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Confessions of a White, Heterosexual,
Christian Minister
Thanks to Jesus, Lincoln, and Darwin
Randall Tremba

A leper came to Jesus begging him, and kneeling said,
“If you choose, you can make me clean.” Moved with
pity, Jesus stretched out his hand and touched him,
and said, “I do choose. Be clean!” Immediately the
leprosy left him, and he was made clean.
—The Gospel according to Mark

I

t’s not easy being me. And I’m sure it’s not easy
being you. Yes, we are all beloved children of
God; nevertheless, we are all wounded, sick, and
sinful. I am on the road to recovery thanks to Jesus,
Abraham Lincoln, and Charles Darwin.
I grew up scorning people of color as inferior to
myself. I scorned homosexuals, too, and found them
repulsive. It was part of the culture, part of my household, and enforced by the Bible.
My father once opened his Bible and showed
me verses in Genesis that proved blacks were cursed
by God and destined for slavery. It’s a ludicrous
interpretation of the Bible but he and a million other
Christians believed it.
It took years but eventually I realized how
unclean, toxic, and infectious I had become. I had said
and done many hurtful things to others. Unwittingly,
I’ve spent my adult life in this community seeking redemption through my work of preaching and
writing.
I sometimes think God graciously and humorously put me in a pulpit as a form of long-term
therapy because I needed an entire congregation to
pray for me and because I needed a job that forced me
to read and re-read the Bible over and over again in
order to rid myself of a deadly virus. As it turned out,
the very thing that had stricken me as a child would
also be my medicine.
I took my leprosy to Jesus and he put me on the
road to recovery.
My mother was born and raised in Alabama. After
moving to Ohio she became a born-again Christian
but even that didn’t cleanse her of certain prejudices.
She once told me she felt sad for black people. Why,
mommy? I asked. Because, she said, they want to be
white and can’t.
I was about 10 years old at the time. I believed
her. She was godlike to me. So when she told me
about homosexuality being an abomination unto the
Lord, I believed her.
When my mother was still living, and living
in Florida, her neighbors happened to be a lesbian
couple. She liked them a lot and they her. She was

kind to them but, she told me during one of my visits,
she was sad for them because she knew they’d rather
be heterosexual and have a man for a lover.
I was no longer 10 years old. I didn’t believe her.
My mother was wrong about that. But to her everlasting credit, she loved those women and did not hate
them. Those prayers expressed her love based on her
understanding of homosexuality.
I loved and love my mother dearly. But she turned
out to be not so perfect. She was flawed and wounded
by certain cultural indoctrinations as we all are. But I
wouldn’t throw my mother off the train any more than
I’d throw out the Bible for containing certain odious
cultural practices, such as sanctioning slavery, condoning patriarchy and genocide, or denouncing shrimpeating and homosexuality as “an abomination unto the
Lord.” What were they thinking? Shrimp?!
Jesus got me on the road to recovery. Abraham
Lincoln helped, too.
Lincoln opened new vistas on justice and equality,
abolishing demeaning definitions of humanness along
with slavery. Lincoln helped me realize that it takes
more than arguments from the Bible to see the truth.
North and South, he said, read the same Bible while
coming to different conclusions about slavery. Lincoln
came to the presidency with prejudices against blacks
but his experiences with them changed his heart.
Jesus got me on the road to recovery. Lincoln
helped. So did Charles Darwin.
Darwin opened new vistas on the awesome
processes of nature by showing how the earth keeps
unfolding as a more and more welcoming place to
more variety, more complexity, and more diversity. It’s
the way of the earth. It’s the way of God. Mutations
and deviations we fear and deplore often turn out
to enrich and strengthen the web of life. If only my
mother could have known and understood.
I teach a confirmation class for high school students. Recently we took up the story of creation in
Genesis. I asked the students what they had heard
about Genesis. Without exception they had heard
that you couldn’t believe Genesis and evolution, too.
And without exception they all believe evolution.
Therefore, they are not inclined to believe much, if
anything, about the Bible or the church. Who can
blame them?
Genesis is currently the single greatest intellectual
obstacle to Christian faith. And that’s a crying shame.
I, and many others, believe in Genesis and
evolution.

I asked the confirmands to consider some facts.
Genesis was composed about 3,000 years ago. Before
the Genesis story ever existed human beings had been
around for hundreds of thousands of years. Don’t you
think, I asked them, that most humans had figured out
the sequential order of the natural world long before
there were Bibles or books of any sort?
You don’t need Genesis to tell you that you can’t
have humans without animals first. You can’t have
big animals without little animals first. You can’t
have little animals without plants first. You can’t have
plants without soil. You can’t have soil without water
and light. This is not rocket science and that’s not the
big news in Genesis anyway.
Humans knew that much tens of thousands of
years ago. Furthermore, they all assumed there was a
god or gods behind it all. Even “God said” is not the
big news in Genesis. There are dozens of such ancient
creation stories with gods in them.
What, then, is Genesis chapter one about?
It’s about the character of the Mystery within and
beyond the natural world—something science can’t
prove or disprove. After all, science is only one way of
knowing. Poetry is another.
In a dark and foreboding time (about 600 BCE),
a Hebrew poet took the universally known sequence
of the natural world and compressed it into a familiar,
seven-day structure. (We do a similar thing by compressing a billion years of evolution into 24 hours,
showing humanity’s late arrival, just a minute or so
before midnight.) With the “voice of God” as an “offstage prop,” the poet composed an anthem of praise,
hope, and faith about the character of the Mystery
within and behind the natural world, pronouncing
every single phase of creation as intrinsically good—
from the tiniest to the largest, from the oldest to the
most recent.
Yes, I know. Life can be terrifying. But behold,
it is good. Be not afraid. Even when you can’t prove
it, even when it seems unlikely, trust the goodness of
my Spirit to make the world and you more and more
beautiful, more whole, more holy, and more hospitable. I will heal and redeem you, not overnight but
slowly over time as I am trying to do with that wreck
of a human writing this essay.
Be not afraid. Revel in life. Enjoy the world. Do
good work. Reach out for love and love will reach out
to you.

SPRING 2009 • GOOD NEWS PAPER

4

POETRY

Niwana Peters Martin
Reflections on Life, Parkinson’s and Pain
Poetry is a written overflow of life’s abundance
Be it positive or negative.
I race backward
Reflect onward
Laughing and absorbing the quality of wisdom
My body tremor is as the touch of a multitude of impetuous butterflies
I boldly ask to dance with this fragile kindred rose
I stagger through this morning
As a cracked glass full of liquid
Drink kindness and lightly smile
fragile
friend
young
angry
and
stern
I joyfully dream of children and butterflies
Seemingly forbidden to my bold body

Keep on kissing me
I am still here.
Tears, now, pain…
Pain, now, tears…
Tears.
On pondering my meds,
I struggle
With empty confusion
…not knowing
I saw an owl today…a screech owl!
Beloved, alone this day I cried through to the root of my pain.
Do I embarrass you, my husband, my companion?
My dance is tempestuous and hard
As the solitude of the velvet mountain in the dark storm
Cascading from death to birth
From mystery to creation
…I dance
I close my shutters down
I refuse to learn this day…
I miss me
What is pain?

Walking, Running, Riding, Skipping
Climbing, Jumping, Dancing
Kayaking, Hiking
Biking

This morning the pain is a large, silver crow
Piercing deep into my flesh

This moon gleams alluringly from the shadowy twilight

The pain is a silent crimson burning fire.

I
c
r
o
s
s
From doing to
b
e
i
n
g

The pain is a union of my body and soul.

Absorbing
Watching, Creating
Smiling, Laughing, Imagining
Whispering, Composing, Playing, Loving
I awake from an old cloudy dream
As gentle rain flows deep into the earth.
Why must the winter and fall have cannots
And the spring and summer candos?
To discover who I am
Is to live the sweeping river waters of my soul
Life floods my garden
I hasten to swim upward.
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The pain views the newness of the rising sun.
This morning the stillness of pain
Awakening my body to the light of day
When tiredness seeps down over my soul
Nothing has significance anymore
Not even life itself
…Until I rest.
A large black rapture crosses my path
From death to life comes renewal
…a full circle.
Teaching is equal to building seeds.
Old path
Alone
By others afraid to be known
But now
I sigh in silence and awake to a gentle friendship.
Niwana “Wanni” Peters Martin lives in Bakerton with her husband, Kevin, six cats,
three dogs, 25 chickens, and countless deer. Wanni has struggled with Parkinson’s for
20 years. These poems are from a collection “Gentle Stillness: Wisdom of Pain and
Other Blessings.”
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Full Circle Theater Company
Sue Kennedy

…the play’s the thing…
—Hamlet

PHOTOS BY RUTH WEESE

I

n the winter of 2004, Harpers Ferry’s
own Sean O’Leary saw his play
POUND premiered in Washington,
D.C. Based on the life of Ezra Pound,
one of America’s greatest poets, the play
was an instant critical success. Ezra
Pound was also a literary critic, a fascist, and an anti-Semite. POUND has
been regularly performed on prestigious
community stages ever since—The
Washington Stage Guild, Williamstown
Theatre Festival, The National Arts Club,
and Round House Theatre among them.
This month, POUND is making its debut
in Shepherdstown. Welcome to community theater and the Full Circle Theater
Company.
The beginning of community theater
in the United States is not well recorded.
What is known is that it dates back to
Colonial days. The American Association
of Community Theatre (AACT), a nonprofit membership organization, names
the Footlight Club in Massachusetts as
the “oldest continuously producing community theater in the U.S.“ By the early
1900s the “movement” was well under
way in New York City, where many noncommercial groups popped up, among
them the Provincetown Players, which
nurtured Eugene O’Neill; the Washington
Square Players, which evolved into the
Theatre Guild; and the Neighborhood
Playhouse, which is still thriving as a
theater training school.
By 1975 there were an estimated
15,000 community theater groups
around the country. Many of the originals evolved into professional theater
groups, the most famous of which is the
Pasadena Playhouse. The movement has
been called “art theater,” “little theater,”
“amateur theater,” even “tributary theater.” “Community theater” was coined in
1917, and it stuck.
Community theater is a performance made with and for a community.
Sometimes professionals are employed
but most companies are strictly volunteer efforts of artists who thrive on the
psychic income that comes with the
opportunity to work in a theater with a
production company.

