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A young man, dressed in a white robe, sitting on the right side, 

said to them, “Do not be alarmed; you are looking for Jesus of 

Nazareth, who was crucified. He has been raised; he is not here. 

Look, there is the place they laid him. But go, tell his disciples and  

Peter that he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see 

him, just as he told you” So they went out and fled from the tomb,  

for terror and amazement had seized them; and they said nothing to 

any one, for they were afraid.
— Mark 16:5-8

A         
 nd that’s how the oldest gospel ends. And they said nothing to any 
one, for they were afraid.

That’s the original ending although some scholars think it had a longer ending 
that was lost. Much later, according to some theories, somebody tried to tack on a 
happier ending or two but those faux endings have never been authenticated.

The raw and abrupt original ending makes sense to me. After all, it’s where we 
all more or less find ourselves: Jesus is clearly missing in our world and all we have 
to go on is the word of a stranger. Can we believe or not? Will we go back to our 
godforsaken “Galilees” or not?

According to this now ancient and mythic tale, three women trudged to Jesus’ 
tomb on the “first day of the week” the way some of us trudge into life each day, 
expecting the world to be the way it’s always been. The future sealed shut. Look 
again. The future is not sealed. Our fate is not sealed. There’s an opening in our 
world where a stone used to be.

The Resurrection story is a clue from the other side, although there are many 
ways to take it. Here are three.

First, for some of us, of course, the Resurrection of Jesus makes no sense as 
 history. The chemistry, biology, and physics are just too weird. Still, we love Easter. 
What’s not to like? Flowers, music, parades, and colored eggs! And did I mention 
chocolate? See what I mean? What’s not to like? Easter Sunday is no time to quibble 
about the “flesh and bones” of Jesus. Raise your spirits! Raise a glass! Praise God 
and stop thinking so much! Alleluia! Amen! Have another piece of  chocolate.

Second, for others of us, the Resurrection of Jesus proves that death is not the 
end. The power of the Great Spirit can overcome death. Of course, long before Jesus 
was ever born, people believed in an afterlife. It doesn’t take a “Resurrection” to 
 convince most people there is life after death.

Anyone can see that from the dead of winter life springs back. In the bulb there 
is a flower. In our death a new beginning. That’s fabulous stuff, but it’s hardly 
what startled those women at the empty tomb on that “first day of the week.” Those 
bereaved women already knew about the spring equinox and the perennial cycle of 
nature. In life and in death we belong to the wondrous web of life. Don’t be afraid of 
the dark, little darling. Here comes the sun. Lift up your hearts. Alleluia! Amen! Plant 
your garden.

And, finally, for some of us, the Resurrection proves, or at least strongly hints in 
a parabolic way, that Jesus is the way, the truth, and the life. And that’s where I think 
we may be onto something profound, as long as we understand that the way of Jesus 
is the way of love, which is the truth.

Jesus in Baghdad 
Randall Tremba

Jesus is clearly missing in our world.

The Resurrection vindicates a particular kind of bodacious love and spirited 
 mortal life.

The Resurrection of Jesus is a story first told by first-century Jews who had some 
inkling of a certain power or spirit in the earth that would one day vindicate the unjust 
suffering of the innocent. Human brutality would not go on forever. And Jews, of all 
people, knew a lot about brutality.

Jesus lived in a brutal time. He lived in a time and place not unlike Iraq today. 
The Jews of Galilee and the Jews of Judea were at each other like Sunnis and 
Shiites. The strongest military force in the world occupied their land and took what 
it wanted whenever it wanted, while the high priests in Jerusalem—much like imams 
in Baghdad—bled the people and ran the show. Zealots roamed highways and alley-
ways assassinating Roman troops and Jewish collab orators. The common people were 
pushed deeper and deeper into debt and hopelessness. Despair and violence were the 
only options.

Then along came Jesus. Along came Jesus in a brutal time and place where the 
vicious cycle of violence ran  endlessly. Jesus, as it turned out, would love his enemies 
even if it killed him. He lived and worked to launch a movement of people that would 
overcome tribalism, patriarchalism, and nationalism with an undying love for all 
 people as one family. (To reduce the death of Jesus to a “sacrifice for personal sins” is 
to demean what Jesus lived for!)

Jesus did not die of natural causes or by falling off a cliff or from a stab in the 
back. He was publicly crucified by an occupying military regime convinced that he 
was part of an insurgency to undermine their power by empowering the dispossessed 
of the earth.

Who do you think you are? the Roman governor asked him.
To which Jesus replied, Who do you think I am?
It’s still the question of our time.
Jesus was crucified. Crucifixions were more gruesome than beheadings. And the 

Romans were very good at them. They crucified Jews by the thousands. (Shame on 
Christians for caring about only one of them!)

Crucifixions were meant to maintain law and order, to keep the Empire in con-
trol. Crucifixions were meant to terrorize a population. Roman highways were lined 
with corpses for vultures to pick clean. It was a brutal time. Violence ruled the world.

And then along came Jesus. Jesus got in the way of the worldly powers. And 
those powers conspired to crucify him. Time would tell which way was more power-
ful, which way was the truth.

Jesus was buried behind a stone. The Roman Emperor’s seal was upon it. No one 
was permitted to move it.

A few broken-hearted women who had seen it all before—in Galilee and 
Judea, in Cambodia and Hiroshima, in Auschwitz and Darfur, in Baghdad and 
Birmingham—trudged toward the tomb where Jesus lay. Who will move the stone? 
they wondered. They knew the power of Empire to crush bodies and seduce the heart. 
They’d seen it all before. The future was sealed.

Or so they thought.
Look! He is not here. He is going ahead of you. Not above you in heaven, 

but ahead of you in Galilee, and in a million other places with a million different 
names, including your own world where people are still hungry, cold, wounded, and 
 frightened.

No one can “prove” the Resurrection. But, apparently, we can be part of it. 
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A Bike Ride to Benefit Abused Children • Saturday, June 2, 2007
10/25/50/100 miles

$25 registration fee includes T-shirt, rest stops, sag support and cue sheets.
BegInnIng AnD enDIng In  BeAut I fuL ,  H IStoR Ic  SHepHeRDStown,  wV

More info and registration at www.casaride.com

CASA
(Court Appointed Special Advocates)
trains volunteers to represent abused 

and neglected children  
in court.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

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

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:30 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

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

New Street United Methodist
Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: 876-2362

Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3122

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Siobhan Patterson, Curate

Frank Coe, Priest Associate
Telephone: 876-6990

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

Christ Reformed U.C.C.
304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor

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

Sunday School for all ages: 10:10 a.m.

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
Church & Washington Streets

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets
Fred Soltow, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
Children’s Church: 11:15 a.m.

Sunday Evening Worship and Bible Study: 6:15 p.m.

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

Children’s Church: 9:15 a.m.

Baha’i Faith
Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets

Telephone: 535-2351
Sunday Devotions: 11:30 a.m.

Study circles and monthly discussion group 
(call for information)

Unity of Shepherdstown
Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy

Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.

Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops

Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets 

Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10:00 
a.m. 
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays 
3:00 p.m. year-round in the Reading Room 

Christian Science Reading Room, located at  
203 S. Princess Street, is open Mondays and Wednesdays 

(except holidays) from noon until 3 pm.

Telephone: 876-2021 
Sentinel radio program Sundays 7 a.m. 

on WINC 92.5 FM 

He was her boyfriend, Ronnie, and she was 
his girlfriend, Carole, in the McGuffey High 
School  senior class play. That is where it 

all began for Bob and Betty Lou Bryant, who have 
been married for 61 years. McGuffey was the labora-
tory school for the Department of Education at Miami 
University in Oxford, Ohio, where Betty Lou’s father 
was a professor. Bob’s parents were local farmers. 
Betty Lou opted to go to summer school and finish high 
school early allowing both to graduate in 1943—the 
middle of World War II. Bob went into the Navy’s 
V-12 Program at Denison University in Granville, Ohio, 
where he received 16 months of college preparation for 
midshipman’s school. (Both are pleased that a grandson 
is now attending that university.)

Betty Lou started college at Miami; they cor-
responded and continued to see each other when Bob 
came home on liberty. From Denison, Bob went to 
midshipman’s school at Fort Schuyler in New York 
City. He was commissioned an Ensign in March of 
1945, and home on leave, he presented Betty Lou with 
an engagement ring. He was assigned to a small ship 
being   out fitted in Key West for 
the invasion of Japan. Following 
the Japanese surrender, the ship 
was ordered to Newfoundland to 
do air-sea rescue, and later to the 
United States Naval Submarine 
School in New London, Conn. 
With the prospect of stateside duty, 
Bob and Betty Lou were married 
on February 23, 1946. After sev-
eral happy weeks in New London, 
Bob’s ship received orders to 
Charleston, S.C. They packed all 
their worldly goods into two sea 
bags, which Bob took on the ship, 
and she followed by train. Five 
weeks later, they moved to Green 
Cove Springs, Fla., where Bob’s 
ship was decommissioned. In July, 
he was released from active duty.

Bob and Betty Lou returned 
to Oxford, Ohio, and lived in “Vet 
Village” while he finished his 
undergraduate degree in mathemat-
ics. Betty Lou worked for Miami 
University as assistant loan librar-
ian, the youngest member of the faculty. Bob received a 
graduate  fellowship at the University of Alabama where 
he earned a master’s degree and Betty Lou finished her 
degree in English. Then, as a new member of the Miami 
University  faculty, Bob taught math for three years. 

In 1951, Bob accepted a position in the Sound 
Division at the Naval Research Lab (NRL) in 

Washington, D.C. The research involved underwater 
sound propagation with the goal of detecting Soviet 
submarines. In 1958, with the space age in its infancy, 
Bob joined the Vanguard Project at NRL. Their goal 
was to put a satellite into orbit. The first attempt to 
launch blew up, and the U.S. had to take second place 
to the Soviets until Von Braun’s military boosters were 
used. Bob says this was an exciting time because he 

worked with early computers 
 calculating satellite orbits. The 
Vanguard satellite was finally 
launched successfully, and data 
was used to determine the struc-
ture of what is now known as the 
Van Allen Radiation Belt. When 
the Vanguard Group became a 
part of NASA, Bob transitioned 
to the Theoretical Division. A 
study of the density of the upper 
atmosphere using echo balloon 
satellite data was a major effort. 
By examining the orbit, the 
effect of atmospheric resistance 
could be observed and inferences 
could be made about its density. 
The large size and small mass 
made the satellite a good tool. 
The changing light pressure on 
the satellite as it went into and 
out of the Earth’s shadow had to 
be included. By bouncing signals 
off the balloon, this satellite was 
the first to relay pictures across 
the Atlantic Ocean.

While Bob was involved with outer space, Betty 
Lou was busy with their three daughters, Becky, 
Bonnie, and Barbara, as well as completing college 
requirements for her school librarian certification.  
In 1962, she began her first library position at a pri-
vate school. In the late sixties, Bob worked on the 

Navy’s Anti-Submarine Warfare Project. He says his 
work throughout his career was very satisfying, but he 
 certainly had “ups and downs,” from under the sea, to 
the stratosphere, and back under water. During these 
years they lived in Forest Heights and Seabrook, Md. 

In September 1966, Betty Lou began her “dream 
job” as DuVal High School librarian, only to learn 
in March that they were expecting another member 
of the “B-Hive,” Beth. Later she was the librarian 
at Northwestern High School and then Bladensburg 
Elementary. 

From 1973 to 1974, they built a log house, 
with a spectacular view, on top of the Blue Ridge in 
Shannondale, W. Va. It was a weekend retreat for five 
years until they retired in July, 1979. Bob returned 
to teaching math in 1982, and later originated two 
well-received pocket billiards courses, at Shepherd 
University. Betty Lou was active in Shannondale and 
Charles Town civic organizations. They brought Betty 
Lou’s parents from California in 1983 to live in the 
 cottage adjoining Jeffersonian Manor Nursing Home 
where they were able to watch over their care. 

The Bryants moved to Steamboat Run in 1991. The 
next year, Betty Lou was asked to assist in the office of 
the Millbrook Orchestra. This work led to six years of 
support for the orchestra for both of them, which they 
thoroughly enjoyed. Later, Betty Lou worked at the gift 
shop at the Clarion Hotel where she saw all the princi-
pal negotiators, including President Clinton, during the 
January 2000 Peace Talks.

Betty Lou and Bob are grateful for having survived 
several major illnesses. Currently they are enjoying 
life in their Fernbank at Cress Creek villa. Betty Lou 
 volunteers at the Shepherdstown Visitors Center and the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER, sings in the Lutheran Church 
choir, and crafts beautiful needlework gifts for family 
and friends. Bob continues to play pool with his friends 
and enjoys playing bridge and checkers on the Internet. 
Three of their daughters and families are nearby and 
Beth’s family lives in the Chicago area. They are the 
proud grandparents of 12 grandchildren, and one great-
grandchild. 

Scotty Turner, and her husband Tom, retired to 
Shepherdstown in 2003. She enjoys bridge and golf and 
is a CASA volunteer.  This is her first GOOD NEWS 
PAPER article.

If any of our readers know other couples in the 
Shepherdstown area who have been married 60 years 
or more, please contact Betty Lou Bryant at 876-3897. 
We would like to include them in our series.

____________
*William Shakespeare, Hamlet

The Bryants in 2006, celebrating 60 years of marriage.

“The Play’s the Thing . . .”*

Scotty Turner
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Betty Lou and Robert Bryant on their  
wedding day in 1946.

Community Service for Good Friday
April 6: 12:00 noon Trinity Episcopal. 1:30 p.m. New St. Methodist. 3:00 p.m. Stations of the Cross at St. Agnes.
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Rose Hill Cemetery 
is a long-standing 
fixture within 

Shepherdstown. For over 
150 years, African American 
citizens of our community 
have been buried here. On a 
recent site visit, Ruth Brown, 
Secretary of the Rose Hill 
Cemetery Board, gazed out 
over the cemetery where many 
of her relatives are buried. 
“This is the final resting place 
of our loved ones,” she said 
with respect and conviction in 
her voice. 

Located on West High 
Street, a block-and-a-half 
west of the Shepherdstown 
University baseball field, it 
occupies two-and-a-half acres of land. 
As Brown gives a tour of the cemetery, 
she explains that much work needs to 
be done, not only to catch up with the 
neglect of past years, but to develop a 
community of people willing to take care 
of the cemetery in the future.

While the cemetery may be obscure 
in its location, it is an important part 
of historic Shepherdstown. It pro-
vides a firm link in the lives of many 
Shepherdstown citizens, since genera-
tions of families have been buried here. 

A walk up the narrow access road 
off West High Street leads to the cem-
etery, where the barrenness of winter 
 provides a clear view of the 150 or more 
graves. A large juniper tree stands at the 
base of the cemetery, a likely observer to 
over 160 years of use in the cemetery. 

Time has taken its toll on the Rose 
Hill Cemetery. The graves within the 
central portion of the cemetery are eas-
ily viewed. However, to either side, 
brush and trees have encroached on the 
 cemetery, and many of the oldest graves 
are hidden from view and marked only 
by a depression in the ground or the 
smallest of burial markers. Numerous 
gravestones have fallen and point down-
hill. Cemetery records list burials as 

far back as the late 1830s and include 
the graves of slaves. This past summer 
three burials took place in the cemetery, 
 illustrating how Rose Hill Cemetery 
 continues its service for the community.  

Other signs of present-day use and 
care are visible: a wreath and small 
wooden sign bearing the words “Rose 
Hill Cemetery” provide identity and a 
welcoming presence to the cemetery. 
New asphalt covers the roadway, which 
up until last year was unpaved. Recently 
approval was obtained from the town 
for a larger sign at the entrance. Despite 
the work to be done and the worries 
about the long-term maintenance of the 
 cemetery, Ruth Brown smiles as she 
walks around the grounds and reflects on 
the journey of the Rose Hill Cemetery. 

In 1996, a new groundswell of sup-
port began, and Brown has been along 
for the ride ever since. Descendants of 
family members reorganized and formed 
a board, which has approximately 10 
active members. The board sends a 
fund-raising letter annually to all fam-
ily  members for which it has current 
contact information. This past fall, the 
community learned that Robyn Roberts, 
an anchorwoman for CBS News, has 
 ancestors in the cemetery. Ms. Roberts 

came to the cemetery during a visit to 
Shepherdstown. 

“We have been truly blessed this 
year,” says Brown. She explains that 
a 10-year goal of the cemetery board 
was reached this past summer when the 
cemetery road was paved. Funding of 
the paving project came from a variety 
of funding sources including board dues, 
the town, and anonymous donations. In 
the past, when muddy conditions pre-
vailed during funerals, the hearse could 
not reach the upper portion of the cem-
etery. Now that is no longer a problem. 

Yet, as with any fixture needing 
 continual maintenance, much work 
remains for the volunteers who continue 
to care for and love Rose Hill Cemetery. 
Mowing and other grounds maintenance 
is necessary, with support for this work 
coming from volunteer and paid labor. 
Families of the Rose Hill Cemetery are 
very thankful for Mr. Ray Walls, Sr.,  
of Kearneysville who dug many of the 
graves and is assisting the group with 
identifying and marking the unmarked 
graves. Goals of the board now include 
placing a gate at the cemetery entrance, 
erecting the new entrance sign, and, most 
important, locating and marking all of 
the graves with stone markers. An  

annual bake sale, a dinner/
movie night, and dues from 
board members and fam-
ily  donations support these 
activities.

To the members of the 
Rose Hill Cemetery board, 
this is work that is impor-
tant in order to ensure that 
future generations continue 
to care for the cemetery. 
The Rose Hill Cemetery 
Board welcomes new 
 members as well as any 
and all donations towards 
general upkeep of the cem-
etery. Organizational assis-
tance would also be greatly 

appreciated from groups such 
as the Rotary, Kiwanis, Boys 

& Girl Scouts, etc. Currently one of the 
local 4-H groups is involved in the cem-
etery. Each year the Clovers-In-Action 
place a wreath in the cemetery adjacent 
to the small “Rose Hill Cemetery sign, 
and soon they will be erecting a second, 
larger sign, which they also built, at the 
cemetery entrance. 

Donations of time and other 
resources are needed to help Rose Hill 
Cemetery continue to have a lasting 
place in the Shepherdstown community. 
For more information or to make a dona-
tion of time or money, please contact 
the Rose Hill Cemetery board president, 
Brenda Johnson, at (304) 876-8509. 
In the meantime, visit the quiet side of 
High Street for your own perspective on 
another facet of historic Shepherdstown.

 

Sheri Fedorchak is a new Shepherds-
town resident who works as a curriculum 
designer for adult distance learning. 
Coincidentally, she is designing a train-
ing course on the Essentials for Cemetery 
Monument Care. 

Rose Hill Cemetery
Sheri Fedorchak
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In August, the Shepherdstown 
Daycare Center (SDC) opened its 
new Ruth D. Brown Infant and 

Toddler Wing, and as part of the expan-
sion, the Center gained a new main 
entrance. In the foyer is a couch, which 
offers the most restorative vista in town. 
On those days when you are in a funk, 
when the daily Bad News Paper com-
bines with one or more of your fellow 
townspeople to lead you to a point of 
despair from where you question the 
future of the species and the town, sit 
here a while. Watch.

You are at a crossroads of young 
and old, black and white, richer and 
poorer. That in itself is remarkable. It’s 
the nature of small-town life to reduce 
the distances between people, but if 
you’re not careful, if you don’t work at 
it, you end up surrounded by your own 
kind of folk. Not so at the Day Care—
kids,  parents, staff, volunteers, students 
from Shepherd pass by you from three 
different directions. But the diversity 
you see is not the most remarkable thing; 
the  feature that makes the heart sing is, 
to borrow a term from the old days, the 
vibes. Love, concern, and nurturing per-
meate the air.

One day in January, I sat on this 
couch for two hours with Keith Boyd. 
Keith is Mr. Day Care Center, not 
because he has put in his time there, he 
has (22 years this July), but because of 
an identity of natures. Organizations are 
loving and nurturing only because of 
the people who inhabit them. Keith is a 
remarkable person. Everyone who passed 
us during those two hours on the couch, 
whether they were two years old or 62 
years old, got a word or a smile that 
lightened that moment.

Keith is the master of the kitchen, the 
SDC chef. Every day, with the help of an 
assistant, he prepares breakfast and lunch 
for the 78 children currently enrolled 
every day for 22 years, beginning at 6:30 
a.m. Lunch rotates on about a four-week 
schedule, through chicken pot pie to 
lasagna to tuna melts to wraps to cheese-
burger soup, the favorite offering. “In 22 
years we’ve never had a child get sick 
from the food. That’s a lot of hand wash-
ing and a lot of attention to food safety,” 
Keith says, with quiet pride.

He learned the science of food 
 service at the James Rumsey Technical 
Institute; he learned the art and the joy 
in it from watching the adults in his 
large and extended family. Keith grew 
up  surrounded by family: brothers and 
 sisters and cousins and aunts, a spe-
cial grandmother and “Pops” (Bobby 
Branson), Keith’s spiritual father. 
Holidays were celebrated with large fam-
ily feasts with everyone pitching in to 
help in preparing special treats.

Keith grew up on Ray Street, and 
he still lives on Ray Street. Once upon a 
time, the original building of SDC was 
the Eastside Elementary School, which 
Keith attended, and so he has the path 
from Ray Street to SDC etched into his 
brain. Thirty-one years ago the school 
building was acquired by a group of 
local citizens and the SDC began. Keith 
was 20 at that time. After several years 
of schooling at the Rumsey Institute, and 
after honing his food preparation skills at 
City Hospital while volunteering at SDC, 
Keith began working at SDC, where he 
is the longest serving employee.

So far you might get the idea that 
Keith doesn’t get around much, traveling 
a short orbit between Ray Street and SDC. 
But that’s because we haven’t  -gotten to 
the music in Keith. He is a singer. More 
than that, he is a memorable singer. Forty 
or so years ago people used to note the 
kid who was always singing, whether he 
was walking down the street or riding 
his bike down to the river in front of the 
Tobacco Warehouse to see how the fish 
were biting. One day a neighborhood 
lady, Beverly Jenkins, pointed out to him 
that a boy who sang so much and so well 
should be singing in church. And so Keith 
joined the choir, one of the many choirs, 
at Asbury United Methodist Church. And 
with singing, Keith Boyd shows most 
clearly who he is.

For Keith, singing is not about self. 
It’s a way to praise the Lord and to bring 
joy to people. It’s his ministry. Religion 
is at the center of Keith’s life. At the 
 difficult points in his life, Jesus has been 
there for him, either in person, giving 
him the help and the strength he needed, 
or by sending him someone to help him 
through. Family has sustained him. His 
brother Carl, and Carl’s wife, Angel, 

and his other brother Kevin Haynes and 
Kevin’s wife, Lynn Lyles, have been 
 particularly supportive. Life has had its 
challenges, but at the age of 51, Keith 
feels good. He feels that he has come 
through, that he is free, and in a position 
to give back to others some portion of the 
grace he has been shown. 

So when Keith sings—as part of 
the Praise Team or the Men’s Choir (the 
Mighty Men of God) at Asbury Church, 
or with the Brothers of Harmony, or at 
the Goose Route Dance Company annual 
festival, where last summer his a cappella 
rendering of Amazing Grace brought the 
house down, or most days in the kitchen 
while preparing lunch—he is singing for 
us and for the Lord. Food for the stomach, 
food for the soul; it’s all the same thing.

Keith has toured widely with these 
various singing groups—to New York 
City, Baltimore, Cincinnati, Virginia, 
Canada, Florida, and Constitution Hall in 
Washington, D.C—always to praise the 
Lord and bring joy to the audience, never 
to advance himself. The Lord loves a 
cheerful giver, and such is Keith.

Keith has had a longtime dream. It’s 
to open a restaurant. Not to make big 
bucks or to see his name in lights, but to 
feed people, whether they can pay or not. 
His restaurant would be “quaint” with 
“down-home cooking,” like fried chicken, 
chicken pot pies, beans with ham, maca-
roni and cheese, corn bread, hot rolls, and 
sweet potato pie. The  special magic touch 

would be to use a lot of secret recipes 
and special techniques so that all the food 
would be both of comfort to the inner 
soul and easy on the figure and arteries. 
Keith was so transported while telling me 
his dream that I was almost able to get 
out of him his secret recipe for cinnamon 
buns. These buns are so good that several 
kids at SDC have resisted moving on to 
elementary school! 

The high point of Keith’s culinary 
year came with his special Thanksgiving 
lunch for the SDC, all the SDC—kids, 
teachers, staff, the board, and, as special 
guests, the town employees at the sewer 
plant, which borders the campus. Every-
one worked together, helping and being 
helped. The Rainbows made pumpkin 
pie; the Butterflies, a chocolate mystery 
dessert; the Sunshines made decorations 
for the walls and tables; and the kitchen 
produced all the traditional trimmings. 
Someplace around dessert time, Keith 
peeked around the corner and there they 
all were: a family, young and old, black 
and white, richer and poorer, helping and 
being helped. Just like on Ray Street, in 
the old days, when he was young.

