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The News Today
Randall Tremba

I

read the news today, oh boy, about a lucky
man who made the grade. And if you know
this song by the Beatles, you know things
didn’t turn out so well for that lucky man who
made the grade. But by the time “A Day in the
Life” is over we know how many holes it takes
to fill the Albert Hall. Which remains a riddle
for the ages.
I read the news today, oh boy, about a lucky
nation that made the grade, and if you know this
story, you know things aren’t turning out so well
for the lucky nation that made the grade, then
lost its way and got a downgrade. Now, I guess,
we know how many holes it takes to fill the
House, the Senate, and the White House, too.
Which is a riddle of a different sort.
I read the news today and yesterday and
every day last week and the week before and,
oh boy, it doesn’t look so good for this nation
or the world. It’s downright depressing, which
may be why some people don’t read the news or
watch it.
I read the news today, oh boy. The stock
market plunged. Again. Another trillion dollars
lost.
I read the news today, oh boy. Famine in
Africa. Again. Another thousand children dead
in Somalia.
I read the news today, oh boy. A bloody
massacre in Norway. Seventy youth executed
in cold blood by a so-called Christian crusader
enraged by the so-called Muslim colonization of
so-called Christian European soil.
I read the news today, oh boy. Deadly mudslides in South Korea, a train wreck in China,
predatory priests in Ireland, bankruptcy in
Greece, brutal crackdowns in Syria, suicide
bombs in Iraq, civilians bombed in Afghanistan,
nuclear weapons in Iran, an earthquake in Haiti,
a drought in Texas, a tsunami in Japan….or was
that yesterday?!
I read the news today, oh boy. Ten years
after 9/11 we’ve killed more than tenfold as
many as were killed on 9/11 and in a country
that had nothing to do with 9/11. Oops. Meanwhile in Afghanistan we’re building roads and
schools we can’t afford to build in our own
country. Oh boy!
The world is hungry for some good news
because the bad news feels so overwhelming.
Once upon a time Jesus got some bad news.
King Herod, the Roman Empire’s puppet ruler,
had just beheaded John the Baptizer, Jesus’

cousin and fellow insurgent for the kingdom of
heaven. And if Herod was out to cut the head off
a growing insurgency, Jesus and his companions
could be next. The Jesus movement was nonviolent. Rome’s wasn’t. The empire wanted world
peace. It would kill anyone who got in its way.
When the news is bad, what are you going
to do?
Now when Jesus heard this, he withdrew
from there in a boat to a deserted place by himself. But when the crowds heard it, they followed
him on foot. When he went ashore, he saw a
great crowd; and he had compassion for them
and cured their sick.
When it was evening, the disciples came
and said, “This is a deserted place, and the
hour is now late; send the crowds away so that
they may go into the villages and buy food for
themselves.” Jesus said to them, “They need not
go away; you give them something to eat.” They
replied, “We have nothing here but five loaves
and two fish.” He said, “Bring them here to me.
Taking the five loaves and the two fish, he
looked up to heaven, and blessed and broke the
loaves, and gave them to the disciples, and the
disciples gave them to the crowds. And all ate
and were filled; and they took up what was left
over of the broken pieces, twelve baskets full.
And those who ate were about five thousand
men, besides women and children.
When the news is bad, what are you going
to do?
Jesus took the little he had, blessed it, broke
it open and gave it away. He fed 5,000 people.
Take, bless, break, and give. That’s the heart of
Christian practice. The way to world peace is the
way of love. It’s a slow way. It’s a long way. It’s
hard but grace abounds.
I read the news today, oh boy, and then
remembered George who lives up the street and
lost two sons within a month. I stopped by to
see how he was doing. He’d been wrestling with
a grieving spirit.
How do you mend a broken heart? I’m not
sure, but I’m pretty sure you take the little you
have in your hands, bless it, break it open and
give it away. Maybe it’s a word of comfort.
More likely it’s a listening heart. But whatever it
is, it becomes a blessing.
Blessings are gifts but some don’t come easily. Sometimes you have to wrestle to get one.
You wrestle with what’s troublesome in your
world, like Jacob grappling for his life through

the night with some tenacious, dark power
within him (Genesis 32:22–31). You wrestle
with longings that ache in your heart. You
struggle with questions and more questions and
refuse to let go until you find a blessing. The
struggle may wound you. It may cause you to
limp. Still you walk forward, but more humbly
than before. You walk on. You walk humbly as a
wounded healer ready to bless and be blessed.
You read the news today, oh boy, and then
remembered a friend scheduled for surgery on
Tuesday. You read the news today, oh boy, and
then remembered a neighbor who lost her job.
You remembered a child whose dog had died.
You remembered a widow trudging under a
cloud. You remembered your brother (or was it
your sister?) long neglected. You remembered
a student looking for a job. You remembered an
immigrant struggling to survive in a new land.
You remembered a prisoner without a friend in
the world.
You read the news of the world today, oh
boy, and then remembered the world at hand.
You remembered the world in which you move
and live and have your being. The world you
brush past everyday.
How do you feed a hungry world, a world
hungry for love? I’m not sure, but I’m pretty
sure you take the little you have in your hands,
bless it, break it open, and give it away. Maybe
it’s a piece of bread. Maybe it’s a word of comfort. More likely it’s a listening heart. As it turns
out, the world is hungry; hungry for someone
who will simply listen and heed the longing of
their hearts.
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Quinith Janssen-Smith

Woman of Accomplishments and Class
Christine Duewel-Zahniser
Janssens, in the U.S. and abroad. When
transferred to the D.C. area they bought
a weekend farm in Monroe County,
W.Va. They discovered it while searching for their also peripatetic “lost dog.”
The Janssens’ marriage ended in 1974,
and the Monroe County farm had to be
sold. A day trip brought Janssen-Smith
to Shepherdstown in 1975. Like many
visitors, she promptly fell in love with
it. She moved to town a year later, joking that she arrived with a few dollars
and her car. With her dollars she bought
a house on East New Street, where she
lived for more than 20 years with Bill
Fernbach, whom Janssen-Smith had met
in D.C. Fernbach proved a caring helper
with Janssen-Smith’s sons and a capable
business partner until health issues caused
him problems in his business and personal
relationships and ended his partnership
with Janssen-Smith.
Janssen-Smith brought to town skills
as a researcher and writer. In Colorado she
had begun to research and write, mostly
ghostwrite, for the National Enquirer.
She continued to write for the Enquirer in
Shepherdstown. In all, she probably wrote
about 40 stories for the Enquirer.
From her arrival, Janssen-Smith also
set about becoming an active participant
in town life, both as businesswoman and
involved citizen. She turned a storefront
on King Street into a hip boutique in what
was then a backwater college town. That
was soon followed by purchase, renovation, construction, and rental of other
in-town and out-of-town properties, active
membership in the Shepherdstown Men’s
Club, and volunteer work with Millbrook
Orchestra.
Janssen-Smith was also a generous
neighbor, as my husband Ed Zahniser and
I can attest. When we moved to East New
Street a year after Janssen-Smith did, she
promptly crossed the street to welcome us
to the neighborhood, followed by many
invitations to enjoy her wonderful cooking
and hospitality.
In 1979, as Janssen-Smith liked to tell
it, she became involved with the very first
issue of the GNP—by lending Ed Zahniser
her cutting board for his cut-and-paste operation laying out the issue. Janssen-Smith’s
involvement soon grew to include regular
feature writing, editing, and editorship of the
GNP, all volunteer positions. Janssen-Smith
was particularly proud to cover the U.S.
Senate Democratic Conference held at the
Bavarian Inn in 1985.
Janssen-Smith’s personal life contained its share of change and challenges
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over the years. She met
them with the same
patience and perseverance (whoops!—a quality I forgot to mention!)
that she showed when
life went well. A change
that brought JanssenSmith much happiness
was the arrival in town
in 1978 of son Garth
and his wife Lissa, both
also ready to put down
Shepherdstown roots.
Garth had previously,
Quinith Janssen-Smith at her home in Bunker Hill
between a stint in college
and another in the Air Force,
to them. It is filled with obvious pride in
spent a stint in town helping his mother
Shepherdstown.
renovate buildings. Janssen-Smith’s father
Another source of great happiness
also helped out for a while.
was in store for Janssen-Smith. After she
Town residents who may not have
moved to High Street in about 1999 and
known Janssen-Smith probably know
successfully undertook at least two more
Garth, the owner of that other (besides the creative endeavors, papermaking and colGNP) essential town institution, Lost Dog
lage, she met Ed Smith. They married on
Coffee. In 1996, Garth and Lissa opened
Valentine’s Day 2002. Smith also became
Lost Dog, a coffee shop as hip as Janssen- her partner in yet more business venSmith’s previous boutique and became
tures and co-owner of a magical home in
parents of Janssen-Smith’s first grandchild, Bunker Hill. Built by local resident Steve
Felix, now 14. Brother Zane was born two Kaldes, the three-story home features an
and a half years later.
atrium all three stories high, among other
During the same period, Janssencharming and unique features. There,
Smith’s younger son Warren and his wife,
children, grandchildren, other family, and
Katy, who now live in Lincoln, Neb.,
their many friends could gather to enjoy
parented Kimberly, Keenan, and Markus,
the friendship and bountiful hospitality
making Janssen-Smith grateful and happy
they offered.
to be the grandmother of five within four
Although she left Shepherdstown
years.
for Bunker Hill and Ed—and now has
Did I mention that Janssen-Smith also left Shepherdstown family and friends to
wrote books? Janssen-Smith’s published
mourn her loss—Janssen-Smith always
books include a cookbook, Harpers Ferry
loved Shepherdstown. As she wrote at
Floods!, West Virginia Place Names, and
the close of her book We Live in a Small
We Live in a Small Town. The latter was
Town, “Truly, this is Small Town America
a 2007 update of I Live in a Small Town,
at its best.” In return, Quinith Janssenwritten in 1987 by Ed Zahniser, featuring
Smith, Shepherdstown admires and honors
son Justin. Janssen-Smith’s update was
you. You were truly a woman of accomcowritten by Felix and Zane and dedicated plishments and class.
PHOTOS PROVIDED BY THE JANSSEN FAMILY
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ntrepreneur. Businesswoman.
Artist. Dancer. Musician.
Photographer. Researcher. Writer.
Community activist. Editor of the GOOD
NEWS PAPER (GNP) from 1982 through
1987. Add to these accomplishments
friend, neighbor, wife, mother, and grandmother, and you have a snapshot of a
remarkable member of our Shepherdstown
community for more than 30 years,
Quinith Amelia Brown Janssen-Smith.
This snapshot only shows JanssenSmith’s public achievements. As a friend
and former neighbor, I remember her
more by her many positive personal qualities: friendliness, warmth, intelligence,
curiosity, open-mindedness, generosity,
enterprise, humor, dignity, patience, and
above all just plain class.
Some recent residents of our town
may not have known Janssen-Smith.
In 2004 she moved with husband Ed
Smith to a home in Bunker Hill that is
as remarkable as she was. But before
her death this past June, Janssen-Smith
made a significant positive impact on our
town community and beyond. And if you
had said that to her face, she would have
laughed deprecatingly and changed the
subject. She was also modest.
Janssen-Smith was born in
Hollywood, Ca., an unplanned child after
the death in early childhood of older
sister Sybil. Her physician-by-training
father and flapper mother both modeled
entrepreneurship. Midwestern migrants to
the West Coast in the 1920s, they turned
a lunch truck for factory workers into a
bottled juice business, perhaps the first
in the country. That business eventually
was bought by a company that became
Tropicana. This was just one of many
innovative ventures Janssen-Smith’s parents turned into a success.
As a child Janssen-Smith studied
classical ballet and learned to play the
clarinet, the flute, and the piano. She
continued to play her beloved baby grand
until a year before she died.
Janssen-Smith’s parents later moved
to Colorado, where Janssen-Smith met
Howard Grant Janssen in high school.
They married and had two sons, Garth and
Warren, who were soon put to work helping
Janssen-Smith with several entrepreneurial
projects in Colorado Springs. At age 13,
Garth became an entrepreneur also, offering a rototiller service to neighbors.
Grant Janssen enlisted in the Air
Force and built a career there, becoming
a lieutenant colonel and skilled linguist.
A peripatetic military life followed for the

Quinith and her first husband, Howard Janssen, on their
wedding day

Quinith as a young girl
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Alley Cats Bike Race
What’s That All About?