A study of community theater roots,
featured in the book Theatre in America:
Appraisal and Challenge (1968), reported
that community theater “occupies a
peculiarly important position in the
American theater picture. It is the largest, by far, of the theater’s numerous
segments, and has the best chance of
reaching the average citizen and family. It
engages more people in theatrical activity, albeit part-time, than all the rest of
the American theater put together, including schools and colleges.”
The Full Circle Theater Company
(FCTC) is the brainchild of Dr. Joseph
Jurand, Dr. Robin DePietro-Jurand, and
Laura Richards Bakin. Jurand, FCTC
president, is a psychiatrist. DePietroJurand, artistic and managing director,
is a doctor of education and works

to improve education in developing
countries. Bakin, who shares the role
of artistic and managing director with
DePietro-Jurand, is a contractor for the
State Department Press Office. All are
theater people. They act, they direct,
and, when FCTC was becoming a reality,
they became set designers, furniture
movers, carpenters, plumbers, and general handy-people.
Naysayers told them, “It’s been
tried here before. It doesn’t work.” They
ignored them. They rented the former
Devonshire store space on South Princess
Street and never looked back. And in less
than two months, the FCTC was ready
for its close-up.
The founding mission was to provide high quality, affordable, year-round
theater for the growing Shepherdstown

community. “We wanted to reach out
to people who, because of distance and
money, had given up on going to the
theater,” said DePietro-Jurand. “We also
knew there was a wealth of talent here
that would be involved in community
theater, if it were available,” said Bakin.
“We’re very grateful for the support
we’ve received.”
The FCTC 2008–2009 season
debuted in December 2008 with a gift to
all ages, Charles Dickens’ A Christmas
Carol. The production ran through two
weekends before sold-out audiences. So
well received was the holiday offering,
so enthusiastic the crowd, that one patron
happily summed up the evening with,
“Now we don’t have to go to New York.”
In early February, a production of the
2000 Tony Award–winning Copenhagen,
by Michael Frayn, opened at the FCTC
and gave Shepherdstown the chance to
experience what the New York Times
called “An electrifying work of art.“
April brings us POUND, and it
comes with a bonus. Sean O’Leary will
be meeting and discussing his play with
the audience. The season comes to an
end with the Oscar Wilde comedy The
Importance of Being Earnest.
In June, FCTC will offer a summer camp for local children, ages five
through 16, and will stage a youth production in which the kids will be completely involved. They’ll do it all: acting,
make-up, stage sets, painting. When
school begins again in the fall, the plan is
to launch an outreach program with the
local middle and high schools to present
plays that complement the curriculum,
and they will offer acting classes and
plays for younger children. The company
plans to bring the total theater experience
to the children of the community. Full
Circle Theater Company is an exciting
new venture whose time has come to
Shepherdstown.
For more information please visit
http://www.fullcircletheaterco.org
Sue Kennedy’s work has been in public
relations, newspapers, and TV. She also
served as press secretary to U.S. Senator
Lowell Weicker. Her life is her four children and 11 grandchildren. In late 2007
she found Shepherdstown, quite by accident, where she now happily lives.
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The Watery World of Michael Schwartz

PHOTO BY RUTH WEESE

Claire Stuart

Aquabiologist, Michael Schwartz

Water, water, everywhere, nor any
drop to drink.
—Samuel Taylor Coleridge
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner

M

ichael Schwartz’s career has
always been all wet! Schwartz
began his college studies as
an aquatic biologist, studying bass at
Delaware State College. He then went on
to graduate school at Auburn University
in Alabama, where he worked with water
chemistry. He is currently a senior environmental associate with the Freshwater
Institute in Shepherdstown, where he has
worked for the past 13 years.
He explains that the Freshwater
Institute is part of The Conservation
Fund, a nonprofit organization dedicated
to conserving American land and water.
The Freshwater Institute works with government, other nonprofits, industry, and
individuals to protect water resources.
The focus of the Freshwater
Institute is regional, Schwartz explained,
but some projects are nationwide. There
is a 14-state project covering the states
from Louisiana to New York, working on
ways to identify conservation lands to
save endangered species.

Schwartz works on the environmental aspects of water management,
such as pollution control. “I realized
when I was young that we would always
have environmental issues to deal with.
There’s endless job security,” he laughs.
Much of Schwartz’s work has been
in the Potomac watershed, working
on restoration of the Chesapeake Bay.
“We’re trying to balance the human
effects on water—to lessen our impact
on water,” he says.
Schwartz explains that the big
environmental issue now is storm water
runoff. The rapid pace of economic
growth and subsequent paving over of
the countryside has created serious problems. “It used to be flood control, but
now it is water quality,” he says. “The
old way was to move storm water into
streams, and now the aim is to recharge
the ground water. There are fewer huge
storm water ponds and more natural
environmental designs to take care of
storm water—things like rain gardens.”
In one local project, he has been
working on land and water management with the Potomac Valley Audubon
Society. He designed a rain garden for
their Yankauer Nature Preserve.
Over the past 13 years with
Freshwater Institute, Schwartz says he
has seen an improvement in people’s
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thinking about the
environment but
not in the physical
realities. “When I was
younger, I expected
quicker results,” he
says. “We’re the problem, and it’s not getting any better. I hope
with the new administration that things will
improve.”
He observed that
with shortsighted
practices such as
mountaintop removal,
the benefits for our
state are few. This
is particularly true
since so much of
West Virginia’s recent
economic development has been related
to the state’s scenic
beauty as a tourist
destination.
Originally from
Delaware, Schwartz
recalls that, “West
Virginia seemed so
far away, even though it just took a few
hours to get here.” He sees the same
things happening here that he saw in his
hometown. He grew up in a small town
where his grandfather had a “farmette”
of about ten acres. Family members built
their own homes on various parts of it.
“There used to be horses and woods all
around,” Schwartz recalled. “Now it’s all
developed.”
Commenting on the state of our
local water, he says, “Jefferson County
has to be very careful. Compared to the
Potomac, the water is clean, but it is a
very vulnerable resource.”
However, he added that it still isn’t
safe to eat fish caught in the Potomac.
“The recommendations are not to eat
more than one per month. If you look
at the water, it looks clean, but there are
still dioxins in the water from a former
paper plant in Westernport, Md.”
He went on to mention other
sources of pollution in rivers that most
people would not be aware of. “Coal
burning releases mercury. There are
PCBs in fish feed that come from air
pollution where grains are grown. It’s
hard to find anything clean!”
The ground water in our immediate area is cleaner than it was in the
past, he notes, but that isn’t particularly
encouraging. “It’s cleaner because there

are no longer all the orchards and dairies
that sent pesticides and cattle waste into
the water. In the 50s, the water quality
was very bad. But now it’s getting worse
again because of all of the homes and
septic systems being built.”
He reports that a problem with
water research is that scientists don’t
even agree on problems or solutions.
“Ask three geologists and you are likely
to hear three different things,” he says.
“We’re always learning new things.
We’re always using the best data we
can find, but it’s never perfect. It’s everchanging.”
The big challenge, he says, is “balancing people’s property rights—their
rights to do what they want with their
land—with responsibility to the community, their neighbors and the ecosystem.
Politicians always want things to be
black-and-white to tell their constituents,
but the reality of water quality is never
black-and-white. It’s all in shades of
gray. Scientists try to create models of
nature, but nature isn’t black-and-white.”
In his spare time, Schwartz is doing
a lot of work on line, learning Web site
development and poring over maps. “I
like Google Maps,” he says. “I like to
travel and share the travel with friends.”
He also enjoys kayaking on the
Potomac, Sleepy Creek, and other area
waterways, as well as hiking, especially
in Shenandoah National Park. “You can
find old cabins and graves up there,”
he says. “I appreciate the history in this
area.”
Schwartz used to write poetry in
the past, but hasn’t done much in recent
years. “I started writing in college,” he
says. “I used to publish an underground
magazine.” He sometimes read at the
Epicenter, a venue for visual and performance arts in Shepherdstown started by
local artists in the 90s, long since closed.
“I wish there was something like it now,”
he says.
Schwartz lives just outside
Shepherdstown with his calico cat,
Prika. Asked about his thoughts for the
future of humanity and the environment,
Schwartz says, “I have optimism for the
human race. Let’s say that I’m cautiously
optimistic.”
Claire Stuart has been writing and
editing for the GNP for several hundred
years—or so it seems.
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Busy Teacher Brings Talent to
Shepherdstown Middle School
PHOTOS BY RUTH WEESE

Wendy Mopsik

Mr. Holcomb, art teacher at Shepherdstown
Middle School and, below, student artwork

A

nyone who has ever been
involved in teaching—at any
level, in any geographic region,
in a public, private, or parochial setting—
knows that teachers are busy people.
Even if they are fortunate enough to have
a designated planning period, teachers
have very little time to call their own.
From before the first bell rings until all
the buses and walkers have dispersed, a
teacher is front and center, on call, and
totally involved with students and their
demands.
Educators plan lessons, evaluate
assignments, and review curriculum.
They monitor behavior in hallways, lavatories, and cafeterias. They return phone
calls, meet with colleagues, and maintain
their classrooms. They assist students
who have missed work or need more
help, and they contribute to the overall
school environment in myriad ways. And
that is just the beginning.
When you add middle school responsibilities and the unique developmental
needs of sixth-, seventh- and eighthgraders, the result is even less time for
a teacher to take a breath. But somehow
Clinton Holcomb, a new addition to the
Shepherdstown Middle School (SMS)
faculty, takes it all in stride.
Holcomb teaches art to all of the
middle-schoolers who rotate through his
classes every nine weeks. His previous
five years in education were spent at
Jefferson High School, where he taught

general art, arts and crafts, drawing
and painting, and graphic art. At SMS,
students are exposed to many kinds of
art materials while also acquiring skills
that are important in other subjects. This
cross-curricular emphasis can be seen
in many activities. Grid drawings teach
mathematical concepts. Students learn
about the art and culture of different
countries, reinforcing the social studies curriculum. Art critiques are written
in essay form and are graded accordingly. Good writing is just one element
of student assessment that also includes
craftsmanship or overall neatness, effort,
understanding of the project objective,
completing the assignment on time, and
meeting the parameters of the project.
Holcomb keeps abreast of current
and emerging trends in art and technology through outside reading and incorporates these ideas into the curriculum
wherever appropriate. When queried
about his decision to request a middle
school assignment, Holcomb explained,
“I was ready for a change and appreciate the budding artists who are found in
each grade level.” He is excited about
exposing students to working with clay,
his preferred art medium. This theme of
teaching others the things he enjoys most
is echoed in Holcomb’s reason for pursuing a career in art.
While attending Roane County High
School near his home in
Spencer, W. Va., Holcomb
worked with Tom Hardman
who taught Art I. The educator “had a way of making
art relevant and important.”
Holcomb’s interest was
piqued and his studies commenced. Glenville State
College in Gilmer County
was the next stop. Holcomb
specialized in threedimensional work in clay,
graduating in June 2003.
His certification in art education covers pre-kindergarten through
adulthood, allowing him to teach over the
entire spectrum of development.
If teaching middle school art
weren’t enough to keep a person busy,
imagine adding graduate work to that
schedule. Holcomb began the pursuit of
a master’s degree in secondary education
at Marshall University two years ago
and anticipates completion this summer.
The online program requires countless

