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Jews and Christians
The Third Word From the Cross
Randall Tremba

H

oly Week will soon be here. On Good
Friday churches around the world will
recite and reflect upon “The Seven Last
Words of Christ” from the cross. Father, forgive
them for they know not what they do. Today you
will be with me in paradise. Woman, behold
your son; son, behold your mother. I thirst. Why
have you forsaken me? It is finished. Into your
hands I commend my spirit.
The Third Word is: Woman, behold your
son; son, behold your mother.
Meanwhile, standing near the cross were
his mother, and his mother’s sister, Mary the
wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. When
Jesus saw his mother and the disciple whom he
loved standing beside her, he said to his mother,
‘Woman, here is your son.’ Then he said to the
disciple, ‘Here is your mother.’ And from that
hour the disciple took her into his own home.
(John 19:26–27)
Jesus couldn’t move his hands. He could
barely move his head but he could move his
eyes. He looked at his mother then toward his
disciple and said, Woman, here is your son. And
then looking back toward his mother, Here is
your mother. And from that hour the disciple
took her into his own home.
That disciple took the mother of Jesus
home, beat her up and pushed her out into the
cold, dark night where she and her children were
bound, gagged, and dragged away to ghettos and
gas chambers.
I know, I know, it doesn’t say that in the
gospel pages. But that’s what happened. Not
to Mary herself but to her people. Beat up and
pushed out into the cold, dark night. Bound,
gagged, and dragged away to ghettos and gas
chambers.
In this gospel, replete with symbolism,
Mary, we might say, represents “Judaism”; and
the beloved disciple, we might say, represents
the fledgling community that arose in the wake
of Jesus’ death and eventually became known as
“the Church.”
It will do us good on any day, but especially
on Good Friday, to remember how Christians
turned Jews into scapegoats and crucified them
in more ways than one, in more places than one,
in more centuries than one.
Jesus said to his mother, Woman, here is
your son. And to his disciple, Here is your
mother. With his dying breath Jesus was trying
to create a new kind of community, formed by
love and not by family or tribal blood.
Judaism gave birth to Mary. Mary gave
birth to Jesus. And Jesus gave birth to a new
community, to a new way of being and living in

this world, a way that transcends tribal divisions
of one kind and another. It’s the right way but
it’s not an easy way.
It’s hard to be true and faithful in this world.
So much can go wrong in the best of persons
and communities. Much has gone wrong in the
Church. Without God’s grace and forgiveness
none of us stands a chance.
It will do the Church good to remember
how Christians turned Jews into scapegoats and
crucified them in more ways than one. It will
do the Church good to remember and to repent.
Now as bad as the news is, there is also good
news: there is more grace in God than sin in us.
On what would eventually be called Good
Friday, while he bled on the cross, Jesus said:
Woman, here is your son. And to his disciple,
Here is your mother.
But Christians would turn Good Friday into
a rally day and terrorize the Jewish people for
2,000 years. It’s not what Jesus had in mind. He
didn’t have another religion in mind, least of all
one that would become sectarian, exclusive, and
bellicose. That’s not what Jesus held in his heart.
You can hear the heart of Jesus elsewhere
in this gospel. For God so loved the world. God
so loved the world. Not the Jewish world or
the Christian world or the Muslim world or the
Buddhist world or the Hindu world or the Sihk,
Jain, or Baha’i worlds, or the humanist, animist,
or atheist worlds. God so loved the world. The
whole world. Period.
Jesus never meant for his way to become
a way of exclusion and terrorism. I am the way,
the truth, and the life meant love is the way.
He didn’t mean that Christianity was the way
to heaven and all other religions were not. He
didn’t mean that he was the way to another
place at all. He meant that love is the way to
live here and now.
Those who abide in love abide in God, he
said. I am in the Father and the Father is in me.
I am in you and you are in me. God is love and
those who abide in love abide in God. Come and
see where I abide, he said. In my Father’s house
are many mansions, many rooms, many dwelling
places, not just one. In other words, there are
many ways to dwell in God, which is to say, to
dwell in love.
It will do the Church good to remember how
Christians turned against Jews, the very people
of our Lord’s mother. But remembering is not
enough. The Church must also repent and make
amends.
It’s hard to believe but it’s true: only in
the past 50 years or so has the Church begun
to acknowledge and appreciate a simple fact:

Jesus was not a Christian. Jesus was Jewish,
a child of a Jewish mother and father, who
themselves were children of Abraham and
Sarah, who long, long ago found and then
nursed a promise in their hearts, a promise
that someday their children and their children’s
children would find a way to bless all the
families, tribes, and nations of the whole
earth—a way of love, not a way of hate; a
way of mercy, not a way of torture; a way of
forgiveness, not a way of revenge; a way of
inclusion, not a way of exclusion.
Jesus didn’t invent that promise. He
embraced the promise. And then nursed and
cultivated it in his heart.
It’s an ancient, precious, and fragile promise,
blessed, broken open, and given each time
Christians gather round the Table of Our Lord.
By this will all people know you are my disciples,
if you love one another. There is no other way.
For Christians or anyone else. Love is the way.
Here is a verse from the traditional “Solemn
Reproaches of the Cross” often read in churches
on Good Friday:
O my people, O my Church,
What have I done to you,
or in what have I offended you?
Answer me.
I grafted you into the tree of my chosen Israel,
and you turned on them with persecution and
mass murder.
I made you joint heirs with them of my
covenants
but you made them scapegoats for your
own guilt,
and you have prepared a cross for your Savior.
Lord, have mercy.
And God is. Merciful. Good Friday is a
good day to remember that God is merciful.
And if God is, shall we not also be?
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James Lewin

on the State of Journalism
Claire Stuart

J

ames Lewin’s introduction to
Shepherdstown in 1995 was
unforgettable. He came from
Chicago to apply for a position in
the English department at Shepherd
College (now University). He was
invited for a campus visit, and was
required to put on a demonstration
class.
A room was booked for him at
the Bavarian Inn. His demonstration was scheduled for 8 a.m., and
at about 7, the electricity in his
room suddenly went out. The chalet
rooms all open to the outdoors, and
he popped outside in his underwear
to see if all of the lights were off. “I
heard a click,” he said. “The door had
closed, and I was locked out. I felt
like I was in a Three Stooges movie!”
He still clearly recalls running
down the cobblestone walk in his
underwear to find someone to let
him back into his room. Fortunately,
he was successful and made it to his
demonstration on time. He is now a
professor of English, coordinator of
the journalism minor and advisor to
Shepherd University’s newspaper, The
Picket.
Lewin notes that just one in three
people with a doctorate in English
lands a tenure-track position. “Others
end up in low-end employment such
as adjuncts. You’re going up against
graduates of places like Harvard.”
He was hired at Shepherd when
the academic job market was “worse
than being in a war zone or driving
a cab at night in Chicago,” both of
which he had personally experienced.
Endless resumés had to be crafted
individually because there were very
specific qualifications for each opening. Sending them out was like “sending out notes in a bottle from a desert
island and hoping someone would
read them.” He credits his employment to his combination of a dissertation on Shakespeare and his extensive
journalism background.
After graduating from college in
1967 with an English degree, Lewin
drove a taxi in Chicago, writing stories about his experiences, then went
on to become a freelance journalist.
He traveled through Mexico, Europe,

Asia, and the Middle East. During a
stop in Israel in 1973, he witnessed
the Yom Kippur War, when Egypt
and Syria attacked Israel. He lived in
Israel from 1976 to 1983, teaching
English and writing for magazines.
He reported on the 1982 invasion
of Lebanon by Israel, doing articles
from southern Lebanon and Beirut.
“After that,” he said, “I realized
that it was now or never if I wanted
to go back to grad school. A wise
man once said that one of the few
good things about war is that it makes
people realize that our life is limited.
I returned to academia in 1983.”
Looking at the job market
for today’s students who hope for
careers in journalism, Lewin says it
is the hardest he has ever seen. He
explained that journalism at Shepherd
is a minor, not a major, and that only
a small percent of his students actually want to be journalists. Most
combine journalism with another
discipline and plan to go in a different direction. Journalism, with its
emphasis on fact-finding and writing,
is a useful complement to many other
majors, including environmental science, history, psychology, sociology,
and political science.
Ten years ago, a student who
studied English and journalism, could
count on getting a beginning job in
journalism, usually with a small-town
newspaper, which could lead to a better job. Now he wonders if anybody
has any idea what the future holds for
journalists.
Newspapers have shot themselves
in the foot, he opined, as they strive
for a certain profit margin. They have
jettisoned their experienced veteran
reporters, offering buyouts, keeping the lower-paid, inexperienced
reporters. They have given away their
content in order to stay competitive
on the Internet, so nobody is buying
the newspapers. He believes they will
have to start charging for Internet
content.
“They’re downsizing newsrooms,
and veteran journalists are losing
their jobs—and students have to compete with them for the few jobs that
are left,” he said. “Students are taking
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unpaid internships. The only hope for
the future is that they can create their
own multimedia blogs and Web sites,
but they have to figure out how to
make them economically viable. Now,
everybody is a freelancer.”
Lewin observed that it is too
early to know where this is going and
whether print journalism has hit bottom. “Three years ago, some graduates were getting jobs,” he said. “Two
years ago, most of them were living
in their parents’ basements.”
Lewin sees the collapse of print
journalism as a danger much more
serious than a depressed job market
and sees it affecting “the social fabric
of democracy.”
He went on to say, “There is no
solid reportage. The blogosphere is
simply opinions. Who will hire investigative reporters? That depends on an
economic base and editorial supervision. Who is going to attend the town
hall meetings and tell people what’s
going on? Who is going to expose
corruption?”
Students today do have the possibility of a new kind of approach
to careers, Lewin believes, planning
on not one, but a series of careers.
He likened it to the 1960s approach.
“They can volunteer, go to foreign
countries to teach English, join Teach
for America, try a number of different
things. They can make difficult times
an opportunity. They don’t have to
follow conventional routes. They can
create new pathways.”
Lewin is familiar with that path.
He was out of academia for 16 years.
“I wouldn’t want to do it over again,
but I look on it as formative,” he said.
“I never could be happy working nine
to five, dreading the beginning of the
workweek.”
He loves his work and says, “I
always look forward to the beginning of a new semester.” However,
he is increasingly concerned about
students coming into college with no
real foundation. When asked what
he would like incoming freshmen
to know, he replied. “I’d like them
to know how to write a coherent
personal essay, grammatically correct. I’d like them to know American
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James Lewin, professor of English at
Shepherd University

history—I’d like them to know
that there was a Vietnam War and
a Peloponnesian War and that the
Peloponnesian War came first!”
He does feel that the freshmen
try hard and do make reasonable
progress. “They are in a cognitive
stage where they have come to realize
that they can think for themselves,”
he said.
Lewin is currently teaching
British Literature from Beowulf to
Milton, and Literary Study, a foundation course for English majors covering contemporary literature theory
and how to apply it to the study of
literature. He also teaches magazine
writing and a practicum for The
Picket.
He has an abiding love for
Shakespeare and believes that the
bard had a timeless understanding of
the human condition that can be used
to illustrate modern situations and
dilemmas. He is currently writing a
paper on “Hamlet from a post-911
perspective.” In contemporary films
based on Shakespeare’s works, he
observed, “Hamlet is usually seen
in a Freudian or erotic manner. I am
seeing Hamlet as a trickster with a
sense of conscience. How do you
respond to injustice? What’s the right
way to fight back?”
Claire Stuart has been writing for
the GOOD NEWS PAPER for sheforgets-how-long and is happy that
she is not looking for employment in
journalism.
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Local Color
THE ART OF TRANSFORMATION