Peter Wilson has been a philosophy 
 professor, a short order cook, a health 
system analyst, and a mayor of Shep-
herdstown. Here, there, New Zealand, 
Russia, Ukraine, Sweden, Britain.

Making a Joyful Sound Unto the Lord
Peter Wilson

Keith Boyd
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For centuries, life in a 
town or village has been 
defined by two institu-

tions, the church and the pub. 
If a church is the heart and soul 
of a town then the public house 
or inn is the brains and belly. 
In 1666, after the great fire of 
London, the Royal Academy 
was established in a pub; and 
during the Revolutionary War 
the Continental Congress met in 
an inn. The local pub is a meet-
ing place, a place to seek solace 
during sadness, a place to cele-
brate the small triumphs of daily 
life, a light place in the darkness 
where one can find food, drink, 
and conversation. 

 In the early 
days of 
Shepherds-

town, the Entler 
Hotel was the 
place to be, host-
ing its share of 
historically impor-
tant travelers and 
 revelers. In recent 
days the torch has 
been passed to the 
Mecklenburg Inn. The 
building used to be 
two separate structures 
with a courtyard and a 
variety of  cisterns for 
drinking water, rainwater, 
and grey water. In its time, 
the place has held several dif-
ferent businesses: originally the 
town’s post office, a hospital for 
confederate soldiers during the 
Civil War, and then Malone’s 
Plumbing Company. Wayne 
Skinner opened a gift shop in 
the building named the Penny 
Postcard. As local lore goes, 
Mr. Skinner noticed the steady 
stream of customers  stopping in 
for a beer at the pool hall across 
the street and decided to put in a 
tap of his own. The pub we now 
know as “the Meck” was born. 
Wayne sold his business to Sue 
Knott, who ran it when I grew 

up in the town. The name of 
the bar comes from Shepherds-
town’s original incarnation, 
Mecklen burg, founded by 
German settlers in the 1700s. 

 The most recent owner of 
the Meck is George Moody. 
George grew up in St. James, 

Md. He came to Shepherdstown 
to help his mother who was sick 
with cancer. The very first time 
he walked into the pub he was 
put to work as a bartender and he 
never looked back. George has 
been at the Meck since 1992 and 
became the owner about three 
years ago. 

He 
has now lived 

in West Virginia longer than 
he lived in Maryland, so we 
can finally call him a local. 
George’s family is of Welsh 
origin and the bar has a Cymru 
feel to it, but there is also an 
Irish flavor. The rotating show 
of local photographs by the 
Meck’s resident photographer, 
Scott Kitching, keeps a modern 
dialog going in the  traditional 
setting. George says his most 
memorable experience in the 
bar was during the peace talks 
in town in 2000, when Bill 
Clinton came to do a photo 
shoot in the picturesque brick 
and glass atrium. 

  For several years the Meck 
did not serve hot food to 
the pub customers, just 

breakfast to the guests of the 
inn’s rooms. After the devas-
tation of hurricane Katrina, 
George decided to do a fund-
raiser to help those affected by 
the torrential storm. He talked 
his friend Leeland Compton, 
who has been cooking delicious 
meals for his large family for 
years, into catering a huge buf-
fet for the benefit.  
The affair raised a lot of money 

for a good cause and 
George decided to 
hire Leeland to cook  
full time. 

 The Meck now 
has a full lunch 
and dinner ser-

vice and late-night 
pub grub, serving 
traditional home 
cooking and 
using fresh local 
meats from 
Holsinger’s in 
Hagerstown. 
The menu 
features 
favorites 

from the 
custom-made foot long hot 

dogs, chili, and huge hamburg-
ers to some exotic choices like 
Thai beef skewers. Lunch 
service is nonsmoking from 
Monday through Friday until 
three o’clock if you want to 
experience the taste of pub grub 
(without the full-on smoky bar 
experience.)

 For live music the Meck is 
an intimate venue to hear 
old classics and new music. 

At times the Meck has hosted 
poetry readings and electronic 
music nights. Bluegrass bands, 
blues singers, jazz trios, singer/
songwriters, country bands, reg-
gae, dance bands, and bawdy 
puppet shows have all per-
formed on the well-worn wood 

and brick floors. The artists 
and the music they play change 
over time, but the Tuesday night 
open mike has become a local 
tradition with always a few 
favorites, and some newbies cut-
ting their teeth. It’s a fun time to 
dance a few steps or stomp your 
feet. There are usually bands 
on Friday and Saturday nights 
and the cover charge of a few 
bucks is well worth the cost. On 
holidays the Meck is open and 
rolling. On Halloween expect 
to find the staff dressed up and 
the place dark and spooky for 
the annual costume contest. 
Christmas day is never the same 
without a stop for a beer and a 
shot of brandy by the fire, and 
if you’ve been a good tipper 
all year, a package of bartender 
Diane’s special sugar cookies. 
New Year’s Eve is a festive 
affair with live music and cham-
pagne, but it can’t compare to 
the St. Patrick’s Day party. It’s 
Georges favorite holiday of the 
year and the place positively 
shines. Packed to the gills with 
red faced, smiling folks, and 
ringing with Irish music, old and 
new, the warmth and laughter 
are contagious while the jokes 
and limericks flow as fast as the 
Guinness on tap. 

 The Mecklenburg is a great 
old bar and a touchstone 
in Shepherdstown. You 

can leave for years and come 
back to old friends and a fresh 
pint. In the winter, there are 
few places as cozy on a snow 
day, with a  roaring fire and, if 
you’re very lucky, a mug of 
Irish coffee. Many people have 
described to me their favorite 
memories of Shepherdstown 
and invariably they all contain 
one striking similarity: a sunset 
on the swing in the garden at 
the Meck—a solid wood swing 
hanging from an old gnarled 
tree that shouldn’t be standing, 
held up with Scott Cawood’s 
one-of-a-kind columns, covered 
in metal climbers. A hidden 
grotto in town, with flagstone 
pathways, overflowing flow-
erbeds, bamboo rustling in the 
breeze, mossy stone benches, 
all lit by torches at night, with 
a soundtrack of tinkling glasses 
and laughter. It truly is a magi-
cal place in almost heaven, West 
Virginia.

Christopher Robinson is a local 
artist who was born and raised 
in Shepherdstown. For more 
information, stop by Robinson-
Designs.com on the web.

The Mecklenburg Inn
Chris Robinson

“Reality must take precedence over public relations, for 
nature cannot be fooled.”

— Nobel Prize winning Physicist Richard Feynman
 

When I was a child growing up, “Old Man 
Macrillis” did not believe in gravity. He 
was a wonderful man who taught us a great 

deal about carpentry, fishing, and boating. Although he 
never believed in gravity, thankfully gravity believed in 
him, and he did not float into the atmosphere levitated 
by his delusions. The global warming debate is full of 
“Old Man Macrillises,” and they are making me hot 
under the collar. When one examines the long history 
of global warming science, it becomes increasingly 
difficult to believe that there is much of a real debate 
remaining, except how to ameliorate its effects.

The greenhouse effect that leads to global warm-
ing was first suggested in 1827 by the French math-
ematician and physicist Joseph Fourier (1768–1830), 

who claimed 
the earth is 
kept warm 
because the 
atmosphere 
traps heat, 
as if under a 
pane of glass, 
or in other 
words our 
atmosphere 
acts as a giant 
greenhouse. 

When physicists actually studied the process it turned 
out to be much more complex than Fourier suggested, 
but the common name “greenhouse effect” persisted for 
the very simple reason everyone knew what a green-
house was, while very few understood the intricacies of 
atmospheric chemistry. What was gradually worked out 
by a series of chemists and physicists was that in our 
atmosphere, molecules of gas intercept infrared radia-
tion rising from the earth’s surface, with some of that 
energy then returned back to the surface. This means 
the earth is kept warmer than it would be if there were 
no atmosphere.

The primary gas that affects temperature is water 
vapor, but in 1859 the Irish physicist John Tyndall (1820–
1893) discovered that gases such as methane and carbon 
dioxide also block infrared radiation. In 1896 a Swedish 
physical chemist, Svante Arrhenius (1859–1927), brought 
these disparate pieces of evidence together. Arrhenius 
claimed that climate might be affected if humans put extra 
carbon dioxide in the atmosphere through the burning of 
fossil fuels. Arrhenius calculated that doubling the amount 
of  carbon dioxide in the atmosphere would raise the global 
temperature 5 to 6 degrees Celsius, while lowering the 
carbon dioxide would reciprocally lower the temperature 
an equal amount.

If Arrhenius’ simple calculations had been cor-
rect there would have been no ensuing debate about 
the cause and effects of global warming. Although 
Arrhenius was accurate in claiming there was a feed-
back loop between carbon dioxide and temperature, the 
actual process of global climate is much more complex 
due to the effects of water vapor and the oceans, which 
tend to dampen some of the effects. The final irony of 
Arrhenius (the discoverer of global warming) was that 
he welcomed it. Arrhenius did most of his research in 
frigid Scandinavia and the Arctic, and from this per-
spective at the northern tip of the globe, Arrhenius saw 
global warming as a good thing, which could poten-
tially increase the growing season and human comfort 
zone of his native Sweden. Arrhenius’ generally sunny 
outlook on global warming (no pun intended) was not 
followed by scientists in the late 20th century.

Atmospheric testing had gotten much more sophis-
ticated after World War II, in part through Cold War 
efforts to detect atmospheric radiation from atomic 
bomb tests. One unintended consequence of the mili-
tary technology was the spectrophotometer, a delicate 
expensive instrument for measuring carbon dioxide 
 levels. From 1957 to 
1960, the American 
geochemist Charles 
Keeling (1928–2005) 
used the instru-
ment to measure 
carbon dioxide in 
the atmosphere over 
Antarctica. With the 
right instrument for 
the job, Keeling was 
able to graph a curve of ever increasing carbon dioxide 

levels. 
The curve 
itself has 
become 
an icon 
of the 
“green-
house 
effect,” 
and it 
shows no 
signs of 
decreas-

ing. The new information changed the terms of the 
debate. The debate was no longer about the amount 
of carbon dioxide being placed in the atmosphere, but 
merely how long it would take to have an effect. 

Today there is large-scale consensus that global 
warming is occurring. The National Academy of Scien-
tists recently concluded that average surface temperatures 
have risen .7°C (1.4°F) since the early 20th century, with 
most of this increase taking place since 1978. The 20th 

century was the warmest in the last 600 years. More wor-
risome, the 10 warmest years in the century all occurred 
within the last 15 years of the century. As our planet 
grows feverish, our ecosystems grow 
more ill and chaotic. Glaciers are receding in Alaska, 
the Himalayas, the Alps, Argentina, New Zealand, and 
Antarc tica. Polar bears are drowning as the ice shelf melts.

In the wake of this evidence the majority of scientists 
have pointed to some common causes. Although there is 
always a natural greenhouse effect, over the last century, 
by burning oil, coal, and deforestation, we have added 
enough carbon dioxide to the atmosphere to create a 
measurable greenhouse effect. The best computer models 
suggest that if present trends continue, global temperatures 
will rise from 1°C to 4°C by the end of this century. Lest 
this seem like a trivial amount, this was the approximate 
temperature change at the end of the last ice age.

Noise pollution may be a bigger threat than CO2 
emissions to finding a solution to global warming. 
There has been much obfuscation and obstruction on 
this issue, all to ill effect. Calls to “teach the contro-
versy” about global warming imply that there is confu-
sion about its mechanism or reality, neither of which is 
the case. Orwellian labels like “global climate change” 
give the impression that this is a natural process that we 
can expect to regularly swing back into balance. But of 
course the climate is not merely rhythmically changing, 
but actively warming at a quickening rate; therein lies 
the problem, the danger, and the accurate diagnosis—
“global warming.”

In looking at the so-called debate on global warm-
ing, one has to wonder why, long after ignorance about 
women and other races have made sexism and rac-
ism socially unacceptable, we still tolerate prejudice 
against science—let’s call it scienceism. As a society 
we no longer take seriously the ignorant arguments that 
women should not vote or own property, or that other 
races are our slaves or inferiors. We should hold a simi-
lar disdain for antiquated scientific notions like a flat 
earth, creationism, and the belief that global warming is 
still untested and in doubt.

So where does that leave us 120 years after Fourier 
first started to notice this warming effect? Well the old 
joke used to be: “Everybody talks about the weather, 
but nobody ever does anything about it.” Unfortunately 
now the joke is on us, as we have manipulated the plan-
et’s temperature and will have to come to terms with 
this fact. Finally, 120 years after the discovery of the 
greenhouse effect, the scientific debate about the real-
ity of global warming has ended. The great unanswered 
question remains our moral and political courage to 
address this challenge. Our answer to this challenge 
will affect both our generation’s historical 
legacy and the future our children either enjoy or endure.

Mark Madison teaches environmental history  
and ethics at Shepherd University.

A l l  c R e A T u R e s  g R e A T  A n d  s m A l l

More Heat Than Light
The So-called Global Warming Debate

Mark Madison
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The straw bale walls have been 
up since March. They’ve now 
been covered with three coats of 

natural plaster inside and out. The com-
posting toilet is assembled and nearly 
operational. The energy-efficient win-
dows are in place. The earthen floors go 
in next week and will serve as thermal 
mass, a critical component of our passive 
solar design. The house, this “green” 
house my wife, Kristin, and I have been 
building for the past year and a half, is 
almost complete.

People have come from near and far 
to visit our project site. They’re curious. 
They’re interested. They see potential 
in the possibilities for green design and 
material selection we’ve implemented. 
Our project is toward the extreme end 
of a “green” movement in residential 
 construction, and we like the idea that 
our example may provoke others into 
action in their own homes, in their own 
lifestyle choices. 

Kristin and I have given careful 
consideration to the way our house is 
being built: the design, the materials, 
the process. We feel privileged to have 
been able to do a green project like this 
from the ground up. The message we try 
to emphasize to others is that you don’t 
have to build a house of straw to exercise 
your environmental values. There are 
many ways to do so with consideration 
for the planet.

While building something brand 
new or major remodeling offer the great-
est possibilities for green construction 
approaches, any work you may be doing 
around your house provides an opportu-
nity to make Earth-friendly choices. 

Every product or material we buy 
for use in our homes carries some envi-
ronmental consequence. No matter what 
it is, the processes of its production, 
transportation, sale, installation, use, 
and its eventual disposal at the end of its 
 useful life consume resource inputs and 
generate polluting outputs. Being envi-
ronmentally considerate means choos-
ing products for which these inputs and 

outputs are minimized. But how do we 
know what the environmental impacts of 
any given product are? 

The concept of conducting a product 
lifecycle analysis sounds very scientific 
and indeed it can be. You can take this 
as far as you wish to go with it. There 
are Internet sites that will help you track 
a product’s environmental impacts. 
There is analysis software available. 
There’s information available from both 
manufacturers and independent sources. 
Begin by asking a few simple questions:

n What is the product made of? 
n Where did these raw materials 

come from and how much energy did it 
take to harvest, mine or otherwise gather 
them? 

n What must be involved in the 
 manufacturing process? 

n How much transportation is 
required to move the product from the 
manufacturer to where I purchase it and 
then in to my home? 

n Are there chemical components to 
this product that will off gas fumes into 
my home? 

n What becomes of this product 
when I’m done with it? 

Examining products through the lens 
of a lifecycle analysis is a key step in 
green building or remodeling. Be fore-
warned, though, that it can get a little 
complex. Even a seemingly simple ques-
tion such as the all-too-familiar grocery 
store query of “Paper or plastic?” gets 
murky when subjected to a lifecycle 
analysis. In the end, just do the best you 
can with the information you can gather. 

Windows affect not only the beauty 
of your home but its energy efficiency 
as well. This is one area where spending 
more up front will add up to cost savings 
later. Double-pane, gas-filled windows 
are the norm these days. They improve 
the heat resistance, or R-value, of what 
really amounts to big holes cut into your 
home’s insulation envelope. Triple-pane 
glass and various glass coatings can also 
improve energy efficiency.

When it’s time to build or redo an 
outdoor deck, you don’t have to look far 
to find alternatives to pressure-treated 
wood. Plastic lumber has become very 
popular over the past decade. The green-
est options contain the highest percent-
age of post-consumer recycled content. 
Composite deck materials made from 
a combination of recycled plastic and 
processed wood scrap are also available, 
though the blending of these different 
materials limits recycling options at the 
end of the deck’s useful life. Steer clear 
of plastic lumber materials that use vir-
gin (non-recycled) plastic in their com-
position.

Paints and other wall finishes have 
come a long way since the days of 
smelly oil-based paint. Most mainstream 
paint manufacturers now offer zero or 
low VOC paints. VOC refers to the vola-
tile organic compounds often found in 
the solvents that keep the paint in  liquid 
form while you apply it and then evapo-
rate out as the paint dries on the wall. 
This evaporation or off-gassing of VOCs 
contributes to indoor air quality issues 
that may exist for months or even years 
after the paint has dried. Other green 
wall finishes worth exploring include 
clay-based paints, which add a lovely 
texture and depth of color to your walls, 
and milk paints, which mix natural pig-
ments into a milk protein base to  provide 
rich, “old fashioned”–looking finishes.

Home appliances are another area 
to explore for greening your home. The 
first rule for being environmentally 
minded when it comes to household 
appliances is: If it still works, keep 
using it. Remember that every new 
product you purchase, even the green-
est, has environmental impacts through 
its manufacturing, transportation, etc. If 
you do find yourself in the market for a 
new appliance, Energy Star is a Federal 
program designed to help us all save 
money while protecting the environ-
ment through energy-efficient products 
and practices. You may have noticed 
the blue-and-white Energy Star labels 

as you’ve strolled through the appliance 
aisles. From kitchen appliances to elec-
tronics to furnaces, Energy Star ranks 
them based on their energy usage, mak-
ing it easy for you to find a unit with the 
features you desire without compromis-
ing your environmental interests. Check 
out energy star.gov to access this valu-
able resource.

As Kermit the Frog concludes on 
the TV commercials for Ford’s hybrid 
 vehicle, it’s becoming easier to be green. 
Though some of these products cost more 
at the time of purchase, many pay back 
real financial benefits in the long term. 
There are also additional financial incen-
tives thanks to Federal tax credits you can 
earn for purchasing products with certain 
environmental standards. Check with your 
tax advisor for more information.

In the strawbale home Kristin and I 
are building, we’ve chosen to examine 
all of our product decisions through a 
green lens. That’s not to say that we’ve 
always made the most environmental 
choice. Other factors, including cost, 
functionality and aesthetics, were also 
factored in and sometimes won out over 
a more environmental option. I share this 
to stress that each of us needs to make our 
own choices for our own reasons when it 
comes to greening our homes. Strawbale 
walls may work for us, an Energy Star 
washing machine finds its way into your 
home, and perhaps the neighbor down the 
road pops in some new energy- efficient 
windows. We each do our part in our own 
way to build and live with greater consid-
eration for the planet. 

Jeff Feldman’s interests lie in helping 
people become aware of their connections 
to the natural world and understanding 
their impacts upon it. He is currently 
expressing his environmental values by 
building a “green” home in Berkeley 
County, W.Va. For more info on his house 
project or green building in general, con-
tact Jeff at jfeld33@aol.com.

Building  
with Consideration 
for the Planet
Jeff Feldman
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This decking material installs just 
like wood but is made from 100% 
recycled plastic milk jugs.

Strawbale walls 
provide excel-

lent insulation in 
Jeff Feldman and 

Kristin Alexander’s 
green home.

Jeff Feldman and Kristin 
Alexander’s green home is 
almost complete.

Many people come to this area 
with a dream of buying some 
acreage and living in the coun-

try, while people with local roots going 
back centuries strive to keep the acreage 
that they already have. Today’s reali-
ties make both difficult. Increasing land 
values leading to higher taxes make rural 
land a liability unless it brings in cash. It 
is harder and harder to make money from 
the land and much easier to just sell out. 

 Sallie Spaulding’s Jefferson County 
roots go extremely deep. “I’m the sev-
enth generation of my family to live on 
this land,” she said, at her home just out-
side Shepherdstown.

The property has been in her family 
since the early 1700s. Her father, Henry 
Shepherd, now 86, still lives in the old 
family home, Bellevue, which was built 
between 1750 and 1770. Her sister and 
brother-in-law live in the stone house 
on the farm that was built for guests in 
1910. 

The farm originally included what 
is now Willowdale and part of the Cress 
Creek subdivision. Like many farms of 
its era, it even supported some small 
industries, including a stone quarry and a 
mill for producing linsey-woolsey fabric, 
along spring-fed streams that still flow. 
Overgrown ruins of old buildings can be 
found in the woods where nature is striv-
ing to reclaim them. 

 Sallie and her husband Pete call 
their portion of the original property 
HomeView Farm. “When the leaves are 
off the trees, we can see the old farm-
house and barn from here,” Sallie said. 

“And when the leaves are on the trees, 
you can’’ see any of the lights from the 
college or the road, and it’s like it prob-
ably was a hundred years ago.”

When her father inherited the farm, 
it was a dairy, and he switched to raising 
beef cattle. Sallie and Pete are deter-
mined to keep what’s left of the farm 
in agriculture, and they are going in yet 
another direction. They have been work-
ing on their acreage for over 10 years, 
transforming part of it into a nursery to 
supply their landscaping business, and 
part to house Sallie’s horses, Welsh 
ponies (a pony is defined as a small 
horse 14.2 hands high or smaller) and a 
quarter horse mare.

“She’s horses, horses, horses!” Pete 
declared. 

Pete came to the panhandle in 1979 
from Glen Echo, Md. He explained that 
he has been a landscape designer for 
over 30 years, and in the off-season, he 
has worked in construction. He came to 
help build a log cabin in Bakerton, saw 
opportunities, and relocated.

Right now the Spauldings have 15 
acres in nursery stock, all shrubs and 
ornamental grasses that Pete describes as 
“deer safe.”

“I’ve had to re-think whole design 
concepts because of the deer,” Pete said 
with resignation. 

They stressed that the nursery is not 
a retail establishment or garden center, 
since the nature of their business does 
not accommodate drop-ins. However, 
the Spauldings do welcome customers to 
come out and buy if they call and make 
an appointment.

When one thinks of a nursery, it 
brings to mind rows of potted trees and 
shrubs. You will not see the potted plants 
when you drive into HomeView Farm, 
although they are present. The smaller 
plants in their pots are out of sight on the 
lower portion of the property, along the 
spring-fed stream that provides the irri-
gation water.

Much of the nursery stock is planted 
in sprawling display gardens along the 
road near the house, but the plants can 
be easily dug up for sale. It is easy to 

see a designer’s touch in the gardens that 
meander around rock outcroppings

“It makes the place look beautiful 
and gives customers an idea of what 
things will actually look like when they 
are planted out,” said Pete. 

 Sallie pointed out some large vibur-
nums—actually more like small trees 
than shrubs. “We let a few grow out to 
their mature size so that people will have 
a real feel for the mature garden,” she 
said.

“We stayed with the natural con-
tours of the land rather than bulldozing 
and flattening everything.” Sallie indi-
cated the gently rolling hills, adding that 
it was pleasant to ride horses over the 
hills, through the woods and down to the 
river. “Riding a pony is like walking a 
dog,” she mused, “It’s the same sort of 
 companionship.”

The Spauldings specialize in a selec-
tion of shrubs and ornamental grasses 
that are unpalatable to deer. About a 
fourth of the plants are natives. There are 
several different types of boxwood, rang-
ing from dwarf to columnar, many vibur-
num cultivars, and dozens of ornamental 
grasses suitable for shade or sun.

They do not do their own plant 
propagation. The nursery stock is raised 
from rooted cuttings that are brought in, 
then grown for three to five years before 
they are sold.

Pete does the on-site work while 
Sallie runs the office and works with 
her horses. She used to work on clients’ 
flowerbeds, but that part of the business 
was phased out as too time-consuming. 
She still helps out in the nursery but her 
horses are her true passion.

 Sallie was raised on the farm and 
always had horses as a child. “I used to 
ride into town,” she recalled, “and we 
took sleigh rides in winter.”

She is active in the local pony riders 
club and offers ponies for use in events. 
She rode in the Christmas parade and 
may ride in the Easter parade. She says 
that although she doesn’t teach riding, 
she mentors young riders and helps older 
riders get back into riding after being 
away from horses for some time. 

Pete describes the farm as a perfect 
mix of Sallie’s love for the property and 
horses, and his love for his work.

When it comes to the jobs, Pete 
is a hands-on man. “I love my work,” 
he declared. “I don’t turn it over to my 
crew. I’m in the field every day.”

He puts in trees, shrubs, and peren-
nial beds and specializes in what he calls 
hardscape, which includes flagstones, 
brick, dry stack, and masonry walls. “Not 
concrete pavers,” he added emphatically. 
“I like to use material from the site. I’ll 
have them save rocks from –excavation.”

Most of his business comes from 
referrals, and he works with custom 
builders. He observed that new subdivi-
sions use formula plantings, while “each 
job is entirely different for us. We don’t 
plant for instant effects. We take the long 
view so that years from now trees won’t 
be crowded.”

