red clay, which fires at a 
lower temperature in a smaller electric 
kiln and which she was able to do on 
her own. Now recovered, Ren acknowl-
edges that he has learned to slow down 
a bit and work smarter rather than 
harder. But the Parziales still produce an 
impressive inventory on a regular basis. 
They often do commissioned work for 
museums, government agencies, private 
organizations, and individuals, pro-
ducing replicas of a variety of objects 
from spittoons to spices jars, used for 
fund-raisers, gifts, awards, special com-
memorations, etc. The Parziales are also 
experts on the Weis pottery traditions, 
practiced in Shepherdstown from 1787 
to 1901, and they do lectures about this 
to civic groups. They travel around Italy 
every year, when possible, to research 
Mediterranean pottery and Ren’s Italian 
heritage.

Besides the Mountain Heritage Arts 
and Crafts Festival, Ren and Pam have 
been participating in the fall Over the 
Mountain Studio Tour since its incep-
tion. They have an annual open house 
of the pottery at their home, and show 
their work in other venues around the 
area. They have received many awards 
for their pottery and community service. 
For a complete list of events, awards and 
contact information, visit their Web site 
at http://www.eiderdowncottage.com/
sycamorepottery/.

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

Pam and Ren Parziale
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Justin Duewel-Zahniser: Five Poems

Poetry
men cringe—Bradley, true to form, 
laughed and said, “Bring it on!”

And bring it on they did. For many 
years the Folly has been the perfect phys-
ical place to manifest ideas and imagina-
tion into a solid state. The scene of many 
a night of music and poetry, educational 
demonstrations, and quiet stargazing sol-
stice celebrations, it is an adaptive space. 
In its most recent incarnation as a sum-
mer theater camp and a devious labora-
tory of crafty mechanical invention, it has 
truly come to fruition.

Fish Tales started with a vision and 
a small drawing by Lisa Lafferty. She 
imagined two children in a canoe, float-
ing down a mysterious river, having a 
conversation, and telling stories about the 
nature of believing and the whole concept 
of make-believe. She shared the idea with 
Bradley Sanders and then it started to 
gather steam. The children in the canoe 
became huge marionettes; their stories 
became a lovely series of vignettes. The 
stories were written and acted out by a 
beautiful and vibrant group of youths, 
led by Lisa, who managed to beam forth 
the essence of the stories with a playful 
glee that lit up the night. Each story had 
a simple message of acceptance, forgive-
ness, openness, or truthiness (to borrow 
from Stephen Colbert) to impart, and 
each was delivered well.

The greater framework of story 
became the vehicle to carry forward 
debate on some much larger truths. 
The dialogue between the inquisitive 
enchanted mannequins and the three 
elder-archetypes was both provocative 
and playful. Featuring themes of the 
nature of belief itself, responsibility for 
the state of one’s own imagination, and 
the greater responsibility of humanity for 
our current environmental and mental 
predicaments, it was thought provoking 
and humorous to many. If the dialogue 
did happen to miss its mark and fly over 
the heads of some of the younger audi-
ence, it surely still amazed them because 
it was delivered in clear fantastic voices 
by huge beautiful puppets who spewed 
bubbles and smoke with their words.

The sets were magical: huge silk 
scarves rippled in the breeze to represent 
water, freshly cut branches of bamboo 
and pine blurred the lines into the for-
est behind, glow sticks and Christmas 
lights became fairy fire and glittering 
stars. Also quite mindboggling was the 
sound, lighting, and recording gear. 
There were a few little hiccups, but for 
a small community production in a field 
it was a miracle. All the actors’ voices 
rang out clearly, the music was lovely, 
the lighting was on almost the whole 
time. Grandfather Catfish, awesomely 
voiced by Jesse Boyd, reliably emit-
ted a cloud of whimsical bubbles every 
time the gravelly words gurgled out of 
his muddy throat. Ardyth Gilbertson 
played Grandmother Turtle. She sat in an 

amazing costume on a crone throne and 
bandied words with the aforementioned 
fish and with Green Moon, played by Al 
Thomas. Moon’s affinity for hippies was 
never in question.

The most telling moment came at 
the end of the play. The puppets of the 
children had come to the end of their 
fish tales and all of the actors came out 
to take a bow and sing the play’s theme 
song, “Believe,” written by Sam Jannotta. 
As the crowd gave a standing ovation, the 
huge marionette “children” also stood up 
from their canoe, took a step forward and 
began to dance. It was a truly magical 

moment when you could see the huge 
possibilities these deus ex machina rep-
resented, and the amount of craft and 
skill it took to build them and make them 
move and dance. Surveying all the laugh-
ing children and the huge crowd of over-
joyed onlookers, I felt proud and lucky 
to live in community with such selfless, 
creative, and sharing people.

As with a lot of things built for silly 
reasons on a whim, the Folly has grown 
to be a very important place for all of 
us in Shepherdstown, a place to recon-
nect with our hearts and our friends. This 
play and all the people who took part in 

creating it and those who came to watch 
it unfold truly represent the spirit of our 
community: novel and daring, loving and 
truthful, quirky and haphazard, beautiful 
and handmade, heartwarming.

More information about Fish Tales 
and the Folly can be found at http://
hstrial-tlowe876.homestead.com/index.
html.

More information about Christopher 
Robinson can be found at http://www.
RobinsonCreations.com.
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Pancakes

Got up well before sunlight to go to some
church to make a pancake breakfast for some
homeless people.

We mixed up a lot of batter before the doors
opened. Then, I cooked the pancakes. On
one side, wait until the bubbles go away and
the surface is smooth. On the other side, just
wait until it stops smoking.

In the auditorium, standing behind the long,
fold-up table, I served that one homeless
lady who accused me of raping her while I
dished up her pancakes and syrup.

Back to the batter mixing for a second, every
other thought was on that kiss. Smooth and
smoking. We were both worried about what
He would think, but for different reasons.

Alternative Uses for Soda

Driving south on Highway 15 with
the radio on, Senate Finance
Committee fighting over working
together.

I pass a deer sitting up in
the other lane, motionless,
staring at the side
of the road.

Then I notice it’s dead,
rear-legs crushed, eyes
glassed over, blood on
the asphalt under its
hindquarters.

It looks so natural
sitting there, staring at
the grass just beyond the
guard rail, not three feet
away from where it sits.

Senate voices rise up on
the radio and remind me
to pay attention to my
own driving, watch for my
own deer ahead.

Some state trooper will pour a
bottle of Coke on the road to
wash off the blood stains.

Summer, 2001

Remember when she flooded the kitchen, trying to wash
her muddy jeans in the dishwasher?

A quarter bought a whole block of fresh
tofu out of the ice cold buckets.

Dan ate bananas covered in chocolate
sauce on the couch.

We found seven lush, potted plants in the shower
in an empty dorm room.

Dean found a D-Cell battery in
the desk of another.

The price on kiwi was good.
I had a mattress on the floor.
You had a son.

Second Poem from Bangalore

The motorcycle gangs are pudgy women in
saris, helmet optional, not a spike,
chain or tattoo in sight. Some
carry their babies in one arm over
the side of the bike as they trike
through the mess in the street.

The kid with the useless legs (they look
like dead swans), crab-walks down Commercial
street in the same spot that I saw him last
year when the rain wasn’t here.

(Don’t watch the clouds. Watch the crowds. Put
one foot in front of the other. The curry stand
smells so good. Mind your bags.)

Of the three of us, one
overdosed on Ambien, one
bought bracelets and one
walked by a dead man lying
on the sidewalk at M.G. Road.

Isla Mujeres

Sitting in the sand on the beach
before noon. A woman in enormous
headdress of cloth wares takes a
break from selling to thumb her
beads and whisper a verse to herself
as the sun makes me squint to make
out the words in a language that
is only half available.

My wife suns face down in the beach
chair next to my spot in the sand.
She wears a dark green bikini. Other
women of all shapes and sizes wander
by, pointing to her various tattoos.

As another small wave breaks over my
toes in the sand, I am reminded
indirectly of the moon.

Justin Duewel-Zahniser grew up in Shepherdstown, 
lives in Martinsburg, and works in Gaithersburg. 
He has a very attractive wife and two dangerously 
smart little boys. He accomplished this by just show-
ing up every day.
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Lately the newspapers have been 
full of nostalgia about the sale 
of Jeane Dixon’s belongings.

I imagine most of you are too 
young to remember Jeane Dixon, who 
died in 1997. She was a mystic with 
a crystal ball and an astrologist who 
gained fame in the 1960s by predict-
ing President Kennedy’s assassination. 
A Georgetown, D.C., resident, Dixon 
wrote books, daily horoscope columns 
in 800 papers coast to coast, advised 
celebrities the world over, and became 
Nancy Reagan’s favorite clairvoyant. At 
a recent auction of her belongings, her 
crystal ball sold for $10,000.

In all the hype and publicity sur-
rounding the sale of her belongings, 
much was written about her, but no 
mention was made of, what to me 
was, her greatest attribute: Her love 
of animals.

In 1966, Dixon found a little puppy 
of uncertain heritage on the streets of 
Georgetown. The pup was covered with 
red paint and had two broken legs. She 
took the dog to Dr. Harvey Cowan at 
Friendship Animal Hospital and told 
them to do all they could to save its life 
and to bill her. The veterinarian was 
instructed to find a good home for the 
pup when it was cured. I also depended 
upon Friendship Animal Hospital. Our 
dear old water spaniel had just died 
there.

One day, Dr. Cowan called me and 
said that he had this really sweet puppy 
who needed a good home. My young-
est child, Alexander, age four, and I 
went down to meet the pup. It was love 
at first sight, although the dog was a 
terrible sight to behold, still limping 
and looking moth-eaten where the fur 
had been shaved. Alexander promptly 
named her Betsy, and Betsy came home 
with us.

For almost a year after that, Dixon 
would phone us weekly to ask about the 
dog and would talk to each of my five 
sons about giving her regular exercise 
and fresh water. She always ended each 
phone session with “I’ll pray for you all 
and Betsy.”

Betsy was an unusual canine. 
She learned early on how to unlatch 
and open any door. In the mornings 
when I would walk Alexander the half 
block to kindergarten at Chevy Chase 
Elementary, Betsy would come along. 
She adored all the children, and every 
time she could bolt out of the house, 
she would head to the kindergarten 

door and wait. Sometimes the teacher 
would let her come into the classroom. 
Each day Betsy selected one little girl 
(always a girl) and trot home with her 
to play. She allowed the little girls to 
comb her and tie ribbons on her and 
push her about in their doll carriages 
for an hour or so, and then she’d come 
back.

Randy, the Horstman’s Irish set-
ter, would often join Betsy. When there 
was a scheduled school inspection, the 
school secretary would telephone to 
ask us to call our dogs home. One day 
the secretary said, “Let’s see, I called 
Randy’s mother and you—but I don’t 
know WHO those beagles are.” I guess 

the beagles got scooped up to the ani-
mal pound. Life was simpler in those 
days.

One day I got a call from a total 
stranger who asked if Betsy could 
come and play with her daughter the 
following week. It seemed that the 
little girl was having her tonsils out and 
the only thing she wanted was to have 

Betsy come to be with her when she 
got home from the hospital. I was often 
introduced at PTA meetings as Betsy’s 
mother.

Only once in the 15 years of 
Betsy’s life did she show any signs of 
aggression. We were having a large 
party one August. I ordered a keg of 

beer, ice, and cases of soda from a dis-
tributor. The ice and the beverages were 
to be placed on a side porch adjacent 
to the living room. It was warm and I 
had the doors open. Betsy was lying in 
the living room half asleep when the 
delivery man trudged up the side steps 
to the porch. Betsy started to bark and 
he, unable to see either the dog or me 
through the screen, let out a string of 
profanity the memory of which, even 
now, makes me blanch. Betsy went to 
the kitchen door, let herself out, and 
calmly trotted around to the side porch, 
walked up the stairs and bit the delivery 
man firmly on the leg—right through 
his trousers—and trotted back inside 
and lay down.

I tore outside with a bottle of 
hydrogen peroxide and cotton. I 
decided that the best defense was 
a rapid offense, so I started to vig-
orously berate him for using such 
uncalled-for language, while I dabbed 
the bite with peroxide and assured him 
of the dog’s health. We heard no more 
about the incident, but a different and 
very polite delivery man came to pick 
up the empties.