PHOTO BY JESSIE SCHMITT

Cassie Bosley

Jeremy Horner (pictured) organizes the Alley Cat races with the help of
Grayson Topping and Chad Cummings.

A

nyone who’s been to New York
City, especially to Brooklyn,
has seen the bike messengers—riding fearlessly, weaving in
and around the honking taxis—racing
to deliver whatever document from
or to whichever stock marketer, bank
employee, coffee shop barista or book
store clerk needs something delivered.
They are the quickest physical way to
deliver things: documents, keys, gifts—
things that cannot be faxed or e-mailed,
although it is a fact that before the
advent of the technical world, with
Blackberries, iPhones, etc., the number
of bike messengers was greater. The
riders seem both brave and insane. I’ve
heard someone talk about bike messengers hitting pedestrians. Imagine
how focused those riders have to be,
to speed through the ever-busy streets
of the city. The rider is focused, and
intense. After riding fast and furious all
day through the jungle of cars, buses,

trucks, people, sometimes it’s hard to
turn that energy off. The New York riders created a race through the alleys,
usually centered around drinking.
“Alley Cat Race” took hold.
Originally, the race’s goal was to
drink and to show off one’s abilities.
Over time, the races became more fun,
a little less intense—although still not
family oriented. Each race involved a
short circuit, through narrow alleys and
city streets, stopping at various places
to perform a series of tasks. Some
of the tasks had a serious aspect (15
pushups), and over time more humorous tasks were added, like dancing in
place for one minute. One stop might
be at a bike store where the rider has
to change a tire. Shepherdstown has its
own “Alley Cats” bike race. Christian
Curbo, a resident of Shepherdstown,
was at one time just such a bike rider—
careening madly through the streets
of New York delivering messages. He

still rides, mostly in bike races all over
the world. (Gossip has it that he has
just left for Poland to participate in a
bike race. Good luck, Christian!) A
small group of young men, ranging
in age from 22 to 35, all bike riders,
talked about forming the race in town,
and then talked some more, and then
Chad Cummings stepped up and organized the first event in early spring.
Gracen Topping organized the second
race; Jeremy Horner coordinated the
third race, ridden on July 9. Horner
explained that the riders are a core
group of eight or nine, although anyone
is welcome to join. Jeremy talked about
the “personality” of the race—how
that depends on the person in charge.
Each of them has favorite places to ride
in and about Shepherdstown, through
alleys, on bridges over the Town Run,
on the C & O towpath, and so forth.
I asked Horner what was the most
difficult part of being in charge, and
he replied, “getting motivated.” The
easiest part for him was “making the
tasks brutal, since I couldn’t ride in
the race.” The day of the July race was
a beautiful one. The plan was for the
riders to meet at “the wall,” the meeting and gathering place for much of
the youth of Shepherdstown (we’ve all
been there)—and then to head over to
Rumsey Monument. The riders always
pick up a manifest that gives them their
routes, and Horner planned for the riders to leave the bikes at the bottom of
the stairs, run up to the top for their
manifests, run back down and get on
their bikes and race off. Did I mention
that the race is fast, and is competitive?
Maria of Maria’s Taqueria sat on
the steps of her business and chuckled
at the antics (one of the stops was at
the nearby bike store). She told me that
it had been great entertainment. “Had
been?” I asked her. Apparently the race,
from start to finish, is only about 20
minutes. Michael Wimer was the winner, for the second time, and a good
time was had by all. Gracen Topping is
already planning the next race for the
beginning of August. Horner doesn’t

know too much about the plans for
that race, but one thing he’s sure of is
that there will be a stop in Sharpsburg,
which will be the farthest point of
any race, and the first time for a
Shepherdstown Alley Cat race to cross
a bridge over the river. If you want to
get information about joining in the
races, you can find Horner working in
the Grapes and Grains shop on German
Street. So watch out! You never know
when, some Saturday morning as you
walk through town, you might see a
group of crazy bicyclists, carrying the
message that riding a bike fast can
carry—the importance of freedom.
Cassie Bosley lives in Shepherdstown,
teaches English at Shepherd University,
and gardens to remain sane.
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Lori Robertson: Type A and Crazy!

W

hile taking a walk up and
down German Street in the
spring, you’ll notice the thousands of daffodils blooming along the
way. As summer progresses, you may
turn on to Princess Street and admire the
lush Princess Street Urban Garden. If you
checked your June calendar, you surely
were in town for the 2011 Shepherdstown
Street Fest, and when you see Lori
Robertson in town, be sure to thank her
for all of the above and more.
Robertson exudes energy. She admits
that she has always been a “super high
energy” person, which translates into the
more casual self-description of “Type
A and crazy!” She is the kind of person
who takes a look around, sees some
things that could be improved, and sets
about immediately to do just that.
About three years ago, she, like
many residents of Shepherdstown, were
not particularly happy with the parking
situation. Rather than complain about
it, her logic was, “If you can’t beat ’em,
join ’em,” and so launched a successful
bid to become a member of the Town
Council. She soon took on the responsibilities of Town Recorder (a voting
member of the council), and continues
to contribute her positive energy to the
Parking Committee, Police Committee,
Personnel Committee, Tree Commission,
and the Parks and Recreation Committee.
The details of these responsibilities range
from hiring our police officers, to providing handbooks to town personnel, to
keeping the trees trimmed, and putting
up cool signs at the town park and recreation sites. She’s also a member of the
Shepherdstown Day Care board of directors. If this doesn’t sound Type A and
crazy enough for you, keep reading.
In 2008 Robertson wanted to plant
a garden in town. There was an empty,
unused yard across the alley from her
home on Princess Street. She contacted
the owner, John Christman, for permission to put in a garden in exchange for
repairing the fence and providing him
with fresh vine tomatoes all summer. She,
Chris Crawford and another resident,
Shep Ogden, a well-known organic gardener, worked together on the project for
about a year and a half. Now Robertson
manages the garden solo and treasures
the time she spends working in the dirt
there. It’s where she gets grounded:
“That’s my church, my release.” The garden is an amazing explosion of flowers
and vegetables in intensive double-dug

beds that grow and bloom and provide
her with a bounty of fresh herbs and
vegetables for her kitchen. Part of her
gardening experience comes from
managing a garden center in North
Carolina for five years, but most of it
comes from her simple desire to make
a place grow and be beautiful.
In the fall of 2009, the Public
Works Department acquired 3,000
daffodil bulbs to plant in the beds
that were part of Street Scape along
German Street. She and about 15
volunteers spent a day planting them,
so that the streets of Shepherdstown
can burst with their color and joy each
spring. In fall 2010 she and another
group of volunteers planted pansies
in the bump-outs while they were
weeding and mulching the flower beds.
Three years ago, as she looked out of
her windows facing Princess Street, she
envisioned…crape myrtles! While many
thought the climate of Jefferson County
was not conducive to this southern plant,
she felt that the recent warming trends
would accommodate the trees just fine.
Now, several crape myrtles are bursting
with vibrant fuchsia-colored blossoms
along the street. According to Roberston,
it’s what she had to look at every day, so
“why not make it beautiful?”
Robertson also has a job. She and
her partner, Chris Crawford, do therapeutic manual therapy bodywork, here
in Shepherdstown and in an office in
Winchester, Va. Her professional journey
began as a certified surgical technician
scrubbing in on open-heart surgeries
and the general OR. She lived for a
while in North Carolina, then returned
to this general area to practice therapeutic bodywork and massage therapy in
Winchester, where she’s had a practice
for 12 years. In 2005 she experienced a
life change, and in 2006, she arrived in
Shepherdstown with Crawford. Their first
adventure here was to completely renovate their new “old” home on Princess
Street. Then, in 2007, Robertson was
diagnosed with breast cancer. This, of
course, brought more massive changes
to her life. She underwent a lumpectomy,
radiation and chemotherapy treatments.
During this whole time, she continued
to work—both with manual therapy clients and on the renovation of the house.
She attributes this effort to keeping her
immune system up during a difficult
time. She pointed up to the ceiling of
the dining room where we sat, and said,

G O O D N E W S P A P E R • FA L L 2 0 1 1

PHOTO BY SARAH SOLTOW

Sarah Soltow

Lori Robertson

“I painted this ceiling while I was doing
chemo.” Crawford jokes that having
chemo simply brought her energy levels
down to those of a normal person! She
speculated about how internalized emotional issues affect the body. Part of her
life change is that she just doesn’t do that
anymore!
So, Lori Robertson takes a look
around, sees what needs to be done,
and puts her considerable energy into
accomplishing amazing things. The 2011
Shepherdstown Street Fest is just such an
accomplishment. The Street Fest began
as an annual event, but the summer of
2010 was missed because of a lack of
leadership. This year, after a general conversation around town about how great
it would be to have the Street Fest again,
Robertson and Chris Stroech got together
and decided to make it happen. They
enlisted Chris Crawford and Bob Keel
to manage the music while David Rosen
worked on marketing. Dolores Nichols
organized the volunteers, and Sarah
Poland took charge of the kids’ activities.
It certainly “takes a village” to pull off
such an event, but the leadership capabilities of Robertson and Stroech, and an
inexhaustible supply of energy from both
of them, kept the momentum going. The
nearly 6,000 people who attended the
event will certainly look forward to next
year, and it looks like the management
team is already in place.
I asked Robertson what she does
in her down time, which was bit of a
tongue-in-cheek question. Her eyes
widened at the joke, but even she must
have a little time to rest. Her answer was
simple: “Time in the garden, time with

my daughter Rachael, and time with
Chris.” She loves to cook, and occasionally some amazing-looking dishes appear
on Facebook, uploaded from her trusty
iPhone. She is also a faithful roadie for
Crawford’s band, the Shamaicans who
play reggae two Sunday afternoons a
month in the garden at Mecklenburg Inn.
Visiting in Robertson’s home, I
couldn’t help noticing the minimalist
nature of the space. Simple lines are
accented with simple art, and a large
window overlooks a small, enclosed
garden. On one wall there is a large
framed print of the Walasse Ting peacock whose plumage bursts outward in
vibrant greens, blues, and gold. This print
is emblematic of Lori Robertson. Her
characteristic energy bursts outward into
her home environment that includes the
whole of Shepherdstown. She may see
herself as Type A and crazy, but from
here, it’s a beautiful array of activities
and accomplishments. We should all be
so crazy.
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Opening Doors at the Library of Congress

