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If you’re going to follow the way of Jesus, let’s 
face it, you’ve got to be a little crazy. You’ve got 
to live upside down in this world. All reasonable 

people know “the meek” are not going to “inherit the 
earth.” Not in our lifetime. Forget it.

It’s possible Jesus offered all those “rewards” with 
a wink and a nod. Yeah, right, he might have said. 
That ain’t gonna happen—unless you’re crazy enough 
to believe it.

The same goes for “the pure in heart.” All reason-
able people know the pure in heart will not “see God,” 
because no one does. The Bible itself plainly says so 
elsewhere. 

Let’s face it, if you’re going to follow the way of 
Jesus you’ve got to be a little crazy. You’ve got to live 
upside down—without a safety net.

All reasonable people know that “those who hun-
ger and thirst for righteousness and justice” will never 
be “satisfied.” Not in our lifetime. Justice is perpetu-
ally elusive. You might as well try to catch the wind.

If you’re going to follow Jesus you’ve got to be a 
little crazy because there are no tangible rewards. Not 
here anyway.

“Blessed are you when people revile you and 
persecute you and utter all kinds of evil against 
you falsely on my account. Rejoice and be glad, for 
your reward is great in heaven, for in the same way 
they persecuted the prophets who were before you.” 
(Matthew 5:11–12)

Yeah, right, we say. That’s exactly what I want. I 
want to be reviled, ridiculed, and persecuted in this 
life so I can get a reward—yet to be named!—in the 
next life. What do you take me for? A fool?

Apparently, Jesus was happy to take in fools, for 
he knew that fools might actually live the radical way 
of love. As it turns out, in these Lessons on the Mount 
Jesus was constituting a movement of “blessed fools” 
who might, who just might transform the world.

For example, in the Jesus movement, the “end” 
would not justify any and all “means.” Peace would 
not come by killing all the bad people in the world. 
Yes, empires keep trying to kill their way to world 
peace but it just doesn’t work. There is another way.

Blessed are the peacemakers, Jesus says. Blessed 
are those who get in between violent factions. Blessed 
are those who get in the way of violence.

If you’re going to follow Jesus, you’ve got to be 
a little crazy. You’ve got to love your enemy even if it 
kills you, which is why the Apostle Paul admitted in 
1 Corinthians 1:18 that the cross is foolishness from 
the perspective of reason and common sense: For the 
message about the cross is foolishness to those who 
are perishing, but to us who are being saved it is the 
power of God—which is to say, the power of Love.

If you’re going to follow Jesus, you’ve got to be a 
little crazy.

For example, when a snobbish superior smacks 
your cheek with the back of her hand, you bite your 
tongue and turn the other cheek, forcing her to smack 
you with an open palm, which, ironically, in Jesus’ 
time and place would have shown respect for your dig-
nity. That bit of clownish wisdom comes later in the 
Lessons on the Mount, after Jesus has first honored 
holy foolishness. (The Beatitudes)

If someone strikes you on the cheek, turn the 
other cheek, said Jesus. 

What do you take me for? A fool?
Apparently, Jesus was happy to take in fools, for 

he knew that fools might actually practice the radical 
way of love in a way that overly reasonable people 
can’t or won’t.

For example, when a soldier of the hated occupy-
ing army forces you to carry his pack a mile, insist on 
carrying it two just to show him you’re not a compli-
ant victim and which, by the way, also makes him look 
bad in the eyes of his commander. That bit of clownish 
wisdom also comes later in the Lesson on the Mount, 
after Jesus has first honored holy foolishness.

Nonviolence, you see, isn’t passivity in the face 
of evil. It’s creative resistance to evil. Think Gandhi; 
think Martin Luther King. Nonviolent resistance 
requires imagination and courage. Violence is the 
childish way. Even certain decorated U.S. military 
leaders have finally seen the light.

When I became an adult, says the Apostle Paul, I 
put away childish things and took up the way of Love. 
Love is patient. Love is kind. Love does not insist on 
its own way. (1 Corinthians 13)

If you’re forced to walk a mile, said Jesus, walk 
two. If someone demands your coat give him your 
underwear too, and just walk away.

See what I mean? If you’re going to follow Jesus 
you’ve got to be a little crazy. But, take heart: You’ll 
be in good company, for there is a long line of hon-
ored Christians called “Holy Fools” or “Fools for 
Christ.”

St. Francis is ranked high among the blessed fools. 
Francis gave away trunks and trunks of his fine clothing 
to the poor and then walked out of town naked, follow-
ing the call of Christ to be a servant of love.

St. Francis was a blessed fool as was Xenia, the 
19th-century Russian Orthodox widow who wore rags 
while distributing her husband’s military pension to the 
poor. She was reviled, mocked, and beaten, but follow-
ing her death she was declared a saint—a blessed fool.

There’s actually a website listing famous Holy 
Fools for Christ, including the first one, Simeon of 
Syria, a sixth-century hermit. Simeon is considered the 

patron saint of holy fools and the patron saint of puppe-
teers—which, I suppose, only goes to prove the point.

No, you don’t have to mimic their behavior. That 
would be on the stupid side of foolish. But you can 
cultivate their blessed outlook on the world.

Blessed are the poor, says Jesus to the assembled 
crowd. And, I suspect, he said it with a twinkle in his 
eye because he knew what everybody knows: People 
want to be rich, not poor. Blessed are those who 
mourn, he says, knowing full well that people want to 
be happy not sad. Blessed are the meek even though 
pushy people seem to get their way in this world. 
Surely Jesus knew the meek are not going to inherit 
the earth. But he says it anyway because he’s building 
a community of blessed fools who are just too foolish 
to even care about rewards.

Here’s how the Apostle Paul put it:
God chose what is foolish in the world to shame 

the wise; God chose what is weak in the world to 
shame the strong; God chose what is low and despised 
in the world, things that are not, to reduce to nothing 
things that are, so that no one might boast in the pres-
ence of God. (1 Corinthians 1:27–29)

If you’re going to follow the way of Jesus, let’s 
face it, you’ve got to be a little crazy.

For example, you walk away from your success-
ful fishing business in order to learn from a homeless 
rabbi how to “fish for people,” which sounds very, 
very fishy but you do it anyway because…well, you 
don’t know why and probably never will. Come, walk 
with me, says the Spirit, and I will show you a way 
to draw people out of the sea of misery. Maybe that’s 
what Jesus meant.

Anyway, Peter, Andrew, James, and John took the  
lure. And the next thing they saw was a swarm of people  
coming their way. (Matthew 4:18–25) The sea of 
humanity poured in around Jesus’ feet—more than any-
one could count or fathom. So Jesus withdrew up the 
mountain and there he described the kind of people who 
would be salt of the earth and light of the world.

It wouldn’t be the greedy and smug. It would be 
the poor and lowly.

It wouldn’t be the vengeful. It would be the merciful.
It wouldn’t be people armed with swords. It 

would be people armed with bread, medicine, shovels, 
books, and poetry.

It wouldn’t be people basking in arrogance and 
exceptionalism. It would be people basking in a bless-
ing that no one or nothing can ever take away.

You see, in the end, we are not called to be con-
sumers or even producers. We are called to be people 
who bless the world—to love, to forgive, to hope—
especially when hate seems all around. And if that’s 
foolish, so be it.
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 * Byliners ($150–$300 gifts)

 * Patrons ($100–$125 gifts)

 * Partners ($25–$75 gifts)

 * Friends ($5-–$20 gifts)

Let us know if your donation  
has not been acknowledged: 
(304) 876-6466.

Blessed Fools
Randall Tremba

Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth.
Blessed are the pure in heart, for they will see God.

March
May the blessings of March be yours:

the fierceness of its changes

brace your heart;

the strength of its winds

give you confidence;

the melting of snow

give courage to your repentance

and your forgiveness.

May the possibility of spring

haunt you.

May all that is frozen,  

hard and hidden

begin secretly to soften

and come to light.

May green living things,

tender, still and strong,

beneath what is seen,

begin silently to stir and rise.

Crocuses, dear, prepare

to pierce your heart.

Steve Garnaas-Holmes

www.unfoldinglight.net

Donors

76536_GNP_Sprng11.indd   2 3/7/11   1:24 PM



X

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

X

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

 

4 21

Atlantic salmon like clear, fast 
water. In their natural habitat, 
they spend their adult life in the 

open ocean migrating along the coast of 
North America. Their juvenile years are 
spent in freshwater rivers and streams. 
Since 2000, they have been listed by 
the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service as 
an endangered species, due to overfish-
ing and the loss of freshwater spawning 
habitat. People like Atlantic salmon and 
other fish, of course, and overfishing of 
many species has become a source of 
great concern among the ocean-watching 
community. Sustainability is the watch-
word for seafood, as it is for many of our 
earth’s resources.

Aquaculture is a rapidly growing 
form of food production, and globally, 
nearly half the fish consumed by humans 
are produced by fish farms. At the same 
time, the need for this source of protein to 
be a safe and healthy food is also growing.

The main buildings of the Freshwater 
Institute are tucked away behind the knoll 
of the old Turner Farm, situated about 
five miles outside of Shepherdstown. 
The farm dates from the mid to late 
1700s and one can see the appeal of the 
location. A spring bubbles up just under 
the hill and contributes to the forma-
tion of Rockymarsh Run. An ancient 
oak tree stands guard over the solid little 
springhouse that provided this farm with 
cooling for milk and butter for probably 
close to 175 years. The little farmhouse 
on the hill is now an office space, the 
old barn is still in use, and three more 
structures house the workings of the 
Freshwater Institute, an important part 

of the aquaculture 
world. The mission 
of this place is “to 
research, develop 
and implement 
solutions for man-
aging our precious 
water resources to 
benefit people and 
the environment.”

Using 
research-based 
projects that 
provide informa-
tion to the aqua-
culture industry, 
the Freshwater 
Institute grows 
excellent quality 
fish (Atlantic salmon and Arctic char) 
within a recirculating aquaculture system 
that uses the least amount of water and 
produces the least amount of waste back 
into the ecosystem as possible. Where a 
standard flow-through fish farm raceway 
might use 1,250 gallons of freshwater 
per minute, the recirculating system at 
Freshwater Institute uses approximately 
30 gallons per minute. Additionally, tra-
ditional aquaculture systems discharge 
waste products along with the flow of 
water, which has a tendency to impair the 
water source. Freshwater Institute has a 
series of projects for the control of waste 
solids so that water discharged back into 
the stream is extremely clean.

Currently, the central focus of the 
Freshwater Institute research is found in 
the approximately 3,000 Atlantic salmon 
that swim in that clear, fast water they 
love so much—inside a huge tank at 
Freshwater Institute. This grow-out tank, 
as it is called, is more than 30 feet across 
and about 8 feet deep, holding approxi-
mately 40,000 gallons of water. The fish 
seem huge when seen in this habitat, and 
indeed many of them will grow up to 
12.5 pounds. There are clearly defined 
density limits for the fish as they attain 
their ideal mass, and, keep in mind that 
health and sustainability go hand-in-hand 
at Freshwater Institute.

The recirculating system (reusing all 
but 3 to 4 percent of the water in the sys-
tem) deals with bacteria (ozone treatment 
and UV lights), removes solids (fecal and 
feed), ammonia (large sand filters), and 
provides for the control of pathogens for 
a healthy environment for the fish. 

The seemingly crowded conditions 
don’t bother the salmon as they con-
tinue swimming in their circular path, 

similar to running on an indoor track for 
humans. Occasionally a trick of lighting 
or some other odd event will create a 
“stampede” in the tank, but generally no 
harm is done.

The mission of the Freshwater 
Institute is one of technology transfer. 
The Institute’s production is scaled to 
one-tenth of commercial production, 
and the goal is to provide research-based 
information to the aquaculture industry. 
One question that arises in this model of 
demonstration and information-sharing is 
what to do with 4,000 to 5,000 pounds of 
fish when they’ve reached maturity in the 
grow-out tank. Well, I’m glad you asked!

The Freshwater Institute has forged 
a unique relationship with Virginia 
Federation of Food Banks in order to 
share this bounty with the less fortunate. 
When it is time to harvest the salmon, 
the 10 to 20 percent of the larger fish are 
graded out and carried to another tank 
where feed is withheld for five to seven 
days. This is called purging and elimi-
nates any off flavors or intestinal content 
that might interfere with processing. The 
fish are then euthanized and packed on 
ice in large totes.

Soon a refrigerated truck from the 
Capital Area Food Bank arrives to pick 
them up and transport them to a process-
ing plant in Edenton, N.C. The fish are 
processed into single-fillet portions that 
are then distributed to feeding venues of 
the Virginia Federation of Food Banks. 
Through the efforts of these partners, 
approximately 250,000 servings of fish 
have made their way to the tables of 
people in Virginia and Metro D.C. who 
often don’t get enough to eat. This con-
tribution to feeding the less fortunate 
becomes even more important because 

feeding agencies frequently do not have 
adequate sources of protein for their cli-
entele. As the food processing industry 
becomes more efficient (think hotdogs 
or chicken nuggets), there is less protein 
available for agencies who depend upon 
the kindness of others to feed those in 
need. Freshwater Institute provides a 
fairly consistent source of quality food, 
with harvesting that takes place roughly 
every three to four months.

