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CORRECTION
In the article “Service Comes From the 
Heart” on page 5 in our Summer issue, 
we misnamed the free clinic where 
Dr. Sharon Mailey volunteers. It is the 
Eastern Panhandle Free Clinic (EPFC) 
not the Jefferson County Free Clinic. 
EPFC serves patients in Jefferson and 
Berkeley counties. For more information, 
call (304) 724-6091. 
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A week or so ago I had my eyes fixed on 
a gospel story about Jesus healing a  
crippled woman on the Sabbath but my 

concentration was continually interrupted by 
shrill voices protesting the building of a mosque 
near Ground Zero, ground which many people 
consider sacred the way the ruler of the syna-
gogue in the gospel story considered the Sabbath 
to be sacred time.

The guardians of the Sabbath wanted to  
protect sacred time from inappropriate infringe-
ment. And to me that sounded a bit like the 
squabble around the proposed Islamic community 
center in New York City

Look, the guardians of the Sabbath said to 
Jesus, we don’t mind if you heal this woman; 
just don’t do it on the Sabbath. You’re more than 
welcome to heal her, but do it on some other day, 
a couple blocks from today. After all, we have 
very strong feelings about the Sabbath. It’s holy.

To all of which Jesus basically said, You’re 
right. The Sabbath is holy. What a great time to 
set a woman free from her crippling bondage.

And the Sabbath was the perfect day to set 
a body free from bondage unless you’d forgotten 
what made the Sabbath holy in the first place. 
And, as it turns out, Ground Zero is the perfect 
spot for building a mosque unless we’ve forgotten 
what makes America holy ground in the first 
place. There’s a lot more to the holiness of 
American soil than Ground Zero.

Anyway, here’s the gospel story I had my 
eyes on:

On a Sabbath Jesus was teaching in one of 
the synagogues. A woman was there who had 
been crippled by a spirit for 18 years. She was 
bent over and could not straighten up at all. 
When Jesus saw her, he called her forward. 
“Woman, you are set free from your infirmity.” 
Then he put his hands on her, and immediately 
she straightened up and praised God.

Indignant—because Jesus had healed on the 
Sabbath—the synagogue ruler said to the people, 
“There are six days for work. Come and be 
healed on those days, not on the Sabbath.”

Jesus answered, “You hypocrites! Doesn’t 
each of you on the Sabbath untie his ox or  
donkey from the stall and lead it out to give it 
water? So, then, should not this woman, a daugh-
ter of Abraham, whom Satan has kept bound for 
18 long years, be set free on the Sabbath day 
from what bound her?”

When he said this, all his opponents  
were humiliated, but the people were delighted. 
(Luke 13:10–17)

Leaders in both political parties oppose  
the “mosque” and leaders in both parties support 
it. Some Muslims are for it; some against it. The 
families of the 9/11 victims are divided. Some 
for; some against.

In one sense it’s none of our business. It’s for 
New Yorkers to decide. But in another sense it 
is our business because it raises the question of 
what is truly holy about America.

First a few facts. The so-called Ground Zero 
mosque is actually two blocks from Ground Zero 
but close enough in the minds of many to  
contaminate the holiness of the site. It’s actually  
a community center not a mosque per se. It 
will have a swimming pool, basketball court, 
and museum honoring victims of 9/11, some of 
whom, in case you hadn’t heard, were American 
Muslims. But the proposed building is not just 
any center. It is an Islamic community center and 
for many: “Say no more.”

The center’s imam, Mr. Abdul Rauf, is of 
the Sufi branch of Islam, a form of Islam that is 
open, tolerant, peaceful, and pluralistic. Osama 
bin Laden and al-Qaida hate Rauf-type Muslims, 
which should make us glad to call him our ally. 
You’d think so. But feelings often undermine 
thinking, which, by the way, is why we are gov-
erned by a constitution and not the whims and 
tantrums of a monarch or the whims and tan-
trums of popular opinion. We can and should be 
so very grateful for the Constitution, which keeps 
our temperamental feelings in check.

And finally from the list of facts: The attacks 
on the Twin Towers and the Pentagon were exe-
cuted by 19 criminals—please, don’t honor them 
as warriors!—blinded by an extremely perverted 
form of Islam not unlike others who have slaugh-
tered thousands in the name of Christ and under 
the sign of the cross. Please, Christians say, don’t 
paint all Christians with that brush.

Apparently many Americans aren’t willing to 
see differences within Islam, a historic religious 
tradition as diverse as Christianity. Do we con-
sider all born again Christians “abortion doctor 
murderers” because one was? Do we consider all 
Orthodox Christians “mass murderers” because 
the Serbian warlord Milosevic and his henchmen 
were? Do we consider all Catholics “terrorists” 
because, well, don’t you know about those bomb-
ings in Northern Ireland?

Actually, Catholics were suspect in this  
country from the beginning. Their loyalty to 
America was questioned during the French and 
American War. In fact, if it hadn’t been for a few 
outspoken Quakers, Catholics would not have 
been permitted to build a church in Philadelphia, 
the “City of Brotherly Love.” Catholics were 
considered alien, unclean, dangerous, “other” 
as were Jews and Mormons in other times and 
places—as are Muslims now.

You are unfit, say some Americans. You are 
unfit and unworthy to stand or kneel near our 
holy ground.

And thus we shackle the souls of American 
Muslims with indignities as surely as “Satan” 

bound the woman in the gospel story. Don’t you 
dare stand up and look us in the eye as equals.

Any day but the Sabbath, screeched the 
guardians of the Sabbath. The Sabbath is holy.

To which Jesus said: What better day? For 
Jesus, you see, remembered the origins and spirit 
of the Sabbath. Do you?

More than a thousand years before Jesus, 
his people had been slaves in Egypt. They were 
worked like mules. Day after day after day, one 
day just like the next, working like mules for 
hundreds of years. 

But once Moses led them out of bondage he 
quickly instituted the Sabbath Day. One day in 
seven would be free of toil. It was a time to  
remember what it meant to be “human.” It was a 
time to be fully human, alive, joyful, and free of 
burdens. Moses—the Great Liberator in more ways 
than one—was determined to protect that day as 
holy lest his people turn themselves back into slaves 
of work. One day in seven to unplug, breathe, jump 
for joy. The Sabbath. Liberation and rest.

Guess what happened to that good idea?  
The spirit of the day was corrupted and crushed 
by rules and regulations. The one day devoted to 
release from bondage became itself an onerous 
burden. It was still called “holy” but it wasn’t.

Yes, Jesus could have waited until Monday  
or Tuesday. But he was looking for more than just 
one healing. He was looking to heal his people by 
calling them back to the Sabbath’s true holiness.

Have Americans forgotten what makes this 
land truly holy? It’s not the innocence or purity  
of its people. It’s not the blood that has been 
shed at Antietam or Ground Zero. What makes 
America holy is a radical idea, a conviction 
inscribed in our Declaration of Independence:  
All people are created equal and endowed by 
their Creator with certain inalienable rights.

And that’s not all. There’s also this revo-
lutionary conviction in the First Amendment: 
Congress shall make no law respecting an estab-
lishment of religion, or prohibiting the free  
exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom  
of speech.

So, yes, of course, a mosque should be built 
right at Ground Zero in order to show the world 
what is truly holy about America. That site may 
be hallowed. But there’s something even more 
hallowed about America. It’s the dream that  
proclaims all people equal and with the inalien-
able right to worship freely and in safety.

In case you’ve forgotten: We were all  
outsiders at one time. We are all lucky to  
have been accepted into this beautiful country. 
Protestants came to this country in the first place 
because they were unwelcome in their homelands.  
And should we not be the first to welcome 
Muslims who are not only children of Abraham 
like us but also children of God?
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Donors
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 * Byliners ($150–$300 gifts)

 * Patrons ($100–$125 gifts)

 * Partners ($25–$75 gifts)

 * Friends ($5-–$20 gifts)

Let us know if your donation  
has not been acknowledged: 
(304) 876-6466.
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Recently I took a seat at the local 
bakery in Shepherdstown to meet 
and interview Jeff Hutman, an 

entrepreneur from Sharpsburg, Maryland, 
with not just one, but three jobs. For 
over 20 years, Hutman has worked as an 
art director, graphic designer, and art-
ist for Ranger Rick magazine. He also 
does design work for the larger National 
Wildlife Federation. During that time, 
he has also owned and operated his own 
graphic design business, ARTifacts, 
which provides graphic design and art for 
print, Web, signage, and multimedia. You 
may have seen some of Hutman’s work if 
you recognize the “Pedal & Paddle” sign 
logo in Shepherdstown or the “Captain 
Bender’s Tavern” sign in Sharpsburg.

He has held his third job since 2006 
as the owner and operator of TourGlides, 
a Segway guided service, which primarily 
operates in Antietam National Battlefield. 
To say that Hutman has energy and ambi-
tion is an understatement.

I had just one hour before the  
bakery closed to glean information about 
Hutman’s life and learn how he came 
to found, own, and operate TourGlides. 
While I found his whole career history 
interesting, particularly the time spent 
with the National Wildlife Federation,  
he was keen on telling me about the 
operation of TourGlides. I have operated 
a Segway before and I had been an inter-
pretive park ranger in the past, leading 
guided walks for National Park Service 
visitors. But I had no notion of using 
Segways as part of interpretive programs! 
I was about to learn how Hutman has 
created the first opportunity for national 
park visitors to experience a park through 
the gliding motion of a Segway.

But first, as I ate a snack at the  
bakery on a hot summer afternoon, I 
asked Hutman to tell me how he came 
up with the idea for this venture. He 
described a winter day in 2005. As an 
avid outdoor enthusiast, he was trying out 
new snowboarding equipment on a slope 
at Blue Knob Ski Resort when he fell and 

severely damaged his right shoulder.  
He underwent major reconstruction  
surgery and endured eight months of 
recovery and rehab. Having been an 
active participant in climbing, paddling, 
cycling, running, hiking, skiing, and 
horseback riding for his whole life, this 
was his first time being sedentary.

He eventually returned to work, 
attempting to use his left hand, rather 
than his right, for graphic design work 
with the National Wildlife Federation. 
Sleep-deprived because of the pain  
associated with his injury, Hutman began 
to think of ways to literally “redraw” his 
job. It was during this time of languish 
and sadness that he realized, “While 
I will eventually be whole and healed 
again, there are many who are facing 
‘quality-of-life-changing’ mobility issues 
who won’t. Those same active people  
are the ones that support our parks and 
outdoor/historic venues, like Antietam.”

The time spent laid up from his 
injury gave him time to think, and 
from this time was born the concept 
of TourGlides. His thoughts turned to 
Segways, or personal transporters, as  
a way to get people outdoors while 
having fun. For instance, families with 
teenagers might be drawn to it as a novel 
method to experience the outdoors. Those 
with mobility difficulties could use the 
Segway through necessity. Others could 
simply enjoy the Segway as another 
means of receiving guided interpretation 
within the battle-
field. Being a 
graphic designer, 
Hutman created 
a name and, of 
course, a logo 
for his business 
idea: TourGlides, 
named for the 
way the Segway 
moves.

When the 
bakery closed, 
our interview 
was over and we 

stepped outside. Hutman 
invited me to join the tour  
on the following Saturday 
afternoon so I could experi-
ence firsthand the sensation  
of operating a Segway.

I returned home with my 
hands full of literature and 
began reading more about 
TourGlides. TourGlides is 
the first and only Segway 
tour company operating in 
partnership with the National 

Park Service and the Leave No Trace 
organization. Hutman also offers tours of 
vineyards, trails, and other historical and 
natural places.

Within a few days of interviewing 
Hutman, I participated in a weekend 
event with TourGlides. As I left my 
car behind and literally glided around 
Antietam National Battlefield with 
Hutman and two other visitors, I began 
to gain confidence in operation of the 
Segway. Soon I found how nice it was not 
to be getting in and out of my car each 
time I wanted to enjoy the views or read 
a plaque. We simply stopped our Segways 
and looked around, took photographs, 
and learned about the Civil War history 
of Antietam.

Riding on the hills exhilarated me. 
We stopped to eat freshly 
picked peaches along one 
of the lanes. At sunset 
we returned, dismounted 
from our Segways, and 
thanked Hutman for one 
incredible time.

Only electric energy 
powered our trip, by 
way of the rechargeable 
battery in each Segway, 
making this an environ-
mentally friendly form of 
transportation. A single 
charge allows the Segway 
to operate for approxi-
mately 24 miles. Far from 

hindering our experience, the Segway 
allowed us to escape from our cars,  
feel the breeze, experience the silence 
of gliding through the countryside, and 
learn about American history.

The quite operation of the Segway  
is especially appropriate to the battlefield 
experience. Antietam National Battlefield 
is sacred ground. Here we come to 
remember the 23,000 people who died 
or were wounded or missing after one 
single day of combat on September 17, 
1862, during the Civil War. Words fall 
short of explaining what happened in this 
place. Silence floats on the breeze, the 
eyes roam the hills, looking for meaning. 
Only our voices created a stir, and even 
that, just for a short while. Then they too 
disappeared as we glided away.

Gliding Through History
Sheri Fedorchak

If you plan to go:
•	 Visit www.tourglides.com or  

call (301) 432-0300 to make 
a reservation for Antietam 
National Battlefield

•	 Helmets are required
•	 Tours last two to three hours
•	 Bring water, sunscreen, and 

other weather-appropriate gear

Visitors on TourGlide Segways at the lookout tower at Antietam 
Battlefield

The author, Sheri Fedorchak, right, and fellow Segway 
enthusiasts

Jeff Hutman, left, explaining the Segway  
to interested visitors

Antietam Battlefield is a beautiful place to tour by Segway.

A group of visitors head out on their Segway tour of 
Antietam Battlefield.

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY SHERI FEDORCHAK

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-3122
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

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

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

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

Testimony meetings at 3 p.m. 1st & 3rd
Wednesdays in the Reading Room at

203 S. Princess Street; 
open  Sat.,10 a.m. to 1 p.m.,

Wed., noon to 3 p.m.
All welcome; phone: (304) 876-1332

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

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

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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From the Archives, Fall 1995 Here Comes the Sun
and Her Name Is Terry Tucker

Wendy Mopsik

What better way to acquaint 
you with a Shepherdstown’s 
songwriter and musician 

than to be inspired by the sounds of 
her newest CD release. Terry Tucker 
has set to music eleven poems by 
two Civil War–era residents of the 
Shepherdstown region, Danske 
Dandridge and her cousin Daniel 
Bedinger Lucas. Lantern in a Poet’s 
Garden will be introduced at a CD 
release party on October 9, 2010, at the 
home of Cheryl Mansley, producer of 
Riverhouse Concerts.

The atmosphere of the poems 
and music that Tucker has so artfully 
written is at times deep and sad, while 
alternately playful and impetuous. 
Checking Tucker’s Web site www.
treehouseband.net will supply all the 
poetry so listeners may fully appreciate 
the interplay of content and melody. 
Dandridge, a noted poet, historian and 
nature lover, lived at Rose Brake in the 
heart of Shepherdstown and is buried 
at Elmwood Cemetery. Her cousin 
Lucas lived at Rion Hall near Charles 
Town and was a lawyer and poet 
who fought in the Civil War. On the 
recording, Tucker’s piano and vocals 
are accompanied by singer Ardyth 
Gilbertson, cello and bass player Ralph 
Gordon, flutist Betty Jo Rockwell, 
French horn player Brian Ellsworth, 
trombonist Cam Millar, drummer Kelly 
Cornelius, guitarist Todd Coyle, and 
trumpet player Greg Small. The CD 
was recorded, mastered, and remixed 
locally.

Terry Tucker, a versatile music-
maker and songster, exudes warmth, 
humor, and an abiding love of her 
craft. It runs in her veins and has sus-
tained her from the early years grow-
ing up in Webster Springs, W.Va. Her 
parents crooned in the car when they 
took trips; young Tucker stood on her 
dad’s feet while they danced together 
in the house; the family sang hymns 
in church; and she made her own 
entertainment by making up and sing-
ing songs. Tucker began piano lessons 
at age seven and even before, would 
pretend the windowsill was a piano as 
she fingered Hayden’s Toy Symphony. 
She fondly remembers the LPs she 
heard while growing up but also lis-
tened to rhythm and blues and pop on 
the radio. She, of course, played in the 
high school band. When it came time 
to go to college, Tucker chose classical 

music as her major at West Virginia 
Wesleyan College in Buckhannon. The 
first LP she purchased for herself was 
Respighi’s Ancient Dances and Airs 
for Lute and she credits her continu-
ing love of Renaissance music to that 
period of her life.

Tucker also loved writing music 
and, prior to any formal training, 
she wrote songs for children as well 
as traditional adult pieces. But after 
graduation from college, Tucker’s song-
writing career began in earnest. She 
has always used staff paper to record 
notes by hand as they are conceived.

“I just let them come—when or 
why I don’t know,” she explained. 
Computer software for composing is 
a very new convenience that has only 
recently crept into her life.

Years ago, the West Virginia 
native had a friend in D.C. who 
wanted to travel to England, and sud-
denly, the singer/songwriter was on 
her way across the ocean. Tucker and 
two friends, Erika Eigen and Freya 
Hogue, ultimately formed a trio called 
Sunforest. They were discovered 
and were soon recording with Decca 
Records. Sunforest made an album, 
performed in London and Turin, Italy, 
and were one of the first “girl groups” 
who arranged their own work and 
played their own instruments. They 
were regulars at The Marquee, a club 
on Oxford Street in London.

The impoverished artist days 
ended when Stanley Kubrick, director 
of the 1971 film, A Clockwork Orange, 
heard songs from their album The 
Sounds of Sunforest. He asked Tucker’s 
manager for permission to use her 
Renaissance composition, “Overture to 
the Sun,” in his movie soundtrack. In 
addition, he selected “I Want to Marry 
a Lighthouse Keeper,” a ragtime piece 
by friend and fellow bandmate Eigen. 
The Sunforest album is now a collec-
tor’s item in England and a CD version, 
along with the Warner Brothers’ movie 
CD soundtrack, remains available 
online and in music stores. The adven-
ture in England was to last for 15 years 
and is a time that Tucker describes 
as critically forming her both profes-
sionally and personally. She delights 
in going back to visit British friends 
whenever possible.

But the community of friends, 
and the extreme generosity of one 
particular patron of the arts, finally 

gave way to homesickness for fam-
ily and Appalachian music. Although 
she played Carter family songs on 
the autoharp to remind her of home, 
Tucker decided to return to the United 
States and to Shepherdstown where 
her mother had relocated when she 
was in college. Life in the small town 
reminded her of how much she had 
missed “loud Americans who think 
nothing of yelling up and down the 
street to neighbors in greeting or voic-
ing a question.” With the exception of 
a five-year stretch in Seattle check-
ing out the music scene, Tucker has 
remained very much a local girl. Her 
brother Tom hosts a radio talk show 
on Martinsburg’s WRNR and her “one 
and only,” Bernard DeMartini, is an 
accountant at Shepherd University.

Being part of the community 
is essential to Terry Tucker. She is 
a member of the Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church where she sings 
with the Psalm Singers and enjoyed 
the accompaniment of Barbara King, 
long-time church organist who passed 
away in February 2010. Tucker’s recent 
classical piece called “Gratias, Amen: 
Overture to a Kindred Spirit” for choir, 
brass, piano, and organ was written 
and performed in King’s memory. 
There will be a CD of the memorial 
performance that will include spo-
ken tributes to the late pianist and 
organist. Tucker is also a member of 
Shepherdstown’s Hicks with Sticks 
Border Morris, a dance team that was 
formed in April 1998. This summer she 
is teaching music through an Arts and 
Huminities Alliance grant to children 
at Shepherdstown Elementary School’s 
Rise and Shine program and at Ranson 
Elementary School’s Energy Express.

Her band, Treehouse, was formed 
in 2001 when leader Tucker on key-
board and co-ounder Ardyth Gilbertson 
on percussion joined with Butch 
Sanders on conga drums. They have 
since added Matt Robinson on guitar 
and John Quintanilla on bass. All band 
members sing while Tucker is the pri-
mary songwriter. Their signature sound 
is Latino and Indie rock. Treehouse 
has played at the Shepherdstown Street 
Fest, West Virginia Wine and Art 
Festival, Country Roads Folk Festival, 
Mountain Stage New Song Festival, 
Peace in the Valley Gathering, and 
at several local venues including the 
Opera House, Riverhouse Concert 

Series, Blue Moon, and Mecklenburg 
Inn. Their CD Treehouse, as well as 
Terry Tucker’s Comin’ Home and 
Ancient Ayres and Carols for Christmas 
by Gilbertson and Tucker, can be found 
on their Web site www.treehouseband.
net and on www.cdbaby.com. 

A fitting way to end this story is 
to share a bit of Terry Tucker’s phi-
losophy by which she lives daily. From 
the many plants, herbs, and vegetables 
growing on the back porch and garden 
beyond, to the rain barrel waiting to 
catch whatever available precipitation 
falls from the sky, she is in harmony 
with the world. “I believe that when 
we all practice respect for Mother 
Earth and all her life forms, we will 
have peace and prosperity the world 
over…and that includes leaving her as 
she is as much as possible,” reflects 
Tucker. Her list “Practical Ways to Live 
More Mindfully with Mother Earth” is 
offered lovingly on her Web site where 
she stresses simple, back-to-basics 
ideas for sensible living. So the next 
time you see her in town, at a concert 
or just dancing in the street, hum a 
little “Here Comes the Sun” from the 
Beatles’ collection. It is an apt serenade 
to this Shepherdstown treasure.

Wendy Mopsik, Shepherdstown resi-
dent and grandmother of nine, stayed 
cool and mostly calm this summer by 
listening to local musicians, doing 
yoga, and practicing mindfulness.

Songwriter Terry Tucker displays her 
collector’s-item album that helped to 
launch a long musical career.

PHOTO BY WENDY MOPSIK
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Aqueduct to Georgetown, Md., which was 
42.1 miles. We had to be at Georgetown by 
3 p.m. to ride the bus back to Boonsboro, 
so we rode a little faster than usual. Our 
lunch break was at Great Falls Tavern. 
After lunch we viewed the Falls from the 
overlook and took some pictures. This is a 
beautiful spot. The trees hang over the canal 
and are reflected in the water. Arriving in 
Georgetown, covered in mud, we bussed 
back to San Mar and were greeted by cheer-
ing residents of San Mar Children’s Home 
thanking us for our efforts.

Biking the C&O Canal in order to sup-
port San Mar Children’s Home was a wonder-
ful experience. I encourage anyone who is 
interested in biking the canal to do it this way. 
I may ride again next year, and I think you 
should do it too. To find out how you can sup-
port San Mar Children’s Home or for more 
information on this bike trip, please go to 
www.tgbt.org.

Jessie Schmitt is a member of the 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church youth 
group. She is a freshman at Jefferson High 
School. Even after 190 miles, she continues 
to enjoy time on her bike.

My parents introduced me to the 
C&O Towpath when I was still 
small enough to sit in a baby seat 

strapped to the back of my dad’s bike. When 
I was old enough to ride a bike on my own, 
I would accompany my dad on rides, my 
small wheels racing around to keep pace 
with his. To my young mind, the path had 
no end. From Shepherdstown I could take 
that mystic tunnel of trees in either direction 
for an eternity. (There were times along The 
Great Bicycle Tour when I would have eas-
ily believed that once more.) Eventually, I 
realized that the mile markers had to reach 
0 at some point, so the path had an end in 
at least one direction. Moreover, if someone 
had bothered to mark the path at all, it prob-
ably had an end in the other direction too. 
Admittedly, I felt some disappointment at 
this realization, but I was also excited by 
the idea that I could one day ride the entire 
C&O. Although my dad and I occasion-
ally discussed the idea, we never made any 
definite plans to do it. When I heard that the 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church youth 
group (SPCers) would be riding the whole 
thing over the summer, it was an opportunity 
I couldn’t pass up.

With the generous donations of friends 
and family, I raised enough to participate in 
the ride. July snuck up swiftly. With a week 
and a half to go before the ride, I had very 
little practice. On Saturday, July 10, the 
SPCers departed from Shepherdstown and 
met the other riders at the San Mar Home. 
Rain drizzled lightly around us as we loaded 
the trucks and boarded the buses. I was 
excited but nervous. I wasn’t sure what to 
expect, but I was fairly certain that by the 
end of the day I would miss the soft com-
fort of the charter bus seat. I did my best to 
appreciate it.

When the buses arrived in Cumberland, 
the clouds parted. The rain had cooled down 
the temperature from the previous week, and 
it was quickly becoming a beautiful day for 

biking. We began along a short boardwalk 
that brought us to the top of the C&O canal. 
The first miles were crowded, but the traffic 
thinned out as the faster riders made their 
way to the front of the pack. Before long 
I got used to seeing bicyclists going in the 
same direction I was. I became careless and 
moved to the left side of the path, unaware 
of another bicycle heading straight for me. I 
collided with her head-on, and was thrown 
to the ground. I jumped back up, spewing 
apologies as fast as my shaken head could 
put the words in order. Luckily, we were 
both unharmed and with the help of a tool-
kit neither were our bikes. Embarrassment, 
however, throbbed within me and made me 
cautiously consider my every move for the 
rest of the trip.

As my nerves calmed after the accident, 
I began to notice the beauty around me. The 
surface of the canal was coated in vibrant 
green vegetation that camouflaged the 
turtles sitting on logs that protruded from 
deep in the water. We passed by a wall of 
rocky shelves covered in thousands of shale 
shards. I learned to focus on these things to 
keep my mind from the achiness in muscles. 
By the end of day one, most of my body was 
sore and my pride was in for a long recov-
ery. The next two days became easier as I 
fell into a rhythm. The other SPCers and I 
took lessons on drafting from veteran riders. 
I tried not to take too long at rest stops. The 
longer I spent off my bike, the harder it was 
to get it moving again. On the third night, 
we spent the night in a hotel. The mattress 
couldn’t have been more welcoming to my 

muscles, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that 
I was cheating.