He took a long shot and answered an
started saving money they had been paying
ad on Monster.com for a job at the Library
to license their old software. So that’s inforof Congress. He got that job, and his first
mation you can access for free, on a platproject was the WorldDigitalLibrary.org. The form that is free to the government. Sounds
World Digital Library Project is just that:
like a win-win to me.
a digital collaboration between the seven
This idea then spawned a whole host
largest libraries in the world, presenting
of sites that make both the information in
online their most significant cultural works,
the Library of Congress and the platform
searchable in seven different languages. He
that hosts it available in new and conveand his team built a prototype for the projnient ways to the general public. There is
ect and presented it to the United Nations
the Read.gov site, targeted at children and
for funding, which they promptly received.
young adults, which is a vast collection
They proceeded to launch and polish the site of copyright free children’s stories and
before moving on.
books kids and their parents can access.
Chris and others then began the dauntIn a similar vein is the uber-useful LoC.
ing task of modernizing and rebuilding
gov/Teachers site, which provides both
the Library of Congress’s online image
complete lesson plans and full source matecatalogue. The original framework for that
rial made of information from the Library
catalog was built around a highly specialized for any public or home school teacher to
and complicated engine, created for use by
download for free. There is also available
technical librarians; the rebuild was based
accreditation for using these materials.
on a single search window and was optiFor the everyday Internet user like me
mized for use by the general public. There
there are other features. There is a share
are approximately one million objects in this feature that allows users to publish links to
database, and it includes very interesting sets information they have found at the library
of images including the American Civil War
website right to their social media pages or
photo database and a collection of public
to their friends’ via e-mail, text, or Twitter.
works photos taken during the Depression,
There is also a great streaming music player
which are among the most popular.
that allows thousands of early copyrightThis rebuild expanded to include the
free music to be heard on demand, some
whole card catalogue and some two milof which also has sheet music and lyrics.
lion digitized documents. The way this
Looking for some new music or a whole
site was rebuilt has many positive aspects
new world of songs to cover? It’s yours to
that the team was not required to integrate,
be had at LoC.gov/Jukebox.
but which they nevertheless made essenSome of the newest content, which is
tial. The database uses faceted searches,
being developed and polished as we speak,
which allow the user to easily request
also has the most interactive potential. The
very specific parameters and navigate the
library is sponsoring many open-source inimass volume of information. There is a
tiatives that will allow users to upload their
downloadable mobile application
available for both iPhone and Android
platforms so that information can be
accessed anywhere on the fly. Chris
also made sure that the program has
a heavy focus on keyboard users and
screen readers, making the site easy
for disabled persons to use.
Most important in this time of the
bleating, deficit-obsessed, sound-bite
induced media, this site was rebuilt
using open-source tools. All of the
software used to create the site is
available freely to anyone. That means
Richard Morgan House, High Street,
the Library of Congress immediately
Shepherdstown, West Virginia

own collections of information. One project
called “Recollections” is based on tying to
the websites featuring data collections that
have been curated by local historians and
historical societies. These collections of
documents, photos, maps, and articles are
left in their original context, but they can be
easily accessed through the library search
engine without overburdening frameworks
or commercial advertisement portals. This
growing function also ties closely with
the ChroniclingAmerica.LoC.gov project,
which now contains over four million digitized newspapers and is expanding to house
more every day.
After spending the evening with Chris
Thatcher, and realizing the potential we
have for a network of absolutely free shared
information, I truly felt that just maybe the
world was not completely doomed. I then
talked to a few other friends who were also
planning to publish large collections of free
artwork and media on various other free
platforms. I watched as my entire worldview began to move askew. Maybe it isn’t
90 percent of poor fools on the bottom of
the pyramid, serving our rich hosts. Just
maybe it’s 90 percent of the world made up
of real compassionate human beings, just
trying to get along, stay comfortable, and
help their friends do good works, warily
putting up with 10 percent who are screaming, greedy, psychotic, overachievers. I look
out at these hard-working people trying to
build a free and transparent information
exchange and workshop and I sense hope,
even if it is drowned out by the whining
of spoiled billionaires, amplified by every
form of “commercial media.”

PHOTO BY JOHN VACHON

T

his summer was a bit trying, for
me and the rest of America. Record
heat waves, random spontaneous floods, tropical rainstorms every
afternoon, a failing economy, a dysfunctional and squabbling government—it
was almost too much too handle. When
August 2 approached, I was ready to toss
up my hands in despair and crawl under
the nearest cool rock and wait for next
year. However, change blew in on a cool
breeze; not massive change, not even
great change, but some change nonetheless. A nice gray cloudy system blew in
over the coast, Congress reached a terrible
but workable debt deal, the temperatures
dropped, and I finally received the call
to interview one of my very busy good
friends at the Library of Congress.
On a humid but cool early August
evening, I met with Chris Thatcher in the
flickering torchlight at twilight in the garden at the Mecklenburg Inn. He had just
performed his daily commute and gave me
a weary smile as I begged him for some
good news to share with you. He rubbed
his eyes, sipped his Guinness, pulled out
his smartphone, and proceeded to blow my
mind and fill my heart with hope for the
future of our fair country.
First, a bit of background on Mr.
Thatcher. Chris moved to Shepherdstown
from Denver, Co., in 1995 to attend
Shepherd College (as it was known then).
He graduated with a bachelor’s degree in
mathematics and was involved with the
local t’ai chi scene. After that he worked
as a software engineer for Butterfly.net
here in town, and I first noticed him playing an open mike at the Meck. He was
performing crazy polyphonic acrobatics
by rhythmically drumming on the guitar
strings, a style he eventually transformed
into the unique and quirky sound of the
Shepherdstown band the N.U.R.B.-S. Chris
began working with the multimedia software Flash to develop the N.U.R.B.-S’ website, Butterfly had moved to California, and
he was in the market for a new job.

PHOTO BY GUY NOLAND (LIBRARY OF CONGRESS)

Horseshoe Bend, Potomac River, circa 1915

PHOTO COURTESY HISTORIC AMERICAN
BUILDINGS SURVEY

Operator of ferry that crosses the
Potomac River into Maryland, circa 1939

PHOTO BY JOHN VACHON

Chris Robinson

Ferry crossing the Potomac River into
Maryland near Sharpsburg, circa 1939
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Uncommon VernacUlar

John c. allen on the old hoUses of Jefferson coUnty, W. Va.
Claire Stuart

PHOTOS BY WALTER SMALLING

M

ost often, people use the word
vernacular to describe the
dialect or common speech of
people in a particular area. However,
there is also something called vernacular
architecture, which has a rather similar
meaning. Wikipedia defines it as “a term
used to categorize methods of construction which use locally available resources
and traditions to address local needs and
circumstances.”
Jefferson County is rich in vernacular
architecture, and Uncommon Vernacular:
The Early Houses of Jefferson County,
West Virginia, 1735–1835 is the title of a
newly released book by Shepherdstown
architectural historian John C. Allen Jr.
Allen grew up in an old house and has
always been fascinated by them.
A native of Harrison County, W.Va.,
Allen left home for college, returning
to his home state when he moved to
Jefferson County some 10 years ago.
Looking around at the many old
homes in the county, Allen wanted to
know more about the local architecture
and what caused the buildings to be the
way they are. As a member of the Jefferson
County Historic Landmarks Commission
(an organization charged with protecting
and preserving local historic resources),
Allen spent countless hours researching and
documenting old houses.
He explains, “I surveyed the county
and saw what was out there—where the
early houses are and where there are differences among them.”
Allen was impressed with the
breadth of the old houses countywide
and the owners’ respect for the houses.
“Many of them see themselves as caretakers for the next generation,” he says.
He was also amazed that almost
everyone let him in to document the

houses. “I was measuring rooms and
peering into their attics and basements,
and interrupting their peace and quiet.”
When Allen decided that the old
homes deserved to be in a book, he
thought he would be able to turn it out in
a year or so. It ended up taking him eight
years to fully examine and document the
250 homes he chose. Over those years, he
met hundreds of fascinating people, many
of them descendants of early settlers in
the region who could bring their personal
insights into the design and construction
of their ancestral homes. Allen commented on how much he valued those
conversations, since many of the old
people he met have since passed away.
Allen explains that vernacular architecture is “specific to a place. It was not
professionally done and was not in a
national style designed by an architect.
For example, some homes look just like
those in England. Here, they were not
professionally designed, so they speak to
this area, the ethnicity of the people, the
materials available, and so on. The owners and the builders had their own visions.
Framers, finish carpenters, masons, and
others all brought their own skills. There
were certain accepted forms that people
replicated, but each house was unique.”
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He went on to say that “Jefferson
County homes are different from
Berkeley County homes. There was a different mix of people. Sharpsburg is different from Shepherdstown.”
What is now West Virginia’s Eastern
Panhandle was first settled by European
immigrants in the 1730s. Until that time,
the colonial government had restricted
settlements in the Shenandoah Valley in
accordance with treaties with Indians. In
the 1730s, the Colony of Virginia began
giving land grants to settlers.
Allen explained how the economics of the time influenced the architecture.
First came farms, then towns. “When the
settlers were given permission to move in,
they found a utopia of fertile farmland.” The
major cash crop was wheat. “Most of the
money for building houses came from selling wheat for export to Europe. It is said that
the armies of Napoleon marched on bread
made from Shenandoah Valley wheat.”
That source of revenue dried up with
the problems leading up to the American
Revolution. Little money was available,
and farmers were not able to export their
crops. Building slowed substantially until
after the end of the Revolutionary War.
Jefferson County’s oldest homes are
widely scattered over the entire county.

Since the most important requirement
for settlers would have been the availability of water, the largest concentrations
of homes were built along creeks. Allen
says that there were many old homes to
be found along Rattlesnake Run near
Shepherdstown and Bullskin Run near
Kabletown in south Jefferson County.
“Early houses would have had a good
spring nearby and the best farmland.”
Allen selected the homes to use in his
book from among those built between the
settlement of the area in the 1730s and the
arrival of the C&O Canal and the railroad,
a period of about 100 years. He explained
that this area was somewhat isolated from
its neighbors and the Atlantic coastal cities
at that time, thus remaining quite “pure”
and uninfluenced by what was going on
architecturally at a distance.
The coming of the canal and the
railroad changed the architecture. With
transportation, different types of building
materials became available, and the local
builders were no longer isolated from
learning about the fashions in mid-Atlantic building styles. They could get new
materials and see modern buildings, and
this changed the local landscape radically.
“You can see this best in the Harpers
Ferry and Bolivar areas,” says Allen.

9
“They look different from the rest of
Jefferson County—there is less local
vernacular.”
For his book, Allen says that he
included almost every surviving farmhouse that predates 1835 and most of the
town homes. He commented that houses
in town were treated rather roughly
because businesses frequently moved into
them. They often knocked down walls
and changed the interiors so radically that
there wasn’t enough of the original structural design remaining to be meaningful.
Allen did not use those houses.
Allen included everything from large,
elaborate houses to the most humble oneroom log buildings. “The better built and
more substantial the house, the better chance
of its surviving the years,” he explained, so
he notes that his book is somewhat skewed
toward the larger, more well-preserved
homes. However, he stressed that it was even
more important to document the humbler
houses that survived, to show that all the
people did not live in big, fancy houses.
The book is rich with floor plans
as well as photos of the homes as well
as their doors, windows, banisters, and

other architectural details. Allen says
that details are where real information
lies. He documented a lot of details of
millwork, hardware, mantels, and stair
pieces in the book and shows examples
side by side. This is very unusual for a
county book or even an architectural history book.
“It’s harder to get into buildings than
to snap pictures on the outside. That is
why dating houses is so difficult,” he
says. “Some people simply use documentary evidence that can be found in
the courthouse records, but that is not
accurate. The smallest details such as the
types of hinges and casings can tell you
when the house was modified. Dating
houses is an art.”
He explains that you need to accurately date a house to understand how it
fits in with its time and place. It might
have been a modern house for its time.
However, if it were built 20 years later,
it would be considered an old-fashioned
house. Allen cited Harewood, the beautiful
Washington family house just outside
Charles Town. “When it was built, it
was considered an old-fashioned house,

although it was the best-detailed house in the
Shenandoah Valley at the time. This tells you
a lot about the family who built it.”
Allen was fascinated by the decisions
people made as they built their homes,
added on and remodeled them. He sees
the buildings as windows into the past,
telling much about the lives of people.
“Buildings are our only connection to
most people of the past. Most people did
not leave writings behind. Look at an old
house and you can see the peculiar nature
of each person in the house.”
Sometimes old houses are simply
sources of curiosity and speculation.
Allen’s own property contains an old
house that sits near the edge of the cliff
above the C&O Canal. “It had something
to do with the canal,” he says. “It was
built around the time the canal was built,
about 1830. It was a one-room log cabin,
then another downstairs room was added,
then two rooms upstairs.”
He noted that a cellar was later
blasted out beneath the house. The exterior of the house was covered by siding,
but Allen stripped the interior plaster to
reveal the old logs. He indicated a “scar”
that showed where the original fireplace
mantle had been before it was replaced.
Allen added a bathroom, and now the old
building serves as a guesthouse, holding
onto its secrets.
Allen’s book, with hundreds of
photos by Walter Smalling and many

illustrations by Andrew Lewis, is a treat
for anyone interested in history and architecture, from serious researchers to those
who just love old houses. It is available
through West Virginia University Press or
Four Seasons Books.
Claire Stuart has been writing for the
GOOD NEWS PAPER for 200 years and
loves old buildings.
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Skip Atkins