O

n a lovely white and snowy
day, I was given a rare and
unique opportunity. I was
invited into a cave of splendor for
some tea and conversation with
Wayne Skinner. I had been to several
of his art openings at the AIIA gallery (now The Bridge Gallery), and
was always impressed with the style
of the place and his excellent eye for
art. I was unaware just how much his
life had shaped my experiences with
both Shepherdstown and Shepherd
University.
Skinner grew up in a small town
in Pennsylvania and received a master’s
degree in fine art in his early 20s. He
took a job at Shepherd College in 1963
as the sole art professor, with a single
classroom. He moved into a small
bungalow and built a kiln behind it so
he could continue his personal artwork
while he taught a small group of students drawing, painting, sculpture, and
art history.
By the second year, he expanded
the program to include a second
teacher, Gary Moreland, and a second
classroom. In his sixth year, as chairman of the arts department, he gained
the entire ground floor of Knutti Hall,
as well as a large lecture room on the
second floor, and secured the services
of a third professor.
During these years, he was also
cultivating his career in art pottery, throwing and firing pots out
of the Eastern Market building in
Washington, D.C. He had a pottery
gallery in Harpers Ferry and another
on 8th and Pennsylvania in D.C. He
kept a small apartment on Constitution
Avenue and commuted quite a bit. At
this juncture, Shepherd was encouraging Skinner to pursue a doctorate of
fine art, while he thought that he could
teach his students far more by continuing to pursue his own career in the art
world. He decided to part ways with
the college, but he couldn’t bring himself to part with the town.
He described the camaraderie
of the community in the late ’60s
and early ’70s, and I recognized the
town of my childhood. Downtown
Shepherdstown wasn’t always gift
shops and restaurants. People lived
in many of the houses that have since
been converted to commercial spaces,

Christopher Robinson
and the businesses downtown were
more about necessity than variety:
grocery, auto parts and drug stores.
Students lived above most of the businesses and in old tenant farmhouses
surrounding the town. Social life
revolved around house and dinner parties and less around bars, although bars
always had a part to play in this town.
In the late ’60s, the bar-to-be-in
was called Ferry Hill. Perched precariously on a hill across the river
from Shepherdstown, it afforded an
unmatched view of the Potomac. A
favorite hangout for professors and discerning students, it was a place apart
from the rough-and-tumble pool hall or
the raucous college beer bar. Skinner
enjoyed a few brews there, but he was
quite moved one day when he invited
one of his assistants for a beer, and the
man was refused service because of
his ethnicity. This convinced Skinner
to make a few calls and remedy the
situation; afterward anyone could get a
drink there.
After leaving Shepherd, Skinner
bought the old post office building
downtown. He commuted from his
D.C. apartment several days a week to
work on its restoration. He had a kiln
behind the building and would often
stay up all night, sipping beer and talking with the various denizens of the
town, while he adjusted the firing temperatures.
In 1978, after Ferry Hill was
bought out by the Park Service, he
realized there was a need for an openminded, welcoming watering hole in
town, so he built a bar in his old post
office. He hand-made the bar from
some wainscoting from an old shop
that fortuitously even had a large brass
foot rail just the perfect length. He
also laid the tile top of the bar. The
acoustics created by the stamped tin
walls and ceiling were so good that
he brought his stereo in and spent two
weeks painting the ceiling with a sixinch brush, listening to nothing but The
Doors.
The Penny Postcard, now the
Mecklenburg Inn, was a huge success,
and one could find all walks of life
sipping the coldest (and only) draft in
town. Students, professors, tradesmen,
and policemen would sling witty banter
over the mix tapes that Skinner played.

He received postcards from around
the world as his friends and customers traveled. The bar has been open
for over 30 years and is truly one of
Skinner’s legacies.
This period also spawned one of
his other legacies, perhaps a little bittersweet, but necessary at the time
nonetheless. Shepherd College decided
it needed a new maintenance building.
It decided to bulldoze one of its old
staff dormitories to build one. The only
problem was that it also happened to be
the historically significant Enter Hotel.
Skinner, who loved the old
architecture and personality of
Shepherdstown, got together with his
friends and neighbors and made up
a few flyers to stop the demolition.
This drive was caught up like fire in
the wind and had the whole town in
an uproar. After many meetings and
hearings, it was decided that the only
way to stop anyone from tearing down
historic properties would be by implementing zoning. This led Skinner to
his nine-year tenure on the planning
and zoning committee. He now says
he wishes they had thought through
the whole zoning thing a bit more.
However the Entler still stands.
Skinner tends to move his life in
cycles, following the whims of his soul
and art like a nomad following a sacred
herd of beasts. He had spent a long
time working with students, customers, politicians, and friends. He sold
the Postcard, deciding it was time for
a little rest and relaxation. He bought
Island Green Farm in 1986. He spent
his days drawing, gardening, and biking 20 to 30 miles a day.
After about seven years, the itch
for change grabbed him again.
He sold the farm
and bought a house
in town. He went
into business with a
colleague and renovated an old garage
on the edge of town
(AIIA—Antiques
to Art). After a few
years playing around
with antiques, it
became clear that
Skinner was much
more into running
Wayne Skinner
the gallery than his

partner was. He sold his house in town
to buy out the business, focusing on
curating his own shows and featuring
local artists. His shows were always
excellent, displaying fine prints on
varied subjects and time periods from
around the world.
Now Skinner has passed on management of the gallery and dedicated
himself to personal transformation in
his “retirement.” First he transformed
his space, once a drab tall-ceilinged
garage in the back of the gallery, into
what is now a lavish, splendid, and
mysterious suite covered wall to wall in
inlaid hardwoods and myriad drawings
and books. It is a mixture of the rugged
and the fine that strikes a harmonious
balance, and he has spent years finetuning every surface into its own work
of art.
Now that his space is perfect, he
has decided to work on his mind. He
threw out his television, locked up his
computer, and allows himself only
fine music and great books. He hopes
he has another 20 years to study and
reflect, perhaps write 10 or 20 novels!
I wish him the best and thank him
for allowing me into his world for a
short time.
Christopher Robinson is a local
farmer who happens to write a bit
and make some art. He can usually be
found lollygagging at the Lost Dog,
telling tall tales or slumming it at the
farmers market, listening to the sweet,
sweet bluegrass.
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Maria’s Taqueria
She’s Here for the Locals
PHOTOS BY RUTH WEESE

Maria Allen

S

he isn’t a Latina, and she only speaks a little
Spanish, which at first surprises the many
Mexicans, Guatemalans, and others from south
of the border who come in for a taste of home. After
all, her name is Maria, and it is a taqueria. “They
expect Spanish,” she laughed.
Maria Allen is the owner and “chief cook and
bottle washer” of Maria’s Taqueria on German Street,
which she runs with some help from her friends. This
enterprising young woman with a passion for food
opened her tiny restaurant in June 2009 immediately
after she graduated from Shepherd University.
Originally from Tyson’s Corner, Va., Allen came to
Shepherd University, where she majored in fine arts.
One thing she found lacking in town was a place to
find Latin food, and she missed it. “You could find a
Latin restaurant on every corner in Northern Virginia,”
she said.
Allen has a love for Latin food and culture, having spent a great deal of time exploring Mexico, Costa
Rica, Panama, and Nicaragua.
“My family wanted us to experience different cultures,” she said, “and they took us traveling.” She also
spent three months as an exchange student and “just
traveling” in Latin America.
Maria’s Taqueria is tiny, with a single table and
chairs and a small counter with a few stools, but it does
a brisk carryout business. The menu is simple, and
Allen serves the expected tacos, burritos,and nachos,
with her own special flourishes.
“It’s not authentic Latin food,” she says, describing it more as “Mexican–Southern California–inspired
food.”
An interesting touch in the restaurant is the customers’ menu blackboard on the wall. Customers who
have their own personal favorite combinations of food
can write their menus on the board, and patrons may
order from that board as well as from the regular menu.
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Claire Stuart
Each time someone orders a customer’s favorite
from the board, Allen makes a tally mark. At the end
of the month, the personal menu that has been ordered
most frequently is declared the winner. That combination is named after the customer. It is posted as part of
the regular menu for the rest of the year, and the winner
gets a free three-taco meal. Then the board is erased
and the competition begins again.
“We may choose a grand winner at the end of the
year,” said Allen.
“I haven’t decided yet what I’m going to do.”
The restaurant business might seem a strange
choice for an artist. Allen worked in ceramics and pottery and taught ceramics in Fairfax. “I still have my
studio in my parents’ house,” she said, “but I haven’t
had time to work in it lately.”
Surprisingly, she does not have any of her pottery
on display in the restaurant. “I’d thought about it,” she
said, but she decided against it. “I only want to sell one
thing at a time!”
She does not find anything unusual in an artist becoming a cook, and she finds it quite natural to
be both. She thinks of them as equally creative pursuits. “Food and art are very closely connected,” she
declared. “They are both telltale signs of a culture.”
She says that although she has a passion for art,
her passion for food is greater. And there are the simple
economics. She is well aware of the fact that there are
practically no jobs in art unless artists can somehow
create their own jobs. Since everyone must eat, it is
more feasible to create one’s own job in the world of
food.
Allen says that she always realized that a nine-tofive job was not for her. “I could never see myself in an
office,” she declared. She had
worked in restaurants and saw a
niche in Shepherdstown that she
believed she could fill.
Maria’s Taqueria prides
itself on providing high quality and quantity at affordable
prices. Allen observed that most
of the restaurants in town cater
to tourists from Washington and
are priced above the comfortable
budgets of locals and Shepherd
University students.
“There’s lots of high-end
food but little that the kids and
locals can afford. I’m giving
them a cheaper option. People
who live here need to eat, too.
And this connects the town and
the students.”
Allen uses the best, freshest, and healthiest ingredients
she can find, using local vegetables when possible. “Some of the vegetables come
from my parents’ farm in Purcellville,” she said, “and I
use the beef with the lowest fat content. I use Patuxent
chicken—it doesn’t come from clear across the country.”

Asked what she enjoys cooking the most, Allen
named something that is not on her restaurant menu.
She loves to cook barbecue. “That’s what I originally
wanted to do,” she said. “My mom was a southern girl,
and barbecue is in my blood.”
But she looked at what was feasible, and her taqueria seemed more likely to succeed. “But who knows?”
she mused. “Maybe someday I’ll have a barbecue restaurant.”
That’s not to say that she doesn’t enjoy cooking for
her restaurant as well. The menu item she most loves to
cook is her pork carnetas—piles of pork, guacamole,
and pico de gallo with chips for dipping. “I’m very
proud of them,” she said. “The pork is slow-cooked for
six hours and spiced perfectly. It’s now our best seller.”
Although she is putting in more hours than a nineto-fiver, working six days a week from 11 a.m. to 8
p.m., Allen is happy to be doing what she wants to do.
She believes that it made more sense to stay in a place
where she is happy than to move away and do something she hates.
“You should look at what you can do in your community instead of looking away to the city,” she said.
“People should do what they like to do. Small businesses can be the answer to the economic problems.”
Since much of her business comes from the student population, she hasn’t noticed the effects of the
recession. And, of course, since she has been in business less than a year, she really has no basis for comparison.
“My product is recession friendly,” she laughed,
“because I opened during the recession. So, it has to
get better!”