In trying to make sense of what 
seemed an aberration, my sons decided 
that when she was a puppy, she had 
played around a man who was paint-
ing (hence the red paint she was found 
in) and had spilled the paint and the 
painter used similar language and 
maybe kicked her (hence the broken 
legs). After that, my sons and their 
friends were as careful with their 
choice of words in front of Betsy as 
they were in front of me.

One day the mailman drove up 
in his open truck. Unnoticed, Betsy 
hopped in. He dropped her back home 
a bit later. After that, Betsy waited for 
him at the mailbox and hopped in for 
a ride around Chevy Chase. He always 
brought her home, but she knew every 
street and lane around and could have 
made it just as rapidly on her own.

I hope that Dixon’s crystal ball and 
her other belongings bring happy mem-
ories to the purchasers, but I wouldn’t 
take anything for the memory of that 
generous woman who brought Betsy 
into our lives.

Marjorie Dower, now living in the 
Far East (Sykesville, Md.), still looks 
longingly westward toward her beloved 
Shepherdstown and dear friends there.
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The Best Memory
Marjorie Dower

Creative Chaos for the 
Common Good

Christopher Robinson

It was a dark and stormy night at 
the Folly, Saturday, August 22. 
Fortunately, the rain stopped before 

the show started. Roiling and rolling 
clouds conspired with playful breezes 
in the trees to provide a backdrop for 
the latest community confusion at my 
favorite hub of hippie high jinks and 
soul-cleansing performances. It was a 
play called Fish Tales, the culmination of 
several diverse groups of people working 
and playing together for the last several 
months.

The idea was dreamed up by Lisa 
Lafferty and fleshed out by Bradley 
Sanders. Lisa enlisted a great group of 
children to spend the summer putting 
together the stories in the play, learn-
ing lines, making costumes, and build-
ing sets. This summer camp ensemble 
donned the moniker “By Golly It’s a Jolly 
Folly Theater Troupe.” Bradley pulled 
together a work group made of various 
talented friends and family members to 
tackle the construction of the nine-foot 
mechanized marionette children, Ben and 
Lea. The group also crafted the wonder-
fully detailed costumes for two other 
key characters, Grandfather Catfish and 
Grandmother Turtle. Al Thomas was run-
ning his annual workshops and summer 
programs involving timber framing and 
mud-plaster and his group did invaluable 
work adapting the framework of the Folly 
to handle the myriad strings and wires 
required to rig the marionettes, lighting, 
and sets, while also acting in the show 
and helping to manipulate the precari-
ously genius automatons.

For those not in the know I guess 
I should give a little background on 
the Folly itself. Traditionally, a folly is 
a structure built for pure novelty and 
play, a building with no discernible pur-
pose but to be enjoyed for its own sake. 
Fifteen years ago, Al Thomas had a deep 
desire for just this kind of playful sepa-
rate space. Al’s mom, Agatha “Aggie” 
Thomas had developed Alzheimer’s dis-
ease. She wanted to leave the area and 
was feeling despondent and disconnected, 
and Al thought some timber frame com-
munity therapy might get them through 
this tough time. He asked many serious 
people to help and when they refused he 
found a group of crazy hippies to build 
the Folly.

The Folly itself is a tall pavilion 
made of beautiful hardwood timbers. It 
features a wooden floor perfect for bands 
or dancing and a tall cupola with a brassy 
bell and a great slate roof. It stands as if 
it had grown there naturally out of great 
need. However, the most important fea-
ture of the Folly is the ground it stands 
on.

Decades ago, Bradley Sanders 
wanted to raise his family in a more 
natural setting, so he left Washington, 
D.C., and bought a small piece of land 
outside of Shepherdstown. He prided 
himself on being open minded and open 
hearted with his friends, so when Al 
came up with the proposal to construct 
on Bradley’s land a huge useless build-
ing that would be open to the public, for 
no other reason than to make his mom 
smile—a scheme that would make most 
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Jeane Dixon and her crystal ball
IMAGE FROM BIOGRAPHY.COM

Betsy
PHOTO FROM DOWER COLLECTION
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Gardeners are time-travelers. Most 
people looking at the calendar 
in September are thinking about 

back-to-school events and wondering 
when Daylight Savings Time ends. But 
while everyone else is about to fall back, 
gardeners are already springing ahead.

It is not quite time to plant spring-
blooming bulbs, but it is time to order 
them. Most mail order nurseries prom-
ise to ship your bulbs at the appropri-
ate planting time for your region, but 
I request a delivery date at the end of 
October if it’s possible. This has saved 
me from the horror of coming home 
to a box of bulbs roasting in the heat 
of an 80-degree day in the middle of 
September.

Daffodils are my hands-down favor-
ite among spring-blooming bulbs. They 
easily withstand some of the worst condi-
tions our climate, soil, and wildlife have 
to offer. They grow in full sun to part 
shade in any well-drained soil. They reli-
ably multiply and return each year. They 
even tolerate the heavy clay soil familiar 
to most of us, though they perform bet-
ter in coming years if you add a little 
compost to the soil. Best of all, daffodil 
bulbs, leaves, stems and flowers are toxic, 
not tasty, to deer and rodents.

Before I write even one more word 
about daffodils, I should probably say 
something about the name itself. As a 
group, gardeners are an agreeable lot, 
known for amity and generosity. They 
mentor novice gardeners, give away 
their extra plants, and even share their 
time-tested secrets. But for some reason, 
gardeners are passionately unbending 
when it comes to plant names. Are they 
daffodils or jonquils? Don’t ask this 
question in a group. Some will say they 
are johnny-quils, while others will insist 
that narcissus, buttercup, or even daffy-
down-dilly is the proper term. They will 
not find consensus.

The American Daffodil Society has 
handed down this edict: daffodil and 
Narcissus are interchangeable. Narcissus 
is the scientific name, and daffodil is the 
most widely accepted common name. 
Most of the other names are regional 
expressions for the same flower, or one of 
its many species, subspecies, or cultivars.

The stereotypical daffodil is a 
golden-yellow trumpet symmetrically 
surrounded by six petals atop a 12- to 
18-inch stem. It is a stunning and garden-
worthy flower to be sure, but to stop there 
is like eating a potato chip and thinking 
you have tasted potatoes. You do not 

know potatoes as a culinary experience 
if you have not had them baked, fried, 
boiled, mashed, riced, diced, spiced, and 
sliced. Likewise, you have not experi-
enced daffodils until you have seen the 
tiniest miniatures; whiffed the musky, 
sweet perfume of the tazettas; or noticed 
the wide array of colors that breeders 
have coaxed out of these flowers—white, 
pink, orange, green, as well as several 
hues of yellow.

My dream to repopulate our wooded 
yard with native wildflowers has kept me 
from planting drifts of daffodils. But each 
year, long before the first of the bluebells 
or bloodroot has bloomed, spring comes 
to my neighbors while I am left behind in 
winter’s gray grasp. This year will be dif-
ferent. This year, I will pot and plant my 
own portable spring-ahead time machine. 

Among my favorite daffodils are sev-
eral miniatures. These little pixies work 
very well in rock gardens. They are also 
perfect for small gardens next to doors or 
mailboxes. I will plant mine in contain-
ers, then place them in a trench and cover 
them with eight to twelve inches of mulch. 
Around Valentines Day, I will uncover 
them and bring them into the porch. Some 
will later come into the house for an extra-
early bit of spring. Here are three excellent 
minis whose bloom times range from early 
to late spring.

Little Gem
At just four or five inches tall, Little 

Gem looks like someone zapped the 
quintessential daffodil with a shrink-o-
matic. It is perfectly proportioned. Each 
stem has a single flower with bright yel-
low petals and a yellow central trumpet. 
It is sometimes sold as a miniature King 
Alfred because of its resemblance to that 
old-fashioned favorite. I like to stuff a 
medium size strawberry pot with these 
and a deep blue dwarf iris.

Tete-a-Tete
This is a cyclamineus daffodil, which 

means its petals are swept back and it 
usually has two or three blooms on each 
stem. Tete-a-Tete is probably the most 
popular miniature and therefore the most 
readily available. My favorite container 
for these is an old boot or a rusty tin can. 
They are also dazzling in a glazed blue 
pot or in window boxes with blue and 
yellow pansies.

Hawera
Hawera is almost too cute for 

words. Its many nodding flowers with 

their swept-back petals look like a swirl 
of pixie ballerinas. Despite its dainty 
demeanor, Hawera is one of the most 
versatile miniature daffodils. It thrives in 
full sun or part shade and does equally 
well in the garden or in containers forced 
to bloom early indoors. If I had to choose 
just one miniature daffodil, this sweetly 
scented elf would be it.

It is more difficult to choose just 
three favorites from among the thou-
sands of standard-sized daffodils. 
Though I tend not to be a traditional-
ist, there is one yellow trumpet daf-
fodil I have put on my list. It is the 
extremely early-blooming Rijnveld’s 
Early Sensation. It delivers spring 
in February—even if it has to push 
through a couple of inches of snow.

Several catalogs tout pink daffodils, 
but the color tends to be subtle, and 
more peach than pink. Instead, I am 
looking at two different white varieties. 
One is a jonquilla daffodil; the other 
is a tazetta. In the flower-show world, 
and in some catalogs, these are called 
Division Seven and Division Eight, 
respectively. Jonquilla are especially 
heat tolerant, so they tend to dominate 
daffodil beds in the deep South.

Aside from their ability to with-
stand the heat, jonquilla are known for 
their sweet, honeysuckle scent, and nar-
row leaves. Their flowers are smaller 
than the typical trumpet daffodil, but 
each stem is topped with two or three 

blooms. The jonquil I have chosen has 
white petals and pale yellow cups. It 
is called Fruitcup and does not get 
very tall—only about 10 inches. Like 
the miniatures, it will work well in a 
variety of pots and containers. I look 
forward to bringing that sweet perfume 
indoors.

The tazettas pack a powerful scent. 
If you have ever forced paper whites 
at Christmas time, you have met a 
tazetta daffodil, and know their musky 
aroma. Paper whites are not hardy in 
our climate, but there are several other 
tazetta-type daffodils that are. In fact, 
some were planted in colonial-era gar-
dens and are recommended for historic 
restorations in our region. By some 
accounts, Avalanche is one of those. 
Historically it was called Seventeen 
Sisters. Each stem is topped with about 
that many blooms. Like Fruitcup, it has 
white petals and pale yellow cups.

There is some dispute over whether 
Avalanche actually dates back to 1700 
or only back to 1900. That is an argu-
ment I will leave to breeders and histo-
rians. When my order of bulbs arrives 
on my doorstep, I will not be going 
backward. My time machine is set to 
spring forward.

Monica Grabowska is an award-winning 
garden writer with a passion for native 
plants and a weakness for daffodils.

Time in a Bulb
Monica Grabowska

A famous poet is a discoverer
rather than an inventor.

—Borges

The Sotto Voce Poetry Festival 
returns to Shepherdstown this fall 
for its fifth year. All of you who 

sling the lingo plan to be there at home in 
the world that words make ours. October 
16–18 will vibrate in the vivid streets 
while the leaves blush to listen.

Sotto Voce is a drama term that 
means speaking to one side as another 
stage character seems not to hear. It’s 
like a mini-soliloquy or half-open secret 
or vein of wicked wit. Poets do whisper 
in the ears of their audience; they are 
the “unacknowledged legislators of the 
world.” Shelley said this before drowning 
and fueling a bonfire on the beach; his 
heart survived the flames and his wife 
Mary saved it (along with her vision of 
Dr. Frankenstein’s living collage).

No such Gothic beginnings have 
led to our Festival, but equal beauty of 
purpose invests everything conceived by 
Hope Maxwell-Snyder. I met Hope when 
she headed Shepherd University’s lan-
guage department, teaching Spanish and 
making English sound great in her poems 
and translations. Though Hope has left 
Shepherd to write and travel and bless, 
she remains a colleague of rare energy, 
who in founding Sotto Voce has pre-
sented poets across America with “world 
enough and time” to present themselves.

Such star poets as Gerald Stern, 
Grace Cavalieri, and Michael Collier 
have come to town as festive keynot-
ers. Workshops abound in a weekend 
of rooms where words whirl to lasso an 
illusive longing; poets at every stage of 
craft whisper, sing, roar along German 
Street. I’ve had the joy of guiding child 
poets. Rob Carney flew in from Utah and 
worked without a net, working crowds 
with his comic visionary words from no 
script in hand. Richard Garcia gave us 
ways of finding a voice through the mask 
of the everyday. Images emerge. Leader 
Hope catches us by conjuring up Houdini 
as lover in these times of magic realism 
when humankind hangs in DNA chains 
dreaming of escape.