hours of study for each course and
demands daily attention after his full
day at Shepherdstown Middle, as well as
on most weekends. He has taken two or
three classes every semester in an effort
to finish in a timely fashion.
And there are more responsibilities!
Clinton and Misty Holcomb have been
married for eight years. These college
sweethearts actually attended the same
high school but didn’t begin a serious
relationship until later. They are the
proud parents of sons Kyan, aged three
years, and Rayn, who is a year old.
Misty Holcomb teaches second grade at
Tuscarora Elementary School in Berkeley
County.
The boys are fortunate to have
their maternal grandparents as full-time
daycare providers, since a two-teacher
household leaves few spare moments.
The family’s favorite vacation spots are
the beaches at Ocean City, Md., and
Oak Island, N.C. We all know that the
busiest people are the ones that get the
most accomplished. When Holcomb
isn’t teaching, studying, or putting his
children to bed, he might be found
creating medium-scale representational
clay sculpture. This kind of artwork is
what he aspires to do full time someday,
although he is currently content to steal
a bit of time whenever possible to devote
to his passion. Holcomb most admires

the classical sculptors and would love to
tour Europe, examining the great masterpieces firsthand. He also is a painter,
using watercolors to capture still life and
landscapes. Not content to pursue creativity solely in the field of art, Holcomb
is an avid musician and lover of music.
He plays the guitar at home as a real
“de-stressor and a hobby” and teaches a
guitar clinic monthly at SMS to students
who have chosen his club. As a young
teen, Holcomb taught himself to play
and refined his talent through lessons in
high school. He has already observed his
youngest son drawn to guitar playing and
noted that some of his favorite toys are
musical. Holcomb, himself, likes listening to the classic rock of Jim Croce, Pink
Floyd, and Creedence Clearwater Revival.
Several modern bands that he appreciates
are TOOL and A Perfect Circle.
Should you be fortunate enough to
interact with this talented teacher at a
PTO meeting, through a parent-teacher
conference, or as a SMS volunteer, ask
him to share the secret of how such a
busy man can cram so much into a single
day. And if you need an art teacher’s
opinion or suggestion while engaging
in a project of your own, you may think
of contacting Holcomb, who seems to
manage his already busy life with energy
and talent.
Wendy Mopsik is a retired public
school professional school counselor who appreciates the hard
work and many hours contributed
by dedicated teachers. She fondly
remembers the Baltimore County
students with whom she interacted
and she gets great pleasure when
hearing from them as adults.
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Read Me…

a story on enriching your child’s life
Chrissy Lewin

Y

assistant librarian Anne Eden to make the language skills needed later on in life.
library a sanctuary for both children and
Before they even talk, babies start learnparents.
ing words, determine the difference in
“It’s never too early to start,” says
sounds, and get the connection between
Baluch, “and our gifted storytellers, Pam
pictures and words. And equally imporMiller, Kathleen Dawe, and recently
tant, babies delight in being cuddled and
retired Lily Hill, provide a safe and nurhearing their parents’ soothing voices.
turing environment.”
As children
Ah, yes…Kathleen
grow,
it’s essenBENEFITS OF READING
Dawe is a lactation contial to read to
TO YOUR CHILDREN:
sultant, doula, daycare
them every day.
teacher, and spiritual
According to
• Increases attention span
energy healer. Her posiFamilyEducation.
tive energy can only be
com, a child’s intel• Enhances vocabulary and
described in one word…
ligence is ultimately
helps them say longer
AMAZING! I had the
developed before
sentences
pleasure of attending her
they even start kin• Increases curiosity
2-year-olds Lap Babies
dergarten. Reading
• Develops auditory
program. The children
to them also initiperception that allows
flock around and can’t
ates the desire to
take their eyes off her.
read for themselves.
them to think how words
Nicknamed the “Baby
Bonnie Sitman
sound
Whisperer” by some,
created Lap Babies
• Stimulates language
Dawe has been in the
in 1996 based on
development. Remember:
“baby business for over
these fundamental
they are sponges!
30 years.”
principles. Sitman
• Encourages the love of
“I love children and
and other mothers
value the love of learnsimply placed out
reading
ing,” says Dawe, “You
blankets and took
can see their little wheels
turns reading to
turning in their heads.”
their children. It
In fact, those little wheels start turnbegan as a support system as well. Not
ing the minute children are born. Baluch
only did it benefit the children, but it also
and her volunteer staff stress the imporgave the parents a place to talk and share
tance of reading to your children from the concerns and advice. Parenthood at times
very beginning of life. Through the sense can be isolating and overwhelming. This
of hearing alone, babies establish solid
was an outlet to benefit everyone.

PHOTOS BY CHRISSY LEWIN

ou first hear the jostled, excited
feet racing up the steps followed
by a mother’s hushed whisper
“Hold on, honey.” It’s only a second later
when a young boy gallops in wearing a
huge grin. It’s rush hour before the “Lap
Babies” program at the Shepherdstown
Children’s Library. Kids race in excited,
parents shake off coats and mittens, eyeing for a seat on the floor, and in the middle of all this is the Children’s Librarian
Michelle Baluch. She smiles warmly and
greets everyone who walks through the
door. The atmosphere is inviting and is
just simply “happy.”
“Michelle knows all their names and
is part of their families,” says Pam Miller,
the 3- to 5-year-olds story time teacher.
Pam herself has been part of this
library family for over four years and
strives to have the children feel welcome.
She delights in having the children’s
eyes light up when they hear the word
“library.” Her gentle nature is immediately evident the first time you meet her.
“During this program, we read books
and sing songs for 45 minutes followed
by arts and crafts. There is no right or
wrong way to complete any of our projects,” says Miller.
Children’s Librarian Baluch has
been with the library for over five years
and believes strongly in the Lap Babies
program, which is designed for ages 0–5.
It’s intended to promote early literacy to
ensure that reading becomes a lifelong
passion. She works hard alongside her
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Sitman at first oversaw the 3-yearolds group but felt that more could be
done. Soon, the program branched from
infants to 5-year-olds. The program has
flourished ever since but does have room
for more eager parents and children,
especially in the infant to 1-year-old
reading groups. The Lap Babies (early
month infants) meet on Mondays at 10:15
a.m. and the Ones meet on Mondays at
11:15. The 3–5 age group meets every
Tuesday at 11:15 and the Twos meet
Wednesdays at 10:15 a.m.
“Sitman was a valuable asset to
the Lap Babies group as are all the
volunteers who make it a success
every day,” says Baluch. “I give special
thanks to Pam Miller, Kathleen Dawe,
Gloria Thatcher, Wendy Mopsik, Rita
Luders, Sandy D’Onofrio, Vina Vaughn
Parmesano, Phyllis Barnes, Lily Hill, and
Kendra Adkins.”
I myself am starting to take my
son to these programs. So pack up your
kids, your purse, your diaper bag…You
get the idea, don’t you? Come meet the
wonderful women at the Shepherdstown
Children’s Library. A warm smile will be
waiting for you.
Chrissy Lewin can now add “writer” to
her list...mother, esthetician at The Skin
Care Shop, and the best wife ever.
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MY TRIP TO BOTSWANA
Brandon Dennison

I

f I could only use one word to sum
up my experience of volunteering
in Botswana at a daycare center for
kids whose parents have HIV/AIDS, it
would be “inspiring.” I hadn’t been there
but five minutes before the children
captured my heart. Mesmerized by my
arm hair and soft head hair (apparently
they don’t see too many white folks with
these features, which are different from
what they’re used to), they started picking at my arm and rubbing my hair, giggling all the while.
Throughout my month in Botswana
I would continually be blessed by their
giggles and smiles. One would never
know the pain in their lives by the spirit
of joy these kids have. The spirit of
Africa in general was utterly inspiring.
Never before have I seen so much dancing and singing and smiling. Indeed,
God had much to say to me in Africa
and Africa had, for me, an inspiring
song to sing to my heart.
Of course there is pain, too, in
Africa. Chester is a five-year-old boy
infected with HIV. His mother is dying
of the disease, and I’m not sure of the
status of his three-year-old sister. Every
day, Chester wakes his little sister up,
dresses her, puts her shoes on, and
holds her hand as they walk to daycare
together. He helps put her down for naptime, then wakes her up, and puts her
shoes back on. At the end of the day, he
tells his sister it’s time to go and holds
her hand as they walk back home. This
is a five-year-old boy!
For me, I saw God in the spirit of
the people. I met more happy people
in Africa than I have anywhere else.
Everyone smiles, it seems, and to hear
African song and dance is to hear a
passion and beauty not to be surpassed.
I took a journey through the Kalahari
Desert to the city of Maun. From there
I went into the bush to a place called
Boro in the Okavango Delta where I
spent the day with a local fisherman.
There is no electricity or running water
in Boro. The homes are made of termite
mounds and pop cans, with straw roofs.
I made good friends with Matheo, the
fisherman, and he welcomed me to his
home for dinner. I was so touched as
we sat on empty fuel cans around one
bowl and ate our meal with our hands.
I realized that while I was the white

tourist with all the money, I had nothing
to offer. I did not know how to navigate
my way through the desert; I did not
know how to cook the meal over the
open fire or how to slaughter the goat.
Nor did I know the language of the village. I was completely dependent on
Matheo. This was both humbling and
touching. Throughout my month, I was
welcomed into so many homes—the
hospitality was incredible.
I didn’t come away with an answer
to the question, “Why do bad things
happen to good people?” but I did come
away utterly inspired by the strength and
kindness with which God has blessed
these people. I also came away knowing
that the many people I met who, from
afar, we feel sorry for, do not in reality
want us to feel sorry for them. Nor are
they deeply sad as we may assume. They
are blessed in a way we never could be
with all of our material wealth. Also,
they have a joy in, and reliance on, the
Lord that can only amaze us. As a lady
infected with HIV/AIDS and facing
many other challenges in her life told
me, “Every day is a good day. I wake up
prepared only for good days.”

PHOTOS COURTESY OF BRANDON DENNISON ALBUM

Every day is a good day.
I wake up prepared only for good days.

Brandon Dennison
has served as the
assistant for youth
at Shepherdstown
Presbyterian Church
for five years. He
is also deeply
involved with the
Wild Monongahela
movement to
establish 38,000
acres of new
wilderness areas in
West Virginia. He
plans to travel to
Nepal this summer
to assist with a
reforestation project
there.
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Five Million Dollars for World Hunger

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY FRED A. SOLTOW JR.