Enjoying Every Step

PHOTO PROVIDED BY SKIP ATKINS

Sue Kennedy

Skip Atkins with children from the school in Esteli, Nicaragua

To travel is to discover that everyone
is wrong about other countries.
—Aldous Huxley

B

enjamin Franklin is often quoted
for “In this world nothing is certain but death and taxes.” Well,
with all due respect to the late Founding
Father, inventor, author, and—apparently—playboy, that’s not quite true. Yes,
death is a given. Taxes, for most of us,
yes again. But another of life’s certitudes
is our story. Everyone has a story.
Once upon a time not that long ago
in Lincoln City, W.Va., there lived a boy
named Charles “Skip” Atkins. He lived
in a cozy home with Mom, Eunice;
Dad, Shannon Harold; and three sisters,
Deanna, Elaine, and Sherry. Growing up
in a family of adoring women, the lad
learned early the art of boyish charm.
Skip Atkins graduated from Hamlin
High and went on to pursue a higher
education in the United States Navy and
served as a jet engine mechanic on bases
in Memphis, Tenn., Brunswick, Ga., and
Pawtuxet, Md. In telling his story, there
was a note of disappointment—“I never
got to go overseas.” This gave a clue to
his future.
Four years down, he polished his
electrician’s apprentice skills in Silver
Spring, Md., and was recruited by
NATELCO in Capitol Heights. Working
his way up the corporate ladder, Atkins

became manager of the field operations,
and VP of all electrical construction and
power systems of the corporation’s major
computer centers. He was simultaneously
a partner with the Somerset Development
Corporation working on affordable housing construction projects—and he still is.
Twenty years ago, Atkins was living in Potomac, Md. The Contemporary
American Theater Festival in
Shepherdstown was just getting started
and drew his interest. So he came out
to see for himself. What he found was
exciting original theater, and he kept
coming back. “CATF introduced me to
Shepherdstown,” he said. That was the
beginning. He set out to get to know this
town and its people, and he enjoyed every
step. Eleven years ago Atkins was elected
to the CATF board of directors. Today he
is vice president.
In 1994, long before he retired,
Atkins made Shepherdstown his parttime home. Sitting on the deck that runs
the length of a house overlooking the
Potomac, listening to him describe the
perfect town, where one can walk to the
post office, become a regular in a coffee shop and town restaurants, and run
into friends at every stop, he described
Shepherdstown to a tee. The town he
sought was small and friendly, and one
in which he could get involved. And
he found it. When he finally did retire,
part-time became more permanent,
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and today he splits his time between
Shepherdstown, Sarasota, Fla., and “my
world travels.”
To travel to foreign lands was always
Atkins’s plan. He never got to do it as a
child or even as a sailor, but he’s doing
it now. In the past few years his itinerary has included: Russia (twice), China
(twice), Australia, Canada, Nicaragua,
Chile, and Argentina. “I was in Mendoza
when the earthquake hit and I couldn’t
get out. This was a problem…I had to
get home…I was going to China.” Last
year he bought a motor home and drove
from Ft. Myers, Fla., to Fairbanks, Ak.,…
alone. Then his road trip took him to
Anchorage, Ak., Utah, and the Grand
Canyon before parking his home in Las
Vegas and flying back East. Last May
he went to Spain with the Shepherd
University Wind Ensemble, was back in
Chile in June, and soon he’s leaving for
Kazakhstan. He’s a guy who doesn’t just
dream it; he does it.
For all of his success and enviable
lifestyle you might expect Skip Atkins
would like to talk about himself, but he
doesn’t. He will talk about his children,
whom he adores. He travels often to visit
them, but on this day they were here.
Skip’s mother and his sister Deanna
were in the kitchen. Daughter Kimberly
and her husband David Dixon, up from
Raleigh, N.C., were hanging out with
two-week-old Carly. Their delectable twoyear-old Ellie stood intently watching
her grandfather endure an interview. The
house was calm and busy—like the man
himself. Preparations were under way
for Mom Eunice’s 88th birthday celebration. His other children, Pamela Atkins
Livingston and Christopher Atkins, were
on their way. (Pamela and her husband,
David Livingston, also live in Raleigh;
Christopher, who just passed the New
York Bar, lives in New York City.) It
promised to be a good party.
Skip Atkins was supportive of this
community long before he became a
member of it. CATF was his first step.
He then became a founding member
of the Two Rivers Chamber Orchestra.
He’s always been a generous patron of
the Shepherdstown retail establishments,
restaurants, and fundraisers. He didn’t
say this; it’s common knowledge. When
Atkins first hit town, his home was a
cabin owned by Anne Small. Very soon
he became a Briggs Animal Adoption
Center supporter. No surprise there. Anne
is a tireless advocate for Briggs and her

enthusiasm is highly contagious.
The latest chapter—a critical mission: Ten years ago Skip Atkins went to
a Georgetown Law Alum party with a
friend. It was one of those nights when
a chance decision to accept an invitation
can change your life. The president of the
Fabretto Children’s Foundation was at the
party and gave a presentation about the
children of Nicaragua. The organization,
established by Father Fabretto 50 years
ago, is dedicated to breaking the cycle of
poverty in Nicaragua. A daunting mission
because Nicaragua is the second poorest
country in the Western Hemisphere. The
stories, and statistics—50 percent of the
families live below the poverty level on
less that $2 a day—were startling. The
work and growth of Fabretto was astonishing. Atkins was a goner. He reached
out to the president and a lasting relationship was born.
Fabretto’s programs focus on educational enrichment, nutrition, and community well being. In recent years, the
organization has increased its reach into
underserved communities, through the
schools and the Fabretto centers. Children
served have increased 40 percent, from
6,500 to 10,000. But like so much good
work, it’s always two steps forward and
one step back as the need keeps growing.
Fabretto’s growth has only been possible
through the generous support of ongoing
donors, and that’s where Atkins shines.
He not only spends weeks every year
in-country with the foundation and the
children, he devotes much of his time
at home in promotion and development
efforts. He’s a member of the Fabretto
advisory board and a good-will ambassador around the world.
Dreaming Nicaragua is Fabretto’s
new documentary. Atkins cannot say
enough about it. “It’s still in the festival
phase, and I’ve been to all the major
festival screenings. I’m grateful that I’ve
been able to help the foundation attend
and share their stories and programs. I’ve
met the children in the film, and each
heartwarming story is just one of thousands. Our work now is to promote the
showing of this film in many more communities. Hopefully we can soon bring
Dreaming Nicaragua to Shepherdstown.”
To learn more about Dreaming
Nicaragua, please visit www.fabretto.org
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Ar tworks
Ben Summerford
Esteemed Professor, Eloquent Painter
Nan Broadhurst
PHOTO BY NAN BROADHURST

Ben Summerford

B

en Summerford is a distinguished
aficionado of art, antiques, world
culture, English literature, and life,
expressing his appreciation of all of them
through his lyrical and intimate art.
Summerford grew up in Montgomery,
Alabama. His parents, though not engaged
in the arts themselves, recognized his natural talents and encouraged him to study art
and music. As a youngster, he felt an insatiable desire to be surrounded by art, and
so he copied paintings out of magazines
to hang on the walls at home. He enjoyed
drawing constantly, having an innate facility for it, but piano became his main artistic
activity. When he entered Birmingham
Southern College, he attended its wellknown conservatory, anticipating a career
in music. This was not to be.
World War II interrupted college, as it
did for many young men, and Summerford
enlisted in the Navy. They sent him to
the Naval Oriental Language School in
Boulder, Co., where he was trained in
Malay, an Austronesian language spoken
in Malaysia, Indonesia, and countries
thought to be pertinent to the war effort.
After a year, he graduated, expecting to
be deployed. Happily, the war ended, and
he never had to go. Instead, the Navy
sent him to Washington, D.C., where
he was assigned to the Office of Naval
Intelligence for two more years.
While in the Navy, Summerford
always managed to fuel his artistic inter-

ests. In Colorado, he studied and practiced
on rented pianos, but it was there that he
eventually decided to abandon his idea of
a music career. His aspirations became
focused on the visual arts. In Washington
he attended American University, where
he finished his undergraduate degree and
master’s in painting. His teachers at AU
were highly respected in the American
art scene, including Sarah Baker, William
Calfee, Robert Gates, and Jack Tworkov.
He cited Karl Knaths, with whom he studied at the Phillips Collection art school, as
his most important influence.
Summerford received a Fulbright
Scholarship to study at the École des
Beaux Arts in Paris, France for a year.
This was a rich experience for him, as he
immersed himself in the culture of France
and took advantage of myriad of opportunities for a young artist. He painted every
morning, absorbed the museums and galleries in the afternoon, and finished the
day in the French cafés, enjoying lively
discourse with fellow students and other
artists. He met his future wife, Christine,
an American, working at the American
Embassy as an interpreter for the Marshall
Plan negotiations.
After Paris, Summerford returned
to Washington to take a job as a professor of painting, drawing, and art history
at American University. Soon Christine
joined him, and they were married. He
describes his time at AU as wonderfully
rewarding, surrounded by serious painters and students. He became Chairman of
the Art Department, and remained there
for the rest of his career until he retired in
1989. During this time, AU maintained an
art museum that was at the cutting edge
of the art world. They were the first in
Washington to show the Cubists and the
Abstract Expressionists, and offered an
invaluable learning experience for the students, the faculty, and the public.
Summerford is an avid reader, especially of 18th- and early 19th-century
English literature. The cultural background of everything fascinates him.
Throughout his career he lectured widely
at venues such as the National Gallery
and the Corcoran, and he authored many
catalogues of artists’ works and articles in

several journals.
When Summerford arrived in
Washington, it was a wonderful time
for artists. The city was friendly and
welcoming, with plenty of appreciation
and support from patrons and galleries.
Summerford knew Duncan Phillips, his
family, and staff, as they created the prestigious museum, The Phillips Collection.
As Washington grew, politics changed.
Everything became more bureaucratic,
and it became more difficult for the arts
to thrive.
Summerford and his wife, Christine,
had three children. Throughout their life
together they loved to travel. Summerford
took a yearlong sabbatical in Barcelona,
Spain. His avid curiosity and interest in
culture led him to an ancillary career in
antiques. He and Christine built several
houses, each with lots of space for his
purchases.
He sold many antiques to dealers in
Georgetown at first. But then he decided
to have his own shop. In 1969 he took
another yearlong sabbatical from AU
to put his energy into a shop in Vienna,
Va. Afterward, he established a shop in
Bethesda, Md. He gave that up after a
tragic accident took one of his sons. After
three or four years of recovery, he gradually began to have some shows again with
the pieces he had collected throughout the
years.
After Summerford retired, he and
Christine moved to Shepherdstown. They
built another beautiful home, and he was
able to devote more of his life to his own
painting. He found Shepherdstown to
be warm and friendly, and was happy to
meet so many artists. He didn’t expect
it to be a lucrative market for selling his
art, and continued to show his work in
Washington, D.C. But he was happily
surprised to meet Joe Matthews and John
Shank, and he had many sales at their
beautiful gallery.
He and Christine traveled extensively to many places, including France,
Australia, Italy, England, and Switzerland.
They had 10 good years here until
Summerford suffered a heart attack and
his health deteriorated. Christine’s health
was also poor, so they sold their home

and moved to Ohio to be near their son.
Sadly, Christine died six months after they
moved, and Summerford didn’t want to
stay in Ohio alone.
When he had recovered sufficient
health, he decided to move back to his
beloved Shepherdstown, where he now
has a smaller home filled with beautiful antiques and art. He is still active in
the antiques business. He met Kenneth
Main, and they own and run an antiques
shop together at Beaver Creek Mall in
Hagerstown. He stays very involved with
the shop. Arthritis makes it impossible to
paint or draw much in his home studio,
but he continues to read extensively.
Summerford describes his art as
belonging to three distinct style periods.
The first is purely abstract, with no discernible subject and strongly influenced
by Cubism. The second began to emerge
when he was in Barcelona. He realized
that he felt most alive when he worked
directly with subject matter from nature.
These paintings are still largely abstract,
but with recognizable subjects, inspired
by Abstract Expressionism. He used a
palette knife to build up a heavy surface
that became an abstract entity in itself.
Eventually his art became more representational, and the third period emerged,
influenced by French Post-Impressionism,
becoming a more personal expression of
how he experiences painting and everyday
life. Though realistic, his paintings reflect
a reductive, simplified impression of the
subject while being attentive to its basic
nature.
Summerford has shown his work
internationally in many venues. The
Phillips Collection presented a retrospective of Summerford’s work from
December 1982 to February 1983. There
was another retrospective of his work at
the Washington County Museum of Fine
Arts in Hagerstown, Md., in 2004..
Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer
and artists living in Shepherdstown and
learning to be grateful for all life’s lessons.