Yes, poetry helps singer and listener 
to shed straitjackets of stress, to stride 
into “imaginary gardens with real toads 
in them.” There follows a brief inter-
view with Hope, who earned a doctor-
ate in England and who wears lightly 
her command of many languages. Born 
in Bogotá, Colombia, Hope writes in 

English and publishes books of poetry, 
fiction, and drama (ask Four Seasons 
Books). Her husband is the gentleman 
and catalyst John Snyder. Her mother, 
Sara Maxwell-Blint, has tried to teach me 
Spanish, but Hope succeeds in teaching 
listeners how words linger in the heart 
and dress syllables of silence with sub-
lime color. Obtain her Orange Wine or 
Chains or the new Dangerous World. 
It’s safe to say your world will change.

Did you conceive of Sotto Voce as being 
in some ways unique, an imaginative 
departure from other festivals?

Hope: I wanted a festi-
val that would not be 
limited to a region 
or even to a par-
ticular language 
or culture. Since 
our first Sotto 
Voce, I’ve 
invited the 
best poets we 
could afford 
to bring to 
our local 
community. 
The aim is 
to celebrate 
poetry and to 
offer readings 
and workshops 
that stimulate par-
ticipants. But, unlike 
other festivals, Sotto 
Voce brings together local 
residents, students, poets, and 
writers from different geographical 
regions.

Why would you disagree with W. S. 
Auden’s pronouncement that “art makes 
nothing happen”? 

Hope: Because I believe art makes 
everything happen! Art enriches people’s 
lives and their perspectives; art soothes 
our suffering, enlightens us, brings us 
together, helps us forget our differences 
and remember how much we have in 
common.

Name a few writers who for you rise 
above the useful level of entertainment 
and help you/us live through the night?

Hope: Lorca and Neruda because I grew 
up listening to my grandfather recite their 
poems. I have memorized their words and 

have tried to learn from them by writ-
ing with my own voice while keeping 
them in mind. I also like the poetry of 
Alfonsina Storni. I admire Dean Young’s 
poems as well.

What part does magic or accident or 
serendipity play in stages of your artistic 
work?

Hope: For me, one of the joys writing 
brings is the chance to explore experi-
ences, concepts, and memories—to 
weave poems that center on honesty 

but which at the same time are uni-
versal. For me the poem is 

a journey of discovery, 
and sometimes it hap-

pens as if by magic, 
while other times 

it occurs by acci-
dent, what some 
would call a 
mistake. I 
have learned 
mistakes 
can enrich a 
poem. You 
write a line, 
or a stanza, 
or a whole 

poem but dis-
cover, while 

reading it, that 
you made a “mis-

take” which lends 
the poem mystery, 

more texture. If you 
are not willing to take 

risks and make mistakes, you 
will continue to write the same poem 

over and over again.

Share your thoughts about Poetry as 
words on paper versus oral presentations 
say in bistros, over radio, or on the Web.

Hope: The poem begins as words in 
my mind, words in my mouth, sounds I 
repeat out loud and then put on paper, 
where the poem takes on a specific 
shape in part determined by its length 
and the length of each line. A poem on 
the page can be read and re-read, stud-
ied, put on the bulletin board, sent to a 
friend. A poem that I read or hear guides 
me through melody, through sound. If 
it is well read aloud, it may touch me. 
If poorly read aloud, it may leave me 
indifferent. Either way, I may not hear it 
again, so some of the words escape me. 
The poem on the page I can return to, as 

the art collector returns to the painting 
that hangs in his home, so he can study it 
again and again to learn or for the sheer 
pleasure of it.

Would you want to write a bestseller 
or win a Pulitzer Prize? Suggest your 
larger goals as a writer or impresario.

Hope: As director of Sotto Voce, I 
receive copies of books from people who 
hope to participate in the festival. There 
are so many talented writers in the world 
who may never receive the recognition 
they deserve. I want to write about what 
matters to me; I want to write about those 
experiences or thoughts or feelings in the 
best possible way. Right now I am work-
ing on a couple of chapbooks that might 
fit into a book, and I am also considering 
a Sotto Voce Poetry Anthology to include 
poems by all those poets who have par-
ticipated in the festival.

Mention some Sotto Voce highlights and 
more.

Hope: Highlights: we have played host to 
nationally acclaimed and hugely accom-
plished poets like Steve Orlen, Terrance 
Hayes, and Andrea Hollander Budy. 
Epiphany: while it is often easy to inter-
est poets in poetry readings and work-
shops, it is wonderful to have people who 
attend a poetry reading for the first time 
enjoy it and discover we are altogether 
different from what they expected. The 
community has been so lovingly support-
ive of the Sotto Voce Poetry Festival. This 
has been a wonderful surprise.

Join us this October as our  
utopian pulse empowers poetry in 
Shepherdstown. Sotto Voce writes no 
one off. Hope Maxwell-Snyder inspires 
a community whose borders we are still 
discovering.

For details, see page 22 in this issue 
of the GOOD NEWS PAPER, or go to 
http://www.somondocopress.com/ 
sottovoce/index.htm.

Ethan Fischer teaches literature and 
writing at Shepherd University. His book 
is Beached in the Hourglass. Ethan cre-
ates his trademark “Johnny Dime, Poet 
of Crime” mystery series for the Rumsey 
Radio Hour, which returns September 19 
& 20 to Reynolds Hall.

Here’s Hope for the Future
Neighbor Hope Maxwell-Snyder and the Sotto Voce Poetry Festival

Ethan Fischer

 johnny-quil narcissus buttercup daffy-down-dilly
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One Book
A Common Unifying Reading Experience

Wendy Mopsik

As first year students arrived at 
Shepherd University this summer to 
register for classes and met with an advi-
sor, they received a complimentary copy 
of a paperback book with an attractive 
and intriguing cover. Animal, Vegetable, 
Miracle by Barbara Kingsolver is the 
assigned reading in this third year of the 
Common Reading Program.

By completing the book prior to 
school’s opening, these new collegians 
are apt to more easily feel a part of the 
larger environment where family back-
ground, high school skills, and culture 
may present differences. The program 
reinforces the fact that students will be 
expected to do lots of reading throughout 
their studies at Shepherd. Judi McIntyre 
who directs the First Year Experience and 
the Common Reading Program explained, 
“We help to build retention early in the 
process by expecting students to finish 
what they start. They seem to profit from 
the bonding provided by the social and 
intellectual shared experience.”

Designed to help students in their 
first year integrate into the university 
community and immediately have some-
thing in common with all other freshmen, 
the assigned reading provides a backdrop 
for ongoing dialogue and yearlong dis-
cussion. Students in English 101, as well 
as those taking classes in the departments 
of environmental science, biology, physi-
cal education, health and mass communi-
cations, will be exposed to the Kingsolver 
novel. Residents of Shepherdstown and 
the surrounding area are an integral part 
of the Common Reading Program as well 

and are enthusiastically invited to attend 
any of the many featured events planned 
during the 2009–2010 academic year. The 
“One Book, One Community” concept 
encourages reading for all audiences and 
focuses on a timely subject with featured 
speakers and related activities. Students 
learn about resources in the commu-
nity while the community learns about 
resources located at the university.

Judi McIntyre came to Shepherd 
in 2005 via Washington State and the 
Columbia Basin Community College, 
where she retired as dean of institutional 
research, planning, and assessment. She 
spoke excitedly about her book program. 
She recognized its value and, once hired, 
was thrilled with the faculty and staff 
reaction to the idea. “They were all very 
willing to take on a new venture that has 
been used successfully at other liberal 
arts colleges and universities. The First 
Year Experience and Common Reading 
Program have gained popularity particu-
larly in the last five years.”

Collaboration is another hall-
mark of the program. From the pur-
chase of Animal, Vegetable, Miracle at 
Four Seasons Books or the Shepherd 
University Bookstore to borrowing the 
nonfiction book from the Shepherdstown 
Public Library or the Scarborough 
Library, students and community mem-
bers will be drawn together in a unique 
happening. Since the book theme centers 
on a family’s deliberate choice to eat only 
food grown in their own neighborhood, 
by their own hands, or learn to live with-
out it, the opportunity for other partner-
ships is exponential. Shepherd’s Dining 
Services will host an event, area farms 
will provide a hands-on field trip, and the 
locally presented American Conservation 
Film Festival will present relevant films 
from their archives and current selec-
tions.

You may wonder how a book is 
chosen to receive such attention by so 
many readers. McIntyre described the 
selection process that is also reflective of 
collaboration plus consensus. Early in the 
academic year, suggestions are solicited 
from students, faculty, and staff. Entries 
are then reviewed in December by a 
Common Reading Program Task Force, 
which chooses 20 possibilities. Each of 
the 20 books is read by a member of the 
task force, who then expresses his or her 
personal opinion about the merits and eli-
gibility of the selection. Criteria for eligi-
bility are: appeal to 18- to 20-year-olds; 

broad interest to all; length (under 300 
pages); ease of availability; and paper-
back form. The five books finally picked 
are posted on the Common Reading Web 
site for a student vote that determines 
the next year’s choice. Colored People by 
Henry Louis Gates Jr., and Persepolis by 
Marjane Satrapi were past recipients of 
the honor.

A number of events related to 
Animal, Vegetable, Miracle are already 
planned. Beginning on August 26, the 
kickoff was the movie King Corn—
chosen from the American Conservation 
Film Festival (ACFF) archives for its 
relevance—moderated by Dr. Ed Snyder, 
professor of environmental studies and 
chair of the institute for environmental 
studies at Shepherd. “Partnering with 
ACFF and the Shepherd University 
Common Reading Program was just 
such a natural for us this year,” said Amy 
Mathews Amos, president of the ACFF 
Board of Directors. Kingsolver’s book 
makes the connection between our food 
and our planet clear. “Food as a conserva-
tion issue and an ethical issue is growing 
these days and so we will be presenting 
several films that explore this subject. We 
hope Shepherd students and the greater 
community will take advantage of the 
2009 festival from November 5–8 at 
NCTC (National Conservation Training 
Center) and other town venues!”

September will feature farm tours 
conducted primarily for students who 
can travel by van and bicycle to witness 
the peak growing season. On Wednesday, 
October 7, the Shepherd Dining Hall will 
host an “Animal, Vegetable, Miracle” din-
ner showcasing local produce and meats, 
organic food selections, and music by 
the Speakeasy Boys. All are welcome to 
partake of the bounty. An apple orchard 
trip will be organized during the month, 
as well as pumpkin carving in the Ram’s 
Den. Liz Wheeler, the first chef at the 
Yellow Brick Bank and a recognized 
food expert, will conduct harvest cook-
ing demonstrations titled “From Farm to 
Fork” in Shepherd’s Stutzman-Slonaker 
Hall, Room 102.

An array of activities called the Food 
Fight Speaker Series promises much 
information and education. Capitalizing 
on Barbara Kingsolver’s premise that we 
are what we eat, the first panel moder-
ated by Dr. Clarissa Mathews, assistant 
professor of environmental studies, is 
called “Living La Vita Local” and will 
be held on Wednesday, October 14, in 

the Center for Legislative Studies at 7:00 
p.m. A second event in November will 
focus on migrant farm workers with a 
speaker from the Southern Poverty Law 
Center. Shepherd will be partnering 
with Dick Anson of Ezekiel’s Place, an 
international peace and justice center in 
Hedgesville, for this event. Other topics 
in the series are “Appetite for Change” 
with author Warren Ballasco that will 
address agricultural sustainability at the 
national level, and a speaker or panel dis-
cussing genetically modified organisms 
from an international perspective, set for 
March 2010.

Other films will highlight food 
issues presented in the Common Reading 
book. On Friday, November 6, ACFF and 
Shepherd will again team up and show 
Food, Inc. and Fresh, the Movie. Joel 
Salatin, Virginia farmer and innovator of 
Polyface Farm, reputed to be America’s 
premier nonindustrial food production 
oasis, will be the evening’s speaker. This 
event is scheduled at 7:00 p.m. in the 
Frank Center. The Seed Hunter, hosted 
by ACFF and Shepherd, will be shown 
on January 27, 2010, at 7:00 p.m. in the 
Center for Legislative Studies, and the 
discussion will be moderated by Keith 
Alexander, a professor in the environ-
mental studies department and archivist 
at the Center for Legislative Studies. On 
February 26, 2010, the Shepherdstown 
Film Society and Shepherd will present 
The Garden, a movie released earlier this 
year that focuses on a garden in Watts, 
Calif., and its fight to maintain itself in 
the face of the city’s desire for land.