Betty Lou Bryant

W

ow! What a goal! What do we think of when
we hear the words “World Hunger?” Can we
imagine our children or grandchildren going to
sleep at night hungry? Can we imagine little or no food
to eat all day? As we walk through the aisles at the local
grocery stores, the shelves are groaning with their heavy
loads of foods available for us to select. There are so
many options that it’s difficult to make a choice.
We are a nation of plenty, but that is not the case
in many countries of the world. That’s what led three
Lutheran ministers to decide they wanted to do something about it, and here’s how it all started.
Rev. David Twedt, who was a Lutheran pastor
in Wheeling, W.Va., and Shepherdstown’s St. Peter’s
Lutheran Church pastor, Fred Soltow, are good friends
and have done some biking together. In fact, in the
fall of 2001, they rode around West Virginia to all the
synods in the ELCA (Evangelical Lutheran Church in
America) and raised $13,000 for bicycles for pastors in
Madagascar. Unfortunately, Soltow hit a dog and broke
his shoulder and his bike. While that slowed them down
a little, they continued to talk about a bike trip for world
hunger. Their motto was going to be, “Bish to Bish,
Cheeseburgers and Fries.” Their thinking was to go from
bishop to bishop asking people to donate the price of a
cheeseburger and fries for world hunger.
In 2005, Twedt was transferred to the parish in
nearby Wardensville, W.Va. For Twedt’s installation service, Soltow gave the sermon and mentioned to Bishop
Dunkin that he had made a faux pas when he allowed
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these two pastors to be in such close geographic proximity. It was inevitable that they would get together and
begin to talk about bike trips for world hunger again.
Another pastor friend of Soltow’s is Rev. Ron
Schlak of Charleston, W.Va. The two have worked
together at a summer youth camp, Camp Luther, and
they have mentored new pastors in their synod. A few
years ago, Schlak started bike riding for his health.
In 2007, all three coincidentally found themselves in
Shepherdstown, and went out to lunch at the Blue Moon
Café. Of course, the conversation turned to the dream
of an extensive bike ride for world hunger. Twedt suggested they all ride on one bike—a concept unknown to
the other two. The very next day, call it “divine intervention” if you will, Soltow’s son-in-law, Tony, called from
California where he was attending a custom bike trade
show. He said, “Dad, I’ve found the perfect bike for you.
It’s made of bamboo.” The next day, Soltow called the
bike builder, Craig Calfee, and asked him if he could
build a bike for three. His reply: “We can do that.”
The bike is impressive. The bamboo used for the
frame is 2½ inches in diameter and, according to Soltow,
“stronger than steel, but much lighter in weight.” The
“triplet” weighs 52 pounds. It is dark brown and has two
bottle holders for each rider. Soltow says, “It’s the only
one in the world.” Soltow will ride in front and control
the steering, shifting, and brakes—front and rear disc
brakes. He says it’s quite tricky since it doesn’t respond
as quickly as a normal bike and the turning radius is
larger than some small cars. There are 30 speeds, and
according to Soltow, “it seems to take an eternity for
each shift” because of the extra long cables from front
to rear. They have gone as fast
as 48 miles an hour downhill
and average 20 to 25 mph on
the flat. He says it “rides really
well.”
In September 2008, these
three Lutheran ministers, who
average 60 years of age, took
a weeklong “shakedown” trip
to all the Evangelical Lutheran
churches in West Virginia.
They pedaled about 400 miles
in six days and raised over
$35,000 from congregations
around the state. They stopped
at a number of schools, and
Soltow says, “The young
kids caught the vision.” They
especially enjoyed their stops
at elementary schools. A particularly interesting stop was

at the Bittinger Mennonite School. The children were
very quiet at first. They had never seen men in spandex
pants and bright colored Lycra shirts before. One by one
they started asking questions, and soon all the kids were
clamoring to ask questions.
One of the things they learned on this weeklong
trip was that communication is very difficult on the
interstate highways. They couldn’t hear each other on
I-60 around Charleston and found the traffic challenging for safety as well as communication. One thing that
surprised them is that each of them gained five pounds
that week because their stops with the various congregations included such delicious meals. They had expected
to lose weight from all the exercise.
As they make their plans for their 100-day trip,
starting May 13 and covering 13,000 miles, they are
looking for a media person who would be an intern. This
person would travel in the support van that goes ahead
or behind them. He or she will send out press releases
and maintain the Web site following the daily progress
of the trip, blogs, videos and a link for contributions. If
one of our readers is interested, please contact Pastor
Fred at (304) 876-6771.
This venture is called, “The Tour de Revs.”
(Author’s note: I thought the “Revs” referred to the three
“reverends,” but that’s not the whole story.) The three
“Revs” are also revelation, revolution, and revenue. The
revelation is to “support this church in communicating
our God-given opportunity and responsibility to provide
for those less fortunate so that all may have adequate
nutrition to sustain life and wholeness.” The revolution
is to “stimulate synod hunger committees and local con-
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gregations to formulate and implement realistic plans
to eradicate hunger in our lifetime.” The revenue is
“the goal of this ride…to support ELCA World Hunger
Appeal in reaching its goal of $25 million annually for
ELCA World Hunger. We believe this exciting venture
in ministry can raise $5 million.”
They plan to visit all 65 synods of the ELCA, and
at each stop, they will work with the local congregations, clergy, and synod staff, as well as the community
at large, to address hunger and wellness issues that have
been identified. Two areas of interest are: What are the
realities of world hunger and what can each
of us do to end this crushing pain? A third
is: How does good stewardship relate to
health and wellness?
The bike was shipped from California
by ground and will be moved, when necessary, in a trailer. It will not accompany them
on any of the flights. This trailer will also
hold replacement parts, chains, tires and a
set of wheels. While food and lodging will
be provided at each stop by the congregations, they will carry a large supply of sports
drinks and nutrition bars.
The itinerary for this trip is
unbelievable. Take a few moments to check
the map showing their route. From their
starting point in metropolitan Chicago in
mid-May, they will head south to Tampa,
Fla., making 10 stops along the way. They will fly to
Dorado, Puerto Rico, where they plan to spend two
days.
After a return flight to Washington, D.C., they will
resume biking northeast with five stops in Pennsylvania,
and go on to New Jersey and New York City. Soltow
expressed concern about biking in New York City. That’s
understandable. They continue north to Torrington,

Conn., and Worcester, Mass., before they turn west.
They will spend two weeks crossing the country on the
northern route and plan to arrive in Seattle on July 2.
They will fly from Seattle to Anchorage, Alaska, where
they will celebrate the Fourth of July with the Lutheran
parish there.
Heading south from Tacoma, Wash., they plan three
stops in California before they turn east to Phoenix,
Ariz. They plan two more stops before they arrive
in New Orleans for the 2009 ELCA National Youth
Gathering on July 23–25.

They plan to honor the Sabbath. They will preach
some sermons, but otherwise Sundays will be days of
rest and a bit of privacy for each of these intrepid travelers. A number of the parishes they plan to visit are very
excited about this project and are involved in numerous
fund-raising activities.
Connie Twedt, Reverend Twedt’s wife, has been
the group’s project manager in charge of contacting
the synod hunger teams, and she has also raised about
$60,000 in grants. Additionally, the ELCA Board of
Pensions and the West Virginia–Western Maryland
Synod have committed funds and services
to move the journey to fruition, as have
the ELCA World Hunger and Wheat
Ridge Ministries. Old Lutheran is supplying the funds for riding apparel and other
necessities. Locally, Roger Munro, who will
accompany them as a back-up rider, has
been calling bicycle clubs along the route to
get the safest travel routes for bikes, especially in the cities. In some areas, these clubs
will provide an escort for them when they
arrive. We certainly wish them great success
in this ambitious endeavor.
Would you like to be involved?
For more information or to make a donation,
please visit the following Web site:
http://www.TourdeRevs.org

They don’t believe the shortest distance between
two points is a straight line. When they leave New
Orleans, they will stop in Dallas, Tulsa, and Kansas City
on their way to Denver. On August 1, they head northeast, making 13 stops before arriving in Minneapolis
on August 20. There they will attend the annual ELCA
Lutheran Churchwide Assembly. We bet they will be
welcomed there with a standing ovation!

Betty Lou Bryant has been a resident of Jefferson
County since she retired from the Prince Georges (Md.)
County School System in 1979, and has been a resident
of Shepherdstown since 1991. She and her husband,
Bob, celebrate their 63rd wedding anniversary this
month. She is a member of St. Peter’s Lutheran Church
where she sings in the choir.
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ARTWORkS
MIKE AUSTIN: Connoisseur of God’s Smorgasbord
PHOTOS BY NAN BROADHURST

Nan Broadhurst

M

ike Austin has always loved
to immerse himself in the
culture around him. “God is
not a short-order cook,” he says, as he
describes his enjoyment in savoring all
of creation.
Austin was born in Kansas, but
his father’s search for work during the
Depression took the family to eastern
Washington State where he grew up.
Austin was the second boy, with five
younger sisters. His mother and the
kids ran their dairy farm while his
father worked six days a week at the
mill. Though difficult, this life offered
Austin rich experiences that taught him
to be innovative and curious. At his
small rural school, Austin volunteered
for everything. He loved writing and
art, becoming the school artist for event
decorations, posters, and illustrated
newspaper articles. He had exceptional
teachers, and they were the first of many
important mentors for Austin. They
made it possible for him to go to college,
taking him under their wings at various
times, and pushing him to achieve his
best work.
He found many adventures far from
the farm—going on fieldtrips to far-flung
places, and learning to push himself
physically by biking all over the Pacific
Northwest—finding unexpected treasures
everywhere he went. A summer job as
an isolated lookout for the Forest Service
allowed him the time to read, write
poetry and prose, paint to his heart’s
content, and learn survival skills, which
would serve him well in life. He met and
married Bonnie, and graduated as valedictorian from Whitworth, a Presbyterian
college in Spokane, with a degree in
political science with minors in sociology
and journalism. He was an activist and
the editor of the school newspaper, illustrating his own editorials.
After graduation, Austin joined the
U.S. Navy. He volunteered and succeeded in qualifying as a deep-sea diving
and salvage officer, even though he

couldn’t swim—continuing his habit to
push his limits. The Navy offered him a
commission, including an offer to send
him to graduate school. So Austin studied
international relations in Southeast Asia
at American University in Washington,
D.C. Austin had a 23-year career in the
Navy with varied assignments. He was
on a destroyer in the Vietnam War, the
USS Turner Joy, which fired the final
round to officially end the conflict. He
relieved two of his commanding officers
at sea under crisis circumstances. He also
served under Admiral William Crowe,
the senior naval advisor in Vietnam. He
worked as a political military specialist
at the Pentagon and State Department,
and finally on a diplomatic assignment
for the Secretary of Defense in Brussels,
Belgium. Along the way, Bonnie and
Mike raised three children, Tiffany,
Natasha, and Toby, who kept things
going on the home front during Mike’s
long deployments.
After the Navy, Austin began a
20-year career with FEMA, working in
Civil Emergency Planning for NATO
and becoming an expert in terrorism in
Brussels and Washington, D.C. As the
senior policy advisor for International
Affairs, he made many trips all over the
world, especially in Eastern Europe and
Central Asia. He and Bonnie enjoyed
immersing themselves in the traditions
and customs of each country they visited,
collecting artwork everywhere.
In 1990 Austin moved to
Shepherdstown and commuted via the
MARC train to FEMA Headquarters
when not assigned overseas. He retired
in 2005, but has continued his active
involvement. As the recently elected
president of the Shepherdstown Men’s
Club, he envisions several projects
promoting more community participation. With 25 beehives, he is active
in the Eastern Panhandle Beekeeping
Association. Austin serves on the
boards of Historic Shepherdstown, the
Cotillion of Jefferson County, and the