He noted that they have many long-
term customers. They develop the land-
scape with them, within their budgets, 
with goals over time. They do a little 
maintenance for long-term customers and 
a few homeowners associations, but he 
stressed that they don’t do mowing.

Their only problem has been find-
ing and keeping committed and skilled 
employees. “Our number-one employee 
is a woman who has worked for us for 
six years,” said Pete. “She does every-
thing, from plant care to masonry.”

Pete enjoys putting his knowledge 
and abilities to work for Shepherdstown. 
He is on the board of Elmwood 
Cemetery as landscaper, on the Tree 
Committee, and he landscaped Viola 
Devonshire Park, which he describes 
as a “little gem that doesn’t get noticed 
enough.”

The Spauldings are consider-
ing  having an open house weekend at 
their nursery some time in the future. 
Meanwhile, they invite you to give them 
a call at (304) 876-2096 if you would 
like to visit. 

Claire Stuart likes to write about people 
and animals.

Pete and Sallie Spaulding

Sallie and Pete Spaulding
Keeping the Family Farm

Claire Stuart
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It is likely that when many of us 
think back to our early education, we 
remember one or two teachers who 

stand out from the rest in terms of their 
influence on our lives. Indeed, careers are 
chosen and self-esteem is developed (or 
not) based on experiences that we have 
with teachers. Traci Carter is the kind 
of teacher whose name appears often on 
her former students’ lists of their most 
loved and respected teachers. You tend to 
hear a lot of superlatives when Carter is 
described by her students—known as “the 
Carter kids”—and their parents. Carter 
is vivacious and friendly, dramatically 
attractive, perceptive and intelligent, and 
warmly authentic.

Carter herself was influenced by two 
teachers in particular when she was in sev-
enth and ninth grades. She decided when 
she was in the ninth grade that she would 
become a teacher because of the profound 
effect her teachers had on her life. “I had a 
teacher who moved me,” Carter said, “and 
I wanted to be just like her.”

Carter may be unique among teach-
ers in that her primary goal is to build 
her students’ self-esteem. “I want my 
kids to be happy,” she states. “When 
they are happy, I can teach them any-
thing.” She tells her students they must 
first respect themselves, and secondly 
respect each other. She does not demand 
their respect for herself; she earns it.

Carter was born in Huntington, 
W.Va. and then lived in Proctorville, 
Ohio until the age of 9. A life-changing 
event occurred when she was six years 
old—her father, an avid fisherman, was 
flying to Canada for a fishing trip when 
his plane crashed and he was killed. Her 
dad’s death, understandably, caused great 
anxiety for young Traci, and it was part 
of what led to her interest in working 
with children. She briefly considered 
becoming a child psychologist and, while 
studying education, she specialized in 
behavioral disorders.

“My childhood made me a better 
teacher,” Carter remarked. “I understand 
kids who are angry or withdrawn. There 
is always a reason, and if you dig deep 
you get through the layers and you can 
reach them.”

Carter’s mother, a legal secretary, 
eventually remarried and the family 
moved to Milton, W.Va., where she 
lived until she went to college. 

Carter’s father was a salesman, and 
many people, including her mom, have 
told her that she inherited his charisma 
and persuasive skills. “He could talk to 
anyone,” Carter said, “and I guess I can, 
too.”

Her stepfather was a welder and 
builder and, collectively, her parents 
taught Carter and her younger brother 
the value of an education. Carter’s 
brother is now a dentist living with his 
wife and children in North Carolina. The 
two siblings were close growing up and 
remain close, although their visits are 
limited primarily to holidays.

Carter decided to go to Glenville 
State College where she was offered an 
academic scholarship. There she met 
her future husband, Don Bullett, who 
teaches physical education and coaches 
basketball in Berkeley County. The cou-
ple lives in Martinsburg. Bullett comes 
from an athletic family, which includes 
his sister, Olympic gold-medalist Vicky 
Bullett, and a brother who played pro-
fessional baseball. Carter remembers 
the best  wedding present she and her 
husband received: a trip to the 1992 
Barcelona Olympics from Vicky. She 
now claims 

her sister-in-law as one of her best 
friends. “We finish each other’s  
sentences.”

Carter speaks lovingly of Shepherds-
town, where she has taught for 23 years, 
first at Shepherdstown Elementary 
School and then Shepherdstown Middle 
School. She is currently in her fifth year 
of teaching sixth grade science at Shep-
herdstown Middle School and relates 
that she plans to retire there. “I love the 
 community of Shepherds town. I love the 
people, the history, the parents.”  

While many Jefferson and Berkeley 
County teachers are going to neighbor-
ing states where the salaries are higher, 
Carter intends to stay in Shepherdstown 
to follow the progress of her former 
 students. “I enjoy watching my kids 
grow up. I want to be able to follow 
them through and see their high school 
and college successes.”

Prior to working at the Middle 
School, Carter taught special education, 
first grade, and then second grade at 
the Elementary School. Contrasting the 
experiences of teaching at the elemen-
tary level with teaching at the middle 
school level, Carter said she loved the 
innocence and sweetness of the children 
in elementary school, but she thinks it 
is much more difficult to teach younger 
children. “Elementary teachers deserve 
to get paid more than any other type of 
teacher, because there is so much that 
they have to do.”

Although teaching at Shepherdstown 
Middle School requires a faster pace, 
Carter finds it much easier because she 
has to plan for only one subject. The 
downside, though, is that there is an 
excessive amount of paperwork required 
and she spends countless hours grading 
labs and papers. Carter’s paperwork is 
compounded since she is the team leader 
for the sixth grade, a responsibility for 
which she is paid an extra $2.92 per day!

When Carter began teaching at 
Shepherdstown Elementary School, the 
teachers took her under their wings and 
helped her a lot. She mentioned Sally 
Adams and Nancy Cline as being partic-
ularly helpful, along with the principals, 
first Mr. Hitt and then Ms. Offutt.

Carter loves the quote from Martin 
Luther King, Jr., “Injustice anywhere is 
a threat to justice everywhere.” She tries 
to be extremely fair and to treat her stu-
dents with respect. 

Carter believes good teaching “starts 
in the heart” and that being smart is not 
enough. In order to be a good teacher 
you must also be able to relate to your 
kids. “I teach from the heart. I grieve 
when students don’t make the grade I 
think they should. I get angry sometimes 
when they do not do their best, and that 
includes anything they do—playing a 
basketball game, going to Math Field 
Day, singing in the chorus, or walking 
away from a fight. I am a firm believer 
in doing your best. I like to think, as a 
teacher; it’s one of the things I do best . . 
. motivating my kids to do their best.”

“Hope is one of my favorite words,” 
said Carter. “It’s so difficult when I don’t 
get through to my kids, when things 
don’t go the way you hope they will.”

Truly, hope is something that Carter
inspires in her students, their families, and
her colleagues—the hope that they can 
be better people, the hope that they can 
achieve any goal they set, and the hope 
that together they can build a better world.

Marie Carter is not related to Traci 
Carter, although she would be proud to 
admit it if she were!

The Carter Kids
Marie Carter

Traci Carter

Rockymarsh Run meanders across 
Jefferson County, along the 
Berkeley County line, and emp-

ties into the Potomac River just below 
Dam #4, which still generates electric-
ity via rope-driven turbine for Allegany 
Power. Early settlers would have valued 
open property along the run for grazing 
their animals and the availability of fresh 
water from one of the seven springs that 
feed the run. As the run drops toward the 
Potomac, it passes marl pits where pre-
cipitated lime was dug to be spread on 
fields, four mills where corn and wheat 
were ground, and the one-room school-
house in the village of Scrabble. 

The little stream links generations 
and communities. These are the stories 
of several Rockymarsh Run families and 
how they came to live in this special place.

ß
Cooper McQuilkin is 82 years old 

and might be called a retired farmer it 
weren’t for the 
presence on his 
property of few 
head of cattle, 
rolls of hay, and 
various farming 
implements. He 
grew up along 
Rockymarsh 
Run outside of 
Shepherdstown. 
William T. 
McQuilkin, his 
great-grandfa-
ther, grew up 
near the present-
day Dan Ryan 
Stonebridge 
subdivision in Martinsburg and, as 
a teenager, was hired to work at the 
Billmyer Mill along Rockymarsh Run. 

At 26, William married his boss’s 
daughter, ten years his senior. In 1848, 
with her money, they purchased the 
farm and house where Cooper grew up, 
known now as Rock Spring Farm, and it 
has remained in his family ever since.

Seen from the front window are 
 several parcels being prepared for new 
crops: houses. Previous crops and live-
stock included wheat, apples, sheep 
for wool and meat, and dairy cows. 
According to Cooper, the biggest obsta-
cles to farming these days are lawyers 
and deer, neither of which were on the 
farm 30 or 40 years ago. A few deer 
were seen around Elkins and Harmon 
where his mother grew up, and it always 

made the paper whenever someone actu-
ally shot one. 

When Cooper was growing up, 
nobody had any money. Folks had 
dances in their homes, or held them 
at the old fire hall on New Street, and 
occasionally took in a Will Rogers’ com-
edy at the Old Opera House on German 
Street. He and his friends worked on 
the farm and explored when they could. 
He recalls traveling by rowboat down 
Rockymarsh Run with his friends, at 
about age 10 or 12, to a party at the 
Morrow’s by the old Billmyer Mill. They 
had numerous portage points along the 
way to get around wooden floodgates 
erected by farmers to keep livestock con-
fined. They paddled home upstream or 
hitched a ride on a truck with their boat. 

There were occasional fishing 
 expeditions along Rockymarsh Run for 
yellow suckers and stocked rainbow 
trout. Mr. Roessner, who owned the 
candy store in downtown Hagerstown, 
used to stop at the farm to fish and 
brought along candy in a fancy box.

ß
Betty and Leighton Miller moved to 
Hillbrook, their farm along Rockymarsh 
Run in 1973, to give their children 
the opportunity to fish and farm. Ned 
Morrow, a family friend and auctioneer, 
found the property and encouraged them 
to purchase it because it had a source of 
water. Leighton, a schoolteacher, had 
spent a lot of time on his Uncle Charles 
Busey’s farm upstream on Rockymarsh 
Run outside of Winebrenner’s 
Crossroads. Betty, a self-described “city 
girl” from Martinsburg, thought she was 
“really coming to the country” when she 
crossed over to the Jefferson County side 
of Rockymarsh Run. She raised chick-
ens, sold eggs, and churned butter from 
the milk of their small dairy herd, milked 
by hand by Leighton before he went to 
teach school. All three children, Julie, 
Mike, and Matt, raised livestock for their 
Swan Pond 4-H projects. More than 
once, the children learned about preda-
tor-prey relationships along the stream as 
they saw the live-action attacks of snap-
ping turtles on hapless goslings. 

At the end of a hot day baling hay, 
everyone headed for the run to cool off. 
The Millers’ summer vacation destina-
tion was Rockymarsh Run, where they 
hiked, fished, swam, picnicked and went 
tubing with their friends from school and 
church. The Swan Pond 4-H members 
were frequent visitors, as were Betty’s 

piano students, who would often linger 
after their lessons. In fall, up to 125 
 people would turn out to make apple 
 butter, starting at 5 a.m. and ending 
with lasagna supper around 5 p.m. The 
extreme sledding events at the Miller 
farm challenged the riders to bail out 
before they crashed in the run. 

Julie Miller Sausser, now living in 
Indianapolis, was a Berkeley County 
Youth Fair Queen, and remembers using 
the stream mud for facials and skin treat-
ments with her cousin Robin Almquist 
when they were about 12 years old. Julie 
also tells an incredible story of surfing in 
“Joe’s Tub,” the swimming hole where 
legend has it that a young boy named Joe 
took baths as a child. By holding onto a 
long rope suspended from a tree above 
Joe’s Tub, the Miller children could bal-
ance on an old piece of plywood in the rif-
fles and ride the current down into the tub.

ß
Christian and Carl Thomas’s parents 
moved to 
Scrabble in 1992 
because the 
run reminded 
their mother of 
the stream that 
ran beside her 
home when she 
was growing 
up. Christian, 
14, and Carl, 
11, have spent 
endless hours 
with their dogs, 
friends, and 
 family, exploring 
the stream, leaf 
fishing, playing 
“Winnie-the-
Pooh sticks,” building bridges, looking 
for crayfish and other creatures, and 
floating on inner tubes. The boys have 
had lots of opportunities for unstructured 
play on the run because, as they say, 
“Our house will be the last to have air 

conditioning, cable TV, or high-speed 
Internet.” Wading in the stream has 
brought relief on many hot summer days. 

The boys have learned to stay out of 
the poison ivy along the stream banks and 
how to identify jewelweed, the natural 
antidote to poison ivy. They have used the 
run for science fair projects, dipping nets 
into the stream to catch aquatic bugs that 
they identified and counted to assess the 
water quality in the run.

Every spring the beautiful cacoph-
ony of the spring peepers brings the fam-
ily outside in the evening to listen. The 
gurgling of the stream is the background 
sound for all outdoor activities at their 
home, and if they listen closely at night, 
they can hear the stream from their bed-
room windows. I hope you will hear the 
sweet sounds of spring peepers later this 
month. Listen closely, especially as you 
come around the corner at Scrabble and 
Turner Roads. 

ß
On one hand, the status of 

Rockymarsh Run today isn’t too good. 
The West Virginia Department of 
Environmental Protection has listed it as 
a “biologically impaired stream” due to 
high fecal coliform count, loss of ripar-
ian buffer zones, and insensitive land 
uses. On the other hand, things are look-
ing up. The National Fish Habitat Action 
Plan identifies it as a prime candidate 
for restoration of West Virginia’s only 
native trout, the Eastern Brook Trout. 
The run will be a case study in Green 
Infrastructure courses offered throughout 
the United States to help communities 
develop strategies for conservation and 
growth. It is under consideration for 
an Environmental Protection Agency 
Targeted Watershed Grant. According to 
Joe Hankins, director of the Freshwater 
Institute, “There are so many things in 
the world that we can’t imagine how to 
influence …but maybe we can save a 
stream than runs by each of us.”

If you would like to share your story 
about life along Rockymarsh Run or get 
involved in the Rockymarsh Run Network, 
please visit http://www.rocky marshrun.org.

Carolyn Thomas moved to West Virginia 
in 1984. She is a visiting assistant profes-
sor in the Department of Health, Physical 
Education, Recreation and Sports at 
Shepherd University. She is a founding 
member of the Rockymarsh Run Network, 
a citizen watershed organization formed 
to promote enjoyment and protection of 
this natural resource.

Life Along Rockymarsh Run
Carolyn Thomas

Carl with his dog Corky 

Cooper McQuilkin

Betty and Leighton Miller
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The title of this essay came to me 
with a splintering crash. I had 
just walked into Shepherdstown’s 

Opera House movie theatre to see Al 
Gore’s similarly titled film when, true 
to its reputation, the Bradford pear tree 
in front of the theatre parked its largest 
branch on the car beneath it.

The irony was not subtle, but then 
very little about the Bradford pear is. Its 
first-on-the-block spring flower show 
is extravagant. The scent of its flowers 
packs a powerful punch in the nose with 
an odor often compared to rotting fish 
or cat vomit. It grows fast with a formal, 
near-perfect teardrop shape and it drops 
not just leaves, but entire branches. How 
did such a tree come to grace so many 
yards and line so many city streets? It 
was time to do some research.

The more I learned about Pyrus 
calleryana ’Bradford,’ the more incon-
venient this essay was becoming. Would 
I really have to tell people to cut down 
their favorite trees? 

In the early 20th century, a French 
missionary in China named J. Callery 
collected seeds of an ornamental pear 
tree to which his name would soon be 
attached. Gardeners today might not 
recognize the wild Callery pear mostly 
because of its wicked thorns. Soon after 
Callery’s discovery, a one-hundred-
pound bag of seed arrived at the Plant 
Introduction Station in Glen Dale, Md., 
where U.S. Department of Agriculture 
scientists planned to raise the trees as 
rootstock for cultivated pears. In the 
early 1950s, among all the seedlings 
from that bag of seeds, one grew up 
without thorns. 

Plant breeders recognized the poten-
tial of the thornless, barren pear as an 
ornamental tree. They named their new 
cultivar Bradford and in 1963 sent it 
out into the world, where it exceeded 
expectations. Nurseries touted its myriad 
attributes: an early spring shower of 
frothy white flowers, glossy green sum-
mer leaves, striking fall color. The tree 
was adaptable, disease resistant, and pol-
lution tolerant. It was also self-sterile so 
it did not produce any messy fruit. These 
characteristics made it popular not only 
among homeowners, but also for com-
munities and retailers looking for trees 

that could withstand the conditions in the 
tiny planting islands of parking lots and 
sidewalks.

By 1982, the Bradford pear had 
become a horticultural cliché. It was 
ubiquitous and still selling well. The 
National Landscape Association deemed 
it the second most popular tree in 
America after the flowering crabapple. 
By then, however, its flaws were begin-
ning to show, and they were sometimes 
fatal.

Two of the 
Bradford pear’s 
best character-
istics, its vig-
orous growth 
and  compact, 
pyramidal shape, 
conspired to 
create its most 
inconvenient 
characteristic: As 
it reaches matu-
rity (15 to 20 
years), the nar-
row angles of its 
branches weaken 
under the weight 
of its dense foli-
age. This is when 
the trees start 
dropping large, heavy branches on the 
cars parked beneath them. Just as often, 
they split completely in two. Their dense 
canopy also makes them prone to top-
pling in a gusty wind.

The story might have ended there 
as towns began banning Bradford pears 
from their streetscapes and homeown-
ers went looking to replace their broken 
trees. But plant breeders went back to 
their potting shed. 

Soon, new “improved” Callery 
pears were introduced. ’Aristocrat,’ 
’Chanticleer’ and ’Redspire’ are touted 
as stronger-standing trees with all or 
most of the positive characteristics of 
their wayward antecedent. This is where 
I am reminded of that old margarine 
commercial admonishment, “It’s not nice 
to fool Mother Nature!”

Recall that one of Bradford’s best 
attributes was that it was self-sterile. 
Basically, all Bradford pears were clones 
of that first seedling discovered 50 

years ago. This meant there would be 
no unwanted seeds or baby Bradfords 
sprouting in garden beds and sidewalk 
cracks. When the new cultivars were 
introduced, Bradford was no longer the 
only Callery pear on the block. With the 
help of the birds and the bees, Bradford 
pears began bearing fruit, and Callery 
pears were sprouting up in droves. These 
trees are not Bradfords; they are crosses 
between different cultivars and, as is 

often the case 
when this hap-
pens, the new 
generation is 
reverting to the 
characteristics 
of the original 
species—thorns 
and all!

Thickets 
of blooming 
Callery pears 
along streams, 
roads and wood-
land edges might 
seem like a 
lovely addition 
to our wild land-
scapes, but this 
beauty is really a 
beast. In fact, the 

Sierra Club calls it a Frankenstein tree. 
The National Park Service has listed it 
as an alien invader, and the Department 
of Agriculture (where it all began) has 
removed the trees from the parking lot at 
the National Arboretum. 

As with all invasive, nonnative 
species, the Callery pear is threatening 
to crowd out native species in natural 
areas. Its adaptability and tolerance for 
a variety of conditions often give it an 
advantage in the never-ending battle for 
turf among plants. 

Invasion by alien plants is second 
only to direct habitat destruction as the 
greatest cause of native plant extinction. 

I was inspired by Al Gore’s 
Inconvenient Truth to switch from incan-
descent to fluorescent light bulbs. I was 
inspired by the inconveniently planted 
tree outside the theatre to call for garden-
ers to make a similar switch. Fortunately, 
it is really not an inconvenience. There 
are a number of native spring-flowering 

trees that easily outshine the Bradford 
pear. 

Blackhaw (Viburnum prunifolium) 
This viburnum grows either as a shrub 
or a small tree to about 20 feet. Its but-
tery white blooms appear in mid-spring 
and give way to late summer clusters of 
dark blue raisinlike fruits. Butterflies and 
birds are attracted to this upland native. 
It tolerates dry, rocky soil and can be 
grown in sun or light shade. 

Serviceberry (Amelanchier) There 
are numerous serviceberry species, some 
more shrublike, but all put forth a spray 
of snowy white blooms in the early 
spring. In June, look for sweet, red ber-
ries and pick them quickly because the 
birds love them too. 

Fringetree (Chionanthus virgini-
cus) This is my favorite, and I am sur-
prised to find only a few planted in the 
Shepherdstown area. It makes a spectac-
ular specimen tree, growing to 20 to 25 
feet. Also known as Old Man’s Beard, 
fringetree can be planted in full sun or 
in the filtered shade of larger trees. In 
May it is covered in cascading, sweetly 
fragrant white blooms. If you have both 
male and female trees, they will produce 
dark purple berries in the fall that are 
good for migrating birds. 

Redbud (Cercis canadensis) and 
Dogwood (Cornus florida) are also at 
the top of my list. These two natives 
and their cultivars (including a white-
blooming redbud, ’Royal White’) are 
readily available at most nurseries and 
garden centers. The others are worth a 
trip to a smaller, specialized nursery, or 
to the garden fair at the Virginia state 
arboretum in nearby Boyce, Va. on 
Mother’s Day weekend (May 13 and 14 
this year). Most conveniently, several 
native species will also be available at 
Shepherdstown’s May Day plant sale 
sponsored by the Potomac-Mecklenburg 
Garden Club on Saturday, May 5, in the 
Trinity Episcopal churchyard from 9 
a.m. until the plants are all sold (usually 
by 11 a.m.). This is an event that local 
gardeners line up for. See you there! 

Monica Dailey Grabowska is a 
Shepherdstown educator and award- 
winning garden writer.

An Inconvenient Tree
Monica Dailey Grabowska

Emily Levitan graduated from Jefferson High 
School in 1996, and has achieved an impres-
sive level of success in the short 10 years 

since. She is currently doing post-doctoral work as a 
Research Fellow in the Cardiovascular Epidemiology 
Research Unit at Harvard’s Beth Israel Deaconess 
Medical Center, following her graduation from Brown 
and Harvard. Epidemiology is the study of disease at 
the population level (i.e., epidemics). She is trying to 
determine whether a diet high in fruits, vegetables, and 
low-fat dairy products can prevent congestive heart 
failure—a condition where the heart does not pump 
well. Congestive heart failure can follow heart attacks 
or long-term high blood pressure.

Levitan was born in Washington, D.C., and 
her  parents, Jane and Al Levitan, moved their fam-
ily to Shepherdstown when she was two weeks old. 
She attended Shepherdstown Elementary School, 
Shepherdstown Middle School, and Jefferson High 
School.

In 2000, Levitan received a Bachelor of Science 
degree in chemistry, magna cum laude, from Brown 
University in Providence, R.I. After graduation, she 
moved to California, where she was an editorial assis-
tant and then an assistant editor at Brooks/Cole, a 
textbook publisher. Although she learned a great deal 
at Brooks/Cole, she missed research and the academic 
 setting. After a few years, she decided to go to gradu-
ate school for training in public health research. In 
2004, she received the Master of Science degree in 
epidemiology from the Harvard School of Public Health 
in Boston, Massachusetts, and then she completed a 
Doctor of Science degree in epidemiology at Harvard  
in 2006.

Levitan’s research experience while at Brown 
included an undergraduate teaching and research 
assistantship during which she studied vitamin B-6, as 
well as a summer internship with the National Heart, 
Lung, and Blood Institute in Bethesda, Md. In graduate 
school, she worked for two years as a research assistant 
at Brigham and Women’s Hospital in Boston. Levitan 
is also a visiting researcher at the Karolinska Institute, a 
large medical university in Stockholm, Sweden. She has 
gone to Sweden several times to collaborate with scien-
tists there. She has helped review scientific articles for 
the American Journal of Epidemiology since 2004, and 
she is a member of the American Heart Association.

Levitan attributes her academic and career success 
to her parents’ encouragement and to the education that 
she received in Jefferson County’s public schools. 

 “I had some really great teachers,” said Levitan. 
“The teachers I had at Jefferson High School were as 
good or better than teachers at any private school. It 
is possible to get a good education at lots of different 
places. You can get a good education at Jefferson.”

“Public education is really important,” asserted 
Levitan. “You meet so many different people. In public 
schools, you get a sense of what the world is like.”

While at Jefferson High School, Levitan par-
ticipated in the marching band, the National Honor 
Society, and the academic team. She was recruited by a 
private school while in high school but “it did not seem 
like a good choice for me,” she said. 

As she pursued an Ivy League education, Levitan 
says that at times “it was a little intimidating going to 
college with people who have gone to prep schools.” 
Ultimately, though, she felt better prepared because 
she “had a better sense of how most people in the U.S. 
live.”

Levitan also values the experience she gained while 
a high school student through her work at the USDA 
Appalachian Fruit Research Station, during the sum-
mers and during her senior year at Jefferson. “It was a 
great experience, getting exposed to real science, that I 
probably wouldn’t have gotten elsewhere.”