There is one fascinating book, and 
many thought-provoking events, thou-
sands of exchanged ideas, and millions 
of reasons to participate in the Common 
Reading Program. Check the Web site at 
www.shepherd.edu/commonreading or 
call Judi McIntyre at (304) 876-5396 to 
confirm dates, times, and locations. All 
events are free with the exception of the 
dinner and all are open to students, fac-
ulty, staff and the community 

Wendy Mopsik would rather read than 
almost anything…well, maybe not more 
than eat a peach nonfat soft ice cream 
cone on a hot summer night while watch-
ing fireflies buzz overhead and hearing 
the grandchildren playing. She looks for-
ward to all the activities associated with 
Animal, Vegetable, Miracle.

What do carp, the Smithsonian 
Institution, and the American 
conservation movement all 

have in common? The answer is Spencer 
Fullerton Baird, a largely forgotten figure 
today, but one who greatly affected the 
natural and cultural environment for those 
of us who live in the Eastern Panhandle of 
West Virginia. In the history of American 
conservation the first wildlife to enjoy 
federal protection, propagation, and 
significant ongoing research were fish. 
The person most responsible for this was 
Spencer Baird. More charismatic spe-
cies like bison, eagles, and wolves have 
largely relegated fisheries conservation 
to a footnote; while more charismatic 
conservationists like John Muir, Gifford 
Pinchot, and Rachel Carson have likewise 
sidelined the forgotten Commissioner 
Baird. This is unfortunate as the work of 
Baird and the U.S. Commission of Fish 
and Fisheries laid the groundwork for our 
ongoing fisheries work and a foundation 
for all future federal conservation efforts.

Baird’s early career is a synopsis of 
the origins of the American conservation 
movement. Born in 1823 in Reading, Pa., 
he attended Dickinson College, which 
awakened a long-standing interesting in 
natural history. He graduated in 1840 
and began to correspond and visit John 
James Audubon, who gave Baird part 
of his collection, taught Baird how to 
draw birds, and mentored him as a bud-
ding ornithologist. Other correspondents 
and colleagues included Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, Henry David Thoreau, George 
Perkins Marsh, and Louis Agassiz. After 
working as a professor of natural history 
at Dickinson College for a number of 
years, in 1850 he was appointed the first 
assistant secretary of the recently created 
Smithsonian Institution. In this role, Baird 
supported the growth of the Smithsonian’s 
natural history collections and coordi-
nated the dissemination of all scientific 
information—a role he expanded when 
he became secretary of the Smithsonian 
in 1878. Baird was immensely qualified 
to take on the Fish Commission in 1871 
with his experience in the field, the world 
of science, and institution building.

Now for most people helping create 
and fill what would become the National 
Museum of Natural History would have 
been work enough, but Baird was look-
ing beyond the terrestrial collections, 

which had heretofore dominated his work. 
In 1870 Baird drew up a proposal for a 
commission to investigate the decline of 
the nation’s fisheries. Congress approved 
the proposal and on February 9, 1871, 
created the United States Commission 
of Fish and Fisheries (hereafter the Fish 
Commission), the first federal agency cre-
ated exclusively for natural resource con-
servation. “Commission” was probably 
too grand a term for what was initially 
Baird in an unsalaried position working 
alone out of his home office. But Baird 
had a good track record in building new 
institutions and he set out to create a real 
Fish Commission focused on his interests 
of research, scientific collaboration, and 
restoration. Baird immediately began 
collecting information on the history of 
fisheries decline in the United States 
and its possible remedies. These stud-
ies were dutifully published in the first 
Fish Commission report, which, perhaps 
uniquely in the history of government 
reports, was replete with useful informa-
tion thoughtfully compiled by the best 
scientific minds of the day.

But Baird had grander plans to 
expand the commission’s role and institu-
tional base. Congress’s interest in “food-
fishes” led to an appropriation of $15,000 
in 1872 for fish propagation, a subject 
that perfectly fit Baird’s research inter-
ests in the science of aquaculture and the 
practical field biology of replenishing the 
nation’s streams and coasts. In keeping 
with Baird’s vision, the first fish hatchery 
was no small-scale operation but a grand 
expedition with international repercus-
sions. Baird sent Livingston Stone, a 
renowned fish culturist, to California to 
establish a hatchery to propagate salmon 
eggs. Stone established what became the 
Baird Hatchery on the McCloud River in 
California and in that first year shipped 
30,000 Chinook salmon eggs to the 
East Coast. This first effort was unsuc-
cessful as only 7,000 eggs survived the 
journey and the 200 to 300 fingerling 
salmon eventually raised did not survive 
their transplanting into the Susquehanna 
River. But Baird did not give up and soon 
expanded the hatchery system shipping 
eggs and fingerlings around the continent 
and, eventually, the world.

Later propagation efforts were far 
more successful. Shad and striped bass 
were successfully transplanted from the 

Atlantic to the 
Pacific Ocean. 
Rainbow trout, 
brown trout, and 
other game and 
food fishes were 
introduced to 
numerous water-
ways greatly 
expanding their 
range. While fish 
culture was being 
mastered in a 
growing num-
ber of hatcher-
ies, the vagaries 
of human cul-
ture were more 
problematic. 
In 1873 an over-
weight “aquarium 
car” carrying catfish, 
eels, bullheads, perch, bass, trout, and 
lobsters crashed through a railway bridge 
sending aquatic and human passengers 
into Nebraska’s Elkhorn River where 
Livingston Stone swam to safety—the 
lobsters being not so fortunate. One of 
Baird’s pet projects was the introduction 
of German carp to the Americas. Carp 
ponds were prominently placed at the 
base of the Washington monument and 
Baird delighted in giving Congressmen 
personalized tours of the ponds and free 
carp fry to send to their constituents. Carp 
were actively propagated in many lakes 
and rivers (including the nearby Potomac) 
and Baird was certain Americans would 
take to this food fish as had Europeans. 
Baird misjudged the American appe-
tite (literally) and no amount of Fish 
Commission–authored cookbooks could 
convince Americans to eat carp, which 
has subsequently become a pest in many 
aquatic habitats. Yet such is the way with 
pioneers in charting a new path, successes 
are enjoined with periodic wrong turns. In 
addition to fish, Baird was also expert at 
cultivating political support and he con-
tinued to grow the fisheries program. 

Although the nationwide system of 
fish hatcheries was the most visible and 
popular part of the Fish Commission, 
the research and science work of the 
Commission was Baird’s passion. Baird 
envisioned the Fish Commission becom-
ing a Smithsonian of the seas—an 
institutional home for the best fisheries 

research and science. To this end Baird 
began a series of research programs in 

1871, which are still ongoing, to chart the 
changes in America’s fishery stocks. He 
also began a series of summer research 
stations that year along the East Coast 
that culminated in 1885 with the creation 
of the Woods Hole Marine Laboratory, 
only the second such lab in the world. In 
1882 Baird was able to purchase a large 
oceangoing research vessel, the Albatross, 
to study both coasts and revolutionize 
American oceanography. Perhaps most 
importantly, Baird had succeeded in cre-
ating an institutional base for American 
fisheries conservation that persists 138 
years later, still pursuing his vision of 
research, scientific collaboration, and 
propagation.

We are surrounded by Baird’s ongo-
ing legacies, including the Smithsonian’s 
National Museum of Natural History, 
the Leetown Hatchery and Laboratory, 
and the trout, bass, and carp we catch 
in the Potomac every year. His succes-
sor agency, the U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service, remains committed to the best 
possible research, scientific collaboration, 
and restoration of threatened and endan-
gered species. Those of us who carry on 
his work as federal conservationists are in 
a very real sense Baird’s heirs.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history and ethics at Shepherd University 
and is the historian for the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service. He may well owe his job 
to Baird’s success as the first professional 
federal conservationist.

All Creatures Great and Small

Spencer Fullerton Baird: The Forgotten Conservationist
Mark Madison

Judi McIntyre, the face of the First Year 
Experience and the Common Reading Program, 

poses with this year’s book selection
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Above, Baird at Woods Hole Marine Lab, 
Mass.; left: Spencer Baird, 1823–1887. 

Courtesy of NCTC ARCHIVES/MUSEUM
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Freedom’s Run
Robby Glenn

Like to run? Like to hike? Want to get out of 
your house and explore the area around you? 
Running is a great way to do so. That’s why an 

event like the Freedom’s Run is so exciting. Started by 
two Shepherdstown residents—conversationalist Lois 
Turco, and medical professor and marathon runner 
Mark Cucuzzella—the Freedom’s Run is an event in 
which everyone can participate. It offers a wide range of 
runs (or walks) from a 5k and a kids’ fun run to a full-
fledged 26-mile marathon that covers four national parks 
in our area. The marathon course starts in Harpers Ferry 
National Park, where John Brown made his last stand 
at the federal armory, and then takes the C&O canal 
towpath, which became obsolete before it could even be 
finished, but now winds its way through lush riverside 
woodland. The canal portion of the course leads into the 
eerily placid Antietam Battlefield, now rolling country 
farmland, but once the gruesome site of a pivotal Civil 
War battle in which there were more than 23,000 casual-
ties in a single day. After Antietam the course ends in 
Shepherdstown.

This may seem a bit arduous to anyone who can 
recount the wheezing and stress of running perhaps just 
a few dozen meters; but the Freedom’s Run Web site 
(http://www.freedomsrun.org) offers an extensive train-
ing program that focuses on aerobic conditioning and 
creating your own optimal running pace.

The first marathon in West Virginia (which ranks as 
the third most obese state in the nation next to Alabama 
and Mississippi), the Freedom’s Run stands as an his-
toric event for one of the unhealthiest states in the U.S. 
The organizers are hoping for a good turnout. “Most 
marathons in this area cap at 1,000 people. We’re hop-
ing for around 800 to 1,000,” said co-founder Turco. 
“You’ve got a wonderful resource here, and if you keep 
it in your mind, you’ll keep it for your kids.”

Ms. Turco works for the National Heritage Areas, a 
National Park Service project that protects and promotes 
the cultural, historical, and natural assets of a region. 
Currently there are 49 registered National Historical 
Areas in the U.S. and Lois hopes to create the fiftieth—
one that will stretch from Harpers Ferry to Cumberland, 
Md. This is a great positive step for West Virginia, 
which is continually being deprived of its natural and 
historic heritage through mountaintop removal and 
development.

“It’s about getting people outside and moving, and 
having an environment where that’s comfortable. We 
have to consider what policies are inhibiting people 
from playing in the outdoors,” says Mark Cucuzzella, 
the 42-year-old medical professor/marathon runner who 
is another key founder of the run. Mark works for the 
Healthy Kids Healthy Communities Initiative, which 
seeks to curb childhood obesity through movement. 
The organizers of Freedom’s Run are hoping to obtain 
a grant for the healthy kids project so that nature paths 
can be built around public schools offering kids the 
opportunity not only to move, but also to explore the 
natural world.

Will Freedom’s Run be a one-time event or become 
a local tradition? Only time will tell, but the organiz-
ers are hopeful that the race—and the healthy habits it 

promotes—will take hold. So whether you’re a novice 
to running or a seasoned expert, Freedom’s Run offers 
a variety of running levels and a great opportunity to 
experience the land, the people and the heritage of 
Jefferson County. So lace up, get active, and come out 
for Freedom’s Run on October 3!

For more information visit www.freedomsrun.org.

Robby Glenn is a Shepherdstown resident and Jefferson 
County native who enjoys running by the river and iden-
tifying wild plants. He hopes to deconstruct civilization 
one day.

shallow pools where the water is 
allowed to evaporate, leaving coveted 
salt behind. In addition, scattered in the 
precipitous nooks and crannies along 
the gorge walls, are numerous burial 
chambers where ancient bones can still 
be found, but nothing else, since these 
sites were looted long ago. (Or are they 
the bones of hapless mountain bikers 
who simply spun off of the edge?)

At the foot of the gorge, we 
crossed the Urubamba River on a foot-
bridge and scrambled up a road to the 
main highway, where we hitched a ride 
in the back of a pickup truck for the 
short drive back to Beverly’s house. 
The young Peruvians refused payment 
for their service and appeared to be 
content with the obvious amusement 
provided by picking up two old gringas 
and one grizzly gringo from the side of 
the road.