The Freshwater Institute is a 
remarkable model of science seeking 
sustainability, with the added impact of 
implementing partnerships that gener-
ate value for the lives of others who also 
seek to serve. The Freshwater Institute is 
a nationally recognized program of The 
Conservation Fund, a top-ranked environ-
mental nonprofit dedicated to protecting 
America’s land and water legacy. The 
Conservation Fund works to help govern-
ment agencies and other organizations 
acquire land for recreation, habitat, his-
toric value, and more. The Fund is able 
to finance natural resource–based small 
business in rural areas, along with other 
environmentally oriented investment-
based activity. The Fund works in com-
munities to develop sustainable programs 
and creative endeavors such as the 
National Forum on Children and Nature. 
The Freshwater Institute located near 
Shepherdstown, W.Va., partners with the 
U.S. Department of Agriculture for the 
water-recirculating fish farming model, 
and also is a lead partner locally in the 
Rockymarsh Run Watershed Restoration 
project. The Institute provides leadership, 
training, and education locally, nationally, 
and internationally as it pursues answers 
and conservation engineering that our 
world so desperately needs.

Follow the Fish
Sarah Soltow

Dr. Steven Summerfelt, director of aquaculture systems research watches 
graded-for-market fish slide from the tank to ice-filled harvest totes.

Atlantic salmon swimming into the constant 
current will grow to over eight pounds in one 
year. The controlled and constant conditions 
allow shorter production cycles than in open 
ocean net-pens. 

The porthole window gives Freshwater Institute 
scientists a fish-eye view into the large production 
tank. The window seems to be a popular place 
for the salmon to people-watch too. 

PHOTOS BY KATA RISHEL, THE CONSERVATION FUND

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

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

Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org

www.4pillarchurch.org

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

Religious Society of Friends 
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Preparative Meeting
Worship in silent expectant waiting

Sundays at 10:30 a.m.
Four Seasons Books (thru the side gate)
Contacts: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852
or Marie Tyler-McGraw (304) 876-3540

http://shepherdstown.bym-rsf.net/about-2-2/

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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This is a story about commu-
nity and history. In November 
2012, the Corporation of 

Shepherdstown will be 250 years old: It 
was in November 1762 that the Virginia 
Assembly signed the town’s official 
charter. Of course our little settlement 
was an active place prior to that, too. 
It seems this geographic location has 
always been a magnet for folks.

When I was asked to write about 
the plans for Shepherdstown’s Semi-
Quincentennial, or the “SQ 250,” I 
sought advice from friends on exactly 
what to write. Their best suggestion 
was: “Write from your heart.” Well, 
that’s not too difficult for someone who 
lives in this community. Our collection 
of friends and neighbors, both past and 
present, inspire thoughts from the heart.

This celebration recognizes more 
than 250 years of people and events that 
have been Shepherdstown. Immediately 
upon accepting the chairperson position 
I went to the library and checked out 
every history book on Shepherdstown 
and spent several nights reading. It’s 
unbelievable how much history has 
taken place here and unbelievable the 
people who have lived here. One of the 
goals for celebration, in my mind, is to 
educate us as to who came before us.

From my readings I found that the 
Town Run, which is fed by six natural 
springs, was a source of power for many 
small businesses and therefore a draw to 
this beautiful spot on the Potomac River. 
The first attempt at a permanent English 
settlement in Shepherdstown was 1719. 
Prior to that, the Adena people or 
Mound Builders were the first known 
settlers in the region, around 2,000 years 
ago! During the late 1500s, 1600s, and 
1700s this was a very well-traveled 
area for countless Native American 
peoples, among them the Huron and 
tribes from the Iroquois Confederacy 
who used the area for hunting grounds 
during the spring and summer months. 
In 1734 Thomas Shepherd was granted 
land from the Colony of Virginia and 
laid out 50 acres for the town, and in 
1762 the town of Mecklenburg, now 
Shepherdstown, was chartered.

Some of the events that occurred 
here are important enough to be counted 
in our nation’s history. In 1748, 16-year-
old George Washington hiked over this 
countryside surveying for Lord Fairfax. 
And in 1775, responding to a call from 
then general George Washington, two 
regiments comprised of volunteers from 
Shepherdstown and Berkeley County 
left from Morgan’s Spring (Morgan’s 
Grove Park) and covered 600 miles in 
24 days to Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
Most school children in the United 
States know this as the “Beeline March.” 
James Rumsey launched the first steam-
propelled vessel on the Potomac in 
1787—with George Washington present 
in the crowd.

The C&O Canal, built during 
the 1830s, named Lock 38 as the 
Shepherdstown Lock, an indicator of 
the relationship between the C&O Canal 
and Shepherdstown, and the only lock 
named for a West Virginia town. After 
the Battle of Antietam in September 
1862, the entire town became a hospital 
for the wounded and dying. Accounts 
indicate that there were wounded and 
dying in every home, building, church, 
street, and alley. Jump to the present 
day: In January 2000, Shepherdstown 
was the site for the Peace Talks between 
Israel and Syria. All of these events  
happened right here!

In June 2010, Dr. Keith Alexander 
from Shepherd University contacted 
Mayor Jim Auxer to remind him that 
2012—the 250th anniversary of the 
founding of Shepherdstown—was not so 
far away. Mayor Auxer, in turn, asked me 
if I could chair the committee to plan the 
celebration. Having absolutely no experi-
ence with such an event, it took a month 
or so for my affirmative reply.

Since August, I have had the  
privilege to work with 30 or so volun-
teers to begin planning the celebration. 
While this core group has been design-
ing a working structure for the events to 
be coordinated and implemented, I am 
finding that the entire town wants  
to participate.

By December we had the working  
structure in place. There are four regu-

lar committees—Signature Events and 
Legacy (chair, Peter Smith), Community 
Outreach (co-chairs, Randy Tremba 
and Dick Clark), Marketing and 
Media Relations (chair, Tara Sanders 
Lowe), and Budget and Finance (chair, 
Catherine Irwin)—and a steering com-
mittee, which is composed of all of the 
committee chairs and me.

Signature Events and Legacy will 
create and execute Shepherdstown SQ 
250 kickoff and culminating events for 
the community. This committee will 
develop a series of programs and events 
that will provide a lasting record of the 
SQ 250 Celebration.

Community Outreach will inter-
face with all community constituency 
groups—schools, nonprofits, and asso-
ciations—to encourage programming by 
the individual groups around the SQ 250 
Celebration. They will also maintain a 
database of all the programming occur-
ring during the year of the celebration.

Marketing and Media Relations will 
develop and implement a comprehensive 
marketing plan for promoting the SQ 250 
Celebration to multiple target markets, 
each with appropriate messaging. Target 
markets will include Shepherdstown resi-
dents, businesses, government officials 
and agencies, visitors to Shepherdstown, 
and the media. They will also coordinate 
all media requests.

Budget and Fundraising will 
develop a budget with input from the 
Steering Committee. They will also 
work with the town leaders to secure 
funding from both governmental and 
private sources.

While we were outlining how to set 
up communication and tasks, we were 
also putting some shape to what the cel-
ebration could be. The early consensus 
outlined a yearlong celebration with the 
SQ 250 group handling the launching 
event and the culminating event with 
the various organizations and individu-
als in town contributing throughout the 
year. We will also maintain a calendar 
for all of the planned events that will 
recognize our 250th birthday. The 
launch date will be during the Christmas 
in Shepherdstown celebration 2011, 

November 25–27 and December 3–4, 
2011, and the culminating event will be 
November 10–11, 2012.

Now that we have the structure in 
place, here’s where all of you get to 
jump in. This is to be a celebration for 
all of us. We want to hear from you. 
We want to include you in the best way 
we can. We are still working out the 
easiest way to receive input from the 
community. The Marketing Committee 
has set up a Facebook page for the 
Internet savvy (just search for “I Heart 
Shepherdstown”), and you can leave a 
message there. Written comments can 
be dropped off at the Town Hall or given 
directly to me at Dickinson & Wait Craft 
Gallery on German Street—or join us 
for the main SQ 250 group meetings.

I have been a resident of Jefferson 
County, living first in Shenandoah 
Junction and then Shepherdstown, since 
1972, and I have been a business owner 
in Shepherdstown since 1989. When I 
consider our town, my head is full of all 
the folks I’ve known over the years. My 
thoughts span the past to the present. 
Many voices are speaking to me in an 
excited babble: “Remember us!” “Tell 
them about us!” Well I say, let’s spend 
this time remembering and celebrating 
all of us, past and present, and learn 
about the remarkable amount of living 
that has happened here for over 250 
years. Let us spend this yearlong cel-
ebration exploring our community, past 
and present. I hope you will join us.

Shepherdstown’s  
Semi-Quincentennial Celebration

Meredith Wait

When she was eight years old, 
Brenda Robinette had her 
first airplane ride. Her father, 

a licensed pilot, took his children up 
on “penny-a-pound day” at their local 
airport, and she has never forgotten that 
experience. “I knew right then that I 
wanted to fly,” she says.

Robinette has been flying for 25 
years. Now a captain, she is in her 14th 
year flying for Southwest Airlines, but it 
took a long journey and a lot of determi-
nation to get there.

Robinette always knew what she 
wanted to do but had no idea how to go 
about it or how to afford it. After a few 
frustrating years of uninspiring jobs, she 
met a female pilot who told her that stu-
dent loans were available. Her life had 
taken her to Texas, where she applied for 
grants and scholarships. She learned to 
fly and graduated with a bachelor of sci-
ence in aviation management from the 
University of Central Texas at age 24.

Her first solo flight was on her 
mother’s birthday. “That was the high-
light of my life,” she recalls. “It was the 
most freeing, wonderful thing, being up 
there all by myself!”

Learning to fly and earning her 
degree actually proved to be the easy 

part. Landing a 
job, particularly 
the type of job 
she aimed for, 
was the hard 
part. Because 
learning to fly 
is so expensive, 
Robinette was 
determined that 
her investment 
would be worth 
it. “I’m going to 
fly big jets with 
passengers all 
over the world,” 
she had decided.

She set her 
sights on flying 
for Southwest, 
but it took her 
11 years and 
$10,000 to earn 
her rating to fly a 

737, just to get an interview. In the mean-
time, she worked as a flight instructor, 
flew charters, and worked as a corporate 
pilot to get in the required number of fly-
ing hours.

As a charter pilot, she flew small 
eight-person planes. She had occasion 
to fly many celebrities and politicians, 
including Senator John Warner, Paul 
Newman, Bob Hope, Diana Ross, and 
several NASCAR drivers. “You never 
know who you are going to fly,” she said, 
adding that you never divulge anything 
you learn about any of these people. “You 
go to Las Vegas a lot for charters. What 
happens in Vegas stays in Vegas!”

It took her three years to get her 
first corporate job. She had just about 
decided that she was going to join the 
army when she landed a job flying for 
Conoco. “You can’t be shy,” she says. 
“You have to beat down doors and be 
persistent.”

She recalls that she was doing some 
deskwork at the airport where she was 
a flight instructor, when a Conoco Oil 
pilot came in and mistook her for a 
secretary. He was looking for a place to 
get some film developed, and Robinette 
showed him, taking the opportunity to 
talk about what she wanted to do.

“Aviation is a small world,” she said. 
“Everyone you meet can be influential.”

Over time, she would call him and 
update him on her progress, and when 
a job opened, he told her about it so she 
could apply. There were many applicants, 
so she was happily surprised to get the 
job. Curious to know why she had been 
chosen, she was told that it was because 
she had grown up on a farm. “They said 
that farm kids had a good work ethic and 
do what they are told.”

She worked for oil and energy 
companies and for wealthy families. “I 
flew one family from Texas to California 
with their children, their maid, and two 
dogs,” she recalled. “There were no 
flight attendants. The captains had to do 
everything, including cleaning up the 
dog hair and preparing the food!”

One of her scariest experiences hap-
pened when she was flying a corporate 
jet. They had fortunately dropped the 
passengers off when the plane had an 
electrical failure. “I found something out 
about myself,” she says. “I am cool in 
an emergency.” She handled everything 
calmly, then felt the draining emotions 
only after she was safely on the ground.

Once she beat a tornado in 
Oklahoma. “I learned that when the sky 
turns pea green, a tornado is developing.”

Robinette is one of about 200 female 
pilots out of some 6,000 flying for 
Southwest. “You must be a captain to fly 
for Southwest,” she said. What used to be 
called the copilot is now the first officer. 
The first officer flies every other leg of a 
trip. The pilot signs for the plane and is 
in command. “And as captain, it is up to 
me whether to ground a plane.”

Pilots never stop training. Robinette 
must take a medical exam and train every 
six months. “We do emergency proce-
dures and take check rides overseen by 
the Federal Aviation Administration. We 
do work in simulators—for fires, running 
off the runway, flying on one engine, los-
ing systems.”