Maria (second from right) and her staff at
Maria’s Taqueria on German Street
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The Best of Both Worlds
Christopher Robinson
PHOTOS PROViDED BY KRZYSZTOS JURCZYNSKi

Krzysztos Jurczynski and his daughter

A

few months ago, I began hearing an odd accent crop up in
the coffee shops and bars of
our fair town. This accent was always
accompanied by laughter. Although it
sounded coarse at first, I soon realized
that the accent was wielded as a rapier
of wit at times and a chocolate box of
sly compliments at others. I soon got to
meet the owner of that accent, Krzysztos
Jurczynski, an animated man with a large
frame. When I found out he was the new
sculpture teacher at the college, I invited
him up to the little bar in my house for a
few drinks and a lot of conversation.
Jurczynski, after a long and winding journey, ended up coming to
Shepherdstown in May of 2009. He had
been hired to do some freelance restoration for a local art collector. However,
the job didn’t last nearly as long as he
thought, and he was soon looking for
work. Word spread about town, and he
met the faculty at Shepherd. He was soon
teaching a few classes and has recently
found a small house to rent. He really
enjoys our town and hopes to be able to
make it a permanent residence.
We delved into his past, and it’s
quite an astonishing tale. He grew up
in Poland, and as a child he had been
very keen on math and physics. He saw
himself studying to be a scientist and at
14 had been given a semi-pro children’s
contract to train with a soccer team. Out
in left field, he received a serious knee
injury and was forced to spend many
months in a hospital. While there, he had
very little to occupy his time, so he spent
long hours drawing and painting.
He became enamored with creating
artwork, and although he had a univer-

sity placement in
a science school,
he shocked his
parents by changing to an art concentration. The
family was quite
consternated, but
he had one uncle
who stood by him
and supported
his decision. He
had to spend a
full year refining
his technique and
preparing for the
rigorous and competitive art exams
that were held in
Poland. There were
always thousands of applicants, and only
200 were allowed to enter portfolios.
Of those, only 50 were allowed take the
three days of rigorous practical exams.
He was accepted into the five-year highly
classical sculpture program. This was
quite an accomplishment, since there
have been less than 5,500 graduates of
the school, ever.
The program consisted of 45 hours
of sculpture classes a week: one year
of stone, one year of metal, one year of
wood, and one year of restoration and
preservation. In the fifth year, one could
focus fully on one’s own creative endeavors. In his free time (the little he had),
Jurczynski would do art restoration to
make some spending money. He greatly
respected his teachers and still considers
them to be among his favorite artists. In
his second year of school, he met and
married his wife Gina, a horticulturalist.
The first job he received out of
school was a large undertaking: the restoration of the stonework on a massive old
Polish palace. He was confident about it
and took eight of his friends to whip out
the work. They were faced with creating
hundreds of perfect stone blocks out of
raw boulders. Their first attempt to make
one block took them over two days.
Quite frustrated and facing eminent
financial doom with a short deadline,
he contacted a local funeral mason. A
stooped little old man with gnarled fingers showed up and stared at one of the
rocks for a while, then started in on it and
was able to shape it perfectly in a few
hours. The mason stayed and helped train
Jurczynski and his team for two months.
The job was successfully completed, and
the raw edge of Jurczynski’s artistic pride

had received a much-needed tempering.
In the following years, he became
very active in the community, doing
commissioned work and tutoring up-andcoming artists. He had work in some
shows and galleries in Krakow, and in
1990, a Polish collector who had opened
a gallery in Alexandria, Va., offered him
a show. He received a three-month tourist visa to come to the States and put up
the show. A metalworking agent who
subcontracted with the Smithsonian was
impressed by the quality of Jurczynski’s
work and offered him a job on the spot.
Three months later, he had a green card
and was working on venues all over the
mid-Atlantic. He worked on Gunston
Hall, Woodlawn, Plantation Del, and he
helped to restore the massive gates for
the National Archives.
Chomping at the bit to be out and on
his own, he saw an ad in a sculpture magazine. He moved out west to work freelance making enlargements of Egyptian
sculptures. At the foundry where he was
working, several people admired the
quality of his craft. He soon received
a call to help out at the foundry of the
Academy of Art in San Francisco. He
was hired to teach sculpture and moldmaking full time. He bought a house in
Monterey, and his wife was able to find
work in one of the many sophisticated
nurseries.
After a couple of years, he tired
of the California sun and was happy
to secure a contract teaching casting
and running the foundry at Maryland
University. He also began to teach a few
drawing classes at Maryland Institute
College of Art (MICA). During that time,
he was living in Arlington, Va., and his
mild interest in playing bridge grew to
more of an obsession. He quickly became
an international champion bridge player.
Between making his own work, teaching at two colleges, and playing bridge
almost every weekend, he spent less
time with his family, and he and his wife
parted ways.
He moved to Baltimore and took a
job at a high school that offered more
regular pay and benefits, to try and
get his life back onto an even keel. He
bought a row house and taught some
drawing classes in the evening at MICA
to keep in practice and even ran a live
drawing group for anyone to join. He met
a brilliant young artist at this time and
fell deeply in love, for a few years living
in a sort of urban bohemian paradise. As
we all know, great times rarely last for-

ever. His young muse left, and he found
himself heartbroken and anxious for a
change.
Out of the blue, Jurczynski received		
a phone call. There was an opening in
Miami; they needed someone to become
the ranking professor in drawing for a
magnet high school for advanced placement students. Looking forward to some
fun in the sun and a change of pace, he
packed his bags and went south. In short
order, however, he discovered that Miami
was just not his kind of town. Quickly
looking for a way out, he received a call
from an art collector in West Virginia
who needed some work done. And that
brings us full circle.
He now is making his home in
Shepherdstown, which he considers an
eclectic and slightly European community. To quote him, “I am quite a welltraveled person with not a bad education,
yet I find myself feeling small in this
town.”

Sculpture “Kaya”
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GSIVC Welcomes New Director
Sue Kennedy
No matter what our walk of life, it is ours
to listen deeply, to tend to the tasks that
have been given us, to care for those
near, to recognize and respect the divinity
and value of the other.
—Michael Downey

W

hen Nancy Hockensmith
died last September, she left
a huge hole in the heart of
Shepherdstown, not only because she
had a legion of friends but also because
of her work. Professor Hockensmith had
moved on from her life in academia to
put “faith in action” as the executive
director of Good Shepherd Interfaith
Volunteer Caregivers (GSIVC) in 2000.
For nine years, she was at the helm of
one of the most valuable organizations
in any county. The community felt great
sorrow when Nancy left, and had many
questions. The most poignant and frequent was, “What is Caregivers ever
going to do without Nancy?”
Unquestionably hers were big
shoes to fill and, after many months of
the GSIVC Board’s exhaustive search, it
happened. Paula Marrone-Reese became
the executive director of GSIVC on
January 4.
Good Shepherd Interfaith Volunteer
Caregivers was founded as a 501(c)
3 in 1990. A group of churches, the
Shepherdstown Rotary Club, and many
caring individuals came together to
promote and provide independence,
dignity, security, and quality of life for
the elderly, the homebound, and people
with disabilities throughout Jefferson
County. Though GSIVC has grown over
the past 20 years, the heart of the mission
remains constant: “faith in action.”
Today GSIVC receives educational
resources and technical support from
the National Faith in Action Program,
funding from faith organizations, community members, civic organizations,
and foundations. It is a member agency
of The United Way of the Eastern
Panhandle and, in addition, works with
18 health and social service agencies
within the region.
When GSIVC was first established,
the board of directors appointed Donna
Acquaviva as executive director. Donna

served for seven years, and then Randi
Nordeen came on board and served until
2000. Then it was Nancy.
Paula Marrone-Reese, New Jersey
native, long-time West Virginia resident,
proud mother of three (Kevin, Kris, and
Matthew), ecstatic grandmother of three
(Kevin and Melissa’s Melanie, Maleah,
and Kylie) lives on Comstock Road
with “the very supportive” Kevin
Marrone-Reese. Mr. Marrone-Reese is
an information technology expert with
American Public University.
“The minute I heard about this
opportunity I knew it was for me.”
said Marrone-Reese on a very busy
day at the Caregivers office on South
Princess Street. “I’m thrilled to have
been chosen.”
Her background and education span
nonprofit management, organizational
leadership, development, and teaching.
She is also a lively and good-natured
leader who can’t give enough praise to
her colleagues, Kelly Duncan, Angie
Hill, and Nancy Marmorella. “There
are so many who make Caregivers run
successfully—volunteers, consultants—
I’m very fortunate,” she says. She did,
though, admit that the board is the force
behind it all. “These people are so
dedicated to the mission, so committed
to making it work and everyone of them
is a dynamic force.”
President Dan Rowzie leads the
board of 25 regular and associate members. Some people consider “services”
just a word,” said the new executive
director. “Not this Board. I’ve been in
the nonprofit world most of my life and
in leadership for more than 15 years and
I’ve never worked with a board so caring.
They all appreciate their own lives and
are dedicated to making it possible for
others to do the same.”
Volunteerism is what makes
Caregivers the organization it is. Right
now, there are 300 community citizens
giving of their time and commitment
to serving less fortunate citizens of
Jefferson County. According to records,
as many as 600 services are provided
by GSIVC volunteers each month. This
delights Marrone-Reese. “Volunteers
form relationships—a circle for reaching out: volunteers, board, churches,
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Paula Marrone-Reese, executive director of GSIVC

receivers, Shepherd University, investors—a community within a community.
They’re building a network, and networking is the best way to get a mission
accomplished.”
There are many ways to volunteer
at Caregivers, “Transportation is so
important. Getting someone to a doctor’s
appointment or any appointment when
they can’t do it for themselves relieves
undue stress and anxiety where there is
already more than enough. Many of our
recipients need regular transportation to
dialysis and chemotherapy treatments.
Having Caregivers to count on for a ride
means life to them.”
Marrone-Reese emphasized “We
need any and all people as volunteers.
From schoolchildren to seniors, all
can help provide services, whether it’s
cooking, visiting, helping out in the
office, shopping, or helping with a
fundraising event. Everyone has
something to offer. We provide services
regardless of income or family circumstances. Money shouldn’t dictate results
in essential needs of our citizens, so
fundraising is always a way to volunteer.
Providing care gives the greatest satisfaction. The rewards are outrageous. I want
anyone to feel free to come in and talk
with me. Whether they need services or
have questions about volunteering, I’ll
always have time to talk.”

Marrone-Reese said of Nancy
Hockensmith “This was a woman who
cared; she was brilliant and dedicated
and she cared. I know I must listen and
use Nancy’s wisdom. She’s an inspiration
to me.”
Marrone-Reese’s top priority now is
to bring more community under the tent,
as volunteers and as recipients. “GSIVC
is a successful nonprofit organization
doing an enormous amount of good, but
the more we do, there’s more that needs
doing.”
With this compassionate, dynamic
woman as executive director, the muscle
of a caring community, a very dedicated
board and a lot of faith, the good work
of GSIVC is in for a big increase.
For more information visit www.
gsivc.org, e-mail info@givc.org, or,
better yet, take Marrone-Reese up on her
offer: “Call us and come in for a visit.
I’ll always have time to talk with you.”
(304) 876-3325; M–F 8 a.m. til 4 p.m.
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The Entler Hotel Sharpens Its Original Focus
Wendy Mopsik
PHOTOS BY WENDY MOPSiK