Throughout her time in Jefferson County schools, 
Levitan says, “I had some teachers who pushed me 

really hard and had a big impact on my education.”  
She mentioned Ms. Lee at Jefferson High School and 
Ms. Walters at Shepherdstown Elementary School as 
being especially challenging.

Levitan has two sisters, Liz and Laura, both living 
and working in Washington, D.C. Liz is a writer for a 
large law firm and Laura is a legislative assistant for a 
trade association. “My parents had the expectation that 
we would do well and do interesting things,” she notes.

Although epidemiology is not a well-known career, 
Levitan was attracted to it because she enjoyed study-
ing chemistry, but she knew that she did not want to be 
a physician or a laboratory scientist. She describes her 
field as one of observational research that includes a lot 
of statistics. 

 “We study whole people,” she said. Her goal is  
to improve health by learning how to prevent disease 
and improve prognosis through diet, lifestyle, and 
 environment.

During Levitan’s graduate studies in epidemiology 
at the Harvard School of Public Health, she pursued an 
interest in the epidemiology of carbohydrate metabo-
lism and heart disease. Levitan studied whether “predia-
betes,” blood sugar that is high, though not high enough 
to be called diabetes, causes heart attacks. She has also 
studied the relationship of glycemic index and glycemic 
load, two measures of carbohydrate quality, with heart 
disease and strokes.

“I’m still in training,” she said. “My current posi-
tion is giving me another three years of training before I 
get out on my own.”

Levitan has a wide range of interests and hobbies. 
She has always enjoyed crafts—mostly origami and 
jewelry design in junior high and high school. She likes 
to knit clothing and lace and belongs to a knitting group 
that meets every week. She has long been a voracious 
reader, although she says, “Now that my work is so 
reading intensive, I read (for fun) a little less.” 

Last winter, Levitan went with a friend to the 
Galapagos. “The most amazing thing I saw was a blue-
footed booby catching a fish while I was snorkeling,” 
she reported. “I like traveling, and I have been trying to 
take every professional opportunity that will send me to 
an interesting place.”

Emily Levitan clearly has a lifetime of interesting 
places to go. And wherever she is, her presence there 
will make it all the more interesting.

Jefferson High School Graduates: Where Are They Now?

Emily Levitan
Marie Carter
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Wayne Wilson may be the 
most heralded athlete in 
the history of Shepherd 
University  football.

He came to Hall of Fame Coach 
Walter Barr’s program in 1975 as a 
cornstalk country boy from Howard 
County, Md., and built himself into a 
six-foot-three, 218-pound running back 
who shared the same backfield as Hall 
of Famer Earl Campbell and Heisman 
Trophy winner George Rogers of the 
New Orleans Saints for many of his nine 
NFL years.

Yet rather than promulgate the 
bright lights and the big city atmosphere 
of the Big Easy or even parlay his fame 
in his final season for the 1987 Super 
Bowl-winning Washington Redskins, 
Wilson, 49, decided to trade the bling-
bling for the small-town atmosphere of 
Shepherdstown. He is a regular counselor 
at the Maryland Correctional Institution 
on Roxbury Road near Hagerstown, Md.

“I think he saw how much impact 
he had as an athlete. He had a good feel 
about what was going on around him. 
He cared for others and always, always 
remembered where he came from. That’s 
the joy of it—a player like that. Wayne 
is an exceptional person. And he was a 

big-time ball player. But he never got too 
big,” said Barr.

He was drafted by the Houston 
Oilers after his final season at then–
Shepherd College (1979), but soon made 
the Saints roster. From 1982 to 1985, 
he was an all-purpose back, rushing for 
more than 2,100 yards in those four sea-
sons.

“I didn’t change my lifestyle when 
I was playing professional ball; I pretty 
much saved my money. My top salary 
for one of those years was $425,000. 
People tell me, ‘Think of what you 
would make if you were playing now?’ 
But I say, ‘Look at Johnny Unitas. 
Consider what he made then and what he 
makes now’,” Wilson said.

Wilson chose to return to Baltimore 
when his career was shortened with 
injury in 1997. He had finished his 
Shepherd diploma in 1980 and became a 
program manager with the city’s Juvenile 
Justice system for the next  14 years. He 
did that and he coached on the side until 
he met a man, Bill Carrigan, who invited 
him to come to the Hagerstown correc-
tional facility and work with inmates.

“I had worked with juveniles, so I
thought I would give it a try,” Wilson said.

Actually, he had come from a stable 
existence, growing up on a farm outside 
of Ellicott City, Md., when Barr found 
him playing for Howard County High 
School. But through working with those 
juveniles in the inner city, he discovered 
a gift for drawing out the innermost 
thoughts of some “people who had done 
some pretty bad things.”

“I come in and sign some auto-
graphs, but I find that the inmates see me 
not so much as a football person, but as 
a man who cares. I played football, but 
they find me as someone who is caring 
and wanting to make a change. They 
look at you eye-to-eye. Some open their 
heart to me and say some things they 
won’t say to anybody. They let me know 
where they are,” he said.

Others can be reticent. They will 
tell Wilson they could have gone where 
he went if such-and-such could have 
 happened. But Wilson is his inspirational 
best with them.

“If you could have been there, why 
didn’t you? I tell them that I sacrificed 
this and that. I was in the weight room 
lifting weights, in the summer running 
miles and miles and miles, visualizing 
myself. Those are things that had my fire 
burning, When I got an opportunity, I 
made the most of it,” Wilson said.

Barr said that when Wilson came to 
campus, “he wasn’t too fond of weight-
lifting. But soon he learned that if he 
wanted to play football, he would have 
to weight lift. He started lifting and his 
arms got bigger and his chest expanded. 
I mean he was cut. Before we knew it, 
he was asking for the key to the weight 
room.” 

“I was drafted in the 12th round by 
the Houston Oilers. I was the 336th pick 
out of 356. It wasn’t like the Army. I 
was elated to go. But I would have gone 
to the Army if I had been drafted there,” 
he said.

Instead, Wilson followed a different 
path that brought him back to Shepherds-
town, where he is still throwing a block 
or two for those less fortunate.

In addition to his work with the 
inmate program called “Lifestyles,” he 
is a frequent speaker at Wright-Denny 
Middle School where he discusses gang 
life and drugs with eighth graders head-
ing toward high school

“In Lifestyles, we talk about foot-
ball, life in general. They spend time 
learning so that when they get out they 
stay out. We try to give them some kind 
of resources, to learn, think. What they 
have to do so they do not come back,” 
Wilson said

Wilson and his wife, Barbara Bell, 
a former dentist, operate Devonshire on 
Princess Street, a specialty home acces-
sory store. Together, they have children 
of high school and college age.

His football life isn’t completely 
behind him, though. He has been an 
assistant coach with the Shepherd Rams 
for the two seasons when the teams, not 
surprisingly, have gone to consecutive 
NCAA Division II playoffs.

Jim Laise is the senior writer for 
WVSports.com, a content-driven, interac-
tive Web site for fans of the West Virginia 
University Mountaineers.
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 “I come in and sign 

some autographs, but 

I find that the inmates 

see me not so much as a 

football person, but as a 

man who cares.”

Wayne Wilson
Life After Football

Jim Laise

Travel Travails
Marge Dower

O wad some Power the giftie gie us
Ta see oursels as ithers see us!

—Robert Burns
“To a Louse”

1959 was an exciting 
year. The Northeast 
Extension of the 

Pennsylvania Turnpike was complete. 
Huzzah! No longer would my husband, 
John, and I have to weave in and out of 
old Rt. 9 as we carted our young sons 
and their animals from Philadelphia up to 
the Thousands Islands for the summer: a 
trip made exhausting by narrow winding 
roads, small towns with “SLOW DOWN, 
this means YOU” signs. 

The boys’ cries of, “Are we there 
yet?” didn’t mean the islands, but the 
delight of going through a small town 
named Hop Bottom. We always stopped 
at Hop Bottom to walk the dog, relieve 
the boys, and listen again to their increas-
ingly annoying scatological jokes about 
the name of that little town. I couldn’t 
even say, “Act your age,” because they 
were acting their age—seven to ten.

No more Hop Bottom, no more long 
slow trips behind lumbering farm wagons 
or high school parades. We were going 
to travel at night while the boys and the 
animals slept.

Ah, yes, the animals. John and I had 
the first Pippin dog. When our oldest son 
begged for a guinea pig, how could we 
say no? The guinea pig, Poncho, came 
with a friend named Frank, so then there 
were two. John built a Taj Mahal of a 
cage for them. Second son came home 
from our Episcopal church fair with a 
Belgian hare bunny. So sweet. Another 
cage just as big and elegant was con-
structed to fit next to the first in the back 
of the station wagon. One twin had two 

parakeets named Hayes and Christine 
who lived in a proper cage.

The other twin came home with two 
little brown and black female laboratory 
mice (another church fair item—almost 
enough to force me to leave the church, 
except this was from the Bryn Mawr 
Presbyterian church. I couldn’t threaten 
to leave without joining first.) The only 
cage we could find had been vacated by 
a late, lamented hamster. The mice could 
slip out through the bars, but their master 
solved the problem by making the cage 
so mouse-friendly that the girls never 
wanted to stray too far. He put a box of 
tissue outside of the cage. They spent all 
their time pulling out one tissue, stuffing 
it into the cage and shredding it into nest-
ing material and returning for another. 
When the tissue nest almost filled the 
cage we would toss it out. The girls 
would start building all over again. Every 
now and then they would venture into the 
parakeet’s cage to scarf some seed. At 
first the birds objected loudly, but later 
they got used to the girls and seemed to 
enjoy their regular visitors.

This year, because of the number of 
children (four) and animals (eight), we 
decided to each take a car and divide up 
the livestock. John took the small, more 
reliable Anglia, a dog, and three boys. I 
drove the larger old station wagon with 
the son who got carsick and the rest of 
the animals.

First we stowed the animal crates 
and put the boys’ duffle bags on top of 
the crates, then we nestled the parakeet’s 
cage and the mouse cage between the 
soft bags. Because we had a very poor 
heating and cooling system in the car, we 
covered the whole shebang with blankets. 

Our delight with the turnpike was 
unbounded—we could steadily cruise 

along. The regular motion lulled the 
boys and the animals to sleep. I started 
off first and John followed to save me if 
the wagon broke down and to watch my 
speed. (I have always operated on the 
theory that if a machine was designed to 
go 85 to 95 mph on the autobahn, it got 
sulky if driven too slowly.) My public 
excuse was that we didn’t have cruise 
control, and as I drove my pedal foot got 

tired and heavier.
By the time we reached the Scranton 

end of the turnpike, it was around 3 
a.m. I admit I was getting a bit tired. As 
I rolled down the window to hand the 
man in the booth my card and money, he 
suddenly froze. Then he said in a very 
strange shaky voice, “Lady, Lady, don’t 
panic—just keep calm,” and then in a 
whisper “Keep calm, keep calm, there’s a 
mouse in your car.” 

“Oh,” I replied tiredly with a huffy 
sigh of annoyance, impatiently proffering 
my money, “That’s OK. She’s just look-
ing for the parakeets.” 

He stared hard at me and gave me 
my change in silence. 

We pulled in at the all-night truck 
stop in Binghamton around 4 a.m. and 
piled out for a bit of R-and-R. John and I 
were enjoying our coffee while the chil-
dren had doughnuts and milk, when John 
suddenly asked, “What happened back 
there at the toll booth?” 

“I just paid the toll,” I replied. 
Oldest son snorted his milk and 

laughed, “That’s not what Dad meant.” 
Then I remembered and told them 

about the mouse incident. Oldest son 
said, “When Dad went to pay, he had to 
honk to get the man’s attention, and then 
the man said, ‘See that car ahead? That is 
some crazy lady!’”

I was so surprised. I never thought 

how odd it must have looked to the poor 
man, for everything in the back of the 
wagon was covered. Of course, I must 
have seemed unpleasant and strange. 
“What did Dad reply?” I asked. 

There was a dead silence. John red-
dened and looked away. The boys started 
to giggle. Eldest son said, “Dad said, 
‘Yes, I know. I’m married to her.’”

I’m still embarrassed when I think of 
that trip. It took the “Wee, sleekit, cow-
rin, tim’rous beastie”  of another Burns’ 
poem to make me aware of the fact that 
what might seem obvious to me looks 
odd to others. I was ashamed that I did 
not keep my impatience under control 
and my response less tart. 

Odd. For all my resolve, 50 years 
later I still find myself needing 

the Power’s giftie
Ta see meself as ithers see me!* 

Marge Dower is slowly adjusting to the 
wilds of eastern Maryland, but she still 
cheers for the Mountaineers

____________
* Robert Burns,  “To a Mouse on Turning up 
Her Nest With a Plough”
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Résumé
Years from now when I fill out my résumé
I can hear the boss man say
“Don’t pay him if he cares!
put his soul in a cage,
Let it age,
Because it’s just like wine,
then take it out,
Make it shout,
then let me drink him,
Because he’s just like wine.
Abuse him,
till you can’t use him,
Because
If he does it for fun
the work doesn’t get done.
Don’t pay him if he cares.”

teacher
I am not complex
I’m actually quite simple
You don’t accept simplicity
You carve mazes in my skin
where there are straight roads and maps
while there are private property signs
You barge in
go into my dungeons
You dance in the mazes
And get lost
I hear you cry
But I don’t know my own mazes
I don’t need to 
I don’t want to
You mess with my brain
erase what I know
Redo my body
Make me complex
So you will be right.

principal
You took my freedom away!
what my fathers fought for,
And you decide it’s not healthy for me
to breathe the cleaner air of outside.
My skin holds me inside
But if it breaks,
You’d better be ready to abide by MY rules!
My résumé has more references than yours
Because I mingle!
And you sit in your office with your unplugged tV,
playing with our counselors!
You think you can bribe me with a purple piece of paper!
I’m still waiting for your secretaries to 
SHut You up!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Sunset
Last night I saw
god dip his fingers in the sun 
And streak the color across the clouds,
Smearing everything,
And then I heard a voice like lightning say 
“Look mommy! I painted a sunset!”

Jim
Jim, Jim,
the basement guy,
couldn’t keep our cellar dry, 
But he’s persistent,
He just won’t stop,
He will not let the matter drop!
About the bill it is no more,
He thinks dad is such a snore,
that mom deserves a better man,
So, Jim thinks he can
Ask for her hand and she’ll say yes.
He knows it’s just a guess,
But he really thinks he’s right,
So he tries with all his might.
He calls and calls and calls and calls,
He wants to put lining on our walls,
But dad says 
“no!”
He doesn’t agree. 
neither does mom, Maura, or me,
So next time Jim gives mom the eyes,
He is in for a surprise.

Antrim Ross
 Five Poems

Edited by Ed Zahniser

Antrim Ross reads her poetry at the monthly 
first-Sunday open readings hosted by Ilona 
Popper at Shaharazade’s Exotic Tea Room 
on German Street in Shepherdstown. She 
lives in Jefferson County.

If nobody you know has been in 
prison and you have never been a 
victim of a crime, why should you 

be concerned about prison inmates? 
Prison outreach volunteer and retired psy-
chologist Bill Carrigan has an answer that 
he describes as “enlightened selfishness.”

“Ninety per cent of all the people in 
prison will eventually be released,” he 
said. He did not have statistics for West 
Virginia, but he said that 51 per cent of 
those released from Maryland prisons 
will return to prison within three years 
for committing new crimes. It costs the 
taxpayers about $23,000 per year to keep 
a person in jail.

“The state just locks them away 
with no preparation for their return to 
society,” he said. “That’s not good for us 
citizens on the outside.” 

Originally from Rutland, Vt., 
Carrigan served as an army psycholo-
gist at Walter Reed Hospital during the 
Vietnam War, and then went into clini-
cal practice in the Maryland suburbs. 
Not wishing to retire to the metropolitan 
area, he looked for a nearby town with 
an “alternative culture.” A friend living 
in Harpers Ferry suggested Shepherds-
town. He and his wife of 30 years, Pat, 
have been here about nine years. 

“My father always did volunteer 
work. I grew up believing that this is 
what a man does,” said Carrigan. “I 
graduated from college in 1961, while 
John Kennedy was President. When he 
said, ‘Ask not what your country can do 
for you, ask what you can do for your 
country,’ I took it seriously.”

Carrigan, who follows the Native 
American spiritual path, says that it is 
also the core of Native American belief. 
“All of us are connected,” he said.

He began visiting Native American 
support groups in prisons in Jessup, Md., 

with his spiritual advisor. He explained 
that all prisoners have the right to prac-
tice their religion, and that they are 
allowed ceremonies and teaching times. 
Carrigan now serves as spiritual advisor 
for the Native American religious group 
at the Maryland Correctional Institution 
of Hagerstown (MCIH).

“I’m not scared of prisoners,” he 
said, emphasizing that they are human 
beings apart from their criminal labels. “I 
see the goodness inside, and I feel sad-
ness for the good that is locked up.”

When Carrigan first moved to this 
area, he took a course through Jefferson 
County Adult Education—the Alterna-
tives to Violence Program taught by 
Mike Hagstad. That program originated 
25 years ago in New York when prison 
in mates wanted to start a program to 
reach at-risk kids. They needed assis-
tance, and Quakers helped put together a 
program for both inside and outside prison.

After completing the course, 
Carrigan’s next step was to get involved 
with the Community Correctional 
Services Committee (CCSC), a volunteer 
organization serving the MCIH. The 
organization supports many programs 
for the prison population, including the 
Alternatives to Violence Program. 

“Rehab programs in the Maryland 
prison system are not very strong,” said 
Carrigan. “Many programs have been 
pulled out because of the lack of funds. 
The prison population is increasing and 
recidivism is high, but money goes into 
staffing and new jails instead of programs.”

Carrigan went on to say that it is 
often bad politically for elected officials 
to promote prison programs because they 
will be accused of being “soft on crime.” 
“The home bases of politicians don’t 
support the programs,” he said regretfully.

The CCSC raises money for prison 
programs and gets the word out about 
the need for volunteers, including doc-
tors and nurses for the health fair and 
volunteers for self-help groups such as 
Alcoholics Anonymous. They support 
literacy programs, religious activities, the 
prison library, newspaper, art and music 
groups, and veterans’ groups. With the 
help of the Salvation Army, Christmas 

gifts of toiletries are provided for 
inmates. The Episcopal Church provided 
a grant for the prison greenhouse, where 
inmates learn management and horticul-
tural skills and grow plants for prison 
landscaping. 

A prison branch of the Jaycees 
encourages responsibility, community 
involvement, and leadership. The mem-
bers raise money and give it to outside 
charities such as the March of Dimes, 
Martin Luther King Center, and various 
children’s homes.

Carrigan explained that the prison 
Alternative to Violence Program is 
not therapy. Rather, it consists of role-
playing exercises in problem resolution. 
Participants learn the skills of nonviolent 
conflict resolution by mastering listen-
ing skills and learning to empathize with 
another’s viewpoint, resulting in greater 
self-value.

“We all have the ability to solve 
problems nonviolently,” he said, “but 
that talent is not fertilized in many sur-
roundings. The program helps the men 
to know what tools they have. The men 
take off their masks and see that we are 
all the same.”

The basic program consists of a 
three-day workshop. The advanced 
program is another three days. A group 
consists of 20 to 25 inmates. There are 
facilitators, two from outside the prison 
and three or four from the inside. “The 
inside facilitators provide the most 
important information to the inmates,” 
Carrigan said.

All of the exercises in the work-
shops are voluntary. In the advanced 
program, the inmates work on projects 
in small groups, learning how to work 
together. “They learn that humans have 
the capacity to take care of each other,” 
he said.

He says that administrators believe 
that the programs have had a positive 
impact in lowering the levels of tension 
and conflict within the prison. “I don’t 
know if I am personally making a differ-
ence,” said Carrigan, “but I know what  
I want to do. I have subjective feelings 
but no statistics. The men’s gratitude is 
 wonderful. I see people change.”

Carrigan says that he doesn’t 
hesitate to use his connections in the 
community to ask people to come in 
to the prison to share their knowledge 
and experience. “When the community 
comes in, the men feel that someone 
cares.” He noted that Shepherd Univer-
sity football coach Wayne Wilson vis-
ited, Ed Herendeen talked to inmates 
about putting on a play, and Ilona Popper 
talked to them about wolves. 

“Some of the things I do, more peo-
ple should do,” said Carrigan. “If I can 
get this out there, I hope I can be a vehi-
cle to get more people involved. This is 
a great, wonderful, exciting, challenging 
calling. It’s the thrill of seeing someone 
connect to the beauty and compassion 
within themselves.”

Carrigan is also involved in simi-
lar activities outside of the prison with 
Community Alternatives to Violence, 
an organization dedicated to eliminating 
domestic violence and providing com-
munity education about the problem. It 
offers an intervention program, mostly 
for convicted batterers assigned by court 
as an alternative to jail, but also serving 
anyone with an anger control problem 
who has been physically or emotionally 
abusive to a significant other. Groups 
here meet weekly, and every group has 
a male and a female facilitator. Carrigan 
spent several years as a facilitator and 
now serves on the Board of Directors.

In his spare time, Carrigan enjoys 
sports and outdoor activities such as 
kayaking. He says that he’s in excellent 
physical condition and comes from a 
long-lived family, so he anticipates a lot 
more years following his calling. 

He summed it up by saying, “One 
theme runs through prison work. If the 
men are to succeed on the outside, they 
can’t exist as total isolates for years. We 
bring some of the outside world inside.”

If you would like to volunteer, contact 
the Community Correctional Services 
Committee of Washington County, c/o 
Maryland Correctional Institution of 
Hagerstown, P.O. Box 215, Smithsburg, 
Md., 21783 or call (240) 420-1000  
Ext. 1325.
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For Judy Bradshaw, art has always provided a 
respite from the tragedies and difficulties of 
life. The pencil was always her friend, drawing 

subjects that expressed her deepest and most heart-
felt emotions, offering her an escape from painful 
and burdensome situations and joy for pleasurable 
moments.

Judy grew up in Fairfax, Va. While other chil-
dren her age played house with teapots and high 
heels, Judy played house with the pencil. She would 
draw comic strips of all sorts of domestic situations 
and stories, making up games, and illustrating the 
dramas being played out around her. When she was 
a teenager, she began to draw the images found in 
Seventeen and Mademoiselle, with all the coquettish 
charm so admired by young girls.

When Judy was 16, her mother died after a long 
illness, and she began what she refers to as her “grief 
drawings.” She would draw some of the same sub-
jects, but in a much darker and sadder manner that 
reflected her deep depression. Judy had much of the 
responsibility for caring for younger siblings during 
her mother’s illness and after her death. 

In spite of Judy’s considerable and obvious tal-
ent, no one suggested that she go to art school. So 
when she was 18, she left home and went to work in 
Washington, D.C. in various administrative jobs. She 
met and married Tom and they soon began to raise 
their family.

Judy and Tom moved to Jefferson County in 1979. 
Judy was busy caring for her young boys and 

doing part-time jobs, but she still always found time 
to do her art. She took classes in drawing at Shepherd 
University from Dow Benedict and Rhonda Smith. 
Dow’s observation that Judy’s problem was that she 
didn’t believe in herself was a turning point for her. 
She began to take her art more seriously. 

After her classes at Shepherd, she continued to 
study with Joe Mayer and Robin Young. It was in 
Joe’s class that Judy had her first introduction to color. 
She was mesmerized, and began studying it in earnest 
on her own. She also began painting landscapes for 
the first time, and she branched out from her beloved 
 pencil, experimenting with every medium she could 
find. She began to teach drawing with the Community 
Education and Summer Sampler programs.

Most of Judy’s current paintings are soft, simple 
landscapes in pastel, colored pencil and oil pastel. She 
usually works small, and likes to finish each work 
in one or two sessions. The smaller scale adds to the 
 intimate quality of the paintings she refers to as “quiet 
moments.” They are like small prayers, offering 
respite from the problems and difficulties of life. 

Judy believes that artists should use their God-
given talents to first nourish their own souls, and then 

offer blessings in the form of art to observers and to 
those who buy it. Judy is nourishing her own soul 
now as she is dealing with the issues of the “empty 
nest” since her boys grew up and moved away a year 
ago. Before that her home was a vortex of youthful 
activity, with any number of kids coming and going 
at all hours. But now the house is quiet, and to adapt 
to this she has begun to change the way she works, 
going to a larger scale and using paint.

Not only with her exquisite paintings, but also with 
years of grief ministry through her church and hospice, 
Judy has done much to bring comfort to many people. 
She herself went through a serious illness in 2000, and 
she has used her own experiences as a patient and as 
a caregiver to administer compassion and support to 
many people going through similar  trials.

Judy’s paintings can be seen at Dickenson and 
Wait Craft Gallery in Shepherdstown. On Judy’s 
drawing table, she still has a note from Dow Benedict 
from her days at Shepherd that says, “Do you believe 
yet?” Now she can honestly answer, “I do.”

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer and artist, living 
in Shepherdstown, and learning to be grateful for all 
life’s lessons.
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For Judy Bradshaw, art has always provided a 
respite from the tragedies and difficulties of 
life. The pencil was always her friend, drawing 

subjects that expressed her deepest and most heart-
felt emotions, offering her an escape from painful 
and burdensome situations and joy for pleasurable 
moments.