Southwest flies to 65 cities and 
soon will be adding flights to Mexico, 
Hawaii, and the Caribbean. Robinette 
flies out of Baltimore, flying on 
Sundays, Mondays, and Tuesdays, 
with four days off. Work is scheduled 

monthly, and pilots bid for the flights 
they want.

The average flying day is about six 
hours, but the duty day is usually nine 
to 10 hours. Pilots are allowed to spend 
eight hours actually flying the aircraft, 
but can be on duty 14 hours, which 
includes the time on the ground when 
baggage is being loaded and such, and 
between legs of a flight.

Robinette enjoys giving passengers 
the best flights possible, keeping them 
informed with announcements and see-
ing them off the plane.

One of her most rewarding memo-
ries is of a flight from Florida to 
Norfolk. Shortly before takeoff, she 
received a call asking her if she could 
hold the plane for an hour. Hers was the 
last flight to Norfolk and some soldiers 
just returning from Iraq were hoping to 
make the flight; otherwise they would 
have to wait overnight.

There were enough seats, so it was 
up to Robinette. She made an announce-
ment to the passengers on board, 
explained the situation, and asked them 
if they were willing to wait the hour.

“The passengers agreed,” she says. 
“They were all very gracious.”

The soldiers thanked her as they 
left the plane, and one of them gave her 
a special thanks and pressed something 
into her hand. She discovered it was a 
USS Enterprise coin, something very 
precious because every soldier on that 
carrier is given just one.

She has occasionally heard remarks 
about her gender, such as “I didn’t know 
females could fly,” but she has learned 
to be thick skinned. She says that she 
always receives respect from older veter-
ans. Robinette recalls the time a little boy 
said that he wanted to meet the captain. 
When she told him that she was the cap-
tain, he countered, “But you’re a girl!”

She finds it fun to fly with an all-
female crew, which seldom happens. 
“We call it an unmanned aircraft!” she 
laughed.

After 25 years, Robinette still loves 
flying. “I even miss it when we are on 
vacation.”

Robinette and her husband, a fellow 
pilot, live in Shepherdstown.

Up, Up, and Away With Brenda Robinette
Claire Stuart

Captain Brenda Robinette, pilot for Southwest Airlines

Meredith Wait of Dickinson 
and Wait Craft Gallery

PHOTO PROVIDED BY BRENDA ROBINETTEPHOTO BY MELINDA SCHMITT
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Not a Day Goes By
Sarah Soltow

While the members of Patent 
Pending consider themselves a 
Washington, D.C.–based blue-

grass band, we here in the Shepherdstown 
area call them our own. It is true that 
one of their first regular gigs was at the 
Birchmere in Alexandria back in the 
late 70s, and it is true that WAMU’s 
Bluegrass Country program keeps them 
on the D.C. airwaves, but Eldred Hill, 
Rusty Williams, and Jim Steptoe, the 
core of the group for three decades, 
belong to the Eastern Panhandle of West 
Virginia. And it is true for the group, as 
for much of this community, that not a 
day goes by that Jimmy Steptoe is not 
remembered fondly as a great member of 
this music family.

Jimmy Steptoe started playing blue-
grass banjo in his law school days in 
Morgantown with Rusty Williams in a 
group called Mountain Grass. Back in 
Martinsburg, W.Va., he hooked up with 
Eldred Hill, Leigh Taylor, and David 
McLaughlin for the formation of Patent 
Pending. Through luck, pluck, or des-
tiny, this group played at the Birchmere 
in Alexandria, Va., which was the same 
venue that Seldom Scene, another well-
known bluegrass band, played. After 
about eight months of Wednesday night 
gigs, Patent Pending was an established 
area bluegrass band with a long musical 
career ahead of them.

In 1979, they cut their first record-
ing, an “extended play” vinyl disc of 
five songs that could be used as a demo 
for clubs. The band’s long association 
with WAMU (88.5 NPR, American 
University) began with this recording, 
and Red Shipley, former host of Stained 
Glass Bluegrass (WAMU), was a great 
fan of the band. Once in 1981, while lis-

tening to Red Shipley play “Songs of 
the Cross” on a Palm Sunday morning, 
Hill drove down to the station with a 
copy of an original gospel song called 
“Barabbas” that he had written and 
the band had recorded. That year, it 
was voted Number One on the WAMU 
Bluegrass Listeners’ Survey.

Patent Pending’s discography 
includes seven recordings. The first 
record from the group, Straight From 
the Heart (1980), included several 
original songs. In 1984, the group 
recorded with Flying Fish, a national 
label whose musicians included New 
Grass Revival and John Hartford. 
At this point in their careers, they 
bought a bus and traveled a circuit 
that included bluegrass festivals 
from Florida to upstate New York, 
Colorado, St. Louis, and the Chicago 
Folk Festival. Around 1989, when the 
new recording medium of the CD arrived, 
the band took a few detours and went 
back to smaller recording companies.

The 90s saw several personnel 
changes in the band, although the core 
of Steptoe, Williams, and Hill remained. 
Teri Chism (bass) and husband, Wayne 
Lanham (fiddle), played for several years, 
and Ed Barney remains today as lead 
guitarist of the group. In 1998, the group 
recorded a gospel CD, A Child of God, 
which included “Barabbas” and other 
originals written by Hill.

Over the years, Eldred Hill has writ-
ten a number of songs, about 30 of which 
have been recorded by Patent Pending. 
The group covers classic bluegrass such 
as the Stanley Brothers, Flatt & Scruggs, 
Bill Monroe, Don Reno, and Red Smiley. 
When Hill’s songs are interspersed with 
these, the flow of music is seamless. He 
writes in the classic bluegrass tradition. 
When Hill talks about the song-writing 
process, he mentions “the hook”—the 
catchy phrase in the lyrics that will stick 
in people’s minds and help keep the 
song in their ears. For “Luther Johnson’s 
Still,” his song about moonshiners on 
the band’s latest release, the hook is “no 
lack of danger in the moonshinin’ trade.” 
This song also contains some interesting 
details about that particular skill that Hill 
researched as he wrote the song.

In late August 2009, another hook 
for a song entered Hill’s mind, “where 
every tear is wiped away.” He thought 
this was a good line, so he jotted it down 
for future reference. Two days later, he 
received the devastating news that his 
longtime banjo player and dear friend, Jim 

Steptoe, had died unexpectedly of a mas-
sive heart attack. They had been together 
the previous Thursday evening at a ball-
game in Baltimore, and other than a few 
issues of “not feeling well,” Steptoe had 
seemed fine to all his friends and fam-
ily. The family, of course, asked Patent 
Pending to play at the service, so Hill hur-
riedly completed the song “Every Tear.”

The recent Patent Pending CD 
release, Not a Day Goes By (November 
2010), is a tribute to Jim Steptoe, who had 
participated in planning and rehearsing 
for this production. He and Hill worked 
together on the quick-paced arrangement 
of the traditional English song, “John 
Barleycorn Must Die.” He had chosen an 
old Virginia Squires song called “Hard 
Times in Kentucky” for the CD, and his 
influence is felt in the song. Leigh Taylor-
Kron has returned to the group with her 
bass and her vocals and Keith Dill fiddles 
our hearts away. Buster Sexton contributes 
banjo and an instrumental selection called 
“Stillhouse Holler Blues.” Steptoe cannot 
be replaced, but the music lives on.

The last three songs on the CD are 
especially poignant. “Every Tear” is a 
lovely tribute to a dear friend. “Someday 
Soon,” also written by Hill, speaks to 
the reality of death as a part of life and 
the assurance that we can have as we 
face that reality for ourselves. The final 
cut on the CD is “Somewhere Over the 
Rainbow,” a song with a long tradition. 
This version is pure Steptoe. Several 
years ago, after Hill had worked on 
a mandolin melody line for the song, 
Steptoe then took it up to research the 
various arrangements and chord possibili-
ties. The result is a wonderful bluegrassy 
version of a well-known song that Patent 

Pending never planned to record. As a 
final note to a man’s life of music, fam-
ily, and friends, it is perfect.

The newest Patent Pending CD, Not 
a Day Goes By, is available through the 
band’s website: http://www.patentpend-
ingband.com

Sarah Soltow is the school counselor at 
Driswood Elementary. She is currently 
ordering trees and flower seed in antici-
pation of spring.

Reaching the shelter, we were exhausted for 
our first night in the woods but excited about 
the week’s prospects. Our group dinner of maca-
roni and cheese loaded calories for strenuous 
exertion. For me, the highlight was learning to 
use a reverse osmosis water purifier, high-tech 
gear not available decades before.

AT shelters are typically three-sided log 
huts with two tiers of plywood bunks where 
campers lay out their padding and sleeping 
bags. Hopeful said it’s smart to leave pack 
pockets open so mice can get in and don’t gnaw 
holes in your pack.

Near each shelter were bear cables, an 
elaborate system of hooks, pulleys, and cables 
strung between trees so packs with food can be 
hoisted 20 feet in the air, to deny free meals to 
bears. Signs warned us to clean up food scraps 
and hang supplies out of reach. At one time 
shelters had chain-link fencing across the fourth 
side to keep the bears out, but novice hikers fed 
the bears through the fencing, encouraging them 
to associate shelters with food. These barriers 
have been removed to give free access to bears 
and hikers alike. Bears can no longer come 
watch the people in the cage!

Though it dawned hot, our third day was 
ambitiously planned to be our hardest workday. 
We carried daypacks with snacks and tools 
12 miles out and then worked our way back 
toward the field camp, clearing trail as we went. 
Two of us, armed with “swing blades,” hacked 
back underbrush three feet to each side of the 
trail’s center. Two cleaned out clogged drainage 
structures, like waterbars and ditches, using a 
Pulaski, a heavy-duty cross between a pickaxe 
and a splitting maul, and a fire rake, a heavy-
duty hoe/rake. The other two crew carried lop-
pers, pruning shears, and a saw.

Besides normal trail clearing, the SWEAT 
crew’s main job is to prevent trail-shift. A trail’s 
wear pattern tends to move because hikers 
naturally gravitate away from the hillside. We 
cut back woody growth on the trail’s uphill side 
to force hikers to the inside of the trail tread. 
Waterbars are diagonal natural stone or wood 
structures that divert rainwater off the trail. If 
water runs down trail’s length, it erodes and ruts 
the trail surface. Duff, leaves, and organic mat-
ter, must be raked out above the waterbar and 
replaced with compacted stone and dirt.

Local clubs maintain trail sections easily 
reached on weekends or holidays. The SWEAT 

crew does 35 miles of remote sections, half of 
the total AT in the park.

All regular hikers in the Smokies must use 
the shelters. The SWEAT crew is allowed to set 
up field camps, to save shelter space. Because 
I had endured a hard day on the swing blade, I 
asked to stay in the shelter one more night. Luke 
relented—if there was a space. The others went 
500 yards away to set up camp. Then we cooked 
and ate our meal at the shelter, politely but qui-
etly. We were exhausted from a full day. 

By the time we ate and cleaned up, it was 
dark, so I crawled into my sleeping bag as the 
others headed to their tents. Just drifting into 
sound sleep, I was startled by their noisy return 
and excited chatter about eyes glinting in the 
dark and destroyed tents. The bear was back! 
My laziness in staying in the shelter paid off: 
Luke’s $350 tent was torn and its poles snapped. 
We spent our second night packed in the shelter 
with five regular hikers.

In the morning we were disappointed to 
learn that it is park policy, and a safety precau-
tion, to prohibit overnight camping near recent 
bear incidents. We would have to leave. We 
decided to work one more morning before we 
hiked out. I worked with Gary on the pruning 
brigade. Because horses use this section, we had 
to prune up to at least eight feet up.

The downhill hike was easier and we had 
less food to carry. Still, we were discouraged. 
We had hoped to stay more days in the woods. 
Several of us did stay a day or two longer, work-
ing from the Base Camp on short sections of 
trail. But we missed being deep in the woods, and 
folks trickled back to their daily lives.

Trail work was a wonderful experience. If 
you have a strong back and love the outdoors, I 
encourage you to volunteer with me next season.

Michigan-born Dave Springer, father of five, 
retired Coast Guard captain, and current Town 
Council member, revels in adventure and enjoys 
an active lifestyle in and around Shepherdstown.

Every Tear

You were right by my side
Every step of the way
Every show, every chord, every song
And with each passing day
As the sun fades away
I am trying my best to stay strong 

CHORUS:
Though these sad goodbyes
Bring the tears to my eyes
I know we’ll be together some day
Where the soul never dies
In that sweet home on high
Where every tear is wiped away 

Every life that you touched
We will miss you so much
You’re the rock that we all could 

lean on
All the stories and smiles
As we traveled the miles
I still can’t believe that you’re gone

—Eldred Hill 

Jim Steptoe, March 19, 1951–August 30, 2009

Patent Pending—from left to right: Buster Sexton, Leigh Taylor-Kron, Eldred Hill,  
Rusty Williams, Keith Dill, Ed Barney

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY ELDRED HILL

Packing a load

Bear cables

Taking in the view

Hopeful

Sign warning of  

bear activity

Loaded with gear for the big hike in!