artwork

FA L L 2 0 1 1 • G O O D N E W S P A P E R

12
ARTWORKS BY
PHOTOS PROVIDED BY THE ARTIST

Pitcher of Calendulas

Costa Brava
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Apples with Water Jug

The Red Napkin
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View of Amsterdam

The Vase of Lilacs

Nasturtiums
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‘My condition is conditional.’
Poems by F. Ethan Fischer

PHOTO BY RON LYTLE

Prognosis
Heat secures noon
between spring & summer.
My cure proceeds
with moving the chemistry
of each day through…

Ethan Fischer (right) with Paul Grant in 2006

Sung Dynasty Song
for Uschi
Old in this year’s greenest time,
I fall ill, grown weak and thin.
My wife whistles, works to open and close
each day with nourishment.
She dusts until the Sun is sharp again.
She gathers herbs from our own gardens.
Fish swim to her…
I am lucky to live in these
spring and summer shadows…
Everything she knows.
Heart Season
Surgeon installs a “Power
Port,” purple pad that rides
under my skin at the clavicle
and drapes a white cord into
my heart’s atrium chamber.
Dr. Fox says wait around
for hours—it may bleed.
Uschi urges him to let
us go soon. He says
port procedure cannot
be “individualized” thus
all must stick around. Then
he recounts he once taught
medicine earning only 80K.
Walks around on his toes
as if falling into his own
childhood race. We say
thanks and goodbye—
Heart hears the door opening
here for a greener medicine
mixed with love. My heart
knows the rest can heal.
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Kids know our playground
means to breathe fun.
A small oak teaches me
to stand still in my roots,
to lift limbs to sip sky.
Surely goodness & mercy
shall follow us home
from the swings
& pavilion
where spirit plays
with each moment
being kind of always
meant for the cardinal
whose song stops here
for a squirming meal.
Surely sleep helps
& wife whose hands
learn to preserve time
together in our old age
breathing today’s gleam.
Playground Fragment
Kids breathing, time’s mulch
under the slides, dreams
in the maple shade…
Honeymoon Rehearsal
for Uschi
Today you turned to gaze
upon poppies growing wild;
born between wet highways
the trembling faces filed.
“Wildflowers greet us here
or witness bear, while green
mountains forgive our fear
to say what kisses mean.”
Love, I do not spell you
yet as we travel on a high
road around a cliff view
where the dangers lie.
As our old sun goes down,
damned if you don’t look in
the direction of home, though
here we have always been.

Housework in Heaven
There’s no housework in heaven.
So clouds of unknowing
lie thick under beds—
Like cobwebs light beams collect
in high corners, and old shirts
the angels shed shroud whole
worlds. Yet too good tend to
be the angels—when they are
not making make-believe love,
showing up at garden parties,
stopping a filial sacrifice, or
starting some crusade, they
are guarding someone! Hard
to talk to, angels are too apt to
wing off, or to vanish the way
love goes. Although an angel may
wrestle you all night or deliver
a message or descend in fire,
Earth for us is close enough
to heaven. Always we have
each other. And we vacuum.

Shorelines Long for Word
from the Inn of Innerness
Dolphins reveal a divine
shape, need to prove
nothing. Now they
celebrate each move.
They feed in the peace
of waves whose motion
means we share in sleep.
Playfully they ride, smile,
save human cousin’s life.
We must work without
a net, the dolphins
show, discover
a way out
way in.

For Frank Woodruff Buckles
(1901–2011)

Our director knows
the soil shifts of music
and directs us down and up.

New Choir Choice
Soon perhaps
I shall join my voice
to the deep choir
thrilling underneath ground.

“We’ve had enough wars.”—fwb
Old veteran of wars
he steps away in peace
of a winter night. Sleeps
his content with a century
of work at understanding
the whole earth he saw
unfold as love & fury.
“If you think you’re dying…don’t.”
Quotable, handsome, sweet.
A father who farmed
a world not always
free, Frank remains
ours in his uniform eye
for an age we breathe now
both ancient yet ever new.
—F. Ethan Fischer
who proudly
possesses Frank’s
dogged cane

The audience has grown hungry,
but they stay for a while,
sensing a legend here
dying or being born.
Frederick Ethan Fischer, May 5, 1942–
June 17, 2011, was an influential and
entertaining fixture of the Eastern Panhandle
and tristate arts communities. He was
foremost the poet and teacher but also radio
dramatist, actor, and reviewer of theater
and poetry. To people from various stages
of his life he was Freddie, Fred, Ethan, or
ace detective Johnny Dime the Poet of Crime.
The latter moniker—and alter ego—came
from Fischer’s contributions to the popular
Rumsey Radio Hour programs produced in
Shepherdstown, W. Va., for over 20 years.
His book of poetry Beached in the Hourglass
was published in 2004 by The Bunny &
the Crocodile Press. The poems printed
here, furnished by Fischer’s wife Ursula
“Ushi” Nottnagel, are from those he wrote
since the book’s publication. “For Frank
Woodruff Buckles” appeared in the elegy
for Buckles’ memorial service on March 16,
2011. “Housework in Heaven” appeared
in Kestrel. “New Choir Choice” is the last
poem that Fischer wrote.
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All Cr eatur es Gr eat and Small
Leave No Child Inside!

The Dangers of Nature-Deficit Disorder
Mark Madison

I

n 2005 Richard Louv published an
alarming book called Last Child in
the Woods: Saving our Children from
Nature-Deficit Disorder. Six years later,
nothing has changed. Louv’s book was
meant to be the Silent Spring for the 21st
century, but it may end up being more
like Walden—a transformative book little
appreciated by the public until many
generations later. That is unfortunate,
as “nature-deficit disorder” may be our
most pressing environmental problem of
this century.
Like all alarm calls, Louv’s thesis is
simple. Louv claims that today’s youth
spend far less time outdoors in unstructured play than previous generations. This
has made them fatter, more depressed,
and less connected to the general environment. We have raised a new generation that is almost umbilically connected
to electric sockets. Although largely anecdotal in nature, most of our daily experiences reinforce Louv’s critique. I won’t
bore you with statistics, but consider this
snapshot of modern childhood. The average American child spends on average 7
hours and 38 minutes in front of a screen
every day. For the 67 percent of children
who spend any amount of time outdoors,
this leaves around two hours a day, much
of it arranged around structured sports
like soccer or baseball.
The results are all around us, as 17
percent of American children aged 2 to
19 years are obese, and 4 percent are
severely obese. Childhood obesity has
doubled over the past 30 years among
preschoolers and adolescents, and more
than tripled among children 6 to 11 years
old. We may be raising the first generation in our history whose lifespan actually shrinks. We also may be raising the
first generation so disconnected from the
natural world that they lose interest in
preserving it. Both are horrific outcomes
that require drastic measures.

Lest you think I am lecturing, I write
as a fellow sinner. I have three young
children who spend far less time outdoors
than I did as a child (although more time
outdoors than the pathetic national average). As a child, I used to spend whole
summers fishing or playing pick-up
games in the park, something not even
remotely in my children’s experience.
Like everyone else I can blame work, the
heat, changing lifestyles, stranger danger, and a cornucopia of other excuses.
But that doesn’t make my children any
happier or healthier. As parents (or even
adults just interested in the next generation) we need to accept some hard realities and act upon them.
First, we need to accept that current
policies are not working for our children.
Promotional campaigns to get kids outdoors, sports, and well-intentioned voluntarist programs are not having any effect.
If they were working, there would be no
need for this column.
Second, we need to add an outdoors
element to our school curriculum, where
kids spend most of their weekdays.
Our attempt to recreate a 15th-century
Confucian scholar system teaching students to pass standardized tests has not
done much for their outdoor experiences
but has led to the increasingly threatened
extinction of recess. Time outdoors is
critical for students (and teachers) and
an important lesson that has fallen out of
the curriculum. A LEED (Leadership in
Energy and Environmental Design) certified, environmentally designed school is
all well and good, but arguably a large
green playground is more useful for
youths. (The incredibly shrinking playground is another sad educational phenomenon.) Likewise school gardens can
be a great educational tool as long as the
students have time to explore and play in
them. Otherwise, they are Potemkin villages masking increasing insularity.
Third, we need to let our kids be
primitives in the summer. Homo sapiens
have spent 200,000 years living largely
outdoor lives. At least, let our children
enjoy this evolutionary heritage for two
months of the year. Send them to an
outdoor summer camp or go tent camping with them in one of our nearby wild
areas—anything that does not involve

electronics or outlets. Let them rediscover
that they are evolved mammals who are
predisposed to explore and enjoy the
outdoors. Most young children inherently
feel this, but we effectively let this love
of nature (biophilia) atrophy by the teenage years.
Fourth, we need to throw out the
video games and television. Now, I loved
both as a child, but there were technological and fiscal limits in my youth. Many
years ago, video games cost a quarter
and we only had one TV and two stations—with my parents’ viewing habits
firmly in control. Nevertheless, I watched
as much TV as I could and played as
many video games as I could afford,
and then (only then) did I go outdoors.
With these limits removed today, our
kids behave as I would have had I known
cable or PlayStation—they spend most
of their day in front of a screen. This
is no surprise. Television networks and
video game manufacturers are expressly
in the job of luring and addicting young
people to their products (much as the
cigarette manufacturers of old) and they
are extremely successful at it. That is
what it is, but it does place a premium
on parents to monitor and control these
addictive habits. Just as we would not
give our kids a pack of Marlboros and a
six-pack every day, we are doing them
no favors by providing unlimited access
to the screen. Adults may (or may not)
have the wisdom to moderate their vices,
but our laws and culture assume that the
young do not yet have the wisdom to do
this on their own.
Finally, make the outdoors a treat not
a threat. There are, of course, all sorts
of undesirables outdoors, from drunks
to deer ticks, and the fear of outdoors
has never been so prevalent. And yet,
it seems painfully clear that the consequences of an insular sheltered life are
much more dangerous physically, mentally, and environmentally. If the outdoors
is perceived through a parent’s eyes as
primarily a place for sunburn and Lyme
disease, than children will also see it that
way. To borrow a phrase from Rachel
Carson, our job as parents is to reawaken
a “sense of wonder” in the natural world.
Teaching a child about the wonders of
nature can also beneficially reawaken that

wonder in ourselves. That should be our
goal as guides to the outdoors and to a
more balanced life.
I apologize if this column has been
unduly curmudgeonly. There are many
things to disagree with in my suggestions, and I suspect many will indeed disagree. That is fine, but at least this will
lead to thoughtful decisions. Too much of
our treatment of youth and the outdoors
is based on thoughtlessness and inertia.
The decline of outdoor experiences has
occurred gradually and, as such, we
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If a child is to keep alive his inborn
sense of wonder, he needs the companionship of at least one adult who can
share it, rediscovering with him the joy,
excitement, and mystery of the world we
live in.
—Rachel Carson
The Sense of Wonder