On the last day, we passed through the 
Great Falls section of the trail. This was my 
absolute favorite part. The Great Falls are 
enormous. It was amazing to watch the river 
steadily pour through them, and the whole 
area sparkled. The cool clear water in the 
canal swept over sideways-growing plants on 
the bed. Overhead, great blue herons soared 
through the trees like glorious prehistoric 
beasts. As we closed in on Georgetown, I 
could start to hear cars whizzing along the 
highway. Before we reached the end of the 
C&O we exited and got onto a parallel path 
that circles D.C. The buses were waiting 
farther along that path. When I arrived there, 
I had ridden 184.5 miles, the full length of 
the C&O, but I wasn’t standing at the end 
of it. I was standing in the middle of a com-
pletely different trail. It wasn’t enough for 
me; I went looking for the end of the C&O. 
My search brought me up a flight of wooden 
stairs and right to it. I immediately recog-
nized its yellow-tan dirt. I started to follow 

it. I walked under a metal bridge spray-
painted “Gaithersburg Punk.” Down below 
on my left, I could see the buses waiting for 
me and the other TGBT (The Great Bicycle 
Tour) riders. Then, about a hundred yards 
down the path, it ended unceremoniously. 
Instead of dirt beneath my feet, I was walking 
on a sidewalk, covered in mud, still giving my 
friendly biker nods as I passed by people. I 
walked back to the bus wondering what I had 
expected to find. Whatever romantic ideas 
that had survived from my childhood were 
obviously disappointed by my discovery, but 
at least I knew. At least I had done the whole 
thing. Why should a less than ideal ending 
ruin the rest of what I had seen, what I had 
accomplished? And after all, those comfort-
able bus seats were calling to me.

Eric Smith is a member of the Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church youth group. He is 17 
years old and a senior at Jefferson High 
School. He plays tuba in the JHS Marching 
Band.

Our group at the  

Great Falls overlook
A popular spot 

after  

a long ride, Bill’s Place  

at Little Orleans
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Appalachia
Why We Care…Why We Ought To

Sarah Soltow

Rachael Meads wears several hats 
at Shepherd University. She is 
the director of student activities 

and leadership; she is the director of the 
Performing Arts Series; and she is the 
assistant director of the Student Center. 
There is also another cap, which carries 
a particularly large feather in it: Rachael 
Meads is the cofounder and director of 
the Appalachian Heritage Festival of 
Shepherd University, which celebrates its 
15th year this October.

The Appalachian Heritage Festival 
is a two-day event held annually on the 
first weekend of October. The event is 
a celebration of mountain culture where 
young artists carry on the traditional 
music of Appalachia. Respected master 
artists share the stage of the Frank Arts 
Center Theater and lead a variety of free 
workshops. Some workshops focus on 
music, dance, or storytelling while others 
may highlight issues like mountaintop 
removal. Over the years the festival has 
showcased some of the most outstanding 
traditional artists in the region includ-
ing National Heritage Award recipients 
Jean Ritchie, Dr. Ralph Stanley and the 
Virginia Boys, Walker Calhoun & the 
Raven Rock Dancers, and Hazel Dickens. 
This year’s festival is October 1–2, and 
the public is welcome and encouraged to 
attend the various events.

The inception of this long-running 
event at Shepherd came out of a part-
nership with Dr. Linda Tate with whom 
she team-taught an Appalachian culture 
course at Shepherd. Rachael was born 
and raised in Glenville (Gilmer County) 
W.Va., home of the West Virginia State 
Folk Festival—one of the oldest folk 
festivals in America. She has attended 
this festival since she was two years old 
and literally grew up sitting at the feet 
of phenomenal traditional Appalachian 
musicians and storytellers. Tate had 
Cherokee-Appalachian roots in Kentucky 
and had been drawn to the music and 
culture of Appalachia even while growing 
up in the Midwest.

Meads still teaches the Appalachian 
culture class annually in the spring semes-
ter. This class shares a goal with the 
Appalachian Heritage Festival: To value 
the people, community, heritage, and 
traditions of our region, and to change 
people’s perceptions of our region. Of the 
20 students who enroll in the class, usually 
two-thirds are West Virginians who took 
a standard West Virginia history class in 
middle school, but who came out of their 
public education very unaware of some 
major pieces of history and culture. These 

students learn about the Mine Wars, social 
justice and labor issues that have their 
beginnings in West Virginia history. They 
also study the tradition of community 
grassroots organizing, and, of course, the 
value of traditional Appalachian arts and 
music. After spending the semester explor-
ing fiction and nonfiction, poetry, music, 
environmental science, history, economics, 
and contemporary issues of Appalachia, 
the students embark on a four-day field 
trip to the Potomac Highlands of West 
Virginia. There, in rural Pocahontas 
County, they see the unbridled beauty of 
the state: Cranberry Glades, the Falls of 
Hills Creek, Cass Scenic Railway, and 
other sites that are removed from the 
destructive practices of industries that 
operate in other parts of West Virginia.

Through the years the Appalachian 
culture class has been strengthened 
by several other programs including 
the Appalachian Heritage Festival, the 
annual Appalachian Heritage Writer-
in-Residence program (directed by Dr. 
Sylvia Shurbutt), and, most recently, the 
development of a new Appalachian stud-
ies minor at Shepherd University.

Rachael Meads has a passion for 
Appalachian culture that is rooted in fam-
ily and place. Indeed, that seems to be the 
constant when talking, reading, and learn-
ing about Appalachia. Appalachia itself 
is a federal designation that covers seven 
states from New York to Mississippi, 
and West Virginia is the only state that is 
totally encompassed by the designation. 
In many ways, West Virginia can be seen 
as the heart of Appalachia. The people 
of the state share a history of pioneers 
seeking freedom and independence from 
the wealthier landed culture of the East. 
The resources of this area awed the first 
white explorers of the region. Hunting 
and trapping was followed by lumbering 
the region’s extensive hardwood forests. 
Mining and the coal industry became 
entrenched in the mid- to late-1800s. Each 
of these economic developments brought a 
fresh group of immigrants to the area that, 
within a few generations, became what is 
now the local indigenous population. To 
be rooted in Appalachia, and West Virginia 
in particular, is to be bound to this region 
through the blood, sweat, tears, and joys of 
history, family, and fortune.

The fortunes of the region have 
become so intertwined with the coal 
mining industry that it is difficult to see 
one without the other. “In theory, coal 
mining should be a boon for places like 
Madison (Boone County), W.Va. Buried 
underground, coal is worth nothing. 

Mining brings in jobs, creates infrastruc-
ture (roads, bridges, railroads), and pro-
vides spinoff benefits in everything from 
more jobs for maintenance workers to an 
increase in coffee sales at the local diner. 
In addition, coal companies pay a sever-
ance tax (in West Virginia, it’s currently 
5 percent) on every ton of coal they take 
out of the ground, which is a boost to 
the state’s revenues,” says Jeff Goodell 
in his book Big Coal. Unfortunately, 
the extraction industries used to access 
that coal have a serious downside: the 
affluence of the few at the expense of 
the many. The overall tendency is for a 
few people to obtain enormous wealth 
and to hold inordinate influence over the 
economics and politics of the region. 
Extraction industries also do not tradi-
tionally put a high value on education. 
As observed by Goodell, “the last thing 
any coal company wants is an educated, 
independent-minded worker.” So, while 
our Appalachian culture is inextricably 
entwined with family values and love of 
place, it is also burdened with negative 
images of poor, uneducated hillbillies and 
a chronic lack of self-esteem.

The poverty is real. McDowell 
County, W.Va., could be a poster child 
for Appalachia. It once boasted a popula-
tion of 250,000 in the coal boom days 
of the 1940s and early ’50s. Corporate 
executives traveled in and out to man-
age their holdings. The small town of 
Welch boasted three movie theatres, and 
was called “Little New York.” Today, the 
entire county holds approximately 25,000 
people, many of whom are older and live 
on disability or other subsidies. For high 
school students who make it to 9th grade, 
the graduation rate is approximately 50 
percent. The coal boom left its gray mark 
on McDowell communities of Keystone 
and Iager, Wilcoe and Coalwood (home 
of the Rocket Boys). Jenkinjones, once 

a busy center for the Pocahontas Fuel 
Company, is now the end of the road—
literally, the road stops where it drops 
off a hillside—and nature reclaims the 
shell of the company office and store. In 
recent years, McDowell County has seen 
hosts of work teams from many parts of 
the United States who come to this heart 
of Appalachia to assist the residents in 
various rebuilding tasks. For some, these 
mission trips are akin to traveling to a 
remote third-world area where poverty 
thrives and hope for a brighter future is  
in short supply.

When the mission trippers return 
to their comfortable homes in, say, the 
Eastern Panhandle of West Virginia, 
one can only hope that they bring some 
awareness of the issues with them, along 
with some level of commitment for 
change. The change I speak of is a better  
understanding of why and how we, as 
a nation, are so dependent upon coal 
as a cheap and easy energy source. The 
answers to this question are, of course, 
complex, and go far beyond the confines 
of this essay. Regardless, the first step in 
confronting most complex issues is usu-
ally finding a personal connection to that 
issue. Although we all have a connection 
through the cars we drive, the amount of 
square feet that we heat and cool, and the 
number of kilowatts on our electric bill 
(as opposed to the amount that we pay 
for those kilowatts), these connections 
have been too tenuous to alter the percep-
tions we carry about the complex energy 
issues that involve coal.

Let me suggest, therefore, a differ-
ent, more intimate, set of connections.

I am a native West Virginian. I grew 
up in the Eastern Panhandle and lived 
and worked in the interior of the state 
(Petersburg, Grant County) for 19  
years, before returning to this part of 
West Virginia. I feel qualified to speak to 

Jennifer Massey and Hannah Lloyd carrying water in Prenter 
Hollow, March 2009

Rachael Meads

PHOTO BY MIKE ZAGARELLA PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW

Turkey vultures waiting for  one of us to drop

Jessie Schmitt at Dam #5
We were kings and queens 

of the world! Sean Chapelle, 
Sarah Hammond, Eric  
Smith, Dave Smith, and  

Jessie Schmitt on top of  
the Paw Paw tunnel.

Biker tents at Little  Orleans campground

We had to share the path with 

two horses pulling a wagon.

Sean Chapelle at the Great  

Falls overlook
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We were looking for any excuse to hop off  
the bike seat. Here Nikolette Swisher,  
Melinda Schmitt, and Jessie Schmitt  

spend time gazing at a turtle.
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The Friday night before, it rained buckets. 
It hadn’t rained in weeks, so this was a 
welcome sight and sound, but it did pose 

some anxiety as I lay awake not able to sleep, 
anticipating the task before me. Since last October, 
we planned. Since April, we trained. I committed 
myself to raising money for the San Mar Children’s 
Home in Boonsboro, Md., by bicycling the entire 
length, 184.5 miles, of the Chesapeake and Ohio 
Canal (C&O Canal). The four days I spent glued 
to my bike seat were great ones. Not only was this 
a great workout, but also I participated in some-
thing significant for the community. From July 
10–13, more than 120 people from all walks of life 
biked the C&O Canal, including 15 people repre-
senting the Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church 
Youth Group. Known as The Greatest Bicycle 
Tour (TGBT) of the Historic C&O Canal, San Mar 
Children’s Home organizes this fund-raising event 
every summer, and they made the experience very 
enjoyable. As we rode for four days, our efforts 
were totally supported by the staff and residents 
of San Mar with encouraging words, rest stops 
approximately every 10 miles, transportation of our 
luggage and camping gear, and delicious meals.

San Mar Children’s Home provides many 
services to adolescent and pre-adolescent girls 
who have experienced the traumas of abuse and 
general family dysfunction. It is San Mar’s mission 
to enable these girls to understand and address the 
issues they are facing and move forward to become 
successful and productive members of society. The 
group home provides care for 20 girls.

Eventually I fell asleep, and on Saturday I 
woke up at 5 a.m. to my mother saying, “Wake 
up biker girl. Time to bike your butt off.” It was 
still raining as I drove with my mom to San Mar 
Children’s Home where a delicious breakfast 
awaited us. We were hoping that by the time we 
arrived in Cumberland, Md., the rain would have 
ended. After breakfast we loaded all our gear into 
hauling trucks, then boarded buses that took us 
to Cumberland. When we arrived at 10 a.m. our 
bikes were waiting for us. Off and biking, we were 
on the canal by 10:15 a.m. The day was beautiful 
with blue skies and white puffy clouds. The rain 
had ended but left us puddles and mud to navigate 
throughout the day.

We biked from Cumberland to Little Orleans 
(45.5 miles), which included the Paw Paw Tunnel. 
Before we went through the tunnel, we climbed the 
stone steps to the top of it and took many pictures. 
We then turned on our headlamps and flashlights 
and started our journey through the tunnel, which 
is 3,118 feet of cool darkness. Little Orleans camp-
ground was our destination the first night, and I 
arrived there at 3:30 p.m. To get to the campsite 
we left the canal and rode about a mile on the 
road, past Bill’s Place, a local eatery that should be 
famous for its decor. My mom arrived to the camp-
site at 4 and we set up our tent and ate dinner. The 
food was delicious. After dinner, we played some 
games with other kids on the ride and went to bed.

The second day, Sunday, rise and shine was at 
6 a.m., breakfast at 7, on our bikes by 8. The buzz 
at the breakfast table was that the mileage set for us 
this day was 58.9 miles. Wow! Could we do that? 

Yes we could, because 22 miles of this length was 
on the paved Western Maryland Rail Trail, which 
runs parallel to the C&O Canal. This was our sav-
ing grace in saving time. Plus, it gave me a smooth 
surface to practice riding with no hands. My mom 
couldn’t watch as I worked to master this skill, 
so she rode ahead of me. That day we rode from 
Little Orleans to McMahon’s Mill, which is 52.9 
miles. At the end of the 52.9 miles, we were given 
a choice. We could either ride in the San Mar van 
six miles off the canal to Yogi Bear campsite where 
we were to spend our second night, or we could 
ride our bikes and get the Extra Miler patch. If we 
rode our bikes we would have ridden 58.9 miles. 
I wanted that patch, so I rode the extra six miles. 
Yogi Bear campsite has a pool with two big tubular 
slides so, of course, after setting up camp, I headed 
to the pool. That was the first time I rode on a 
water slide, and it was very refreshing. That night 
at dinner we got our patches and I felt I had really 
accomplished something!

The third day, Monday, rise and shine was 
again at 6 a.m. with breakfast at 7. Since a few 
miles of the Canal were destroyed by Hurricane 
Agnes in 1972 and never restored, we started at Big 
Slackwater, mile 84.5, and ended that day at the 
Monocacy Aqueduct. We rode 43.1 miles, through 
the very familiar territory of Dam #4, Snyder’s 
Landing, Shepherdstown and Harpers Ferry. A 
delicious lunch was served to us in Brunswick 
by the Boonsboro Lions Club. The Monocacy 
Aqueduct, where the Monocacy River merges with 
the Potomac River, is a beautiful place to observe 
birdlife. We spotted several great blue heron at 
the confluence. Another fascinating site is the 
Dickerson Generating Station. It has an ominous 
presence growing out of the trees as you bike past 
it on the canal. Tonight, instead of camping, we 
stayed in a hotel near Frederick, Md. It was nice 
not to have to set up our tent for a third night 
and we did appreciate a real bed. Members of the 
Parkway Community Church served us a great 
dinner. After dinner several of us went to see the 
movie Grownups, which was hilarious, and a good 
way to end the day.

On Tuesday, our last day, we were energized 
knowing we were almost finished, but sad too. 
It had stormed during the night, so we expected 
mud and puddles. We rode from the Monocacy 

Reflections on a Long Bike Ride
Riding for the San Mar Children’s Home

By Jessie Schmitt and Eric Smith

the personal connections we have here. 
Many people migrate to this area from 
the metropolitan D.C. area for retirement, 
for the good life, for a home with a yard, 
and/or for tax benefits. There is another 
group of the local population, though, 
who are either from the interior of the 
state and have been drawn to this part 
of West Virginia, or who have returned 
to West Virginia, the Eastern Panhandle 
specifically, in order to be closer to their 
“homeplaces” in other parts of the state.

Examples of this latter group abound. 
There is a retired couple living in Cress 
Creek who grew up in coal camps around 
the Fairmont area. He is from Number 9, 
and she is from Ida May. Another retiree 
lives here because Keyser is a brief two-
hour trip, close enough to visit family and 
return on the same day. In addition, 58 
percent of the student body of Shepherd 
University is from West Virginia. The 
list of homeplaces goes on: Petersburg, 
Glenville, Gary, Welch, Onego, 
Morgantown, Franklin, Parkersburg, 
Butcher’s Hollow, Spencer, Clarksburg. 
Using the concept of six degrees of sepa-
ration, every native West Virginian in this 
part of West Virginia is connected person-
ally to another place in the state. It may 
be the beautiful Potomac Highlands area 
of Dolly Sods and Seneca Rocks; it could 
be the Hi-Tech Corridor of Morgantown/
Fairmont; it might be the rich Kanawha 
Valley of Charleston; or it could be the 
Southern Coalfields of West Virginia.

Hannah Lloyd (daughter of Greg 
and Mary Ellen Wright Lloyd, a third-
generation Shepherdstonian) is personally 
connected to Huntington and Wheeling 
through family, and for another reason 

to Prenter Hollow 
in Boone County. 
A year ago, she was 
the watershed educa-
tor with a group of 
students heading to 
Prenter Hollow, where 
they were connecting 
with local residents to 
address issues of health 
and safe drinking water. 
It seems that nearby 
mining operations were 
ridding themselves of 
toxic slurry and sludge 
(byproducts of all coal 
mining operations) 
by injecting them into 
abandoned underground 
mines. This toxic mate-
rial found its way into a 
previously pure aquifer 
and the population of 
Prenter (about 1,000 
people) was drinking, 
cooking, and bathing 
with water containing 
elevated levels of lead, 
arsenic, and manganese 
for approximately nine 
years.

One of those 1,000 
people is Jennifer Massey. Jennifer has 
one son who had $5,000 worth of dental 
work performed before he turned seven. 
Another son, only five years old, suffers 
from chronic eczema that is aggravated 
when he comes in contact with tap water. 
Jennifer’s 29-year-old brother died of a 
brain tumor, one of nine cases of cancer 
in this tiny rural community. Jennifer 
Massey became, in essence, Jennifer 
“Brockovich”and organized her commu-
nity to act against the coal company. The 
Prenter Water Fund group won a $45,000 
settlement from the coal company in 
which the company confessed no culpa-
bility. A later agreement was reached for 
a $3.5 million settlement. Jennifer’s job is 
not done though. She continues to fight 
for a 30-year cap on emerging medical 
conditions in the community that may 
result from using the poisoned water.

At the end of her college career, 
Melissa Ellsworth (daughter of Brian and 
Sylvia Ellsworth of Shepherdstown) went 
to Williamson, West Virginia, for a project, 
which changed the course of her career. 
She now works with a law firm there 
that represents some of the people whose 
water resources have been destroyed by 
mining. Melissa also believes that we 
are all connected in this issue and she is 
putting together a show of Appalachian 
artists and craftspeople to be held at The 
Bridge Gallery in Shepherdstown during 
the weekend of the Appalachian Heritage 
Festival. Jennifer Massey and Maria 
Lambert of Prenter Hollow will join her 
there to offer insights and information 
concerning health and water issues of the 
Southern Coalfields.

Another local connection to this 
issue is found in the small nonprofit 
organization, SkyTruth, based in 
Shepherdstown, which uses satellite 
images and digital mapping for envi-
ronmental protection, education, and 
advocacy. SkyTruth, in partnership with 
Appalachian Voices, documented the 
impact of mountaintop removal (MTR) 
coal mining over a 59-county area in 
Kentucky, West Virginia, Tennessee, and 
Virginia by mapping the extent of MTR 
over a 30-year period using satellite 
imagery. The historical record shows a 
250 percent increase in MTR occurring 
over the last two decades, from 77,000 
acres in 1985 to over 272,000 acres in 
2005. The size of the individual mines 
also ballooned, with some now covering 
15 square miles. Over 2,700 mountain 
ridges are now destroyed by mining, and 
over 1,200 miles of mountain streams 
have been buried by this practice.

Ground zero for MTR currently is 
the proposed Spruce No.1 mine in Logan 
County. The EPA indicates a desire to 
block the project, but the backlash from 
“Big Coal” is formidable. If allowed 
to move forward, Spruce No. 1 surface 
mine would be one of the largest in 
Appalachia. Using a small crew of work-
ers with the largest earthmoving machin-
ery imaginable, the tops of the ancient 
Appalachian Mountains will be blasted 
and then scraped off and dumped into 
adjacent streambeds and hollows. This 
process of “valley fill” at Spruce No. 1 
would cover seven miles of streams.

It is these personal connections to 
people and places that can propel us to 
a deeper understanding of the complex 
coal issues and, hopefully, to the desire 
for a change. When we begin to examine 
our personal connections with these other 
areas of West Virginia, we might find 
reasons to be more concerned about how 
our relationship with energy consumption 
affects others. “We are a mining commu-
nity,” says Jennifer Massey. “They’re min-
ing the hills behind us, they mine below 
us, they’re all around us. And that’s liter-
ally all that is in Boone County. That is 
our economy. But we need to do it better.”

Recently Emmylou Harris shared a 
stage with Dave Matthews and Alison 
Krauss to oppose the practice of blowing 
up mountaintops for cheap affordable 
coal. Kathy Mattea, a native of West 
Virginia, is an outspoken critic of the 
practice and says, “If the prosperity of 
some is built on the exploitation of oth-
ers, everyone loses. I’m a hillbilly and 
proud of it…but I don’t stand against 
coal or any fellow Appalachian. Yet 
something must change because the situ-
ation as it stands now cannot go on.”

Music, poetry, storytelling, danc-
ing, and coal mining are all inextricably 
woven into the traditions and culture of 
Appalachia, and there is much for which 
we should be proud. Educated, confident, 
and successful Mountaineers such as 

Kathy Mattea and many of us who live in 
the Eastern Panhandle have reason to cel-
ebrate our heritage with Rachael Meads, 
and we have the right to fight to preserve 
it with Jennifer Massey.

Complex? Yes. 
Connected? Absolutely.
Interested? 
•	 Have a conversation with Rachael 

Meads at the Appalachian Heritage 
Festival in October about the values 
of people, community, heritage, and 
traditions. 

•	 Visit Jennifer Massey at The Bridge 
Gallery on October 2 and 3 and meet 
this real-life Erin Brockovich.

•	 Learn more about MTR. Check out 
some of the online links provided 
with this article. 

•	 Ask your neighbors and your friends 
here in the Eastern Panhandle where 
they come from, why they love West 
Virginia, and what each of us ought 
to do about that.

Strengthen Your 
Connection to Appalachia
Attend the Appalachian Heritage Festival, 
Shepherd University, October 1–2, 2010.

Visit The Bridge Gallery, October 1–3,  
for an exhibit of traditional Appalachian  
arts and crafts for sale.

Listen to Jennifer Massey and Maria 
Lambert of Prenter Hollow who will be 
visiting this area during the Appalachian 
Heritage Festival and offering comments 
during the Bridge Gallery exhibit. 

What is Mountaintop Removal Mining? 
http://mountainjustice.org/facts/steps.php 

Seen this bumper sticker around town?

Visit http://ilovemountains.org  
to learn more.

Visit Appalachian Voices at  
http://www.appvoices.org

For a stunning array of MTR photographs 
visit Ohio Valley Environmental Coalition at 
http://ohvec.org/galleries/mountaintop_
removal/index.html. Photos provided by 
Southwings. OVEC also provides a page 
on their Web site called “In the Garden” so 
that you can rest your eyes after viewing the 
devastation of MTR.

For an overview of MTR activities with  
statistics visit SkyTruth’s blogspot, 
December 1, 2009.

http://blog.skytruth.org/2009/12/measuring-
mountaintop-removal-mining-in.html 

Notice the farmhouse at bottom left (inside circle) in this photo 
taken June 7, 2005.

Notice the same farmhouse (inside circle), a bit above center, right, 
in this photo taken October 21, 2006.
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Our group posing in Georgetown after finishing 

190 miles. We were feeling GOOD! Front 

row seated: Chris Swisher, John Gonano, 

Jessie Schmitt, Alissa Harris, Natasha 

Baihly, and Eric Smith. Back row stand-

ing: Dave Smith, Sarah Hammond, Melinda 

Schmitt, Carol Wood, Sean Chapelle, 

Nikolette Swisher, and Assunta Wight.

When we arrived in Cumberland our  bikes were waiting for us.

Great Falls from the  overlook

Thumbs up! Jessie Schmitt poses 

by the National Park S
ervice 

Capital Crescent Trail sign at the
 

finish of her r
ide.

The path shockingly narrows along the river with a very steep rock cliff on one side near mile marker # 107

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY JESSICA SCHMITT
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As fate would have it, or perhaps 
it was the old Hawaiian god 
Lono playing tricks on the newly 

arrived “haoles,” Claire and I landed on 
“The Garden Island” of Kauai shortly 
after sunset. There is nothing quite like 
casting one’s fate to the wind by trying 
to find your way in the dark on a strange, 
volcanic island in the middle of the 
Pacific Ocean, while reading directions 
with a flashlight suddenly discovered to 
need batteries.