More unexpected kind-
ness came our way when we 
arrived by train at the town 
of Aguas Caliente (Machu 
Picchu). There was supposed 
to be a representative from 
the little tourist hotel where 
we had a reservation. Because 
the train was more than a little 
bit late, we soon discovered 
that our agent was not there. 
Instead, there was a throng of 
other hotel reps who wanted 
desperately to take us home. 
Rather quickly, one of these 
reps understood where we 
wanted to go and offered to 
take us there. It was only a 
short walk through the bazaar 
and a few doors up a hill. As 
soon as we set our bags in the 
lobby, I turned to offer this 
woman a tip for her help and 
found, to my astonishment, 
that she had disappeared.

Of course the ruins at 
Machu Picchu are noth-
ing less than spectacular. 
We probably took a couple 
of hundred pictures here. 
Pictures and words don’t 
really do it justice, but one 
must try. The downside of 
Machu Picchu is that every-
thing is about money and 
herding as many people as 
possible through the ruins, 
a fact causing concern since 
the place is just about being 
trampled to death.

Should you be planning a trip to 
Peru, I would recommend that you go 
while you are still agile enough to get 
around under your own steam. Persons 
with special needs cannot travel far in 
this neck of the Peruvian woods unless 
they stay on a large tour bus. There is 
no handicapped access and most of the 
sidewalks and streets in the towns are 

made of cobblestone.
The ruins, including Machu 

Picchu, offer a challenge. The trails 
and stone stairs are steep, rugged, and 
in some places dangerously narrow. 
The cliffs are sheer beyond anything 
that might be imagined, particularly in 
the ruins at Pisaq, even where there are 
terraces cascading to the valley below. 
Often the only thing standing between 
one and oblivion is a rickety wooden 
railing, appearing to be yet another 
Inca artifact, and handrails in general 
were conspicuous by their absence. 
You never knew what was around the 
next bend in the trail, since there was 
no interpretive material. Is it worth it? 
Yes!

Ollantaytambo, still a living town, 
is laid out on Inca foundations, making 
many streets too narrow for vehicular 

traffic. Above the town, the ruins are 
littered with gigantic blocks of worked 
pink granite that appear ready for set-
ting, but were never hoisted into place 
beside six other enormous stones, 
which would have completed the 
base for the Temple of the Sun at this 
sanctuary. Further development was 
reportedly stopped by the arrival of the 
Spaniards’ first messenger, disease, 

predominately smallpox and flu.
What is even more incredible 

about these gargantuan rocks is that 
they were mined many miles away 
near a ridge-top across the valley. It is 
staggering to contemplate the extreme 
effort that it took to move these mam-
moth stones up nearly vertical cliffs. 
To this day, locals refer to a number of 
abandoned giant rocks that got stuck 
in transport as “tired stones.” They 
are still farmed around more than 500 
years later. As one friend commented, 
“It is amazing what can be accom-
plished when you have enough slave 
labor.”

Almost as remarkable is water that 
continues to run in Inca channels at the 
baths located at the foot of the ruins, 
behind which hand-chiseled stairs seem 
to provide access to the stars.

The seeming improbability of a 
society without the wheel accomplish-
ing such apparently impossible acts 
has given rise to speculation that the 
Inca were assisted by space aliens who 
looked kindly upon these “struggling 
savages” and benevolently consented 
to assist them. Some people thing 
the concentric terraced pits at Moray 
were landing and launching sites for 

spacecraft, touting them as defining 
evidence of alien intervention. A more 
feasible explanation for these three 
large, geological subduction zones is 
that this was the site of an Inca experi-
mental farm where crops from other 
regions were acclimatized. Recent 
investigations have measured variations 
of mean temperature up to as much as 
5 degrees Celsius between the tops and 
bottoms of these naturally formed pits.

Beyond the tourist sites, there 
are the 10-sole (approximately $3.30) 
lunches in Cusco, and the most suc-
culent and flavorful chicken that 
Claire and I have ever eaten. Take a 
moto-taxi, decorated in a Spiderman 
motif, to market to pick through piles 
of fresh fruit and potatoes of every 
shape, size, and color. Try a ripe 
cheremoya—an extraordinary, creamy 

fruit that must be eaten 
where it is grown. Wander 
through Cusco’s ancient, 
elaborately decorated 
churches or the many 
museums. Bargain for 
woolen goods at the many 
craft markets.

Get out of your taxi 
and walk along beside 
a parade for Mamacita 
Carmen, as we did in Pisaq. 
The Fiesta for the Vergen 
del Carmen, a local patron 
saint, is a blend of Incan 
religion and Catholicism, 
with traditionally costumed 
dancers, priests, musicians, 
equestrians, and the puz-
zling addition of dancing 
men in business suits twirl-
ing scarves, whips, and 
lariats.

In the evenings, there 
are clear, black night skies 
for gazing at the Milky 
Way and constellations 
such as the Southern 
Cross. In Cusco, I saw 
tourists’ luggage being 
loaded into the bowels of 
a bus, and I felt sorry for 
them. But then I humbly 
remembered that we were 
lucky enough to have an 
American ex-patriot friend 
to help us blaze our own 
trail through the clear, 
high-altitude sunlight of 
wintertime Peru, where 

clouds made shadowy patchwork 
quilts on the mountain sides.

Stephen Willingham continues his 
efforts to teach English language and 
literature at Washington High School 
in Charles Town. In his spare time he 
is Claire Stuart’s husband and help-
mate as they labor to tame three thorny 
acres in southern Berkeley County.

Concentric terraces, Moray 

Saqsayhuaman ruins above Cusco Terraces and storehouses, Machu Picchu

Stairs, Machu Picchu

“Classic” shot of Machu Picchu
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Off the Tourist Path in Peru
Stephen Willingham

Upon my return from vacationing in Peru, my 
cousin commented that he was glad to see 
that I had survived. I assured him that I never 

once felt threatened there. The pervasively negative 
reputation of thieving, murdering taxi drivers, swarm-
ing hordes of prepubescent pickpockets and thug-
gish cocaine gangsters did not materialize for us. To 
the contrary, we were impressed by the polite and 
friendly people. Of course one must keep in mind 
that Norteamericanos contribute mightily to the tour-
ism industry, one of the economic mainstays of the 
Peruvian economy.

My wife, Claire, and 
I lived for two weeks in an 
area called Rumichaca in 
the “suburbs” of Urubamba, 
a small town in the Sacred 
Valley of Cusco Province, 
where we were afforded a 
unique backstage pass by my 
friend Beverly, an American 
ex-pat and longtime Peruvian 
resident. The only downside 
was that our hastily assem-
bled pidgin Spanish didn’t 
improve much because we 
had our own personal transla-
tor, except during an excur-
sion to Machu Picchu, where 
English is ubiquitous.

The only access to the 
home of our friend and her 
immediate neighbors is an 
approximately quarter-mile-
long footpath that winds 
between an endless weaving 
of stone walls separating 
the various properties. The 
lower portion of this path is 
also sometimes used to route 
water to fields located behind 
this serpentine collection of 
stone barriers. The path is 
often shared with children 
driving the livestock that 
reside within these corrals. 
Robert Frost would have 
been further vindicated in his 
assertion that “good fences 
make good neighbors.”

Around us, neighborhood 
kids played together every-
where, always accompanied by their dogs, reminding 
Claire and me of growing up in the 1950s and ’60s. 
Besides taking their rightful place with regard to chores 
around their homes, the kids appeared healthy, fit, 
respectful, and happy. Of course they were also curious 
about the gringa’s friends from del norte. One day two 
little girls scampered out of their gate and tailed us to 
Beverly’s garden entrance just to get a closer look at us.

Small, wiry Indian women in hats, with short skirts 
over leggings, trudged along every road. In the bright 

blankets on their backs, they carried small children, 
huge loads of groceries, or kindling wood. They could 
also be seen sitting in fields, spinning or weaving as 
they tended livestock. Entrepreneurial Indian women in 
traditional dress appeared at every possible tourist bus 
stop and destination, selling handmade textiles. Some 
carried tiny lambs or goats or were accompanied by lla-
mas, for paid photo ops.

Evidence of Peruvian friendliness and cooperation 
came when we first journeyed out, after a day of rest 
and altitude adjustment, to Ollantaytambo by combi, 
a nine-person van redesigned to accommodate more 

passengers. I counted 23 people squashed inside, with 
bundles lashed to the roof. (Nobody rode on the roofs.) 
It was hard to imagine Americans tolerating anything 
remotely similar to this. There was no grumbling or 
griping. Folks remained helpful and polite. What else 
could be done? The alternative was to walk or wait for 
the next combi, which might be too loaded to stop for 
you.

There seemed to be few privately owned vehicles, 
except perhaps in Lima, where crazy driving has been 

raised to a fine art. Interestingly enough, it is reported 
that there seem to be fewer accidents there than in a 
comparably sized American city. In order to travel any 
distance from Rumichaca, one stands by the highway to 
flag down a combi or a moto-taxi, a two-person motor-
cycle-rickshaw generally used to travel the mile or so to 
downtown Urubamba.

Another mode for day travel is to contract with 
locally based taxi drivers for trips to some of the more 
remarkable ruins that proliferate in the valley. For us, 
this meant forays to Chinchero, Moray, and Pisaq. 
(Machu Picchu is only accessible by train or foot). Our 

drivers were always courte-
ous and solicitous. The four 
separate drivers that we hired 
appeared to take great pride 
in their work and their metic-
ulously kept vehicles.

The only examples of 
rudeness that we experienced 
in Peru came from tourist 
mountain bikers as we hiked 
to the Salineras mines, where 
salt has been extracted since 
pre-Inca times. This trail-
road originates outside of the 
town of Maras, then plum-
mets over the course of three 
to four miles from about 
12,000 feet to approximately 
9,400 on the valley floor. All 
we had to fear on our trek 
were throngs of careening 
bicyclists crashing precari-
ously down the trail behind 
us. One young woman 
sported a rather nasty gash 
on her leg, while we encoun-
tered another sitting stunned 
on her rear end in a cloud of 
reddish brown dust. These 
madcap people would most 
certainly run a hiker down, 
so we had to keep a constant 
vigil.

Along the way, many 
farmers were already out pre-
paring their fields for spring 
planting. While we did see 
a few tractors and other 
forms of mechanical farming 
equipment, most of the field 

work in this region seemed to be performed by turning 
the soil with plows pulled behind oxen or burros or by 
hand. In stark contrast to the bikers, the farmers were 
friendly and wished us a hearty buenas tardes, punctu-
ated by a wave as we walked by. The same could be 
said for numerous kids and women herding goats and 
sheep up or down the mountain trail.

The minerals here seemed to almost ooze from 
the sides of this mountain gorge. Geothermal springs 
percolate to the surface to be channeled into terraced, 

They Did It!
Tour de Revs

Betty Lou Bryant

Three Lutheran pastors from West 
Virginia, Fred “Fixed Gear” 
Soltow from Shepherdstown, Ron 

“The Slacker” Schlak from Charleston, 
and David “Tweeter” Twedt from 
Wardensville, started their 13,000-mile 
trip throughout the United States on a 
rainy morning in downtown Chicago—
May 13, 2009. Their goal was to raise 
awareness of the need to eliminate world-
wide hunger and poverty. They had a 
bamboo “triplet” bike, custom made in 
California. It’s one of a kind. For several 
years they trained, riding their own bikes 
and training physically. They received 
grant money as well as support from the 
ELCA (Evangelical Lutheran Church 
in America) Board of Pensions, WV–
Western Maryland Synod, ELCA World 
Hunger, Old Lutheran and 
Wheat Ridge Ministries.

They planned a route 
that would take them to 
all 65 Lutheran synods, 
including Puerto Rico and 
Alaska. Coordinators in 
each synod made local 
arrangements, provided 
communications and built 
excitement for the Tour de 
Revs visit.

The second day, they 
arrived in Springfield, Ill., 
and realized they needed 
some repairs. They found 
Robert, a skilled cycle 
man, at R & C Cycles. Aware of their 
venture, he was pleased to help. He even 
fine tuned the bike. Lead rider, Fred 
Soltow, reported that shifting was much 
improved. They rode out on a great city 
bike path with “Rev” guards escorting 
them across intersections. Then it was on 
to Indianapolis and Columbus.

To their surprise, in Springfield, 
Ohio, supporters provided them with bag 
lunches. Ron wrote that evening, we “ask 
our audiences to give up one fast food 
meal a month and give that money to the 
ELCA World Hunger Program,” and we 
decided we would give up fast food on 
the trip. They planned to eat breakfast 
leftovers for lunch. By the time they 
reached Pennsylvania, however, all meals 
were being covered very adequately.