Shepherdstown Visitors Center is now
strategically located on German Street

T

he metamorphosis from its beginnings as a private home, into a
first-rate inn, then a Shepherd
College dormitory and later faculty housing, ended with the Entler Hotel serving as a humble storage warehouse. In
1972, when the college recommended a
plan to create a parking lot and demolish the historic building that is actually
five separate structures, the townspeople
rallied and collected 500 signatures in
protest. Their heroic effort resulted in an
injunction halting demolition and led to
the eventual sale of the building to the
Corporation of Shepherdstown for the
price of one dollar.
The task of preservation, restoration, and maintenance fell to the Historic
Shepherdstown Commission (HSC),
an entity created in 1958 by several
concerned citizens. Their idea was to
formalize a town beautification effort
and develop the area as a tourist destination. These forward-thinking men and
women stated their goals clearly. They
sought to clean up the town and create
a community image; restore buildings;
produce a tourism brochure and postcard;
extend River Road from Harpers Ferry
to Shepherdstown and on to Antietam
Battlefield; and push for a zoning plan.
Without the foresight of Chairman
Frank Trump, Jr., Vice Chairman
Arthur Prather, Secretary Linnie Schley,
and Treasurer C. Frank Lyne, the
Shepherdstown of today and the Entler
Hotel might have a very different look.
With a 30-year lease and the proviso
that the building be used for educational
and community purposes, the Historic
Shepherdstown Commission became “the
stewards of the structure.” Administrator
Cynthia Schott explained, “Our purpose
has always been to safeguard the original

mission of the founders. The Historic
Shepherdstown Museum, established
under the American Museum Association
guidelines and standards and housed in
the Entler, is an outgrowth of that vision
calling for community use and preservation of town history.”
Many of the renters who occupy
space in the landmark building are notfor-profit organizations. Two such groups
are well-established tenants. Since the
1980s, the Daughters of the American
Revolution and the United Daughters
of the Confederacy have maintained
a presence on the second floor where
their archives are housed. Friends of
the Riverfront joined them sometime
in 2004, also leasing an office upstairs.
Administrative offices for the HSC
and several other small offices are also
located there. Now topping off the list
of not-for-profits are two new additions
that promise to bring vitality and a fresh
focus to the location.
The Shepherdstown Visitors Center
recently moved to the Morgan Gallery
located at the front corner of the first
floor, strategically positioned to be seen
by passing residents and visitors. With
its open layout and windowed expanse,
the center’s director, Cheryl Keyrouze,
believes the new location will provide an
opportunity for the group to more easily
advance its mission. Stated simply, that
mission is to invite, attract, and welcome
tourists to Shepherdstown and provide
them and other visitors with hospitality
and useful information. “The town’s community is only as good as the nurturing
the people give it. And that caring comes
from visitors and residents alike,” maintains Keyrouze. “When a place takes on
that special vitality, those who live there
or who are just visiting want to become
a part of it.” Keyrouze proudly cited that
people come to Shepherdstown from all
over the world. Her hope is to promote
local community activities as well as
local businesses to all who come to town.
Several new developments will
also help the center gain visibility and
momentum. A new volunteer policy has
been introduced that includes training in
marketing strategies, field trips to town
businesses, and a name change designating those who volunteer as ambassadors.
A recruitment drive is hoping to add at
least 10 new people to the current roster so the center can further expand its
services. The Shepherd University connection has recently been strengthened
with the naming of Holly Frye, director

of Student Community Services/
Service Learning, to the Visitors
Center board. Some of the ways the
University will become involved
relate directly to Shepherd students. There is a possibility for
those studying in the business
and social sciences departments
to practice their skills in writing
business plans that can be used
Board members and volunteers gather in the new
by the Visitors Center. Students
Shepherdstown Visitors Center location
in graphic design will have the
opportunity to enhance the center’s
nature of AHA and its desire to reach
current Web site and continue to expand
out in working with other not-for-profit
its links. Their work can already be seen
groups in the building and in the area.
in a recent center publication. Other new
Currently, board member and secretary
Visitors Center board members are Tom
Sue Pellish has volunteered to set up the
Maiden, Doug Alexander, Marc Briod,
office and has taken the lead in securand Lois Turco.
ing needed furniture and supplies for the
Additional features that will further
Shepherdstown spot.
brand the not-for-profit organization are
More than 30 years have gone by
a newsletter and a new logo that will be
since the Entler Hotel came under the
used by both the Shepherdstown Business
Historic Shepherdstown Commission’s
Association and the Visitors Center.
stewardship. The carefully crafted wordKeyrouze enthusiastically voiced her
ing that specified building use and restosupport of the move to the Entler Hotel
ration has been lovingly preserved. Today
saying “Our group is a constantly evolvthe dream of those original thinkers has
ing, growing entity. All the wonderful
come to fruition as the historical building
volunteers and board members are comexpands, adding likeminded tenants dedimitted to the town and make us a strong
cated to compatible goals. The organizapresence on German Street.”
tions and individuals who respectfully
The second new tenant of the
use the historic building’s interior share a
historic building is AHA, the Arts
reverence for the Entler’s story and may
and Humanities Alliance of Jefferson
find their commonalities contributing to a
County, which will officially open its
greater goal.
Shepherdstown office in the spring.
Already established in the Charles Town
area with regular hosted exhibits at the
Wendy Mopsik is a resident of
Fire Hall Gallery in the Visitors Center,
Shepherdstown and an enthusiastic
AHA hopes to amplify its message
supporter of German Street businesses.
through the Entler Hotel location. Paul
This includes sweet treats, the museum,
Pritchard, AHA’s president, explained,
artsy movies, boutique finds, vintage vino,
“We want to be a physical presence
one of-a-kind cards, and all those other
throughout Jefferson County and are
specialties one can only buy there.
pleased to have partnered with the library
in Summit Point as well. The German
Street space is a natural
because Shepherdstown is
a major focal point for the
county’s cultural activities.”
A contribution from
a donor in the community
enabled AHA to make that
vision a reality, at least on a
short-term basis. The hope
is to secure funding for a
long-term relationship at the
site. Since the public agency
must be frugal and efficient,
Pritchard reiterated the
importance of collaboration. Some of the Shepherdstown Visitors Center volunteers who
He stressed the inclusive
are soon to be called “ambassadors”
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“Namaste”
Ellie Lloyd
PHOTOS BY ELLiE LLOYD

City of Udaipur
India Gat
e, Delhi

“

Incredible India,” this diverse country’s travel slogan, says it all. When
my best friend asked me to travel
to India with her over Christmas break,
I was skeptical at first. India has always
been on my list of travel destinations,
but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to spend
my one-month of relaxation between
semesters backpacking across foreign
lands where I knew the toilets and the
showers were not going to make me
happy. I wanted to stay home and visit
with friends; I wanted to spend my time
just doing nothing. In the end, I decided
I would be an idiot not to go. I boarded
my plane the day after my last final
examination.
It was nighttime when I landed in
Delhi, the swarming capital of India,
so as I looked down from my tiny window, I saw only a blanket of lights. It
was a long journey to get there; I was
tired and eager to see Molly (also from
Shepherdstown), who would be waiting
for me at the airport. It was your classic greeting—a glimpse of each other
from across the room and we both start
running toward one another, arms outstretched, until finally we meet in a hug
as if it had been years since we saw each
other. (It had, in fact, been about five
days.) We stayed at a fancy hotel outside
of the main tourist center called The
Blue Sapphire, where Molly had made
friends with the owner. So we got cheap
beer and free Internet. Can’t argue with
that. The following day, we ventured to
the more touristy part of town, near the
train station, to meet Molly’s sister and
another friend from the Peace Corps
who came in to Delhi to travel around
India with us. A pack of four traveling
girls is not one I’d want to mess with.
We made many friends and avoided
most of the horrors of travel thanks to
safety in numbers.
India is a country of go-getters,
their favorite phrase being “everything’s
possible in India!” This phrase typically

applied to anything we tourists were
reluctant to do and was forgotten when
we asked the locals to do something
they didn’t like, such as a lower price for
a taxi ride or something we were buying
at market. No matter the circumstance,
Indians are always busy, busy, busy.
That plastic bag you might have thrown
out earlier in the day has no doubt been
paired with an equally discarded treasure to make a souvenir you would just
die to take home. Every little thing is a
treasure. The idea that anything can be
recreated and sold makes the markets
of India THE place to be, a shopaholic’s
paradise. Anything you could ever want
to buy, you can find in these street markets—and you can bargain for the price.
Everything is so brightly colored, I don’t
see how my friends ever got me to leave
the market. “Five more minutes” would
turn into hours poring through shops,
trying on dresses and jewels, marveling
at lamps and rugs, playing with wooden
boxes and figurines, and laughing at the
amazing number of pipes and hookahs
lining the walls. I could spend days upon
days lazily examining each shop, making friends with the shopkeepers along
my way. Unfortunately, my time in India
was limited to only one month, so after
a few days of blissful wandering, it was
time to move on to the next city, and I’d
have to start all over making new friends
with new shopkeepers as I explored new
treasures.
Don’t let me fool you; I did manage
to see more than just the market streets
of India. We traveled in a region of
India called Rajasthan, leaving Delhi to
explore the cities of Bikaner, Jaisalmer,
Jodhpur, Udaipur, Pushkar, and Agra.
Each city had its own history; it’s own
environment to explore. We accomplished our tourist duties: visiting the
historical forts in each city, paying to
visit famous buildings and temples, riding camels into the desert. But we also
managed to be a rebel group of girls—
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setting off on hiking adventures on our own,
climbing rocks, feeding monkeys, playing
with the street children, eating with the locals,
and all sorts of other things normal tourists
aren’t supposed to do.
The people of India are not only crafty,
but also some of the nicest people I have ever
met. Everyone, and I mean EVERYONE, said
“Namaste” to us (Namaste means “hello”).
A woman carrying a huge basket on her head
saw us walking by, and she dropped her work
to come shake our hands and greet us. While
sightseeing in the cities, a few courageous
Indians would ask to have their pictures taken
with us. Eventually others would catch on and
it would be a 30-minute photo shoot, with the
faces of Indian families rotating as new ones
walked by to have their photos taken with us.
Women placed their hands on my shoulder
and their babies in my lap. Strangers would
approach us on the streets—as we desperately
attempted to navigate the maze of streets
while dodging cars, bikes, auto rickshaws,
and holy cows—and offer to point us in the
right direction. Several times, we inadvertently
acquired a free tour guide for the afternoon.
Some young Indian, glad to have the company
of four American girls for the day, would happily drive us around and show us the sites.
The one requirement I asked of my
friends for this trip was that I get to see the
Taj Mahal. Who would travel to India and
pass it by? It was cold and foggy in Agra
when we arrived. As we climbed to the rooftop restaurant, the “view of the Taj,” boasted
by our hotel became only a fairytale. We could

Little Taj

barely see the building next to us through the
thick fog that settled over the city. My dream
of the picture-perfect outing to the Taj was
dwindling fast, and I was frustrated as we
walked to the entrance gate. There would be
no sunrise to watch, no perfect reflection in
the pool, no bright and sunny pictures taken
that day. Boy, was I wrong. Yes, there was no
sun, and it was hard to take a clear photo from
far away. But the sheer magnificence of the
building, touching the cool marble with my
bare hands, and marveling at the painstakingly
carved stones making up the floral detail of
the building, were far more precious than any
photo I could ever produce.
My trip to the Taj reminded me—nothing is ever as it seems when you begin with
expectations. The light tug on your pant
leg and an outstretched arm is not a beggar
searching for money; it’s a person who needs a
smile. The children running the streets, trying
to sell you anything they can and hoping for
money or a bit of chocolate are just children;
treat them like children, chase them, tickle
them. I guarantee they laugh just the same as
children at home. Street food is not scary. If
there are locals eating there, that’s where the
food is safe and the company kind. Merchants
aren’t always purposefully trying to rip you
off; they want you to bargain with them. It’s
their one opportunity to have conversation and
practice their English. I am thankful for these,
and so many more lessons learned in my
month’s jaunt around India, and I can’t wait to
see where the wind will blow me next.
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Ar tworks
Michael Davis
Connecting to Souls with Old World Luminance
PHOTO BY NAN BROADHURST