We chose to stay at a B&B in Lawai 
because it was in a residential area and 
advertised “dark skies,” the selling point 
for Claire. Every evening, we sat outside 
and watched the stars appear as the lights 
went out in Lawai. Without the constant 
glow of distant cities, we could see the 
Milky Way, a sight long absent at home. 
It was also quiet. Our neighbor on the 
one side was an old Japanese cemetery, 
while on the other was the upper end of 
the National Tropical Botanical Garden.

The Botanical Garden includes 
Allerton Garden, once home of the 
wealthy Allerton family, who created 
what they called their Garden of Eden. 
In addition to waterfalls and “rooms” 
bounded by trained trees and graced 
by water features, it boasts the gigantic 
buttress-root fig trees where the dinosaur 
eggs were found in Jurassic Park and a 
picture-postcard river where other movies 
have been shot.

In Kauai, it is customary to leave 
your shoes at the door because the red 
dirt of the island is legend for perma-
nently staining anything that it touches. 
It also rains every day, ranging from 
refreshing 10-second showers to biblical 
deluges at night, creating red mud. Claire 
made the mistake of hiking in her new 
white Reeboks; they now wear a perma-
nent souvenir.

On our mountain hike in the Mt. 
Wai’ale’ale area, we had hoped that 
the now-extinct volcano would be coy 
enough to lift her misty skirts to give us 
a peek, but her innate modesty prevented 
her from doing so. Wai’ale’ale holds the 
world record for rainfall, coming in at 
around 440 inches per year. Scientists 
maintain that the frequency of horizon-
tal rain, which can’t be measured by the 
helicopter-maintained rain gauges at the 
summit, would definitely put Wai’ale’ale 
far in the lead when it comes to global 
annual precipitation.

Our drive to Waimea Canyon, the 
Grand Canyon of Kauai, was blunted by 
overcast skies and rain at the top, but spec-
tacular nonetheless. Waimea Canyon Drive 
is similar to our own Skyline Drive, with 
multiple vistas and trailheads on either 
side of the road, a restaurant and museum 
at the top and a campground nearby.

On our return, we were treated to an 
expansive view of Ni’ihau, Kauai’s near-
est neighbor and the last in the Hawaiian 
Archipelago. The strait between Kauai 
and Ni’ihau is about 17 miles. Geologists 
maintain that both islands were created 
by Wai’ale’ale and were once joined by 
a shallow land bridge. Ni’ihau gets little 
rainfall and is home to a small band of 
native Hawaiians mostly involved in 
cattle ranching and honey production.

Back at the south shore, I went in 
search of the “western-most brew pub in 
the United States.” Even though Waimea 
Brewing netted a bad review in the guide-
book for an overly hopped India Pale 
Ale, I tend not to believe these things, 
especially when it comes to beer. I would 
rather find out for myself. They actually 
offered a highly acceptable pale ale that I 
would recommend. A couple of pints and 
the biggest plate of nachos that we ever 
encountered ended up being dinner and, at 

least as far as I was concerned, more than 
compensated for the stormy weather at the 
top of the mountain.

Our guidebook had warned about the 
ubiquitous and sometimes aggressive wild 
chickens, and it wasn’t kidding. Even on 
our hike in the Wailua River watershed, 
beginning at the end of a virtual one-lane 
road by a low-water bridge, these birds 
found us, nearly two miles from the trail-
head on a narrow ridge spine, where we 
had a panoramic view of the beaches near 
Kapa’a, 10 miles in the distance.

In 1992, Hurricane Iniki leveled great 
swaths of Kauai, liberating vast quanti-
ties of game birds, since cockfighting still 
remains a popular pastime on The Garden 
Island. Although you aren’t supposed to 
eat them, the locals claim that if they are 
captured and fattened up, these wild birds 
can be as tasty as any. However, if you 
should want to take the quick route and 
simply toss one in the stew pot, they rec-
ommend that you also include a lava rock, 
not for flavor, but to gauge when your 
chicken is done. When the rock is done, 
the chicken is ready to eat.

Kauai is a bird sanctuary. This kept 
the egg-eating mongoose (introduced to 
the other islands to kill rats, which they 
did not do) from being introduced. As one 
of the latest Hawaiian Islands to be devel-
oped, Kauai is trying to learn from past 
mistakes made by its neighboring coun-
ties. (Each island is a separate county.) As 
birds, chickens are protected.

The Kilauea lighthouse on the rugged 
north coast is a great spot for watching 
seabirds. The Tropicbirds, with their odd, 
stiletto-like tails, seem to play as they dive 
through the fierce winds below the cliffs, 
and huge Magnificent Frigatebirds soar 
overhead like pterodactyls.

Tour boats ply the choppy waters of 
the remote Na Pali Coast, where 3,000-

foot headlands guard openings into nar-
row interior valleys and remote beaches 
accessible only by boat, although from 
time to time movie companies have heli-
coptered in with crews and Port-o-pots. 
Here one can marvel at spinner dolphins 
that truly spin, seemingly on command, 
and show their white tummies; and large 
green sea turtles, busy laying their eggs 
in the summer. A yellow “Nemo-like” 
fish conspicuously hung out at the spot 
where the boat stopped to allow snor-
keling, scuba diving, and then lunch, 
including beer and mai tais, (consumed 
like water on Kauai) before bouncing 
back to port. (It is interesting to note that 
“Nemo” appeared in the exact same spot 
when my youngest son and his wife took 
this tour last year. Coincidence?)

As is often the case with places 
known as “paradise,” one native Hawaiian 
lady working at a gas station told me that 
the locals didn’t really have time to enjoy 
their “wonderful island” because they had 
to work two and even three jobs due to 
the high cost of living. For this reason, 
soliciting tips for nearly every service has 
become a regional pastime. This might 
be better called “panhandling,” especially 
when one hears the crew of the charter 
boat discussing recent purchases of over-
priced island real estate, while a moment 
later proffering their hands for a tip.

While resorts and condos line many 
beaches, the lush lands leading to the 
mountains are farmed, and most roads are 
still two lanes. Kauai seems determined 
to maintain a way of life that has existed 
here since the first settlers arrived thou-
sands of years ago from other regions 
of the Pacific, while incorporating con-
trolled development, as they try to cre-
atively shift to garner the tourist dollar.

The Bird of Paradise: Kauai
Stephen Willingham

It was in 
the 1820s 
that a 

particular 
Charles Town 
house was 
built on West 
Washington 
Street, two 
blocks from 
the Jefferson 
County Court 

House. This stately three-story single-
family home was designed in the Federal 
style, with a Georgiana influence of bright 
interior, large windows, a grand staircase, 
and high ceilings. As Charles Town grew, 
the downtown picture of elegant domes-
ticity gave way to commerce, and fewer 
of these magnificent private homes were 
constructed.

Throughout the past 200 years, 235 
W. Washington St. has had many owners 
and housed many commercial tenants. 
A bank, a mortgage company, a church 
house, and even a motorcycle shop were 
a few such operations, and much of the 
interior was reconfigured to accommodate 
them. Fortunately the exterior elements 
have remained original, and today this fine 
building is recognized and recorded as a 
Charles Town historic landmark.

The present owners of 235 
W. Washington St. are long time 
Shepherdstonians, Paul and Susan Ford 
Pritchard. They bought the property years 
ago, but it wasn’t until last fall when an 
idea for a venture that fit their venue like a 
glove started as a conversation and caught 
fire. Eight months later Washington Street 
Gallery & Gift was born.

West Virginia suffers from an embar-
rassment of riches. The artistic talent in 
this part of the world is extraordinary—
the established and the budding, young 
and old, visual and performing. It’s all 
right here in abundance. So when the 
Pritchards, both of them active in the arts 
community, discovered that Charles Town 
lacked a professional art gallery, that 
sealed it. They would establish one for 
Jefferson and Berkeley county artists and 
in doing so offer the public an opportunity 
to see more of the extraordinary work of 
local artists and artisans.

Susan put out a call for local artists 
to test the waters on the common theory 
that “If you build it, they will come,” and 
the response was overwhelmingly positive. 
Dozens of artists stepped forward, hundreds 
of pieces were juried, the building’s interior 
was given a total facelift, and the doors 
of the Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
opened in June to a crowd of 200.

“From the beginning, it was clear 
that local artists and artisans wanted and 
needed a permanent venue to show and 
sell their work,” said Susan Pritchard. 
“Now it’s also clear that people are 
delighted to find fine arts and fine crafts, 
one-of-a-kind originals, created by their 
talented neighbors.”

Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
isn’t an artists’ co-op, but it was designed 
with cooperative elements, with every 
artist going through a juried process to 
insure the highest quality. Today the work 
of more than forty local artists hangs, 
stands, sparkles, and flows through eight 
rooms of the historic landmark.

Much of the work is Shepherdstown 
grown. From Doug Kinnett’s tile tables 
and Carrie Springer’s jewelry, to the 
Parziales’ Sycamore Pottery, the new gal-
lery is a treasure chest. Susan gives credit 
to Katherine Burns of Shepherdstown’s 
Bridge Gallery for her advice and support 
throughout the process. “Katherine has 
been like a sister. She’s been so generous.”

The artists involved are pleased with 
their association for many reasons.

“It’s great to have this new venue in 
Charles Town. It’s a perfect opportunity 
for local artisans to exhibit their fine 
works,” said wood sculptor Nancy Streeter.

Glasswork artist Sheila Brannan said, 
“The creative process and studio time 
can be isolating. Being involved with the 
Washington Street Gallery is an opportu-
nity for me to share with other artists, to 
be energized and inspired by them. It’s so 
exciting to see the variety and range of tal-
ent that blends and flows throughout.”

Throughout the summer, the gallery 
became part of the Charles Town com-
munity as a member of the Committee for 
Downtown Charles Town, with outreach 
to local businesses like Dream House, 
Mediterranean Café, Jumpin’ Java, the 

Opera House, and DISH, 
and the launch of a dinner-
and-lecture series featuring 
artists and desserts. In July, 
the gallery hosted CATF 
playwright Frances Ya-Chu 
Cowbig and a presentation 
on her 2010 CATF play 
“Lidless.”

It’s exciting when a new business 
opens to an enthusiastic reception, espe-
cially during the economic times of recent 
years. But it’s downright thrilling when the 
business is a retail operation that enthusias-
tically promotes the talent and treasure the 
likes of which we have in West Virginia. 
The Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
is such a new business. It is not only a 
welcome addition to the resurgence of the 
Charles Town business center, it is also 
(and maybe more important) opening up 
increased public awareness of the world-
class artists who live and work right in 
Charles Town’s backyard.

The Washington Street Gallery & 
Gift is open five days a week: Wednesday 
through Saturday, noon to five, and 
Sundays from noon to four.

Washington Street Gallery & Gift
Sue Kennedy

Claire, National Botanical Garden Steve cooling off after ridge hike

Susan Ford Pritchard, 
owner of Washington Street 
Gallery & Gift

A sampling of what you will  
find at Washington Street 
Gallery & Gift

North shore cropland
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Mary Kay Anderson; oil painting, metal 
and wood

Joanna Athey; collage and watercolors
Mary Jo Bennett; photography
John Bickle; watercolor
Sheila Brannan; glasswork
Lis Burrows; pottery
Frank Ceravalo; photography 
Bruce Chandler; oil painting
Becky Dobaczewski; author
Pat Donohoe; watercolor
Hilda Eiber; painting, pottery, sculpture
Leonard Feenan; pyrography, textiles
Daniel Foster; acrylic on canvas, rock, 

brick, wood
Gil Garcia; sculpture
Merrie Hammond; fiber

Lin Hausknecht; pottery
Steve Helmick; wood furniture
Victoria Hopkins; wood sculpture
Paul Hutchings; pastels
Cathy Ingersoll; drawing
Judy Jeffares; gourd art, jewelry
Doug Kinnett; paintings, furniture
Kim Samson-Scribner; fractal art note 

cards
Pat Langerhans; fabric figures
Susan Jane Lico; jewelry, beaded art
Kathy McClung; baskets
Peggy Meckling; mixed media
Elaine Mosel; quilting
Pam Parziale; pottery
Patricia Perry; oil painting
Jon Schuhart; oil painting, murals

Jim Shumate; drawing, painting
Carrie Singer; jewelry
Rip Smith; photography
Nancy Street; sculpture
Colleen Tracey; textiles, collage
Krister Tracey; painting 
Dale Sehylert; wearable textiles and 

leather
Susan Shildmyer; fiber/textiles, yarn, 

needlecraft
Carol Slovikosky; glass
Trish Stefanik; pastels
Carol Slovikosky; glass
Jeff Sussholz; acrylic painting
Teressa Blickenstaff-Kitts; photography

The Artists of Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
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The bios of Lieutenant Colonel 
(LTC) Kelly T. Knitter and her 
husband LTC Kevin R. Knitter 

read like a travelogue recipe for a 
success ful Army marriage. They met 
in Korea, worked together in Georgia 
(USA), then were assigned to NATO in 
the Netherlands where he did a tour in 
Sarajevo. The family lived in Arizona for 
a few years. She deployed to Uzbekistan 
and Afghanistan; he deployed to the  
Horn of Africa and Kuwait. They lived  
in Virginia and then embarked on a 
“hardship tour” in Hawaii before their 
current living arrangement in Jefferson 
County materialized.

It is at this point that our story 
begins. LTC Kevin Knitter recently 
retired from the military after 25 years  
of faithful service. LTC Kelly Knitter will 
assume the position of deputy brigade 
commander of the 21st Signal Brigade, 
7th Signal Command (Theater) at Fort 
Detrick, Md. And, by the way, they have 
two pretty-well-adjusted teenagers.

My question to them is: How do you 
maintain family with so much transition 

in your lives? Moving across town can  
be difficult for some families, to say 
nothing of moving across the country  
and the world several times. Changes  
in professional working relationships can 
cause stress, and retirement is certainly a 
huge transition in life. So how does all of 
this affect the family?

Apparently, as it turns out, not 
much. That’s what Thomas Knitter (17) 
says. His bottom line about all of the 
changes has to do with the excitement 
of new places and new people. Thomas 
remembers their three years in Arizona 
as an especially fun time for a boy aged 
7, 8, and 9. But then, with a move to 
the Netherlands for the next three years, 
making new friends was just as great. 
And, as it turns out, he seems to have 
been bitten by the Army travel bug. Last 
summer he participated as a People to 
People Student Ambassador in China 
where he spent 15 days with a group 
of other students from West Virginia, 
Maryland, and Pennsylvania visiting  
cities like Beijing and Shanghai. 
Currently a senior at Jefferson High 

School, Thomas plans to attend North 
Georgia University, which is one of the 
six military colleges in the United States 
(others include Virginia Military Institute, 
The Citadel, Texas A&M, Norwich, and 
Virginia Tech). A military career is attrac-
tive to him because he sees the potential 
to continue to learn more about different 
places and cultures.

Kristen Knitter (15) tends to agree 
with her brother’s assessment that the 
best thing about growing up military is 
going to all those new places, and she 
really doesn’t see a “worst” side to it. 
When she was very little, and both her 
parents were working on base, she was 
in daycare as are many nonmilitary chil-
dren. She attended a Christian academy 
when they lived in Arizona, and during  
her 8th grade year, she attended the 
Island Pacific Academy, a private school 
in Hawaii. While searching her mind for 
some drawback to all this movement, she 
did confess that it can feel like being the 
new kid a lot. There was also the time 
when her parents were deployed back 
to back. They lived in Arizona, and the 

Knitter grandparents came to live with 
them for several months. This was around 
the time of 9-11 and as her mom was 
coming home from Afghanistan, dad was 
heading out to Kuwait. She also related 
that when her dad was deployed, mom 
was the boss, but with retirement, her dad 
will now be at home a lot more. She’s not 
too worried about that, though, because 
he “likes to get out.” This transition will 
be just fine!

LTC Kelly Knitter with 21 years of 
Army service says that flexibility is the 
key to maintaining a strong family in the 
military. With each move, the Knitters 
needed to find a “quick friend” locally 
to fulfill the requirements of the Family 
Care Plan which stipulates that a fam-
ily has 30 days to designate someone 
locally who would be able to take care 
of the children should something hap-
pen to the parents. She also notes that 
during the past 15 years, the Army has 
been very intent on building a family 
focus. This includes family care while 
parents are deployed as well as a focus 
on post-deployment integration back 
into family life upon return. Stability is 
always in question with this dual military 
career family, but the Knitters have been 
fortunate not to be deployed simultane-
ously. As a family, they are also aware 
of instilling good values and a Christian 
foundation as bottom-line constants in 
life. While they have attended Methodist 
churches in the past, they have found 
a church home here with St. Peter’s of 
the Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish. 
This draws on Kevin’s heritage of being 
raised the son of an Evangelical Lutheran 
Church in America pastor who served as 
a Navy chaplain for 20 years.

LTC Kevin Knitter, retired, is rather 
new at this civilian life. Being assigned 
to the Pentagon while living here in 
Jefferson County, he wore his uniform 
while travelling on public transportation 
every day. “I never heard one negative 
comment,” he says. In fact he shared that, 
as an Army guy, he had lots of free meals 
and beers at Uno’s in Union Station while 
waiting for trains. In fact, his tab there 
generally was under the name of “Army 
Guy.” He is currently looking for a job, 
but he is not in too much of a hurry to 
get one. After relaxing through the sum-
mer, he’ll probably end up working in 
D.C., riding that public transportation 
again. This time around, though, he’ll be 
wearing civvies.

Military Family in Transition
Sarah Soltow

I consider myself an environmentalist, 
but the native-plant people are prob-
ably going to be disappointed in me.  

I have a white mulberry tree (Morus alba), 
often called a weed tree, and I love it!

In my defense, I will say that I didn’t 
plant it. It was already here, growing 
right in the fence line between the neigh-
bor’s property and ours, when I arrived 
some 25 years ago. The trunk is on our 
side, but early in its life the tree had 
divided into two main parts, one on either 
side of the fence. I’m no botanist, but I 
did recognize it as a mulberry, although  
I didn’t know that there was a red (Morus 
rubra, the native) and a white.

I’d seen mulberry trees along resi-
dential streets, dropping their blackberry-
like fruit, staining sidewalks and cars. I 
saw fruit on my tree, but it never seemed 
to get dark, so I assumed that the birds 
were eating it before it ripened. When I 
finally sampled the pale fruit, it was as 
sweet as sugar, but with no real flavor.

At that point, I was curious enough 
to look my tree up and found it was a 
white mulberry. I learned that the tree is 
not named for the color of the ripe fruit. 
Some sources say it was named for the 
color of its buds, others say nothing.  
The fruit of white mulberry can be white, 
pink, pale purple, or red-black, so some 
of the offending street trees with black 
fruit may well be white mulberries.  
My tree’s ripe fruit is white or pink.

If my tree was along a driveway, 
I suppose it could be deemed a mess-
maker when ripe fruit falls. However,  
it sits in a field where any mess it makes 
is food for wildlife.

My tree is a source of delight in late 
spring when the berries ripen slowly over 
a period of weeks. All my neighborhood 
birds: cardinals, jays, titmice, towhees, 
goldfinches, woodpeckers, robins, mock-
ingbirds, crows—you name it—fly in to 
gorge on the fruit.

Best of all, birds arrive that are  
otherwise strangers to my yard, once the 
word gets out that the mulberries are ripe. 
I know Baltimore orioles live nearby, 
because once every couple of years I 
spot a flash of orange in the woods. But 
in mulberry season, whole families of 
orioles spend weeks hanging out in the 
tree, the only time they allow more than 
a passing glimpse of them. Cedar wax-
wings also appear, seemingly from out  
of nowhere, because I never, ever, see 
them any other time.

Squirrels delight in eating mulberries 
too. They entertain with their acrobatics 

as they leap and glide 
through the branches 
and hang upside-down 
or suspended from one 
leg as they reach for 
that special berry.

On the ground, 
more birds share fallen 
fruit with rabbits and 
lazy squirrels. Box 
turtles amble in from 
wherever they’ve been 
hiding to enjoy the 
bounty.

White mulberry 
is an alien, although 
it is a “legal” alien 
because it was deliber-
ately introduced. It is 
now called invasive by 
many because it grows 
quickly and is spread 
by birds.

White mulberry 
is native to China, and 
it is the food tree for 
the silk moth, Bombyx 
mori. In about 3,000 
BC, the wife of the 
Chinese emperor supposedly discovered 
the process of making silk fabric when a 
silkworm cocoon fell from a tree into her 
cup of tea and unraveled. Silk production 
involves the rearing of millions of cater-
pillars on mulberry leaves until the pupal 
stage, when they are killed and each silk 
cocoon is  
unraveled in one long thread.

The secret of silk was jealously 
guarded for thousands of years, and  
anyone trying to remove silkworms from 
China was put to death. In about AD 
550, some traveling monks smuggled silk-
worm eggs in hollow walking sticks and 
delivered them to Emperor Justinian in 
Constantinople, and the secret was out.

In the early 1600s, King James I 
of England introduced white mulberry 
trees to the North American colonies 
in the hopes of starting a New World 
silk industry. For a time, some silk was 
manufactured in Georgia, North Carolina, 
Virginia, and New England, but the 
industry never really got off the ground. 
Another attempt was made in the mid 
1800s, and silk was produced in New 
Jersey for many years until the invention 
of synthetic fibers that could be made 
cheaply.

White mulberry trees are usually 
dioecious—all male or all female flow-
ers are produced on a single tree—but 

sometimes there are trees with both. 
The flowers are drooping catkins and 
are wind-pollinated. Leaves of differ-
ent shapes—entire, lobed, or mitten-
shaped—can be found on any single tree, 
and this is true of red mulberries as well. 
The trees grow 30 to 60 feet high, with  
a very wide canopy.

Fruit is very sweet but bland; the 
only taste is sweetness. It lacks the  
tartness that gives black mulberries  
their flavor.

The leaves of white mulberry are 
used in Chinese medicine under the 
names of chi sang and chin sang. They 
are reputedly used to treat an assortment 
of ailments, including sore throats, eye 
infections, urinary incontinence, dizzi-
ness, joint pains, diabetes, constipation, 
and even premature graying of hair.

Some claims might be warranted. 
Web MD says, “There are some chemi-
cals in white mulberry that work in a 
similar way to some medicines used for 
type two diabetes. They slow the break-
down of sugars in the gut so that they are 
absorbed more slowly in the blood. This 
helps the body keep blood sugar levels in 
the desirable range.”

White mulberry is a tough and  
versatile tree that is now found in all of 
the U.S. states except Nevada and Alaska. 
It even grows in Hawaii, where it was 

also introduced in the hope of starting 
a silk industry. It has few insect pests 
or diseases and it tolerates wind, salt, 
drought, pollution, and cold weather.

Interestingly, Web sites for different 
agencies of USDA have opposing things 
to say about white mulberry. Sometimes 
it is lauded for its resistance to pollution 
and drought and for its use in rows as 
windbreaks in areas with harsh winters. 
Elsewhere, it is labeled an invasive pest.

Invasive plants in general are 
described as those that outcompete oth-
ers, displace native plants, reduce diver-
sity, and hybridize with natives. White 
mulberry grows quickly and readily 
hybridizes with the native red, but red 
mulberry is relatively uncommon, usually 
only found in undisturbed woods.

We can’t keep things the way they 
are. Organisms travel, with and without 
our deliberate or accidental help, and 
hybridization happens. Evolution hap-
pens, and there are no more dinosaurs! 
Organisms that can survive in today’s 
world, will—and white mulberry is a 
survivor.

My white mulberry tree is a wonder-
ful shade tree. It provides food for a host 
of birds, mammals and even reptiles. 
How could I not love it?

White Mulberry—Pest or Pal?
Claire Stuart
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(Left to right) Thomas Knitter, LTC Kelly Knitter, LTC Kevin Knitter, and Kristen Knitter
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Recently I discovered that a good 
friend of mine had finally pub-
lished a book on his extraordi-

nary and moving life story. I jumped at 
the chance to find out how his long and 
winding journey had brought him to 
our little neck of the woods. I was lucky 
enough to work with Herb Flemming 
on a few projects with Sanders Museum 
Services, where he still wields his ham-
mer and tongs with aplomb. So, bright 
and early on a hot summer’s day, I headed 
out to the forge near the Folly to hear 
what Herb had to say. The morning dew 
kept the dust down as I headed up the 
drive. Herb was already waiting with a 
big smile. He is an early riser and a hard 
worker and sometimes even I have a hard 
time keeping up with his Old World pace.

We started his story in January of 
1945, in a small German village near the 
Russian front. The family could hear the 
thunderous din of artillery moving closer 
and closer. In their first attempt to leave, 
after his father had prayed to God for the 
safety of each member of his family, their 
expedition was turned back by a con-
cerned neighbor who warned of a huge 
blizzard bearing down on them. After two 
weeks of waiting while the Russian front 
drew closer, Herb could actually see the 
German and Russian soldiers in the field 
shooting at each other. They left again, 
this time for good.

They made their way to the coastal 
village of Pillau, where cruise liners had 
been converted into hospital ships and 
filled their unused space with refugees. 

Herb’s family was waiting for a spot on 
one of these “Liberty Ships.” During 
the course of the war, over 400,000 
immigrants were transported away from 
the conflict on ships such as these. The 
family was about to board the vessel 
Steuben, but were turned away just before 
they could board; the ship was full. As 
the Steuben headed out to sea, it was hit 
by three Russian torpedoes. Out of the 
4,300 passengers, only about 650 could 
be saved.

Eventually the family did secure 
passage to America. Herb worked in the 
ship’s kitchen, where he met people of 
color for the first time and enjoyed learn-
ing how to cook. His father’s sister had 
come to America in the 1920s, and the 
family stayed with her in Albany, N.Y.