The sixth day they returned to their 
home state of West Virginia. A crowd of 
150 greeted them at St. Mark’s Lutheran 
Church in Clarksburg, including St. 
Peter’s Parish Pipers and other friends 
from Shepherdstown. Hot dogs were on 
the grill and watermelon on the tables.

At the Notre Dame Academy in 
Clarksburg the next morning, the kids 
understood the mission, “Share the story, 
tell a friend and let’s begin to do the very 
thing that God calls us to do—‘Feed 
them, so that they will know God’s 
love.’”

They continued south through the 
Carolinas to Florida. From Tampa they 
flew to Puerto Rico. The stop there was a 
learning experience as well as a teaching 
experience. Rev. Ron delivered the mes-
sage of world hunger to a congregation 
familiar with this firsthand. They have 
a “Hunger Corner” at the back of their 
small worship center.

Returning by air to Washington, 
D.C., they were provided an opportunity 
to reunite with family and friends and 

to share their message at the Crusade 
Lutheran Church in Rockville, Md.

Events occurred during the 100-
day journey that caused riders to leave. 
In June, Ron was sick for several days. 
Later David left as his wife was hospital-
ized. In July, Ron left for his daughter’s 
surgery, and in August, David left as his 
mother passed away. Roger Munro, a 
member of St. Peter’s in Shepherdstown 
and an avid cyclist, was on tour about 
40 days, riding and coordinating. Other 
cyclists—Adam Link and Len Wiens of 
St. James’ Lutheran Church in Uvilla; 
Martin Burke of Shepherdstown; and 
Pastor Brian Bennett of St. Paul Lutheran 
Church in Morgantown—ably replaced 
the missing riders.

The next week they had stops in 
Baltimore and five cities in Pennsylvania. 
At the Upper Susquehanna Synod, they 
were surprised when Bishop Robert 
Driesen presented them with a check for 
$50,216.

After a stop in Hamilton Square, 
N.J., they entered New York City via the 

Staten Island Ferry. Pastor Fred com-
mented, “It was the experience of a life-
time riding the bike down Broadway.” 
The next day they rode across the 
Brooklyn Bridge to a lunch distribution 
center in Brooklyn. After briefly sharing 
their message with the long line waiting 
for their daily meal, the Revs experi-
enced a moving moment; a few in the 
line insisted on making a donation. “The 
very people we are trying to help want-
ing to share what little they had.” After 
they crossed the bridge again, Pastor Fred 
wrote, “All I can say is WOW!!!”

 The rest of June was spent in New 
England, and riding west across Ohio, 
Michigan, and northern United States. 
They arrived in Seattle on July 2 and 
flew to Alaska, where they spent the 

July 4th weekend. It was the midpoint 
of their trip, and they had time to relax, 
refresh themselves, and enjoy the beauti-
ful scenery. Pastor Fred wrote, “Today 
was another of those days when we stood 
back and realized how lucky we are to 
be able to see so much of the country, 
meet such wonderful folks, and be able to 
share our message all at the same time.”

They returned to Tacoma, Wash., 
and headed south as far as San Diego 
where they turned east. The heat was 
extreme as they crossed the desert so they 
detoured into Flagstaff, Ariz., where the 
temperature was cooler—105 degrees. 
As they crossed New Mexico they could 
see Mexico in places along the inter-
state. When they reached El Paso, Tex., 
they were touched by the work of the 
Christo Rei Lutheran Church, an immi-
grant Spanish-speaking congregation. 
Pastor Fred wrote, “We promised not to 
share pictures or names as these people 
live in fear of their lives everyday. The 
ministry they do with minimal funds is 
amazing. If you can put change on your 

dresser and have a bed to sleep in, you 
are among the wealthiest 10 percent 
globally.”

Two days were spent in New Orleans 
at the 2009 Youth Gathering of 35,000 
youth from all 65 Synods, 2,000 chaper-
ones and support personnel. Pastor Fred 
wrote, “We had a great day being ‘Poster 
Guys’ for the ELCA World Hunger inter-
active center at the Gathering.”

With stops in Dallas, Kansas City, 
Denver, and other cities in Nebraska, 
Iowa, Illinois, and Wisconsin, they made 
their last four stops in Minnesota. Their 
final stop was the Churchwide Assembly 
in Minneapolis. Here each spoke briefly.

Pastor Fred pointed out that 2,100 
scripture passages speak directly about 
poverty, justice, and hunger.

Pastor Ron gave 
Bishop Hanson a bag 
containing 551 pennies 
donated by a homeless 
woman in San Diego 
who gathers discarded 
coins from the street.

Pastor David said if 
every baptized member 
of the church gave $5 a 
month ($60 a year) to 
ELCA World Hunger it 
would amount to over 
$250,000,000.

Pastor Fred’s final 
entry on the Web site 
is, “We did it! 3 guys, 

1 bike, 65 Synods and 100 days. Today is 
the official end of the Tour de Revs. We 
spoke to the 2,000 people gathered there 
and received a standing ovation. With 
tears in my eyes, I walked off the podium 
knowing that we made a difference in the 
lives of thousands of people.”

For more about this amazing tour, 
check out http://www.tourderevs.org.

If you wish to donate, please make 
checks payable to ELCA World Hunger 
and send to: ELCA World Hunger, P.O. 
Box 71764, Chicago, IL 60694-1764

Betty Lou Bryant has been a resident of 
Jefferson County since she retired from 
the Prince Georges (Md.) County School 
System in 1979, and has been a resident 
of Shepherdstown since 1991. She and 
her husband, Bob, celebrated their 63rd 
wedding anniversary in February. She is 
a member of St. Peter’s Lutheran Church 
where she sings in the choir.

Rev. David A. Twedt, the Rev. Dr. Fred A. Soltow Jr., 
and Rev. Ron Schlak

Woman, child and llama—photo op

Llama above Machu Picchu

Shoe repairman, streets of UrubambaMasked dancers, Carmen parade

Steep stairs, Pisaq ruins
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  The Revs cruise on their custom “triplet” 
made of bamboo.
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After years of training at West 
Point and studying as a Rhodes 
scholar at Oxford, United States 

Army Captain Craig Mullaney found 
himself and his small unit on Losano 
Ridge in Afghanistan, caught in a deadly 
firefight with al-Qaeda fighters. A mes-
sage came over the radio, “We’ve got a 
KIA [killed in action]. O’Neill’s KIA!” 
Mullaney stared at the radio in disbe-
lief…This isn’t happening!

The small unit made its way down 
Losano Ridge and back to base. As 
night fell, the senior sergeant in Alpha 
Company gave the command, “Fall in 
around me.”

Covered in blood and dust, the 
company clustered together and the roll 
call began. Going through the alphabet, 
O’Neill’s name was called three times 
before the response came according to 
custom. “Private O’Neill is no longer 
with us.”

They fought back tears and Mul-
laney wrote in his journal later that night, 
“I lost a soldier today. I barely knew him, 
but I was responsible for him.”

This is The Unforgiving Minute 
that Mullaney describes in detail in 
his memoir of that title, along with his 
struggle with guilt and failure to those 
under his command. Undoubtedly, the 
writing of this memoir has helped move 
Mullaney along the path of recovery, 
integrating this tragic event into the per-
son he is today.

Many of our men and women serv-
ing in the military have similar events 
that appear to be unforgiving: The loss 
of comrades, the daily grind of violence 
and destruction, at times, the boredom. 
Not knowing who the enemy is yet, cer-
tain the enemy is out there and will not 
hesitate to take one’s life and the lives of 
one’s comrades.

I work with veterans who are strug-
gling to pull their lives together now that 
they are back in the states, discharged 
or soon to be discharged from military 
service. At times it is an unforgiving 
minute, but most often there are innu-
merable minutes and the veteran is not 
quite sure where to begin to unravel the 
confusion in his head and heart. Family 
members and friends will say, “You have 
changed! You are no longer the happy 
and fun-loving person I married! What 
has happened? All you seem to want 
to do is hide in your room! You are so 
prone to outbursts of anger that I am not 
sure I can live with you anymore!”

Recently, I asked a young man no 
more than 24 years old if he thought it 

was possible for him to once again be 
the person that he was before he went 
to Iraq. He responded, “No! No one of 
us ever remains the same. Experiences 
change each of us!”

As he said this, he was tearing up 
because there was a part of him that 
continues to hope that he would revert 
to that person who was always the life of 
the party. He very much feels that he is 
a disappointment to his family because 
he is not the person he once was; he is 
not the father to his three children that 
he once was; and he is not the husband 
that he once was.

What are the men and women serv-
ing in our military experiencing in the 
combat zone and what are they strug-
gling with now that they are home? 
They have seen some pretty horrific 
things, encountering fear for their own 
lives and the lives of their comrades. 
The intensity of these situations leaves 
its impact upon the mind, body, and 
spirit. I do not hesitate to say to these 
veterans that no human could ever 
return to what he or she once was prior 
to combat. Rather, the individuals who 
walk through these extreme life situa-
tions must now learn to live with what 
they saw and what they did, striving to 
integrate that part of their lives with the 
person they are today. There are physi-
cal, emotional, and spiritual scars that 
need healing. Just as people who sustain 
a physical injury must accept and adjust 
to the loss of that arm, leg, sight, or 
hearing, they must also come to grips 
with the psychological and spiritual 
scars.

The symptoms of traumatic stress 
generally fall into three clusters. The 
first is re-experiencing the event in some 
way. This could happen through dreams 
and nightmares and flashbacks when the 
survivor acts or feels as if the incident is 
recurring, and through intrusive memo-
ries that suddenly pop into the mind.

The second cluster of symptoms 
involves physical arousal when one is 
reminded of the event. One experiences 
very strong emotions such as difficulties 
falling or staying asleep, irritability or 
outbursts of anger, problems concentrat-
ing. There are startle reactions where 
one jumps at noises and is always on 
guard or looking over the shoulder when 
there is no reason to do so.

Finally, the third cluster of symp-
toms involves avoidance. A natural reac-
tion to intrusive memories and strong 
emotional reactions is the urge to push 
these thoughts and feelings away. Those 

attempting to shake loose from a trau-
matic event avoid places or people who 
are reminders, avoid certain television 
programs, reading the newspaper, or 
watching the news. One avoids thinking 
of the event or letting oneself feel the 
feelings surrounding the event. Some 
individuals have trouble remembering 
all or part of the event or events. At 
times they feel numb and cut off from 
the world around them. This is another 
form of avoidance, often described by 
the traumatized individual as looking at 
yourself as if from outside, watching life 
from behind glass.

Most people today know a veteran, 
whether within their own family or the 
family of someone close, and have seen 
some of these possible symptoms. To 
welcome a veteran home involves an 
adjustment for the veteran as well as the 
veteran’s family and friends. Few will 
readily talk about their military experi-
ence except with a fellow veteran or 
professional therapist whom they have 
come to trust. There is first the desire to 
forget and get on with life and some are 
able to do this, but many more are only 
avoiding the inevitable showdown.

What most of our veterans saw and 
did is not something they want to talk 
about and share, especially when they 
do not know how the listeners will react: 
“What will they think of me once they 
know the story?”

Yet talking about the event is the 
first step in the process of healing and 
recovery. This most often needs to hap-
pen with a professional therapist trained 
in trauma recovery. There is help avail-
able for our veterans in the Veterans 
Administration Medical Centers and 
V.A. outpatient clinics. Unfortunately, 
far too many of our veterans wait until 
they are at the end of their ropes, per-
haps without employment, family, and 
shelter, before they look for help. Many 
veterans have sought treatment only 
after the family has insisted and given 
an ultimatum. We must, as families, 
church communities, and as a society, 
support our veterans, learn as much as 
we can regarding traumatic stress, and 
patiently offer encouragement as they 
move along the path of recovery.

Treatment involves a tremendous 
amount of education regarding how 
traumatic stress impacts a person in 
mind, body, and spirit. Where the indi-
vidual becomes stuck, revisiting the 
event again and again, treatment aims to 
bring some resolution, altered perspec-
tive, and integration of the experience 

into the ongoing process of living one’s 
life. Veterans must look at the events 
that have been traumatic, come to grips 
with the person they have become, and 
recognize they have been through an 
experience that might well redefine 
life’s meaning and purpose.

For the deepest and most long-
lasting impact, treatment must involve, 
whenever possible, members of the 
immediate family. Support, understand-
ing, and encouragement are absolutely 
necessary if healing and recovery are to 
be sustained.

The work I do as a therapist has its 
challenging moments, and I shake my 
head and wonder at times if my work is 
having any impact. Yet there are many 
more days when I feel a sense of accom-
plishment when a veteran begins to see 
light at the end of the tunnel.