Children need to be led toward nature.

have been largely unaware of a dramatic
decline in our youths’ affinity toward
the outdoors. Now that we know about
it, it is incumbent upon all of us to do
something about it or ultimately bear the
responsibility for future generations who
neither enjoy nature nor mourn its loss.
Mark Madison teaches environmental
history, environmental ethics, and environmental film at Shepherd University.
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Harmony Healing Arts Center
Om, Sweet Om
Sarah Soltow
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of sound, the history of yoga, and a free
crystal bowl concert on the first Friday of
each month. Last spring, Harmony hosted
a didgeridoo medicine man, who shared
the experience of this exotic practice with
local residents. Visiting yoga instructors
who practice various and different styles
of yoga also visit the studio, happy to
share their practices with this community.
At the formation of Shanti Saagar
way back in 2004, Jenner and Russell (née
Beckett, a hometown girl returning from
a career in New York City) decided that
they would share the fruits of their labors
with the wider community. While offering yoga classes in a small town is not
exactly a high-profit venture, they remain
true to this vision. Over the years, profits from the program have been donated
to Shepherdstown Day Care Center,
Shepherdstown Elementary School,
Men’s Club work at Morgan’s Grove Park,
the Rumsey Monument committee for
improvements at the park and other community groups.
Together, Jenner and Russell have
nearly 30 years of teaching experience. As
the proprietors of Shanti Saagar, they have
welcomed and nurtured many of the other
teachers in the community. Currently, in
addition to classes at Harmony Healing
Arts Center, yoga classes are offered
at The Clarion Hotel Fitness Center,
Shepherd University’s Wellness Center,
Jala Yoga, and through Jefferson County’s
Adult and Community Education program. Many of the instructors in these
venues are also Shanti Saagar teachers.
As with any community of people,
growth and change are part of life. While
the growth of Harmony Healing Arts is
celebrated, another change has occurred.
Recently, Russell decided to step away

from the business aspect of Harmony but
remain a yoga teacher there. The demands
of growing a family with two small children have guided her in this choice. Terry
Lindsay agreed to take on her partnership
position with Jenner at Harmony.
He comments, “I am grateful to Judy
and Jiji to play a greater role in sustaining
this wonderful yoga program they have
created.”
Lindsay, who opted for early retirement from a National Park Service career
several years ago, has been easing into
administrative duties since May. The many
volunteer aspects of administering the
Harmony program spur his passion for
helping people feel better, more fulfilled,
through yoga.
Harmony Healing Arts Center, like
many other business ventures, created a
mission statement to guide them and provide direction for growth. This statement
includes the idea of fostering “health, balanced living, self awareness, and a calm
abiding through the practice of yoga.”
Creating a safe and nurturing environment for the practice of yoga and offering
this space for other health practitioners to
serve clients and connect with each other
is a tremendous asset to the community of
Shepherdstown. When you walk through
the door, you too will feel the solid peace
of “Om, Sweet Om.”
Sarah Soltow enjoys her time playing on
the river—with or without a boat! With
fall, she returns to her position as school
counselor at Driswood Elementary
School.
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U

pon entering the space of
Harmony Healing Arts Center,
one immediately senses the feeling of peace that is integral to the practice
of yoga here. The studio is not overly large
but exudes a calm atmosphere punctuated by a welcoming bench upon which to
remove one’s shoes, a table for flyers and
information, a few standing lamps, and
several small Oriental rugs hanging on
the walls. If arriving for a yoga class, the
friendly chatter of an open and welcoming
community precedes the quieting and settling of the mind and body that begin each
class. Often, the sound of “Om” will resonate throughout the group gathered there
as the yoga instructor begins the class.
Yoga is a science of life that originated
in India many thousands of years ago.
While some conventional images of yoga
may include pretzel-like body positions that
appear painful to the uninitiated observer,
nothing could be further from the truth.
The practice of yoga teaches us to release
physical and mental tension. The physical
postures, or asanas, assist with this release,
and a focus on breathing and body awareness leads to a calm and refreshed energy
along with a sense of well-being at the end
of a class. The fact that yoga practices now
flourish in our Western culture attests to
their attraction, and many of our friends
and families who engage in this practice are
reaping the benefits.
Judy Jenner, a yoga teacher here
since 1996, and Jiji (Beckett) Russell,
who began teaching in 2002, began
their collaborative effort in 2004 with
Shanti Saagar (ocean of peace) Yoga in
Shepherdstown. Already longtime friends,
they discovered they shared passion for
classical yoga. According to Jenner, this is
the yoga “of Indian sages—pure, simple,
and steeped in a tradition of living one’s
life with joy and compassion.”
In April 2006, after several years of
teaching at the War Memorial Building
and the Shepherdstown Train Station,
they were delighted to find a permanent
home for Shanti Saagar and opened the
Harmony Healing Arts Center, at 211 E.
New Street. The studio, overhauled extensively by family and friends’ volunteer

labor and personal loans for materials,
provides a dedicated space for yoga. There
is storage for yoga props, rooms for office
space and other healing arts such as massage therapy, and, very importantly, clean
floors! Harmony also incorporates the
vision of providing a space that provides a
sense of tranquility. This feeling of peace
is evident as one steps through the door.
Harmony Healing Arts Center has
blossomed over the past five years. Shanti
Saagar now has seven yoga teachers and
more than 15 weekly classes with approximately 100 regular participants. All the
instructors involved with Harmony are
certified teachers, having met the stringent requirements of the National Yoga
Alliance. Jenner notes that Harmony is
“blessed with an incredible array of teachers who embrace classical yoga.”
All teachers incorporate related interests and modalities into their teaching
or as private practitioners at Harmony.
Rebekah Goldstein-Hawes is a zero
balancing energy work practitioner. Jiji
Russell doubles as a nutrition counselor.
Christa Mastrangelo-Joyce incorporates
ayurvedic principles and her love of
poetry. Terry Lindsay offers the specialty
of yin yoga. Both Jenner and Russell are
certified Thai yoga bodywork practitioners. Elizabeth Mauck’s special interests
are yoga for scoliosis and weight loss.
Gena Rockwell is a multilevel massage
therapist.
To add to the variety of healing
modalities available at Harmony, Melanie
Sirni, a registered nurse and Anusara
yogi, teaches Sunday morning classes in
Yamuna body rolling, a practice that many
find extremely compatible and complementary to yoga. Martial artist Barbara
Feldman teaches t’ai chi and qigong
classes at the studio. Another room at
Harmony holds the Reiki and sound
healing practice of Ann Craig.
The aspect of special programs at
Harmony continues to expand as well.
Since 2006, over 500 free classes or
events have been offered at Harmony.
Generally speaking, in any month,
there will be at least three additional
programs offered in Harmony’s healing space. Many of the yoga instructors offer specialized classes such as
Rockwell’s recent Chakra Awakening
Workshop. Each Sunday at 9 a.m.,
Harmony is open to the community for
a 30-minute silent meditation. Other
workshops have included offerings of
homeopathy, child nurturing, children’s
yoga, the poetry of Rumi, explorations

Left to right, Jiji Russell, Judy Jenner, and Terry Lindsay
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Preserving and Sharing History
at the Robert C. Byrd Center for Legislative Studies

The Robert C. Byrd Center for Legislative
Studies at Shepherd University

T

he Robert C. Byrd Center for
Legislative Studies, located on the
Shepherd University campus, is a
congressional research center that seeks to
preserve congressional records and “promote a better understanding of the United
States Congress.”
Currently, with the exception of committee records that are preserved at the
National Archives Center for Legislative
Studies, preservation of congressional
records is at the whim of the individual
senator or representative. Unlike presidential records, which are preserved within
presidential libraries, there is no existing
legislation requiring members of Congress
to preserve their personal papers. While
the House Concurrent Resolution 307 was
passed in June 2008 to encourage congressional members to maintain their personal
papers, there are no legal standards or
procedures for them to follow. Archival
centers like the Byrd Center have become
essential to guaranteeing that these records
are preserved and/or made available to
researchers.
The Byrd Center director, Raymond
Smock, conveys the importance of the
Association of Centers for the Study of
Congress. Centers like the Byrd Center
have popped up throughout the country to
fulfill the task of preserving congressional
records. “Congress has no system in place
for congressional records the way they do
for presidential libraries. I love presidential
libraries; I think they are fantastic institutions for learning about the Executive
Branch but there is nothing set up for the
Legislative Branch, which is equally important.” Smock, a former House historian,
worked with the late Senator Robert C.
Byrd to establish the Byrd Center, which
currently houses some 3,000 cubic feet
of congressional records. “Senator Byrd
wanted this to be a place that would house
his records and also promote serious scholarship about the Constitution, Congress,
and about the meaning of democracy. He
imagined a variety of programs would

take place as well as holding his papers,”
explains Smock.
For the past 10 years, the Byrd Center
has been focused on all aspects of Senator
Byrd’s vision. His records were transferred
from storage at the National Archives and
Records Administration while “Senator Byrd
was still in office, still creating records,”
states Smock. Records housed at West
Virginia University were also transferred to
the Byrd Center. Following Senator Byrd’s
death in 2010, the Byrd Center staff had
60 days to retrieve his records from his
offices in Washington, D.C., Charleston and
Martinsburg, W.Va., and from the senator’s
home.
The Byrd Center also houses the collections of U.S. House of Representatives
Harley O. Staggers Sr., and Harley
O. Staggers Jr., and the papers of
Scot Faulkner, the first chief administrative officer of the U.S. House of
Representatives. Prior to their accession
by the Byrd Center, the Staggers papers
were stored in a barn in West Virginia;
they had to be freeze-dried over at the
National Conservation Training Center
in Shepherdstown to deal with issues
that come with exposure to animals and
improper storage. Currently, the archival
staff is working to process these collections to make them available to historians
and other serious researchers. Parts of the
collection will be made available online
through digitization.
When records are archived, it is
important to make sure the materials are
preserved by putting them in acid-free
folders and boxes and, in some cases, digitally preserving the materials that are most
likely to deteriorate over time. Also, they
must be organized and entered into a database, like the PastPerfect software used by
the Byrd Center, and made available for
research.
Archivists create a type of index,
called a “finding aid,” to assist researchers in accessing archival records. Staff
archivist, Marc Levitt, explains that a
“finding aid is a document that explains
what the collection is, how it’s organized,
and shows a list of the contents of the
boxes.” Levitt describes the archival
process: “[The material] comes to us in
unprocessed form, but we were fortunate
enough to have some of the files archived
by the Senator’s staff. They divided it
up by Congress (e.g., 100th, 101st) then
by divisions of the staff and what they
worked on (e.g., casework, constituent
mail, and legislative files). Once we get it
in regular file form, then we need to make