Herb had taken a three-year appren-
ticeship as a blacksmith in East Prussia, 
what is now East Russia. He made his 
first American? dollar cleaning out a 
warehouse for a pair of brothers who 
owned an automobile bodyshop. They 
wanted to give him a full-time job, but 
his English wasn’t up to snuff. After 
spending several weeks immersing him-
self in our language, simultaneously 
watching television, listening to the radio, 
and reading the newspaper, creating his 
own Rosetta Stone program, he lined up 
a date with a cousin of the business own-
ers. While waiting for her to get ready, he 
was able to prove his new proficiency in 
English. He got the job and eventually his 
whole family worked for Harold and George, 
the brothers who owned the business.

In April of 1953, Herb was drafted 
into the United States Army. He attended 
basic training at Ft. Dix, and two years 
and seven days after fleeing Germany, he 
was a part of the force occupying it. He 
became an American citizen in Frankfurt, 
Germany, at the American Consulate. 
Herb was stationed in Heidelberg with a 
general service platoon, and was tasked 
with creating shelter and providing heat 
for the generals and engineers of our 
army, a job he was proud to do.

He was given a two-week furlough 
and decided to visit his family village. He 
knocked on his aunt’s door and a young 
pretty girl opened it. Her name was 
Frieda, and she was a friend of the fam-
ily. Herb was awestruck and they were 
married in Germany in 1955.

After more than three years of ser-
vice, Herb returned to our shores as an 
SP4, and with a beautiful wife. They 
returned to New York, and he took a job 
working with sheet metal and roofing, 
but always on the lookout for a better 
opportunity for his family. He found 
such a job in northern New Jersey at a 
candy factory. He became a mechanical 
engineer by servicing and repairing the 
machine that printed the Ms on M&Ms.

After five years, this experience 
with metal and machinery led him to 
the Deer Park Bakery Plant in southern 
New Jersey. He started as an engineer, 
servicing the machinery and then became 
the floor manager. He stayed with the 
bakery for 30 years. While planning for 
his retirement, Herb bought six acres of 
land in Winchester, Va. He moved his 
family there in the early 1990s. However 
he found that Winchester was just a bit 
too far from everywhere he wanted to be. 
He finally came to rest in Inwood, W. Va. 
Then he became bored.

He found his way to the Sanders, 
and the forge at the Folly, and for seven 
years he’s been pitching in part time and 
keeping his skills sharp and his hammer 
ringing while penning the miraculous 
story of his life, From Hitler Youth to 
American Soldier. The book in itself was 
a kind of miracle. He had a lot of help 
from Timothy King, a young soldier who 
befriended Herb. He spent many nights 
listening to Herb’s hypnotic and heart-
staggering stories and convinced him 

to record 
them. Tim 
ended up 
stationed 
in Qatar 
and helped 
to edit and 
refine the 
book in the 
long dark 
nights of 
the desert.

This book is the essence of Herb’s 
life and that of his family. His father was 
a lay preacher who reached many souls 
in the German countryside, and he kept 
a very Christian home. Herb personally 
committed his life to Jesus Christ on 
Palm Sunday when he was 14 years old. 
He truly believes in the power of prayer, 
and that the only reason he is here today 
is because of his faith and because of the 
prayers of his family.

This kind of faith is a bit of a conun-
drum to me, and when I first met Herb 
working out at the Folly, I was some-
what confounded. Here were a group of 
extremely open-minded liberal craftsmen, 
working late hours and addicted to NPR. 
Then there is this huge, strapping, grey-
haired grandfather, showing up to work 
at the crack of dawn, listening to conser-
vative radio, and spouting off about the 
power of prayer. I raised my eyebrows at 
first. Then I talked to him. His positive 
energy is infectious, his accent and his 
laugh can’t help but make you smile. His 
genuine warmth and concern for his fel-
low man glows off of him like the cherry 
glow of a fanned fire in the winter.

When he talks to you about being 
saved, it isn’t that he wants you to join 
his club or be a part of his group; he 
isn’t talking down to you. This man is 
whole-heartedly concerned for the safety 
of your soul. Now I doubt you’ll see me 
at church on Sunday, but I will say a 
prayer of thanks for Herb Flemming, and 
his book, and the beautiful journey that 
brought him to us.

Get info about Herb’s book at www.
Herbflemmingslife.com. He is always 
available for speeches and appearances 
and he WILL make you laugh and cry.

Herb Flemming: A Journey of Faith
Christopher Robinson

Oil and Water: A History of Three Petrodisasters
Mark Madison

The problem began with an offshore 
oil-drilling rig. As a pipe was 
being extracted, pressure began 

to increase along the upper part of the 
deep underwater well. An emergency cap 
was applied, but this just exacerbated 
the problem. Shortly thereafter, extreme 
pressure caused the well to blow out. 
Soon oil began to spew out of the dam-
aged well, despoiling 800 hundred square 
miles of ocean and 35 miles of coastline. 
Birds, dolphins, and seals all began to 
die—poisoned by the oil. This petrodi-
saster occurred 41 years ago in the Santa 
Barbara oil spill.

There are many analogies between 
the recent Gulf oil disaster and the 1969 
Santa Barbara spill off the shoreline of 
California. There was the tone-deaf cor-
porate response as Fred Hartley, president 
of Union Oil Corporation, noted: “I don’t 
like to call it a disaster because there has 
been no loss of human life. I am amazed 
at the publicity for the loss of a few 
birds.” Various dispepeterrsal agents were 
used to break up the spill and oil was 
skimmed off the ocean and beaches.

But there were also significant differ-
ences between the two spills. The Santa 
Barbara oil spill was controlled after a 
mere 11 days and 200,000 gallons of 
crude oil had escaped. By comparison, the 
Deepwater Horizon released around 1.3 
million gallons of oil a day for 80 days.

Yet what was perhaps most surpris-
ing about the largely forgotten Santa 
Barbara oil spill was the public response. 
Just days after the spill, an activist group 

called GOO (Get the Oil Out) was 
founded and organized a boycott of gas 
stations that used offshore drilling. They 
got 100,000 signatures on a petition to 
help ban offshore drilling, and began a 
concerted effort to get the public to con-
serve gas and oil. Sen. Gaylord Nelson 
saw the spill as a spur to his idea of an 
environmental teach-in, which eventually 
became the first Earth Day on April 22, 
1970.

After the Santa Barbara oil spill, a 
number of legislative initiatives emerged 
to protect the environment, ranging 
from the creation of the Environmental 
Protection Agency in 1970 to the pass-
ing of the Endangered Species Act in 
1973. Finally, in 1981 Congress banned 
offshore drilling in coastal waters with 
memories of the Santa Barbara spill 
uppermost in their minds.  Then, with 
$4 gasoline on Congress’s mind, this ban 
was lifted in 2008.

The next major petrodisaster 
occurred on Good Friday, March 24, 
1989, when the Exxon Valdez oil tanker 
ran aground at the Bligh Reef off the 
coast of Alaska. In a historical irony, 
Capt. Bligh (of the aforementioned reef) 
was not a particularly good manager of 
mutinous sailors, but he was an extraordi-
nary navigator, having navigated an open 
boat 23 feet long full of 19 men nearly 
3,600 miles after being kicked off the 
Bounty.

In contrast to Bligh’s navigational 
brilliance, Capt. Joseph Hazelwood 
of the Exxon Valdez was perhaps the 

worst navigator 
since Skipper 
on Gilligan’s 
Island. The ship 
immediately 
began to leak 
oil, eventually 
spilling approxi-
mately 11 mil-
lion gallons 
of oil into the 
Prince William 
Sound—the larg-
est oil spill in 
U.S. waters until 
the Deepwater 
Horizon disaster.

The spill 
moved quickly, 

eventually cover-

ing 1,300 miles of coastline and 11,000 
square miles of ocean. The wildlife 
die-off was both horrific and hidden 
since most fatalities sank untallied into 
the ocean. Best estimates of the die-off 
included 250,000 sea birds, 2,800 sea 
otters, 300 harbor seals, and 22 killer 
whales—not counting the billions of fish 
eggs killed. The aftermath of the Exxon 
Valdez disaster included a long-lasting 
lawsuit and more stringent requirements 
on tankers. It may have inadvertently 
saved the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge 
from drilling, as the previous examples of 
oil in Alaska had been less than edifying.

Which brings us to the current 
disaster. As I write this, the Deepwater 
Horizon well blew out exactly 100 days 
ago and the well has been successfully 
capped the last two weeks. Prior to the 
cap, more than 100 million gallons of 
oil were released. Ironically most of the 
oil released is invisible. Some has been 
skimmed or burned off, some eaten by 
microbes, and some has sunk.

The same disappearing act has 
occurred with the wildlife harmed in the 
spill. Many of the sea birds, fish, and 
crustaceans harmed by the oil just sank 
soundlessly into the Gulf, never observed 
or recorded, but victims nonetheless of 
this disaster. The fear is that an “out of 
sight, out of mind” mentality will hide 
the true costs of the oil spill. Oil and 
dispersants will be with us a long time. 
Recall that this is a part of the country 
that still suffers from DDT residues in 
certain waterways, even though that pes-
ticide was banned in 1972.

The causes of the most recent disas-
ter were both immediate and long-term. 
The immediate cause of the oil well 
disaster was a methane explosion so large 
its flames eventually sank the Deepwater 
Horizon oilrig and, in the process, dam-
aged the wellhead which began to leak 
copious amounts of oil. The long-term 
cause was the increased risk associated 
with this type of deepwater drilling, for 
which BP and all petroleum consumers 
share blame.

BP, based on preliminary studies, 
seems to have been rather cavalier about 
risk and the importance of safety margins 
and overestimated its various failsafes 
(all of which failed). But the reason BP 
was drilling in such inhospitable terrain 
is because that is where the remaining 

accessible 
oil is to 
be found. 
The costs 
of cheap 
oil are out-
sourced to 
marine life, 
sea birds, 
and some 
coastal 
inhabitants.

A more 
ecologically equitable system would have 
all of us bear our share of this petrobur-
den. Perhaps if we left the air condition-
ing on all day while at work we could be 
assessed an oiled pelican to clean. Those 
of us who take a needless cross-country 
flight could man a skimmer boat for a 
week. But of course this is not what hap-
pens, as the costs and damages are not in 
our line of vision, besides the few who 
have gone down to the Gulf Coast as wit-
nesses for nature.

So, then, the question becomes what 
will the aftereffects be from this disas-
ter? Will they be transformative, like 
the growth of the modern environmental 
movement after the Santa Barbara oil 
spill? Or will they be short-lived and 
relatively small-scale like the aftermath 
of the Exxon Valdez oil spill? One can 
hope the Gulf oil spill will have a trans-
formative power as great in magnitude as 
befits the worst oil spill ever in American 
history.

Historians are never good prog-
nosticators, but I can make three firm 
predictions about the future. First, acci-
dents will continue to happen and with 
increased frequency as we seek out the 
remaining oil reserves in the most inhos-
pitable locales. Second, the environment 
and those in close proximity to these 
wells will suffer unduly the harsh effects 
of drilling while benefiting negligibly 
from the profits. And finally, if we do not 
transform our energy ecology, 20 years 
from now another historian will be writ-
ing a similar column about the four worst 
oil spills in American history.

Mark Madison teaches environmen-
tal history and environmental ethics at 
Shepherd University.

All Creatures Great and Small
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Herb Flemming Herb as a youth
Workers cleaning rocks after the Exxon Valdez oil spill

Rescuing a brown pelican from 
the Gulf oil spill
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I.
The burden of astonishment.
When accompanied by bells,
a sudden lifting into lightness:
brevity clasping joy.

II.
No longer afraid in the dark wood
where, transformed by heat and riddle,
all the musicians talk at once
to vie for the lively advantage.

III.
Calm psyche requires rain & now, a storm.
Heavy clouds confirm: voluminous pretty
of a full sky as it unleashes the tertiary shout
of thunder fracturing silence.

The Substance of Art

Often, as in always,
it begins
as a trembling
that knows no beginning,

& you shake with it,
rocking the moment
when the first light appears
like a potato unearthed by a hurried hand.

It is dawn as you stare
at the words on the page
& know that love fills the air
with the persistence of an eagle

defying Earth’s gravitational pull.
Look now at the maple
growing by the turbulent waters,
& leave nothing to chance.

Cherub

The sky offers clarity but not commitment.
The ocean yields verity but not presentiment.
Like a widow eating almonds,
I am certain but not.
When the cherub tripped over his umbilical cord
and fell from the cloud,
three days passed before we found him
clinging to the torch in Lady Liberty’s hand.
Like sticks and stones
his words will always hurt us.
They hurt so much that we dare not label
him little fraud, though he pontificates
as he does upon varieties of first and last,
last and first, while denying, yes denying,
any kinship with Icarus.

Standing Room Only

Books are virtuous sojourners
in a cave full of baby mice
who know nothing of solitude.
A furry lump,
they huddle as they sleep
and press body to body
when they wake to drink
their morning milk.
They then move en masse
toward the mouth of the cave
and form a large congregation
of pupils eager for knowledge.
The books are nearby.
Ready.
Waiting for little pink paws
to turn the pages
which edify both the clever
and the unabashedly ardent.

Knowing

Solemnity, of course, underscores propriety.

Such intensity, almost strident,
fuels a capacious candor.

A candor reinvented
by the venerable rustic
herding his bleating sheep.

Next to godliness
is the generosity of his judgment,

as given to purity
as the arched brow of midnight
or the puckered lips of a passing cloud.

Guessing

Last night the flashlight went dead,
and we relied on moonlight.

The memory exhilarates
like all correct guesses.

How on earth did you know
there were 579 marbles in the jar?

Your clairvoyance touches the future
like the Fortune Cookie nesting in my purse,

the one we didn’t open,
didn’t read.

Elegy

The last full breath
of a dying coal miner

when black night
& its hidden star
call upon fire
to protect his widow

who eats the dust
of our resolve,
giving us heart 
to continue digging.

Now bright fetish
in the hand,
little rock
from Plato’s kidney,
compress & streamline
her scattered thoughts.

Build an airy tunnel
where invincible men
need not
 stall for time.

Approximate Sugar

To the left,
the virulence of reserve
when hosting drifters

To the right,
an ornate pendulum
spinning in place

In the middle,
approximate sugar:

still sweet
still necessary
& stone cold
on the tongue

Sonja James is the 
author of two poetry 
collections: Baiting the 
Hook (The Bunny & the 
Crocodile Press, 1999) 
and Children of the 
Moon (Argonne House 
Press, 2004). Her work 
has appeared in The 
Iowa Review, Margie, 
Gargoyle, 5 A.M., The 
South Carolina Review, 
Beloit Poetry Journal, 
Poet Lore, Verse Daily, and other publications. In 2007 
she was co-winner of the Sotto Voce Award. She has two 
sons and lives in Martinsburg, W. Va.

‘Approximate Sugar’ and Other Poems by Sonja James

Poetry

The sixth year of Sotto Voce Poetry 
Festival in Shepherdstown fast 
approaches its October 1–3, 2010 

run. What might the festival’s founder and 
producer Hope Maxwell-Snyder have had 
in mind those six years ago?

“Reading and writing poetry are both 
wonderful ways to celebrate humankind,” 
she says. “I learned to appreciate poetry as 
a child in Colombia, South America, and 
I wanted to share with others the passion 
that I feel for poetry.”

Her vision has changed somewhat as 
the festival has continued and matured. “I’ve 
realized, since founding Sotto Voce, that it is 
important to move beyond the region and to 
try to reach poets in the rest of the U.S. and 
the world,” she says. The festival has consis-
tently added more types of events, particu-
larly types of workshops, panel discussions, 
and meetings with editors and manuscript 
consultants. For featured poets, Maxwell-
Snyder has increasingly sought those who 
are not only excellent poets and readers but 
also solid teachers.

She scouts them at national confer-
ences like the Associated Writing Program’s 
annual meeting, Bread Loaf, The Gettysburg 
Review’s Conference for Writers, and the 
National Latino Writers’ Conference in New 
Mexico. “I talk to poets, attend their read-
ings, and read their work,” she says.

Much of the success of the festival 
inheres in the Shepherdstown community 
itself, in the form of volunteers who support it.

“All arts organizations need vol-
unteers to survive, especially now, says 
Maxwell-Snyder. “I have been blessed 
with people who have been generous with 
their time and resources. Our volunteers 
are crucial to the growth and success of 
Sotto Voce. People have hosted receptions, 
organized and staffed book sales, distrib-
uted programs, transported poets to and 
from airports, and even hosted some poets 
in their homes.”

From the start, one of the goals of 
Sotto Voce has been to create a broader 
audience for poetry. Like Walt Whitman 

said in the mid-1800s, “To have great 
poets there must be great audiences, too.”

“We live in a culture of the ready-
made, reality TV shows, and fast food,” 
says Maxwell-Snyder. “I would like people 
to rediscover the pleasure in language, the 
satisfaction that comes from connecting 
to the human experience through poetry. 
Poets are the conscience of our society. We 
should listen more carefully to what they 
are telling us.”

Poets know too well the frequent 
kneejerk reaction that many people have, 
saying “I can’t understand poetry.” But it’s 
often more of an assumption than a reac-
tion. If the right margin is jagged, it’s a 
poem and therefore can’t be “understood.” 
Some critics blame this assumed attitude 
on the way poetry has been taught in past 
decades.

“There does seem to be a misconcep-
tion about poetry,” Maxwell-Snyder says, 
“an idea that it is indecipherable and that 
only a few privileged readers can under-
stand it. And yet, during the past five years, 
after many of the festival readings, I’ve 
been approached by people who have con-
fessed that they had never attended a poetry 
reading before, and that they never thought 
they would enjoy it. If we keep an open 
mind and an open heart things happen.”

Last year’s festival workshops were 
notable for how many of their participants 

lived nowhere near Shepherdstown. After 
the second festival, poet and poetry entre-
preneur Grace Cavalieri urged Maxwell-
Snyder to make the festival a regional 
happening. The regional festival at St. 
Mary’s in Maryland had then recently 
folded, leaving what Cavalieri saw as a 
gap needing to be filled.

“This year’s featured poets come from 
New York, D.C., Florida, and Georgia, 
among other states,” Maxwell-Snyder 
says, “so I would venture to say that Sotto 
Voce has indeed become established as 
a national festival. Last year, workshop 
participants traveled from New York, D.C., 
and Virginia to attend the readings and the 
classes. When I go to conferences I talk-
up Sotto Voce.”

Many writing conferences are in fact 
costly, and the festival’s increasing pull 
for participants from outside the Eastern 
Panhandle may reflect the fact that they 
recognize that being able to attend read-
ings by poets like Gerald Stern, Stanley 
Plumly, Ed Hirsch, Michael Collier, Alice 
Friman, and Natasha Trethewey largely for 
free—and then to sign up for very reason-
ably priced workshops with them—is a 
great opportunity.

“Many of our readings are offered 
free of charge,” Maxwell-Snyder says. 
“Last year the fee for a workshop was $50. 
Most people would agree that’s affordable. 
Besides, local poets, other residents, and 
Shepherd University students can enjoy a 
weekend of readings and discussions with-

out having to pay. People recognize that 
that’s pretty special.”

The Sotto Voce festival enjoys good 
local support. Consistent backers include 
Christian Caine, HBP Inc., Jefferson 
Security Bank, Shepherd University, the 
Corporation of Shepherdstown, Robert 
C. Byrd Center for Legislative Studies, 
Arts and Humanities Alliance of Jefferson 
County, and private donors. Businesses in 
town buy ads in the program to support 
the festival.

“I’m convinced these businesses and 
groups believe in the importance of having 
a thriving and varied artistic community in 
town,” Maxwell-Snyder says. “Since 2005 
when Sotto Voce started, the awareness 
concerning poetry has grown immensely.”

Shepherd University was much more 
engaged in the 2009 festival than in earlier 
ones, thanks to university president Dr. 
Suzanne Shipley. The university increased 
participation in Sotto Voce financially, by 
hosting many festival events on campus, 
and by offering receptions.

“I’m glad to have this partnership 
with the university and glad to experience 
firsthand the university’s commitment to 
supporting the arts,” Maxwell-Snyder says.

Despite great volunteers and indi-
vidual and institutional support, one might 
also wonder just how Maxwell-Snyder 
manages to keep her own energy at the 
level needed to spearhead—and sched-
ule—a complex event every year.

“I enjoy the opportunity of bringing 
talented and nationally recognized poets 
to read and teach in this community,” 
she says, “as well as the enthusiasm I’ve 
witnessed in people as they get involved—
volunteering, donating, and attending 
readings and workshops. I also like the 
fact that the audience for poetry keeps 
growing year by year. It’s these sorts of 
rewards that keep me plugging away at 
Sotto Voce.”

Coming Soon: Sotto Voce Poetry Festival VI
Ed Zahniser
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Peter Stitt, editor of The Gettysburg Review
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vital factor in her art.
Tem still loves to travel, and has 

family members scattered over the world. 
All of her children live in Spain. Recently 
she made a trip to visit siblings who live 
in India and Australia, returning with lots 
of images and ideas for future adven-
tures. But her connection to her beautiful 
land and home in Sharpsburg inspired her 
to become a U.S. citizen this past spring.

Tem’s art is very personal. The 
content of her images emerge from the 
environment around her, including the 
animals, birds, flowers, plants, houses, 
mountains, trees, people, dreams, and 
whatever else moves her. Her deep con-

nection to nature is evident throughout 
all her work. The results are elegant and 

flowing expressions of her many-faceted 
visions.

Tem’s technique for her linocut 
prints is her own invention. The linoleum 
blocks are intricately carved with cher-
ished English cutting tools she bought in 
London long ago. She hand colors each 
block, rubbing on several colors of print-
ing inks with a cloth. She then transfers 
the print to the paper by rubbing it with 
her grandmother’s old spoon—she has 
never found another tool that improves 
upon this! Each of her monoprints is pro-
duced with two or three blocks, infusing 
the image with depth and texture. Since 
she hand inks each of the blocks for each 
piece, every image is unique. Unlike 

other printing processes, 

she can only do one print at a time, and 
each takes an entire day to print. In addi-
tion to the monoprints, Tem has done 
several series of notecards. One of these 
is called the Quaker Series, and features 
inspiring quotes. These are also available 
as posters.

Tem is also known for her beautiful 
ceramic tiles, which she does on com-
mission. She designs each tile by hand, 

with the design applied as a relief in clay. 
She then makes a plaster mold and fills 
it with liquid clay. She fires the resulting 
tile until it is hard, hand paints, glazes, 
and fires it a final time.

Tem’s art is found in international 
collections, and can be seen on her Web 
site, www.temahoa.com, at the Bridge 
Gallery in Shepherdstown, and at the 
Gifts Inn Boonsboro in Boonsboro, Md.
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Ar tworks
Temahoa Love

Handmade Images with an Elegant Touch
Nan Broadhurst

Temahoa Love has traveled the 
world, experiencing many diverse 
cultures and becoming immersed 

in amazing natural environments; this is 
all reflected in her full vibrant life and 
lovingly expressed in the rich images of 
her art.

Temahoa’s South African father and 
Irish mother were free spirits, living in 
Tahiti when Tem was born, thus giving 
her the lovely Tahitian name Temahoa. 
The family moved to a small farm in 
the south of England, where Tem spent 
most of her childhood. Her father was a 
writer, Sorbonne-trained gourmet cook, 
and inveterate raconteur. During World 
War II he served in the English Royal Air 
Force with the air and sea rescue mission, 
which suited his enduringly adventur-
ous nature. Tem’s mother was known 
for her beauty, and loved to fill their 
home with all types of people. Tem was 
surrounded by gypsies, artists, English 
gentry and intelligentsia, (well known 
and less known), and in this environment 
her creativity flourished. When she was 
10, her father’s wanderlust took him back 
to Tahiti, and her mother remarried. The 
family lived on her stepfather’s famous 
schooner, Hoshi, in Chichester Harbor. 
Unfortunately Tem’s mother became ill 
and died when Tem was only 16.

In the year following her mother’s 
death, Tem went to London and took 
classes at the Central School of Arts 
and Crafts. Then at age 17 she traveled 
around France, ending up in Strasbourg, 
where she worked with the Comedie-
Française. She was hired to make masks 
for the Berthold Brecht play 
Mother Courage. However, 
Tem’s responses to the scenes 
during rehearsal were so 
sensitive and perceptive that 
she became adroit at predict-
ing audience reaction—a 
much appreciated talent. She 
returned to London and met 
and married John Love. They 
moved out of the city to a farm 
to escape the rat race, and had 
three children. Tem returned 
to the Central School to study 
sculpture. It was during this 
time that a friend introduced 
her to the linoleum-cut print 
process, which captivates her 
to this day. She began her art 
career by illustrating children’s 
books.

Tem and family left 
England, living two years 
in Ireland and one year in 
Istanbul, Turkey, before they 
moved to Granada Province in 
southern Spain, settling in the 
idyllic village of Bubion. There, 

Tem raised her children and produced 
her art for 20 years. During this time she 
and John divorced and she married an 
American, JD, and moved to the United 
States where JD had family. They lived 
in DC for a while, until they decided 
to search within a delineated circle 
around D.C. to find a home site. Luckily 
Shepherdstown was in this radius, and 
they moved to a farm on Swan Pond 
Road. But the marriage didn’t last, and 
Tem didn’t want to maintain the old 
farmhouse. So she found a smaller home 
in Sharpsburg, Md., where she still had 
plenty of land for her beloved horse, 
Mimi, and her dogs. She built a little 
red stable-house for Mimi, who loved to 
keep Tem company by putting her head 
through the window, the curtain drap-
ing her head like a veil. Mimi and Tem 
and usually a dog or two would take 
long rides along the C&O Towpath until 

Mimi unexpectedly died last year. Tem, 
an accomplished horsewoman, still rides 
whenever she can. Animals have always 
been significant to her, connecting her 
intimately with the earth. This plays a 
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world, experiencing many diverse 
cultures and becoming immersed 

in amazing natural environments; this is 
all reflected in her full vibrant life and 
lovingly expressed in the rich images of 
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I.
The burden of astonishment.
When accompanied by bells,
a sudden lifting into lightness:
brevity clasping joy.