GOOD NEWS PAPER • SPRING 2009

Town Pump

Potomac and Mecklenburg Garden
Club. He is Commander of the 40 & 8
Veterans Group, which is a social and
philanthropic club, and is active in the
USS Turner Joy Reunion Group. And,
of course, he participates in several art
groups, including the Friday Painters
and the Hagerstown Wednesday Portrait
Group.
Content is paramount in Austin’s art.
He incorporates his present-day experiences with his past experiences as a farm
boy, Navy officer, and world traveler.
His art has always been an organic part
of his life, expressing his feelings and
observations along with whatever else
was going on. He also wants to carry
on the legacy of the many mentors who
taught him so much throughout his life.
For example, the teachings of the English
professor who encouraged him to go to
college and introduced him to philosophy, literature, and creative writing are
still reflected in his art. Reading became
a visual experience for him, with vivid
images emerging in his head that he
translates to the drawing paper. Some
images reflect classical literature, thanks
to this English professor. He feels this is
a way to give back to his advisers—to
carry on the treasures they gave to him.
Art is a means of communicating
his perceptions rather than an end. He
has used it to raise awareness for favor-

ite causes, such as the preservation of
public education or the appreciation of
the Vietnamese people’s struggle and
culture. Nostalgia plays a part too, with
many of his images reflecting memories
of his childhood, and the environments
where he’s lived and worked. He credits
his military training in helping him to
capture what he observes. Many of his
images are constructed from scenes from
long ago that have remained vivid in his
memory.
Largely self-taught, most of Austin’s
work has been in pen and ink. But
recently he has been painting in oils and
some watercolor. He loves to experiment
with different mediums, and has done
linoleum block prints and woodcarvings.
Texture especially intrigues him, and he
often uses the palette knife to enhance
the surface of his oils. He is currently
working on a series of works depicting
John Brown’s raid and the Civil War in
honor of the 150th anniversary of the
raid, which will be widely celebrated this
year in Jefferson County.
Austin’s work can be seen in many
local shows.
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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Bellevue

Happy Retreat Original
House

Japanese Clay Doll

Belgian Castle

Antietam National Cemetery Chapel

Rockland Pond

40 & 8 [In World War I, special boxcars (called 40 and 8)
transported either 40 men or 8 horses along the front]
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PHOTO BY ROSE McKEE

Children’s library
mural by Cyndi Sullivan
provides a great place
for minds to wander.

Editor’s note: We’re sorry we couldn’t print the longer stories in
their entirety. Want to find out how they end? Stop in at the library!

Alien Life
by Robbie Barrat, age 9

Tulip
by Lilly Noël, age 7

Extract from Neon the Robot’s Diary
May, 23 2057. After a few finishing touches, we feel that the terraforming of Mars is complete.
July 1 , 2071. The first ship of people has arrived on Mars. I am very pleased about this.
June 15, 2080. Today is a day to remember. We have discovered a rock that generates
electricity. How it works is unknown. We are building all the houses out of it and making all the
electricity from it.
February 2081. After a half year of study I believe I have found that these rocks are alive and
can communicate using very high-frequency vibrations. Nobody believes me because humans
cannot hear such high pitches, unlike robots.
February 23, 2090. It is too late to try and convince the humans these “rocks” are alive. The
rock creatures have cut off all power and vibrated until buildings fell. They wiped out half of the
humans here. I am badly damaged. I will probably die, so now I am sending my diary log back to
Earth through subspace radio. The terraforming of Mars is a failure.

I used to have a fairy friend named Tulip. She moved
away because she didn’t have many friends here. Most of
the fairies here moved away to Colorado to be with their
families. They like Colorado because there are lots of
forests, streams, mountains, and beautiful nature places.
I am going to invite her and her friends to come to the
fairy houses I made for them. I built a train station with a
fireplace and an inn next to it. I have other fairy houses,
too. There is a mushroom castle and a woodshed that
serves as a hospital. Nurse fairies help there, I think, but I
haven’t seen any yet. I hope the fairies will come. I enjoy
watching them because they are very pretty, graceful, and
they can fly. I wish I could fly.

A Perfect Uprising
By Adam Benjamin, age 12
My name: Carla Sandler. My time: a distance in the near future. My age: 31.
My cause: unknown. Here is my story.
The robots, they were the problem. I knew what would happen. It was all in steps.
Step one: We made robots to do certain tasks that humans couldn’t.
Step two: We made them for war and to fight for us, the United States.
Step three: We made them strategic—even smarter than the military genius Louis
Marred, who already started calculus at age six.
Step four: By doing that, we made China want to compete with us along with Japan
and now they have robots.
Step five: We don’t make an off switch.
There it was: A perfect uprising.
On that day, it happened to be Thanksgiving, and I was at my parents’ house.
My father died at age 80. He started to get into those robots but then grew afraid.
I hid in his basement. It was a very large basement with a lot of water and food.
It had a bed and a kitchen and tunnels that led to unknown areas. It had an electrical
discharger that shut all electricity off, including robots. It had many guns: machine
guns, rifles, shotguns, and pistols.
The robots had already taken over the U.S. and China while Japan was under
way. I was unlucky to be in the U.S. because the robots were looking for me after I
tried to blow the factory.
The basement was a room with an air hockey table and a plasma TV. Then there
was a sealed bank safe door that rockets couldn’t destroy. It was hidden away where
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the robots couldn’t find it. If you opened it, you would find a larger area with the
tunnels. I could hear the robots trying to figure out where I was.
There were only 30. In my hiding spot, there was my father’s old laboratory
where he did robotics. I knew what I must do: take a robot’s mind and reprogram it
to fight for me.
I took a machine gun and a grenade. I charged out the door. There were glowing
red eyes showing they were on alert. They had no emotion and were a silver color.
They had a perfect round head with only eyes. I killed them all and took the brain.
But one messaged the main base. There were more coming so I threw a grenade at
the steps and got in while they couldn’t see.
I couldn’t work on the brain; the robots knew what I was doing. There must be
someone else near here who tried the same thing. I knew there was a resistance in
Brazil and Russia, two countries of only 15 that aren’t dead. They were hiding in
the Amazon of Brazil and the tundra of Russia, but in the U.S.? Impossible. I began
messaging the two resistances telling them my story. They were amazed.
I looked at the tunnels. Inside one, it said “Factory.” Inside the other, it said
“Resistance.” And a third said “Land.” They were old sewer tunnels that no one
used. So I decided to go through one: I took guns, ammunition, food, water, and
grenades. I chose the “Factory” way. As I was walking, I saw many other tunnels
saying “Resistance.” Then I heard footsteps: the robots. They discovered the tunnel.
They were coming for me; they saw me. I threw a grenade but that was not enough.
I started to shoot but they shot back even more. But their red glowing eyes were
all I could see. As they shot at me, I realized there were hundreds of them. Then
something grabbed me from behind and knocked me out cold. …
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by Felix Janssen, age 12
Bob had an ordinary life. He went to
work every morning at 6 and went to bed at
9:30 every night. He had a wife named Bing
and a two-year-old son named Joe. One day
after work he turned on the news. There
was some kind of news about a plane crash
and a new type of microbe discovered. He
decided to watch the plane crash. According
to the news, the plane crashed because a cat
escaped and killed the pilot. “That’s weird,”
thought Bob aloud. “Why would the cat
attack only the pilot, and how did it escape
the cargo section of the plane?”
“Well,” thought Bob, “it’s probably
nothing to worry about.”
Bob awoke that night at 4 a.m., two
hours before work. His waking was due to
screams outside his window. “What the hell
now?” thought Bob, as he put on his nightgown and slippers. As he went outside he
saw a smoking, overturned car. Sitting next
to the car was a teenager who looked very
sad and scared. “What happened here?”
asked Bob.
“You’ll never believe me,” said the
teen.

“Try me,” said Bob.
“Well,” said the teenager, “I just got
back from an awesome party at the pub, and
after I got out of my car, a huge rhino came
and said ‘take me to your leader,’ and needless to say I was really freaked out, so I ran.
And as I was looking over my shoulder, the
rhino flipped my car!”
Of course Bob didn’t believe him and
just walked away and muttered, “Drunk…”
under his breath.
Bob awoke on time the next morning and went outside into complete chaos.
Animals! They were everywhere! “Oh my
god!” said Bob, as his neighbor was mauled
by a bear. The first thing Bob thought was
“Holy crap!” and the second thing was
about his family.
Bob rushed inside to check on Bing
and Joe. They were okay. Next he ran to the
telephone to check on the rest of his family. First, he called his mom because his
dad had died in a gasoline tanker explosion.
“Mom are you alright?” asked Bob.
“Yes, honey I’m perfectly
aaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrg!” A horrible scream
filled the other line along with a mixture of
roaring and squeaking. …

Why You Should
Pay Attention to
Energy Plugs
by MacFergus Tracey,
age 7
Once upon a time,
an energy plug fell
into a light plug with
special juices. The
energy plug gained
super powers. After
that it soon went from
house to house, taking
over the houses. It
soon controlled the
world.

The Winter Squirrel
by Zane Janssen, age 9
One day there was a squirrel whose name was Bler. He was a special type
of squirrel. He was a tiger squirrel.
One day Bler was playing in the snow until he saw a big disk that slid
down hills. He said, “I want to do that,” so he went out to get some bark to try
it. But it didn’t work. Then he found half a skateboard. “This is perfect,” he
said, so he tried it and it worked. He went faster than he can run.
He built jumps, tracks, and flew up in the air, but then his friends saw
and they said, “Can we try that?” and Bler said “OK,” and they did it every
winter.

Fantastic
Readers
by Liam McKee,
age 9
There is a
group of homeschooled children
ages 8–12 who
gather at the
Fantastic Readers at work with leader Kendra Adkins (standing).
Shepherdstown
Public Library every Wednesday of the school year from 2:00–2:45 p.m. to
discus fantasy books and share ideas about them.
The leader of the Fantastic Readers Group is Kendra Adkins; she works
along with the Shepherdstown Public Library Children’s department staff,
Michelle Baluch and Anne Eden. Kendra has a passion for books and inspires
us to read and enjoy life through books.