Rev. T Mathew Rowgh is pas-
tor of St. Agnes Catholic Church in 
Shepherdstown. He completed his doctor 
of philosophy degree in 2000 at Loyola 
University in Maryland. He works as a 
pastoral counselor and therapist at the 
Veterans Administration Medical Center, 
Martinsburg, W.Va.
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Healing the Unforgiven
T. Mathew Rowgh
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This is the THE GOOD NEWS PAPER, so here 
you go. Two weeks ago, the Dow Jones aver-
age went above 9,000 for the first time since 

January, and last month housing starts shot up 5 per-
cent. Call me a crazy but I think the economy is actu-
ally beginning to turn around.

This has been my opinion for some time now as I 
began snooping through Shepherdstown awhile back in 
hopes of spotting significant signs. Slow but sure...they 
began to appear. The vacancies on East German Street 
began filling up one by one and then it happened...a 
baby business relocated to a larger space in order to 
accommodate its robust customer traffic. Now that’s 
what I’m talking about. Mellow Moods, the once little 
smoothie shop next to Pedal & Paddle, moved two 
doors down into the old Old Store.

A word about The Old Store. That was a wonder-
ful shop, an encapsulated treasure hunt. Rummaging 
around on a first visit, I unearthed a must-have and 
psychic necessity—a pair of chandelier earrings. Then 
it was a set of bone china teacups stamped with “made 
specifically for B. Altman & Co., New York” on their 
tiny undersides. I worked at the late, great Altman’s one 
insane Christmas season when I was in college, and 
these cups were put there just for me to find. I loved 
The Old Store and mourned its loss and was sure what-
ever moved into the vintage space could never again 
make me that happy. WRONG. Have you ever tasted a 
Green Lemonade? It’s a Mellow Moods secret recipe of 
lemons, apples, and spinach, not too thick, not too thin, 
not too sweet—just refreshingly delicious. And you 
can’t taste the spinach. It not only makes you happy, 
but you also feel a little-self righteous.

Mellow Moods is the brainchild of Shanna and 
Philip Mastrangelo. It’s more than a financial venture; 
it’s a reflection of the Mastrangelo’s philosophy of life. 
As Phil said, “We believe you can change the world 
with good food and clean water; and should leave the 
smallest footprint possible on the Earth.”

To that end, Mellow Moods only offers local pro-
duce, 85 percent organic food, and everything from 
the picnic ware to the plastic bags is recyclable. It’s 
also wind-powered, and with the back door, the front 
door, and the windows open, it’s breezy and lovely. The 
tables and sofa downstairs are comfortably separated 
and give you space, while upstairs, where the vintage 
coats once hung, there’s a little café.

Mellow Moods opened in July of 2007. Exactly 
one short year later the stock market was teetering on 
the lip of the tank. It’s a nightmare under any circum-
stances, but can you imagine opening a small family 
business, investing all your savings and all that effort, 
just in time for disaster to strike? While Phil was in 
Shepherdstown by day and Shanna was at home in 
Hagerstown with three-year-old Gabe, and one-year-old 
Emma, the young family persevered.

Driven by a sense that it was the right place at the 
right time with the right food, Mellow Moods was a 
very small operation that offered bagels and a range 
of smoothies and drinks. Phil was the chief cook and 
bottle washer and Shanna the CFO. Phil readily admits 
“Shanna is the backbone of the business. I would have 
thrown in the towel long ago if it weren’t for her.”

After Mellow Moods had been open for about a 
year, it was Shanna who recognized the need to expand 
to be a viable operation. They were busy but they were 
too small. According to Phil, her exact words were “We 
grow or we get out.”

So the search was on for a new location. The space 
had to be spacious, convenient, comfortable, in keep-
ing with their mission and affordable. What they were 
seeking was two doors away. Bill Lukens owns the 
building and, according to Phil, he’s an excellent land-
lord. “Every time we make an improvement in the café, 
Bill makes an improvement in the space. We don’t have 
to ask, he just does it.”

In the spring of 2009, Mellow Moods tripled its 
size. Today the staff numbers nine: Laura Penn (man-
ager,) Rebecca Drewry, Gary Stine, Jade Flamenco, 
Clara Myers, Joe Freeman, Rich Lyon, and Shanna and 
Phil Mastrangelo.

The menu grew to include such favorites as the 
Green Goat, a crepe of spinach, goat cheese, caramel-
ized onions, and fresh herbs; the Sweet Avocado sand-
wich of strawberries, avocado, mixed greens, pecans, 
and sweet lemon vinaigrette; a yellow-fin tuna salad 
with tomato and fresh herbs with melted cheddar on 
ciabatta bread. And on it goes, seven days a week, and 
every item on the menu is good and good for you. Even 
the children’s menu has a mini powerhouse sandwich 
aptly named the Power Sprout. Though today’s menu 
also offers lattés and organic peanut butter puffers and 
quinoa salad, Mellow Moods is still true to toasted but-
tered bagels and 100-percent fresh fruit smoothies.

I think it’s important to admit here that I never 
liked smoothies. The few I tried were always too sweet 
or too thick, and power smoothies tasted like dirt. So 
why all the fuss about Mellow Moods? I didn’t get it, 
until now. There’s an art to making this drink and Phil 
is an artist. Probably the most popular Mellow Moods 
smoothie has always been the Berry Buzz. It’s the 
right blend of strawberries, blueberries, blackberries, 
raspberries, yogurt, and a little agave nectar. Green 
Mountain is another favorite. This combo of strawberry, 
mango, pineapple, and spirulina goes out the door by 
the gallon.

According to Athena Fit Web site, spirulina 
is recognized as one of nature’s richest sources of 
unprocessed protein, as well as vitamins A and B-12. 
“Spirulina contains over 70 nutrients combined by 
nature and has proven to be beneficial as a formidable 
aid to averting hunger by controlling appetite and 
chronic disorders associated with poor nutrition and 
devitalized foods.” I did not know that. Agave nectar is 
a natural sweetener and quinoa is a gluten-free unpro-
cessed grain. I did not know that either.

The good news: you can’t get an unhealthy bite or 
gulp at Mellow Moods. And the entire experience is 
absolutely delicious.

Sue Kennedy’s work has been in public relations, 
newspapers, and TV. She also served as press secretary 
to U.S. Senator Lowell Weicker of Connecticut. Her life 
is her four children and 13 grandchildren. In late 2007 
she found Shepherdstown, quite by accident, where she 
now happily lives.

Mellow Moods
Sue Kennedy
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Teen Guide to Living with a Parent 
Who Has Experienced Trauma. 
Minneapolis: Beavers Pond Press.

Left to right: Laura Penn and Rebecca Drewry slice 
fruit in preparation for one of the delicious drinks 

served at Mellow Moods.

Mellow Moods on German Street in Shepherdstown offers 
sidewalk dining.

Jade Flamenco grinds fair trade coffee while Rebecca Drewry 
slices fruit.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

New Street United Methodist
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.

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.

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor

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

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

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.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
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.

Unity of Shepherdstown
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

St. John’s Baptist
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.

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 

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

I don’t think there was a specific time 
when I “met” Joyce Keyes. Like 
many of the folks around here, she 

was sort of always there, and as time 
passed and I grew more aware, she 
floated into the forefront of my life. I’m 
sure she had been around some of the 
same places I had as I grew up, but the 
first real memory I have of her is a beam-
ing, knowing smile at the Shepherdstown 
Farmers Market. A real, genuine, sly, 
“I know what’s up, and I’m glad to see 
you” smile, not one of those, “I really 
hope you spend some money or move 
on” smiles. It started there and, as I spent 
more time around the market, I began to 
see the strength of her personality and 
energy emerging as a sort of bedrock 
force, or touchstone, to which her circle 
of friends and customers came by to 
bask in.

Now don’t get carried away, I don’t 
mean to dive into the surreal hippie stuff 
too quickly. To understand why I want 
to write about Joyce is to understand the 
true magic of a simple, practical exis-
tence. Although there are more than a 
few magical elements in her life, being 
born a triple-Scorpio on Halloween and 
an admitted witch, the true magic of 
Joyce Keyes is more real. She has a deep 
sense of truth, wisdom, common sense, 
and kindness, not born of magic spells 
and sorcery, but of experience, thought, 
and a long life of practicing what she 
believes and occasionally preaches. She 
is a good friend, a loyal wife, a truly fun 
person to be around, and a masterful 
straight shooter when the need arises. I 
wanted to find out what kind of life and 
experiences had led her to the peaceful 
and strong place where she now stands. 
So I waded into the blossoming bastion 
of conversation that is the garden at the 
Mecklenburg, armed with only my wits 
and a bloody mary, to face Joyce and her 
coven of confidantes.

Born Joyce E. White, her story starts 
a bit further up the hill than some. Her 
great-great-grandparents were orchardists 
in Jones Spring, a small town in Back 
Creek Valley, near Hedgesville. At that 
time there were few people in the entire 
Cumberland Valley who didn’t raise 
apples. Her family continued the tradi-
tion for several generations. Her father, 
Lee Siebert White, had other ideas. He 
left high school early to make money. 

Most of the apples in the area were sold 
to producers in the valley for a very small 
profit. Lee decided that there was more 
money to be had for his own family and 
other local growers if he trucked the 
fruit directly into Washington, D.C. The 
idea was not a bad one; he soon began to 
carry newspapers on his return trips and 
managed to make a decent living.

He married Joyce’s mother Beverly 
June Smith (one of the good ones), and 
they quickly produced a large family 
with five children named Debbie, Vicky, 
Sharon, Joyce, and Randy. However, 
Joyce’s mother died tragically when Joyce 
was still very young. Several of the chil-
dren were in school but Joyce and her 
younger brother Randy were watched by 
their father riding back and forth to D.C. 
in his big apple truck. A few years after 
the death of her mother, Joyce’s father 
also passed on.

Joyce’s aunt Sarah Bell took all of 
the children into her home and made sure 
Joyce got to school. In the family tradi-
tion, Joyce caught the horticultural bug. 
She did well in her classes and, with the 
popularity of trade and vocational train-
ing taking off in the 1970s, she went 
to James Rumsey Community College 
for several years to study biology. She 
met many good friends there and made 
a great contact, Jerry Marx. Soon she 
was working with the plants she loved 
at Jerry’s place, Jefferson Greenhouses 
in Middleway. She also did some work 
at Ginger’s Flower Shop and at Jones’s 
Nursery, owned by the father of her co-

worker and friend Pam Wagner.
Pam opened The Depot flower shop 

and Joyce worked with her, learning to 
love flowers and arrangements. For years 
Joyce worked at several florist shops and 
sold plants at the city markets for Jerry 
Marx with Pam, Georgia Cullum, and 
Cathy Whittier. At the time Joyce was liv-
ing in fabulous downtown Martinsburg. 
Back then the world was a bit simpler 
and you could call 
down and order 
drinks to go from the 
Peking Restaurant. 
Her circle of friends 
was known affection-
ately as the “Lounge 
Lizards of Bakerton 
Quarry.” Like all 
young folks working 
hard, they knew how 
to have a good time 

and raise more than plants.
Around 1976, Joyce got a small 

place of her own with a decent-sized yard 
and began growing flowers by herself. 
She kept working but became a major 
hobbyist, growing what would become 
her favorite flower, the dahlia. At this 
time she also met her husband, Steve 
Keyes, who was a merchant mariner. 
Steve helped her out with the gardens 
when he was home and later became 
instrumental in the logistics of her busi-
ness. In 1989 they bought a larger piece 
of property and Joyce began growing 
more and more flowers. She was deliv-
ering vanloads of flowers to the Depot 

and to Ginger’s. In need of a larger 
outlet for her flowers she started the 
Shepherdstown Farmers Market with Bill 
Grantham and Sandy D’Onofrio in 1991.

Joyce and Steve’s enterprise, the 
Green Thumb Flower Farm, moved onto 
Steve’s family land. Being an electrician 
and engineer, Steve designed and built 
bucket racks, coolers, and other innova-
tions that allowed Joyce to run her flower 

business easily while he traveled, 
and she helped her friends with 
their businesses. She was doing 
well, but the world intervened, as 
it usually does. For 25 years, Steve 
had traveled the world on great 
ships while Joyce held down the 
fort and played in her fields of 
flowers, but the merchant marine 
business started to suffer from 
automation and outsourcing to for-
eign sailors and shipping compa-
nies, and piracy. Steve was getting 
fewer and fewer assignments in 
more and more dangerous places. 
So the tables turned. Joyce got a 

“real” job at Kraft Foods, and Steve got 
to stretch his green thumbs in the family 
soil.