Trail shelter

Trail shelter
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Six months before retirement, I was apprehen-
sive: What would occupy my time and energy? 
Most of my career had been challenging full-

time jobs plus part-time work in the Coast Guard 
Reserve. To prepare for this long-awaited shock of no 
traditional work, I talked to friends and read books. 
How to Retire Happy, Wild, and Free, by Ernie J. 
Zelinski, showed how some people found volunteer-
ing a viable substitute for the structure and rewards 
of full-time work. In the United States, 64 million 
people—28 percent of civilians age 16 and over—
volunteer at least one day each year.

Zelinski recommended VolunteerMatch.org, 
which strengthens communities by making it easier 
for good people and good causes to connect. It has 
become the preferred Internet recruiting tool for over 
74,000 nonprofits, making over five million referrals 
since 1998. Their motto: Service to others embodies 
true beauty.

My first simple search turned up 83 interesting 
opportunities within 20 miles of Shepherdstown! 
These ranged from the bizarre (helping to collect 
human hair to make into oil booms to soak up spilled 
Gulf Coast oil) to the conventional (transporting the 
elderly, teaching, reading). One particularly appealed: 
to repair and maintain the Appalachian Trail (AT).

The post sounded exciting. The Appalachian Trail 
Conservancy’s (ATC) volunteer trail crew program 
is designed to be free of cost to the participant. Paid 
trail crew lead a team of up to 10 volunteers for up to 
a week of work protecting, repairing and building the 
AT. Volunteers build steps, construct new trail, install 
erosion-control devices, and build bridges on the AT.

ATC Headquarters is in Harpers Ferry, so I 
contacted Bob Proudman to get inside recommenda-
tions. The best option, and recommended by Bob, 
was the Smokies Wilderness Elite Appalachian Trail 
(SWEAT) team, “a hike into the deep backcountry of 
the Smokies for a week of work and fellowship.”

What could be better—free food while backpack-
ing and a little work fixing trails for others to enjoy? 
What could go wrong? I do yardwork, like gym, and 
had backpacked (40 years ago). I considered myself 
prepared. On the 455-mile road trip, I could meditate 
on retirement. A more careful reading of the fine 
print, or the acronym SWEAT, might have caused 
concern.

The 2,175-mile AT was the brainchild of Benton 
MacKaye, who proposed his idea in 1921. It became 
one of the world’s longest continuously marked foot-
paths, stretching from Katahdin, Maine, to (of all 
places) Springer Mountain, Ga. How could I refuse 
this challenge? It had my name on it! The AT crosses 
five national forests in the South and traverses 
the Smokies for 71 miles. Both its highest point, 
Clingman’s Dome (6,643 feet), and most remote area, 
Tricorner Knob, are in the Smokies. I dusted off the 
40-year-old backpack.

The road trip entailed record heat and humidity, 
with no air conditioning. The terrain became more 
and more rugged into Tennessee. Once off Interstate 

81, cell phone signals disappeared. The last leg to Big 
Creek Base Camp snaked along the Pigeon River on 
a remote gravel road. I ended up looking for a park-
ing lot and an ATC Trail Crew sign.

One of the first volunteers to arrive, I could relax 
before dinner in an air-conditioned base camp house, 
an unused park ranger quarters. Other volunteers 
trickled in and explained the difference between those 
who “through hike” the complete AT in four to six 
months, and “section hikers,” who complete the entire 
AT by sections over a period of years or decades. 

Hikers often adopt a trail name. Hopeful was 
a man in his 60s with a sunny disposition. Regor is 
Roger spelled backwards. Trips-a-lot (self explana-
tory), Take-a-break, Sprouts, and Sketch were other 
trail names.

Hopeful through-hiked 10 years earlier, and 
this trail crew work was to test himself for trying it 
again. A director of recreation and his student from 
Columbus, Ohio, were learning trail maintenance, 
hoping to set up a similar service club at Ohio 
State University. An uncle and nephew from North 
Carolina came to “give back” to the ATC. They had 
section-hiked two weeks yearly for eight years. Amy, 
a liberal arts college sophomore, was doing volunteer 
service on her summer break. This was her second 
week on SWEAT. Gary, about my age, had managed 
a recreation outfitter store and now did community 
outreach for a large equipment manufacturer.

Team 1 leader, Chris, was taking time off from 
college and had volunteered before—then just didn’t 
leave. Team 2 leader, Luke, had an environment and 
recreation degree and had done this the three previous 
summers. He wanted to do it one more year before 
leading kayak eco-tours in Florida’s Everglades.

A staff member cooked a great spaghetti dinner, 
our last dinner in civilization for a week. Then Luke 
and Chris explained safety procedures and described 
what the previous six trail crews had accomplished. 
We would cook and share dinner as a group but each 
prepare our own breakfast and lunch.

Our crew’s 10 volunteers split into two teams to 
work toward each other from separate start points. 
Our food and tools, in equal portions, were added to 
already laden backpacks for morning. We also picked 
out and packed our individual breakfast and lunch 
foodstuffs, cautioned to take plenty of drink powder 
and energy snacks. More-experienced hikers shared 
tips on what to bring and what to leave. No pack was 
to exceed 55 pounds—an awful lot. An early night was 
called for. After the first, toughest day carrying in the 
gear, each team would set up field camps from which 
we would day-hike to cover our allotted work areas.

The next day we hauled gear in a van, and, near 
lunchtime, we arrived back at Big Creek Base Camp. 
There we decided to have another last meal so we’d 
carry food in our stomachs, not in our packs. The six-
mile hike in was hot and arduous—up a 17-percent 
grade on loose, slippery rocks. Lead hiker Hopeful 
startled a black bear along the trail. It didn’t seem too 
frightened, but lumbered off uphill.

Volunteering on the Appalachian Trail
David Springer

Temple of Healing
Michael Rakoff

Imagine walking into the main entrance 
of a fantastic hospital facility where 
there is no information desk, no bill-

ing office, no gift shop, and no coffee 
shop. There is a vast quality of quiet in 
the empty lobby that boasts a 90-foot-high 
dome, marble floors, and balconies from 
each wing. A volunteer is stationed at the 
main door offering directions and asking 
patients and visitors to remove their shoes. 
Over the past two years, I have made sev-
eral month-long trips to India to work at 
this charity hospital in Bangalore.

This journey began for me in 1998, 
when my wife-to-be, Susan, first told me 
about a holy man in India, Sri Sathya Sai 
Baba. His message is that we are all divine 
and that we must recognize the divinity 
within ourselves and in all other living 
things. He says we can progress on this 
path by providing selfless service without 
expectation of reward. His watchwords are 
“Love All, Serve All.” Sai Baba says that all 
humans are entitled to free education, free 
healthcare, and access to water. Sai Baba 
has millions of followers all over the world. 
I soon discovered that his followers are also 
engaged in an amazing array of service 
projects worldwide. I was quickly attracted.

I soon began working with the Sai 
organization, feeding the homeless in 
Washington, setting up free medical screen-
ing programs in inner-city churches in 
Baltimore, and doing environmental clean-
up. More recently, I have traveled annually 
to India to spend time at Sai Baba’s ashram.

Sai Baba has set up both general 
hospitals and “super specialty” hospitals 
in Bangalore and Puttaparthi, the rural vil-
lage where he was raised and the site of 
his main ashram. The specialty hospitals 
are beautiful “Temples of Healing,” like 
the one described above. They provide 
advanced services, completely free to all 
who come. The focus of these facilities is 
to combine cutting-edge science with love 
and compassion for the patients. In India, 
I work at the Sri Sathya Sai Institute for 
Higher Medical Sciences in Whitefield. 

This facility has 330 beds and provides 
cardiology, cardiothoracic and vascular sur-
gery, neurology, and neurosurgery—com-
pletely free of charge!

While I originally trained and worked 
as a pediatrician, for the past 30 years, I 
worked in administration and as a manage-
ment consultant for hospitals and large 
medical groups in the United States. When 
I visited the super specialty hospital in 
Bangalore in 2008, the assistant to the 
director discovered my line of work and 
asked me if I could help them. I eagerly 
agreed. Soon, we decided to focus on 
rewriting hospital policies and procedures 
and on infection control.

In this Temple of Healing, patients 
come to the screening clinic at 6 in the 
morning to line up. The first 70 are seen. 
Patients are scheduled for surgery based 
upon the urgency of their cases. Some wait 
a long time to be called. Because the need 
is so great and resources limited, the hos-
pital is very specific about which cases it 
can handle. 

The hospital’s goal is to take care of 
the patient first and to be a model for how 
care should be delivered. Early on, I sug-
gested that the hospital could decrease the 
length of stay for cardiac surgery patients 
from 10 days to four or five, which is 
standard practice in the United States. The 
chairman of the department gently inter-
rupted me and said that we certainly could 
discharge patients earlier, but many had 
to travel up to three days on trains with 
little food and unsanitary conditions. He 
informed me that it is much better to keep 
these patients in the hospital to ensure 
their healing before they go home. The 
hospital managers put patient care first and 
see their job as making sure the best care 
is delivered. There is no competition for 
advancement or personal rewards.

This is a free hospital, but, obviously, 
it cannot serve all in need. It has been set 
up as a model for ideal healthcare. The 
staff provides care that addresses the physi-
cal, mental, and spiritual needs of patients. 

After patients’ diagnostic testing, cardiol-
ogy residents, fellows, and consultants see 
them in the afternoon. The chairman of 
cardiology ultimately sees every patient 
who might need surgery or catheterization. 
After the intake process, the patient spends 
about half an hour with one of 20 trained 
volunteer counselors who makes sure that 
he or she understands the instructions, the 
disease, and the follow-up steps. Patients 
are also encouraged to pray and put faith in 
whatever spiritual path they follow.

This past summer, I was in residence 
at the hospital for four weeks. During that 
time, a team of cardiology volunteers from 
the University of Utah Medical School 
arrived. These top doctors were experts 
in their fields of electrophysiology (pace-
makers) and repairing holes in the heart. 
They also brought a million dollars worth 
of advanced catheters and pacemakers 
donated by medical equipment suppliers in 
the United States.

At the end of their one-week visit, I 
asked the lead cardiologist about his expe-
rience. His response was glowing. Each 
morning the patients and their families 
would stand in the hallway and bow to him, 
thanking him profusely. Concerning the 
quality of care, he told me that the chair-
man of cardiology could do any procedure 
necessary using much inferior equipment. 
This cardiologist wants to return with his 
fellows and residents so that they can expe-
rience this kind of working climate.

The lessons for me have been many. 
The first lesson is that patients’ needs and 
safety can and must be put first—before 
profits. Second, even in a developing 
country, good intentions and hard work 
can overcome many obstacles. Third is 
patience. In the United States, “time is 
money.” Work must be done quickly and 
efficiently. In India, the pace is slower and 
new plans are implemented at the “right” 
time. The final lesson for me is that to 
accomplish the best outcome, all patients 
must be treated with great respect, and 
their physical, mental, and spiritual needs 

are equally important in achieving good 
outcomes.

People often wonder how such a 
highly advanced hospital can give free 
care. One of the principles of the Sai orga-
nization is not to solicit donations. Sai fol-
lowers and benefactors donate generously 
on their own to a charitable central trust 
that carefully utilizes the donations.

It is a joy to work in this unique insti-
tution. While there, I whistle my way to 
work each day. When at home, I follow up 
on projects by e-mail. In our discussions of 
healthcare reform, this is a model for ideal 
healthcare for all.

In case you’re wondering, our infec-
tion control project has had significant 
results. For three months this past summer, 
the hospital had no infections of wounds, 
of indwelling catheters, or pneumonia for 
patients on ventilators. Developing this 
project fits within a campaign led by the 
World Health Organization for patient 
safety. We have been asked to write a 
grant proposal to expand our efforts in this 
regard and to teach others.

The Sri Sathya Sai Institute for Higher Medical Sciences in Whitefield, India

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY MICHAEL RAKOFF

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY THE AUTHOR

Michael Rakoff, MD, moved to 
Shepherdstown three years ago with his 
wife, Susan Sullivan-Rakoff. Semiretired 
from a career of management consult-
ing for hospitals, he currently assists the 
Eastern Panhandle Free Clinic.

Susan Sullivan-Rakoff under the dome in the 
main lobby of the Sri Sathya Sai Institute for 
Higher Medical Sciences

Welcome sign

A welcome sight

Packed up and ready to work

A deserved break
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I’m not quite sure how or where this 
journey began. Perhaps it was when 
listening to my grandmother’s stories 

of growing up in an ethnic neighbor-
hood of Czech immigrants in Cleveland. 
Or when I found my dad’s lesson books 
of the Slovak language tucked away in 
our basement. Dad’s brother and cousins 
spoke often of their Slovak ancestors, 
especially “Stara Baba,” the great-grand-
mother who had come from Slovakia 
and lived into her 70s, whom they barely 
understood in language or customs.