Nan Broadhurst
PHOTOS SUPPLiED BY THE ARTiST

Michael Davis

M

ichael Davis loves to paint.
He dedicates long hours to the
creation of beautiful and peaceful gems that evoke responses of peace
and harmony in his viewers. His expert
knowledge of the old masters’ techniques
permeates his work with excellence that
even an untrained eye can recognize as
amazing.
Davis grew up in Glendale, W.Va.,
and Stephens City, Va. His parents were
both teachers, providing a fertile learning environment. His father was a high
school art teacher, and also did commissioned portraits of people and dogs.
He was an expert in colored pencil, and
Davis learned a lot from him. Davis
loved to draw from a very early age,
copying his father’s drawings as well as
comics and fantasy artists from the ’60s
and ’70s. He and his father would play
a game, where each in turn would draw
elements in intricate battle scenes. Davis
and a friend also had a game, where each
would describe a fictitious creature, and
the other would draw it.
Davis moved to Shepherdstown when
he enrolled at Shepherd University in art
education, following in his father’s footsteps. However, art was his real interest,
so he switched to a painting major, then
switched again to environmental sciences
(to test his childhood fantasy of being a
park ranger). Next he tried photography.
These were frustrating years for Davis,
full of indecision. So he decided to take
a semester off to figure it out. During
this time, the Shepherdstown designer
Keith Knost recognized Davis’s consider-

Emily

able talent, and took him under his wing.
He gave him space over his design studio, and bought several of Davis’s first
paintings. Though he had a job washing
dishes at the Yellow Brick Bank, Davis
dedicated all the rest of his time to hone
his drawing and painting skills. He spent
long hours in the studio, developing the
passion that would shape his life. The
time under Knost’s patronage revitalized
him, and he returned to Shepherd full of
self-motivation.
Davis had a keen interest in the classical methods of learning art, where the
student begins by becoming absorbed in
the intricacies of fundamental principles
and techniques. Shepherd University
focuses more on contemporary
approaches to art, but Davis was able to
work with the teachers to go in his own
direction. He liked all his teachers there,
but one stands out as an inspiration to
him. Jen Blazina was an adjunct professor and she especially encouraged Davis
to do his own thing.
Davis also supplemented his
classes at Shepherd with private lessons from Ben Summerford, former art
chair at American University. He credits
Summerford and former gallery owner,
Joe Matthews, for being very important
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mentors during those
years. Davis graduated
from Shepherd with a
bachelor of fine arts
degree in painting and
was drawn to Schuler
School of Fine Arts
in Baltimore, Md.
Schuler is a classical
atelier, which teaches
painting according
Red Beets
to the 17th-century
Dutch style, stressing the fundamentals
of the old masters.
Drawing and anatomy are emphasized
as the foundation for
the study of painting
and sculpture, and
priority is placed on
the mastery of the
technical aspects of
each discipline. At
Schuler, Davis concentrated on drawing from casts and
copying the master
works, grinding his
own paints from
powdered pigments.
He also made and
used the special
medium, Maroger,
which distinguishes
the Dutch paintings
with their vibrant
colors, luminosPound and a Quarter
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ity, and conservation excellence.
Davis applied himself completely
to the program—arriving at 7 a.m.
to make the coffee and working in
the studio until 10 or 11 p.m. each
night. As a result, he finished the
four-year program in 2½ years, and
launched himself on his own path.
Now Davis has many commissions to do portraits and other
types of paintings. He works from
live models if possible, but will
use photos when necessary. He
works meticulously, concentrating
on the finest details. His paintings
are exclusively in oil on prepared
linen canvases, but he also loves
to do drawings in charcoal and
other mediums. Davis’s still lifes
Singer
are inspired by the elements of his
surroundings and daily life. Much
of his inspiration is the beautiful
property where he lives in rural
Jefferson County. Walking through
the fields and woods with his dogs
provides the opportunity to discover
many treasures, which will end up
in his paintings. His subjects come
from his own aesthetic response to
the shapes and colors around him.
Davis doesn’t believe in artists’ statements. He feels that each
painting stands alone, as its own
statement of the artist’s being. It
represents a fleeting glance, an
instant that can’t be repeated, a
moment of beauty and harmony in
space. Mostly his subjects are just
the simple appeal of the objects,
but occasionally he will express a
theme with symbolism and colors.
He thinks that the trend of contemporary art to shock or disgust
people is turning around. The art
world is once again responding to
a desire to tell stories and relate to
the larger audience, expressing the
deep universal need for beauty, harmony, and peace.
Davis teaches a weekly paintDoc
ing class at Loudoun Academy
in Leesburg, Va. He also has
several private students, and
runs the weekly figure group at
Shepherd University. His paintings
are found at the Bridge Gallery
in Shepherdstown; McBride
Gallery in Annapolis, Md.;
Berkeley Gallery in Warrenton,
Va.; Carspecken-Scott Gallery in
Wilmington, Del.; and in many private collections all over the country.
His work can also be seen on
his Web site: www.michaeltimothydavis.com.

Pears in Brass Bowl

Fall Harvest

Grapes
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Poetr y
Connected Lives: Poems by Paul Grant
If I’ve Got the Right Tools
Mama taught telegraphy
and shorthand, when such things
had currency—the 20th century
still young enough its wings
could take it anywhere.
Daddy followed the lumber camps
and butchered commissary meat.
He lived for jazz by coal-oil lamps,
& drank cheap bourbon neat.
He knew life was unfair,
& though she probably suspected
it, too, they took the chance
most everybody took—connected
lives, had children, watched one dance
craze morph into another—
eventually started feeling
prematurely disappointed—
dits and dahs and bedroom-ceiling
terrors taking double-jointed
tolls on them—until the other
shoe dropped, & Four Roses killed
him, twenty-four years later, Kools
got her with its invisible pillow,
but neither of them raised any fools:
I can do anything …

Bayou Moon
Put your hands together
once
& leave them there
for the hoodoo woman
and her graveyard dirt.
Her passion flowers
and eye of salamander.
her four children
and their four dead fathers,
her shotgun house
out in the cypress swamp
where the light
is always tinged blue
& you have to walk
the last mile
from where the road ends
& there’s gator skulls
atop two posts with boards
between where someone’s painted
Do Not Go
No Further.
If you came anyway
to ask the black cat bones
to write your future

out where you can see,
she will. You’ll pay
for that in smoke
and sugar cane. If you
have found a love
who isn’t willing, she
can draw your foolishness
out to a vanishing point
& make it oddly so.
You’ll pay for that, too,
but she just laughs
when you ask her in what
coin and how much.
Some things are nothing
like what we think
they are, you know—they just
have another life entirely,
& that’s all there is to it.

Marie Laveau
Now I don’t believe
for a New York minute
(& you know how much faster
they go by than one of ours)
that she actually
lives in the swamp
in a hollow log,
with a talking crow
and a three-legged dog,
but then again, I have
sat in a pirogue
anchored to two fat moons
by a cinder-block
& seen for my own self
those globes of blue light
Grand-Maman called fifolet—
will-o’-the-wisp—
go rolling
through the sawgrass
and the cypress knees
& bouncing off Spanish moss
to find their way
along the black water
languishing toward the Gulf,
& once they were gone,
it got spooky-quiet
for a little while, & then
a drumming started,
I heard something clumsy
pacing me along the bank,
& a big old black bird
that seemed to be saying
What? What? What?
flapped past my head
& I could have sworn
I saw a woman walking
on the black water. Well,
I cut my anchor rope
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& grabbed my paddle & got
out of there so fast
the fireflies hid
on the undersides
of the orchid blooms,
& to this day,
their children’s children
think I am the wind.

Swamp Rock
The child is snatched from the jaws of
death
by a sudden redbone hound, conjured
out of the mist by a Mama Roux
with batwing, John The Conqueror root,
mandrake and wax, then prayers to Mary
and Damballah, all to a solid two
beat we wouldn’t have
if some god or another
hadn’t meant for us to dance.
The gator thwarted magically
slips back in silence
to his cache of nutria
and priests’ bones.
There is no moon. The only light
is a single beam from a ‘52
Ford—sure sign
Ti-Jean is running his traps
and better be left alone.
All their sorrows get better at being
what they’re supposed to be
as the night wears on. The child
grows up to remember her Daddy’s
hands,
Mama Roux disappears with the dog as
she
should into another moonless night,
Ti-Jean finds absolution with the priests
under the mudbank where the old bull
dreams,
and I am the last good liar left on the
moon.

Southern Songlines
Sung from bayou to bayou,
steps without number, complete
with built-in falterings,
called backsliding
in hard-shelled dialects,
worth test and testimony
in the tents between
the campfires on the banks,
but not worth breaking
your heart over.

Not worth breaking
a sweat over, either, whether
you’re swatting at mosquitoes
spreading their own
special rapture through
the swamps or at some womanlike dream whose wake-up
call occasions disobedience,
distemper, disaster, trouble,
o trouble in mind.
Stories took slow trains
in slower times.
Then little black cars,
then bigger ones named Mariah.
None of them could outrun shadows,
& even the new breeds can’t outrun
those same old shadows any better.
Baby, they whisper, tell me a love story.
You don’t even have to ask
which one. They’re all the same.

Romance For Accordion
and
Death’s Hatband
Some nights, the moon speaks Creole,
sending old souls forth to multiply
themselves on water-webs woven
between the weeds we are—
not lilies, free and easy
in fields of feckless fancy, but
pinned with honey-locust thorns
to spindrift on riverbanks
and hillsides—dreaming of fire
from the time we learn to dream,
dreaming ourselves clean, pure
ash and its assignments.
These nights, certainty is only
one heart hardened to exclusivity
by its many decisions. Heaven knows—
we never do—the leaving
of doors ajar lets in what speaks
a sweet patois that manages—
despite our inability to quite
translate it into our talking tongues—
to wrap itself around the stars
in our crowns of leather, catching
fire like dried snakeskin,
certain to burn forever.

Paul Grant has lived in Keedysville,
Md., for many a year. But he wasn’t
born there. He was born and raised in
Louisiana. A good chunk of his prolific
poetic output still sprouts from those
tenacious roots.
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All Cr eatur es Gr eat and Small
America’s Arctic Refuge
PHOTO BY STEVE CHASE

Mark Madison
PHOTO BY SUSANNE MiLLER

Lone human in Arctic Refuge
Polar bear in Arctic Refuge

I feel so sure that, if we are big
enough to save this bit of loveliness
on our earth, the future citizens of Alaska
and of all the world will be deeply grateful. This is a time for a long look ahead.
—Margaret “Mardy” Murie

A

rctic National Wildlife Refuge
is immense in both its size and
influence on the American conservation movement. Many Americans
have heard of Arctic Refuge (often by
its soulless acronym ANWR), yet only
a handful will ever visit this place. It is
usually in the news for its oil reserves,
but its true riches all lie above the surface.
Arctic Refuge was born of attempts
to stem the tide of vanishing wilderness
and wildlife. In 1929, a 28-year-old forester and mountain climber Bob Marshall
made his first journey to Alaska, an
event captured in his book Arctic Village
(1938). He fell in love with the place
and in 1935 helped found the Wilderness
Society to try to protect the remaining
wilderness in Alaska and elsewhere.
After Marshall’s early death at age 38,
others took up his call to protect the last
large-scale wilderness areas remaining in
Alaska.
Most famously, in 1956 Wilderness
Society president Olaus Murie and his
activist wife, Mardy Murie, organized an
expedition to the Sheenjek River Valley
to begin the research and publicity to
help create a new refuge in this vast wilderness. They made a travelogue film,
Letter from the Brooks Range, about their
expedition and showed it in classrooms,
garden clubs, and any other venue that
was interested in learning about this
northern frontier. Their grassroots lobbying helped convince the Eisenhower
Administration to establish the 8.9-million-acre Arctic National Wildlife Range
in 1960.