Judy grew up in Fairfax, Va. While other chil-
dren her age played house with teapots and high 
heels, Judy played house with the pencil. She would 
draw comic strips of all sorts of domestic situations 
and stories, making up games, and illustrating the 
dramas being played out around her. When she was 
a teenager, she began to draw the images found in 
Seventeen and Mademoiselle, with all the coquettish 
charm so admired by young girls.

When Judy was 16, her mother died after a long 
illness, and she began what she refers to as her “grief 
drawings.” She would draw some of the same sub-
jects, but in a much darker and sadder manner that 
reflected her deep depression. Judy had much of the 
responsibility for caring for younger siblings during 
her mother’s illness and after her death. 

In spite of Judy’s considerable and obvious tal-
ent, no one suggested that she go to art school. So 
when she was 18, she left home and went to work in 
Washington, D.C. in various administrative jobs. She 
met and married Tom and they soon began to raise 
their family.

Judy and Tom moved to Jefferson County in 1979. 
Judy was busy caring for her young boys and 

doing part-time jobs, but she still always found time 
to do her art. She took classes in drawing at Shepherd 
University from Dow Benedict and Rhonda Smith. 
Dow’s observation that Judy’s problem was that she 
didn’t believe in herself was a turning point for her. 
She began to take her art more seriously. 

After her classes at Shepherd, she continued to 
study with Joe Mayer and Robin Young. It was in 
Joe’s class that Judy had her first introduction to color. 
She was mesmerized, and began studying it in earnest 
on her own. She also began painting landscapes for 
the first time, and she branched out from her beloved 
 pencil, experimenting with every medium she could 
find. She began to teach drawing with the Community 
Education and Summer Sampler programs.

Most of Judy’s current paintings are soft, simple 
landscapes in pastel, colored pencil and oil pastel. She 
usually works small, and likes to finish each work 
in one or two sessions. The smaller scale adds to the 
 intimate quality of the paintings she refers to as “quiet 
moments.” They are like small prayers, offering 
respite from the problems and difficulties of life. 

Judy believes that artists should use their God-
given talents to first nourish their own souls, and then 

offer blessings in the form of art to observers and to 
those who buy it. Judy is nourishing her own soul 
now as she is dealing with the issues of the “empty 
nest” since her boys grew up and moved away a year 
ago. Before that her home was a vortex of youthful 
activity, with any number of kids coming and going 
at all hours. But now the house is quiet, and to adapt 
to this she has begun to change the way she works, 
going to a larger scale and using paint.

Not only with her exquisite paintings, but also with 
years of grief ministry through her church and hospice, 
Judy has done much to bring comfort to many people. 
She herself went through a serious illness in 2000, and 
she has used her own experiences as a patient and as 
a caregiver to administer compassion and support to 
many people going through similar  trials.

Judy’s paintings can be seen at Dickenson and 
Wait Craft Gallery in Shepherdstown. On Judy’s 
drawing table, she still has a note from Dow Benedict 
from her days at Shepherd that says, “Do you believe 
yet?” Now she can honestly answer, “I do.”

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer and artist, living 
in Shepherdstown, and learning to be grateful for all 
life’s lessons.
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Résumé
Years from now when I fill out my résumé
I can hear the boss man say
“Don’t pay him if he cares!
put his soul in a cage,
Let it age,
Because it’s just like wine,
then take it out,
Make it shout,
then let me drink him,
Because he’s just like wine.
Abuse him,
till you can’t use him,
Because
If he does it for fun
the work doesn’t get done.
Don’t pay him if he cares.”

teacher
I am not complex
I’m actually quite simple
You don’t accept simplicity
You carve mazes in my skin
where there are straight roads and maps
while there are private property signs
You barge in
go into my dungeons
You dance in the mazes
And get lost
I hear you cry
But I don’t know my own mazes
I don’t need to 
I don’t want to
You mess with my brain
erase what I know
Redo my body
Make me complex
So you will be right.

principal
You took my freedom away!
what my fathers fought for,
And you decide it’s not healthy for me
to breathe the cleaner air of outside.
My skin holds me inside
But if it breaks,
You’d better be ready to abide by MY rules!
My résumé has more references than yours
Because I mingle!
And you sit in your office with your unplugged tV,
playing with our counselors!
You think you can bribe me with a purple piece of paper!
I’m still waiting for your secretaries to 
SHut You up!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Sunset
Last night I saw
god dip his fingers in the sun 
And streak the color across the clouds,
Smearing everything,
And then I heard a voice like lightning say 
“Look mommy! I painted a sunset!”

Jim
Jim, Jim,
the basement guy,
couldn’t keep our cellar dry, 
But he’s persistent,
He just won’t stop,
He will not let the matter drop!
About the bill it is no more,
He thinks dad is such a snore,
that mom deserves a better man,
So, Jim thinks he can
Ask for her hand and she’ll say yes.
He knows it’s just a guess,
But he really thinks he’s right,
So he tries with all his might.
He calls and calls and calls and calls,
He wants to put lining on our walls,
But dad says 
“no!”
He doesn’t agree. 
neither does mom, Maura, or me,
So next time Jim gives mom the eyes,
He is in for a surprise.

Antrim Ross
 Five Poems

Edited by Ed Zahniser

Antrim Ross reads her poetry at the monthly 
first-Sunday open readings hosted by Ilona 
Popper at Shaharazade’s Exotic Tea Room 
on German Street in Shepherdstown. She 
lives in Jefferson County.

If nobody you know has been in 
prison and you have never been a 
victim of a crime, why should you 

be concerned about prison inmates? 
Prison outreach volunteer and retired psy-
chologist Bill Carrigan has an answer that 
he describes as “enlightened selfishness.”

“Ninety per cent of all the people in 
prison will eventually be released,” he 
said. He did not have statistics for West 
Virginia, but he said that 51 per cent of 
those released from Maryland prisons 
will return to prison within three years 
for committing new crimes. It costs the 
taxpayers about $23,000 per year to keep 
a person in jail.

“The state just locks them away 
with no preparation for their return to 
society,” he said. “That’s not good for us 
citizens on the outside.” 

Originally from Rutland, Vt., 
Carrigan served as an army psycholo-
gist at Walter Reed Hospital during the 
Vietnam War, and then went into clini-
cal practice in the Maryland suburbs. 
Not wishing to retire to the metropolitan 
area, he looked for a nearby town with 
an “alternative culture.” A friend living 
in Harpers Ferry suggested Shepherds-
town. He and his wife of 30 years, Pat, 
have been here about nine years. 

“My father always did volunteer 
work. I grew up believing that this is 
what a man does,” said Carrigan. “I 
graduated from college in 1961, while 
John Kennedy was President. When he 
said, ‘Ask not what your country can do 
for you, ask what you can do for your 
country,’ I took it seriously.”

Carrigan, who follows the Native 
American spiritual path, says that it is 
also the core of Native American belief. 
“All of us are connected,” he said.

He began visiting Native American 
support groups in prisons in Jessup, Md., 

with his spiritual advisor. He explained 
that all prisoners have the right to prac-
tice their religion, and that they are 
allowed ceremonies and teaching times. 
Carrigan now serves as spiritual advisor 
for the Native American religious group 
at the Maryland Correctional Institution 
of Hagerstown (MCIH).

“I’m not scared of prisoners,” he 
said, emphasizing that they are human 
beings apart from their criminal labels. “I 
see the goodness inside, and I feel sad-
ness for the good that is locked up.”

When Carrigan first moved to this 
area, he took a course through Jefferson 
County Adult Education—the Alterna-
tives to Violence Program taught by 
Mike Hagstad. That program originated 
25 years ago in New York when prison 
in mates wanted to start a program to 
reach at-risk kids. They needed assis-
tance, and Quakers helped put together a 
program for both inside and outside prison.

After completing the course, 
Carrigan’s next step was to get involved 
with the Community Correctional 
Services Committee (CCSC), a volunteer 
organization serving the MCIH. The 
organization supports many programs 
for the prison population, including the 
Alternatives to Violence Program. 

“Rehab programs in the Maryland 
prison system are not very strong,” said 
Carrigan. “Many programs have been 
pulled out because of the lack of funds. 
The prison population is increasing and 
recidivism is high, but money goes into 
staffing and new jails instead of programs.”

Carrigan went on to say that it is 
often bad politically for elected officials 
to promote prison programs because they 
will be accused of being “soft on crime.” 
“The home bases of politicians don’t 
support the programs,” he said regretfully.

The CCSC raises money for prison 
programs and gets the word out about 
the need for volunteers, including doc-
tors and nurses for the health fair and 
volunteers for self-help groups such as 
Alcoholics Anonymous. They support 
literacy programs, religious activities, the 
prison library, newspaper, art and music 
groups, and veterans’ groups. With the 
help of the Salvation Army, Christmas 

gifts of toiletries are provided for 
inmates. The Episcopal Church provided 
a grant for the prison greenhouse, where 
inmates learn management and horticul-
tural skills and grow plants for prison 
landscaping. 

A prison branch of the Jaycees 
encourages responsibility, community 
involvement, and leadership. The mem-
bers raise money and give it to outside 
charities such as the March of Dimes, 
Martin Luther King Center, and various 
children’s homes.

Carrigan explained that the prison 
Alternative to Violence Program is 
not therapy. Rather, it consists of role-
playing exercises in problem resolution. 
Participants learn the skills of nonviolent 
conflict resolution by mastering listen-
ing skills and learning to empathize with 
another’s viewpoint, resulting in greater 
self-value.

“We all have the ability to solve 
problems nonviolently,” he said, “but 
that talent is not fertilized in many sur-
roundings. The program helps the men 
to know what tools they have. The men 
take off their masks and see that we are 
all the same.”

The basic program consists of a 
three-day workshop. The advanced 
program is another three days. A group 
consists of 20 to 25 inmates. There are 
facilitators, two from outside the prison 
and three or four from the inside. “The 
inside facilitators provide the most 
important information to the inmates,” 
Carrigan said.

All of the exercises in the work-
shops are voluntary. In the advanced 
program, the inmates work on projects 
in small groups, learning how to work 
together. “They learn that humans have 
the capacity to take care of each other,” 
he said.

He says that administrators believe 
that the programs have had a positive 
impact in lowering the levels of tension 
and conflict within the prison. “I don’t 
know if I am personally making a differ-
ence,” said Carrigan, “but I know what  
I want to do. I have subjective feelings 
but no statistics. The men’s gratitude is 
 wonderful. I see people change.”

Carrigan says that he doesn’t 
hesitate to use his connections in the 
community to ask people to come in 
to the prison to share their knowledge 
and experience. “When the community 
comes in, the men feel that someone 
cares.” He noted that Shepherd Univer-
sity football coach Wayne Wilson vis-
ited, Ed Herendeen talked to inmates 
about putting on a play, and Ilona Popper 
talked to them about wolves. 

“Some of the things I do, more peo-
ple should do,” said Carrigan. “If I can 
get this out there, I hope I can be a vehi-
cle to get more people involved. This is 
a great, wonderful, exciting, challenging 
calling. It’s the thrill of seeing someone 
connect to the beauty and compassion 
within themselves.”

Carrigan is also involved in simi-
lar activities outside of the prison with 
Community Alternatives to Violence, 
an organization dedicated to eliminating 
domestic violence and providing com-
munity education about the problem. It 
offers an intervention program, mostly 
for convicted batterers assigned by court 
as an alternative to jail, but also serving 
anyone with an anger control problem 
who has been physically or emotionally 
abusive to a significant other. Groups 
here meet weekly, and every group has 
a male and a female facilitator. Carrigan 
spent several years as a facilitator and 
now serves on the Board of Directors.

In his spare time, Carrigan enjoys 
sports and outdoor activities such as 
kayaking. He says that he’s in excellent 
physical condition and comes from a 
long-lived family, so he anticipates a lot 
more years following his calling. 

He summed it up by saying, “One 
theme runs through prison work. If the 
men are to succeed on the outside, they 
can’t exist as total isolates for years. We 
bring some of the outside world inside.”

If you would like to volunteer, contact 
the Community Correctional Services 
Committee of Washington County, c/o 
Maryland Correctional Institution of 
Hagerstown, P.O. Box 215, Smithsburg, 
Md., 21783 or call (240) 420-1000  
Ext. 1325.
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Wayne Wilson may be the 
most heralded athlete in 
the history of Shepherd 
University  football.

He came to Hall of Fame Coach 
Walter Barr’s program in 1975 as a 
cornstalk country boy from Howard 
County, Md., and built himself into a 
six-foot-three, 218-pound running back 
who shared the same backfield as Hall 
of Famer Earl Campbell and Heisman 
Trophy winner George Rogers of the 
New Orleans Saints for many of his nine 
NFL years.

Yet rather than promulgate the 
bright lights and the big city atmosphere 
of the Big Easy or even parlay his fame 
in his final season for the 1987 Super 
Bowl-winning Washington Redskins, 
Wilson, 49, decided to trade the bling-
bling for the small-town atmosphere of 
Shepherdstown. He is a regular counselor 
at the Maryland Correctional Institution 
on Roxbury Road near Hagerstown, Md.

“I think he saw how much impact 
he had as an athlete. He had a good feel 
about what was going on around him. 
He cared for others and always, always 
remembered where he came from. That’s 
the joy of it—a player like that. Wayne 
is an exceptional person. And he was a 

big-time ball player. But he never got too 
big,” said Barr.

He was drafted by the Houston 
Oilers after his final season at then–
Shepherd College (1979), but soon made 
the Saints roster. From 1982 to 1985, 
he was an all-purpose back, rushing for 
more than 2,100 yards in those four sea-
sons.

“I didn’t change my lifestyle when 
I was playing professional ball; I pretty 
much saved my money. My top salary 
for one of those years was $425,000. 
People tell me, ‘Think of what you 
would make if you were playing now?’ 
But I say, ‘Look at Johnny Unitas. 
Consider what he made then and what he 
makes now’,” Wilson said.

Wilson chose to return to Baltimore 
when his career was shortened with 
injury in 1997. He had finished his 
Shepherd diploma in 1980 and became a 
program manager with the city’s Juvenile 
Justice system for the next  14 years. He 
did that and he coached on the side until 
he met a man, Bill Carrigan, who invited 
him to come to the Hagerstown correc-
tional facility and work with inmates.

“I had worked with juveniles, so I
thought I would give it a try,” Wilson said.

Actually, he had come from a stable 
existence, growing up on a farm outside 
of Ellicott City, Md., when Barr found 
him playing for Howard County High 
School. But through working with those 
juveniles in the inner city, he discovered 
a gift for drawing out the innermost 
thoughts of some “people who had done 
some pretty bad things.”

“I come in and sign some auto-
graphs, but I find that the inmates see me 
not so much as a football person, but as 
a man who cares. I played football, but 
they find me as someone who is caring 
and wanting to make a change. They 
look at you eye-to-eye. Some open their 
heart to me and say some things they 
won’t say to anybody. They let me know 
where they are,” he said.

Others can be reticent. They will 
tell Wilson they could have gone where 
he went if such-and-such could have 
 happened. But Wilson is his inspirational 
best with them.

“If you could have been there, why 
didn’t you? I tell them that I sacrificed 
this and that. I was in the weight room 
lifting weights, in the summer running 
miles and miles and miles, visualizing 
myself. Those are things that had my fire 
burning, When I got an opportunity, I 
made the most of it,” Wilson said.

Barr said that when Wilson came to 
campus, “he wasn’t too fond of weight-
lifting. But soon he learned that if he 
wanted to play football, he would have 
to weight lift. He started lifting and his 
arms got bigger and his chest expanded. 
I mean he was cut. Before we knew it, 
he was asking for the key to the weight 
room.” 

“I was drafted in the 12th round by 
the Houston Oilers. I was the 336th pick 
out of 356. It wasn’t like the Army. I 
was elated to go. But I would have gone 
to the Army if I had been drafted there,” 
he said.

Instead, Wilson followed a different 
path that brought him back to Shepherds-
town, where he is still throwing a block 
or two for those less fortunate.

In addition to his work with the 
inmate program called “Lifestyles,” he 
is a frequent speaker at Wright-Denny 
Middle School where he discusses gang 
life and drugs with eighth graders head-
ing toward high school

“In Lifestyles, we talk about foot-
ball, life in general. They spend time 
learning so that when they get out they 
stay out. We try to give them some kind 
of resources, to learn, think. What they 
have to do so they do not come back,” 
Wilson said

Wilson and his wife, Barbara Bell, 
a former dentist, operate Devonshire on 
Princess Street, a specialty home acces-
sory store. Together, they have children 
of high school and college age.

His football life isn’t completely 
behind him, though. He has been an 
assistant coach with the Shepherd Rams 
for the two seasons when the teams, not 
surprisingly, have gone to consecutive 
NCAA Division II playoffs.

Jim Laise is the senior writer for 
WVSports.com, a content-driven, interac-
tive Web site for fans of the West Virginia 
University Mountaineers.
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 “I come in and sign 

some autographs, but 

I find that the inmates 

see me not so much as a 

football person, but as a 

man who cares.”

Wayne Wilson
Life After Football

Jim Laise

Travel Travails
Marge Dower

O wad some Power the giftie gie us
Ta see oursels as ithers see us!

—Robert Burns
“To a Louse”

1959 was an exciting 
year. The Northeast 
Extension of the 

Pennsylvania Turnpike was complete. 
Huzzah! No longer would my husband, 
John, and I have to weave in and out of 
old Rt. 9 as we carted our young sons 
and their animals from Philadelphia up to 
the Thousands Islands for the summer: a 
trip made exhausting by narrow winding 
roads, small towns with “SLOW DOWN, 
this means YOU” signs. 

The boys’ cries of, “Are we there 
yet?” didn’t mean the islands, but the 
delight of going through a small town 
named Hop Bottom. We always stopped 
at Hop Bottom to walk the dog, relieve 
the boys, and listen again to their increas-
ingly annoying scatological jokes about 
the name of that little town. I couldn’t 
even say, “Act your age,” because they 
were acting their age—seven to ten.

No more Hop Bottom, no more long 
slow trips behind lumbering farm wagons 
or high school parades. We were going 
to travel at night while the boys and the 
animals slept.

Ah, yes, the animals. John and I had 
the first Pippin dog. When our oldest son 
begged for a guinea pig, how could we 
say no? The guinea pig, Poncho, came 
with a friend named Frank, so then there 
were two. John built a Taj Mahal of a 
cage for them. Second son came home 
from our Episcopal church fair with a 
Belgian hare bunny. So sweet. Another 
cage just as big and elegant was con-
structed to fit next to the first in the back 
of the station wagon. One twin had two 

parakeets named Hayes and Christine 
who lived in a proper cage.

The other twin came home with two 
little brown and black female laboratory 
mice (another church fair item—almost 
enough to force me to leave the church, 
except this was from the Bryn Mawr 
Presbyterian church. I couldn’t threaten 
to leave without joining first.) The only 
cage we could find had been vacated by 
a late, lamented hamster. The mice could 
slip out through the bars, but their master 
solved the problem by making the cage 
so mouse-friendly that the girls never 
wanted to stray too far. He put a box of 
tissue outside of the cage. They spent all 
their time pulling out one tissue, stuffing 
it into the cage and shredding it into nest-
ing material and returning for another. 
When the tissue nest almost filled the 
cage we would toss it out. The girls 
would start building all over again. Every 
now and then they would venture into the 
parakeet’s cage to scarf some seed. At 
first the birds objected loudly, but later 
they got used to the girls and seemed to 
enjoy their regular visitors.

This year, because of the number of 
children (four) and animals (eight), we 
decided to each take a car and divide up 
the livestock. John took the small, more 
reliable Anglia, a dog, and three boys. I 
drove the larger old station wagon with 
the son who got carsick and the rest of 
the animals.

First we stowed the animal crates 
and put the boys’ duffle bags on top of 
the crates, then we nestled the parakeet’s 
cage and the mouse cage between the 
soft bags. Because we had a very poor 
heating and cooling system in the car, we 
covered the whole shebang with blankets. 

Our delight with the turnpike was 
unbounded—we could steadily cruise 

along. The regular motion lulled the 
boys and the animals to sleep. I started 
off first and John followed to save me if 
the wagon broke down and to watch my 
speed. (I have always operated on the 
theory that if a machine was designed to 
go 85 to 95 mph on the autobahn, it got 
sulky if driven too slowly.) My public 
excuse was that we didn’t have cruise 
control, and as I drove my pedal foot got 

tired and heavier.
By the time we reached the Scranton 

end of the turnpike, it was around 3 
a.m. I admit I was getting a bit tired. As 
I rolled down the window to hand the 
man in the booth my card and money, he 
suddenly froze. Then he said in a very 
strange shaky voice, “Lady, Lady, don’t 
panic—just keep calm,” and then in a 
whisper “Keep calm, keep calm, there’s a 
mouse in your car.” 

“Oh,” I replied tiredly with a huffy 
sigh of annoyance, impatiently proffering 
my money, “That’s OK. She’s just look-
ing for the parakeets.” 

He stared hard at me and gave me 
my change in silence. 

We pulled in at the all-night truck 
stop in Binghamton around 4 a.m. and 
piled out for a bit of R-and-R. John and I 
were enjoying our coffee while the chil-
dren had doughnuts and milk, when John 
suddenly asked, “What happened back 
there at the toll booth?” 

“I just paid the toll,” I replied. 
Oldest son snorted his milk and 

laughed, “That’s not what Dad meant.” 
Then I remembered and told them 

about the mouse incident. Oldest son 
said, “When Dad went to pay, he had to 
honk to get the man’s attention, and then 
the man said, ‘See that car ahead? That is 
some crazy lady!’”

I was so surprised. I never thought 

how odd it must have looked to the poor 
man, for everything in the back of the 
wagon was covered. Of course, I must 
have seemed unpleasant and strange. 
“What did Dad reply?” I asked. 

There was a dead silence. John red-
dened and looked away. The boys started 
to giggle. Eldest son said, “Dad said, 
‘Yes, I know. I’m married to her.’”

I’m still embarrassed when I think of 
that trip. It took the “Wee, sleekit, cow-
rin, tim’rous beastie”  of another Burns’ 
poem to make me aware of the fact that 
what might seem obvious to me looks 
odd to others. I was ashamed that I did 
not keep my impatience under control 
and my response less tart. 

Odd. For all my resolve, 50 years 
later I still find myself needing 

the Power’s giftie
Ta see meself as ithers see me!* 

Marge Dower is slowly adjusting to the 
wilds of eastern Maryland, but she still 
cheers for the Mountaineers

____________
* Robert Burns,  “To a Mouse on Turning up 
Her Nest With a Plough”
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The title of this essay came to me 
with a splintering crash. I had 
just walked into Shepherdstown’s 

Opera House movie theatre to see Al 
Gore’s similarly titled film when, true 
to its reputation, the Bradford pear tree 
in front of the theatre parked its largest 
branch on the car beneath it.

The irony was not subtle, but then 
very little about the Bradford pear is. Its 
first-on-the-block spring flower show 
is extravagant. The scent of its flowers 
packs a powerful punch in the nose with 
an odor often compared to rotting fish 
or cat vomit. It grows fast with a formal, 
near-perfect teardrop shape and it drops 
not just leaves, but entire branches. How 
did such a tree come to grace so many 
yards and line so many city streets? It 
was time to do some research.

The more I learned about Pyrus 
calleryana ’Bradford,’ the more incon-
venient this essay was becoming. Would 
I really have to tell people to cut down 
their favorite trees? 

In the early 20th century, a French 
missionary in China named J. Callery 
collected seeds of an ornamental pear 
tree to which his name would soon be 
attached. Gardeners today might not 
recognize the wild Callery pear mostly 
because of its wicked thorns. Soon after 
Callery’s discovery, a one-hundred-
pound bag of seed arrived at the Plant 
Introduction Station in Glen Dale, Md., 
where U.S. Department of Agriculture 
scientists planned to raise the trees as 
rootstock for cultivated pears. In the 
early 1950s, among all the seedlings 
from that bag of seeds, one grew up 
without thorns. 

Plant breeders recognized the poten-
tial of the thornless, barren pear as an 
ornamental tree. They named their new 
cultivar Bradford and in 1963 sent it 
out into the world, where it exceeded 
expectations. Nurseries touted its myriad 
attributes: an early spring shower of 
frothy white flowers, glossy green sum-
mer leaves, striking fall color. The tree 
was adaptable, disease resistant, and pol-
lution tolerant. It was also self-sterile so 
it did not produce any messy fruit. These 
characteristics made it popular not only 
among homeowners, but also for com-
munities and retailers looking for trees 

that could withstand the conditions in the 
tiny planting islands of parking lots and 
sidewalks.

By 1982, the Bradford pear had 
become a horticultural cliché. It was 
ubiquitous and still selling well. The 
National Landscape Association deemed 
it the second most popular tree in 
America after the flowering crabapple. 
By then, however, its flaws were begin-
ning to show, and they were sometimes 
fatal.