Somehow I think these memories 
were the spark of my interest in family 
history. It was not until many years later 
that the spark started to light a fire. When 
I was growing up in the 1950s and 1960s, 
Czechoslovakia was a forbidden and 
mysterious land behind the Iron Curtain. 
When in 1989 the Berlin Wall unexpect-
edly came crashing down and the curtain 
was lifted, there came with it the first 
glimmer of hope of ever traveling there 
to learn more about our ancestors from 
Czechoslovakia.

In 1990, after a job transfer brought 
me back to Washington, D.C., I had the 

first opportunity to study the Slovak lan-
guage, and some years later the Czech 
language, which is, as they say, “the same 
as Slovak but different.”

Equipped now with some knowledge 
of the languages and culture, I set about 
to accumulate as much information as I 
could about the family histories. Ah, but 
how to begin? The most important things 
about family history research I learned 
from my mother’s good friend, a lifelong 
genealogist: curiosity, enthusiasm, and 
persistence. The best sources of actual 
information are the memories and shoe-
boxes of living relatives, as these are 
filled with scraps that disclose or lead to 
family origins. I spent hours talking to 
Mom and Dad, Dad’s older brother, sis-
ter, and cousins, and Mom’s older sister. 
This led me to other living relatives in 
Cleveland, Baltimore, and Youngstown, 
Ohio, and to some I had never known, 
scattered throughout the country in 
California, Texas, Florida, Pennsylvania, 
and even a third cousin born in Ohio now 
living in Scotland, UK.

By the end of the 1990s I had a 
fairly extensive picture of our Czech 

and Slovak immigrant ancestors who 
had come to America and their descen-
dants in the United States, but I had 
little information about their origins in 
Czechoslovakia, which by now had sepa-
rated into the two independent countries 
of the Czech Republic and Slovakia. 
Two events were milestones at this stage 
of my research. A local Civil War his-
torian from Martinsburg led a group of 
researchers from the Eastern Panhandle 
on a field trip to the National Archives 
in Washington to offer hands-on assis-
tance with the family history resources 
available there. With her help, I found in 
the immigrant ship registers on micro-
film the entry record for the very first 
Baluch from my dad’s family who came 
to America. That was my grandfather’s 
oldest brother George, who arrived at the 
port of Baltimore in 1899. This provided 
the vital link to the homeland, the first 
time I had seen the name of Dubrava, a 
village in eastern Slovakia.

Names of immigrants who arrived at 
the port of New York and were processed 
through Ellis Island can now be searched 
online at http://www.ellisisland.org. For 
example, my great-grandparents and my 
grandfather Stephen, then 11 years old, 
arrived together at the port of New York 
from Dubrava, Hungary (now Slovakia), 
on May 12, 1906, carrying $850. What 
a thrill it was to see a document like this 
that connects me to the family history I 
had never known.

The second milestone was a work-
shop on Slovak genealogy at the Latter 
Day Saints (LDS or Mormon) library in 
Kensington, Md. The LDS church has 
amassed and preserved huge amounts of 
family history records from everywhere 
in the world for religious reasons. At 

this workshop, I learned how to locate 
villages in Slovakia by their German, 
Hungarian, or Slovak names, and more 
importantly, how to determine where 
church records for its residents would 
be kept. For Dubrava, as an example, 
the vital records for its Roman Catholic 
population were recorded at the parish 
center in Zehra, a short distance away. 
I also learned that the LDS church had 
begun microfilming all the Slovak church 
records and they would soon be avail-
able for all of present-day Slovakia. 
Later I joined the Czech and Slovak 
Genealogical Society based in St. Paul, 
Minn., and attended some of its seminars 
and conferences, which were very helpful 
in identifying other available sources of 
records.

The LDS records are available 
worldwide for nominal copying and 
lending fees at any LDS Family History 
Center library. I used one in Ashburn, 
northern Virginia, where I would order 
microfilms of birth, death, and marriage 
records. With these resources, over sev-
eral years, I was able to locate ancestors 
from a dozen different Slovak villages 
and trace some family lines back to the 
1700s, and I often found the house num-
ber where the families had lived. Did 
these houses still exist, I wondered?

In 2009 after I was laid off from a 
part-time job I had taken after my first 
retirement, I signed up for a six-week 
intensive course in Slovak language at 
the University of Pittsburgh Summer 
Language Institute. Rather unexpect-
edly, I was able to join the four-week 
continuation class in Bratislava, the 
capital of Slovakia. The following sum-
mer, I returned to Pittsburgh for the 
advanced Slovak language class, and 

A Journey of Discovery to slovAkiA AnD the czech republic

Stephen Baluch

For 30 years I have been walking 
the uneven bricks of this old town. 
I’ve probably spent a few hours 

over the course of my lifetime consid-
ering the past lives and roles of each 
building I walk by: How many founding 
fathers have passed out in that attic? How 
many soldiers washed out their kerchiefs 
in that stretch of the run? What did they 
used to make with those weird old tools? 
Sometimes when I do an interview I 
learn something new about the past of 
one of these weary old buildings and this 
time was no exception.

The new home of The Source is a 
small, old brick building standing alone 
at the end of what used to be a weather-
beaten yard behind what was the Old 
Pharmacy Café. The café is now a rug 
shop. The old yard, in which I watched 
Kara Picard planting purple irises, is now 
a blooming community garden, and the 
old brick building is now The Source.

After the hubbub of the holidays had 
died down a bit, I grabbed my notebook 
and settled at The Source to talk to its 
creators, Karen Valentine and Laurel 
Parker. The inside of the space seemed 
very warm and homey with its gaily cov-
ered ceiling, racks of colorful products, 
and the plethora of beckoning recycling 
containers. I had to cover first things 
first, though. What did the building used 
to be? I was not disappointed as Karen 
explained that the building was originally 
the switch house for Shepherdstown’s 
first telephones. A group of folks sat 
right there in chairs connecting various 
town residents to the rest of the world 
by changing plugs in a massive wall. 
This vision seemed to mesh well with 
the banks of baskets for recycling to 
go out and be reused in the world. You 
can almost hear the voices in the ether. 
This place is truly a natural connection 
point, and many ideas are meeting there, 
blooming and growing every day.

The business model is not a particu-
larly traditional one, but the idea and its 
execution are part of a trend I see crop-
ping up throughout interesting times in 
history, and throughout world communi-
ties today. It’s a place of business where 

the motive is not pure profit, but where a 
space is provided for many local crafts-
people and families to maintain contact 
and share resources and ideas to further 
each other’s endeavors. The Idea came to 
Karen and Laurel as they were lounging 
in Scottie Schmeid’s riverside cabana. It’s 
amazing how many good ideas can come 
floating down the river when the sunset 
looks just right. They were talking about 
problems they were having obtaining 
healthy local food for their families and 
finding places to recycle all the things 
they were throwing away but knew could 
be reused.

Their search for a solution ebbed 
into the local grapevine and they were 
approached by a member of the local 
Jefferson County Food Cooperative. The 
co-op had a surplus of some of the foods 
and spices they were ordering, and they 
were looking for an outlet. Karen and 
Laurel also became aware of how many 
of their friends needed outlets for the 
recycled goods they were making, and 
they needed access to more materials to 
upcycle their creations. In the manner of 
many things in Shepherdstown, the busi-
ness kind of fell together with a whole 
lot of elbow grease, conversation, and 
compromise.

Although Karen and Laurel came 
up with the idea together, it was decided 
that the business would be easier to run 
with one public contact. Laurel took 
a step back to work on her wonderful 
artwork and Karen is the voice behind 
The Source. However, The Source is 
truly a community business; many of the 
products there are made locally or by 
folks who spend time in Shepherdstown. 
I expect we will see many of the art-
ists, crafters, and farmers who sell there, 
hanging out, shopping, and running the 
store when Karen has other duties.

The core of The Source is their recy-
cling program. You can walk in today and 
drop off your batteries, old candles, old 
soap, cell phones, plastic bags, denim 
jeans, ink cartridges, wine corks, and 
nylons. In the very near future they will 
begin offering large-scale recycling on 
certain dates. I know Karen plans to do 

several days for 
metal, appli-
ances, and 
machinery, and 
other times for 
light bulbs, 
shoes, Goodwill 
clothes, etc. I 
advise anyone 
in town to get 
on her Facebook 
group or e-mail 
list to find out 
when these days 
will be.

The prod-
ucts The Source 
features are as 
varied as the 
personas of its 
purveyors. There 
are bundles of 
fatwood to start 
your fire right, 
various clocks 
made of vinyl 
to help you 
keep time in the 
groove, sharp 
saw blades fea-
turing colorful vistas, rustic handmade 
birdhouses to help you keep the wildlife 
happy, and beautiful woven bags made 
from recycled plastic to carry your goods 
home. They also sell great laundry deter-
gent made from the recycled soap and 
have a gift bag and Mason jar exchange.

I have known Karen and Laurel for 
years and I thank both of them for taking 
time out of their extremely busy family 
lives to come up with a solution to their 
problems that included helping the whole 
town on so many fronts. We get a rap 
for being hippies so why not seize the 
benefits? This is definitely an idea whose 
time had come but is also a bit ahead of 
the curve. The Source is tackling a whole 
host of community interests and its suc-
cess will depend on us. You will truly 
get out more than what you put into this 
space, but if you want it to work, you 
better put something in. They take wine 
corks…

Christopher Robinson is a local artist 
and writer; he can usually be found lolly-
gagging at the Lost Dog or bothering the 
vendors at the farmers’ market.

Local Color

House number 30, DubravaRemnant of tombstone photo plaque 
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PHOTOS BY STEPHEN BALUCH

The Source
108 S. Princess St.
Shepherdstown
Facebook: The Source WV
E-mail: thesourcewv@gmail.com

Hours through March 31
M.–Th. 10:30–5:30
Sat. 12–4
Stay tuned for expanded  
spring/summer hours  
beginning in April!

A sampling of the merchandise available at The Source. The Source is 
truly a community business; many of the products are made locally or by 
folks who spend time in Shepherdstown. 

IMAGES COURTESY OF THE SOURCE

A Community Resource 
Marketplace
Christopher Robinson

The
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Even in a good year, gardening at 
my home is challenging, to say the 
least. The land can generously be 

described as a shale barren, and I have 
imported topsoil for the gardens, literally 
by the ton. We can’t possibly afford to 
cover all of our property with it, so what 
we laughingly call a lawn is mostly an 
expanse of hardy weeds that can thrive in 
an inch of soil. For that reason, as well as 
the increasingly scary, hot, dry summers, I 
am always on the lookout for tough, multi-
purpose plants, especially those that would 
like to cover the ground.

Thyme is usually thought of as a 
culinary herb, but there are hundreds of 
species in the genus Thymus, many mak-
ing good perennial ground covers. Thyme 
is in the mint family (Lamiaceae), and like 
many others in that family, it is often hard 
to pin down the identity of a given species 
or variety.

The commonest culinary thyme is 
French thyme, Thymus vulgaris, a narrow-
leafed, upright, little shrub that gets 
about a foot high. English thyme, also T. 
vulgaris, is supposed to be sweeter, with 
wider leaves, but many sources list both 
names and even more for the same plant. 
And then there is German thyme, but I 
have yet to learn how it differs from the 
other two, and none of these are good 
ground covers.

Lemon thyme, Thymus x citriodorus, 
on the other hand, is much easier to iden-
tify because it smells like, and cooks 
like, lemon. It is a perennial with small 
rounded leaves and grows in low, sprawl-
ing mounds. You can find varieties with 
green, gold, gray or variegated leaves. The 
green in particular will spread rapidly and 
can double as a ground cover, but the oth-
ers are not as vigorous and will probably 
stay where they were planted.

There are many creeping thymes that 
can grow just about anywhere, even at 
my home, and they make tough, attrac-
tive ground covers. They are evergreen, 
have pretty flowers, never need mowing, 
have no pest problems, and some can 
even be used in cooking. Unfortunately, 
sellers sometimes seem to have problems 
accurately identifying them. You might 
purchase something under one name and 
then never find it again, or see it offered 
by another source under another name, so 
you can’t be sure.

I have a wonderful little thyme that 
was identified as caraway thyme, T. herba-
barona, which I think it truly is. It does 
taste and smell just like caraway seeds, 
and I use it in cooking. It forms extremely 

flat, dense, dark green mats that creep 
over and cover all sorts of terrain. In 
summer, it is covered with tiny lavender 
blooms. It grows as happily over a barren 
shale hillside as it does on halfway decent 
soil. It chokes out every weed in its path, 
although it does not seem to send out any 
seeds at a distance.

An extremely tough thyme is one I 
purchased as “oregano thyme.” It does 
smell rather like oregano, although it 
does not match any of the pictures I have 
seen for that variety. It has thick, grayish, 
needlelike leaves and makes low mounds. 
It is very invasive, seeming to leapfrog 
over the yard, and patches of it appear 
everywhere. Personally, I like this because 
I need ground cover, but you might find it 
a bit frightening!