Over the decades the “range” was
renamed a “refuge” and expanded to
19.3 million acres (the size of South
Carolina)—the nation’s largest and northernmost refuge. This huge expanse of
wilderness became iconic four years later
when the Wilderness Act set aside areas
“where the earth and its community of
life are untrammeled by man.”
The sheer size of Arctic Refuge
compels one to begin a fever of number
crunching. You could fit 33.8 million of
our smallest refuge (the dinky Mille Lacs
.57-acre refuge in Minnesota) within this
refuge’s boundaries. More than 20 rivers
(three of them designated “Wild”) flow
within it boundaries.
The 120,000 strong Porcupine caribou herd raises its young and migrates
across the refuge, sharing its habitat with
45 other mammal species, 36 fish species, and 194 bird species from six continents. All three North American species
of bears (black, grizzly, and polar) den
within the refuge. Muskoxen, which had
been extirpated through overhunting in
the mid-19th century, were restored to the
refuge more than a century later in 1969.
There are also native peoples within its
boundaries, the Inupiat Eskimos and
Athabascan Indians, who have coexisted
with the native flora and fauna for thousands of years.
Yet in spite of its unique size, it is
the qualities of Arctic Refuge rather than
its quantities that are most striking. It is
the missing elements that create a unique
vista. Arctic has no roads, trails, or commercial developments within its millions
of acres. Human visitors are few and
infrequent and clearly temporary guests
in a landscape set aside for wild plants
and animals. This northernmost frontier
of the national wildlife refuge system is
clearly a place (rare in these days) where
wildlife and wilderness come first.

Arctic’s great size makes it a critical
laboratory both for our science and our
human character. Scientifically, there has
never been so large an ecological laboratory to examine the interactions of nature
largely unaffected by humans. Here biologists can still (for the most part) study
the ecological processes before humans;
it is in some ways an environmental
time machine. Its gigantic expanse and
remoteness make it the great controlled
experiment to see how ecological interactions work without human interventions
or manipulations. It provides an invaluable backdrop for all our other work in
the “management” of wildlife and wilderness by showing us its counterpoint in an
unmanaged state.
It has also recently become a field
site for the impact of global warming.
In the 50 years since the Arctic Refuge
was established, winter temperatures have
increased 5 to 7 degrees Fahrenheit. The
effect on the landscape includes thinning
sea ice, melting permafrost (“impermafrost”?) and receding glaciers. For our
fellow mammals this means polar bears
(listed as threatened in 2008) drowning in open water and starving on land
and a decline in the muskoxen population. Although greatly removed from the
mass of humanity, our impact has proven
global as we help melt the top of the
planet.
Arctic Refuge is also a great test
site for our own human character and
the state of our ethical growth. Arctic is
a uniquely challenging place to love and
protect. It is the most inaccessible of our
public lands, so we must appreciate it
vicariously. To a temperate evolved species like Homo sapiens the Arctic Refuge
can appear barren, lifeless, monotonous.
Finally, beneath the wandering polar
bears and calving caribou on the coastal
plain lies perhaps
more than 10 billion barrels of oil.
All of these argue
against preserving
this gigantic swath
of Alaska.
As such, Arctic
Refuge is a great
test of our growth as
a species. We have
evolved an environmental ethos beyond

mere anthropocentric resource extraction
toward a more encompassing view. We
now protect places we have no reasonable
expectation of visiting because they have
value for nonhuman beings. We overcame
our species biases to realize that remote
ecosystems may be as rich and varied as
those that are more familiar to us. We
have learned to value wildlife resources
as much as energy resources. We have
shown the admirable quality of restraint
in Arctic Refuge and (for once) allowed
nature to set the rhythms.
Environmental history is all too often
a gloomy field of study. Rapaciousness,
heedlessness, and repeated mistakes
chronicle our disastrous interactions with
wildlife and wild places. And yet we have
preserved Arctic Refuge; we have done
the right thing; we have listened to the
“better angels of our nature” for the last
50 years. Whether we continue to do so
for the next 50 years remains the great
unanswered question.
This, then, is the Sheenjek country. The
Arctic wilderness of the Brooks Range….
Will we have the wisdom to cherish such
places? To leave such parts of the earth
in their natural state, to visit them humbly and with appreciation? Our decisions
are a measure of our growth.
—Olaus and Mardy Murie
Letter from the Brooks Range
(1956)
Mark Madison teaches environmental
history, environmental ethics, and environment in film at Shepherd University.
He has never been to Alaska, but still
appreciates it.
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A Natural Fit
This Race is for the Birds! Connects People to Nature
PHOTO BY CAROLYN THOMAS

James and Suzy Munnis, volunteer race
co-directors

When we try to pick out anything by
itself, we find it hitched to everything else
in the Universe.
—John Muir

T

he Potomac Valley Audubon
Society’s (PVAS) This Race is for
The Birds! takes flight on April
24. Nine years young, the race is a major
fundraising event for PVAS’s popular
children’s programs. PVAS believes
that children who early on learn a love
for nature will carry it throughout life.
In 2009, more than 3,000 local youngsters benefitted from activities like the
Audubon Discovery Camp and in-school
nature education for kindergarten through
5th grade.
The word race suggests a competition, resulting in winners and losers. But
This Race is for the Birds! is actually
a celebration of connection—an event
made possible by a network of relationships among people in our community
and across the generations. The National
Audubon Society was originally formed
by people with a passion to preserve
the web of life that is nature. Likewise,
PVAS and This Race Is for the Birds!
draws folks together in a common purpose. Everybody wins, including the
birds, butterflies, and bugs.
The race takes place on the grounds
of the National Conservation Training
Center (NCTC), the home of the U.S.
Fish and Wildlife Service (FWS).
Situated on 538 acres overlooking the
Potomac River, the campus is in harmony
with its stunning setting. Five miles of
foot trails wind through meadows and
eastern hardwood forest. Paved walking
paths hug the curves of the landscape.
Like a seal of approval, a pair of bald
eagles nest in a giant sycamore tree not
far from the entrance gate.
The U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service
works to safeguard ecosystems in over
150 million acres of land and sea—a
huge task. Jay Slack, NCTC director,
says, “The FWS simply can’t accomplish
its mission without working with others.”

Sandra Bloom
In line with that philosophy, NCTC has
partnered with PVAS from its beginning. Slack says, “ PVAS members were
important in the process of establishing
NCTC—we listened carefully to what
they had to say.” Over the past 11 years,
the PVAS–NCTC partnership has continued to blossom. Citing their history of
jointly sponsored events, PVAS Executive
Director Kristin Alexander says, “NCTC
is the best partner any organization could
wish for.”
The annual This Race is for the
Birds! is one of their most successful collaborations. “The race is a natural fit for
us,” Slack says. “It’s a way to get people
outside, away from TV and video games.
People who connect with the outdoors are
more apt to participate in conservation
efforts.”
Karene Motivans first got involved
with PVAS when her young children
attended the PVAS summer camp at
Yankauer Nature Preserve and she
befriended other campers’ parents. Now
they all enter the race together to show
their PVAS spirit. Motivans knows of
one group who sponsors the race each
year in loving memory of Mark Benedict,
a PVAS member who worked for The
Conservation Fund at NCTC’s campus.
They choose this way to honor his years
of service to conservation.
Motivans says one reason the race
is special is that the rest of the year
the trails at NCTC are closed to the
general public. Late April is the height
of spring in West Virginia’s Eastern
Panhandle. “You see native wildflowers like Mayapple, Spring Beauty, and
Dutchman’s Breeches. Each year the
experience is different.”
James Munnis is co-director of
the race this year with his wife Suzy,
who has been involved in some capacity with the race “since day one.” James
Munnis is a veteran of many century
(100-mile) bicycling events. You can hear
his relish for a challenge when he says,
“Organizing a race takes months of planning and the work of many people. This
Race is for the Birds! is a completely volunteer effort. We all do our best to give
the runners a great experience.” Munnis
is proud that the race offers something
for everyone. (See box.) “The biggest
draw for kids is the one mile. Most kids’
races usually charge at least something.
Ours is free and every child gets a prize!”
The race continues to evolve. Adding
a variety of distances and shifting from
paved surfaces to the trails adapts to
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This Race is for the Birds!

the preferences of participants. Munnis
expects the 4.9- and 7.8-mile distances
to entice runners who have mastered the
5K (a little over 3 miles). “It will give
them a bit of a stretch but not too much.”
He believes it is rare to find any outdoor
athlete who does not value a close connection to the elements. “People who
regularly exercise outdoors are attuned to
how fragile the environment is and how
quickly things can change.”
Race organizers are seeking out ecofriendly vendors and products. Munnis
is pricing T-shirts made from recycled
blends or organic cotton. Aid stations will
use biodegradable cups and waste will
be recycled or composted. The race has
always offered registration online, says
Alexander. “But this year we have a dedicated Web site (RacefortheBirds.org) that
also links visitors to other local races. It’s
another way to build community and promote the benefits of active fun outdoors.”
Mark Cucuzzella and fellow runner
Tom Shantz are donating their expertise
in logistics and marketing gained in organizing other events like the Freedom’s
Run launched last fall. Cucuzzella, a
physician, is working to build fitnessoriented traditions in what he hopes will
become a National Heritage Area, linking
sites like Shepherdstown, Harper’s Ferry,
and the Antietam Battlefield. His aim is
to improve the health of the community.
He describes This Race is for the Birds!
as “more experiential than competitive—
to me its about enjoyment of the senses.
There is nothing comparable locally to
the site of the PVAS race. I consider it a
privilege to participate.”
One shouldn’t forget the corporate
sponsors of the race—their generosity
is indispensable. “The businesses in the
local community have been so good to
us,” says Alexander. “Without their commitment and support, PVAS programs
would not be possible.” Stan CorwinRoach, with brothers Steve Roach and

Where: Trails of the National
Conservation Training Center
Date: April 24, 2010
Web site: www.RacefortheBirds.org
Times: 9 a.m. for 2 mile, 4.9 mile
and 7.8 mile runs. Kids run begins
when runners return (10 ish).
Pre-registration:
www.RacefortheBirds.org
“Day of” Registration: 7:30–8:45
a.m. April 24 ($2 added to fee)
Distances and Prices:
1 mile kids fun run: FREE (self-timed)
2 mile jog/stroll: $15 (self-timed)
4.9 mile Race: $20
7.8 mile Race: $25
Scott Roach, own R. M. Roach and Sons
in Martinsburg, a heating oil company
founded in 1952 by their grandfather.
“We have sponsored the PVAS race from
its beginnings,” says Corwin-Roach. “We
are happy to do so because PVAS has
done so much for this area—and they
always make the most of the resources
they have.” He remembers joining early
PVAS members like bird expert Bob
Dean in the re-introduction of ospreys
more than 20 years ago. Corwin-Roach
admits he has retired his running shoes.
“One year I ran this race side by side
with a 9-year-old kid,” he laughs. “He
pulled ahead and beat me at the end!”
This Race is for the Birds! reminds
us that there is one race that all of us are
running—the race to be more mindful
stewards of our natural resources. The
community that is PVAS illustrates that
we can best do this by joining together.
PVAS programs promote conservation
throughout the year by encouraging children and adults to connect with nature.
On April 24, you can celebrate spring,
support PVAS, and have a great time
connecting with nature, friends and family in a beautiful outdoor setting. What
could be a better investment?