Steve was an avid grower but 
switched the focus of the farm from flow-
ers to the native trees and plants he was 
more comfortable with. This caused a bit 
of consternation to her more floral female 
friends, but when asked, Joyce smiles 
sweetly and says she loves the shrubs, as 
always, standing by her man. She works 
full time at her job but she spends as 
much time as she can in her garden and 
her greenhouse. She helps out Jimmy 
Foltz on a regular basis and never misses 
out on the hectic holidays in Pam’s flower 
shop. She also threw out the possibil-
ity that she just might raise one special 
dahlia of her own design in the future. 
After all, she has to keep those thumbs 
green.

From a crazy childhood she has risen 
steadily, growing straight and true. Her 
feet grounded in the good earth of hard 
work, loyalty, and friendship, she shines 
out simply and never stops beaming. A 
student and teacher of the kind of com-
mon sense and seemingly magical practi-
cal truths that have consternated lawyers 
and theologians for centuries, Joyce is 
truly a white witch to be reckoned with, 
The Queen of the Silver Dahlia.

Local Color
Joyce Keyes “The Dahlia Queen”

Christopher Robinson
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The following is adapted from a homily presented at 
the memorial service for Harriet Arthur on Saturday, 
August 9, 2009. Harriet was known by many in our 
community and by thousands of tourists to our region. 
For 15 years she played the role of Barbara Fritchie at 
the Fritchie House and Museum in Frederick, Md.

For the past several years following memorial 
services, Harriet would poke me in the chest 
and say: So what are you going to say at my 

service? And I would always answer: I don’t know. 
You’ll have to wait and see.

I can say this about Harriet: she sure could tell a 
good story. Most of them were true. All of them came 
with a lesson.

Harriet was a weaver of tales, a teacher of wis-
dom. She could take sundry and bedraggled threads 
and weave something beautiful. She could take a sad 
song and make it better.

Harriet had a tough life, as she often told us. But, 
she would hasten to add, it was a good life—punctu-
ated by picnics in Eden, a phrase and an image she 
treasured to the very end.

Harriet knew that life was hard, sometimes very, 
very hard. But she knew something else: she knew 
that grace abounds, which is to say, out of the blue we 
catch a break time and time again.

Harriet could sure tell a good story. And she 
didn’t mind telling us that her first big story was a 
big lie. She pretended to be sick in order to stay home 
from school—she, who would grow up to be a gifted 
teacher, disliked school from the beginning. She con-
trived to miss it as often as she could.

Her first lie worked so well she used it again and 
again until her mother got worried and took her to the 
hospital. Harriet was thrilled—until the tests came 
back. To her and her mother’s shock and dismay, she 
had tuberculosis. Harriet was confined to bed for a 
year. She asked her grandmother what TB was and her 
grandmother said, “It’s like a real bad cold and then 
you die.”

Harriet was terrified and took her “death sen-
tence” to be a punishment from God for lying. That 
was her notion of God at the time. It concentrated her 
mind.

So at age 10, with nothing much else to do, young 
Harriet applied her mind to probing the meaning of 
death and God. Death, she would conclude, was sim-
ply “an incomprehensible mystery.” So she’d later say 
things like: Don’t bother fretting about death. Get on 
with living. You only live once. Make sure it’s enough.

One of her favorite aphorisms was from Ralph 
Waldo Emerson. One of the illusions of life is that the 
present hour is not the critical, decisive hour. Write 
it on your heart that every day is the best day in the 
year. 

The present hour is the decisive hour.

At age 10, on what felt like her deathbed, Harriet 
became a philosopher. She would journey through 
many churches testing various views of God and suf-
fering until she found peace in a particular Christian 
tradition that puts God’s grace above everything. Life, 
she would learn, is a sheer gift, a gift to be received 
with gratitude even if at times we have to grit our 
teeth.

Harriet’s firstborn came into this world severely 
damaged. At age two, Elizabeth had to be institution-
alized. She died at age 18 after a miserable and mar-
ginal life.

Harriet never stopped asking WHY? WHY? 
WHY? until, as she put it, an answer of sorts came 
to her out of the blue. Every life has meaning and 
purpose; some lives pose tough questions, others seek 
answers. That consoled her.

In early 1992 Harriet loaded her stroke-stricken 
husband into her car and drove to Hagerstown where 
she learned the grim results of a mammogram. On 
the way home her car overheated. She pulled to the 
side of the road. It was one of the darkest days of her 
life. Here I was, she said, with a broken-down car, a 
broken-down husband, and a broken-down me!

A stranger stopped and helped arrange for 
her car to be towed to Bill Trail’s service station in 
Shepherdstown. A few days later a neighbor took her 
to claim the car. How much? she asked Mr. Trail. Five 
hundred dollars, he said. Well, for someone trying to 
stretch dollars in those tough times, that was a large 
sum. Nevertheless, she began writing a check. Don’t 
do that, said Bill. You don’t have to pay. It’s already 
been paid.

Harriet was stunned. Really?! By whom?
Let’s just say, said Bill, that you have many 

friends in this town.
When Harriet told that story, she’d say: That was 

the good news. My debt had been paid. The bad news, 
she’d say, was that from then on I had to be nice to 
everybody in Shepherdstown!

Well, if I’m not mistaken, that’s pretty much the 
entire Christian gospel in a nutshell: Your debt’s been 
paid. Get over it. Be kind to everybody!

Many heard Harriet tell those three stories at one 
time or another. But not many heard one other story 
she especially liked. There wasn’t much to it as far as 
stories go—just one sentence—but she mentioned it 
to me at least twice. It goes like this: On the way out 
of a certain church one woman remarked to another 
woman: But she took communion anyway.

Harriet was intrigued by that pointed remark—she 
took communion anyway—intrigued by it, in part, 
because she didn’t know what preceded it. Why was it 
remarkable for that particular woman to take commu-
nion on that particular Sunday? Apparently, against 
conventional standards of piety that woman had 
claimed the grace offered through Christ in  

broken bread and crushed grape. I don’t know why 
that remark made a lasting impression on Harriet, but 
I’m guessing it’s because that particular woman repre-
sented both a bodacious defiance and a tender humil-
ity before the Holy.

Over many, many years, Sunday after Sunday 
after Sunday, Harriet sat there on the second pew, 
musing on the gospel story, that story of amazing 
grace that transforms hateful sinners into loving sin-
ners, greedy sinners into generous sinners, and embit-
tered sinners into glad and joyful sinners. Time and 
time again she brought her broken body and soul to 
the community Table to partake of the mysterious 
presence of Christ, which is to say, the mysterious 
presence of Love. And time after time I could almost 
hear her whispering: But she took communion anyway.

Now and then a woman like Harriet walks into 
our lives and we see what grace and graciousness can 
do. Yes, life is hard, sometimes very, very hard. But 
grace abounds time and time again. 
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Donors

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.

Reflections on a Life
Harriet Johnston Arthur: Weaver of Tales

Randall Tremba

Byliners
John Allen Jr.
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nan Doss
Jean Neely
Brian Palank DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
Dr. Billy & Cynthia Dunn
Erdem Ergin
Patricia Hunt
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Stanley & Judith Jones
William & Elizabeth Jones
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
George & Patricia McKee
Philip Salladay
Peter & Victoria Smith
Lois Spreen
Unity of Shepherdstown
Henry Willard II
Johnna Armstrong & Paul Woods

Partners
Kay Akers
Marianne Alexander
Elizabeth Allen
Michael & Bonnie Austin
Martin & Elise Baach
Barbara & George Baker
Bank of Charles Town
Thomas & Rae Banks
Mary Bell
Edwinna Bernat

Frank & Dodi Bradley
Marian Buckner
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon & James Byron
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Ann & Michael Cross
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Joyce Devine
Lyndall Dickinson
R. Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Marjorie Dower
Betty Egan
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Conrad Hammann
Jim & Ada Hatchett
Barbara Heinz
James & Norleen Hoadley
Elaine Hurd
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Nan Johnson
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
John & Barbara King
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Rev. Jim & Nancy Macdonell
Chris & Jerry Mark
George & Dorothy Marshall
Floyd & Mildred Miller

Charles Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Arthur & Rebecca Prather
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Capt. Bernard & Grace Rhatigan
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Carole & Dave Scott
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Renny & Grant Smith
Harold & Betty Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
T. M. & Julia Stokes
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Jeannette & Daniel Van Belleghem
Frank & Annette Van Hilst
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Stephen Williams
Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott

Friends
Meda Badeaux
Sylvia Boyer
Henry & Elizabeth Bufithis
Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Richard Conard
James Davis
Steve & Nancy Dickey
Bernice Dove
Robert & Antoinette Edsall
Lola Hamm
Eleanor Jamison
E. F. McGowen
Frank & Althea Miller
Shirley Myers
Burt & Cari Simon
Sara Smith
Dr. Frank & Betty Snyder
Mary Franklin VanMeter
Judy Weese

SottoVocePoetryFestival
Announc ing

See the Schedule and Register for Workshops at
www.somondocopress.com/sottovoce

I N  S H E P H E R D S T O W N  W V
October 16, 17 & 18, 2009

The Shepherdstown Radio Company Presents

Rumsey  
Radio Hour

The

Reynolds Hall
Shepherdstown, WV

Saturday, September 19th
2:00 p.m. and 8:00 p.m.

Sunday, September 20th
6:00 p.m.

Live on 
Stage at
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Counseling & Depth 
Psychotherapy

Individuals    Couples    Adults    Children

Blue Ridge
Community & 

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

DaviD a. Camilletti
ATTORNEY AT LAW

Campbell u Miller u Zimmerman, P.C.
201 North George Street, Suite 202

Charles Town, WV 25414

DCamilletti@cmzlaw.com
(304) 725-5325

Fax: (304) 724-8009
LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street

ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

Benjamin Moore • J. Norton Finishes
Carpet • Ceramic • Vinyl • Laminate • Hardwood

www.CTWallsandFloors.com

(304) 725-1461 86 Somerset Blvd.
 Charles Town, WV 25414

K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

Direct 304/876-9025
Cell 304/876-9807
Fax 304/876-0671

smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
                                             P.O. Box 35

Shepherdstown, WV 25443

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Schmitt Construction Company

James A. Schmitt P.O. Box 428
(304) 876-2462 Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE            Various size units available from
       5’ x 5’  to  10’ x 25’

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

   Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

Old Town Center P.O. Box 209
Suite 9 Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 (304) 876-6729

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

W.H. KNODE’S SONS
Fa r m  &  H o m e  S u p p l i e S

P.O. Box 10 Phone 304.876.6900

Shepherdstown, W.Va. 25443 Fax 304.876.2600

“Six Generations of Community Service”

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

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

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV 304-876-3022

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

“We can fix anything but a broken heart!”
527 N. Mildred Street, Ste 1 304-725-2656
Ranson, WV 25438 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

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

There is something selfish in all of us particularly when we see or perceive something unusual, especially interesting from 
our perspective, or just simply beautiful. I find myself wanting to capture it, to somehow posses it and keep it—like a little 
boy chasing butterflies. That is why drawing and painting is such an important part of my life.                     —Mike Austin

DIANE BOWARD

garden design

organic and conservation gardening

304.283.7373

harvester50@yahoo.com

Essays, Art & Poetry

 3 Reflections on a Life. By Randall Tremba

 12–13 ARTWORKS Pam and Ren Parziale. By Nan Broadhurst

 14 POETRY Justin Duewel-Zahniser. Selected by Ed Zahniser

 15 The Best Memory. By Marjorie Dower

 16 Time in a Bulb. By Monica Grabowska

  17 ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL Spencer Fullerton Baird. By Mark Madison

 20 Healing the Unforgiven. By T. Mathew Rowgh 

People, Places & Things

 4 LOCAL COLOR Joyce Keyes. By Christopher Robinson

 5 Mellow Moods. By Sue Kennedy

 6–7 Off the Tourist Path in Peru. By Stephen Willingham

 8 One Book. By Wendy Mopsik

 9 Here’s Hope for the Future. By Ethan Fischer

 10–11 KIDS PAGE Creative Chaos for the Common Good. By Christopher Robinson

 18 Freedom’s Run. By Robby Glenn

 19 They Did It! By Betty Lou Bryant

  
Faith, Hope & Charity 

 21 Religious Communities

 22 Donors

 23 Business & Service Directory
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“Ruins of a Belgian Abbey” by Mike Austin
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