Two of the 
Bradford pear’s 
best character-
istics, its vig-
orous growth 
and  compact, 
pyramidal shape, 
conspired to 
create its most 
inconvenient 
characteristic: As 
it reaches matu-
rity (15 to 20 
years), the nar-
row angles of its 
branches weaken 
under the weight 
of its dense foli-
age. This is when 
the trees start 
dropping large, heavy branches on the 
cars parked beneath them. Just as often, 
they split completely in two. Their dense 
canopy also makes them prone to top-
pling in a gusty wind.

The story might have ended there 
as towns began banning Bradford pears 
from their streetscapes and homeown-
ers went looking to replace their broken 
trees. But plant breeders went back to 
their potting shed. 

Soon, new “improved” Callery 
pears were introduced. ’Aristocrat,’ 
’Chanticleer’ and ’Redspire’ are touted 
as stronger-standing trees with all or 
most of the positive characteristics of 
their wayward antecedent. This is where 
I am reminded of that old margarine 
commercial admonishment, “It’s not nice 
to fool Mother Nature!”

Recall that one of Bradford’s best 
attributes was that it was self-sterile. 
Basically, all Bradford pears were clones 
of that first seedling discovered 50 

years ago. This meant there would be 
no unwanted seeds or baby Bradfords 
sprouting in garden beds and sidewalk 
cracks. When the new cultivars were 
introduced, Bradford was no longer the 
only Callery pear on the block. With the 
help of the birds and the bees, Bradford 
pears began bearing fruit, and Callery 
pears were sprouting up in droves. These 
trees are not Bradfords; they are crosses 
between different cultivars and, as is 

often the case 
when this hap-
pens, the new 
generation is 
reverting to the 
characteristics 
of the original 
species—thorns 
and all!

Thickets 
of blooming 
Callery pears 
along streams, 
roads and wood-
land edges might 
seem like a 
lovely addition 
to our wild land-
scapes, but this 
beauty is really a 
beast. In fact, the 

Sierra Club calls it a Frankenstein tree. 
The National Park Service has listed it 
as an alien invader, and the Department 
of Agriculture (where it all began) has 
removed the trees from the parking lot at 
the National Arboretum. 

As with all invasive, nonnative 
species, the Callery pear is threatening 
to crowd out native species in natural 
areas. Its adaptability and tolerance for 
a variety of conditions often give it an 
advantage in the never-ending battle for 
turf among plants. 

Invasion by alien plants is second 
only to direct habitat destruction as the 
greatest cause of native plant extinction. 

I was inspired by Al Gore’s 
Inconvenient Truth to switch from incan-
descent to fluorescent light bulbs. I was 
inspired by the inconveniently planted 
tree outside the theatre to call for garden-
ers to make a similar switch. Fortunately, 
it is really not an inconvenience. There 
are a number of native spring-flowering 

trees that easily outshine the Bradford 
pear. 

Blackhaw (Viburnum prunifolium) 
This viburnum grows either as a shrub 
or a small tree to about 20 feet. Its but-
tery white blooms appear in mid-spring 
and give way to late summer clusters of 
dark blue raisinlike fruits. Butterflies and 
birds are attracted to this upland native. 
It tolerates dry, rocky soil and can be 
grown in sun or light shade. 

Serviceberry (Amelanchier) There 
are numerous serviceberry species, some 
more shrublike, but all put forth a spray 
of snowy white blooms in the early 
spring. In June, look for sweet, red ber-
ries and pick them quickly because the 
birds love them too. 

Fringetree (Chionanthus virgini-
cus) This is my favorite, and I am sur-
prised to find only a few planted in the 
Shepherdstown area. It makes a spectac-
ular specimen tree, growing to 20 to 25 
feet. Also known as Old Man’s Beard, 
fringetree can be planted in full sun or 
in the filtered shade of larger trees. In 
May it is covered in cascading, sweetly 
fragrant white blooms. If you have both 
male and female trees, they will produce 
dark purple berries in the fall that are 
good for migrating birds. 

Redbud (Cercis canadensis) and 
Dogwood (Cornus florida) are also at 
the top of my list. These two natives 
and their cultivars (including a white-
blooming redbud, ’Royal White’) are 
readily available at most nurseries and 
garden centers. The others are worth a 
trip to a smaller, specialized nursery, or 
to the garden fair at the Virginia state 
arboretum in nearby Boyce, Va. on 
Mother’s Day weekend (May 13 and 14 
this year). Most conveniently, several 
native species will also be available at 
Shepherdstown’s May Day plant sale 
sponsored by the Potomac-Mecklenburg 
Garden Club on Saturday, May 5, in the 
Trinity Episcopal churchyard from 9 
a.m. until the plants are all sold (usually 
by 11 a.m.). This is an event that local 
gardeners line up for. See you there! 

Monica Dailey Grabowska is a 
Shepherdstown educator and award- 
winning garden writer.

An Inconvenient Tree
Monica Dailey Grabowska

Emily Levitan graduated from Jefferson High 
School in 1996, and has achieved an impres-
sive level of success in the short 10 years 

since. She is currently doing post-doctoral work as a 
Research Fellow in the Cardiovascular Epidemiology 
Research Unit at Harvard’s Beth Israel Deaconess 
Medical Center, following her graduation from Brown 
and Harvard. Epidemiology is the study of disease at 
the population level (i.e., epidemics). She is trying to 
determine whether a diet high in fruits, vegetables, and 
low-fat dairy products can prevent congestive heart 
failure—a condition where the heart does not pump 
well. Congestive heart failure can follow heart attacks 
or long-term high blood pressure.

Levitan was born in Washington, D.C., and 
her  parents, Jane and Al Levitan, moved their fam-
ily to Shepherdstown when she was two weeks old. 
She attended Shepherdstown Elementary School, 
Shepherdstown Middle School, and Jefferson High 
School.

In 2000, Levitan received a Bachelor of Science 
degree in chemistry, magna cum laude, from Brown 
University in Providence, R.I. After graduation, she 
moved to California, where she was an editorial assis-
tant and then an assistant editor at Brooks/Cole, a 
textbook publisher. Although she learned a great deal 
at Brooks/Cole, she missed research and the academic 
 setting. After a few years, she decided to go to gradu-
ate school for training in public health research. In 
2004, she received the Master of Science degree in 
epidemiology from the Harvard School of Public Health 
in Boston, Massachusetts, and then she completed a 
Doctor of Science degree in epidemiology at Harvard  
in 2006.

Levitan’s research experience while at Brown 
included an undergraduate teaching and research 
assistantship during which she studied vitamin B-6, as 
well as a summer internship with the National Heart, 
Lung, and Blood Institute in Bethesda, Md. In graduate 
school, she worked for two years as a research assistant 
at Brigham and Women’s Hospital in Boston. Levitan 
is also a visiting researcher at the Karolinska Institute, a 
large medical university in Stockholm, Sweden. She has 
gone to Sweden several times to collaborate with scien-
tists there. She has helped review scientific articles for 
the American Journal of Epidemiology since 2004, and 
she is a member of the American Heart Association.

Levitan attributes her academic and career success 
to her parents’ encouragement and to the education that 
she received in Jefferson County’s public schools. 

 “I had some really great teachers,” said Levitan. 
“The teachers I had at Jefferson High School were as 
good or better than teachers at any private school. It 
is possible to get a good education at lots of different 
places. You can get a good education at Jefferson.”

“Public education is really important,” asserted 
Levitan. “You meet so many different people. In public 
schools, you get a sense of what the world is like.”

While at Jefferson High School, Levitan par-
ticipated in the marching band, the National Honor 
Society, and the academic team. She was recruited by a 
private school while in high school but “it did not seem 
like a good choice for me,” she said. 

As she pursued an Ivy League education, Levitan 
says that at times “it was a little intimidating going to 
college with people who have gone to prep schools.” 
Ultimately, though, she felt better prepared because 
she “had a better sense of how most people in the U.S. 
live.”

Levitan also values the experience she gained while 
a high school student through her work at the USDA 
Appalachian Fruit Research Station, during the sum-
mers and during her senior year at Jefferson. “It was a 
great experience, getting exposed to real science, that I 
probably wouldn’t have gotten elsewhere.”

Throughout her time in Jefferson County schools, 
Levitan says, “I had some teachers who pushed me 

really hard and had a big impact on my education.”  
She mentioned Ms. Lee at Jefferson High School and 
Ms. Walters at Shepherdstown Elementary School as 
being especially challenging.

Levitan has two sisters, Liz and Laura, both living 
and working in Washington, D.C. Liz is a writer for a 
large law firm and Laura is a legislative assistant for a 
trade association. “My parents had the expectation that 
we would do well and do interesting things,” she notes.

Although epidemiology is not a well-known career, 
Levitan was attracted to it because she enjoyed study-
ing chemistry, but she knew that she did not want to be 
a physician or a laboratory scientist. She describes her 
field as one of observational research that includes a lot 
of statistics. 

 “We study whole people,” she said. Her goal is  
to improve health by learning how to prevent disease 
and improve prognosis through diet, lifestyle, and 
 environment.

During Levitan’s graduate studies in epidemiology 
at the Harvard School of Public Health, she pursued an 
interest in the epidemiology of carbohydrate metabo-
lism and heart disease. Levitan studied whether “predia-
betes,” blood sugar that is high, though not high enough 
to be called diabetes, causes heart attacks. She has also 
studied the relationship of glycemic index and glycemic 
load, two measures of carbohydrate quality, with heart 
disease and strokes.

“I’m still in training,” she said. “My current posi-
tion is giving me another three years of training before I 
get out on my own.”

Levitan has a wide range of interests and hobbies. 
She has always enjoyed crafts—mostly origami and 
jewelry design in junior high and high school. She likes 
to knit clothing and lace and belongs to a knitting group 
that meets every week. She has long been a voracious 
reader, although she says, “Now that my work is so 
reading intensive, I read (for fun) a little less.” 

Last winter, Levitan went with a friend to the 
Galapagos. “The most amazing thing I saw was a blue-
footed booby catching a fish while I was snorkeling,” 
she reported. “I like traveling, and I have been trying to 
take every professional opportunity that will send me to 
an interesting place.”

Emily Levitan clearly has a lifetime of interesting 
places to go. And wherever she is, her presence there 
will make it all the more interesting.

Jefferson High School Graduates: Where Are They Now?

Emily Levitan
Marie Carter
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It is likely that when many of us 
think back to our early education, we 
remember one or two teachers who 

stand out from the rest in terms of their 
influence on our lives. Indeed, careers are 
chosen and self-esteem is developed (or 
not) based on experiences that we have 
with teachers. Traci Carter is the kind 
of teacher whose name appears often on 
her former students’ lists of their most 
loved and respected teachers. You tend to 
hear a lot of superlatives when Carter is 
described by her students—known as “the 
Carter kids”—and their parents. Carter 
is vivacious and friendly, dramatically 
attractive, perceptive and intelligent, and 
warmly authentic.

Carter herself was influenced by two 
teachers in particular when she was in sev-
enth and ninth grades. She decided when 
she was in the ninth grade that she would 
become a teacher because of the profound 
effect her teachers had on her life. “I had a 
teacher who moved me,” Carter said, “and 
I wanted to be just like her.”

Carter may be unique among teach-
ers in that her primary goal is to build 
her students’ self-esteem. “I want my 
kids to be happy,” she states. “When 
they are happy, I can teach them any-
thing.” She tells her students they must 
first respect themselves, and secondly 
respect each other. She does not demand 
their respect for herself; she earns it.

Carter was born in Huntington, 
W.Va. and then lived in Proctorville, 
Ohio until the age of 9. A life-changing 
event occurred when she was six years 
old—her father, an avid fisherman, was 
flying to Canada for a fishing trip when 
his plane crashed and he was killed. Her 
dad’s death, understandably, caused great 
anxiety for young Traci, and it was part 
of what led to her interest in working 
with children. She briefly considered 
becoming a child psychologist and, while 
studying education, she specialized in 
behavioral disorders.

“My childhood made me a better 
teacher,” Carter remarked. “I understand 
kids who are angry or withdrawn. There 
is always a reason, and if you dig deep 
you get through the layers and you can 
reach them.”

Carter’s mother, a legal secretary, 
eventually remarried and the family 
moved to Milton, W.Va., where she 
lived until she went to college. 

Carter’s father was a salesman, and 
many people, including her mom, have 
told her that she inherited his charisma 
and persuasive skills. “He could talk to 
anyone,” Carter said, “and I guess I can, 
too.”

Her stepfather was a welder and 
builder and, collectively, her parents 
taught Carter and her younger brother 
the value of an education. Carter’s 
brother is now a dentist living with his 
wife and children in North Carolina. The 
two siblings were close growing up and 
remain close, although their visits are 
limited primarily to holidays.

Carter decided to go to Glenville 
State College where she was offered an 
academic scholarship. There she met 
her future husband, Don Bullett, who 
teaches physical education and coaches 
basketball in Berkeley County. The cou-
ple lives in Martinsburg. Bullett comes 
from an athletic family, which includes 
his sister, Olympic gold-medalist Vicky 
Bullett, and a brother who played pro-
fessional baseball. Carter remembers 
the best  wedding present she and her 
husband received: a trip to the 1992 
Barcelona Olympics from Vicky. She 
now claims 

her sister-in-law as one of her best 
friends. “We finish each other’s  
sentences.”

Carter speaks lovingly of Shepherds-
town, where she has taught for 23 years, 
first at Shepherdstown Elementary 
School and then Shepherdstown Middle 
School. She is currently in her fifth year 
of teaching sixth grade science at Shep-
herdstown Middle School and relates 
that she plans to retire there. “I love the 
 community of Shepherds town. I love the 
people, the history, the parents.”  

While many Jefferson and Berkeley 
County teachers are going to neighbor-
ing states where the salaries are higher, 
Carter intends to stay in Shepherdstown 
to follow the progress of her former 
 students. “I enjoy watching my kids 
grow up. I want to be able to follow 
them through and see their high school 
and college successes.”

Prior to working at the Middle 
School, Carter taught special education, 
first grade, and then second grade at 
the Elementary School. Contrasting the 
experiences of teaching at the elemen-
tary level with teaching at the middle 
school level, Carter said she loved the 
innocence and sweetness of the children 
in elementary school, but she thinks it 
is much more difficult to teach younger 
children. “Elementary teachers deserve 
to get paid more than any other type of 
teacher, because there is so much that 
they have to do.”

Although teaching at Shepherdstown 
Middle School requires a faster pace, 
Carter finds it much easier because she 
has to plan for only one subject. The 
downside, though, is that there is an 
excessive amount of paperwork required 
and she spends countless hours grading 
labs and papers. Carter’s paperwork is 
compounded since she is the team leader 
for the sixth grade, a responsibility for 
which she is paid an extra $2.92 per day!

When Carter began teaching at 
Shepherdstown Elementary School, the 
teachers took her under their wings and 
helped her a lot. She mentioned Sally 
Adams and Nancy Cline as being partic-
ularly helpful, along with the principals, 
first Mr. Hitt and then Ms. Offutt.

Carter loves the quote from Martin 
Luther King, Jr., “Injustice anywhere is 
a threat to justice everywhere.” She tries 
to be extremely fair and to treat her stu-
dents with respect. 

Carter believes good teaching “starts 
in the heart” and that being smart is not 
enough. In order to be a good teacher 
you must also be able to relate to your 
kids. “I teach from the heart. I grieve 
when students don’t make the grade I 
think they should. I get angry sometimes 
when they do not do their best, and that 
includes anything they do—playing a 
basketball game, going to Math Field 
Day, singing in the chorus, or walking 
away from a fight. I am a firm believer 
in doing your best. I like to think, as a 
teacher; it’s one of the things I do best . . 
. motivating my kids to do their best.”

“Hope is one of my favorite words,” 
said Carter. “It’s so difficult when I don’t 
get through to my kids, when things 
don’t go the way you hope they will.”

Truly, hope is something that Carter
inspires in her students, their families, and
her colleagues—the hope that they can 
be better people, the hope that they can 
achieve any goal they set, and the hope 
that together they can build a better world.

Marie Carter is not related to Traci 
Carter, although she would be proud to 
admit it if she were!

The Carter Kids
Marie Carter

Traci Carter

Rockymarsh Run meanders across 
Jefferson County, along the 
Berkeley County line, and emp-

ties into the Potomac River just below 
Dam #4, which still generates electric-
ity via rope-driven turbine for Allegany 
Power. Early settlers would have valued 
open property along the run for grazing 
their animals and the availability of fresh 
water from one of the seven springs that 
feed the run. As the run drops toward the 
Potomac, it passes marl pits where pre-
cipitated lime was dug to be spread on 
fields, four mills where corn and wheat 
were ground, and the one-room school-
house in the village of Scrabble. 

The little stream links generations 
and communities. These are the stories 
of several Rockymarsh Run families and 
how they came to live in this special place.

ß
Cooper McQuilkin is 82 years old 

and might be called a retired farmer it 
weren’t for the 
presence on his 
property of few 
head of cattle, 
rolls of hay, and 
various farming 
implements. He 
grew up along 
Rockymarsh 
Run outside of 
Shepherdstown. 
William T. 
McQuilkin, his 
great-grandfa-
ther, grew up 
near the present-
day Dan Ryan 
Stonebridge 
subdivision in Martinsburg and, as 
a teenager, was hired to work at the 
Billmyer Mill along Rockymarsh Run. 

At 26, William married his boss’s 
daughter, ten years his senior. In 1848, 
with her money, they purchased the 
farm and house where Cooper grew up, 
known now as Rock Spring Farm, and it 
has remained in his family ever since.

Seen from the front window are 
 several parcels being prepared for new 
crops: houses. Previous crops and live-
stock included wheat, apples, sheep 
for wool and meat, and dairy cows. 
According to Cooper, the biggest obsta-
cles to farming these days are lawyers 
and deer, neither of which were on the 
farm 30 or 40 years ago. A few deer 
were seen around Elkins and Harmon 
where his mother grew up, and it always 

made the paper whenever someone actu-
ally shot one. 

When Cooper was growing up, 
nobody had any money. Folks had 
dances in their homes, or held them 
at the old fire hall on New Street, and 
occasionally took in a Will Rogers’ com-
edy at the Old Opera House on German 
Street. He and his friends worked on 
the farm and explored when they could. 
He recalls traveling by rowboat down 
Rockymarsh Run with his friends, at 
about age 10 or 12, to a party at the 
Morrow’s by the old Billmyer Mill. They 
had numerous portage points along the 
way to get around wooden floodgates 
erected by farmers to keep livestock con-
fined. They paddled home upstream or 
hitched a ride on a truck with their boat. 

There were occasional fishing 
 expeditions along Rockymarsh Run for 
yellow suckers and stocked rainbow 
trout. Mr. Roessner, who owned the 
candy store in downtown Hagerstown, 
used to stop at the farm to fish and 
brought along candy in a fancy box.

ß
Betty and Leighton Miller moved to 
Hillbrook, their farm along Rockymarsh 
Run in 1973, to give their children 
the opportunity to fish and farm. Ned 
Morrow, a family friend and auctioneer, 
found the property and encouraged them 
to purchase it because it had a source of 
water. Leighton, a schoolteacher, had 
spent a lot of time on his Uncle Charles 
Busey’s farm upstream on Rockymarsh 
Run outside of Winebrenner’s 
Crossroads. Betty, a self-described “city 
girl” from Martinsburg, thought she was 
“really coming to the country” when she 
crossed over to the Jefferson County side 
of Rockymarsh Run. She raised chick-
ens, sold eggs, and churned butter from 
the milk of their small dairy herd, milked 
by hand by Leighton before he went to 
teach school. All three children, Julie, 
Mike, and Matt, raised livestock for their 
Swan Pond 4-H projects. More than 
once, the children learned about preda-
tor-prey relationships along the stream as 
they saw the live-action attacks of snap-
ping turtles on hapless goslings. 

At the end of a hot day baling hay, 
everyone headed for the run to cool off. 
The Millers’ summer vacation destina-
tion was Rockymarsh Run, where they 
hiked, fished, swam, picnicked and went 
tubing with their friends from school and 
church. The Swan Pond 4-H members 
were frequent visitors, as were Betty’s 

piano students, who would often linger 
after their lessons. In fall, up to 125 
 people would turn out to make apple 
 butter, starting at 5 a.m. and ending 
with lasagna supper around 5 p.m. The 
extreme sledding events at the Miller 
farm challenged the riders to bail out 
before they crashed in the run. 

Julie Miller Sausser, now living in 
Indianapolis, was a Berkeley County 
Youth Fair Queen, and remembers using 
the stream mud for facials and skin treat-
ments with her cousin Robin Almquist 
when they were about 12 years old. Julie 
also tells an incredible story of surfing in 
“Joe’s Tub,” the swimming hole where 
legend has it that a young boy named Joe 
took baths as a child. By holding onto a 
long rope suspended from a tree above 
Joe’s Tub, the Miller children could bal-
ance on an old piece of plywood in the rif-
fles and ride the current down into the tub.

ß
Christian and Carl Thomas’s parents 
moved to 
Scrabble in 1992 
because the 
run reminded 
their mother of 
the stream that 
ran beside her 
home when she 
was growing 
up. Christian, 
14, and Carl, 
11, have spent 
endless hours 
with their dogs, 
friends, and 
 family, exploring 
the stream, leaf 
fishing, playing 
“Winnie-the-
Pooh sticks,” building bridges, looking 
for crayfish and other creatures, and 
floating on inner tubes. The boys have 
had lots of opportunities for unstructured 
play on the run because, as they say, 
“Our house will be the last to have air 

conditioning, cable TV, or high-speed 
Internet.” Wading in the stream has 
brought relief on many hot summer days. 

The boys have learned to stay out of 
the poison ivy along the stream banks and 
how to identify jewelweed, the natural 
antidote to poison ivy. They have used the 
run for science fair projects, dipping nets 
into the stream to catch aquatic bugs that 
they identified and counted to assess the 
water quality in the run.

Every spring the beautiful cacoph-
ony of the spring peepers brings the fam-
ily outside in the evening to listen. The 
gurgling of the stream is the background 
sound for all outdoor activities at their 
home, and if they listen closely at night, 
they can hear the stream from their bed-
room windows. I hope you will hear the 
sweet sounds of spring peepers later this 
month. Listen closely, especially as you 
come around the corner at Scrabble and 
Turner Roads. 

ß
On one hand, the status of 

Rockymarsh Run today isn’t too good. 
The West Virginia Department of 
Environmental Protection has listed it as 
a “biologically impaired stream” due to 
high fecal coliform count, loss of ripar-
ian buffer zones, and insensitive land 
uses. On the other hand, things are look-
ing up. The National Fish Habitat Action 
Plan identifies it as a prime candidate 
for restoration of West Virginia’s only 
native trout, the Eastern Brook Trout. 
The run will be a case study in Green 
Infrastructure courses offered throughout 
the United States to help communities 
develop strategies for conservation and 
growth. It is under consideration for 
an Environmental Protection Agency 
Targeted Watershed Grant. According to 
Joe Hankins, director of the Freshwater 
Institute, “There are so many things in 
the world that we can’t imagine how to 
influence …but maybe we can save a 
stream than runs by each of us.”

If you would like to share your story 
about life along Rockymarsh Run or get 
involved in the Rockymarsh Run Network, 
please visit http://www.rocky marshrun.org.

Carolyn Thomas moved to West Virginia 
in 1984. She is a visiting assistant profes-
sor in the Department of Health, Physical 
Education, Recreation and Sports at 
Shepherd University. She is a founding 
member of the Rockymarsh Run Network, 
a citizen watershed organization formed 
to promote enjoyment and protection of 
this natural resource.

Life Along Rockymarsh Run
Carolyn Thomas

Carl with his dog Corky 

Cooper McQuilkin

Betty and Leighton Miller
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The straw bale walls have been 
up since March. They’ve now 
been covered with three coats of 

natural plaster inside and out. The com-
posting toilet is assembled and nearly 
operational. The energy-efficient win-
dows are in place. The earthen floors go 
in next week and will serve as thermal 
mass, a critical component of our passive 
solar design. The house, this “green” 
house my wife, Kristin, and I have been 
building for the past year and a half, is 
almost complete.

People have come from near and far 
to visit our project site. They’re curious. 
They’re interested. They see potential 
in the possibilities for green design and 
material selection we’ve implemented. 
Our project is toward the extreme end 
of a “green” movement in residential 
 construction, and we like the idea that 
our example may provoke others into 
action in their own homes, in their own 
lifestyle choices. 

Kristin and I have given careful 
consideration to the way our house is 
being built: the design, the materials, 
the process. We feel privileged to have 
been able to do a green project like this 
from the ground up. The message we try 
to emphasize to others is that you don’t 
have to build a house of straw to exercise 
your environmental values. There are 
many ways to do so with consideration 
for the planet.

While building something brand 
new or major remodeling offer the great-
est possibilities for green construction 
approaches, any work you may be doing 
around your house provides an opportu-
nity to make Earth-friendly choices. 