II.
No longer afraid in the dark wood
where, transformed by heat and riddle,
all the musicians talk at once
to vie for the lively advantage.

III.
Calm psyche requires rain & now, a storm.
Heavy clouds confirm: voluminous pretty
of a full sky as it unleashes the tertiary shout
of thunder fracturing silence.

The Substance of Art

Often, as in always,
it begins
as a trembling
that knows no beginning,

& you shake with it,
rocking the moment
when the first light appears
like a potato unearthed by a hurried hand.

It is dawn as you stare
at the words on the page
& know that love fills the air
with the persistence of an eagle

defying Earth’s gravitational pull.
Look now at the maple
growing by the turbulent waters,
& leave nothing to chance.

Cherub

The sky offers clarity but not commitment.
The ocean yields verity but not presentiment.
Like a widow eating almonds,
I am certain but not.
When the cherub tripped over his umbilical cord
and fell from the cloud,
three days passed before we found him
clinging to the torch in Lady Liberty’s hand.
Like sticks and stones
his words will always hurt us.
They hurt so much that we dare not label
him little fraud, though he pontificates
as he does upon varieties of first and last,
last and first, while denying, yes denying,
any kinship with Icarus.

Standing Room Only

Books are virtuous sojourners
in a cave full of baby mice
who know nothing of solitude.
A furry lump,
they huddle as they sleep
and press body to body
when they wake to drink
their morning milk.
They then move en masse
toward the mouth of the cave
and form a large congregation
of pupils eager for knowledge.
The books are nearby.
Ready.
Waiting for little pink paws
to turn the pages
which edify both the clever
and the unabashedly ardent.

Knowing

Solemnity, of course, underscores propriety.

Such intensity, almost strident,
fuels a capacious candor.

A candor reinvented
by the venerable rustic
herding his bleating sheep.

Next to godliness
is the generosity of his judgment,

as given to purity
as the arched brow of midnight
or the puckered lips of a passing cloud.

Guessing

Last night the flashlight went dead,
and we relied on moonlight.

The memory exhilarates
like all correct guesses.

How on earth did you know
there were 579 marbles in the jar?

Your clairvoyance touches the future
like the Fortune Cookie nesting in my purse,

the one we didn’t open,
didn’t read.

Elegy

The last full breath
of a dying coal miner

when black night
& its hidden star
call upon fire
to protect his widow

who eats the dust
of our resolve,
giving us heart 
to continue digging.

Now bright fetish
in the hand,
little rock
from Plato’s kidney,
compress & streamline
her scattered thoughts.

Build an airy tunnel
where invincible men
need not
 stall for time.

Approximate Sugar

To the left,
the virulence of reserve
when hosting drifters

To the right,
an ornate pendulum
spinning in place

In the middle,
approximate sugar:

still sweet
still necessary
& stone cold
on the tongue

Sonja James is the 
author of two poetry 
collections: Baiting the 
Hook (The Bunny & the 
Crocodile Press, 1999) 
and Children of the 
Moon (Argonne House 
Press, 2004). Her work 
has appeared in The 
Iowa Review, Margie, 
Gargoyle, 5 A.M., The 
South Carolina Review, 
Beloit Poetry Journal, 
Poet Lore, Verse Daily, and other publications. In 2007 
she was co-winner of the Sotto Voce Award. She has two 
sons and lives in Martinsburg, W. Va.

‘Approximate Sugar’ and Other Poems by Sonja James

Poetry

The sixth year of Sotto Voce Poetry 
Festival in Shepherdstown fast 
approaches its October 1–3, 2010 

run. What might the festival’s founder and 
producer Hope Maxwell-Snyder have had 
in mind those six years ago?

“Reading and writing poetry are both 
wonderful ways to celebrate humankind,” 
she says. “I learned to appreciate poetry as 
a child in Colombia, South America, and 
I wanted to share with others the passion 
that I feel for poetry.”

Her vision has changed somewhat as 
the festival has continued and matured. “I’ve 
realized, since founding Sotto Voce, that it is 
important to move beyond the region and to 
try to reach poets in the rest of the U.S. and 
the world,” she says. The festival has consis-
tently added more types of events, particu-
larly types of workshops, panel discussions, 
and meetings with editors and manuscript 
consultants. For featured poets, Maxwell-
Snyder has increasingly sought those who 
are not only excellent poets and readers but 
also solid teachers.

She scouts them at national confer-
ences like the Associated Writing Program’s 
annual meeting, Bread Loaf, The Gettysburg 
Review’s Conference for Writers, and the 
National Latino Writers’ Conference in New 
Mexico. “I talk to poets, attend their read-
ings, and read their work,” she says.

Much of the success of the festival 
inheres in the Shepherdstown community 
itself, in the form of volunteers who support it.

“All arts organizations need vol-
unteers to survive, especially now, says 
Maxwell-Snyder. “I have been blessed 
with people who have been generous with 
their time and resources. Our volunteers 
are crucial to the growth and success of 
Sotto Voce. People have hosted receptions, 
organized and staffed book sales, distrib-
uted programs, transported poets to and 
from airports, and even hosted some poets 
in their homes.”

From the start, one of the goals of 
Sotto Voce has been to create a broader 
audience for poetry. Like Walt Whitman 

said in the mid-1800s, “To have great 
poets there must be great audiences, too.”

“We live in a culture of the ready-
made, reality TV shows, and fast food,” 
says Maxwell-Snyder. “I would like people 
to rediscover the pleasure in language, the 
satisfaction that comes from connecting 
to the human experience through poetry. 
Poets are the conscience of our society. We 
should listen more carefully to what they 
are telling us.”

Poets know too well the frequent 
kneejerk reaction that many people have, 
saying “I can’t understand poetry.” But it’s 
often more of an assumption than a reac-
tion. If the right margin is jagged, it’s a 
poem and therefore can’t be “understood.” 
Some critics blame this assumed attitude 
on the way poetry has been taught in past 
decades.

“There does seem to be a misconcep-
tion about poetry,” Maxwell-Snyder says, 
“an idea that it is indecipherable and that 
only a few privileged readers can under-
stand it. And yet, during the past five years, 
after many of the festival readings, I’ve 
been approached by people who have con-
fessed that they had never attended a poetry 
reading before, and that they never thought 
they would enjoy it. If we keep an open 
mind and an open heart things happen.”

Last year’s festival workshops were 
notable for how many of their participants 

lived nowhere near Shepherdstown. After 
the second festival, poet and poetry entre-
preneur Grace Cavalieri urged Maxwell-
Snyder to make the festival a regional 
happening. The regional festival at St. 
Mary’s in Maryland had then recently 
folded, leaving what Cavalieri saw as a 
gap needing to be filled.

“This year’s featured poets come from 
New York, D.C., Florida, and Georgia, 
among other states,” Maxwell-Snyder 
says, “so I would venture to say that Sotto 
Voce has indeed become established as 
a national festival. Last year, workshop 
participants traveled from New York, D.C., 
and Virginia to attend the readings and the 
classes. When I go to conferences I talk-
up Sotto Voce.”

Many writing conferences are in fact 
costly, and the festival’s increasing pull 
for participants from outside the Eastern 
Panhandle may reflect the fact that they 
recognize that being able to attend read-
ings by poets like Gerald Stern, Stanley 
Plumly, Ed Hirsch, Michael Collier, Alice 
Friman, and Natasha Trethewey largely for 
free—and then to sign up for very reason-
ably priced workshops with them—is a 
great opportunity.

“Many of our readings are offered 
free of charge,” Maxwell-Snyder says. 
“Last year the fee for a workshop was $50. 
Most people would agree that’s affordable. 
Besides, local poets, other residents, and 
Shepherd University students can enjoy a 
weekend of readings and discussions with-

out having to pay. People recognize that 
that’s pretty special.”

The Sotto Voce festival enjoys good 
local support. Consistent backers include 
Christian Caine, HBP Inc., Jefferson 
Security Bank, Shepherd University, the 
Corporation of Shepherdstown, Robert 
C. Byrd Center for Legislative Studies, 
Arts and Humanities Alliance of Jefferson 
County, and private donors. Businesses in 
town buy ads in the program to support 
the festival.

“I’m convinced these businesses and 
groups believe in the importance of having 
a thriving and varied artistic community in 
town,” Maxwell-Snyder says. “Since 2005 
when Sotto Voce started, the awareness 
concerning poetry has grown immensely.”

Shepherd University was much more 
engaged in the 2009 festival than in earlier 
ones, thanks to university president Dr. 
Suzanne Shipley. The university increased 
participation in Sotto Voce financially, by 
hosting many festival events on campus, 
and by offering receptions.

“I’m glad to have this partnership 
with the university and glad to experience 
firsthand the university’s commitment to 
supporting the arts,” Maxwell-Snyder says.

Despite great volunteers and indi-
vidual and institutional support, one might 
also wonder just how Maxwell-Snyder 
manages to keep her own energy at the 
level needed to spearhead—and sched-
ule—a complex event every year.

“I enjoy the opportunity of bringing 
talented and nationally recognized poets 
to read and teach in this community,” 
she says, “as well as the enthusiasm I’ve 
witnessed in people as they get involved—
volunteering, donating, and attending 
readings and workshops. I also like the 
fact that the audience for poetry keeps 
growing year by year. It’s these sorts of 
rewards that keep me plugging away at 
Sotto Voce.”

Coming Soon: Sotto Voce Poetry Festival VI
Ed Zahniser

PHOTO BY KALANI

Sonja James

Barbara Spicher, Hope Maxwell-Snyder,  
and Stephany Snyder

Peter Stitt, editor of The Gettysburg Review

Stanley Plumly, poet laureate  
of Maryland

Hope Maxwell-Snyder introduces the festival.Christopher Rankin and Hope Maxwell-Snyder 
at the reception at Christian Caine

Poet Terrance Hayes reads
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Recently I discovered that a good 
friend of mine had finally pub-
lished a book on his extraordi-

nary and moving life story. I jumped at 
the chance to find out how his long and 
winding journey had brought him to 
our little neck of the woods. I was lucky 
enough to work with Herb Flemming 
on a few projects with Sanders Museum 
Services, where he still wields his ham-
mer and tongs with aplomb. So, bright 
and early on a hot summer’s day, I headed 
out to the forge near the Folly to hear 
what Herb had to say. The morning dew 
kept the dust down as I headed up the 
drive. Herb was already waiting with a 
big smile. He is an early riser and a hard 
worker and sometimes even I have a hard 
time keeping up with his Old World pace.

We started his story in January of 
1945, in a small German village near the 
Russian front. The family could hear the 
thunderous din of artillery moving closer 
and closer. In their first attempt to leave, 
after his father had prayed to God for the 
safety of each member of his family, their 
expedition was turned back by a con-
cerned neighbor who warned of a huge 
blizzard bearing down on them. After two 
weeks of waiting while the Russian front 
drew closer, Herb could actually see the 
German and Russian soldiers in the field 
shooting at each other. They left again, 
this time for good.

They made their way to the coastal 
village of Pillau, where cruise liners had 
been converted into hospital ships and 
filled their unused space with refugees. 

Herb’s family was waiting for a spot on 
one of these “Liberty Ships.” During 
the course of the war, over 400,000 
immigrants were transported away from 
the conflict on ships such as these. The 
family was about to board the vessel 
Steuben, but were turned away just before 
they could board; the ship was full. As 
the Steuben headed out to sea, it was hit 
by three Russian torpedoes. Out of the 
4,300 passengers, only about 650 could 
be saved.

Eventually the family did secure 
passage to America. Herb worked in the 
ship’s kitchen, where he met people of 
color for the first time and enjoyed learn-
ing how to cook. His father’s sister had 
come to America in the 1920s, and the 
family stayed with her in Albany, N.Y.

Herb had taken a three-year appren-
ticeship as a blacksmith in East Prussia, 
what is now East Russia. He made his 
first American? dollar cleaning out a 
warehouse for a pair of brothers who 
owned an automobile bodyshop. They 
wanted to give him a full-time job, but 
his English wasn’t up to snuff. After 
spending several weeks immersing him-
self in our language, simultaneously 
watching television, listening to the radio, 
and reading the newspaper, creating his 
own Rosetta Stone program, he lined up 
a date with a cousin of the business own-
ers. While waiting for her to get ready, he 
was able to prove his new proficiency in 
English. He got the job and eventually his 
whole family worked for Harold and George, 
the brothers who owned the business.

In April of 1953, Herb was drafted 
into the United States Army. He attended 
basic training at Ft. Dix, and two years 
and seven days after fleeing Germany, he 
was a part of the force occupying it. He 
became an American citizen in Frankfurt, 
Germany, at the American Consulate. 
Herb was stationed in Heidelberg with a 
general service platoon, and was tasked 
with creating shelter and providing heat 
for the generals and engineers of our 
army, a job he was proud to do.

He was given a two-week furlough 
and decided to visit his family village. He 
knocked on his aunt’s door and a young 
pretty girl opened it. Her name was 
Frieda, and she was a friend of the fam-
ily. Herb was awestruck and they were 
married in Germany in 1955.

After more than three years of ser-
vice, Herb returned to our shores as an 
SP4, and with a beautiful wife. They 
returned to New York, and he took a job 
working with sheet metal and roofing, 
but always on the lookout for a better 
opportunity for his family. He found 
such a job in northern New Jersey at a 
candy factory. He became a mechanical 
engineer by servicing and repairing the 
machine that printed the Ms on M&Ms.

After five years, this experience 
with metal and machinery led him to 
the Deer Park Bakery Plant in southern 
New Jersey. He started as an engineer, 
servicing the machinery and then became 
the floor manager. He stayed with the 
bakery for 30 years. While planning for 
his retirement, Herb bought six acres of 
land in Winchester, Va. He moved his 
family there in the early 1990s. However 
he found that Winchester was just a bit 
too far from everywhere he wanted to be. 
He finally came to rest in Inwood, W. Va. 
Then he became bored.

He found his way to the Sanders, 
and the forge at the Folly, and for seven 
years he’s been pitching in part time and 
keeping his skills sharp and his hammer 
ringing while penning the miraculous 
story of his life, From Hitler Youth to 
American Soldier. The book in itself was 
a kind of miracle. He had a lot of help 
from Timothy King, a young soldier who 
befriended Herb. He spent many nights 
listening to Herb’s hypnotic and heart-
staggering stories and convinced him 

to record 
them. Tim 
ended up 
stationed 
in Qatar 
and helped 
to edit and 
refine the 
book in the 
long dark 
nights of 
the desert.

This book is the essence of Herb’s 
life and that of his family. His father was 
a lay preacher who reached many souls 
in the German countryside, and he kept 
a very Christian home. Herb personally 
committed his life to Jesus Christ on 
Palm Sunday when he was 14 years old. 
He truly believes in the power of prayer, 
and that the only reason he is here today 
is because of his faith and because of the 
prayers of his family.

This kind of faith is a bit of a conun-
drum to me, and when I first met Herb 
working out at the Folly, I was some-
what confounded. Here were a group of 
extremely open-minded liberal craftsmen, 
working late hours and addicted to NPR. 
Then there is this huge, strapping, grey-
haired grandfather, showing up to work 
at the crack of dawn, listening to conser-
vative radio, and spouting off about the 
power of prayer. I raised my eyebrows at 
first. Then I talked to him. His positive 
energy is infectious, his accent and his 
laugh can’t help but make you smile. His 
genuine warmth and concern for his fel-
low man glows off of him like the cherry 
glow of a fanned fire in the winter.

When he talks to you about being 
saved, it isn’t that he wants you to join 
his club or be a part of his group; he 
isn’t talking down to you. This man is 
whole-heartedly concerned for the safety 
of your soul. Now I doubt you’ll see me 
at church on Sunday, but I will say a 
prayer of thanks for Herb Flemming, and 
his book, and the beautiful journey that 
brought him to us.

Get info about Herb’s book at www.
Herbflemmingslife.com. He is always 
available for speeches and appearances 
and he WILL make you laugh and cry.

Herb Flemming: A Journey of Faith
Christopher Robinson

Oil and Water: A History of Three Petrodisasters
Mark Madison

The problem began with an offshore 
oil-drilling rig. As a pipe was 
being extracted, pressure began 

to increase along the upper part of the 
deep underwater well. An emergency cap 
was applied, but this just exacerbated 
the problem. Shortly thereafter, extreme 
pressure caused the well to blow out. 
Soon oil began to spew out of the dam-
aged well, despoiling 800 hundred square 
miles of ocean and 35 miles of coastline. 
Birds, dolphins, and seals all began to 
die—poisoned by the oil. This petrodi-
saster occurred 41 years ago in the Santa 
Barbara oil spill.

There are many analogies between 
the recent Gulf oil disaster and the 1969 
Santa Barbara spill off the shoreline of 
California. There was the tone-deaf cor-
porate response as Fred Hartley, president 
of Union Oil Corporation, noted: “I don’t 
like to call it a disaster because there has 
been no loss of human life. I am amazed 
at the publicity for the loss of a few 
birds.” Various dispepeterrsal agents were 
used to break up the spill and oil was 
skimmed off the ocean and beaches.

But there were also significant differ-
ences between the two spills. The Santa 
Barbara oil spill was controlled after a 
mere 11 days and 200,000 gallons of 
crude oil had escaped. By comparison, the 
Deepwater Horizon released around 1.3 
million gallons of oil a day for 80 days.

Yet what was perhaps most surpris-
ing about the largely forgotten Santa 
Barbara oil spill was the public response. 
Just days after the spill, an activist group 

called GOO (Get the Oil Out) was 
founded and organized a boycott of gas 
stations that used offshore drilling. They 
got 100,000 signatures on a petition to 
help ban offshore drilling, and began a 
concerted effort to get the public to con-
serve gas and oil. Sen. Gaylord Nelson 
saw the spill as a spur to his idea of an 
environmental teach-in, which eventually 
became the first Earth Day on April 22, 
1970.

After the Santa Barbara oil spill, a 
number of legislative initiatives emerged 
to protect the environment, ranging 
from the creation of the Environmental 
Protection Agency in 1970 to the pass-
ing of the Endangered Species Act in 
1973. Finally, in 1981 Congress banned 
offshore drilling in coastal waters with 
memories of the Santa Barbara spill 
uppermost in their minds.  Then, with 
$4 gasoline on Congress’s mind, this ban 
was lifted in 2008.

The next major petrodisaster 
occurred on Good Friday, March 24, 
1989, when the Exxon Valdez oil tanker 
ran aground at the Bligh Reef off the 
coast of Alaska. In a historical irony, 
Capt. Bligh (of the aforementioned reef) 
was not a particularly good manager of 
mutinous sailors, but he was an extraordi-
nary navigator, having navigated an open 
boat 23 feet long full of 19 men nearly 
3,600 miles after being kicked off the 
Bounty.

In contrast to Bligh’s navigational 
brilliance, Capt. Joseph Hazelwood 
of the Exxon Valdez was perhaps the 

worst navigator 
since Skipper 
on Gilligan’s 
Island. The ship 
immediately 
began to leak 
oil, eventually 
spilling approxi-
mately 11 mil-
lion gallons 
of oil into the 
Prince William 
Sound—the larg-
est oil spill in 
U.S. waters until 
the Deepwater 
Horizon disaster.

The spill 
moved quickly, 

eventually cover-

ing 1,300 miles of coastline and 11,000 
square miles of ocean. The wildlife 
die-off was both horrific and hidden 
since most fatalities sank untallied into 
the ocean. Best estimates of the die-off 
included 250,000 sea birds, 2,800 sea 
otters, 300 harbor seals, and 22 killer 
whales—not counting the billions of fish 
eggs killed. The aftermath of the Exxon 
Valdez disaster included a long-lasting 
lawsuit and more stringent requirements 
on tankers. It may have inadvertently 
saved the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge 
from drilling, as the previous examples of 
oil in Alaska had been less than edifying.

Which brings us to the current 
disaster. As I write this, the Deepwater 
Horizon well blew out exactly 100 days 
ago and the well has been successfully 
capped the last two weeks. Prior to the 
cap, more than 100 million gallons of 
oil were released. Ironically most of the 
oil released is invisible. Some has been 
skimmed or burned off, some eaten by 
microbes, and some has sunk.

The same disappearing act has 
occurred with the wildlife harmed in the 
spill. Many of the sea birds, fish, and 
crustaceans harmed by the oil just sank 
soundlessly into the Gulf, never observed 
or recorded, but victims nonetheless of 
this disaster. The fear is that an “out of 
sight, out of mind” mentality will hide 
the true costs of the oil spill. Oil and 
dispersants will be with us a long time. 
Recall that this is a part of the country 
that still suffers from DDT residues in 
certain waterways, even though that pes-
ticide was banned in 1972.

The causes of the most recent disas-
ter were both immediate and long-term. 
The immediate cause of the oil well 
disaster was a methane explosion so large 
its flames eventually sank the Deepwater 
Horizon oilrig and, in the process, dam-
aged the wellhead which began to leak 
copious amounts of oil. The long-term 
cause was the increased risk associated 
with this type of deepwater drilling, for 
which BP and all petroleum consumers 
share blame.

BP, based on preliminary studies, 
seems to have been rather cavalier about 
risk and the importance of safety margins 
and overestimated its various failsafes 
(all of which failed). But the reason BP 
was drilling in such inhospitable terrain 
is because that is where the remaining 

accessible 
oil is to 
be found. 
The costs 
of cheap 
oil are out-
sourced to 
marine life, 
sea birds, 
and some 
coastal 
inhabitants.

A more 
ecologically equitable system would have 
all of us bear our share of this petrobur-
den. Perhaps if we left the air condition-
ing on all day while at work we could be 
assessed an oiled pelican to clean. Those 
of us who take a needless cross-country 
flight could man a skimmer boat for a 
week. But of course this is not what hap-
pens, as the costs and damages are not in 
our line of vision, besides the few who 
have gone down to the Gulf Coast as wit-
nesses for nature.

So, then, the question becomes what 
will the aftereffects be from this disas-
ter? Will they be transformative, like 
the growth of the modern environmental 
movement after the Santa Barbara oil 
spill? Or will they be short-lived and 
relatively small-scale like the aftermath 
of the Exxon Valdez oil spill? One can 
hope the Gulf oil spill will have a trans-
formative power as great in magnitude as 
befits the worst oil spill ever in American 
history.

Historians are never good prog-
nosticators, but I can make three firm 
predictions about the future. First, acci-
dents will continue to happen and with 
increased frequency as we seek out the 
remaining oil reserves in the most inhos-
pitable locales. Second, the environment 
and those in close proximity to these 
wells will suffer unduly the harsh effects 
of drilling while benefiting negligibly 
from the profits. And finally, if we do not 
transform our energy ecology, 20 years 
from now another historian will be writ-
ing a similar column about the four worst 
oil spills in American history.

Mark Madison teaches environmen-
tal history and environmental ethics at 
Shepherd University.

All Creatures Great and Small
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Herb Flemming Herb as a youth
Workers cleaning rocks after the Exxon Valdez oil spill

Rescuing a brown pelican from 
the Gulf oil spill
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The bios of Lieutenant Colonel 
(LTC) Kelly T. Knitter and her 
husband LTC Kevin R. Knitter 

read like a travelogue recipe for a 
success ful Army marriage. They met 
in Korea, worked together in Georgia 
(USA), then were assigned to NATO in 
the Netherlands where he did a tour in 
Sarajevo. The family lived in Arizona for 
a few years. She deployed to Uzbekistan 
and Afghanistan; he deployed to the  
Horn of Africa and Kuwait. They lived  
in Virginia and then embarked on a 
“hardship tour” in Hawaii before their 
current living arrangement in Jefferson 
County materialized.

It is at this point that our story 
begins. LTC Kevin Knitter recently 
retired from the military after 25 years  
of faithful service. LTC Kelly Knitter will 
assume the position of deputy brigade 
commander of the 21st Signal Brigade, 
7th Signal Command (Theater) at Fort 
Detrick, Md. And, by the way, they have 
two pretty-well-adjusted teenagers.

My question to them is: How do you 
maintain family with so much transition 

in your lives? Moving across town can  
be difficult for some families, to say 
nothing of moving across the country  
and the world several times. Changes  
in professional working relationships can 
cause stress, and retirement is certainly a 
huge transition in life. So how does all of 
this affect the family?

Apparently, as it turns out, not 
much. That’s what Thomas Knitter (17) 
says. His bottom line about all of the 
changes has to do with the excitement 
of new places and new people. Thomas 
remembers their three years in Arizona 
as an especially fun time for a boy aged 
7, 8, and 9. But then, with a move to 
the Netherlands for the next three years, 
making new friends was just as great. 
And, as it turns out, he seems to have 
been bitten by the Army travel bug. Last 
summer he participated as a People to 
People Student Ambassador in China 
where he spent 15 days with a group 
of other students from West Virginia, 
Maryland, and Pennsylvania visiting  
cities like Beijing and Shanghai. 
Currently a senior at Jefferson High 

School, Thomas plans to attend North 
Georgia University, which is one of the 
six military colleges in the United States 
(others include Virginia Military Institute, 
The Citadel, Texas A&M, Norwich, and 
Virginia Tech). A military career is attrac-
tive to him because he sees the potential 
to continue to learn more about different 
places and cultures.