sure it adheres to our organization schema. Byrd Center has served as the locale for
We try to follow what’s called ‘original
over 650 events for the campus, local
order,’ the order the office gave it in—it’s
organizations, and nonprofit groups from
an archival principle—but we also need to February 2008 to March 2011. The Byrd
make it available or understandable to the
Center just finished renovating the auditoresearcher, so we may adjust it a little.”
rium with state-of-the-art audio and video
It’s always a balance in the archival
upgrades and a space for an overflow area
field trying to maintain original order but
for events in the auditorium. A focus for
also to make it accessible to the researcher. the Byrd Center is hosting the annual Tom
As an archivist you are trying to do presE. Moses Memorial Lecture Series on
ervation, so you don’t want your fingerthe U.S. Constitution. Senator Byrd was
prints on it by mixing everything up the
the first lecturer in 2005 and this year’s
way you think it should be.” The director
speaker is Bob Edgar, the president and
of the archives at the Byrd Center, Keith
CEO of Common Cause. Hostetter states
Alexander, states that the priorities for
that Edgar will “address the challenges
processing archival materials are driven by posed to political process by the Supreme
“researcher interest, which will determine
Court’s 2010 Citizens United decision”
those records which will be the first to be
in his lecture at the Byrd Center on
processed or catalogued.” Alexander also
Wednesday, September 14, at 7 p.m. The
stated that many of Senator Byrd’s books
lecture is open to the public.
are housed at the Byrd Center; he hopes
In addition to preservation and prothat they will eventually “become part of
gramming, the Byrd Center has recently
the Shepherd University catalog.”
published a 1,200-page two-volume work
The Byrd Center staff and facilities
titled Congress Investigates: A Critical
are also very much connected to the acaand Documentary History edited by
demic life at Shepherd University and the
Roger A. Bruns, David L. Hostetter, and
broader community through instructional,
Raymond W. Smock. A current research
educational, and community programs.
focus for the center is the upcoming
Smock, Alexander, and the Byrd Center’s
two-volume publication, Voices of the
director for programs and research, David
People: The Early Petitions to Congress,
Hostetter, share their passion for history
1789–1817. Additionally, a recently
and preservation as part-time faculty
launched endeavor, the Byrd Legacy
members at Shepherd University. The
Project, will involve gathering stories from
center has an active program for student
people around West Virginia and the U.S.
interns from Shepherd and also short-term about their interaction with Senator Byrd.
interns from other campuses. Byrd Center
Smock states “We want them to send us
office manager Lilly Phipps was formerly
by regular mail or e-mail any recollecan intern with the Center through the
tions, stories, photographs, letters or corCo-op program at Shepherd, and enjoys
respondence.” More information about the
“being able to relate what I’m doing to
Byrd Center is available at http://www.
what I’m learning” as a master’s of library byrdcenter.org.
and information sciences student.
Smock describes the role of the Byrd
Center to Shepherd’s campus stating, “In
Pamela Mathison-Levitt discloses that
addition to [the focus of preservation
her husband, Marc Levitt, is an archivist
and research], the Byrd Center facility is
for the Byrd Center.
used by campus and public groups. We
started with the idea
that this wonderful
space—part of the
library, the intellectual center of
any campus, with a
wonderful 100-seat
auditorium with
good acoustics—
should be enjoyed
by as many people
as possible. So we
made it available
from the very beginByrd Center staff, left to right: Raymond Smock, Keith Alexander,
ning.” Indeed, the
David Hostetter, Lillian Phipps, Heidi Carbaugh, and Marc Levitt
PHOTO COURTESY OF THE ROBERT C.
BYRD CENTER FOR LEGISLATIVE STUDIES
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Pamela Mathison-Levitt
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SkyTruth
Marc Levitt

W

hen John Amos went on a
hiking trip at Yankauer
Preserve with friends, he was
looking for a new place to settle with his
wife to get away from the daily “wear
and tear” of Arlington, Va. He discovered
Shepherdstown in a “happy stroke of
luck.” It’s a mix of being in a more
natural setting, home to an engaging and
interesting community, and still close to
Washington, D.C., where many of the
people he interacts with as president of
SkyTruth continue to have a presence.
Amos founded the nonprofit organization SkyTruth in 2001, after working for a decade in the private sector as
a geologist. During this time he gained
expertise in remote sensing, image processing, and digital mapping techniques,
which are the main tools SkyTruth uses
to promote environmental awareness and
protection. SkyTruth “uses pictures taken
from orbiting satellites and aircraft to
show people the impacts of our activities
on the planet.” The organization primarily monitors “landscape disruption and
habitat degradation caused by mining,
oil and gas drilling, deforestation and
urban sprawl.” Not only does SkyTruth
provide the images, they use their technical skills to create various products to
fill many needs. They make large maps
for town hall meetings, virtual global
representations through GoogleEarth,
and specialized images for use with
Geographic Information Systems (GIS)
software. Behind each of these products
is the desire to show what most people
rarely see—direct evidence of humanity’s
impact on the environment. Amos states
that these changes are particularly impor-

tant to see because of how adaptable we
are. “It doesn’t take long for us to be in a
situation and decide that’s normal…and
that’s the way things ought to be and it’s
just fine. Sometimes that’s not really true.
Satellite imagery has a great power…to
reset our baseline about what is normal.”
In the private sector, Amos saw
mounting evidence of man-made/artificial changes to the environment in the
energy and mining industries. Although
his desire to leave the for-profit world
was gradual, Amos points to one set
of images that became a real turning
point for his career. He was analyzing
images of natural gas drilling in western
Wyoming, a place he had visited 10 years
before, and with which he was intimately
familiar. He was surprised to see the
intense and drastic impact of the mining operation in an area that had been a
pristine landscape. Amos was dismayed
to see how pervasively this area was
changed and thought that it was “just
not right.” He also believed that the stark
images he was viewing would provide a
powerful counter-example to the industry’s pro-drilling ads. As Amos has seen
in many of his presentations, “nothing
makes [the environmental impact] more
real than seeing it with your own eyes.”
In April 2010, BP’s Macondo well
blowout in the Gulf of Mexico resulted
in the world’s worst accidental oil spill
in history. For SkyTruth, Amos recollects that the “catastrophe put us on
the map. We had the right tools and the
right experience at the right time.” Amos
wanted to “provide the visual evidence
that the spill was a much bigger event
than the public was being told.” A lot of
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media attention was drawn to SkyTruth
when they claimed that the “spill was
a least 20 times larger than we were
being told and had exceeded the Exxon
Valdez spill within the first week.” Some
people wondered about this organization in Shepherdstown, W.Va., “but as
people starting looking at us and seeing
our 10-year track record of work, they
started to say, ‘OK, these people have
some chops and know satellite imagery.’”
So by “using publicly available, scientifically robust, independent data…people
started taking us seriously.” Amos found
himself juggling his day-to-day monitoring and blogging with a large number of print, radio, and TV interviews.
Various national publications picked up
SkyTruth’s work and exposed the organization to a much wider audience than
they ever had before.
So just how much of the globe
does SkyTruth monitor? Amos says that
despite readily available images on the
Internet, the Earth is still a big place. Yet,
in some ways, the Earth has also become
smaller since so much of the planet is
photographed on a daily basis and can
be viewed on one’s computer. Such a
thing was not possible during his days
in the private sector, when a single satellite image cost as much as $4,400. Now,
between freely available satellite imagery
and declassified aerial photography from
spy planes, anyone can track changes in
the landscape dating back to the 1950s.
Free access to satellite imagery facilitates
SkyTruth’s work, though the organization
still has to prioritize what it monitors.
This is driven by the staff’s background
in fossil fuels, the goals of their partner
organizations, and what can actually be seen with remote imagery
(one cannot see underground
with aerial photography, for
example).
Their partnership with other
environmental organizations is
critical because SkyTruth is not
an advocacy group nor do they
have a large membership. “We
don’t lobby politicians and get
them to pass or promote legislation. Unlike Sierra Club or the
Wilderness Society, we don’t have
thousands of members for whom
we actively advocate. So if we
want our work to get out there
to the broadest public audience,
Paul Woods, John Amos, and Teri Biebel are pictured here Skyping with Ben Pelto, a volunteer working
very often we need to partner with
in Pennsylvania.
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other organizations that are more actively
doing communications like that.”
Amos’s vision for SkyTruth is
to see it transform from “a noun to a
verb.” He wants “anyone with a decent
Internet connection to become part of the
SkyTruth network. There’s a lot of planet
Earth to cover and there’s a lot more we
could be systematically and routinely
monitoring if we had help with that.”
Amos plans to create an interactive map
online where contributors can upload
their own photos, stories, or observations.
“If we’re really going to be effective at
this job of watching out for our planet
and communicating that to other people
who care, then we need to turn SkyTruth
into a movement.”
The one bottleneck that SkyTruth
struggles with is on the personnel front.
There are only two people employed by
the organization who have the specific
technical skills to do the day-to-day work:
Amos and Paul Woods, the chief technology officer. Other than its administrative
staff, SkyTruth actively relies on student
interns and volunteers. Over the past year
with the help of Woods and the office
administrator Teri Biebel, SkyTruth has
really stepped up its involvement with
Shepherd University. Although there is a
focus on technical skills, Amos is quick
to point out that students in a variety of
fields are welcome to apply, including:
communications, political science, business, and environmental science. On the
technical side, SkyTruth is looking for
people with experience in image processing and analysis, GIS, digital graphics,
GoogleEarth, and computer coding. Amos
would like to host a “hack-a-thon” to build
the interactive map of the world that will
help SkyTruth become a household verb.
“I want to live in a planet that is
rich in human experience and natural
assets and resources. I want that to be the
legacy we pass on to people in the future.
Since we’ve evolved systems that have
the capability to have very serious, longterm impacts on the planet, we need to
start thinking and visualizing long term.
That’s what I hope satellite imagery can
help people do.”
For more information about
SkyTruth (including volunteer or intern
opportunities), visit http://skytruth.org.
Marc Levitt volunteers at SkyTruth by
monitoring satellite imagery of the Gulf
of Mexico.

19

PHOTOS BY ED ZAHNISER

Remembering

Bill Piercy

Bill Piercy

W

illiam W. “Bill” Piercy Sr. died last month,
aged 84. Piercy owned and operated
Shepherdstown Paint and Art on German
Street for 40 years and painted the signs for many a
town business, organization, and institution. A graduate
of the Institute of Art in Washington, D.C., Piercy also
framed a generation of townspeople’s artworks, photos,
and certificates. Any transaction with Piercy evoked his
beloved, gentlemanly conversation tinged with a “justyou-and-me” confidentiality.

The GOOD NEWS PAPER featured 32 photos
of Bill Piercy Shepherdstown signs in its Winter 1991
issue. “Signs Of Our Times: Bill Piercy Makes His
Mark On Shepherdstown” was reprinted in the GNP 25th
Anniversary Issue in 2004. Some of those photos are
reproduced here.
“I worked for a sign company in the mid1960s in Hagerstown until 1974 when I opened up
Shepherdstown Paint and Art,” Piercy told the GNP in
1991. “In Hagerstown I did billboards and the whole
works. . . . When you move to a town and have a certain

trade, it doesn’t take long for people to find out.
. . . I’ve done a lot of work for the fire department and
the town’s churches. . . I’d say there are about three
businesses [in one storefront] that I’ve done signs for.”
Piercy said he had done “probably three turnovers” for
a number of storefronts. “I’ve done the doctors. And the
churches, well, they haven’t had much turnover.”
—The Editors
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Shepherdstown’s 250th Anniversary
Meredith Waite

W

e are coming up on the
one-year anniversary of the
very first Shepherdstown 250
planning meetings. For a year, volunteers
from the Shepherdstown community
have been meeting to plan the 250th
birthday party recognizing the town’s
charter. Perhaps you have seen these
volunteers scattered around town, papers
spread out on tables in the Blue Moon or
Devonshire or Mellow Moods during the
days, or around a bottle of wine in the
evenings at Yellow Brick Bank. Oh what
a grand yearlong celebration this is shaping up to be!
Five committees are at work:
Community Outreach, Signature Events
and Legacy, Budget and Finance,
Marketing, and Volunteers. Under the
guidance of Randy Tremba and Dick
Clark, the Community Outreach
Committee has contacted over 100
community-based organizations and
nonprofits, over 100 Shepherdstown businesses, and every household within the
corporate limits. The goal is to introduce
Shepherdstown 250 and welcome participation on every level. The Community
Outreach Committee is compiling all
the information about planned events
and creating a master calendar for the
year. The calendar will be updated at
www.Shepherdstown250.com.
Peter Smith, chair of Signature
Events and Legacy, is working with
the “Christmas in Shepherdstown”
Committee to plan the 2011 launching
weekends: Thanksgiving and the first
weekend in December. These two weekends are the traditional times to celebrate
Christmas in Shepherdstown, so the committee that has orchestrated it for many
years is working with Shepherdstown
250 to plan the kickoff celebration.
Along with the opening weekends, the
Signature Events will be planning the
closing ceremonies for November 11,
2012. The Legacy branch of this committee is working on leaving a legacy of this
year of celebration. Some of the ideas
in the works are: a commemorative quilt
currently being designed and made by
the sewing group from Trinity Episcopal