I also have something that may or may 
not be mother-of-thyme, Thymus serphyl-
lum. It has tiny round leaves and spreads 
into sheets about 2 to 3 inches high, 
covered with little purplish-pink flowers 
in summer. Mine is entirely odorless but 
some seed sources say it is supposed to be 
aromatic. It has completely covered some 
problem spaces where nothing else grew, 
but it grows slowly and not as aggressively 
as the oregano-scented thyme.

I’d recommend that you try any of 
the creeping thymes and forget trying to 
figure out exactly what they are. My phi-
losophy is: If it grows, keep it!

Culinary sage, Salvia officinalis, also 
in the mint family, is great not only in the 
herb garden but as an ornamental. This 
evergreen perennial shrub reaches a height 
of about 3 feet, with gray-green leaves 
and blue, purple or pink flowers. It flowers 
profusely in summer and the blooms are 
very attractive to butterflies, as well as to 
bees that make a delicious sage honey.

Sage will thrive in full sun and poor, 
dry soil. In rich soil and a lot of moisture, 
its growth becomes lank. There are cul-
tivars with purple leaves (purpurescens), 
gold leaves (aurea) and variegated green/
white/purple leaves (tricolor) but they 
are not as vigorous as the original green 
variety.

Most of us don’t use much sage in 
cooking except with the Thanksgiving tur-
key, but the plant has many other uses. It 
has been used as a soothing medicinal tea 
in many cultures for centuries, as a gargle 
for sore throats, and as an antiseptic wash 
for small wounds. Leaves dry nicely and 
can be used in dried flower arrangements 
and wreaths.

Some of the woody stems should be 
pruned out in spring to keep the plants 

vigorous, but sage plants 
are not very long-lived and 
should be replaced every 
three to five years. They can 
be grown easily from cuttings 
taken in early summer before 
flowering.

Sage can also be propa-
gated by layering—induc-
ing rooting on a stem still 
attached to the plant. Bend 
a flexible branch down to 
the soil, scrape the bark on 
its lower side, pile soil over 
the bent branch and weight 
it down so it stays covered, 
leaving the tip unburied. In 
several weeks, roots will 
grow on the buried stem and 
it can be detached from the 
parent plant. 

Salvia is large genus, 
containing close to 1,000 
annuals, perennials, and bien-
nials. All of them are charac-
terized by the mint family’s 
square stems and tubular 
flowers, but the plants come 
in many sizes and colors with 
leaves of various shapes.

The commonest orna-
mental Salvia is probably 
scarlet sage, Salvia splendens, 
with 18-inch red spikes, found 
in formal and institutional 
landscapes nationwide, usually 
accompanied by marigolds. 
Less common ornamental 
Salvias have looser growth 
habits and can provide some 
of the brightest reds and blues 
in the flower garden. They are 
very attractive to insects and 
hummingbirds.

Salvia coccinea, Lady 
in Red, is my favorite hum-
mingbird flower. This annual 
reaches two to three feet, with 
many stems of bright red 
blooms midsummer to frost. If 
you give it space, it will seed itself through-
out the growing season, although it may or 
may not volunteer the following year.

Salvia patens, Blue Angel grows to a 
height of about 24 to 28 inches, with mul-
tiple stems of about the bluest blue flow-
ers you can find. It blooms all summer 
through fall.

If you feel lucky, you might want 
to try growing pineapple sage, Salvia 
elegans. This late bloomer reaches 4 to 5 
feet, with large pineapple-scented leaves 

and bright red flowers. Unfortunately, it 
blooms in late September and may not 
give you any flowers before it is killed 
by frost. If you have a large, sunny spot 
indoors, it will bloom in a pot.

Always an herb lover, as a child, Claire 
Stuart would sneak into the neighbor’s 
herb garden and eat her mint.
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again unexpectedly was able to continue 
in Bratislava. This time I was determined 
to include visits to the family villages 
in eastern Slovakia, and in the Czech 
Republic as well, homeland of my moth-
er’s family.

On the afternoon of August 12, 
with some trepidation, I bid farewell 
to classmates and teacher in Bratislava 
and boarded a train bound for eastern 
Slovakia. For the next 10 days, I would 
travel alone, speak no English, and have 
very limited access to e-mail. By the way, 
I now used the Slovak pronunciation of 
my name, Stefan. Where I was headed, 
the name Baluch was still fairly common 
and most people recognized it as a Slovak 
family name when I introduced myself. 

I arrived in the village of Granc-
Petrovce about dinner time. Only a pub in 
town was open. There was no food there, 
only drinks. Two local men started a con-
versation with me. I explained who I was 
and why I was visiting there. Yes, they 
knew some Baluchs, Emil and his son 
Martin, for example. One fellow walked 
around town with me to show me his 
house, the new church, and the cemetery. 
From there I had my first glimpse of Spis 
Castle silhouetted against the setting sun. 
Magnificent! We returned to the pub 
where he bought me a slivovica (a popu-
lar and often homemade Slovak liqueur 
distilled from plums). Now I know why 
there was a plum tree at my grandfather’s 
house in Youngstown, Ohio. When I was 
four years old, I had refused to eat the 
plums from it, unless somebody peeled 
the skins off.

On Friday, August 13, I arrived by 
bus in Dubrava at 9:30 a.m. From the 
birth records I had obtained, I knew 
the Baluchs had lived in house num-

ber 30. And here it was, an older home 
now under reconstruction. Opposite 
the bus stop was a display board with 
town announcements, including a 
Neighborhood Watch list with several 
Baluch family names, and another name 
Fifik, also from our family tree.

I gathered up all the information I 
could find about the village and its his-
tory. I was fascinated to learn that its 
founding in the 1200s was attributed to 
the excellent spring nearby. The spring 
was rumored to be the source of water for 
Spis Castle. In 1821, the first school was 
founded in the village with the teacher’s 
wages paid in shares of the crops and 
livestock production of the villagers, 
one of whom would have been my great-
great-great-grandfather Matthew Baluch. 
All the contributing villagers signed the 
teacher’s contract with XX, since, of 
course, none could read or write prior to 
the founding of the school.

In the afternoon I went by bus 
into Zehra, the parish center where the 
church records of the Baluch family had 
been handwritten in ledger books and 
preserved for hundreds of years. How 

fortunate that these records had 
survived the fires, floods, and 
upheavals in Central Europe. I can 
only assume that the area had been 
well protected all those years by 
the noblemen and support troops 
housed at Spis Castle, one of the 
largest medieval castles in all of 
Central Europe. Later that day I 
toured the castle, and from the 
tower I had a commanding view of 
both Dubrava and Zehra.

For eight more days, I traveled to 
villages in Slovakia and Czech Republic, 
all by bus and rail, or on foot. Wherever 
I went, I saw evidence that my parents’ 
families had indeed lived in these vil-
lages. Many people I met had the same 
family names. It is possible we are distant 
relatives, or “relatives from the second 
knee” as the Slovaks say. Some invited 
me into their homes, possibly the same 
homes where my ancestors lived. I vis-
ited the churches where my ancestors 
worshipped, the houses where they were 
born, the cemeteries where they are bur-
ied, the springs where they drew water, 
and even the sawmill run by my great-
grandfather Peter Pretoka’s (modified 
English spelling) family for hundreds 
of years. Karl Pritoka (original Slovak 
spelling) was working at the sawmill that 
morning as I passed by.

In the Czech Republic, I visited the 
villages where my Mom’s father and her 
maternal grandmother were born. I still 
have not found her grandfather’s village. 
That will need more research and another 
trip.

So many things I saw and learned on 
this trip remind me of my own family and 
the stories I heard growing up. Though 
I was born and lived thousands of miles 
from our Czech and Slovak homeland, I 
feel that I am forever and intimately con-
nected to these people and these places.

Not all of the stories of family his-
tory are happy ones. At one cemetery in 
the Czech Republic was a very moving 
memorial to hundreds of Romy (Gypsy) 
children killed during the Holocaust in 
World War II. On Friday, August 20, the 
last day of my trip, I was able to visit the 
Schreiner family village of Chudiwa, now 
called Chudenin, in the Czech Republic. 
Schreiner is the German family name of 
my wife’s maternal grandfather. All of the 
Germans, after hundreds of years living 
in the so-called Sudetenland, were forci-
bly evicted from the area after World War 
II. The nearby settlement of Rothenbaum, 
along with its 400-year-old church, was 
destroyed. I walked from Chudenin 
through beautiful rolling farm country to 
find the church ruins at Rothenbaum. I 
was heading due west only a few miles 

from the German border. Two large tow-
ers I could see across the border on the 
tallest visible peak in Germany were 
probably radar towers from the Cold War 
era. I imagined that I was tracing the 
route used by the Chudiwa Germans to 
escape to safety after the loss of personal 
and property rights in Czechoslovakia in 
1948. The harrowing story of escape—
”everything…covered with white sheets 
to blend with the snow”—is related by 
Bertha (Zierhut) Pekarchik and tran-
scribed in the report Twenty-Three Came 
from Chudiwa. There are just a few 
lonely houses and barns along the way.

At Rothenbaum, the church foun-
dation has been reconstructed, so that 
the original dimensions and layout can 
be seen. The condition of the cemetery 
is heartbreaking. The old stones, some 
enormous and beautifully crafted, are 
badly damaged and lying in rows. Almost 
none of the inscriptions on the old 
tombstones are legible, and none of the 
embedded porcelain photos are intact. 
Had they not been destroyed, these photo 
plaques might have survived hundreds of 
years for future generations to enjoy.

The final day was one of the most 
moving experiences of the entire trip. 
Rather than just seeing the evidence 
of family life and change, I felt in this 
one day I had witnessed 400 years of 
European history and the tragic conse-
quences of shattered lives and family 
histories destroyed.

On Saturday, August 21, I returned 
by train to Vienna, where I had an eve-
ning to reflect and relax before heading 
home on Sunday. So this journey has 
ended, but the quest to know more about 
my family’s past goes on and on…

Stephen Baluch is a highway engineer 
who worked for the U.S. Department 
of Transportation until retirement 10 
years ago. He has been a resident of 
Shepherdstown since 1997. 

Spis Castle, perhaps one of the largest in Central Europe, covers nearly 10 acres.

Church of the Holy Spirit, Zehra Monument to the Romy children, 
Mirovice
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God in His wisdom made the fly
And then forgot to tell us why.

—Ogden Nash, “The Fly”

Many of us in the Eastern 
Panhandle are echoing Nash’s 
prophetic words: Why in the 

world do we have a deluge of stink bugs 
tormenting us? The stink bug’s very name 
signals its noxious origins and its numbers 
this summer have tormented farmers, 
homeowners, and all others who basically 
are not stink bugs themselves. Alas the 
stink bug is just the latest (and smelliest) 
in a long line of invasive species arriving 
on our shores and quickly throwing our 
lives and ecosystems out of balance.

In the 1950s there was a popular 
series of B movies that suggested insects 
would grow to gargantuan proportions 
(usually through nuclear tests) and then 
destroy our lifestyle. Them (giant ants), 
Tarantula, The Deadly Mantis, The Black 
Scorpion, and The Beginning of the End 
(giant locusts attack Peter Graves and 
Chicago) all were films that suggested 
giant insects would bring about human-
ity’s demise. The stink bug reminds us a 
few big bugs (who it must be noted would 
quickly run out of food—there are only so 
many Peter Graves) are ultimately less of 
a problem than a swarm of little monsters. 
It also turns out nuclear tests and radioac-
tive fertilizers are less likely to cause our 
insect woes than globalization.

Asia seems like the ground zero 
of our modern insect invasions. The 
recently introduced emerald ash borer has 
destroyed tens of millions of ash trees in 
the Upper Midwest. Meanwhile earlier 
unwanted immigrants continue to demol-
ish our forests including: the Asian long-
horned beetle, the gypsy moth, and the 
hemlock woolly adelgid. A huge increase 
in these invasives began in the 1980s with 
the growth of containerized shipping. 
Wood pallets, crates, and timbers provide 
ideal homes for both cheap electronics 
from Asia and invasive insects. In addition 
to worrying about trade barriers between 
China and the United States, we also need 
to be concerned about ecosystem barriers.

The stink bug is one of the more 
recent arrivals in this six-legged march 
across the globe. The stink bug was first 
seen in 1998 in Allentown, Penn. (“The 
Buginning of the End?”), but in the ensu-
ing years has spread across North America 

as far as California. In recent years it 
has become quite a scourge in the mid-
Atlantic. It can be extremely destructive 
to vegetables, fruits, and other agricultural 
crops. So who is this little monster?