Kristen Knitter (15) tends to agree 
with her brother’s assessment that the 
best thing about growing up military is 
going to all those new places, and she 
really doesn’t see a “worst” side to it. 
When she was very little, and both her 
parents were working on base, she was 
in daycare as are many nonmilitary chil-
dren. She attended a Christian academy 
when they lived in Arizona, and during  
her 8th grade year, she attended the 
Island Pacific Academy, a private school 
in Hawaii. While searching her mind for 
some drawback to all this movement, she 
did confess that it can feel like being the 
new kid a lot. There was also the time 
when her parents were deployed back 
to back. They lived in Arizona, and the 

Knitter grandparents came to live with 
them for several months. This was around 
the time of 9-11 and as her mom was 
coming home from Afghanistan, dad was 
heading out to Kuwait. She also related 
that when her dad was deployed, mom 
was the boss, but with retirement, her dad 
will now be at home a lot more. She’s not 
too worried about that, though, because 
he “likes to get out.” This transition will 
be just fine!

LTC Kelly Knitter with 21 years of 
Army service says that flexibility is the 
key to maintaining a strong family in the 
military. With each move, the Knitters 
needed to find a “quick friend” locally 
to fulfill the requirements of the Family 
Care Plan which stipulates that a fam-
ily has 30 days to designate someone 
locally who would be able to take care 
of the children should something hap-
pen to the parents. She also notes that 
during the past 15 years, the Army has 
been very intent on building a family 
focus. This includes family care while 
parents are deployed as well as a focus 
on post-deployment integration back 
into family life upon return. Stability is 
always in question with this dual military 
career family, but the Knitters have been 
fortunate not to be deployed simultane-
ously. As a family, they are also aware 
of instilling good values and a Christian 
foundation as bottom-line constants in 
life. While they have attended Methodist 
churches in the past, they have found 
a church home here with St. Peter’s of 
the Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish. 
This draws on Kevin’s heritage of being 
raised the son of an Evangelical Lutheran 
Church in America pastor who served as 
a Navy chaplain for 20 years.

LTC Kevin Knitter, retired, is rather 
new at this civilian life. Being assigned 
to the Pentagon while living here in 
Jefferson County, he wore his uniform 
while travelling on public transportation 
every day. “I never heard one negative 
comment,” he says. In fact he shared that, 
as an Army guy, he had lots of free meals 
and beers at Uno’s in Union Station while 
waiting for trains. In fact, his tab there 
generally was under the name of “Army 
Guy.” He is currently looking for a job, 
but he is not in too much of a hurry to 
get one. After relaxing through the sum-
mer, he’ll probably end up working in 
D.C., riding that public transportation 
again. This time around, though, he’ll be 
wearing civvies.

Military Family in Transition
Sarah Soltow

I consider myself an environmentalist, 
but the native-plant people are prob-
ably going to be disappointed in me.  

I have a white mulberry tree (Morus alba), 
often called a weed tree, and I love it!

In my defense, I will say that I didn’t 
plant it. It was already here, growing 
right in the fence line between the neigh-
bor’s property and ours, when I arrived 
some 25 years ago. The trunk is on our 
side, but early in its life the tree had 
divided into two main parts, one on either 
side of the fence. I’m no botanist, but I 
did recognize it as a mulberry, although  
I didn’t know that there was a red (Morus 
rubra, the native) and a white.

I’d seen mulberry trees along resi-
dential streets, dropping their blackberry-
like fruit, staining sidewalks and cars. I 
saw fruit on my tree, but it never seemed 
to get dark, so I assumed that the birds 
were eating it before it ripened. When I 
finally sampled the pale fruit, it was as 
sweet as sugar, but with no real flavor.

At that point, I was curious enough 
to look my tree up and found it was a 
white mulberry. I learned that the tree is 
not named for the color of the ripe fruit. 
Some sources say it was named for the 
color of its buds, others say nothing.  
The fruit of white mulberry can be white, 
pink, pale purple, or red-black, so some 
of the offending street trees with black 
fruit may well be white mulberries.  
My tree’s ripe fruit is white or pink.

If my tree was along a driveway, 
I suppose it could be deemed a mess-
maker when ripe fruit falls. However,  
it sits in a field where any mess it makes 
is food for wildlife.

My tree is a source of delight in late 
spring when the berries ripen slowly over 
a period of weeks. All my neighborhood 
birds: cardinals, jays, titmice, towhees, 
goldfinches, woodpeckers, robins, mock-
ingbirds, crows—you name it—fly in to 
gorge on the fruit.

Best of all, birds arrive that are  
otherwise strangers to my yard, once the 
word gets out that the mulberries are ripe. 
I know Baltimore orioles live nearby, 
because once every couple of years I 
spot a flash of orange in the woods. But 
in mulberry season, whole families of 
orioles spend weeks hanging out in the 
tree, the only time they allow more than 
a passing glimpse of them. Cedar wax-
wings also appear, seemingly from out  
of nowhere, because I never, ever, see 
them any other time.

Squirrels delight in eating mulberries 
too. They entertain with their acrobatics 

as they leap and glide 
through the branches 
and hang upside-down 
or suspended from one 
leg as they reach for 
that special berry.

On the ground, 
more birds share fallen 
fruit with rabbits and 
lazy squirrels. Box 
turtles amble in from 
wherever they’ve been 
hiding to enjoy the 
bounty.

White mulberry 
is an alien, although 
it is a “legal” alien 
because it was deliber-
ately introduced. It is 
now called invasive by 
many because it grows 
quickly and is spread 
by birds.

White mulberry 
is native to China, and 
it is the food tree for 
the silk moth, Bombyx 
mori. In about 3,000 
BC, the wife of the 
Chinese emperor supposedly discovered 
the process of making silk fabric when a 
silkworm cocoon fell from a tree into her 
cup of tea and unraveled. Silk production 
involves the rearing of millions of cater-
pillars on mulberry leaves until the pupal 
stage, when they are killed and each silk 
cocoon is  
unraveled in one long thread.

The secret of silk was jealously 
guarded for thousands of years, and  
anyone trying to remove silkworms from 
China was put to death. In about AD 
550, some traveling monks smuggled silk-
worm eggs in hollow walking sticks and 
delivered them to Emperor Justinian in 
Constantinople, and the secret was out.

In the early 1600s, King James I 
of England introduced white mulberry 
trees to the North American colonies 
in the hopes of starting a New World 
silk industry. For a time, some silk was 
manufactured in Georgia, North Carolina, 
Virginia, and New England, but the 
industry never really got off the ground. 
Another attempt was made in the mid 
1800s, and silk was produced in New 
Jersey for many years until the invention 
of synthetic fibers that could be made 
cheaply.

White mulberry trees are usually 
dioecious—all male or all female flow-
ers are produced on a single tree—but 

sometimes there are trees with both. 
The flowers are drooping catkins and 
are wind-pollinated. Leaves of differ-
ent shapes—entire, lobed, or mitten-
shaped—can be found on any single tree, 
and this is true of red mulberries as well. 
The trees grow 30 to 60 feet high, with  
a very wide canopy.

Fruit is very sweet but bland; the 
only taste is sweetness. It lacks the  
tartness that gives black mulberries  
their flavor.

The leaves of white mulberry are 
used in Chinese medicine under the 
names of chi sang and chin sang. They 
are reputedly used to treat an assortment 
of ailments, including sore throats, eye 
infections, urinary incontinence, dizzi-
ness, joint pains, diabetes, constipation, 
and even premature graying of hair.

Some claims might be warranted. 
Web MD says, “There are some chemi-
cals in white mulberry that work in a 
similar way to some medicines used for 
type two diabetes. They slow the break-
down of sugars in the gut so that they are 
absorbed more slowly in the blood. This 
helps the body keep blood sugar levels in 
the desirable range.”

White mulberry is a tough and  
versatile tree that is now found in all of 
the U.S. states except Nevada and Alaska. 
It even grows in Hawaii, where it was 

also introduced in the hope of starting 
a silk industry. It has few insect pests 
or diseases and it tolerates wind, salt, 
drought, pollution, and cold weather.

Interestingly, Web sites for different 
agencies of USDA have opposing things 
to say about white mulberry. Sometimes 
it is lauded for its resistance to pollution 
and drought and for its use in rows as 
windbreaks in areas with harsh winters. 
Elsewhere, it is labeled an invasive pest.

Invasive plants in general are 
described as those that outcompete oth-
ers, displace native plants, reduce diver-
sity, and hybridize with natives. White 
mulberry grows quickly and readily 
hybridizes with the native red, but red 
mulberry is relatively uncommon, usually 
only found in undisturbed woods.

We can’t keep things the way they 
are. Organisms travel, with and without 
our deliberate or accidental help, and 
hybridization happens. Evolution hap-
pens, and there are no more dinosaurs! 
Organisms that can survive in today’s 
world, will—and white mulberry is a 
survivor.

My white mulberry tree is a wonder-
ful shade tree. It provides food for a host 
of birds, mammals and even reptiles. 
How could I not love it?

White Mulberry—Pest or Pal?
Claire Stuart

PHOTO BY CLAIRE STUART PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW

(Left to right) Thomas Knitter, LTC Kelly Knitter, LTC Kevin Knitter, and Kristen Knitter
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As fate would have it, or perhaps 
it was the old Hawaiian god 
Lono playing tricks on the newly 

arrived “haoles,” Claire and I landed on 
“The Garden Island” of Kauai shortly 
after sunset. There is nothing quite like 
casting one’s fate to the wind by trying 
to find your way in the dark on a strange, 
volcanic island in the middle of the 
Pacific Ocean, while reading directions 
with a flashlight suddenly discovered to 
need batteries.

We chose to stay at a B&B in Lawai 
because it was in a residential area and 
advertised “dark skies,” the selling point 
for Claire. Every evening, we sat outside 
and watched the stars appear as the lights 
went out in Lawai. Without the constant 
glow of distant cities, we could see the 
Milky Way, a sight long absent at home. 
It was also quiet. Our neighbor on the 
one side was an old Japanese cemetery, 
while on the other was the upper end of 
the National Tropical Botanical Garden.

The Botanical Garden includes 
Allerton Garden, once home of the 
wealthy Allerton family, who created 
what they called their Garden of Eden. 
In addition to waterfalls and “rooms” 
bounded by trained trees and graced 
by water features, it boasts the gigantic 
buttress-root fig trees where the dinosaur 
eggs were found in Jurassic Park and a 
picture-postcard river where other movies 
have been shot.

In Kauai, it is customary to leave 
your shoes at the door because the red 
dirt of the island is legend for perma-
nently staining anything that it touches. 
It also rains every day, ranging from 
refreshing 10-second showers to biblical 
deluges at night, creating red mud. Claire 
made the mistake of hiking in her new 
white Reeboks; they now wear a perma-
nent souvenir.

On our mountain hike in the Mt. 
Wai’ale’ale area, we had hoped that 
the now-extinct volcano would be coy 
enough to lift her misty skirts to give us 
a peek, but her innate modesty prevented 
her from doing so. Wai’ale’ale holds the 
world record for rainfall, coming in at 
around 440 inches per year. Scientists 
maintain that the frequency of horizon-
tal rain, which can’t be measured by the 
helicopter-maintained rain gauges at the 
summit, would definitely put Wai’ale’ale 
far in the lead when it comes to global 
annual precipitation.

Our drive to Waimea Canyon, the 
Grand Canyon of Kauai, was blunted by 
overcast skies and rain at the top, but spec-
tacular nonetheless. Waimea Canyon Drive 
is similar to our own Skyline Drive, with 
multiple vistas and trailheads on either 
side of the road, a restaurant and museum 
at the top and a campground nearby.

On our return, we were treated to an 
expansive view of Ni’ihau, Kauai’s near-
est neighbor and the last in the Hawaiian 
Archipelago. The strait between Kauai 
and Ni’ihau is about 17 miles. Geologists 
maintain that both islands were created 
by Wai’ale’ale and were once joined by 
a shallow land bridge. Ni’ihau gets little 
rainfall and is home to a small band of 
native Hawaiians mostly involved in 
cattle ranching and honey production.

Back at the south shore, I went in 
search of the “western-most brew pub in 
the United States.” Even though Waimea 
Brewing netted a bad review in the guide-
book for an overly hopped India Pale 
Ale, I tend not to believe these things, 
especially when it comes to beer. I would 
rather find out for myself. They actually 
offered a highly acceptable pale ale that I 
would recommend. A couple of pints and 
the biggest plate of nachos that we ever 
encountered ended up being dinner and, at 

least as far as I was concerned, more than 
compensated for the stormy weather at the 
top of the mountain.

Our guidebook had warned about the 
ubiquitous and sometimes aggressive wild 
chickens, and it wasn’t kidding. Even on 
our hike in the Wailua River watershed, 
beginning at the end of a virtual one-lane 
road by a low-water bridge, these birds 
found us, nearly two miles from the trail-
head on a narrow ridge spine, where we 
had a panoramic view of the beaches near 
Kapa’a, 10 miles in the distance.

In 1992, Hurricane Iniki leveled great 
swaths of Kauai, liberating vast quanti-
ties of game birds, since cockfighting still 
remains a popular pastime on The Garden 
Island. Although you aren’t supposed to 
eat them, the locals claim that if they are 
captured and fattened up, these wild birds 
can be as tasty as any. However, if you 
should want to take the quick route and 
simply toss one in the stew pot, they rec-
ommend that you also include a lava rock, 
not for flavor, but to gauge when your 
chicken is done. When the rock is done, 
the chicken is ready to eat.

Kauai is a bird sanctuary. This kept 
the egg-eating mongoose (introduced to 
the other islands to kill rats, which they 
did not do) from being introduced. As one 
of the latest Hawaiian Islands to be devel-
oped, Kauai is trying to learn from past 
mistakes made by its neighboring coun-
ties. (Each island is a separate county.) As 
birds, chickens are protected.

The Kilauea lighthouse on the rugged 
north coast is a great spot for watching 
seabirds. The Tropicbirds, with their odd, 
stiletto-like tails, seem to play as they dive 
through the fierce winds below the cliffs, 
and huge Magnificent Frigatebirds soar 
overhead like pterodactyls.

Tour boats ply the choppy waters of 
the remote Na Pali Coast, where 3,000-

foot headlands guard openings into nar-
row interior valleys and remote beaches 
accessible only by boat, although from 
time to time movie companies have heli-
coptered in with crews and Port-o-pots. 
Here one can marvel at spinner dolphins 
that truly spin, seemingly on command, 
and show their white tummies; and large 
green sea turtles, busy laying their eggs 
in the summer. A yellow “Nemo-like” 
fish conspicuously hung out at the spot 
where the boat stopped to allow snor-
keling, scuba diving, and then lunch, 
including beer and mai tais, (consumed 
like water on Kauai) before bouncing 
back to port. (It is interesting to note that 
“Nemo” appeared in the exact same spot 
when my youngest son and his wife took 
this tour last year. Coincidence?)

As is often the case with places 
known as “paradise,” one native Hawaiian 
lady working at a gas station told me that 
the locals didn’t really have time to enjoy 
their “wonderful island” because they had 
to work two and even three jobs due to 
the high cost of living. For this reason, 
soliciting tips for nearly every service has 
become a regional pastime. This might 
be better called “panhandling,” especially 
when one hears the crew of the charter 
boat discussing recent purchases of over-
priced island real estate, while a moment 
later proffering their hands for a tip.

While resorts and condos line many 
beaches, the lush lands leading to the 
mountains are farmed, and most roads are 
still two lanes. Kauai seems determined 
to maintain a way of life that has existed 
here since the first settlers arrived thou-
sands of years ago from other regions 
of the Pacific, while incorporating con-
trolled development, as they try to cre-
atively shift to garner the tourist dollar.

The Bird of Paradise: Kauai
Stephen Willingham

It was in 
the 1820s 
that a 

particular 
Charles Town 
house was 
built on West 
Washington 
Street, two 
blocks from 
the Jefferson 
County Court 

House. This stately three-story single-
family home was designed in the Federal 
style, with a Georgiana influence of bright 
interior, large windows, a grand staircase, 
and high ceilings. As Charles Town grew, 
the downtown picture of elegant domes-
ticity gave way to commerce, and fewer 
of these magnificent private homes were 
constructed.

Throughout the past 200 years, 235 
W. Washington St. has had many owners 
and housed many commercial tenants. 
A bank, a mortgage company, a church 
house, and even a motorcycle shop were 
a few such operations, and much of the 
interior was reconfigured to accommodate 
them. Fortunately the exterior elements 
have remained original, and today this fine 
building is recognized and recorded as a 
Charles Town historic landmark.

The present owners of 235 
W. Washington St. are long time 
Shepherdstonians, Paul and Susan Ford 
Pritchard. They bought the property years 
ago, but it wasn’t until last fall when an 
idea for a venture that fit their venue like a 
glove started as a conversation and caught 
fire. Eight months later Washington Street 
Gallery & Gift was born.

West Virginia suffers from an embar-
rassment of riches. The artistic talent in 
this part of the world is extraordinary—
the established and the budding, young 
and old, visual and performing. It’s all 
right here in abundance. So when the 
Pritchards, both of them active in the arts 
community, discovered that Charles Town 
lacked a professional art gallery, that 
sealed it. They would establish one for 
Jefferson and Berkeley county artists and 
in doing so offer the public an opportunity 
to see more of the extraordinary work of 
local artists and artisans.

Susan put out a call for local artists 
to test the waters on the common theory 
that “If you build it, they will come,” and 
the response was overwhelmingly positive. 
Dozens of artists stepped forward, hundreds 
of pieces were juried, the building’s interior 
was given a total facelift, and the doors 
of the Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
opened in June to a crowd of 200.

“From the beginning, it was clear 
that local artists and artisans wanted and 
needed a permanent venue to show and 
sell their work,” said Susan Pritchard. 
“Now it’s also clear that people are 
delighted to find fine arts and fine crafts, 
one-of-a-kind originals, created by their 
talented neighbors.”

Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
isn’t an artists’ co-op, but it was designed 
with cooperative elements, with every 
artist going through a juried process to 
insure the highest quality. Today the work 
of more than forty local artists hangs, 
stands, sparkles, and flows through eight 
rooms of the historic landmark.

Much of the work is Shepherdstown 
grown. From Doug Kinnett’s tile tables 
and Carrie Springer’s jewelry, to the 
Parziales’ Sycamore Pottery, the new gal-
lery is a treasure chest. Susan gives credit 
to Katherine Burns of Shepherdstown’s 
Bridge Gallery for her advice and support 
throughout the process. “Katherine has 
been like a sister. She’s been so generous.”

The artists involved are pleased with 
their association for many reasons.

“It’s great to have this new venue in 
Charles Town. It’s a perfect opportunity 
for local artisans to exhibit their fine 
works,” said wood sculptor Nancy Streeter.

Glasswork artist Sheila Brannan said, 
“The creative process and studio time 
can be isolating. Being involved with the 
Washington Street Gallery is an opportu-
nity for me to share with other artists, to 
be energized and inspired by them. It’s so 
exciting to see the variety and range of tal-
ent that blends and flows throughout.”

Throughout the summer, the gallery 
became part of the Charles Town com-
munity as a member of the Committee for 
Downtown Charles Town, with outreach 
to local businesses like Dream House, 
Mediterranean Café, Jumpin’ Java, the 

Opera House, and DISH, 
and the launch of a dinner-
and-lecture series featuring 
artists and desserts. In July, 
the gallery hosted CATF 
playwright Frances Ya-Chu 
Cowbig and a presentation 
on her 2010 CATF play 
“Lidless.”

It’s exciting when a new business 
opens to an enthusiastic reception, espe-
cially during the economic times of recent 
years. But it’s downright thrilling when the 
business is a retail operation that enthusias-
tically promotes the talent and treasure the 
likes of which we have in West Virginia. 
The Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
is such a new business. It is not only a 
welcome addition to the resurgence of the 
Charles Town business center, it is also 
(and maybe more important) opening up 
increased public awareness of the world-
class artists who live and work right in 
Charles Town’s backyard.

The Washington Street Gallery & 
Gift is open five days a week: Wednesday 
through Saturday, noon to five, and 
Sundays from noon to four.

Washington Street Gallery & Gift
Sue Kennedy

Claire, National Botanical Garden Steve cooling off after ridge hike

Susan Ford Pritchard, 
owner of Washington Street 
Gallery & Gift

A sampling of what you will  
find at Washington Street 
Gallery & Gift

North shore cropland

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY CLAIRE STUART

PHOTO SUPPLIED BY AUTHOR

PHOTOS BY DAVID P. McMASTERS

Mary Kay Anderson; oil painting, metal 
and wood

Joanna Athey; collage and watercolors
Mary Jo Bennett; photography
John Bickle; watercolor
Sheila Brannan; glasswork
Lis Burrows; pottery
Frank Ceravalo; photography 
Bruce Chandler; oil painting
Becky Dobaczewski; author
Pat Donohoe; watercolor
Hilda Eiber; painting, pottery, sculpture
Leonard Feenan; pyrography, textiles
Daniel Foster; acrylic on canvas, rock, 

brick, wood
Gil Garcia; sculpture
Merrie Hammond; fiber

Lin Hausknecht; pottery
Steve Helmick; wood furniture
Victoria Hopkins; wood sculpture
Paul Hutchings; pastels
Cathy Ingersoll; drawing
Judy Jeffares; gourd art, jewelry
Doug Kinnett; paintings, furniture
Kim Samson-Scribner; fractal art note 

cards
Pat Langerhans; fabric figures
Susan Jane Lico; jewelry, beaded art
Kathy McClung; baskets
Peggy Meckling; mixed media
Elaine Mosel; quilting
Pam Parziale; pottery
Patricia Perry; oil painting
Jon Schuhart; oil painting, murals

Jim Shumate; drawing, painting
Carrie Singer; jewelry
Rip Smith; photography
Nancy Street; sculpture
Colleen Tracey; textiles, collage
Krister Tracey; painting 
Dale Sehylert; wearable textiles and 

leather
Susan Shildmyer; fiber/textiles, yarn, 

needlecraft
Carol Slovikosky; glass
Trish Stefanik; pastels
Carol Slovikosky; glass
Jeff Sussholz; acrylic painting
Teressa Blickenstaff-Kitts; photography

The Artists of Washington Street Gallery & Gift 
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We were looking for any excuse to hop off  
the bike seat. Here Nikolette Swisher,  
Melinda Schmitt, and Jessie Schmitt  

spend time gazing at a turtle.
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The Friday night before, it rained buckets. 
It hadn’t rained in weeks, so this was a 
welcome sight and sound, but it did pose 

some anxiety as I lay awake not able to sleep, 
anticipating the task before me. Since last October, 
we planned. Since April, we trained. I committed 
myself to raising money for the San Mar Children’s 
Home in Boonsboro, Md., by bicycling the entire 
length, 184.5 miles, of the Chesapeake and Ohio 
Canal (C&O Canal). The four days I spent glued 
to my bike seat were great ones. Not only was this 
a great workout, but also I participated in some-
thing significant for the community. From July 
10–13, more than 120 people from all walks of life 
biked the C&O Canal, including 15 people repre-
senting the Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church 
Youth Group. Known as The Greatest Bicycle 
Tour (TGBT) of the Historic C&O Canal, San Mar 
Children’s Home organizes this fund-raising event 
every summer, and they made the experience very 
enjoyable. As we rode for four days, our efforts 
were totally supported by the staff and residents 
of San Mar with encouraging words, rest stops 
approximately every 10 miles, transportation of our 
luggage and camping gear, and delicious meals.

San Mar Children’s Home provides many 
services to adolescent and pre-adolescent girls 
who have experienced the traumas of abuse and 
general family dysfunction. It is San Mar’s mission 
to enable these girls to understand and address the 
issues they are facing and move forward to become 
successful and productive members of society. The 
group home provides care for 20 girls.

Eventually I fell asleep, and on Saturday I 
woke up at 5 a.m. to my mother saying, “Wake 
up biker girl. Time to bike your butt off.” It was 
still raining as I drove with my mom to San Mar 
Children’s Home where a delicious breakfast 
awaited us. We were hoping that by the time we 
arrived in Cumberland, Md., the rain would have 
ended. After breakfast we loaded all our gear into 
hauling trucks, then boarded buses that took us 
to Cumberland. When we arrived at 10 a.m. our 
bikes were waiting for us. Off and biking, we were 
on the canal by 10:15 a.m. The day was beautiful 
with blue skies and white puffy clouds. The rain 
had ended but left us puddles and mud to navigate 
throughout the day.

We biked from Cumberland to Little Orleans 
(45.5 miles), which included the Paw Paw Tunnel. 
Before we went through the tunnel, we climbed the 
stone steps to the top of it and took many pictures. 
We then turned on our headlamps and flashlights 
and started our journey through the tunnel, which 
is 3,118 feet of cool darkness. Little Orleans camp-
ground was our destination the first night, and I 
arrived there at 3:30 p.m. To get to the campsite 
we left the canal and rode about a mile on the 
road, past Bill’s Place, a local eatery that should be 
famous for its decor. My mom arrived to the camp-
site at 4 and we set up our tent and ate dinner. The 
food was delicious. After dinner, we played some 
games with other kids on the ride and went to bed.

The second day, Sunday, rise and shine was at 
6 a.m., breakfast at 7, on our bikes by 8. The buzz 
at the breakfast table was that the mileage set for us 
this day was 58.9 miles. Wow! Could we do that? 

Yes we could, because 22 miles of this length was 
on the paved Western Maryland Rail Trail, which 
runs parallel to the C&O Canal. This was our sav-
ing grace in saving time. Plus, it gave me a smooth 
surface to practice riding with no hands. My mom 
couldn’t watch as I worked to master this skill, 
so she rode ahead of me. That day we rode from 
Little Orleans to McMahon’s Mill, which is 52.9 
miles. At the end of the 52.9 miles, we were given 
a choice. We could either ride in the San Mar van 
six miles off the canal to Yogi Bear campsite where 
we were to spend our second night, or we could 
ride our bikes and get the Extra Miler patch. If we 
rode our bikes we would have ridden 58.9 miles. 
I wanted that patch, so I rode the extra six miles. 
Yogi Bear campsite has a pool with two big tubular 
slides so, of course, after setting up camp, I headed 
to the pool. That was the first time I rode on a 
water slide, and it was very refreshing. That night 
at dinner we got our patches and I felt I had really 
accomplished something!