Aliens On Mars
by Beatrice Barrat, age 8

TOP FANTASY BOOKS OF 2008
rated by the Fantastic Readers of Shepherdstown Public Library
compiled by Fiona Tracey, age 11

Top 5
Title

Author

Pages

Stars

Age

Ballet Shoes

Noel Streatfield

290

5

8+

Brisingr

Christopher Paolini

750

5

11+

Cornelia and the Audacious Escapades
of the Summerset Sisters

Lesley M. Blume

261

5

9+

Tuck Everlasting

Natalie Babbitt

137

5

9+

The Scarlet Stockings, The Enchanted Riddle

Charlotte Kandel

365

5

9+

Want to find out what were the 10 Runners Up? Stop in at the library.

After everyone moved to
Mars because there was too much
global warming on Earth, things
were not going well.
Every morning something
was missing from a house.
Finally a little girl not much older
than 12 named Carrie stayed up
all night. She discovered that
a thing came in at night. It had
big green feet. Its eyes were seethrough. Its body was a tiny bit
see-through and green. Everyone
freaked out when they heard the
news.
Carrie stayed up all night
again and again. She tried to talk
to the things but they just looked
at her and mumbled. Finally one
night Carrie and her eight-yearold sister, Charlotte, decided to
follow the alien. So that night
they saw the alien. Charlotte
screamed and the alien looked
at her. Carrie grabbed Charlotte
and followed the thing for a long
time. Then the alien pressed a

lump on his head. A big vortex
formed. The alien jumped in it.
So did Carrie and Charlotte.
Charlotte was not OK with
that. She screamed, “Get me out
of here!”
Carrie said, “I can’t!”
Then the girls fell into a
place with other aliens. Charlotte
screamed again. Then an alien
zapped both of the girls with an
energy beam. “NO!” screamed
Charlotte and Carrie. The girls
were now aliens. Carrie told
Charlotte to stay put. She ran
away back to the house and took
her baby brother.
She took him to the alien
camp and zapped him with
the energy beam. Carrie gave
her baby brother to the aliens
and told them she would go
get the rest of her family. She
went back to her house with the
energy beam. But a bunch of
people started coming out of their
houses. They all looked at her
and they ran toward her. She took
her energy beam out and started
shooting. …
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Bob and the Animals
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Gold Fever
Marge Dower

I

t seems that every news-

cry when I think of that dead idol

was given what seemed to me a

paper I read lately has ads for

that had been so carefully tended

fortune. Mother immediately went

cream parlor for a hot fudge sun-

exchanges that want to buy

over the ages.

into the ladies’ room and put the

dae with whipped cream and a

money in the chamois bag and

maraschino cherry. It was a rare

popped it back in her bra.

treat in celebration of our new

old, broken gold, and the promise

I cry because yes, oh yes. I

We next went to Bauer’s ice

is of grand remuneration. I sup-

know that phenomenon. I know

pose that the recession that we are

from firsthand experience the

in has much to do with this, but

magic of molten gold. I can also

if we wanted to see what would

I vividly recall the lure of molten

relate to Midas’ passion and the

happen with our gold. He took

gold.

desire of the gold rush miners. I

us into a very warm room where

place over the years. Bauer’s is no

also know that the lust for gold

two men wheeled a steel-shelved

more (though there is a Bauer’s

can burn.

cart loaded with gold bricks out of

building). The Denver Mint is in

the ovens. I was mesmerized. The

a new location and the tours are

Years ago, I read a story in the
New Yorker written by a Chinese
scholar who was recalling the

My father died in the early

Then, the administrator asked

wealth (and to console me for the
searing pain).
So many changes have taken

horror of the Japanese invasion. I

1930s and my mother needed

bricks looked as solid as could be,

carefully planned: reservations

remember very little except for the

extra money in that other depres-

but they were pulsating and cor-

required. No visitor gets close

part where the scholar wrote about

sion. We were living in Denver,

uscating with color and life. They

to the hot gold. But one thing

his family’s ancient gold idol

Colorado, at the time. She took

looked alive. I couldn’t believe

remains to this day. To this very

incense burner. It seems that since

me to her safety deposit box at

my eyes. I was fascinated. I was

day, two fingers of my right hand

the molten gold was fashioned

the bank and let me watch while

magically drawn to the cart. I

have no fingerprints because they

generations earlier, it had never

she filled a chamois bag with gold

reached out to touch the bars. Our

were burned off.

been allowed to cool. The fire that

jewelry: old wedding rings, chains,

host shouted “NO, NO!” Mother

heated the gold incense burner

watches, and some gold nuggets.

grabbed for me. Too late.

had been lovingly tended and

She allowed me to choose one

had never been extinguished. The

item to keep and she kept one.

iced juice and my lungs seemed

the flotsam and jetsam of my

result was that the idol pulsated

Then she pinned the bag into her

empty. When I could catch my

many years and see if I can find

with waves of color and light.

brassiere. (That chamois bag in

breath, it came out in screams

any broken gold jewelry that I

her bra was mother’s personal

until mother said, “That’s enough

could convert into something

safety deposit box.)

nonsense,” and then scolded.

more desirable. Like a hot fudge

“Don’t ever again touch anything

sundae?

The writer told how his home
had been destroyed, and he barely
escaped. Later he returned to the

We took the gold to the United

My hand was plunged into my

devastated home and found in the

States Mint in Denver. I recall our

ashes the golden idol, but the fire

being treated royally. We were

had gone out. The cold golden idol

ushered into the administrator’s

I had misbehaved. Between sobs

lost its life. It was dead.

office. Mother was offered coffee,

I asked the administrator if I had

and I was given some iced juice

damaged the gold. I do remember

thing else about the Chinese

in a tall glass. We watched the

being really hurt when all the men

scholar’s story but still, I almost

gold being weighed, and mother

laughed.

Funny, I can’t remember any
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Now I wonder, in this recession (or whatever one chooses
to call it), if I should look over

that is not yours.”
I was horrified to think that
Even though Marge Dower now lives
in Sykesville, Md., she still sets her
homepage to show her the weather in
Shepherdstown.
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ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL
Birth of a Revolutionary
Mark Madison

O

n February 12, 2009, we celebrated the 200th
anniversary of the birth of the most revolutionary secular thinker in history. You may be
thinking Karl Marx, Robespierre, Oliver Cromwell, or
some other traditional revolutionary. But on February
12, 1809, in Shrewsbury, England, Susannah Darwin
gave birth to Charles Darwin. Fifty years later, Charles
published On the Origin of Species and the world has
never been the same. We all live in a post-Darwinian
world and, like all true revolutions, there is no going
back.
Who was this revolutionary who turned upsidedown the belief system of Victorian England—the largest and most self-satisfied empire the world has ever
seen? Well, Darwin was a conservative, upper middleclass, gentleman scientist. He was trained for the clergy
and had his first naturalist experience aboard a Royal
Naval vessel called the Beagle. He returned to England
as a respected gentleman geologist, invited to join the
most established scientific societies and the most fashionable dinner parties.
He found London too frantic and retreated to the
countryside with his family. At his estate, he lived as a
semi-invalid, dependent on his wife’s nursing and his
relative isolation to prevent himself from being overexerted. Here, living the life of a scientific squire,
Darwin developed his theory in 1842 and then sat on
this bombshell for 16 years. He reluctantly published his
work in 1859, fearful (rightfully so) of the public’s reaction. He was the world’s most unlikely revolutionary.
His adulthood was marked by stability, decorum,
and routine. Yet beneath his bland and staid exterior
his mind was running riot with radical ideas and, in the
words of one critic, “disintegrating speculations.” What
an oddly compartmentalized life he must have led—a
pillar of Victorian rectitude to the outside world, yet
always aware he was capable of overturning their most
cherished beliefs about religion and science. What was
emerging in Darwin’s troubled mind, and pouring forth
into a series of crammed notebooks, was a new revolutionary theory that posited no divine guidance and, in
fact, pointedly denied it any place in the explanation—
not even the cursory mention afforded the deity by the
materialists of 18th-century France. Darwin was knocking God out of natural processes and humanity off its
pedestal. He would not place humanity at the top of a
great chain of being, but rather the opposite, entitling
his second most important book The Descent of Man.
Yet today we tend not to think of Darwin as revolutionary. A funny thing happened to Darwin on his
way into biology textbooks: his theories were taken up
by a wide variety of people with quite divergent belief
systems. Darwinian ideas were espoused by thinkers

Charles Darwin in 1881, one year before his death

as disparate as Karl Marx and John D. Rockefeller. If
you can think of any other ideology that both Marx
and Rockefeller agreed upon, I will consider displacing Darwin as one of the most important and surprising
figures in history. Many would examine Darwin’s ideas
and then use them to support various social or scientific
beliefs. Darwinism was used by political liberals and
conservatives. Darwinian ideas were used by robber
barons, racists, sexists, and Nazis to enforce the status
quo. He was also used by communists, social workers,
women, and psychiatrists to overthrow the status quo.
Darwinism threatened to become at times a giant social
inkblot test where people would peer at his theories and
see reflections of their own beliefs.
Yet, Darwin can only be relativized so much. His
core beliefs included:
1. More individuals are born than can survive.
2. These individual possess heritable variations that
may affect their struggle for existence.
3. Favorable variations will tend to be preserved
and increase.
4. The accumulation of these variations can lead to
the origin of new species.

These simple tenets still frame the biological sciences today, although they have been augmented by
new discoveries in molecular biology, paleontology, and
genetics. Darwin has shaped biology ever since 1859,
and those of us trained in the field are his heirs. But
even those who eschew biology live in a society permeated by evolutionary ideas.
So what to get Darwin on his birthday? Darwin
already has fame, an Australian city named after him,
and a burial place in Westminster Abbey. What do you
get the dead revolutionary who has everything? Well, I
have a modest proposal. Perhaps we could give Darwin
some scientific literacy as a fitting present. In the most
recent Gallup Survey on the subject in 2007, 48 percent of Americans stated boldly they do not believe in
evolution. Of course, just because you don’t believe in
evolution does not mean evolution does not believe (or
reside) in you. But that still is a rather shocking and,
truth be told, embarrassing statistic.
I propose we celebrate Darwin’s bicentennial by
spreading the word amongst those who do not believe
or know of evolution. Science is a proselytizing belief
system that has led to remarkable prosperity and progress in those cultures that have welcomed and nurtured
it. So, on this birthday let’s give the gift of knowledge.
Present a copy of On the Origin of Species to a creationist. Check if your child’s science text presents evolution
in all its complexity and detail, and if it doesn’t, get a
better one. (Your child will need it in college.) Get out
in nature and revel in the wonders of our diverse landscape that is the gift of evolution.
Most importantly, remember that science is neither
an opinion nor a controversy; it is perhaps the greatest
gift we have given ourselves for improving our minds
and lives. To embrace knowledge and face the world as
it is would perhaps be the noblest means to celebrate the
brave and clear-headed Mr. Darwin’s birthday.
It has often and confidently been asserted, that
man’s origin can never be known. Ignorance more frequently begets confidence than does knowledge: it is
those who know little, not those who know much, who so
positively assert that this or that problem will never be
solved by science.
—Charles Darwin
The Descent of Man (1871)
Mark Madison teaches environmental history and
environmental ethics at the National Conservation
Training Center and Shepherd University. He shares a
birth date (February 12) with Charles Darwin but
bears no other discernible connection to the brilliant
thinker and revolutionary.
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The Secret Life of an American Wildflower
Monica Grabowska