PHOTO BY STEVE SOSSON

Sandra Bloom is a native of Washington
County, Md., and frequent visitor to
Berkeley and Jefferson counties. She is
a lifelong student of nature, human and
otherwise. An active member of PVAS,
she is a West Virginia Master Naturalist
and founder of the Potomac Valley Nature
Writing Group: http://potomacvalleynaturewritinggroup.blogspot.com/
Kids Fun Run at last year’s race with Dr.
Mark Cucuzzella leading the pack.
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“Yes, Dear” and Other Deflections
Stephen Willingham
PHOTO BY CLAiRE STUART

The author with tools of the trade

F

ollowing years of working in
the horticulture business, raising
apples and pruning fruit trees, I
am still occasionally asked by optimistic
home orchardists, “What can I do about
my trees?” This question is generally
prompted by the onset of mysterious
disorders such as powdery mildew, fire
blight, scab, and black rot, to name a
few uninvited microbial visitors. Usually,
however, the first questions, which are
punctuated by a wild gnashing of teeth,
rending of hair, and a flailing of arms,
concern the onslaught of various and sundry voraciously hungry insects.
“What can I do?” is the chorus of
desperate keening.
Over the years, I have developed a
rather simple, patented response, “Cut it
all down.”
Of course, then I am unceremoniously dubbed a heartless ogre because
most of these well-meaning folk are
searching frantically for “organic” fruit,
of and by their own labor. A truly laud-

able pursuit, I might hasten to add, but
one should understand that most backyard-raised organic fruit might reasonably be termed “funky.”
At this point you might justifiably
ask: Where in the world is he going with
this screed? The heart of the matter lies
with the cutting, but not in the way that
one might first imagine. Yes, if you cut
down your home orchard, you solve all
of your problems. The next most obvious question is: Does he follow his own
advice? Actually, I would. I remain steadfast in my belief that home orchards are
more trouble than they are worth. Apple
wood makes one of the best fires going
for fireplace or stove. When mixed in,
peach is also nice. Unfortunately, I have
not yet mentioned the wife variable.
While I trade off the spraying part
of the operation—yes, organic orchardists, there are certain compounds you
are allowed to use—I must put in my
requisite amount of time by pruning, as
well as knocking down peach mummies,
raking up this mess, and disposing of it
before mowing. (In my orcharding days
the conventional wisdom was, “one good
mowing is worth one spraying.”)
Also, allow me to quickly add here,
for the sake of accuracy, my wife doesn’t
spray either, even though this is supposedly her part of the bargain. In all
fairness, she picks and actually gathers
enough gnarly, twisted little peaches to
freeze. These are good on my breakfast
yogurt when it’s 20 degrees outside and
the snow is piling up as it has this winter.
But I pay a price for my pleasure.
Once the leaves are down and the
trees are dormant, then the trimming suggestions begin. “Today might be a nice
day to prune.” “Maybe we could prune
one tree today?” “What are your plans for
this afternoon?”
Keep in mind that we are talking
about my free time here. I am not a
retired person. Of course, I have other
plans for the afternoon! However, I am
constantly guilty of sabotaging myself.
Have I gotten rid of my pruning tools:
a Wheeler saw, and six-, eight-, and
twelve-foot Allen pole pruners? No. So,
you see, it’s my own fault. But then I
must remember, this is really how I earn
my keep. Forget about a reliable income,

health insurance, retirement, and other
incidentals.
Nonetheless, I am still often slow
to respond to the urgings to abandon my
own plans and head outside into frosty
winter air, to sunburn my face and get
my cold nose inadvertently whacked by
a recalcitrant switch or two. After many
years of dealing with the myriad excuses
I can endlessly proffer, my good wife
knows what will get me off my duff and
away from reading either a long anticipated book, or my usual diet of political
magazines and newspapers—not to mention Sunday morning talking heads. “If
you aren’t going to do anything, then I’ll
just have to do it myself.”
By this time her sunglasses and
jacket are on and the small, red hand
clippers are poised menacingly, while a
certain, unmistakable, maniacal determination masks her countenance. This
look is something to truly fear. I know
what follows: STUBBING. While my
wife is a trained biologist and a dedicated
gardener, her pruning skills remain frozen at the elementary level. She sees the
exterior limits of a tree, never the interior,
or the bigger cuts that can save a thousand smaller ones. And she leaves stubs
everywhere. Her explanation: “I’m not as
strong as you are.” Consequently, when
I am eventually compelled to make the
big cuts, these stubs are waiting to exact
tribute for my crime of procrastination.
Better yet, they wait and surprise-attack
my bare arms during summer mowing
when leaf-shrouded and otherwise invisible.
When it comes to pruning, a certain
amount of climbing, without a ladder,
is required. This death-defying act on
my part allows my wife to pocket the
hand clipper, put down the loppers, and
assume the role of director-in-chief. With
a sigh of resignation, I can now simply
follow her instructions and not call her
“Stubby,” which only makes her mad and
is ultimately injurious to marital bliss.
Life is again complete and good. The
broken links in the chain between heaven
and earth have been mended. The simple
meditative act of nodding, smiling, and
chanting the ancient, restorative mantra,
“Yes, dear,” allows grace and goodness to
once again reign.

All is well until I silently wonder,
“Who is going to clean up all this brush
from the yard?” But then, because there
is synchronicity, it snows, not once, but
twice, with another blizzard forecasted
for the weekend. For now the question of
brush lies buried in the healing quietude
of snow. The world pauses and takes
stock, before continuing its dizzying spin
toward the abyss, better known as the
next work Saturday.
Pruning Tips
• Peaches bud on last year’s wood.
However, if you don’t trim them back
you will have to rent the Space Shuttle
for harvest.
• Apples bud on spurs, and you should
eliminate narrow crotch angles
because they will break under a load.
• Always cut back to the main leader
branch to avoid stubs.
• Be sure to thin enough to allow light
and air in to the fruit. This will reduce
the need for spraying if you should
decide to attempt it.
• Cut out any broken or diseased wood.
• When in doubt, turn it all into firewood. This will help create ambience
for a romantic Saturday evening.

Stephen Willingham continues his
efforts to preserve the English language
at Washington High School in Charles
Town.
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Looking for Adventure
PHOTO SUPPLiED BY THE HORNBECK FAMiLY

Sara and Alison Hornbeck, TMI participants

I

f you’re looking for something new,
different, and unique to do this summer look no further! The Mountain
Institute’s Mountain Adventures Summer
Camp (MASC) for 2010 has arrived! The
Mountain Institute (TMI) is a nonprofit
organization with a mission to develop an
understanding of and appreciation for the
complex interaction between community,
culture, and conservation in mountain
areas. Through this mission has come our
summer camp that encompasses all these
ideas as well as incorporating an adventure component.
The MASC has evolved and
changed greatly over the last two years,
implementing new ideas from staff and
campers alike. The MASC offers a oncein-a-lifetime experience based at our
stunning Spruce Knob Mountain Center,
which is nestled among the trees on the
slopes of West Virginia’s highest point,
Spruce Knob. The Mountain Institute has
over 400 acres of open forest, and this is
where our adventures begin.
As the name suggests the Mountain
Adventures Summer Camp aims to offer
a diverse experience of outdoor adventure
activities making full use of our remote
location and beautiful surroundings. Past
camps have included: white water rafting,
rock climbing, backpacking and hiking
trips in our local wilderness area, laser
tag, mountain biking, overnight canoeing
trips, orienteering, and many more. Our
campus is also located in one of the darkest areas on the eastern seaboard. With
virtually no light pollution, our observatory is the prime location for some of the
best stargazing in the east.
At The Mountain Institute we pride
ourselves on the personal feel of the
camp. All of our staff members are
involved with the summer camp. It may
be to teach wilderness survival skills,
shelter building, geocaching, art, or even
to provide some ideas for the annual
bake-off! Our counselors do not herd the
campers between activities but become
an integral part of the whole experience.
We also have the luxury of being able to

Katrina Weyland
modify the program,
even including ideas
from the campers. It is
their experience, so we
feel they should have
some input as to what
they want to do.
The Mountain
Adventures Summer
Camp is based upon
experiencing the outdoors and having an
adventure. It is also a
great learning experience for the campers,
although there are no
“lessons” in the traditional sense. Being
immersed in our way
of life is a learning
experience in itself. The campers will
learn from a wide range of topics from
basic survival techniques to the problems facing the wilderness areas of West
Virginia, and other environmental concerns.
The 2010 summer camp will run
over three weeks from June 20 to July
10. We offer a one-week or two-week
program, but recommend that the campers choose the two-week option to get
the most out of the experience. For
more information about The Mountain
Institute’s Mountain Adventures Summer
Camp go to www.tmisummercamp.org
or e-mail kweyland@mountain.org. The
Web site also contains videos from previous years and even a music video created
by the 2009 summer camp participants.
Katrina Weyland has been with TMI for
six years, three of those as summer camp
coordinator. She also enjoys travel, and
running and training for triathlons.
The Mountain Institute’s
Mountain Adventures Summer Camp
Open House
Saturday, March 20, 2010
1:00 p.m.
Shepherdstown Presbyterian
Meeting House
100 W. Washington St.
Shepherdstown, WV
Come and see what we’re all about!!
We will be presenting the summer
camp and addressing any questions.
Attend the open house and receive $25
off summer camp tuition!
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In Search
of Wild Places
Skylar Benedict
On any given day of the year, the
greatest danger to the environment is
always the same. Simply put, people
don’t care enough. You can pick up
a newspaper, turn on the TV, or go to a
local restaurant, and the result will be
the same. The environmental lobby is
constantly looking for new ways to raise
awareness and bring attention to beautiful wild places that have been trampled
by the spread of cities. Many Americans
have lost touch with the world we live in,
and The Mountain Institute, and places
like it, can help to reconnect us to the
natural world.
Coming to The Mountain Institute
for the first time, I saw a place that truly
wasn’t devoted to the regular ideas of
society. It was a place without the decadence and pointless comforts of the rest
of the world I’d seen, and I fell in love
with it immediately. The institute sits at
the base of Spruce Knob at the very end
of the extensive ridge of the mountain.
You can hike for just an hour or so up
from the base camp to reach the mountain’s summit and the highest point in
West Virginia. To me, it seemed like that
was the most perfect place in the world,
and it remains true for me even now.
But The Mountain Institute should
never be considered just a pretty location or a Kodak moment because its
purpose goes so much deeper than that.
From the minute you arrive you are knee
deep in nature. For the most part, that is
a metaphor but sometimes it feels quite
literal—after you have spent cold and

exhausting, but somehow amazing, hours
collecting and testing water samples in
Big Run at the base of the mountain or
making a wet and muddy exit from the
Sinks of Gandy or Stillhouse Cave. Every
moment you are learning what it feels
like to truly live in the natural world.
Whether you are playing an intense game
of ultimate Frisbee during a thunderstorm
in the shadow of Seneca Rocks, or standing on top of the massive fin of rock
looking down hundreds of feet to where
you started your climb, you can find a
way to experience the natural world without destroying it. But maybe that is what
it’s all about; most people, whether they
know it or not, spend their life in search
of wild places. If you can see the world
and appreciate it just the way it is, then
you won’t have to search.
Skylar Benedict attended TMI for two
summers, following 8th grade and freshman year. His first experience at TMI
was over a long weekend as part of his
7th grade science club’s water quality
program. His teacher, Mrs. Louise Black,
was able to take her Spring Mills Middle
School science club to TMI following a
summer teacher institute at TMI. Skylar
is currently a junior at Hedgesville High
School.
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There’s Magic in the Air
Ethel Hornbeck
There is nothing quite like setting
out on a scorching summer day and arriving just a couple of scenic hours later in
the cool, clean mountain air and spectacular setting of The Mountain Institute just
outside of Circleville, W.Va. (It’s a coolness that makes you suddenly understand
why long underwear was on that summer
packing list!) It’s a journey I have been
making for over 10 years now as the parent of two dedicated TMI campers, and it
is one that never ceases to amaze me.
TMI’s summer camp is nestled in a
shaded oasis surrounded by huge open
meadows and sitting just below the summit of Spruce Knob, at over 4,800 feet,
the highest point in our state. The camp
is housed in a series of unusual looking,
environmentally friendly “yurts”— small
ones for sleeping and a large one for
meals and communal space, as well as
offices, and a library. It includes the (in)
famous “bubble,” which is a small open
area at the very top of the main yurt,
crowned with a glass dome (and the site
of countless starlit nighttime gatherings).
My two daughters have enjoyed a
great variety of summer camps in their
years at TMI. They have attended sessions focused on ecology, watersheds,
West Virginia adventure, and astronomy
(where staying up into the wee hours
of the night to observe the unparalleled
night skies was actually a requirement).
In each case, the focus on various aspects
of the environment was paired with an
exhilarating mix of outdoor adventures—
hiking, camping, mountain biking, caving
(as a mother, you have not lived until
you’ve attempted to wash cave clothes),
rock climbing, whitewater rafting and a
hundred things I probably never heard
about.
It should come as no surprise that
a place as special as TMI has a way
of attracting special people. The staff
has been consistently amazing—well
educated in natural sciences, skilled in
adventure activities, and gifted in relating