The third day, Monday, rise and shine was 
again at 6 a.m. with breakfast at 7. Since a few 
miles of the Canal were destroyed by Hurricane 
Agnes in 1972 and never restored, we started at Big 
Slackwater, mile 84.5, and ended that day at the 
Monocacy Aqueduct. We rode 43.1 miles, through 
the very familiar territory of Dam #4, Snyder’s 
Landing, Shepherdstown and Harpers Ferry. A 
delicious lunch was served to us in Brunswick 
by the Boonsboro Lions Club. The Monocacy 
Aqueduct, where the Monocacy River merges with 
the Potomac River, is a beautiful place to observe 
birdlife. We spotted several great blue heron at 
the confluence. Another fascinating site is the 
Dickerson Generating Station. It has an ominous 
presence growing out of the trees as you bike past 
it on the canal. Tonight, instead of camping, we 
stayed in a hotel near Frederick, Md. It was nice 
not to have to set up our tent for a third night 
and we did appreciate a real bed. Members of the 
Parkway Community Church served us a great 
dinner. After dinner several of us went to see the 
movie Grownups, which was hilarious, and a good 
way to end the day.

On Tuesday, our last day, we were energized 
knowing we were almost finished, but sad too. 
It had stormed during the night, so we expected 
mud and puddles. We rode from the Monocacy 

Reflections on a Long Bike Ride
Riding for the San Mar Children’s Home

By Jessie Schmitt and Eric Smith

the personal connections we have here. 
Many people migrate to this area from 
the metropolitan D.C. area for retirement, 
for the good life, for a home with a yard, 
and/or for tax benefits. There is another 
group of the local population, though, 
who are either from the interior of the 
state and have been drawn to this part 
of West Virginia, or who have returned 
to West Virginia, the Eastern Panhandle 
specifically, in order to be closer to their 
“homeplaces” in other parts of the state.

Examples of this latter group abound. 
There is a retired couple living in Cress 
Creek who grew up in coal camps around 
the Fairmont area. He is from Number 9, 
and she is from Ida May. Another retiree 
lives here because Keyser is a brief two-
hour trip, close enough to visit family and 
return on the same day. In addition, 58 
percent of the student body of Shepherd 
University is from West Virginia. The 
list of homeplaces goes on: Petersburg, 
Glenville, Gary, Welch, Onego, 
Morgantown, Franklin, Parkersburg, 
Butcher’s Hollow, Spencer, Clarksburg. 
Using the concept of six degrees of sepa-
ration, every native West Virginian in this 
part of West Virginia is connected person-
ally to another place in the state. It may 
be the beautiful Potomac Highlands area 
of Dolly Sods and Seneca Rocks; it could 
be the Hi-Tech Corridor of Morgantown/
Fairmont; it might be the rich Kanawha 
Valley of Charleston; or it could be the 
Southern Coalfields of West Virginia.

Hannah Lloyd (daughter of Greg 
and Mary Ellen Wright Lloyd, a third-
generation Shepherdstonian) is personally 
connected to Huntington and Wheeling 
through family, and for another reason 

to Prenter Hollow 
in Boone County. 
A year ago, she was 
the watershed educa-
tor with a group of 
students heading to 
Prenter Hollow, where 
they were connecting 
with local residents to 
address issues of health 
and safe drinking water. 
It seems that nearby 
mining operations were 
ridding themselves of 
toxic slurry and sludge 
(byproducts of all coal 
mining operations) 
by injecting them into 
abandoned underground 
mines. This toxic mate-
rial found its way into a 
previously pure aquifer 
and the population of 
Prenter (about 1,000 
people) was drinking, 
cooking, and bathing 
with water containing 
elevated levels of lead, 
arsenic, and manganese 
for approximately nine 
years.

One of those 1,000 
people is Jennifer Massey. Jennifer has 
one son who had $5,000 worth of dental 
work performed before he turned seven. 
Another son, only five years old, suffers 
from chronic eczema that is aggravated 
when he comes in contact with tap water. 
Jennifer’s 29-year-old brother died of a 
brain tumor, one of nine cases of cancer 
in this tiny rural community. Jennifer 
Massey became, in essence, Jennifer 
“Brockovich”and organized her commu-
nity to act against the coal company. The 
Prenter Water Fund group won a $45,000 
settlement from the coal company in 
which the company confessed no culpa-
bility. A later agreement was reached for 
a $3.5 million settlement. Jennifer’s job is 
not done though. She continues to fight 
for a 30-year cap on emerging medical 
conditions in the community that may 
result from using the poisoned water.

At the end of her college career, 
Melissa Ellsworth (daughter of Brian and 
Sylvia Ellsworth of Shepherdstown) went 
to Williamson, West Virginia, for a project, 
which changed the course of her career. 
She now works with a law firm there 
that represents some of the people whose 
water resources have been destroyed by 
mining. Melissa also believes that we 
are all connected in this issue and she is 
putting together a show of Appalachian 
artists and craftspeople to be held at The 
Bridge Gallery in Shepherdstown during 
the weekend of the Appalachian Heritage 
Festival. Jennifer Massey and Maria 
Lambert of Prenter Hollow will join her 
there to offer insights and information 
concerning health and water issues of the 
Southern Coalfields.

Another local connection to this 
issue is found in the small nonprofit 
organization, SkyTruth, based in 
Shepherdstown, which uses satellite 
images and digital mapping for envi-
ronmental protection, education, and 
advocacy. SkyTruth, in partnership with 
Appalachian Voices, documented the 
impact of mountaintop removal (MTR) 
coal mining over a 59-county area in 
Kentucky, West Virginia, Tennessee, and 
Virginia by mapping the extent of MTR 
over a 30-year period using satellite 
imagery. The historical record shows a 
250 percent increase in MTR occurring 
over the last two decades, from 77,000 
acres in 1985 to over 272,000 acres in 
2005. The size of the individual mines 
also ballooned, with some now covering 
15 square miles. Over 2,700 mountain 
ridges are now destroyed by mining, and 
over 1,200 miles of mountain streams 
have been buried by this practice.

Ground zero for MTR currently is 
the proposed Spruce No.1 mine in Logan 
County. The EPA indicates a desire to 
block the project, but the backlash from 
“Big Coal” is formidable. If allowed 
to move forward, Spruce No. 1 surface 
mine would be one of the largest in 
Appalachia. Using a small crew of work-
ers with the largest earthmoving machin-
ery imaginable, the tops of the ancient 
Appalachian Mountains will be blasted 
and then scraped off and dumped into 
adjacent streambeds and hollows. This 
process of “valley fill” at Spruce No. 1 
would cover seven miles of streams.

It is these personal connections to 
people and places that can propel us to 
a deeper understanding of the complex 
coal issues and, hopefully, to the desire 
for a change. When we begin to examine 
our personal connections with these other 
areas of West Virginia, we might find 
reasons to be more concerned about how 
our relationship with energy consumption 
affects others. “We are a mining commu-
nity,” says Jennifer Massey. “They’re min-
ing the hills behind us, they mine below 
us, they’re all around us. And that’s liter-
ally all that is in Boone County. That is 
our economy. But we need to do it better.”

Recently Emmylou Harris shared a 
stage with Dave Matthews and Alison 
Krauss to oppose the practice of blowing 
up mountaintops for cheap affordable 
coal. Kathy Mattea, a native of West 
Virginia, is an outspoken critic of the 
practice and says, “If the prosperity of 
some is built on the exploitation of oth-
ers, everyone loses. I’m a hillbilly and 
proud of it…but I don’t stand against 
coal or any fellow Appalachian. Yet 
something must change because the situ-
ation as it stands now cannot go on.”

Music, poetry, storytelling, danc-
ing, and coal mining are all inextricably 
woven into the traditions and culture of 
Appalachia, and there is much for which 
we should be proud. Educated, confident, 
and successful Mountaineers such as 

Kathy Mattea and many of us who live in 
the Eastern Panhandle have reason to cel-
ebrate our heritage with Rachael Meads, 
and we have the right to fight to preserve 
it with Jennifer Massey.

Complex? Yes. 
Connected? Absolutely.
Interested? 
•	 Have a conversation with Rachael 

Meads at the Appalachian Heritage 
Festival in October about the values 
of people, community, heritage, and 
traditions. 

•	 Visit Jennifer Massey at The Bridge 
Gallery on October 2 and 3 and meet 
this real-life Erin Brockovich.

•	 Learn more about MTR. Check out 
some of the online links provided 
with this article. 

•	 Ask your neighbors and your friends 
here in the Eastern Panhandle where 
they come from, why they love West 
Virginia, and what each of us ought 
to do about that.

Strengthen Your 
Connection to Appalachia
Attend the Appalachian Heritage Festival, 
Shepherd University, October 1–2, 2010.

Visit The Bridge Gallery, October 1–3,  
for an exhibit of traditional Appalachian  
arts and crafts for sale.

Listen to Jennifer Massey and Maria 
Lambert of Prenter Hollow who will be 
visiting this area during the Appalachian 
Heritage Festival and offering comments 
during the Bridge Gallery exhibit. 

What is Mountaintop Removal Mining? 
http://mountainjustice.org/facts/steps.php 

Seen this bumper sticker around town?

Visit http://ilovemountains.org  
to learn more.

Visit Appalachian Voices at  
http://www.appvoices.org

For a stunning array of MTR photographs 
visit Ohio Valley Environmental Coalition at 
http://ohvec.org/galleries/mountaintop_
removal/index.html. Photos provided by 
Southwings. OVEC also provides a page 
on their Web site called “In the Garden” so 
that you can rest your eyes after viewing the 
devastation of MTR.

For an overview of MTR activities with  
statistics visit SkyTruth’s blogspot, 
December 1, 2009.

http://blog.skytruth.org/2009/12/measuring-
mountaintop-removal-mining-in.html 

Notice the farmhouse at bottom left (inside circle) in this photo 
taken June 7, 2005.

Notice the same farmhouse (inside circle), a bit above center, right, 
in this photo taken October 21, 2006.
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Our group posing in Georgetown after finishing 

190 miles. We were feeling GOOD! Front 

row seated: Chris Swisher, John Gonano, 

Jessie Schmitt, Alissa Harris, Natasha 

Baihly, and Eric Smith. Back row stand-

ing: Dave Smith, Sarah Hammond, Melinda 

Schmitt, Carol Wood, Sean Chapelle, 

Nikolette Swisher, and Assunta Wight.

When we arrived in Cumberland our  bikes were waiting for us.

Great Falls from the  overlook

Thumbs up! Jessie Schmitt poses 

by the National Park S
ervice 

Capital Crescent Trail sign at the
 

finish of her r
ide.

The path shockingly narrows along the river with a very steep rock cliff on one side near mile marker # 107

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY JESSICA SCHMITT
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Aqueduct to Georgetown, Md., which was 
42.1 miles. We had to be at Georgetown by 
3 p.m. to ride the bus back to Boonsboro, 
so we rode a little faster than usual. Our 
lunch break was at Great Falls Tavern. 
After lunch we viewed the Falls from the 
overlook and took some pictures. This is a 
beautiful spot. The trees hang over the canal 
and are reflected in the water. Arriving in 
Georgetown, covered in mud, we bussed 
back to San Mar and were greeted by cheer-
ing residents of San Mar Children’s Home 
thanking us for our efforts.

Biking the C&O Canal in order to sup-
port San Mar Children’s Home was a wonder-
ful experience. I encourage anyone who is 
interested in biking the canal to do it this way. 
I may ride again next year, and I think you 
should do it too. To find out how you can sup-
port San Mar Children’s Home or for more 
information on this bike trip, please go to 
www.tgbt.org.

Jessie Schmitt is a member of the 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church youth 
group. She is a freshman at Jefferson High 
School. Even after 190 miles, she continues 
to enjoy time on her bike.

My parents introduced me to the 
C&O Towpath when I was still 
small enough to sit in a baby seat 

strapped to the back of my dad’s bike. When 
I was old enough to ride a bike on my own, 
I would accompany my dad on rides, my 
small wheels racing around to keep pace 
with his. To my young mind, the path had 
no end. From Shepherdstown I could take 
that mystic tunnel of trees in either direction 
for an eternity. (There were times along The 
Great Bicycle Tour when I would have eas-
ily believed that once more.) Eventually, I 
realized that the mile markers had to reach 
0 at some point, so the path had an end in 
at least one direction. Moreover, if someone 
had bothered to mark the path at all, it prob-
ably had an end in the other direction too. 
Admittedly, I felt some disappointment at 
this realization, but I was also excited by 
the idea that I could one day ride the entire 
C&O. Although my dad and I occasion-
ally discussed the idea, we never made any 
definite plans to do it. When I heard that the 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church youth 
group (SPCers) would be riding the whole 
thing over the summer, it was an opportunity 
I couldn’t pass up.

With the generous donations of friends 
and family, I raised enough to participate in 
the ride. July snuck up swiftly. With a week 
and a half to go before the ride, I had very 
little practice. On Saturday, July 10, the 
SPCers departed from Shepherdstown and 
met the other riders at the San Mar Home. 
Rain drizzled lightly around us as we loaded 
the trucks and boarded the buses. I was 
excited but nervous. I wasn’t sure what to 
expect, but I was fairly certain that by the 
end of the day I would miss the soft com-
fort of the charter bus seat. I did my best to 
appreciate it.

When the buses arrived in Cumberland, 
the clouds parted. The rain had cooled down 
the temperature from the previous week, and 
it was quickly becoming a beautiful day for 

biking. We began along a short boardwalk 
that brought us to the top of the C&O canal. 
The first miles were crowded, but the traffic 
thinned out as the faster riders made their 
way to the front of the pack. Before long 
I got used to seeing bicyclists going in the 
same direction I was. I became careless and 
moved to the left side of the path, unaware 
of another bicycle heading straight for me. I 
collided with her head-on, and was thrown 
to the ground. I jumped back up, spewing 
apologies as fast as my shaken head could 
put the words in order. Luckily, we were 
both unharmed and with the help of a tool-
kit neither were our bikes. Embarrassment, 
however, throbbed within me and made me 
cautiously consider my every move for the 
rest of the trip.

As my nerves calmed after the accident, 
I began to notice the beauty around me. The 
surface of the canal was coated in vibrant 
green vegetation that camouflaged the 
turtles sitting on logs that protruded from 
deep in the water. We passed by a wall of 
rocky shelves covered in thousands of shale 
shards. I learned to focus on these things to 
keep my mind from the achiness in muscles. 
By the end of day one, most of my body was 
sore and my pride was in for a long recov-
ery. The next two days became easier as I 
fell into a rhythm. The other SPCers and I 
took lessons on drafting from veteran riders. 
I tried not to take too long at rest stops. The 
longer I spent off my bike, the harder it was 
to get it moving again. On the third night, 
we spent the night in a hotel. The mattress 
couldn’t have been more welcoming to my 

muscles, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that 
I was cheating.

On the last day, we passed through the 
Great Falls section of the trail. This was my 
absolute favorite part. The Great Falls are 
enormous. It was amazing to watch the river 
steadily pour through them, and the whole 
area sparkled. The cool clear water in the 
canal swept over sideways-growing plants on 
the bed. Overhead, great blue herons soared 
through the trees like glorious prehistoric 
beasts. As we closed in on Georgetown, I 
could start to hear cars whizzing along the 
highway. Before we reached the end of the 
C&O we exited and got onto a parallel path 
that circles D.C. The buses were waiting 
farther along that path. When I arrived there, 
I had ridden 184.5 miles, the full length of 
the C&O, but I wasn’t standing at the end 
of it. I was standing in the middle of a com-
pletely different trail. It wasn’t enough for 
me; I went looking for the end of the C&O. 
My search brought me up a flight of wooden 
stairs and right to it. I immediately recog-
nized its yellow-tan dirt. I started to follow 

it. I walked under a metal bridge spray-
painted “Gaithersburg Punk.” Down below 
on my left, I could see the buses waiting for 
me and the other TGBT (The Great Bicycle 
Tour) riders. Then, about a hundred yards 
down the path, it ended unceremoniously. 
Instead of dirt beneath my feet, I was walking 
on a sidewalk, covered in mud, still giving my 
friendly biker nods as I passed by people. I 
walked back to the bus wondering what I had 
expected to find. Whatever romantic ideas 
that had survived from my childhood were 
obviously disappointed by my discovery, but 
at least I knew. At least I had done the whole 
thing. Why should a less than ideal ending 
ruin the rest of what I had seen, what I had 
accomplished? And after all, those comfort-
able bus seats were calling to me.

Eric Smith is a member of the Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church youth group. He is 17 
years old and a senior at Jefferson High 
School. He plays tuba in the JHS Marching 
Band.

Our group at the  

Great Falls overlook
A popular spot 

after  

a long ride, Bill’s Place  

at Little Orleans
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Appalachia
Why We Care…Why We Ought To

Sarah Soltow

Rachael Meads wears several hats 
at Shepherd University. She is 
the director of student activities 

and leadership; she is the director of the 
Performing Arts Series; and she is the 
assistant director of the Student Center. 
There is also another cap, which carries 
a particularly large feather in it: Rachael 
Meads is the cofounder and director of 
the Appalachian Heritage Festival of 
Shepherd University, which celebrates its 
15th year this October.

The Appalachian Heritage Festival 
is a two-day event held annually on the 
first weekend of October. The event is 
a celebration of mountain culture where 
young artists carry on the traditional 
music of Appalachia. Respected master 
artists share the stage of the Frank Arts 
Center Theater and lead a variety of free 
workshops. Some workshops focus on 
music, dance, or storytelling while others 
may highlight issues like mountaintop 
removal. Over the years the festival has 
showcased some of the most outstanding 
traditional artists in the region includ-
ing National Heritage Award recipients 
Jean Ritchie, Dr. Ralph Stanley and the 
Virginia Boys, Walker Calhoun & the 
Raven Rock Dancers, and Hazel Dickens. 
This year’s festival is October 1–2, and 
the public is welcome and encouraged to 
attend the various events.

The inception of this long-running 
event at Shepherd came out of a part-
nership with Dr. Linda Tate with whom 
she team-taught an Appalachian culture 
course at Shepherd. Rachael was born 
and raised in Glenville (Gilmer County) 
W.Va., home of the West Virginia State 
Folk Festival—one of the oldest folk 
festivals in America. She has attended 
this festival since she was two years old 
and literally grew up sitting at the feet 
of phenomenal traditional Appalachian 
musicians and storytellers. Tate had 
Cherokee-Appalachian roots in Kentucky 
and had been drawn to the music and 
culture of Appalachia even while growing 
up in the Midwest.

Meads still teaches the Appalachian 
culture class annually in the spring semes-
ter. This class shares a goal with the 
Appalachian Heritage Festival: To value 
the people, community, heritage, and 
traditions of our region, and to change 
people’s perceptions of our region. Of the 
20 students who enroll in the class, usually 
two-thirds are West Virginians who took 
a standard West Virginia history class in 
middle school, but who came out of their 
public education very unaware of some 
major pieces of history and culture. These 

students learn about the Mine Wars, social 
justice and labor issues that have their 
beginnings in West Virginia history. They 
also study the tradition of community 
grassroots organizing, and, of course, the 
value of traditional Appalachian arts and 
music. After spending the semester explor-
ing fiction and nonfiction, poetry, music, 
environmental science, history, economics, 
and contemporary issues of Appalachia, 
the students embark on a four-day field 
trip to the Potomac Highlands of West 
Virginia. There, in rural Pocahontas 
County, they see the unbridled beauty of 
the state: Cranberry Glades, the Falls of 
Hills Creek, Cass Scenic Railway, and 
other sites that are removed from the 
destructive practices of industries that 
operate in other parts of West Virginia.

Through the years the Appalachian 
culture class has been strengthened 
by several other programs including 
the Appalachian Heritage Festival, the 
annual Appalachian Heritage Writer-
in-Residence program (directed by Dr. 
Sylvia Shurbutt), and, most recently, the 
development of a new Appalachian stud-
ies minor at Shepherd University.

Rachael Meads has a passion for 
Appalachian culture that is rooted in fam-
ily and place. Indeed, that seems to be the 
constant when talking, reading, and learn-
ing about Appalachia. Appalachia itself 
is a federal designation that covers seven 
states from New York to Mississippi, 
and West Virginia is the only state that is 
totally encompassed by the designation. 
In many ways, West Virginia can be seen 
as the heart of Appalachia. The people 
of the state share a history of pioneers 
seeking freedom and independence from 
the wealthier landed culture of the East. 
The resources of this area awed the first 
white explorers of the region. Hunting 
and trapping was followed by lumbering 
the region’s extensive hardwood forests. 
Mining and the coal industry became 
entrenched in the mid- to late-1800s. Each 
of these economic developments brought a 
fresh group of immigrants to the area that, 
within a few generations, became what is 
now the local indigenous population. To 
be rooted in Appalachia, and West Virginia 
in particular, is to be bound to this region 
through the blood, sweat, tears, and joys of 
history, family, and fortune.

The fortunes of the region have 
become so intertwined with the coal 
mining industry that it is difficult to see 
one without the other. “In theory, coal 
mining should be a boon for places like 
Madison (Boone County), W.Va. Buried 
underground, coal is worth nothing. 

Mining brings in jobs, creates infrastruc-
ture (roads, bridges, railroads), and pro-
vides spinoff benefits in everything from 
more jobs for maintenance workers to an 
increase in coffee sales at the local diner. 
In addition, coal companies pay a sever-
ance tax (in West Virginia, it’s currently 
5 percent) on every ton of coal they take 
out of the ground, which is a boost to 
the state’s revenues,” says Jeff Goodell 
in his book Big Coal. Unfortunately, 
the extraction industries used to access 
that coal have a serious downside: the 
affluence of the few at the expense of 
the many. The overall tendency is for a 
few people to obtain enormous wealth 
and to hold inordinate influence over the 
economics and politics of the region. 
Extraction industries also do not tradi-
tionally put a high value on education. 
As observed by Goodell, “the last thing 
any coal company wants is an educated, 
independent-minded worker.” So, while 
our Appalachian culture is inextricably 
entwined with family values and love of 
place, it is also burdened with negative 
images of poor, uneducated hillbillies and 
a chronic lack of self-esteem.

The poverty is real. McDowell 
County, W.Va., could be a poster child 
for Appalachia. It once boasted a popula-
tion of 250,000 in the coal boom days 
of the 1940s and early ’50s. Corporate 
executives traveled in and out to man-
age their holdings. The small town of 
Welch boasted three movie theatres, and 
was called “Little New York.” Today, the 
entire county holds approximately 25,000 
people, many of whom are older and live 
on disability or other subsidies. For high 
school students who make it to 9th grade, 
the graduation rate is approximately 50 
percent. The coal boom left its gray mark 
on McDowell communities of Keystone 
and Iager, Wilcoe and Coalwood (home 
of the Rocket Boys). Jenkinjones, once 

a busy center for the Pocahontas Fuel 
Company, is now the end of the road—
literally, the road stops where it drops 
off a hillside—and nature reclaims the 
shell of the company office and store. In 
recent years, McDowell County has seen 
hosts of work teams from many parts of 
the United States who come to this heart 
of Appalachia to assist the residents in 
various rebuilding tasks. For some, these 
mission trips are akin to traveling to a 
remote third-world area where poverty 
thrives and hope for a brighter future is  
in short supply.

When the mission trippers return 
to their comfortable homes in, say, the 
Eastern Panhandle of West Virginia, 
one can only hope that they bring some 
awareness of the issues with them, along 
with some level of commitment for 
change. The change I speak of is a better  
understanding of why and how we, as 
a nation, are so dependent upon coal 
as a cheap and easy energy source. The 
answers to this question are, of course, 
complex, and go far beyond the confines 
of this essay. Regardless, the first step in 
confronting most complex issues is usu-
ally finding a personal connection to that 
issue. Although we all have a connection 
through the cars we drive, the amount of 
square feet that we heat and cool, and the 
number of kilowatts on our electric bill 
(as opposed to the amount that we pay 
for those kilowatts), these connections 
have been too tenuous to alter the percep-
tions we carry about the complex energy 
issues that involve coal.

Let me suggest, therefore, a differ-
ent, more intimate, set of connections.

I am a native West Virginian. I grew 
up in the Eastern Panhandle and lived 
and worked in the interior of the state 
(Petersburg, Grant County) for 19  
years, before returning to this part of 
West Virginia. I feel qualified to speak to 

Jennifer Massey and Hannah Lloyd carrying water in Prenter 
Hollow, March 2009

Rachael Meads

PHOTO BY MIKE ZAGARELLA PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW

Turkey vultures waiting for  one of us to drop

Jessie Schmitt at Dam #5
We were kings and queens 

of the world! Sean Chapelle, 
Sarah Hammond, Eric  
Smith, Dave Smith, and  

Jessie Schmitt on top of  
the Paw Paw tunnel.

Biker tents at Little  Orleans campground

We had to share the path with 

two horses pulling a wagon.

Sean Chapelle at the Great  

Falls overlook
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From the Archives, Fall 1995 Here Comes the Sun
and Her Name Is Terry Tucker

Wendy Mopsik

What better way to acquaint 
you with a Shepherdstown’s 
songwriter and musician 

than to be inspired by the sounds of 
her newest CD release. Terry Tucker 
has set to music eleven poems by 
two Civil War–era residents of the 
Shepherdstown region, Danske 
Dandridge and her cousin Daniel 
Bedinger Lucas. Lantern in a Poet’s 
Garden will be introduced at a CD 
release party on October 9, 2010, at the 
home of Cheryl Mansley, producer of 
Riverhouse Concerts.