Church; producing a volume of Hali
Taylor’s portraits of Shepherdstown residents and archiving the collection; a steel
sculpture, to be given to the town, reminiscent of the birds on the tiles in front of
the Shepherdstown Public Library.
Catherine Irwin, chair of Budget and
Finance, has been finalizing a budget and
looking for ways to finance the costs.
There are many avenues available for
funding and Catherine and her volunteers
have been pursuing leads in all directions. The Jefferson County Commission
has already pledged for this fiscal year
and the Jefferson County Convention and
Visitors’ Bureau has offered assistance
with writing grants.
If you’ve been around town recently,
you may have noticed a green bookmark
on shop counters or in the restaurants
with the 250 logo. This is the work of the
Marketing Committee, chaired by Tara
Lowe. On the bookmark is the website,
www.Shepherdstown250.com, and the
Facebook address, “Shepherdstown, WV
250 Remember * Celebrate * Imagine.”
Both are now up and running. Very soon
you will begin to see posters in shop windows, and if you look very closely, you
may recognize a few faces!
The newest committee is Volunteers,
with Holly Frye as chairperson.
Wonderful volunteers have made all of
the above possible, but we will need
many more to help with the Signature
Events in the upcoming year. Holly is
currently designing volunteer forms that
will soon be on the website. We’ll also
be putting out a call for volunteers in the
newspapers, so please look for that and
know that we’ll be happy to have you.
On the first anniversary of the beginning of this remarkable community project, I would like to thank the committee
chairs and all the volunteers who have
been working with me. There is so much
happening and this is building so quickly
that I’d like to take a moment to recognize these volunteers.
I am fortunate in my position; I get
to see the big picture. Let me give you a
sampling of what I know will be taking
place in the next year to commemorate
our special little town:
• Opening celebration with Christmas
tree lighting ceremony and dedication from Mayor Jim Auxer, Friday,
November 25, 2011.
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• Live comedy show celebrating
Shepherdstown’s SemiQuincentennial at the Opera House,
following the tree lighting, above.
• Christmas in Shepherdstown Parade,
Saturday December 3, 2011.
• Ice Sculpture Festival on German
Street sponsored by Jefferson
Security Bank, Saturday and Sunday,
December 3 and 4, 2011.
• Model Train Show at the
Shepherdstown Railroad Station.
Throughout the year there will be
over 170 community organizations and
businesses sponsoring activities every
week. Highlights include:
• Historic Shepherdstown lecture series
• Combined church choir performance
at St. Agnes
• Storytelling events, open houses,
and guest speakers
• Dedications and installations of
plaques and monuments, followed
by receptions
• Fundraising event at Bellevue
overlooking the Potomac River
• Art and historic memorabilia shows
• Art and writing contests
• Three day Chautauqua at Morgan’s
Grove Park
• Memorial services
• Concerts
• Living history demonstrations and pig
roast
• Walk to raise money for humanitarian
needs in Jefferson County
Closing Ceremonies—“Stepping into
the Future”—will include:
• “Coming Home” weekend with closing ceremony in front of McMurran
Hall and parade down German Street
• Dinner reception
• Freedom’s Run relay carrying the
charter for Shepherdstown from
Richmond to Shepherdstown
Finally, I would like to share a
very special moment that has touched
me as particularly symbolic of what
Shepherdstown 250 is all about. I
have been scanning old photos of
Shepherdstown from the Historic
Shepherdstown Museum and uploading them to the Facebook page. One
of these pictures is of a fellow in front
of a fire truck and the note on it says

PHOTO COURTESY OF
HISTORIC SHEPHERDSTOWN MUSEUM

Kenneth Shipley by the town fire truck

“Kenneth Shipley.” Well, today there is
a fellow who works for the Corporation
of Shepherdstown named Kenny Shipley,
and I showed him this photo. It was
the first one he had ever seen of his
grandfather. And a Shepherdstown resident left a comment about the photo on
the Facebook page: “This is my Uncle
Kenneth, my father’s older brother. My
mom remembers him very well and says
he was a mechanical genius. He could
repair anything and kept both the equipment at the fire company and at Sam
Skinner’s orchard running in tip-top condition.”
So I am reminded at these serendipitous moments that we are part of a wonderful community project. With any luck,
I hope all of you will be given the gift
of Shepherdstown through this yearlong
celebration.
Please drop by our website at www.
Shepherdstown250.com or Facebook at
“Shepherdstown, WV250 Remember
* Celebrate * Imagine” to follow what
we’re doing.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

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

Religious Society of Friends
(Quakers)

4257 Kearneysville Pike
Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3112
Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
Family Fun Nite: Wednesday, 6:45–8:00 p.m.
E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org
www.4pillarchurch.org

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

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Roman Catholic

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

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

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.

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.

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

Shepherdstown Preparative Meeting
Worship in silent expectant waiting
Sundays at 10:30 a.m.
Four Seasons Books (thru the side gate)
Contacts: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852
or Marie Tyler-McGraw (304) 876-3540
http://shepherdstown.bym-rsf.net/about-2-2/

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla

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

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

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
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even Cats Like the “Free but not cheap” GOOD neWs paper
To the editor of “The Good Shepherds, Good Town,
Therefore, why do I receive the newspaper? No
Good News Paper”:
donating for it — MEANS > not interested in it.
Your articles are a one-sided view of whatever
I am NOT a “friend.”
subject matter view you choose to promote. Please
I am NOT a “partner.”
come out of your editorial closet and you will find
I am NOT a “patron.”
that the “Good News Paper” is not welcomed by
I am NOT a “byliner.”
me; and, I have met many others as well who just
I do not contribute any money to the newspaper toss the paper.
published by the Shepherdstown Ministerial
I stopped reading with the second issue and this
Association.
note is a way, long overdue note. However, I have

found that your newspaper to be the PERFECT
SIZE for my cat’s litter box.
From a Jefferson County resident.
August 2011
Sorry to deliver an unwanted publication.
But since it is bulk mail it would take an act
of Congress to delete you from delivery. Please
contact Shelley Moore Capito for relief. —Ed.

Donors
Byliners
Mary Sue Catlett
Denis & Nancy Doss
L Hardy Mason
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
Martin Baach
Nancy Hooff & James Campbell
George & Bonnie Casely
John Demory
Joan & Erdem Ergin
Diane Gates
Mr. & Mrs. E.C. Hammann
Lily Hill
Douglas & Priscilla Horner
Ruth DeWindt Hoxton
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Wanda Keebler
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
Rev. Jim & Nancy Macdonell
Thomas & Laura Martin
George & Paat McKee
Drs. Jean & Frank Porter
Avery & Margaret Post
Philip Salladay
Ray Vanderhook, DDS
Henry Willard II
Jack & Martha Young

Partners
William & Roxanna Andersen
Barbara & George Baker
Stephen Baluch
Deborah Brodhag & Thomas Banks
Mary Bell
Nedra Hartzel & Allen Blair
Patricia Donohoe & David Borchard
Thomas & Judith Bradshaw
Marc & Judith Briod
Marian Buckner
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon Byron
Elizabeth Carlson
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Robert & Kelly Collins
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Ann & Michael Cross
Mary Ellen & Richard Cunningham
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Donald & Marit Davis
Dave & Kathleen Didden
Martha Doss
William & Sarah Drennen
Edward Edelen Jr.
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
Jean Elliott
Michael & Barbara Elliott
Martha Entler
Eleanor Finn
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Rev. James & Dorothy Fox
John Foxen
Herbert Freeman
Gordon & Lucy Gay
Rosemary Geist
William & Barbara Gillespie
Edmund & Susan Goldsborough
John Gordon
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Barbara Heinz
Claison & Patricia Henkes
James & Mary Holland
Robert & Beverly Hughes
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Michele Jones
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Ronald & Judy Kepple
Viola Kieldsing
Richard & Kathy Klein
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Richard & Audrey Ledane
John & Judith Lilga
Michael Lippe
Chris Mark
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Dabney & Alta Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Arthur & Wilma Morabito
Saundra Moreland
Mary Ann W. Morgan

Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
James Newcomb
Gary Nisewarner
Margot Ours
Carroll & Ruth Palmer
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
P. Douglas & Cheri Perks
Judith & Clarence Pharr
James & Rebecca Prather
Christopher & Susan Reichel
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Gwendolyn Robinson
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Capt. John Schley
Carole & Dave Scott
Elias Shilling
Lynn & Dolores Shirley
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Sara Smith
Dr. Frank & Betty Snyder
Harold Snyder
Fred & Sarah Soltow
Vergie Spiker
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Clifton Stubblefield
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
Marie Tyler-McGraw
Charles & Ione VanMetre
James & Sandra Watkins
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Johnna Armstrong & Paul Woods
Chess & Lynn Yellott

Friends
Sheila Bach
Doris Carter & Thierno Bah
William & Mary Baker
Odetta Brown
Elizabeth Bufithis
George & Margaret Cashin

Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Richard Conard
Rosemarie Coy
James Davis
Margaret Didden
Bernice Dove
Miriam Ellis
Sharon & Richard Fedorchak
Holly & Ron Jablonski
Norman Julian
Ronald & Charlotte Lafferty
Laurin & Phyllis LeTart
Maple Creek LLC
Daniel & Teresa Mason
George & Evelyn Mason
Elizabeth Freedland McGowen
Ellen & Charles Moore
Karene Motivans & Stuart Wallace
Jeanne Mozier
Rebecca Murphy
Shirley Myers
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Janet Olcott
Addie M. Ours
James & Diane Price
Burt & Cari Simon
Renny & Grant Smith
Charles & Susan Smith
Alice Sowada
Joseph & Shirley Talago
Virginia Donovan & Charles Ware
Judy Weese
Ronald Wilcox
Nan Wilson
Eldon Winston
Eileen Dooley & Denis Woods
Alice Zahniser

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

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

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

952 Frederick Street
Hagerstown, MD 21740
800.638.3508
301.733.2000
Fax 301.733.6586
www.hbp.com

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
(304) 876-2462

P.O. Box 428
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

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

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

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

runch
Sunday B
Open for

Mailing Address:

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

ATTORNEY AT LAW

121 E. German Street
P.O. Box 1273
Shepherdstown
Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

103 W. LIBERTY STREET
304-725-0937
CHARLES
TOWN,
WV 25414
FAX 304-725-1039
103 W. LIBERTY
STREET
304-725-0937
CHARLES TOWN, WV 25414
FAX 304-725-1039
DCAMILLETTI@FRONTIER.COM
DCAMILLETTI@FRONTIER.COM

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Counseling & Depth
Psychotherapy

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

Individuals

(304) 876-3000
(877) 884-BIKE

Couples

Adults

Children

Cathryn Polonchak

www.thepedalpaddle.com
115 German Street
Shepherdstown, WV

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

DAVID A. CAMILLETTI
DAVID A.AT
CAMILLETTI
ATTORNEY
LAW

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

WV 25443

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

304-263-0345

304-876-0657

Holistic Psychology Associates
Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

L.I.C.S.W.

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV

304-876-3022

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

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

304-876-6907

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

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

304.728.7060
217-6 Oak Lee Drive
ransOn, Wv 25438
304.876.1936
123 Duke street
shepherDstOWn
Wv, 25443

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

coolgreenautocare@yahoo.com
8668 Shepherdstown Pike, Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Automotive AC Service and Repair
General Diagnostics & Repair
20 Years Experience, ASE Master Technician

Michael Bean • 304-579-8920
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Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Patron
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