J

ack-in-the-pulpit (Arisaema
triphyllum) is an iconic
American wildflower of the
eastern woodlands and a must-have for
the native shade garden. Technically, its
blossoms are hidden and unimpressive,
but what the casual observer sees as the
flower, the spathe, is a unique and beguiling creation. It resembles a tall, green
champagne flute etched with vertical,
white and maroon stripes. But the glassmaker made one side of the flute much
taller than the other, then folded it over
to hover across the rim. Arising from
inside the flute is a dark green or purple
spadix—the Jack.
Whoever came up with its common
name was more familiar with the ornate,
canopied pulpits of European cathedrals
than the various shapes of crystal stemware; Jack-in-the-champagne-flute is too
frivolous a name for this noble plant. But
Jack-in-the-pulpit might be too pious for
such a shady and mysterious character.
Jacks rise above last fall’s layer of
leaf duff in mid-spring, just as the trees
overhead are beginning to green the
canopy. Wildflower watchers a few weeks
earlier might not even recognize the
brownish-purple spear tips pushing up
among the spring beauties (Claytonia virginica), Dutchman’s breeches (Dicentra
cucullaria), and twinleaf (Jeffersonia
diphylla). But as those spring ephemerals
begin to fade away in anticipation of the
deepening woodland shade, the spears
rise and unfurl their fully formed leaves
and spathes.
On either side of the pulpit-bearing
stem is a taller stem topped by a single
leaf made up of three leaflets. These large
leaves often hide the preacher and his
pulpit through spring and summer. Then,
as summer wanes, shy Jack becomes an
exhibitionist, shedding the pulpit and
revealing a cluster of shiny green berries that soon turn bright red. By fall, the
stem holding this cache of berries withers
and topples over, but even on the ground
it is a flamboyant splash of color.
Each of those shiny red berries contains a handful of seeds, so young Jacks
are often found growing in tight clusters
near larger parent plants. This seems to
be a rather straightforward story of plant
reproduction. But if you stop there, you
don’t know Jack.
The whole story reveals Jack’s enigmatic, deceitful, and sometimes dangerous character. And he leads a double

life—one in which he should be called
Jill rather than Jack.
With a few exceptions, each Jackin-the-pulpit bears either male or female
flowers. Those flowers are near the base
of the spadix, deep inside the spathe (the
champagne flute). Obviously, the pollen
from the male flowers is not going to get
to a female bloom without a go-between.
Enter the fungus gnat.
Fungus gnats are in search of mushrooms on which to lay their eggs. They
are lured into Jack’s spathe by an earthy
scent. They find no fungus there, but as
they crawl around looking for it, pollen
clings to their bodies. When they give
up their search and decide to move on,
they have a problem. Flying down into
the flute was easy, getting up and out is
almost impossible. Since Jack is not a
carnivore, this predicament is a problem
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for plant and insect alike. So Jack provides a gap, a secret backdoor flap where
the spathe comes together, through which
the fly escapes. If the next Jack this gnat
visits is a Jill, the pollen will be deposited on fertile female flowers and the next
generation of Jack-in-the-pulpit will be
assured. The next generation of fungus
gnats, however, is not so lucky. There is
no benefit to the female flower in providing an escape hatch. If she did, the twicetricked gnat might leave without shaking
off much of that precious pollen. With
no way out of the female spathe, the gnat
dies before completing her own reproductive mission.
Such pollinator skullduggery is not
unusual in the plant kingdom, but Jack
has a trick few other species, plant or
animal, can manage. Jack-in-the-pulpit
can change from male to female from

one season to another. Scientists call
this sequential hermaphroditism, and it
is such an efficient reproductive regime
that biologists wonder why is it not more
common.
Here is how it works for the Jackin-the-pulpit: young Jacks are always
male. They are small, at first without
a flower at all. With each new season,
they store more energy in their bulb-like
underground corm and grow to be bigger
plants capable of producing and storing
even more energy. When they have stored
enough energy for the strenuous task of
bearing fruit, they emerge from the corm
a changed plant. Males usually have only
one leaf-bearing stem while females have
two. Depending upon soil and water conditions, a plant may remain female and
bear fruit and seeds for a few years, but
eventually she will need a break and will
go back to being one of the boys.
If you pick a Jack’s flower, it cannot replace or repair the missing tissue.
It will remain damaged and weakened
for the remainder of the season. But
evolution has endowed this plant with
one more trick, and this is what makes
it dangerous. Every part of the plant—
the starchy root, the bright red berries,
the flower, leaves, and stems—contains
calcium oxalate crystals. These sharp,
needle-shaped crystals make the plant
unpalatable and therefore resistant to
deer, rabbits, groundhogs, and other plant
eaters. Even a little taste results in immediate burning and swelling in the mouth,
so children should be warned against
picking the almost irresistible berries.
Some people are highly sensitive to calcium oxalate crystals and may get an irritating skin rash from touching the corms
or broken stems. Always wear gloves
when handling the fruit, which you might
do in order to propagate your own cluster
of Jack seedlings.
This enigmatic American wildflower
is finally getting the attention it deserves
from garden catalogs and nurseries, so it
is not difficult to find. To find our native
species, be sure to look for the botanical name Arisaema triphyllum. There are
several Asian species sold as Jack-in-thepulpit.
Monica Grabowska is an award-winning
garden writer with a passion for native
plants.
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Helpful Services in Time of Need

F

ood, clothing, and medical care
are three items every human being
needs. The bad news is that in
today’s economic climate many people
are finding it harder and harder to meet
these needs. The good news, however, is
that there are services available locally
that can help people and families cope.
Jefferson County Community
Ministries
Jefferson County Community
Ministries (JCCM), located in Charles
Town, can provide assistance with food,
clothing, and limited financial aid to
help meet rent, utilities, medicine, heating fuel, and gasoline. The ministry
refers persons who qualify to appropriate agencies or provides them donated
and purchased resources such as food
and clothing. JCCM has also established
arrangements with local vendors who
accept checks or credit vouchers from
them. This assistance is provided for
short-term emergencies to enable people
to work out permanent or long-term
solutions for meeting their needs.
JCCM is a cooperative ministry of
local churches that helps people in need.
JCCM began in 1982 in two separate
churches and was incorporated as a nonprofit agency the following year. Since
its inception, it has grown to include 45
Jefferson County churches. It is staffed
by trained lay volunteers from these
participating churches.
JCCM is located at 238 West
Washington Street in Charles Town. The
phone number is (304) 725-3186. The
e-mail address is info@jccm.us. The
ministry also has a helpful Web site:
http://www.jccm.us. Office hours: M–F,
10 a.m. to noon. If schools in Jefferson
County are closed due to bad weather,
JCCM is closed also.
Angel Food Ministries
Angel Food Ministries is a nonprofit, nondenominational organization
dedicated to providing grocery relief
and financial support to communities
throughout the United States. The program began in 1994 with 34 families
in Monroe, Georgia, and has grown to
serve hundreds of thousands of families
every month across 35 states, including
people in the Shepherdstown area.
Oakland United Methodist Church in
Charles Town was the first local church
to participate in the program. They were
later joined by Covenant Baptist Church

and Marvin Chapel United Methodist
Church in Shepherdstown.
Angel Food is available each month
for $30 in a quantity that can fit into a
medium-sized box. The box contains an
assortment of meats, vegetables, milk,
pastas, cereals, eggs, and a dessert. It is
designed to feed a family of four for one
week or a single senior for one month.
The average retail value of each box,
determined by comparison shopping in a
wide range of grocery stores, is between
$42 and $78. The food is all the same
high quality available in grocery stores.
There are no secondhand items, no damaged or outdated goods, no dented cans
without labels, no day-old breads, and
no produce that is almost too ripe.
Once one has ordered the basic
box, one can also purchase specialty
boxes such as a fresh produce box or an
assortment of steaks, chicken, and pork.
Ten perfectly seasoned, nutritionally
balanced, fully cooked, heat-and-serve
meals have been specially designed for
seniors and are available for just $28.
There is no limit to the number of units
or bonus foods an individual can receive,
and there are no applications to complete or qualifications to which participants must adhere. The program is open
to everyone regardless of income. Angel
Food Ministries also participates in the
U.S. Food Stamp program, using the
Off-Line Food Stamp Voucher system.

An Angel Food volunteer

Angel Food menus and information are published regularly in the
Martinsburg Journal. Contacts for local
information including menus, order
dates, and pick-up dates and times:
Covenant Baptist Church, call
Colleen Smith at (304) 876-2212, ext.
43, or e-mail: angel food@covenantmail.com. Web site:http://www.covenant

PHOTOS BY MARY CORCORAN LEHMAN

Mary Corcoran Lehman

Trinity Episcopal Thrift Shop

experience.com. Office hours: M–F, 9
a.m. to 4 p.m. Online ordering available.
Marvin Chapel United Methodist
Church, 10 Gosling Marsh Rd. Contact
Sue Walker, 304-263-5755 or e-mail:
cwalker_18@verizon.net.
See other Jefferson County locations
on http://www.AngelFoodMinistries.com
or call toll free: (877) 366-3646.
Thrift Shop
The Trinity Thrift Shop, located in
the brick house on the northwest corner of Back Alley and Church Street in
Shepherdstown, sells quality recycled
men’s, women’s, children’s and infant’s
clothing and accessories. From time
to time, small appliances, dishes, and
knickknacks are also available.
This little gem of a shop holds
many surprises. Quite often the clothing
is top brand or a designer name brand,
the variety astounding: Women’s shoes,
coats, dresses, sweaters, handbags and
hats; men’s shirts, pants, hats, shoes and
sweaters; all types of children’s clothing;
and even some toys and stuffed animals.
The staff is unfailingly friendly.
The shop draws a steady clientele
from all walks of life, many of them
shopping on Thursdays when the “new
stuff ” is displayed. The rock-bottom
prices are another reason people seek
out the Thrift Shop. Currently, winter
clothing is on sale at half price. Some
time in March, a full brown paper bag of
items will sell for only $5!
The Thrift Shop is open on
Thursdays and Fridays from 10 a.m. to
4 p.m. and Saturdays from 10 a.m. to 1
p.m. It is operated totally by volunteers
who sort, sell, and price items donated
by members of Trinity Episcopal Church
and the community. All proceeds from
sales are given back to the community
in the form of donations to about a
dozen community organizations. The

church receives no income
from the shop. For more
information call Trinity
Episcopal Church at (304)
876-6990.