Every product or material we buy 
for use in our homes carries some envi-
ronmental consequence. No matter what 
it is, the processes of its production, 
transportation, sale, installation, use, 
and its eventual disposal at the end of its 
 useful life consume resource inputs and 
generate polluting outputs. Being envi-
ronmentally considerate means choos-
ing products for which these inputs and 

outputs are minimized. But how do we 
know what the environmental impacts of 
any given product are? 

The concept of conducting a product 
lifecycle analysis sounds very scientific 
and indeed it can be. You can take this 
as far as you wish to go with it. There 
are Internet sites that will help you track 
a product’s environmental impacts. 
There is analysis software available. 
There’s information available from both 
manufacturers and independent sources. 
Begin by asking a few simple questions:

n What is the product made of? 
n Where did these raw materials 

come from and how much energy did it 
take to harvest, mine or otherwise gather 
them? 

n What must be involved in the 
 manufacturing process? 

n How much transportation is 
required to move the product from the 
manufacturer to where I purchase it and 
then in to my home? 

n Are there chemical components to 
this product that will off gas fumes into 
my home? 

n What becomes of this product 
when I’m done with it? 

Examining products through the lens 
of a lifecycle analysis is a key step in 
green building or remodeling. Be fore-
warned, though, that it can get a little 
complex. Even a seemingly simple ques-
tion such as the all-too-familiar grocery 
store query of “Paper or plastic?” gets 
murky when subjected to a lifecycle 
analysis. In the end, just do the best you 
can with the information you can gather. 

Windows affect not only the beauty 
of your home but its energy efficiency 
as well. This is one area where spending 
more up front will add up to cost savings 
later. Double-pane, gas-filled windows 
are the norm these days. They improve 
the heat resistance, or R-value, of what 
really amounts to big holes cut into your 
home’s insulation envelope. Triple-pane 
glass and various glass coatings can also 
improve energy efficiency.

When it’s time to build or redo an 
outdoor deck, you don’t have to look far 
to find alternatives to pressure-treated 
wood. Plastic lumber has become very 
popular over the past decade. The green-
est options contain the highest percent-
age of post-consumer recycled content. 
Composite deck materials made from 
a combination of recycled plastic and 
processed wood scrap are also available, 
though the blending of these different 
materials limits recycling options at the 
end of the deck’s useful life. Steer clear 
of plastic lumber materials that use vir-
gin (non-recycled) plastic in their com-
position.

Paints and other wall finishes have 
come a long way since the days of 
smelly oil-based paint. Most mainstream 
paint manufacturers now offer zero or 
low VOC paints. VOC refers to the vola-
tile organic compounds often found in 
the solvents that keep the paint in  liquid 
form while you apply it and then evapo-
rate out as the paint dries on the wall. 
This evaporation or off-gassing of VOCs 
contributes to indoor air quality issues 
that may exist for months or even years 
after the paint has dried. Other green 
wall finishes worth exploring include 
clay-based paints, which add a lovely 
texture and depth of color to your walls, 
and milk paints, which mix natural pig-
ments into a milk protein base to  provide 
rich, “old fashioned”–looking finishes.

Home appliances are another area 
to explore for greening your home. The 
first rule for being environmentally 
minded when it comes to household 
appliances is: If it still works, keep 
using it. Remember that every new 
product you purchase, even the green-
est, has environmental impacts through 
its manufacturing, transportation, etc. If 
you do find yourself in the market for a 
new appliance, Energy Star is a Federal 
program designed to help us all save 
money while protecting the environ-
ment through energy-efficient products 
and practices. You may have noticed 
the blue-and-white Energy Star labels 

as you’ve strolled through the appliance 
aisles. From kitchen appliances to elec-
tronics to furnaces, Energy Star ranks 
them based on their energy usage, mak-
ing it easy for you to find a unit with the 
features you desire without compromis-
ing your environmental interests. Check 
out energy star.gov to access this valu-
able resource.

As Kermit the Frog concludes on 
the TV commercials for Ford’s hybrid 
 vehicle, it’s becoming easier to be green. 
Though some of these products cost more 
at the time of purchase, many pay back 
real financial benefits in the long term. 
There are also additional financial incen-
tives thanks to Federal tax credits you can 
earn for purchasing products with certain 
environmental standards. Check with your 
tax advisor for more information.

In the strawbale home Kristin and I 
are building, we’ve chosen to examine 
all of our product decisions through a 
green lens. That’s not to say that we’ve 
always made the most environmental 
choice. Other factors, including cost, 
functionality and aesthetics, were also 
factored in and sometimes won out over 
a more environmental option. I share this 
to stress that each of us needs to make our 
own choices for our own reasons when it 
comes to greening our homes. Strawbale 
walls may work for us, an Energy Star 
washing machine finds its way into your 
home, and perhaps the neighbor down the 
road pops in some new energy- efficient 
windows. We each do our part in our own 
way to build and live with greater consid-
eration for the planet. 

Jeff Feldman’s interests lie in helping 
people become aware of their connections 
to the natural world and understanding 
their impacts upon it. He is currently 
expressing his environmental values by 
building a “green” home in Berkeley 
County, W.Va. For more info on his house 
project or green building in general, con-
tact Jeff at jfeld33@aol.com.

Building  
with Consideration 
for the Planet
Jeff Feldman
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This decking material installs just 
like wood but is made from 100% 
recycled plastic milk jugs.

Strawbale walls 
provide excel-

lent insulation in 
Jeff Feldman and 

Kristin Alexander’s 
green home.

Jeff Feldman and Kristin 
Alexander’s green home is 
almost complete.

Many people come to this area 
with a dream of buying some 
acreage and living in the coun-

try, while people with local roots going 
back centuries strive to keep the acreage 
that they already have. Today’s reali-
ties make both difficult. Increasing land 
values leading to higher taxes make rural 
land a liability unless it brings in cash. It 
is harder and harder to make money from 
the land and much easier to just sell out. 

 Sallie Spaulding’s Jefferson County 
roots go extremely deep. “I’m the sev-
enth generation of my family to live on 
this land,” she said, at her home just out-
side Shepherdstown.

The property has been in her family 
since the early 1700s. Her father, Henry 
Shepherd, now 86, still lives in the old 
family home, Bellevue, which was built 
between 1750 and 1770. Her sister and 
brother-in-law live in the stone house 
on the farm that was built for guests in 
1910. 

The farm originally included what 
is now Willowdale and part of the Cress 
Creek subdivision. Like many farms of 
its era, it even supported some small 
industries, including a stone quarry and a 
mill for producing linsey-woolsey fabric, 
along spring-fed streams that still flow. 
Overgrown ruins of old buildings can be 
found in the woods where nature is striv-
ing to reclaim them. 

 Sallie and her husband Pete call 
their portion of the original property 
HomeView Farm. “When the leaves are 
off the trees, we can see the old farm-
house and barn from here,” Sallie said. 

“And when the leaves are on the trees, 
you can’’ see any of the lights from the 
college or the road, and it’s like it prob-
ably was a hundred years ago.”

When her father inherited the farm, 
it was a dairy, and he switched to raising 
beef cattle. Sallie and Pete are deter-
mined to keep what’s left of the farm 
in agriculture, and they are going in yet 
another direction. They have been work-
ing on their acreage for over 10 years, 
transforming part of it into a nursery to 
supply their landscaping business, and 
part to house Sallie’s horses, Welsh 
ponies (a pony is defined as a small 
horse 14.2 hands high or smaller) and a 
quarter horse mare.

“She’s horses, horses, horses!” Pete 
declared. 

Pete came to the panhandle in 1979 
from Glen Echo, Md. He explained that 
he has been a landscape designer for 
over 30 years, and in the off-season, he 
has worked in construction. He came to 
help build a log cabin in Bakerton, saw 
opportunities, and relocated.

Right now the Spauldings have 15 
acres in nursery stock, all shrubs and 
ornamental grasses that Pete describes as 
“deer safe.”

“I’ve had to re-think whole design 
concepts because of the deer,” Pete said 
with resignation. 

They stressed that the nursery is not 
a retail establishment or garden center, 
since the nature of their business does 
not accommodate drop-ins. However, 
the Spauldings do welcome customers to 
come out and buy if they call and make 
an appointment.

When one thinks of a nursery, it 
brings to mind rows of potted trees and 
shrubs. You will not see the potted plants 
when you drive into HomeView Farm, 
although they are present. The smaller 
plants in their pots are out of sight on the 
lower portion of the property, along the 
spring-fed stream that provides the irri-
gation water.

Much of the nursery stock is planted 
in sprawling display gardens along the 
road near the house, but the plants can 
be easily dug up for sale. It is easy to 

see a designer’s touch in the gardens that 
meander around rock outcroppings

“It makes the place look beautiful 
and gives customers an idea of what 
things will actually look like when they 
are planted out,” said Pete. 

 Sallie pointed out some large vibur-
nums—actually more like small trees 
than shrubs. “We let a few grow out to 
their mature size so that people will have 
a real feel for the mature garden,” she 
said.

“We stayed with the natural con-
tours of the land rather than bulldozing 
and flattening everything.” Sallie indi-
cated the gently rolling hills, adding that 
it was pleasant to ride horses over the 
hills, through the woods and down to the 
river. “Riding a pony is like walking a 
dog,” she mused, “It’s the same sort of 
 companionship.”

The Spauldings specialize in a selec-
tion of shrubs and ornamental grasses 
that are unpalatable to deer. About a 
fourth of the plants are natives. There are 
several different types of boxwood, rang-
ing from dwarf to columnar, many vibur-
num cultivars, and dozens of ornamental 
grasses suitable for shade or sun.

They do not do their own plant 
propagation. The nursery stock is raised 
from rooted cuttings that are brought in, 
then grown for three to five years before 
they are sold.

Pete does the on-site work while 
Sallie runs the office and works with 
her horses. She used to work on clients’ 
flowerbeds, but that part of the business 
was phased out as too time-consuming. 
She still helps out in the nursery but her 
horses are her true passion.

 Sallie was raised on the farm and 
always had horses as a child. “I used to 
ride into town,” she recalled, “and we 
took sleigh rides in winter.”

She is active in the local pony riders 
club and offers ponies for use in events. 
She rode in the Christmas parade and 
may ride in the Easter parade. She says 
that although she doesn’t teach riding, 
she mentors young riders and helps older 
riders get back into riding after being 
away from horses for some time. 

Pete describes the farm as a perfect 
mix of Sallie’s love for the property and 
horses, and his love for his work.

When it comes to the jobs, Pete 
is a hands-on man. “I love my work,” 
he declared. “I don’t turn it over to my 
crew. I’m in the field every day.”

He puts in trees, shrubs, and peren-
nial beds and specializes in what he calls 
hardscape, which includes flagstones, 
brick, dry stack, and masonry walls. “Not 
concrete pavers,” he added emphatically. 
“I like to use material from the site. I’ll 
have them save rocks from –excavation.”

Most of his business comes from 
referrals, and he works with custom 
builders. He observed that new subdivi-
sions use formula plantings, while “each 
job is entirely different for us. We don’t 
plant for instant effects. We take the long 
view so that years from now trees won’t 
be crowded.”

He noted that they have many long-
term customers. They develop the land-
scape with them, within their budgets, 
with goals over time. They do a little 
maintenance for long-term customers and 
a few homeowners associations, but he 
stressed that they don’t do mowing.

Their only problem has been find-
ing and keeping committed and skilled 
employees. “Our number-one employee 
is a woman who has worked for us for 
six years,” said Pete. “She does every-
thing, from plant care to masonry.”

Pete enjoys putting his knowledge 
and abilities to work for Shepherdstown. 
He is on the board of Elmwood 
Cemetery as landscaper, on the Tree 
Committee, and he landscaped Viola 
Devonshire Park, which he describes 
as a “little gem that doesn’t get noticed 
enough.”

The Spauldings are consider-
ing  having an open house weekend at 
their nursery some time in the future. 
Meanwhile, they invite you to give them 
a call at (304) 876-2096 if you would 
like to visit. 

Claire Stuart likes to write about people 
and animals.

Pete and Sallie Spaulding

Sallie and Pete Spaulding
Keeping the Family Farm

Claire Stuart
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For centuries, life in a 
town or village has been 
defined by two institu-

tions, the church and the pub. 
If a church is the heart and soul 
of a town then the public house 
or inn is the brains and belly. 
In 1666, after the great fire of 
London, the Royal Academy 
was established in a pub; and 
during the Revolutionary War 
the Continental Congress met in 
an inn. The local pub is a meet-
ing place, a place to seek solace 
during sadness, a place to cele-
brate the small triumphs of daily 
life, a light place in the darkness 
where one can find food, drink, 
and conversation. 

 In the early 
days of 
Shepherds-

town, the Entler 
Hotel was the 
place to be, host-
ing its share of 
historically impor-
tant travelers and 
 revelers. In recent 
days the torch has 
been passed to the 
Mecklenburg Inn. The 
building used to be 
two separate structures 
with a courtyard and a 
variety of  cisterns for 
drinking water, rainwater, 
and grey water. In its time, 
the place has held several dif-
ferent businesses: originally the 
town’s post office, a hospital for 
confederate soldiers during the 
Civil War, and then Malone’s 
Plumbing Company. Wayne 
Skinner opened a gift shop in 
the building named the Penny 
Postcard. As local lore goes, 
Mr. Skinner noticed the steady 
stream of customers  stopping in 
for a beer at the pool hall across 
the street and decided to put in a 
tap of his own. The pub we now 
know as “the Meck” was born. 
Wayne sold his business to Sue 
Knott, who ran it when I grew 

up in the town. The name of 
the bar comes from Shepherds-
town’s original incarnation, 
Mecklen burg, founded by 
German settlers in the 1700s. 

 The most recent owner of 
the Meck is George Moody. 
George grew up in St. James, 

Md. He came to Shepherdstown 
to help his mother who was sick 
with cancer. The very first time 
he walked into the pub he was 
put to work as a bartender and he 
never looked back. George has 
been at the Meck since 1992 and 
became the owner about three 
years ago. 

He 
has now lived 

in West Virginia longer than 
he lived in Maryland, so we 
can finally call him a local. 
George’s family is of Welsh 
origin and the bar has a Cymru 
feel to it, but there is also an 
Irish flavor. The rotating show 
of local photographs by the 
Meck’s resident photographer, 
Scott Kitching, keeps a modern 
dialog going in the  traditional 
setting. George says his most 
memorable experience in the 
bar was during the peace talks 
in town in 2000, when Bill 
Clinton came to do a photo 
shoot in the picturesque brick 
and glass atrium. 

  For several years the Meck 
did not serve hot food to 
the pub customers, just 

breakfast to the guests of the 
inn’s rooms. After the devas-
tation of hurricane Katrina, 
George decided to do a fund-
raiser to help those affected by 
the torrential storm. He talked 
his friend Leeland Compton, 
who has been cooking delicious 
meals for his large family for 
years, into catering a huge buf-
fet for the benefit.  
The affair raised a lot of money 

for a good cause and 
George decided to 
hire Leeland to cook  
full time. 

 The Meck now 
has a full lunch 
and dinner ser-

vice and late-night 
pub grub, serving 
traditional home 
cooking and 
using fresh local 
meats from 
Holsinger’s in 
Hagerstown. 
The menu 
features 
favorites 

from the 
custom-made foot long hot 

dogs, chili, and huge hamburg-
ers to some exotic choices like 
Thai beef skewers. Lunch 
service is nonsmoking from 
Monday through Friday until 
three o’clock if you want to 
experience the taste of pub grub 
(without the full-on smoky bar 
experience.)

 For live music the Meck is 
an intimate venue to hear 
old classics and new music. 

At times the Meck has hosted 
poetry readings and electronic 
music nights. Bluegrass bands, 
blues singers, jazz trios, singer/
songwriters, country bands, reg-
gae, dance bands, and bawdy 
puppet shows have all per-
formed on the well-worn wood 

and brick floors. The artists 
and the music they play change 
over time, but the Tuesday night 
open mike has become a local 
tradition with always a few 
favorites, and some newbies cut-
ting their teeth. It’s a fun time to 
dance a few steps or stomp your 
feet. There are usually bands 
on Friday and Saturday nights 
and the cover charge of a few 
bucks is well worth the cost. On 
holidays the Meck is open and 
rolling. On Halloween expect 
to find the staff dressed up and 
the place dark and spooky for 
the annual costume contest. 
Christmas day is never the same 
without a stop for a beer and a 
shot of brandy by the fire, and 
if you’ve been a good tipper 
all year, a package of bartender 
Diane’s special sugar cookies. 
New Year’s Eve is a festive 
affair with live music and cham-
pagne, but it can’t compare to 
the St. Patrick’s Day party. It’s 
Georges favorite holiday of the 
year and the place positively 
shines. Packed to the gills with 
red faced, smiling folks, and 
ringing with Irish music, old and 
new, the warmth and laughter 
are contagious while the jokes 
and limericks flow as fast as the 
Guinness on tap. 

 The Mecklenburg is a great 
old bar and a touchstone 
in Shepherdstown. You 

can leave for years and come 
back to old friends and a fresh 
pint. In the winter, there are 
few places as cozy on a snow 
day, with a  roaring fire and, if 
you’re very lucky, a mug of 
Irish coffee. Many people have 
described to me their favorite 
memories of Shepherdstown 
and invariably they all contain 
one striking similarity: a sunset 
on the swing in the garden at 
the Meck—a solid wood swing 
hanging from an old gnarled 
tree that shouldn’t be standing, 
held up with Scott Cawood’s 
one-of-a-kind columns, covered 
in metal climbers. A hidden 
grotto in town, with flagstone 
pathways, overflowing flow-
erbeds, bamboo rustling in the 
breeze, mossy stone benches, 
all lit by torches at night, with 
a soundtrack of tinkling glasses 
and laughter. It truly is a magi-
cal place in almost heaven, West 
Virginia.

Christopher Robinson is a local 
artist who was born and raised 
in Shepherdstown. For more 
information, stop by Robinson-
Designs.com on the web.

The Mecklenburg Inn
Chris Robinson

“Reality must take precedence over public relations, for 
nature cannot be fooled.”

— Nobel Prize winning Physicist Richard Feynman
 

When I was a child growing up, “Old Man 
Macrillis” did not believe in gravity. He 
was a wonderful man who taught us a great 

deal about carpentry, fishing, and boating. Although he 
never believed in gravity, thankfully gravity believed in 
him, and he did not float into the atmosphere levitated 
by his delusions. The global warming debate is full of 
“Old Man Macrillises,” and they are making me hot 
under the collar. When one examines the long history 
of global warming science, it becomes increasingly 
difficult to believe that there is much of a real debate 
remaining, except how to ameliorate its effects.

The greenhouse effect that leads to global warm-
ing was first suggested in 1827 by the French math-
ematician and physicist Joseph Fourier (1768–1830), 

who claimed 
the earth is 
kept warm 
because the 
atmosphere 
traps heat, 
as if under a 
pane of glass, 
or in other 
words our 
atmosphere 
acts as a giant 
greenhouse. 

When physicists actually studied the process it turned 
out to be much more complex than Fourier suggested, 
but the common name “greenhouse effect” persisted for 
the very simple reason everyone knew what a green-
house was, while very few understood the intricacies of 
atmospheric chemistry. What was gradually worked out 
by a series of chemists and physicists was that in our 
atmosphere, molecules of gas intercept infrared radia-
tion rising from the earth’s surface, with some of that 
energy then returned back to the surface. This means 
the earth is kept warmer than it would be if there were 
no atmosphere.

The primary gas that affects temperature is water 
vapor, but in 1859 the Irish physicist John Tyndall (1820–
1893) discovered that gases such as methane and carbon 
dioxide also block infrared radiation. In 1896 a Swedish 
physical chemist, Svante Arrhenius (1859–1927), brought 
these disparate pieces of evidence together. Arrhenius 
claimed that climate might be affected if humans put extra 
carbon dioxide in the atmosphere through the burning of 
fossil fuels. Arrhenius calculated that doubling the amount 
of  carbon dioxide in the atmosphere would raise the global 
temperature 5 to 6 degrees Celsius, while lowering the 
carbon dioxide would reciprocally lower the temperature 
an equal amount.

If Arrhenius’ simple calculations had been cor-
rect there would have been no ensuing debate about 
the cause and effects of global warming. Although 
Arrhenius was accurate in claiming there was a feed-
back loop between carbon dioxide and temperature, the 
actual process of global climate is much more complex 
due to the effects of water vapor and the oceans, which 
tend to dampen some of the effects. The final irony of 
Arrhenius (the discoverer of global warming) was that 
he welcomed it. Arrhenius did most of his research in 
frigid Scandinavia and the Arctic, and from this per-
spective at the northern tip of the globe, Arrhenius saw 
global warming as a good thing, which could poten-
tially increase the growing season and human comfort 
zone of his native Sweden. Arrhenius’ generally sunny 
outlook on global warming (no pun intended) was not 
followed by scientists in the late 20th century.

Atmospheric testing had gotten much more sophis-
ticated after World War II, in part through Cold War 
efforts to detect atmospheric radiation from atomic 
bomb tests. One unintended consequence of the mili-
tary technology was the spectrophotometer, a delicate 
expensive instrument for measuring carbon dioxide 
 levels. From 1957 to 
1960, the American 
geochemist Charles 
Keeling (1928–2005) 
used the instru-
ment to measure 
carbon dioxide in 
the atmosphere over 
Antarctica. With the 
right instrument for 
the job, Keeling was 
able to graph a curve of ever increasing carbon dioxide 

levels. 
The curve 
itself has 
become 
an icon 
of the 
“green-
house 
effect,” 
and it 
shows no 
signs of 
decreas-

ing. The new information changed the terms of the 
debate. The debate was no longer about the amount 
of carbon dioxide being placed in the atmosphere, but 
merely how long it would take to have an effect. 

Today there is large-scale consensus that global 
warming is occurring. The National Academy of Scien-
tists recently concluded that average surface temperatures 
have risen .7°C (1.4°F) since the early 20th century, with 
most of this increase taking place since 1978. The 20th 

century was the warmest in the last 600 years. More wor-
risome, the 10 warmest years in the century all occurred 
within the last 15 years of the century. As our planet 
grows feverish, our ecosystems grow 
more ill and chaotic. Glaciers are receding in Alaska, 
the Himalayas, the Alps, Argentina, New Zealand, and 
Antarc tica. Polar bears are drowning as the ice shelf melts.

In the wake of this evidence the majority of scientists 
have pointed to some common causes. Although there is 
always a natural greenhouse effect, over the last century, 
by burning oil, coal, and deforestation, we have added 
enough carbon dioxide to the atmosphere to create a 
measurable greenhouse effect. The best computer models 
suggest that if present trends continue, global temperatures 
will rise from 1°C to 4°C by the end of this century. Lest 
this seem like a trivial amount, this was the approximate 
temperature change at the end of the last ice age.

Noise pollution may be a bigger threat than CO2 
emissions to finding a solution to global warming. 
There has been much obfuscation and obstruction on 
this issue, all to ill effect. Calls to “teach the contro-
versy” about global warming imply that there is confu-
sion about its mechanism or reality, neither of which is 
the case. Orwellian labels like “global climate change” 
give the impression that this is a natural process that we 
can expect to regularly swing back into balance. But of 
course the climate is not merely rhythmically changing, 
but actively warming at a quickening rate; therein lies 
the problem, the danger, and the accurate diagnosis—
“global warming.”

In looking at the so-called debate on global warm-
ing, one has to wonder why, long after ignorance about 
women and other races have made sexism and rac-
ism socially unacceptable, we still tolerate prejudice 
against science—let’s call it scienceism. As a society 
we no longer take seriously the ignorant arguments that 
women should not vote or own property, or that other 
races are our slaves or inferiors. We should hold a simi-
lar disdain for antiquated scientific notions like a flat 
earth, creationism, and the belief that global warming is 
still untested and in doubt.

So where does that leave us 120 years after Fourier 
first started to notice this warming effect? Well the old 
joke used to be: “Everybody talks about the weather, 
but nobody ever does anything about it.” Unfortunately 
now the joke is on us, as we have manipulated the plan-
et’s temperature and will have to come to terms with 
this fact. Finally, 120 years after the discovery of the 
greenhouse effect, the scientific debate about the real-
ity of global warming has ended. The great unanswered 
question remains our moral and political courage to 
address this challenge. Our answer to this challenge 
will affect both our generation’s historical 
legacy and the future our children either enjoy or endure.

Mark Madison teaches environmental history  
and ethics at Shepherd University.

A l l  c R e A T u R e s  g R e A T  A n d  s m A l l

More Heat Than Light
The So-called Global Warming Debate

Mark Madison
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Rose Hill Cemetery 
is a long-standing 
fixture within 

Shepherdstown. For over 
150 years, African American 
citizens of our community 
have been buried here. On a 
recent site visit, Ruth Brown, 
Secretary of the Rose Hill 
Cemetery Board, gazed out 
over the cemetery where many 
of her relatives are buried. 
“This is the final resting place 
of our loved ones,” she said 
with respect and conviction in 
her voice. 