Well, technically we are bugged 
by the brown marmorated stink bug 
(Halyomorpha halys), although more 
commonly it is described as a bug with 
an expletive before its name. Although a 
smelly nuisance, my former training in 
evolutionary biology does make me marvel 
at its amazing adaptations for survival. In 
its native China the fast-breeding bug can 
have six generations of buglets a year. In 
the mid-Atlantic one to three generations 
are more common—a warm spring and 
fall increase its lust. This particular stink 
bug doesn’t have any natural predators in 
the United States, perhaps due to their hard 
shieldlike back and the malodorous liquid 
they release when attacked. Their most 
recent unnatural predator has become West 
Virginians. Stink bugs (being from warmer 
Asian climes) like to overwinter inside 
our houses in attics, eaves, and between 
windows and screens. They are relatively 
polite guests (they would never reproduce 
indoors), but they tend to stay a long time 
(i.e., forever). Although relatively quiet in 
winter, the slightest warm spell reawakens 
them and they stretch their wings buzzing 
about and falling into your morning cof-
fee. Now on the face of it, the stink bug 
is more harmless than most of our native 
insects. Stink bugs don’t bite humans, sting 
us, inhabit our beds, or even transmit any 
diseases. Truth be told, they don’t even 
really stink until threatened or attacked. 
Although not dangerous, they are almost 
certainly pests and, most importantly, 
extremely tedious houseguests. So what 
can be done about this nuisance?

Ordinary homeowners can try to seal 
up entry points to their house (eaves of 
attics, windowpanes, broken screens, etc.) 
to keep out these “stinky big sisters” (as 
they are known in China). Once they are 
in the house they can be vacuumed up 
and disposed with the bag. But this is not 
a long-term solution to the bugs’ growing 
numbers and their agricultural devastation.

In the 1950s Americans knew very 
well how to deal with giant bugs attack-
ing scared cities. Flamethrowers, tanks, 
and even atomic bombs helped the United 
States remain bug free in those early hor-
ror films. Today, sadly, these options are 

removed from our toolkit. As mentioned 
before, nothing eats them, not even its 
fiercest foe—humankind. An unnamed 
Shepherd undergraduate tried eating a 
stink bug in a burrito and it was declared 
inedible even to the starving college 
student. (Reflections on the state of our 
state’s educational system will have to 
await a future column.) Soapy water can 
dissolve their exoskeleton over time (and 
presumably make them less stinky) but 
this is a rather weak and time-consuming 
preventive—at least compared to, say, a 
flamethrower. Currently two scientific 
options are being investigated.

The stink bug does have a natural 
predator in Asia. There a tiny parasitic 
wasp destroys the stink bug’s eggs. It 
might be possible to bring the wasp to the 
United States where it could control stink 
bug numbers as it does in Asia. Alas, the 
globe is filled with biological controls 
that failed to work. In 1883 mongooses 
were brought to Hawaii to control the rat 
population. Instead they have devastated 
the local bird population, driving many 
species to near extinction. In 1935 cane 
toads were released in Australia to devour 
beetles affecting agricultural crops. Instead 
the toxic toads have destroyed much of the 
native biodiversity while the toad numbers 
exploded. So with biological controls there 
is always a fear that the solution may be 
worse than the problem.

A more promising stink bug control 
may be, ironically considering its name, 
a smell. Pheromones (naturally occur-
ring insect chemical attractants) from a 
closely related stink bug can lure the local 
bugs into traps. Small pheromone traps 
could clean out houses, while pheromones 
mixed with insecticides could kill the bugs 
in agricultural fields and orchards. These 
pheromones suggest chemical weapons 
may provide the best hope against the bug, 
although the specter of Rachel Carson 
reminds us insecticides can cause unex-
pected casualties. Both of these cures are 
in the research phases, so the bugs will be 
our houseguests for the immediate future.

Although we have been focused 
recently on “global warming,” it may well 
be “global swarming” that proves the more 
immediate threat. While the melting ice 
caps and changing climate give us poten-
tially decades to find a solution, quick 
opportunistic invasives can rapidly disrupt 
an ecosystem. Their explosive growth and 

appetites can wreak havoc for native spe-
cies both two-legged and six-legged.

Two-legged creatures we are sup-
posed to love as we love ourselves. The 
four-legged, also, can come to seem pretty 
important. But six legs are too many from 
the human standpoint.

—Joseph W. Krutch
American author and naturalist

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history, environmental ethics, and environ-
ment and film at Shepherd University. He 
has never tried to eat a stink bug.
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Very early in life, Bryan Kelly, 
owner of Kelly’s White Fly 
Shoppe in Shepherdstown and co-

proprietor of The Angler’s Inn in Harpers 
Ferry, knew that he wanted to be in control 
of his own destiny. He grew up witness-
ing the problems experienced by his father 
who was a workaholic, rarely able or 
willing to take time off for relaxation and 
recreation. The promised fishing trips with 
father and sons never materialized: his dad 
died at 64. This left Kelly with a sadness 
that may be the impetus for his current 
business ventures. Vowing never to sac-
rifice the ability to make time for things 
he and a wife would value and love, Kelly 
purposely chose a career that he thought 
could provide both.

He began that exploration by first 
pursuing a degree in industrial manage-
ment technology with a concentration in 
offset printing at California University 
of Pennsylvania near his hometown of 
Pittsburgh. Unfortunately in 1984, the year 
he graduated, the town steel mills that had 
been the major suppliers of jobs closed 
down, leaving 54 percent of the population 
unemployed. Kelly moved to Baltimore 
and found work as a salesperson in the 
printing industry. After 12 years, the long 
hours in the car required of sales represen-
tatives and the sense of being a small cog 
in a big machine reminded Kelly of his 
original goal and the need for change.

Kelly was reunited with Debbi Bley, 
whom he had known earlier in college, 
when their paths crossed in the work 
arena. Both had lucrative secure jobs in 
printing and both yearned for autonomy as 
they envisioned their life together raising 

a family. As a team, they analyzed their 
skill sets and recognized that together 
they could create a unique commercial 
enterprise using the talents they each pos-
sessed. In retrospect, Bryan and Debbi 
have remarked how fortunate they were to 
have switched careers when they did, since 
today’s printing industry looks nothing 
like its predecessor and provides far fewer 
jobs. Their marriage in 1994, and the 
desire to control their own destiny, have 
yielded three businesses that all revolve 
around fishing.

An enthusiastic fisherman at the age 
of seven, who had the guidance and com-
panionship of 17-year-old brother Shawn, 
Bryan Kelly quickly learned the rudiments 
of fishing. As an adult, he worked his 
way through the contests in the grassroots 
fishing club circuit. Accumulating enough 
points and money, Kelly began to fish 
professionally through the Virginia Bass 
Masters. His high scoring eventually led 
to qualifying for the state championships 
in Maryland, the regionals in Connecticut 
and ultimately to a national tournament. 
He missed it only because it was sched-
uled for the same day as his wedding. The 
decision not to fish that day reflects on a 
wise and savvy bridegroom!

The Kellys decided to establish a 
bed and breakfast located in a small town 
within a 100-mile radius of Baltimore. It 
must have sufficient attractions to draw 
tourists needing a place to stay and a 
nearby river system known for good fish-
ing. They found a vintage 1870s house in 
historic Harpers Ferry with large rooms, 
ample bathrooms, and a kitchen that could 
prepare and serve a hearty gourmet break-

fast. They named it 
The Angler’s Inn. 
Bryan explained, 
“We chose the term 
‘angler’ to avoid the 
stigma that ‘fisher-
man’ carries with 
its cigar-smoking, 
liquor-consuming, 
men-only image. An 
angler is gender neu-
tral and the guided 
fishing trips that 
visitors often come 
for strive to be an 
inclusive experience. 
With half of our cli-
ents being female, I 
guess we have been 
successful in our 
efforts.”

Debbi and Bryan have modeled this 
premise. She accompanies him to tourna-
ments and goes shopping or sightseeing 
in the area, but is always at the weigh-in 
when the competition ends. Sometimes 
they stay longer at the lake or river to 
ride the bass boat and enjoy the outdoors. 
In their business, they promote weekend 
getaways for couples where the nonfishing 
participant can opt to read, birdwatch, or 
simply enjoy the river while the partner is 
fishing.

Guided fishing trips are another phase 
of their enterprise. Most clients, Angler’s 
Inn guests or the general public, are repeat 
clients who enjoy the personal service 
provided by Bryan. They appreciate his 
expertise in light tackle and fly-fishing 
on the Shenandoah and Potomac Rivers. 
The day before a trip, Kelly checks out the 
water temperature, fish activity, and water 
levels at sites along the rivers. He readies 
the equipment, arranges for box lunches 
prepared by Debbi, plans for transporta-
tion to the river, and attends to all the 
details that ensure a seamless outing. 
Bryan Kelly quoted Henry David Thoreau 
when describing the whole experience: 
“Many men go fishing all of their lives 
without knowing that it is not the fish they 
are after.” Kelly, who is licensed, insured, 
bonded, and state credentialed as a guide, 
can point with fatherly pride to the photos 
on the wall of his store displaying proud 
anglers with their catch.

The white fly, or Ephoron Leukon, 
was the first documented and most 
significant mayfly found on the river. 
Specifically located around Pack Horse 
Ford on the Potomac, the large numbers of 
hatching white flies in mid June attracted 
both fish and later fishermen from all 
over the region. Bryan and Debbi Kelly 
decided to capitalize on this when they 
went into business in Shepherdstown five 
years ago. Kelly’s White Fly Shoppe is 
located at 133 W. German Street where 
high-end fishing products, gear, and cloth-
ing are sold. Among the factors influenc-
ing the couple’s choice of location were 
local fly-fishing clubs—Creekside Anglers 
in Hedgesville and Martinsburg, and 
Antietam Anglers in Sharpsburg—who 
gave them the desired audience. The pres-
ence of a Shepherd University staff mem-
ber, who taught fly-fishing, offered the 
possibility of student employees already 
trained in basic skills.

The store represents American com-
panies that produce handmade rods and 
reels, which are individually milled and 

machined. Other more economical and 
midpriced fishing gear not found in big 
box stores is also available. All merchan-
dise is guaranteed by its manufacturer and 
is chosen by the storeowner for durabil-
ity, quality, and sometimes even artistic 
appeal. One item of special interest is a 
hand-painted Abel fishing reel. This piece 
of equipment titled “Appalachian Brook 
Trout” is made from heat tempered, anod-
ized, aircraft aluminum and is one of a 
kind. The artist used seven vibrant colors 
to depict various species of fish, and Kelly 
had to wait nine months for the finished 
product that sells for $500. Kelly’s White 
Fly Shoppe offers fly-tying classes in the 
winter months and fly-casting clinics in 
May and June at Morgan’s Grove Park.

The original impetus for being one’s 
own boss has reaped many benefits for 
the Kelly family. Debbi runs the bed and 
breakfast with ten-year-old Zachary’s 
help in the kitchen and her husband as 
handyman. Bryan manages the store and 
guided trips with marketing and outreach 
assistance from his wife. They control 
their own destiny and are working at 
things they love. As the spring fishing 
season approaches, take a tip from an 
accomplished angler. Bryan Kelly reminds 
us, “You never fish the same water twice, 
so stay in touch with your local fly shop 
to get up-to-the-minute tips on what’s 
running and how to match the catch. At 
The Angler’s Inn and Kelly’s White Fly 
Shoppe, we are in the business of selling 
the stuff that dreams and memories are 
made of. So drop by and you may just 
find some of those lost memories and 
pleasant dreams.”

Wendy Sykes Mopsik now knows more 
than she ever intended to about fishing 
but has a far greater appreciation for the 
finished product on the plate.

Getting Hooked on Fishing
A Visit With Bryan Kelly

Wendy Mopsik

Bryan and Debbi Kelly of Kelly’s White Fly 
Shoppe amidst their unique and practical 
merchandise

The Angler’s Inn of Harpers Ferry provides guests with bed, breakfast, 
and memories and dreams.

PHOTOS COURTESY OF BRYAN AND DEBBI KELLY
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Battle of the Bugs
The Stink Bug Invasion

Mark Madison

All Creatures Great and Small

Movie poster from Them (1954)
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Joanna Morrison
Painting Her Personal Point of View

Nan Broadhurst

Joanna Morrison finds her motiva-
tion for art deep inside herself, 
tapping into her imagination with 

harmonious color, shape, and movement 
to express her passions about the world 
around her. She was born and raised in 
Atlanta, Ga. Her mother was a college-
educated stay-at-home mom and her 
father a skilled carpenter. They each had 
a strong influence on Morrison in their 
own individual way.

Her mother was a strong example 
of tolerance and open-mindedness in the 
midst of the culture of segregation that 
surrounded them. From her, Morrison 
learned to oppose injustice wherever she 
saw it. Morrison’s father set up her very 
own workbench and taught her how to 
use some of his tools. With these she 
constructed marionettes, carving the 
heads out of wood and then putting the 
characters she created into performances 
of her original stories.

She also loved to draw and paint 
from an early age. Another influential 
family member, her Uncle George, was 
an artist, gifted at interior decoration. He 
surprised Morrison by hanging one of her 
paintings in his booth at a major art festi-
val in Atlanta. This was a pivotal moment 

for her, and she knew that art would 
always be central in her life after that.

Though Morrison’s parents sup-
ported her love of art, they stopped short 
of encouraging her to pursue a career in 
it. So, she chose science to be her voca-
tion, strongly influenced by President 
John Kennedy’s call for service. She 
attended Wake Forest in Winston-Salem, 
N.C., with mathematics as her major, but 
she couldn’t abandon her first love alto-
gether. Since Wake Forest didn’t have an 
art department, she attended art classes at 
a nearby women’s college.