The atmosphere of the poems 
and music that Tucker has so artfully 
written is at times deep and sad, while 
alternately playful and impetuous. 
Checking Tucker’s Web site www.
treehouseband.net will supply all the 
poetry so listeners may fully appreciate 
the interplay of content and melody. 
Dandridge, a noted poet, historian and 
nature lover, lived at Rose Brake in the 
heart of Shepherdstown and is buried 
at Elmwood Cemetery. Her cousin 
Lucas lived at Rion Hall near Charles 
Town and was a lawyer and poet 
who fought in the Civil War. On the 
recording, Tucker’s piano and vocals 
are accompanied by singer Ardyth 
Gilbertson, cello and bass player Ralph 
Gordon, flutist Betty Jo Rockwell, 
French horn player Brian Ellsworth, 
trombonist Cam Millar, drummer Kelly 
Cornelius, guitarist Todd Coyle, and 
trumpet player Greg Small. The CD 
was recorded, mastered, and remixed 
locally.

Terry Tucker, a versatile music-
maker and songster, exudes warmth, 
humor, and an abiding love of her 
craft. It runs in her veins and has sus-
tained her from the early years grow-
ing up in Webster Springs, W.Va. Her 
parents crooned in the car when they 
took trips; young Tucker stood on her 
dad’s feet while they danced together 
in the house; the family sang hymns 
in church; and she made her own 
entertainment by making up and sing-
ing songs. Tucker began piano lessons 
at age seven and even before, would 
pretend the windowsill was a piano as 
she fingered Hayden’s Toy Symphony. 
She fondly remembers the LPs she 
heard while growing up but also lis-
tened to rhythm and blues and pop on 
the radio. She, of course, played in the 
high school band. When it came time 
to go to college, Tucker chose classical 

music as her major at West Virginia 
Wesleyan College in Buckhannon. The 
first LP she purchased for herself was 
Respighi’s Ancient Dances and Airs 
for Lute and she credits her continu-
ing love of Renaissance music to that 
period of her life.

Tucker also loved writing music 
and, prior to any formal training, 
she wrote songs for children as well 
as traditional adult pieces. But after 
graduation from college, Tucker’s song-
writing career began in earnest. She 
has always used staff paper to record 
notes by hand as they are conceived.

“I just let them come—when or 
why I don’t know,” she explained. 
Computer software for composing is 
a very new convenience that has only 
recently crept into her life.

Years ago, the West Virginia 
native had a friend in D.C. who 
wanted to travel to England, and sud-
denly, the singer/songwriter was on 
her way across the ocean. Tucker and 
two friends, Erika Eigen and Freya 
Hogue, ultimately formed a trio called 
Sunforest. They were discovered 
and were soon recording with Decca 
Records. Sunforest made an album, 
performed in London and Turin, Italy, 
and were one of the first “girl groups” 
who arranged their own work and 
played their own instruments. They 
were regulars at The Marquee, a club 
on Oxford Street in London.

The impoverished artist days 
ended when Stanley Kubrick, director 
of the 1971 film, A Clockwork Orange, 
heard songs from their album The 
Sounds of Sunforest. He asked Tucker’s 
manager for permission to use her 
Renaissance composition, “Overture to 
the Sun,” in his movie soundtrack. In 
addition, he selected “I Want to Marry 
a Lighthouse Keeper,” a ragtime piece 
by friend and fellow bandmate Eigen. 
The Sunforest album is now a collec-
tor’s item in England and a CD version, 
along with the Warner Brothers’ movie 
CD soundtrack, remains available 
online and in music stores. The adven-
ture in England was to last for 15 years 
and is a time that Tucker describes 
as critically forming her both profes-
sionally and personally. She delights 
in going back to visit British friends 
whenever possible.

But the community of friends, 
and the extreme generosity of one 
particular patron of the arts, finally 

gave way to homesickness for fam-
ily and Appalachian music. Although 
she played Carter family songs on 
the autoharp to remind her of home, 
Tucker decided to return to the United 
States and to Shepherdstown where 
her mother had relocated when she 
was in college. Life in the small town 
reminded her of how much she had 
missed “loud Americans who think 
nothing of yelling up and down the 
street to neighbors in greeting or voic-
ing a question.” With the exception of 
a five-year stretch in Seattle check-
ing out the music scene, Tucker has 
remained very much a local girl. Her 
brother Tom hosts a radio talk show 
on Martinsburg’s WRNR and her “one 
and only,” Bernard DeMartini, is an 
accountant at Shepherd University.

Being part of the community 
is essential to Terry Tucker. She is 
a member of the Shepherdstown 
Presbyterian Church where she sings 
with the Psalm Singers and enjoyed 
the accompaniment of Barbara King, 
long-time church organist who passed 
away in February 2010. Tucker’s recent 
classical piece called “Gratias, Amen: 
Overture to a Kindred Spirit” for choir, 
brass, piano, and organ was written 
and performed in King’s memory. 
There will be a CD of the memorial 
performance that will include spo-
ken tributes to the late pianist and 
organist. Tucker is also a member of 
Shepherdstown’s Hicks with Sticks 
Border Morris, a dance team that was 
formed in April 1998. This summer she 
is teaching music through an Arts and 
Huminities Alliance grant to children 
at Shepherdstown Elementary School’s 
Rise and Shine program and at Ranson 
Elementary School’s Energy Express.

Her band, Treehouse, was formed 
in 2001 when leader Tucker on key-
board and co-ounder Ardyth Gilbertson 
on percussion joined with Butch 
Sanders on conga drums. They have 
since added Matt Robinson on guitar 
and John Quintanilla on bass. All band 
members sing while Tucker is the pri-
mary songwriter. Their signature sound 
is Latino and Indie rock. Treehouse 
has played at the Shepherdstown Street 
Fest, West Virginia Wine and Art 
Festival, Country Roads Folk Festival, 
Mountain Stage New Song Festival, 
Peace in the Valley Gathering, and 
at several local venues including the 
Opera House, Riverhouse Concert 

Series, Blue Moon, and Mecklenburg 
Inn. Their CD Treehouse, as well as 
Terry Tucker’s Comin’ Home and 
Ancient Ayres and Carols for Christmas 
by Gilbertson and Tucker, can be found 
on their Web site www.treehouseband.
net and on www.cdbaby.com. 

A fitting way to end this story is 
to share a bit of Terry Tucker’s phi-
losophy by which she lives daily. From 
the many plants, herbs, and vegetables 
growing on the back porch and garden 
beyond, to the rain barrel waiting to 
catch whatever available precipitation 
falls from the sky, she is in harmony 
with the world. “I believe that when 
we all practice respect for Mother 
Earth and all her life forms, we will 
have peace and prosperity the world 
over…and that includes leaving her as 
she is as much as possible,” reflects 
Tucker. Her list “Practical Ways to Live 
More Mindfully with Mother Earth” is 
offered lovingly on her Web site where 
she stresses simple, back-to-basics 
ideas for sensible living. So the next 
time you see her in town, at a concert 
or just dancing in the street, hum a 
little “Here Comes the Sun” from the 
Beatles’ collection. It is an apt serenade 
to this Shepherdstown treasure.

Wendy Mopsik, Shepherdstown resi-
dent and grandmother of nine, stayed 
cool and mostly calm this summer by 
listening to local musicians, doing 
yoga, and practicing mindfulness.

Songwriter Terry Tucker displays her 
collector’s-item album that helped to 
launch a long musical career.

PHOTO BY WENDY MOPSIK
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Recently I took a seat at the local 
bakery in Shepherdstown to meet 
and interview Jeff Hutman, an 

entrepreneur from Sharpsburg, Maryland, 
with not just one, but three jobs. For 
over 20 years, Hutman has worked as an 
art director, graphic designer, and art-
ist for Ranger Rick magazine. He also 
does design work for the larger National 
Wildlife Federation. During that time, 
he has also owned and operated his own 
graphic design business, ARTifacts, 
which provides graphic design and art for 
print, Web, signage, and multimedia. You 
may have seen some of Hutman’s work if 
you recognize the “Pedal & Paddle” sign 
logo in Shepherdstown or the “Captain 
Bender’s Tavern” sign in Sharpsburg.

He has held his third job since 2006 
as the owner and operator of TourGlides, 
a Segway guided service, which primarily 
operates in Antietam National Battlefield. 
To say that Hutman has energy and ambi-
tion is an understatement.

I had just one hour before the  
bakery closed to glean information about 
Hutman’s life and learn how he came 
to found, own, and operate TourGlides. 
While I found his whole career history 
interesting, particularly the time spent 
with the National Wildlife Federation,  
he was keen on telling me about the 
operation of TourGlides. I have operated 
a Segway before and I had been an inter-
pretive park ranger in the past, leading 
guided walks for National Park Service 
visitors. But I had no notion of using 
Segways as part of interpretive programs! 
I was about to learn how Hutman has 
created the first opportunity for national 
park visitors to experience a park through 
the gliding motion of a Segway.

But first, as I ate a snack at the  
bakery on a hot summer afternoon, I 
asked Hutman to tell me how he came 
up with the idea for this venture. He 
described a winter day in 2005. As an 
avid outdoor enthusiast, he was trying out 
new snowboarding equipment on a slope 
at Blue Knob Ski Resort when he fell and 

severely damaged his right shoulder.  
He underwent major reconstruction  
surgery and endured eight months of 
recovery and rehab. Having been an 
active participant in climbing, paddling, 
cycling, running, hiking, skiing, and 
horseback riding for his whole life, this 
was his first time being sedentary.

He eventually returned to work, 
attempting to use his left hand, rather 
than his right, for graphic design work 
with the National Wildlife Federation. 
Sleep-deprived because of the pain  
associated with his injury, Hutman began 
to think of ways to literally “redraw” his 
job. It was during this time of languish 
and sadness that he realized, “While 
I will eventually be whole and healed 
again, there are many who are facing 
‘quality-of-life-changing’ mobility issues 
who won’t. Those same active people  
are the ones that support our parks and 
outdoor/historic venues, like Antietam.”

The time spent laid up from his 
injury gave him time to think, and 
from this time was born the concept 
of TourGlides. His thoughts turned to 
Segways, or personal transporters, as  
a way to get people outdoors while 
having fun. For instance, families with 
teenagers might be drawn to it as a novel 
method to experience the outdoors. Those 
with mobility difficulties could use the 
Segway through necessity. Others could 
simply enjoy the Segway as another 
means of receiving guided interpretation 
within the battle-
field. Being a 
graphic designer, 
Hutman created 
a name and, of 
course, a logo 
for his business 
idea: TourGlides, 
named for the 
way the Segway 
moves.

When the 
bakery closed, 
our interview 
was over and we 

stepped outside. Hutman 
invited me to join the tour  
on the following Saturday 
afternoon so I could experi-
ence firsthand the sensation  
of operating a Segway.

I returned home with my 
hands full of literature and 
began reading more about 
TourGlides. TourGlides is 
the first and only Segway 
tour company operating in 
partnership with the National 

Park Service and the Leave No Trace 
organization. Hutman also offers tours of 
vineyards, trails, and other historical and 
natural places.

Within a few days of interviewing 
Hutman, I participated in a weekend 
event with TourGlides. As I left my 
car behind and literally glided around 
Antietam National Battlefield with 
Hutman and two other visitors, I began 
to gain confidence in operation of the 
Segway. Soon I found how nice it was not 
to be getting in and out of my car each 
time I wanted to enjoy the views or read 
a plaque. We simply stopped our Segways 
and looked around, took photographs, 
and learned about the Civil War history 
of Antietam.

Riding on the hills exhilarated me. 
We stopped to eat freshly 
picked peaches along one 
of the lanes. At sunset 
we returned, dismounted 
from our Segways, and 
thanked Hutman for one 
incredible time.

Only electric energy 
powered our trip, by 
way of the rechargeable 
battery in each Segway, 
making this an environ-
mentally friendly form of 
transportation. A single 
charge allows the Segway 
to operate for approxi-
mately 24 miles. Far from 

hindering our experience, the Segway 
allowed us to escape from our cars,  
feel the breeze, experience the silence 
of gliding through the countryside, and 
learn about American history.

The quite operation of the Segway  
is especially appropriate to the battlefield 
experience. Antietam National Battlefield 
is sacred ground. Here we come to 
remember the 23,000 people who died 
or were wounded or missing after one 
single day of combat on September 17, 
1862, during the Civil War. Words fall 
short of explaining what happened in this 
place. Silence floats on the breeze, the 
eyes roam the hills, looking for meaning. 
Only our voices created a stir, and even 
that, just for a short while. Then they too 
disappeared as we glided away.

Gliding Through History
Sheri Fedorchak

If you plan to go:
•	 Visit www.tourglides.com or  

call (301) 432-0300 to make 
a reservation for Antietam 
National Battlefield

•	 Helmets are required
•	 Tours last two to three hours
•	 Bring water, sunscreen, and 

other weather-appropriate gear

Visitors on TourGlide Segways at the lookout tower at Antietam 
Battlefield

The author, Sheri Fedorchak, right, and fellow Segway 
enthusiasts

Jeff Hutman, left, explaining the Segway  
to interested visitors

Antietam Battlefield is a beautiful place to tour by Segway.

A group of visitors head out on their Segway tour of 
Antietam Battlefield.

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY SHERI FEDORCHAK

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-3122
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

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

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

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

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

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

Testimony meetings at 3 p.m. 1st & 3rd
Wednesdays in the Reading Room at

203 S. Princess Street; 
open  Sat.,10 a.m. to 1 p.m.,

Wed., noon to 3 p.m.
All welcome; phone: (304) 876-1332

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

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

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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A week or so ago I had my eyes fixed on 
a gospel story about Jesus healing a  
crippled woman on the Sabbath but my 

concentration was continually interrupted by 
shrill voices protesting the building of a mosque 
near Ground Zero, ground which many people 
consider sacred the way the ruler of the syna-
gogue in the gospel story considered the Sabbath 
to be sacred time.

The guardians of the Sabbath wanted to  
protect sacred time from inappropriate infringe-
ment. And to me that sounded a bit like the 
squabble around the proposed Islamic community 
center in New York City

Look, the guardians of the Sabbath said to 
Jesus, we don’t mind if you heal this woman; 
just don’t do it on the Sabbath. You’re more than 
welcome to heal her, but do it on some other day, 
a couple blocks from today. After all, we have 
very strong feelings about the Sabbath. It’s holy.

To all of which Jesus basically said, You’re 
right. The Sabbath is holy. What a great time to 
set a woman free from her crippling bondage.

And the Sabbath was the perfect day to set 
a body free from bondage unless you’d forgotten 
what made the Sabbath holy in the first place. 
And, as it turns out, Ground Zero is the perfect 
spot for building a mosque unless we’ve forgotten 
what makes America holy ground in the first 
place. There’s a lot more to the holiness of 
American soil than Ground Zero.

Anyway, here’s the gospel story I had my 
eyes on:

On a Sabbath Jesus was teaching in one of 
the synagogues. A woman was there who had 
been crippled by a spirit for 18 years. She was 
bent over and could not straighten up at all. 
When Jesus saw her, he called her forward. 
“Woman, you are set free from your infirmity.” 
Then he put his hands on her, and immediately 
she straightened up and praised God.

Indignant—because Jesus had healed on the 
Sabbath—the synagogue ruler said to the people, 
“There are six days for work. Come and be 
healed on those days, not on the Sabbath.”

Jesus answered, “You hypocrites! Doesn’t 
each of you on the Sabbath untie his ox or  
donkey from the stall and lead it out to give it 
water? So, then, should not this woman, a daugh-
ter of Abraham, whom Satan has kept bound for 
18 long years, be set free on the Sabbath day 
from what bound her?”

When he said this, all his opponents  
were humiliated, but the people were delighted. 
(Luke 13:10–17)

Leaders in both political parties oppose  
the “mosque” and leaders in both parties support 
it. Some Muslims are for it; some against it. The 
families of the 9/11 victims are divided. Some 
for; some against.

In one sense it’s none of our business. It’s for 
New Yorkers to decide. But in another sense it 
is our business because it raises the question of 
what is truly holy about America.

First a few facts. The so-called Ground Zero 
mosque is actually two blocks from Ground Zero 
but close enough in the minds of many to  
contaminate the holiness of the site. It’s actually  
a community center not a mosque per se. It 
will have a swimming pool, basketball court, 
and museum honoring victims of 9/11, some of 
whom, in case you hadn’t heard, were American 
Muslims. But the proposed building is not just 
any center. It is an Islamic community center and 
for many: “Say no more.”

The center’s imam, Mr. Abdul Rauf, is of 
the Sufi branch of Islam, a form of Islam that is 
open, tolerant, peaceful, and pluralistic. Osama 
bin Laden and al-Qaida hate Rauf-type Muslims, 
which should make us glad to call him our ally. 
You’d think so. But feelings often undermine 
thinking, which, by the way, is why we are gov-
erned by a constitution and not the whims and 
tantrums of a monarch or the whims and tan-
trums of popular opinion. We can and should be 
so very grateful for the Constitution, which keeps 
our temperamental feelings in check.

And finally from the list of facts: The attacks 
on the Twin Towers and the Pentagon were exe-
cuted by 19 criminals—please, don’t honor them 
as warriors!—blinded by an extremely perverted 
form of Islam not unlike others who have slaugh-
tered thousands in the name of Christ and under 
the sign of the cross. Please, Christians say, don’t 
paint all Christians with that brush.

Apparently many Americans aren’t willing to 
see differences within Islam, a historic religious 
tradition as diverse as Christianity. Do we con-
sider all born again Christians “abortion doctor 
murderers” because one was? Do we consider all 
Orthodox Christians “mass murderers” because 
the Serbian warlord Milosevic and his henchmen 
were? Do we consider all Catholics “terrorists” 
because, well, don’t you know about those bomb-
ings in Northern Ireland?

Actually, Catholics were suspect in this  
country from the beginning. Their loyalty to 
America was questioned during the French and 
American War. In fact, if it hadn’t been for a few 
outspoken Quakers, Catholics would not have 
been permitted to build a church in Philadelphia, 
the “City of Brotherly Love.” Catholics were 
considered alien, unclean, dangerous, “other” 
as were Jews and Mormons in other times and 
places—as are Muslims now.

You are unfit, say some Americans. You are 
unfit and unworthy to stand or kneel near our 
holy ground.

And thus we shackle the souls of American 
Muslims with indignities as surely as “Satan” 

bound the woman in the gospel story. Don’t you 
dare stand up and look us in the eye as equals.

Any day but the Sabbath, screeched the 
guardians of the Sabbath. The Sabbath is holy.

To which Jesus said: What better day? For 
Jesus, you see, remembered the origins and spirit 
of the Sabbath. Do you?

More than a thousand years before Jesus, 
his people had been slaves in Egypt. They were 
worked like mules. Day after day after day, one 
day just like the next, working like mules for 
hundreds of years. 

But once Moses led them out of bondage he 
quickly instituted the Sabbath Day. One day in 
seven would be free of toil. It was a time to  
remember what it meant to be “human.” It was a 
time to be fully human, alive, joyful, and free of 
burdens. Moses—the Great Liberator in more ways 
than one—was determined to protect that day as 
holy lest his people turn themselves back into slaves 
of work. One day in seven to unplug, breathe, jump 
for joy. The Sabbath. Liberation and rest.

Guess what happened to that good idea?  
The spirit of the day was corrupted and crushed 
by rules and regulations. The one day devoted to 
release from bondage became itself an onerous 
burden. It was still called “holy” but it wasn’t.

Yes, Jesus could have waited until Monday  
or Tuesday. But he was looking for more than just 
one healing. He was looking to heal his people by 
calling them back to the Sabbath’s true holiness.

Have Americans forgotten what makes this 
land truly holy? It’s not the innocence or purity  
of its people. It’s not the blood that has been 
shed at Antietam or Ground Zero. What makes 
America holy is a radical idea, a conviction 
inscribed in our Declaration of Independence:  
All people are created equal and endowed by 
their Creator with certain inalienable rights.

And that’s not all. There’s also this revo-
lutionary conviction in the First Amendment: 
Congress shall make no law respecting an estab-
lishment of religion, or prohibiting the free  
exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom  
of speech.

So, yes, of course, a mosque should be built 
right at Ground Zero in order to show the world 
what is truly holy about America. That site may 
be hallowed. But there’s something even more 
hallowed about America. It’s the dream that  
proclaims all people equal and with the inalien-
able right to worship freely and in safety.

In case you’ve forgotten: We were all  
outsiders at one time. We are all lucky to  
have been accepted into this beautiful country. 
Protestants came to this country in the first place 
because they were unwelcome in their homelands.  
And should we not be the first to welcome 
Muslims who are not only children of Abraham 
like us but also children of God?
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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.

Building on Sacred Ground
Randall Tremba

Byliners
John & Jenny Allen
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch
Craig & Roy Winkel

Patrons 
Martin & Elise Baach
Dr. William & Patricia Carrigan
George & Bonnie Casely
Billy Ray & Cindi Dunn
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Stanley & Judith Jones
Wanda Keebler
Richard & Kathy Klein
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
George & Paat McKee
Drs. Jean & Frank Porter
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Philip Salladay
John & Victoria Savage
Peter & Victoria Smith
Ray Vanderhook, DDS
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Henry Willard, II

Partners 
William & Roxanna Andersen
Barbara & George Baker
L.T. & Courtney Baker
Stephen & Michelle Baluch
Bank of Charles Town
Tom & Rae Banks
Dow & Linda Benedict
Frank & Dodi Bradley
Marc & Judith Briod
Marian Buckner
Beth Burkhardt
John & Helen Burns

Snowdon & James Byron
Linda Carter
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Roberta & Mark Cucuzzella
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Earl De Maris
Lyndall Dickinson
Martha Doss
Robert & Antoinette Edsall
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Lara Engebretson
Isabelle Fair
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
John Foxen
Herbert Freeman
Peter & Linda Fricke
Carol Gallant
John Gordon
Jane C. Von Hagen
Connie & Thomas Halliwell
Mr. & Mrs. E.C. Hammann
James & Norleen Hoadley
James & Mary Holland
Mary & Joseph Horky
Douglas & Priscilla Horner
Ruth DeWindt Hoxton
Robert & Beverly Hughes
Judith Jenner
Joan & Ernest Johnston
William & Elizabeth Jones
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
George & Rhetha Kidwiler
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
John King
John & Melinda Landolt
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
John & Judith Lilga

Chris Mark
Martha Martineau
Willim & Jonan Meyer
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Arthur & Wilma Morabito
Dr. Raymond Moreland
Mary Ann W. Morgan
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
James Newcomb
Gary Nisewarner
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Joan Piemme
William Jackson Pyles
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Albert & Joy Schwartz
Carole & Dave Scott
Garland & Suzanne Shackelford
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Sara Smith
Alton & Eileen Smith
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie Spiker
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Michael Steinberg & Associates
Amani & Jonathan Stevens
Clifton Stubblefield
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Michael & Ann Taylor
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
David & Jeanette Vanbelleghem
Zelda Virts
James & Sandra Watkins
Nancy Whalen
Ronald & Martha Wilcox

Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott
Jack & Martha Young

Friends 
Meda Badeaux
William & Mary Baker
Edwinna Bernat
Sylvia Boyer
Barbara & Clifton Brooks
Odetta Brown
Elizabeth Bufithis
Ruth Conard
Rosemarie Coy
Doris David
James Davis
Bernice Dove
Miriam Ellis
Eriksen-Gerum
Christine Huddle
N. Julian
Juris & Sylvia Kundrats
Walter Lemaster
Elizabeth Freedland McGowen
Shirley Myers
Janet Olcott
Lori Simmons
Elena Trott
John & Sarah Walker
Judy Weese
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods

PeaceFest
A Community Gathering in the Spirit of St. Francis

Sunday • October 3 • 7:00 p.m.

Poems • Songs • Prayers • Silence

Presbyterian Meeting House
100 W. Washington St. • Shepherdstown, WV

Across from the Post Office

ImagineOneWorld
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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

Michael Davis believes that art is more than an action. It is a lifelong study—through its frustrations 
it reveals the simplicities and beauties of the world around us and in us.

DIANE BOWARD

garden design

organic and conservation gardening

304.283.7373

harvester50@yahoo.com

Essays, Art & Poetry

 3 Building on Sacred Ground. By Randall Tremba

 12–13 ARTWORKS Temahoa Love. By Nan Broadhurst

 14 POETRY Sonja James.

 15 ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL Oil and Water. By Mark Madison

People, Places & Things

 4 Gliding Through History. By Sheri Fedorchak

 5 Here Comes the Sun: Terry Tucker. By Wendy Mopsik

 6–7 Appalachia: Why We Care…Why We Ought To. By Sarah Soltow

 8 The Bird of Paradise: Kauai. By Stephen Willingham

 9 Military Family in Transition. By Sarah Soltow

 10 LOCAL COLOR Herb Flemming. By Christopher Robinson

 11 Coming Soon: Sotto Voce Poetry Festival VI. By Ed Zahniser

 16 White Mulberry: Pest or Pal? By Claire Stuart

 17 Washington Street Gallery & Gift. By Sue Kennedy

 18–19 Reflections on a Long Bike Ride. By Jessie Schmitt and Eric Smith

 20 From the Archives.

Faith, Hope & Charity 

 21 Religious Communities

 22 Donors

 23 Business & Service Directory

CORRECTION
In the article “Service Comes From the 
Heart” on page 5 in our Summer issue, 
we misnamed the free clinic where 
Dr. Sharon Mailey volunteers. It is the 
Eastern Panhandle Free Clinic (EPFC) 
not the Jefferson County Free Clinic. 
EPFC serves patients in Jefferson and 
Berkeley counties. For more information, 
call (304) 724-6091. 
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