Located on West High 
Street, a block-and-a-half 
west of the Shepherdstown 
University baseball field, it 
occupies two-and-a-half acres of land. 
As Brown gives a tour of the cemetery, 
she explains that much work needs to 
be done, not only to catch up with the 
neglect of past years, but to develop a 
community of people willing to take care 
of the cemetery in the future.

While the cemetery may be obscure 
in its location, it is an important part 
of historic Shepherdstown. It pro-
vides a firm link in the lives of many 
Shepherdstown citizens, since genera-
tions of families have been buried here. 

A walk up the narrow access road 
off West High Street leads to the cem-
etery, where the barrenness of winter 
 provides a clear view of the 150 or more 
graves. A large juniper tree stands at the 
base of the cemetery, a likely observer to 
over 160 years of use in the cemetery. 

Time has taken its toll on the Rose 
Hill Cemetery. The graves within the 
central portion of the cemetery are eas-
ily viewed. However, to either side, 
brush and trees have encroached on the 
 cemetery, and many of the oldest graves 
are hidden from view and marked only 
by a depression in the ground or the 
smallest of burial markers. Numerous 
gravestones have fallen and point down-
hill. Cemetery records list burials as 

far back as the late 1830s and include 
the graves of slaves. This past summer 
three burials took place in the cemetery, 
 illustrating how Rose Hill Cemetery 
 continues its service for the community.  

Other signs of present-day use and 
care are visible: a wreath and small 
wooden sign bearing the words “Rose 
Hill Cemetery” provide identity and a 
welcoming presence to the cemetery. 
New asphalt covers the roadway, which 
up until last year was unpaved. Recently 
approval was obtained from the town 
for a larger sign at the entrance. Despite 
the work to be done and the worries 
about the long-term maintenance of the 
 cemetery, Ruth Brown smiles as she 
walks around the grounds and reflects on 
the journey of the Rose Hill Cemetery. 

In 1996, a new groundswell of sup-
port began, and Brown has been along 
for the ride ever since. Descendants of 
family members reorganized and formed 
a board, which has approximately 10 
active members. The board sends a 
fund-raising letter annually to all fam-
ily  members for which it has current 
contact information. This past fall, the 
community learned that Robyn Roberts, 
an anchorwoman for CBS News, has 
 ancestors in the cemetery. Ms. Roberts 

came to the cemetery during a visit to 
Shepherdstown. 

“We have been truly blessed this 
year,” says Brown. She explains that 
a 10-year goal of the cemetery board 
was reached this past summer when the 
cemetery road was paved. Funding of 
the paving project came from a variety 
of funding sources including board dues, 
the town, and anonymous donations. In 
the past, when muddy conditions pre-
vailed during funerals, the hearse could 
not reach the upper portion of the cem-
etery. Now that is no longer a problem. 

Yet, as with any fixture needing 
 continual maintenance, much work 
remains for the volunteers who continue 
to care for and love Rose Hill Cemetery. 
Mowing and other grounds maintenance 
is necessary, with support for this work 
coming from volunteer and paid labor. 
Families of the Rose Hill Cemetery are 
very thankful for Mr. Ray Walls, Sr.,  
of Kearneysville who dug many of the 
graves and is assisting the group with 
identifying and marking the unmarked 
graves. Goals of the board now include 
placing a gate at the cemetery entrance, 
erecting the new entrance sign, and, most 
important, locating and marking all of 
the graves with stone markers. An  

annual bake sale, a dinner/
movie night, and dues from 
board members and fam-
ily  donations support these 
activities.

To the members of the 
Rose Hill Cemetery board, 
this is work that is impor-
tant in order to ensure that 
future generations continue 
to care for the cemetery. 
The Rose Hill Cemetery 
Board welcomes new 
 members as well as any 
and all donations towards 
general upkeep of the cem-
etery. Organizational assis-
tance would also be greatly 

appreciated from groups such 
as the Rotary, Kiwanis, Boys 

& Girl Scouts, etc. Currently one of the 
local 4-H groups is involved in the cem-
etery. Each year the Clovers-In-Action 
place a wreath in the cemetery adjacent 
to the small “Rose Hill Cemetery sign, 
and soon they will be erecting a second, 
larger sign, which they also built, at the 
cemetery entrance. 

Donations of time and other 
resources are needed to help Rose Hill 
Cemetery continue to have a lasting 
place in the Shepherdstown community. 
For more information or to make a dona-
tion of time or money, please contact 
the Rose Hill Cemetery board president, 
Brenda Johnson, at (304) 876-8509. 
In the meantime, visit the quiet side of 
High Street for your own perspective on 
another facet of historic Shepherdstown.

 

Sheri Fedorchak is a new Shepherds-
town resident who works as a curriculum 
designer for adult distance learning. 
Coincidentally, she is designing a train-
ing course on the Essentials for Cemetery 
Monument Care. 

Rose Hill Cemetery
Sheri Fedorchak
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In August, the Shepherdstown 
Daycare Center (SDC) opened its 
new Ruth D. Brown Infant and 

Toddler Wing, and as part of the expan-
sion, the Center gained a new main 
entrance. In the foyer is a couch, which 
offers the most restorative vista in town. 
On those days when you are in a funk, 
when the daily Bad News Paper com-
bines with one or more of your fellow 
townspeople to lead you to a point of 
despair from where you question the 
future of the species and the town, sit 
here a while. Watch.

You are at a crossroads of young 
and old, black and white, richer and 
poorer. That in itself is remarkable. It’s 
the nature of small-town life to reduce 
the distances between people, but if 
you’re not careful, if you don’t work at 
it, you end up surrounded by your own 
kind of folk. Not so at the Day Care—
kids,  parents, staff, volunteers, students 
from Shepherd pass by you from three 
different directions. But the diversity 
you see is not the most remarkable thing; 
the  feature that makes the heart sing is, 
to borrow a term from the old days, the 
vibes. Love, concern, and nurturing per-
meate the air.

One day in January, I sat on this 
couch for two hours with Keith Boyd. 
Keith is Mr. Day Care Center, not 
because he has put in his time there, he 
has (22 years this July), but because of 
an identity of natures. Organizations are 
loving and nurturing only because of 
the people who inhabit them. Keith is a 
remarkable person. Everyone who passed 
us during those two hours on the couch, 
whether they were two years old or 62 
years old, got a word or a smile that 
lightened that moment.

Keith is the master of the kitchen, the 
SDC chef. Every day, with the help of an 
assistant, he prepares breakfast and lunch 
for the 78 children currently enrolled 
every day for 22 years, beginning at 6:30 
a.m. Lunch rotates on about a four-week 
schedule, through chicken pot pie to 
lasagna to tuna melts to wraps to cheese-
burger soup, the favorite offering. “In 22 
years we’ve never had a child get sick 
from the food. That’s a lot of hand wash-
ing and a lot of attention to food safety,” 
Keith says, with quiet pride.

He learned the science of food 
 service at the James Rumsey Technical 
Institute; he learned the art and the joy 
in it from watching the adults in his 
large and extended family. Keith grew 
up  surrounded by family: brothers and 
 sisters and cousins and aunts, a spe-
cial grandmother and “Pops” (Bobby 
Branson), Keith’s spiritual father. 
Holidays were celebrated with large fam-
ily feasts with everyone pitching in to 
help in preparing special treats.

Keith grew up on Ray Street, and 
he still lives on Ray Street. Once upon a 
time, the original building of SDC was 
the Eastside Elementary School, which 
Keith attended, and so he has the path 
from Ray Street to SDC etched into his 
brain. Thirty-one years ago the school 
building was acquired by a group of 
local citizens and the SDC began. Keith 
was 20 at that time. After several years 
of schooling at the Rumsey Institute, and 
after honing his food preparation skills at 
City Hospital while volunteering at SDC, 
Keith began working at SDC, where he 
is the longest serving employee.

So far you might get the idea that 
Keith doesn’t get around much, traveling 
a short orbit between Ray Street and SDC. 
But that’s because we haven’t  -gotten to 
the music in Keith. He is a singer. More 
than that, he is a memorable singer. Forty 
or so years ago people used to note the 
kid who was always singing, whether he 
was walking down the street or riding 
his bike down to the river in front of the 
Tobacco Warehouse to see how the fish 
were biting. One day a neighborhood 
lady, Beverly Jenkins, pointed out to him 
that a boy who sang so much and so well 
should be singing in church. And so Keith 
joined the choir, one of the many choirs, 
at Asbury United Methodist Church. And 
with singing, Keith Boyd shows most 
clearly who he is.

For Keith, singing is not about self. 
It’s a way to praise the Lord and to bring 
joy to people. It’s his ministry. Religion 
is at the center of Keith’s life. At the 
 difficult points in his life, Jesus has been 
there for him, either in person, giving 
him the help and the strength he needed, 
or by sending him someone to help him 
through. Family has sustained him. His 
brother Carl, and Carl’s wife, Angel, 

and his other brother Kevin Haynes and 
Kevin’s wife, Lynn Lyles, have been 
 particularly supportive. Life has had its 
challenges, but at the age of 51, Keith 
feels good. He feels that he has come 
through, that he is free, and in a position 
to give back to others some portion of the 
grace he has been shown. 

So when Keith sings—as part of 
the Praise Team or the Men’s Choir (the 
Mighty Men of God) at Asbury Church, 
or with the Brothers of Harmony, or at 
the Goose Route Dance Company annual 
festival, where last summer his a cappella 
rendering of Amazing Grace brought the 
house down, or most days in the kitchen 
while preparing lunch—he is singing for 
us and for the Lord. Food for the stomach, 
food for the soul; it’s all the same thing.

Keith has toured widely with these 
various singing groups—to New York 
City, Baltimore, Cincinnati, Virginia, 
Canada, Florida, and Constitution Hall in 
Washington, D.C—always to praise the 
Lord and bring joy to the audience, never 
to advance himself. The Lord loves a 
cheerful giver, and such is Keith.

Keith has had a longtime dream. It’s 
to open a restaurant. Not to make big 
bucks or to see his name in lights, but to 
feed people, whether they can pay or not. 
His restaurant would be “quaint” with 
“down-home cooking,” like fried chicken, 
chicken pot pies, beans with ham, maca-
roni and cheese, corn bread, hot rolls, and 
sweet potato pie. The  special magic touch 

would be to use a lot of secret recipes 
and special techniques so that all the food 
would be both of comfort to the inner 
soul and easy on the figure and arteries. 
Keith was so transported while telling me 
his dream that I was almost able to get 
out of him his secret recipe for cinnamon 
buns. These buns are so good that several 
kids at SDC have resisted moving on to 
elementary school! 

The high point of Keith’s culinary 
year came with his special Thanksgiving 
lunch for the SDC, all the SDC—kids, 
teachers, staff, the board, and, as special 
guests, the town employees at the sewer 
plant, which borders the campus. Every-
one worked together, helping and being 
helped. The Rainbows made pumpkin 
pie; the Butterflies, a chocolate mystery 
dessert; the Sunshines made decorations 
for the walls and tables; and the kitchen 
produced all the traditional trimmings. 
Someplace around dessert time, Keith 
peeked around the corner and there they 
all were: a family, young and old, black 
and white, richer and poorer, helping and 
being helped. Just like on Ray Street, in 
the old days, when he was young.

Peter Wilson has been a philosophy 
 professor, a short order cook, a health 
system analyst, and a mayor of Shep-
herdstown. Here, there, New Zealand, 
Russia, Ukraine, Sweden, Britain.

Making a Joyful Sound Unto the Lord
Peter Wilson

Keith Boyd
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

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

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:30 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

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

New Street United Methodist
Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: 876-2362

Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3122

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Siobhan Patterson, Curate

Frank Coe, Priest Associate
Telephone: 876-6990

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

Christ Reformed U.C.C.
304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor

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

Sunday School for all ages: 10:10 a.m.

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
Church & Washington Streets

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets
Fred Soltow, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
Children’s Church: 11:15 a.m.

Sunday Evening Worship and Bible Study: 6:15 p.m.

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

Children’s Church: 9:15 a.m.

Baha’i Faith
Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets

Telephone: 535-2351
Sunday Devotions: 11:30 a.m.

Study circles and monthly discussion group 
(call for information)

Unity of Shepherdstown
Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy

Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.

Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops

Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets 

Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10:00 
a.m. 
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays 
3:00 p.m. year-round in the Reading Room 

Christian Science Reading Room, located at  
203 S. Princess Street, is open Mondays and Wednesdays 

(except holidays) from noon until 3 pm.

Telephone: 876-2021 
Sentinel radio program Sundays 7 a.m. 

on WINC 92.5 FM 

He was her boyfriend, Ronnie, and she was 
his girlfriend, Carole, in the McGuffey High 
School  senior class play. That is where it 

all began for Bob and Betty Lou Bryant, who have 
been married for 61 years. McGuffey was the labora-
tory school for the Department of Education at Miami 
University in Oxford, Ohio, where Betty Lou’s father 
was a professor. Bob’s parents were local farmers. 
Betty Lou opted to go to summer school and finish high 
school early allowing both to graduate in 1943—the 
middle of World War II. Bob went into the Navy’s 
V-12 Program at Denison University in Granville, Ohio, 
where he received 16 months of college preparation for 
midshipman’s school. (Both are pleased that a grandson 
is now attending that university.)

Betty Lou started college at Miami; they cor-
responded and continued to see each other when Bob 
came home on liberty. From Denison, Bob went to 
midshipman’s school at Fort Schuyler in New York 
City. He was commissioned an Ensign in March of 
1945, and home on leave, he presented Betty Lou with 
an engagement ring. He was assigned to a small ship 
being   out fitted in Key West for 
the invasion of Japan. Following 
the Japanese surrender, the ship 
was ordered to Newfoundland to 
do air-sea rescue, and later to the 
United States Naval Submarine 
School in New London, Conn. 
With the prospect of stateside duty, 
Bob and Betty Lou were married 
on February 23, 1946. After sev-
eral happy weeks in New London, 
Bob’s ship received orders to 
Charleston, S.C. They packed all 
their worldly goods into two sea 
bags, which Bob took on the ship, 
and she followed by train. Five 
weeks later, they moved to Green 
Cove Springs, Fla., where Bob’s 
ship was decommissioned. In July, 
he was released from active duty.

Bob and Betty Lou returned 
to Oxford, Ohio, and lived in “Vet 
Village” while he finished his 
undergraduate degree in mathemat-
ics. Betty Lou worked for Miami 
University as assistant loan librar-
ian, the youngest member of the faculty. Bob received a 
graduate  fellowship at the University of Alabama where 
he earned a master’s degree and Betty Lou finished her 
degree in English. Then, as a new member of the Miami 
University  faculty, Bob taught math for three years. 

In 1951, Bob accepted a position in the Sound 
Division at the Naval Research Lab (NRL) in 

Washington, D.C. The research involved underwater 
sound propagation with the goal of detecting Soviet 
submarines. In 1958, with the space age in its infancy, 
Bob joined the Vanguard Project at NRL. Their goal 
was to put a satellite into orbit. The first attempt to 
launch blew up, and the U.S. had to take second place 
to the Soviets until Von Braun’s military boosters were 
used. Bob says this was an exciting time because he 

worked with early computers 
 calculating satellite orbits. The 
Vanguard satellite was finally 
launched successfully, and data 
was used to determine the struc-
ture of what is now known as the 
Van Allen Radiation Belt. When 
the Vanguard Group became a 
part of NASA, Bob transitioned 
to the Theoretical Division. A 
study of the density of the upper 
atmosphere using echo balloon 
satellite data was a major effort. 
By examining the orbit, the 
effect of atmospheric resistance 
could be observed and inferences 
could be made about its density. 
The large size and small mass 
made the satellite a good tool. 
The changing light pressure on 
the satellite as it went into and 
out of the Earth’s shadow had to 
be included. By bouncing signals 
off the balloon, this satellite was 
the first to relay pictures across 
the Atlantic Ocean.

While Bob was involved with outer space, Betty 
Lou was busy with their three daughters, Becky, 
Bonnie, and Barbara, as well as completing college 
requirements for her school librarian certification.  
In 1962, she began her first library position at a pri-
vate school. In the late sixties, Bob worked on the 

Navy’s Anti-Submarine Warfare Project. He says his 
work throughout his career was very satisfying, but he 
 certainly had “ups and downs,” from under the sea, to 
the stratosphere, and back under water. During these 
years they lived in Forest Heights and Seabrook, Md. 

In September 1966, Betty Lou began her “dream 
job” as DuVal High School librarian, only to learn 
in March that they were expecting another member 
of the “B-Hive,” Beth. Later she was the librarian 
at Northwestern High School and then Bladensburg 
Elementary. 

From 1973 to 1974, they built a log house, 
with a spectacular view, on top of the Blue Ridge in 
Shannondale, W. Va. It was a weekend retreat for five 
years until they retired in July, 1979. Bob returned 
to teaching math in 1982, and later originated two 
well-received pocket billiards courses, at Shepherd 
University. Betty Lou was active in Shannondale and 
Charles Town civic organizations. They brought Betty 
Lou’s parents from California in 1983 to live in the 
 cottage adjoining Jeffersonian Manor Nursing Home 
where they were able to watch over their care. 

The Bryants moved to Steamboat Run in 1991. The 
next year, Betty Lou was asked to assist in the office of 
the Millbrook Orchestra. This work led to six years of 
support for the orchestra for both of them, which they 
thoroughly enjoyed. Later, Betty Lou worked at the gift 
shop at the Clarion Hotel where she saw all the princi-
pal negotiators, including President Clinton, during the 
January 2000 Peace Talks.

Betty Lou and Bob are grateful for having survived 
several major illnesses. Currently they are enjoying 
life in their Fernbank at Cress Creek villa. Betty Lou 
 volunteers at the Shepherdstown Visitors Center and the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER, sings in the Lutheran Church 
choir, and crafts beautiful needlework gifts for family 
and friends. Bob continues to play pool with his friends 
and enjoys playing bridge and checkers on the Internet. 
Three of their daughters and families are nearby and 
Beth’s family lives in the Chicago area. They are the 
proud grandparents of 12 grandchildren, and one great-
grandchild. 

Scotty Turner, and her husband Tom, retired to 
Shepherdstown in 2003. She enjoys bridge and golf and 
is a CASA volunteer.  This is her first GOOD NEWS 
PAPER article.

If any of our readers know other couples in the 
Shepherdstown area who have been married 60 years 
or more, please contact Betty Lou Bryant at 876-3897. 
We would like to include them in our series.

____________
*William Shakespeare, Hamlet

The Bryants in 2006, celebrating 60 years of marriage.

“The Play’s the Thing . . .”*

Scotty Turner
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Betty Lou and Robert Bryant on their  
wedding day in 1946.

Community Service for Good Friday
April 6: 12:00 noon Trinity Episcopal. 1:30 p.m. New St. Methodist. 3:00 p.m. Stations of the Cross at St. Agnes.
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A young man, dressed in a white robe, sitting on the right side, 

said to them, “Do not be alarmed; you are looking for Jesus of 

Nazareth, who was crucified. He has been raised; he is not here. 

Look, there is the place they laid him. But go, tell his disciples and  

Peter that he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see 

him, just as he told you” So they went out and fled from the tomb,  

for terror and amazement had seized them; and they said nothing to 

any one, for they were afraid.
— Mark 16:5-8

A         
 nd that’s how the oldest gospel ends. And they said nothing to any 
one, for they were afraid.

That’s the original ending although some scholars think it had a longer ending 
that was lost. Much later, according to some theories, somebody tried to tack on a 
happier ending or two but those faux endings have never been authenticated.

The raw and abrupt original ending makes sense to me. After all, it’s where we 
all more or less find ourselves: Jesus is clearly missing in our world and all we have 
to go on is the word of a stranger. Can we believe or not? Will we go back to our 
godforsaken “Galilees” or not?

According to this now ancient and mythic tale, three women trudged to Jesus’ 
tomb on the “first day of the week” the way some of us trudge into life each day, 
expecting the world to be the way it’s always been. The future sealed shut. Look 
again. The future is not sealed. Our fate is not sealed. There’s an opening in our 
world where a stone used to be.

The Resurrection story is a clue from the other side, although there are many 
ways to take it. Here are three.

First, for some of us, of course, the Resurrection of Jesus makes no sense as 
 history. The chemistry, biology, and physics are just too weird. Still, we love Easter. 
What’s not to like? Flowers, music, parades, and colored eggs! And did I mention 
chocolate? See what I mean? What’s not to like? Easter Sunday is no time to quibble 
about the “flesh and bones” of Jesus. Raise your spirits! Raise a glass! Praise God 
and stop thinking so much! Alleluia! Amen! Have another piece of  chocolate.

Second, for others of us, the Resurrection of Jesus proves that death is not the 
end. The power of the Great Spirit can overcome death. Of course, long before Jesus 
was ever born, people believed in an afterlife. It doesn’t take a “Resurrection” to 
 convince most people there is life after death.

Anyone can see that from the dead of winter life springs back. In the bulb there 
is a flower. In our death a new beginning. That’s fabulous stuff, but it’s hardly 
what startled those women at the empty tomb on that “first day of the week.” Those 
bereaved women already knew about the spring equinox and the perennial cycle of 
nature. In life and in death we belong to the wondrous web of life. Don’t be afraid of 
the dark, little darling. Here comes the sun. Lift up your hearts. Alleluia! Amen! Plant 
your garden.

And, finally, for some of us, the Resurrection proves, or at least strongly hints in 
a parabolic way, that Jesus is the way, the truth, and the life. And that’s where I think 
we may be onto something profound, as long as we understand that the way of Jesus 
is the way of love, which is the truth.

Jesus in Baghdad 
Randall Tremba

Jesus is clearly missing in our world.

The Resurrection vindicates a particular kind of bodacious love and spirited 
 mortal life.

The Resurrection of Jesus is a story first told by first-century Jews who had some 
inkling of a certain power or spirit in the earth that would one day vindicate the unjust 
suffering of the innocent. Human brutality would not go on forever. And Jews, of all 
people, knew a lot about brutality.

Jesus lived in a brutal time. He lived in a time and place not unlike Iraq today. 
The Jews of Galilee and the Jews of Judea were at each other like Sunnis and 
Shiites. The strongest military force in the world occupied their land and took what 
it wanted whenever it wanted, while the high priests in Jerusalem—much like imams 
in Baghdad—bled the people and ran the show. Zealots roamed highways and alley-
ways assassinating Roman troops and Jewish collab orators. The common people were 
pushed deeper and deeper into debt and hopelessness. Despair and violence were the 
only options.

Then along came Jesus. Along came Jesus in a brutal time and place where the 
vicious cycle of violence ran  endlessly. Jesus, as it turned out, would love his enemies 
even if it killed him. He lived and worked to launch a movement of people that would 
overcome tribalism, patriarchalism, and nationalism with an undying love for all 
 people as one family. (To reduce the death of Jesus to a “sacrifice for personal sins” is 
to demean what Jesus lived for!)

Jesus did not die of natural causes or by falling off a cliff or from a stab in the 
back. He was publicly crucified by an occupying military regime convinced that he 
was part of an insurgency to undermine their power by empowering the dispossessed 
of the earth.

Who do you think you are? the Roman governor asked him.
To which Jesus replied, Who do you think I am?
It’s still the question of our time.
Jesus was crucified. Crucifixions were more gruesome than beheadings. And the 

Romans were very good at them. They crucified Jews by the thousands. (Shame on 
Christians for caring about only one of them!)

Crucifixions were meant to maintain law and order, to keep the Empire in con-
trol. Crucifixions were meant to terrorize a population. Roman highways were lined 
with corpses for vultures to pick clean. It was a brutal time. Violence ruled the world.

And then along came Jesus. Jesus got in the way of the worldly powers. And 
those powers conspired to crucify him. Time would tell which way was more power-
ful, which way was the truth.

Jesus was buried behind a stone. The Roman Emperor’s seal was upon it. No one 
was permitted to move it.

A few broken-hearted women who had seen it all before—in Galilee and 
Judea, in Cambodia and Hiroshima, in Auschwitz and Darfur, in Baghdad and 
Birmingham—trudged toward the tomb where Jesus lay. Who will move the stone? 
they wondered. They knew the power of Empire to crush bodies and seduce the heart. 
They’d seen it all before. The future was sealed.

Or so they thought.
Look! He is not here. He is going ahead of you. Not above you in heaven, 

but ahead of you in Galilee, and in a million other places with a million different 
names, including your own world where people are still hungry, cold, wounded, and 
 frightened.

No one can “prove” the Resurrection. But, apparently, we can be part of it. 
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A Bike Ride to Benefit Abused Children • Saturday, June 2, 2007
10/25/50/100 miles

$25 registration fee includes T-shirt, rest stops, sag support and cue sheets.
BegInnIng AnD enDIng In  BeAut I fuL ,  H IStoR Ic  SHepHeRDStown,  wV

More info and registration at www.casaride.com

CASA
(Court Appointed Special Advocates)
trains volunteers to represent abused 

and neglected children  
in court.
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Cover Artist Local artist, Judy Bradshaw, exhibits and sells her work at Dickinson & Wait Craft Gallery in 
Shepherdstown. Her paintings reflect her love of the West Virginia landscape and the quiet moments 
that rejuvenate her and give her joy.
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