to young people. Similarly,
campers always seem to be
just a different sort of kid.
Both of my girls have formed
life-long friendships through
their TMI experiences over
the years, and I daresay that
each one has been touched
and changed by their mountain camp experiences.
My daughter Sara,
almost 17, reports:
For the past four or five
years, my summers have
been associated with The
Mountain Institute. It became
the place where I could get
away from the hustle and
bustle of the so-called city of
Shepherdstown to enjoy the
wilderness. It’s a rare place
of beauty and peacefulness.
As a summer camper, it provided me with fantastic opportunities for
outdoor activities such as backpacking,
canoeing, and rock climbing. In addition,
the warm and loving people there make
it an even more wonderful place. Coming
from a girl who likes to travel the world,
The Mountain Institute—from the boulders at Spruce Knob, to the hidden yurts
in the woods—has become one of my
favorite and most cherished places on the
planet.
Her sister Alison, nearly 21 (a regular camper for about eight years before
spending the last two summers at TMI as
a college intern), makes this observation:
TMI is a place where it’s much easier
to find acceptance than in the real world,
whether you’re a camper or a staff member. Because it’s not like anywhere else,
it gives you a different perspective on the
world, and this carries over even after you
go back home. Being there changed the
way I thought about things and helped
shape me as a person, which was especially important because I was there at
two of the most transitional times in my
life—middle school and the summer after
my first year of college.
Anyone who knows my family

knows this much—when
my two girls agree on
something this emphatically, there really is magic
in the air! Check out TMI
and discover the magic for
yourself!
Ethel Hornbeck is a native West
Virginian whose family claims nearly
400-year-old roots in these West
Virginia mountains. She and her
husband Jeff are the proud parents
of Sara, a junior at Jefferson High
School, and Alison, a junior at the
College of Wooster in Wooster, Ohio.
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Avatar

Big Movie, Little Message

T

hree-D glasses and amazing
special effects notwithstanding, Avatar left me with
a profound sense of disappointment.		Currently, this is the biggest
movie around, and it is a shame
that it skirts any attempt to deliver
a real message. Instead, it relies
on the current Hollywood standard
for entertainment: Violence is the
answer.
From the days of Isaac Asimov
and Ray Bradbury, science fiction
has been the realm of what-is-tocome. In the 1950s, these masters
were writing about huge entertainment screens that take the place of
family relationships, communication devices that are plugged into
our heads, and interactive houses
that care for their inhabitants but
lack a capacity for love. Based on
technologies at that time, these gadgets were on their way, and today
we live in the “iWorld” they helped
us to visualize.
I am of the generation who
cut our teeth on Star Trek where,
in both generations, Captains
James T. Kirk and Jon Luc Picard
explore the universe with the Prime
Directive not to interfere with life
on other worlds. E.T. and Close
Encounters taught us to appreciate
other forms of life in relationship
with humanity as they may occur.
Even Star Wars honors the power of
The Force in an era of intergalactic
conflict. The sci-fi credo, to explore
and to learn, to visualize and to create, embraced by many in the past
half-century, appears to have been
abandoned by our cultural leaders
in Hollywood.
The central idea of Avatar
seems to be the transportation
of 20th-century corporate greed
and exploitation five light years
away. The first view of Pandora
could have been filmed at Kayford
Mountain, W.Va., where mountaintop removal mining practices
threaten life itself in the intricate

Sarah Soltow
and stunning biosphere of the
Southern Appalachians. That view
is lost immediately as we are drawn
into the less-than-complex conflict
between overt greed (Unobtainium?
Really!?) and destruction vs. the
pristine innocence of an unknown
world.
With the technology to transport ourselves five light years into
the beyond and to create and implement the creative technology of
the Avatars themselves, surely we
would have progressed beyond the
unthinking responses of a dominator model of brute military ideology personified in the Colonel
G. I. Jughead Joe character. This
transportation of all that is negative
about our own culture also includes
racial aspersions cast at anyone or
anything that is different from what
the dominator model sees as Itself:
“savages,” “blue monkeys,” “watch
the roaches scatter,” “just another
damn tree.” Can we never move
beyond this kind of response to the
Other?
Veiled in the strange and exotic
images of Pandora is a message of
the Sacred Feminine. The world is
their Mother. She gives them life,
and the sacred interconnectedness
of all life is of paramount importance. The scientist, Grace, was
looking for “evidence” of this in
order to stop the destruction. The
evidence was, however, in the very
existence of Pandora and the complexity of life on it, as is Earth’s
evidence of beauty in interconnectedness is all around us, should
we wish to see it. The moments
of extreme beauty and creativity
come in the bonding of The People
with the world around them in the
sa’hala, or the sacred bond. To the
movie’s credit, we see this awareness in Jake Sully’s eyes when he
makes the bond, and we see him
progress as a character willing to
learn the value of a life so different from his own. This awareness
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culminates in his prayer at the Tree
of Souls before battle—a beautiful
and moving image of what our own
prayers could be.
Other images of Pandora are
less complex. Its beauty is a mixture of prehistoric fantasy and
Native American culture. Fear
is never far away as Jake Sully
encounters (and fights) its creatures and as he is taught to change
his responses from fear to acceptance and union. This is another
message that Avatar could have
emphasized: Fear begets fear and
violence. The challenge is to learn
to live in sacred interconnectedness with the world (Eywa/Earth),
the Mother of Creation. But this
message is skirted in favor of giant
airships that wreak destruction on
Treehome, huge payloads of explosives aimed at the Tree of Souls,
giant transformers designed to
delight any little boy, and the fierce
counterattack of the “natives” as
they learn to “up” the level of violence themselves.
In the end, the aliens are
expelled, but to what effect?		Who
has learned anything here? Jake

Sully has transferred allegiances
only. While now one of The People,
he has brought them knowledge of
violence against others as means to
accomplish a goal.
There’s an awful lot of hot
burning metal lying around in the
pristine forests of Pandora right
now. What are we going to do
with all of that? And who’s to say
whether the unobtainium valued at
$2 billion a kilo will not be impetus
for another attack on this world?
Remember for a moment Dances
with Wolves. It’s pretty much the
same story, but in Avatar, the
natives get to win the first round.
The bottom line is stated several
times in Avatar: “These people take
what they want.” Unless that can be
changed, there is no happy ending.
Sarah Soltow currently teaches
English and communication for
Mountain State University. Her many
interests include textile art, gardening,
swimming, and keeping husband Fred
home long enough to have a cup of
coffee with her.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)
Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-3122
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ
304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister
Telephone: (304) 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus
Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School 10 a.m.
Testimony meetings at 3 p.m. 1st & 3rd
Wednesdays in the Reading Room at
203 S. Princess Street;
open		Sat.,10 a.m. to 1 p.m.,
Wed., noon to 3 p.m.
All welcome; phone: (304) 876-1332

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Roman Catholic

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-2362
Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.
www.newstreetumc.com

South Duke Street
Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436
Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

West German Street
Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: (304) 876-3856
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

King & High Streets
Fred A. Soltow Jr., Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Children/Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
(located in grey house adjacent church)
www.Shepherdstownlutheranparish.org

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

Unity of Shepherdstown

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla

100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org

Corner of Church & German Streets
The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, Priest Associate
The Rev. Susan McDonald, Priest Associate
Telephone: (304) 876-6990
Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

Rt. 230 Uvilla
Fred A. Soltow Jr., Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-6771
Sunday Worship 9:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month
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Community

Good Friday Service
Music & Reflections on the “Seven Last Words of Christ”
at Christ Reformed, UCC (E. German St.)
12 noon until 3 o’clock
Come and leave as you must
Sponsored by the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association

Donors
Byliners
John & Jenny Allen
Mary Sue Catlett
Denis & Nancy Doss
W. E. & Joann Knode
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch
Craig & Roy Winkel

Patrons
George & Bonnie Casely
Billy Ray & Cindi Dunn
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Stanley & Judith Jones
William & Elizabeth Jones
Wanda Keebler
Richard & Kathy Klein
George & Pat McKee
Drs. Jean & Frank Porter
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Philip Salladay
John & Victoria Savage
Peter & Victoria Smith
Unity of Shepherdstown
Ray Vanderhook, DDS
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Henry Willard II

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

Linda Carter
Frank & Wilma Coe
Ann & Michael Cross
Roberta & Mark Cucuzzella
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Earl De Maris
Lyndall Dickinson
Martha Doss
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Lara Engebretson
Isabelle Fair
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
John Foxen
Herbert Freeman
Peter & Linda Fricke
Carol Gallant
John Gordon
Connie & Thomas Halliwell
Mr. & Mrs. E. C. Hammann
Jim & Ada Hatchett
James & Norleen Hoadley
James & Mary Holland
Mary & Joseph Horky
Douglas & Priscilla Horner
Ruth DeWindt Hoxton
Robert & Beverly Hughes
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Judith Jenner
Joan & Ernest Johnston
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
George & Rhetha Kidwiler
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
John & Barbara King
John & Melinda Landolt
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
John & Judith Lilga
Chris Mark
Martha Martineau
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Michael Steinberg & Associates
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Mary Ann W. Morgan
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
James Newcomb
Gary Nisewarner
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Joan Piemme
Arthur & Rebecca Prather
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Albert & Joy Schwartz
Carole & Dave Scott
Garland & Suzanne Shackelford
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Sara Smith
Alton & Eileen Smith
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie Spiker
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Amani & Jonathan Stevens
TM & Julia Stokes
Clifton Stubblefield
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Michael & Ann Taylor
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
David & Jeanette Vanbelleghem
Zelda Virts
Ronald & Martha Wilcox
Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott
Jack & Martha Young

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

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

couples
families
gender issues
cyber issues
depression

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

confidential
insurance friendly
welcoming atmosphere

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

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

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE												Various size units available from
		

5’ x 5’		to		10’ x 25’

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

“Six Generations of Community Service”
Michael & Deborah Luksa
Proprietors
129 West German Street
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
304.876.8777

Holistic Psychology Associates
Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families
Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.

nday Brunch
Open for Su

Licensed Psychologist
Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy
Mailing Address:

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

304-263-0345

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

DaviD a. Camilletti

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

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

ATTORNEY AT LAW

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

121 E. German Street
P.O. Box 1273
Shepherdstown
WV 25443

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

304-876-0657

110 E German Street
PO Box 447
Shepherdstown, WV
25443
301.876.1316

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

LAIRD MARSHALL

JEFF McGEE

Manager

executiVe chef

Counseling & Depth
Psychotherapy
Individuals				Couples				Adults				Children

					Cathryn Polonchak
															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

THIS SPACE AVAILABLE
call
304-876-6466

Owners

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

Two Rivers Century
100 mile & 100 metric bike rides along
the Shenandoah & Potomac Rivers
PLUS! 10 · 25 · 50 mile rides

Saturday, May 22, 2010

www.casaride.com

To benefit abused children
Beginning and ending in beautiful, historic
Shepherdstown, WV (60 miles from DC)
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“Strawberries” by Michael Davis