Eastern Panhandle Free
Clinic
The Eastern
Panhandle Free Clinic,
located at 11065
Middleway Pike in Charles
Town, provides health
care for the low-income
uninsured of Jefferson, Berkeley, and
Morgan counties. Their patients do
not qualify for Medicare, Medicaid,
of Department of Health and Human
Services, and/or cannot afford private
insurance or regular medical services. A
confidential eligibility screening is performed to determine eligibility. Patients’
income must be at or under federal
poverty guidelines, and a tax return and
verification of income are required.
The clinic, which is staffed by nurse
practitioners and volunteers, provides
free medical services, free prescription
assistance, free referrals to specialty
medical providers, and referrals to
other services as needed by the patient.
In addition to the nurse practitioners,
physicians from the community volunteer their services during clinic hours.
The clinic has established collaborative relationships with James Rumsey
Technical Institute LPN class, the Rural
Health Education Consortium, WVU
School of Medicine and School of
Nursing, Shenandoah University School
of Nursing, Hagerstown Community
College, and Shepherd University
School of Nursing and Social Work
Department.
The clinic is open five days a week.
For more information or to make an
appointment, call (304) 724-6091. Clinic
hours are Monday, Wednesday, and
Thursday, 8:30 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Tuesday,
10 a.m. to 7 p.m.; and Friday, 9 a.m. to 3
p.m. You can also obtain more information on the clinic’s Web site: http://www.
easternpanhandlefreeclinic.com
Mary Corcoran Lehman, a Wheeling,
W.Va., native, has lived in Shepherdstown
since 1974. She and her husband, John,
founded the Shepherdstown Chronicle
and the Shepherdstown Observer. She is
now retired.
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There Can Be Generosity
in Adversity
Dee-Ann Dixon

W

hile I was writing this
piece Millard Fuller
died (February 3,
2009). This is a man whom I’ve
admired for the work he has done
at Habitat for Humanity. Aside
from the work he did with Habitat,
his personal story is compelling.
Millard Fuller started a business
with a friend and this business
thrived making him a millionaire
by age 29. Then Millard and his
wife, Linda, faced a crisis in their
marriage, which moved Millard to
rededicate his life to family and
following God’s path. Linda and
Millard sold all their possessions,
gave the money to the poor, and
became missionaries in Africa.
Upon returning to the United States
they became involved in a Christian
community that started a housing
program for the poor, which eventually became known as Habitat
for Humanity. This crisis in his life
became the catalyst that opened his
heart to the opportunities to serve
others, to do good. I have often
thought of his story of adversity
and the opportunities it gave him to
return to the important and foundational values in his life: the care
of his spiritual life, the care of his
family relationships, and the care
for his neighbors.
Life’s adversities, although
nothing we would wish on anyone,
can become opportunities for us to
grow spiritually and to respond to
one another with kindness, compassion, and justice. John Wesley,

the founder of Methodism, feared
for the souls of the people called
Methodists as they became more
wealthy and prosperous. He feared
their wealth would become more
important than God. He feared their
stuff would distract them from their
relationship with Christ and others,
particularly the poor. John Wesley
asked the people called Methodists
to live out of their foundational
values using three rules as their
guide: 1) do good, 2) do no harm,
and 3) stay in love with God (The
Book of Discipline of The United
Methodist Church, paragraph 103).
They are simple rules but not easy
to follow. Wesley wanted the people
to live accountable, responsible,
and transformative lives; lives that
would be witnesses through word
and deed, to the love of Christ in
the world.
The tough economic times, the
troubles in the world and nation and
how they affect us and our neighbors, are opportunities to gather
strength in community; to reevaluate our actions and live more
sacrificial lives; to grow spiritually;
and to work for the wholeness and
welfare of all. I don’t know what
that will look like exactly, but the
prophet Isaiah offers a vision of
a world God is transforming and
making new; where swords will be
made into plowshares, spears into
pruning hooks, where humanity
will not learn war anymore (Isaiah
2:1–4). He envisions children living
to old age, and the elderly living
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their full lifetime; where there will
be work, and workers will enjoy
the fruits of their labor; where
there will be no fear of violence or
premature death; and a time where
there will be hope, goodness, and
life (Isaiah 65:17–25).
I meet with a small group of
clergywomen for lunch twice a
month. Lately, a good deal of our
conversation has been about the
tough economic times and the
troubles of the world and nation.
Although times are tough, there
are inspiring stories of individuals who are facing adversities as
opportunities to do good and to
return to their foundational values.
For example, one family who has
had to downsize because of a job
loss, and has pruned their budget to
only necessities, finds themselves
at the receiving end of generosity
from their family, friends, and community. This family has responded
with grateful hearts by volunteering weekly at a local soup kitchen.
Or the woman, who has recently
become homebound because she
is now unable to walk, faces her
adversity by making phone calls
for Good Shepherd Interfaith
Caregivers arranging rides for dialysis patients.
One of my heroes, the poet
and writer Maya Angelou was
interviewed on NPR’s “The Diane
Rehm Show” on November 20,
2008. Maya Angelou was asked
what the most important lesson life
has taught her, and she answered by

saying, “the attitude of gratitude.”
She described humility in life as
important because it acknowledges
that someone came before her and
she is to pave the way for the next
person. When faced with adversity,
Maya Angelou, suggests that we
say “thank you” for life, because
the adversity will pass; to do good,
because “good done anywhere, is
good done everywhere.” And when
we are knocked down by adversities, we need to get up; it is lifting
ourselves up that keeps us from
being defeated.
We are the unemployed, the
cancer patient, and the bankrupt.
And we know individuals who have
lost their jobs, those who are facing
life-threatening illness, and those
who have filed for bankruptcy.
The time is now; the opportunity
is here to do good, to do no harm,
and to grow spiritually. The time
is right; the opportunity is now to
be part of transforming the world
by lending a helping hand, sharing
what we have, and giving generously to those who are in need.
These tough times are inviting us to
face adversities with an open heart
to the opportunities they give us
for growth. These tough times are
inviting us to be our best selves.

G. Dee-Ann Dixon serves as
the pastor at New Street United
Methodist Church. She is the
mother of three children and married to David Gross.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

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

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays
3:00 p.m. year-round in the Reading Room

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

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

Telephone: 876-2021
Sentinel radio program Sundays 7 a.m.
on WINC 92.5 FM

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Roman Catholic

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: 876-2362
Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.

South Duke Street
Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436
Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

West German Street
Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: 876-3856
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

King & High Streets
Fred Soltow, Pastor
Telephone: 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
Children’s Church: 11:15 a.m.
Sunday Evening Worship and Bible Study: 6:15 p.m.

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
Sunday Worship: 9:00 a.m.
Children’s Church: 9:15 a.m.

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

Unity of Shepherdstown

100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor
Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:30 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org

Corner of Church & German Streets
The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Siobhan Patterson, Curate
Frank Coe, Priest Associate
Telephone: 876-6990
Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy
Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.
Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops
Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org
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Donors
GOOD NEWS BAD NEWS
First, the BAD NEWS: Big HUGE GIGANTIC goof-up.
The Winter 2008 issue of the GOOD NEWS PAPER contained the wrong
return envelope for donations. Our envelopes are printed by a different
company than the one that produces the paper. The envelope printing
company sent the wrong envelopes to the newspaper printer, which automatically inserted them into the paper during the folding process. OUCH!
What a mess!! If you used that envelope, don’t worry. It found its way
to the right place. Other people, we fear, were confused. So please, if
you meant to send a donation but weren’t sure about that envelope, send
your gift now to GNP, P.O. Box 1212, Shepherdstown, WV 25443. Sorry
you’ll have to address it yourself because we can’t afford to print another
batch of envelopes at this time.
The envelope printing company joins me in apologizing for the confusion
and inconvenience.

Now for the GOOD NEWS: Look how many people still donated!
Thanks for helping to keep a good thing going.

Randall Tremba
Executive Editor

Byliners
John Allen Jr.
John Demory
Denis & Nan Doss
Jean Neely
Brian Palank DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch
Patrons
Dr. Billy & Cynthia Dunn
Erdem Ergin
Patricia Hunt
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Stanley & Judith Jones
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
George & Patricia McKee
Philip Salladay
Peter & Victoria Smith

Lois Spreen
Henry Willard II
Partners
Michael & Bonnie Austin
Martin & Elise Baach
Barbara & George Baker
Bank of Charles Town
Thomas & Rae Banks
Edwinn Bernat
Marian Buckner
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon & James Byron
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Joyce Devine
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Lyndall Dickinson
R. Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Marge Dower
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Jeff Feldman & Kristin
Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Conrad Hammann
Barbara Heinz
Frank & Annette Hilst
James & Norleen Hoadley
Elaine Hurd
Nan Johnson
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
John & Barbara King
Rev. Jim & Nancy Macdonell
Chris & Jerry Mark
George & Dorothy Marshall
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Charles Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Capt. Bernard & Grace Rhatigan
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Carole & Dave Scott
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Renny & Grant Smith

Harold & Betty Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizabeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Jeannette & Daniel Van
Belleghem
Stephen Williams
Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott
Friends
Meda Badeaux
Sylvia Boyer
Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Richard Conard
James Davis
Steve & Nancy Dickey
Bernice Dove
Robert & Antoinette Edsall
Eleanor Jamison
E.F. McGowen
Frank & Althea Miller
Shirley Myers
Burt & Cari Simon
Sara Smith
Dr. Frank & Betty Snyder
Mary Franklin VanMeter
Judy Weese

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

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

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

Direct 304/876-9025
Cell 304/876-9807
Fax 304/876-0671
smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
P.O. Box 35
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Schmitt Construction Company
James A. Schmitt
(304) 876-2462

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Benjamin Moore • J. Norton Finishes
Carpet • Ceramic • Vinyl • Laminate • Hardwood
www.CTWallsandFloors.com
86 Somerset Blvd.
Charles Town, WV 25414

(304) 725-1461

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

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

W.H. KNODE’S SONS

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

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

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

Phone 304.876.6900
Fax 304.876.2600

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

P.O. Box 1273

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

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

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

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

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street
ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

ATTORNEY AT LAW

Shepherdstown

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

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

121 E. German Street

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

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

nday Bru

Open for Su

Various size units available from
5’ x 5’ to 10’ x 25’

DaviD a. Camilletti

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

304-876-0657

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE

“Six Generations of Community Service”

304-263-0345

WV 25443

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

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

LAIRD MARSHALL

JEFF McGEE

Manager

executiVe chef

Counseling & Depth
Psychotherapy
Individuals

Couples

Adults

THIS SPACE AVAILABLE

Children

Cathryn Polonchak

call 304-876-6466

L.I.C.S.W.

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV

304-876-3022

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

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

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

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

Quality, award-winning toys
and games that inspire
a child’s natural creativity
& imagination!
Visit our New Larger Store!
122 West German Street
304-876-1174
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Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Patron
P.O. Boxholder
Rural Route Boxholder
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“A Nesting Place” by Mike Austin