After graduating with a bachelor’s 
degree in math, Morrison went north to 
New York City. There she got a day job 
with computers, and also attended the 
School of Visual Arts. At that time, the 
art schools were encouraging all students 
to work in the Abstract Expressionist 
style, which Morrison resisted. She 
persisted in a direction toward highly 
personal imagery using strong design 
elements, the style that has defined her 
art to the present day. She focused on 
illustration and graphic design where she 
could pursue her vision.

After earning a fine arts degree, 
Morrison took off with some friends for 
a year of camping adventures in pictur-
esque places all over the country, landing 
in Nashville, Tenn., to live in a communal 
home. She was involved with the wom-
en’s movement, and it was in this context 
that she met her lifelong friend, Carole 
Powell. She and Powell decided to open 
a feminist bookstore in Nashville, which 
consumed their time and energy. The 
bookstore became a hub for social and 
political activity, serving as a vital com-
munity center, but as a business it was 
less than profitable. At the end of five 
years they reluctantly moved on.

Morrison returned to Atlanta and 
became serious about a career in graphic 
design. After two years, she joined Powell 
in Chicago, where she did freelance 
graphic design and began to pursue her 
art in earnest. She had success in show-

ing in galleries and selling her work 
there, and she was also able to explore 
museums and other art venues to her 
heart’s content. This was a highly stimu-
lating time, and she discovered works 
by Diego Rivera, Kandinsky, Chagall, 
Miró, and Modigliani, which continue 
to be a source of inspiration for her. 
At the newly established WomanMade 
Gallery, she joined like-minded women 
in themed shows, programs, and a group 
mural.

Her experience in Chicago took a 
turn for the worse when the introduction 
of computers in the graphic design field 
made it difficult for traditional design-
ers like Morrison to find work. Powell 
had left Chicago, and Morrison’s mother 
came to stay with her, needing her assis-
tance. The winters were too cold for the 
two southern women, and so Morrison 
decided to move to a warmer climate. 
She took a job with a design firm in 
Alexandria Va., where she began to learn 
the new technology.

Eventually Morrison decided that 
life would be better in the country, so 
she moved to our neck of the woods. 
She found a charming log cabin on the 
C & O Canal and a job as a graphic 
designer with the National Park Service, 
where she still works today. Her mother 
passed away a few years ago. She met 
and married Bob Kelly, who was raising 
his five sons, and she now has moved to 
Keedysville, Md., with her new family.

Morrison loves the local art scene for 
its camaraderie, social support, and learn-
ing opportunities. Since moving here, 
she has redefined her idea of success. 
Where she used to feel that it had to do 
with making a living showing and selling 
in prestigious galleries and venues, she 
now feels that art is an internal activity, 
and nothing else in life gives back such 
a deep sense of satisfaction. If there is 
a positive audience response, then that’s 
icing on the cake. She loves it but knows 
she has no control over it, so she paints 
subjects that interest and please her.

Family, friends, traveling, and being 
outdoors are things she loves. Her paint-
ings feature people, animals, objects, 
and ideas that have significance for her 
and often a strong emotional compo-
nent. Experiences themselves motivate 
her, finding expression in her art. For 
instance, when she had health challenges, 
she painted very personal paintings about 
that. Last year she did a series about a 
poem she particularly liked. Often she 
paints interpretive portraits.

One of the first things she produced 
when she came here was a moving series 
of paintings of the Antietam Battlefield. 
She laughs that they aren’t historically 
correct, since that isn’t her concern. The 
paintings express the tragedy of brother 
fighting brother and the heartbreak of 
young lives lost in war. Morrison painted 
the lovely mural at the Unity Church in 
Frederick called “Love Enfolds.”

Morrison always paints in oil, apply-
ing the paint thinly, usually in a single 
layer. Strong design elements of shape, 
color, and movement connect everything 
in an intimate and harmonious unit. In 
the last few years her interest in three-
dimensional work has resurged, resulting 
in sculptures, reliefs, and constructions 
from wood, clay, found objects (some 
very old and rusty), concrete, and various 
materials that can be carved.

Morrison joined the Shepherdstown 
Friday Painters, and the Artists Gallery, 
which is an artist co-op in Frederick. 
Both these groups have influenced and  
supported her. Her work can be seen at 
the Artists’ Gallery and on their website, 
www.the-artists-gallery.org.

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic 
designer and artist living in 
Shepherdstown and learning to  
be grateful for all life’s lessons.

A Wrinkle of Madness

It happens
each morning,
when the moon elopes
with the darkness
and light rays
bang incessantly
against the earth.
Each afternoon,
when the sun is
an eye of distress,
melting one hour
into next.
And in evening,
it happened 
to the painter who,
bored with his craft,
abandoned
palette and brush,
danced under street lamps
and proclaimed
himself an artist.

Epitaph Revisited

Said she wanted
to write poetry.
Not for money
but self-satisfaction
and fame.
Not the size
of the tombstone,
nor even location,
but the epitaph: Poet.
And people, generations later,
remarking on the
meaning of the word.

The Pick-Up Artist 

Plucking them from their cases, one by one,
you sort them by height like pretty girls in
a pageant—bodhran front, banjo right,
guitar left—each gig, each town, each week.

I watch you swelling around them with the music—
the loving way you touch their sound as it
slips through your fingers—and see you look
unfulfilled. Why have you never married? 

Too much, I suppose, to ask a wife to
comprehend how you could love them more than
her, touch them more than her. Too much for a
wife to take along with her when she leaves.

Summer Outing

It is time to take them out, these children—
put on their leashes, load them in the car or
walk them single-file to town—along the back roads
and ripening raspberries, in the hot July sun.

They do not care how they get out, just that.
Polished to a fine patina, bathed and combed
for their debut, they are nonetheless edgy
about meeting perfect strangers on this path.

Like a perfect storm where intent and outcome
exist in a bad marriage. Will they like us?
Too late to go back home—the mic on,
the reading begun, she is the next poet up.

The Bracelet

She could not, not wear it. Too lovely to remain
still on the dresser like its sisters, waiting for
an occasion to venture out, instead it held her curves
of bone and skin. With each move of her forearm,

the faint click of silver on sound. Talkative some days,
quiet others, it never failed to speak of its artist—
the shaping and smoothing, the contemplation,
the letting go, especially the letting go

Would she hear the stories? Growing more faint as
they meld together, the words nevertheless emerge—
his cast in silver, hers the patina of wear. It’s as he planned,
this fusion of voices. There is no escaping the artist.

The Night Intruder

It was a dream. I tell you that up front,
no getting to the end of a nail-biter
and reading it-was-all-a-dream kind of
nonsense where the writer needs a tactic
to end the poem. It was only a
dream that I heard the refrigerator
door slam shut and thought it was a normal
evening, before he left in the middle
of the night with the dog in the truck and
took up a whole new life. Startled, I looked
around, hoping, dreading, hoping he was
in the kitchen—a chance to see how a
thirty-eight changes the appearance of
corned beef, slaw and a cold beer. Bark, bark.

June, Tomorrow

She plucked herself out of life like one of her garden
flowers no longer pristine—a leaf discolored, a delicate petal
pricked and holey, a slight curve in the stem bending to earth.
Having grown tired of the tending, cutting and caring,

She made the only reasonable choice—to wrap her
sweet blooms, soft shades and hard edges in a legacy: 
forever the older sister, lover, mother, dreamer, skeptic.
Why can’t you stay? The doctors have medicine for you.

Now, a word I could not pluck is suddenly at hand.
A light breeze moves the lily on this windless day.

The Conversation

What to give herself for her birthday, she decided,
was a conversation—one she could recall on a whim,
take on a sultry road trip or sleep with at night—
like a memory laced with the scent of a husband.

It would have two voices, she decided, so she could
ask and reply, penetrate and withdraw—playing both sides,
like the writer of a war-torn plot where friends become
enemies and conversation no longer exists between them.

It would be hers, she decided, to kill off a character,
insert a new one, wrap it in newsprint and string
and place it on the bookshelf—conversation for another day.
She was, after all, a writer with a vivid imagination.

Nancy McKeithen, a writer and print/online designer,  
lives and works in Bakerton, W.Va., and provides marketing 
communications services through The McKeithen Group. She 
is administrator for the Arts and Humanities Alliance (AHA!) 
of Jefferson County.

Nancy McKeithen

Editor’s note: A bodhran, in “The Pick-Up Artist,” is a hand-held Irish drum.

Nancy McKeithen

PHOTO PROVIDED BY NANCY MCKEITHEN

Joanna Morrison

PHOTO BY NAN BROADHURST
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Joanna Morrison
Painting Her Personal Point of View

Nan Broadhurst

Joanna Morrison finds her motiva-
tion for art deep inside herself, 
tapping into her imagination with 

harmonious color, shape, and movement 
to express her passions about the world 
around her. She was born and raised in 
Atlanta, Ga. Her mother was a college-
educated stay-at-home mom and her 
father a skilled carpenter. They each had 
a strong influence on Morrison in their 
own individual way.

Her mother was a strong example 
of tolerance and open-mindedness in the 
midst of the culture of segregation that 
surrounded them. From her, Morrison 
learned to oppose injustice wherever she 
saw it. Morrison’s father set up her very 
own workbench and taught her how to 
use some of his tools. With these she 
constructed marionettes, carving the 
heads out of wood and then putting the 
characters she created into performances 
of her original stories.

She also loved to draw and paint 
from an early age. Another influential 
family member, her Uncle George, was 
an artist, gifted at interior decoration. He 
surprised Morrison by hanging one of her 
paintings in his booth at a major art festi-
val in Atlanta. This was a pivotal moment 

for her, and she knew that art would 
always be central in her life after that.

Though Morrison’s parents sup-
ported her love of art, they stopped short 
of encouraging her to pursue a career in 
it. So, she chose science to be her voca-
tion, strongly influenced by President 
John Kennedy’s call for service. She 
attended Wake Forest in Winston-Salem, 
N.C., with mathematics as her major, but 
she couldn’t abandon her first love alto-
gether. Since Wake Forest didn’t have an 
art department, she attended art classes at 
a nearby women’s college.

After graduating with a bachelor’s 
degree in math, Morrison went north to 
New York City. There she got a day job 
with computers, and also attended the 
School of Visual Arts. At that time, the 
art schools were encouraging all students 
to work in the Abstract Expressionist 
style, which Morrison resisted. She 
persisted in a direction toward highly 
personal imagery using strong design 
elements, the style that has defined her 
art to the present day. She focused on 
illustration and graphic design where she 
could pursue her vision.

After earning a fine arts degree, 
Morrison took off with some friends for 
a year of camping adventures in pictur-
esque places all over the country, landing 
in Nashville, Tenn., to live in a communal 
home. She was involved with the wom-
en’s movement, and it was in this context 
that she met her lifelong friend, Carole 
Powell. She and Powell decided to open 
a feminist bookstore in Nashville, which 
consumed their time and energy. The 
bookstore became a hub for social and 
political activity, serving as a vital com-
munity center, but as a business it was 
less than profitable. At the end of five 
years they reluctantly moved on.

Morrison returned to Atlanta and 
became serious about a career in graphic 
design. After two years, she joined Powell 
in Chicago, where she did freelance 
graphic design and began to pursue her 
art in earnest. She had success in show-

ing in galleries and selling her work 
there, and she was also able to explore 
museums and other art venues to her 
heart’s content. This was a highly stimu-
lating time, and she discovered works 
by Diego Rivera, Kandinsky, Chagall, 
Miró, and Modigliani, which continue 
to be a source of inspiration for her. 
At the newly established WomanMade 
Gallery, she joined like-minded women 
in themed shows, programs, and a group 
mural.

Her experience in Chicago took a 
turn for the worse when the introduction 
of computers in the graphic design field 
made it difficult for traditional design-
ers like Morrison to find work. Powell 
had left Chicago, and Morrison’s mother 
came to stay with her, needing her assis-
tance. The winters were too cold for the 
two southern women, and so Morrison 
decided to move to a warmer climate. 
She took a job with a design firm in 
Alexandria Va., where she began to learn 
the new technology.

Eventually Morrison decided that 
life would be better in the country, so 
she moved to our neck of the woods. 
She found a charming log cabin on the 
C & O Canal and a job as a graphic 
designer with the National Park Service, 
where she still works today. Her mother 
passed away a few years ago. She met 
and married Bob Kelly, who was raising 
his five sons, and she now has moved to 
Keedysville, Md., with her new family.

Morrison loves the local art scene for 
its camaraderie, social support, and learn-
ing opportunities. Since moving here, 
she has redefined her idea of success. 
Where she used to feel that it had to do 
with making a living showing and selling 
in prestigious galleries and venues, she 
now feels that art is an internal activity, 
and nothing else in life gives back such 
a deep sense of satisfaction. If there is 
a positive audience response, then that’s 
icing on the cake. She loves it but knows 
she has no control over it, so she paints 
subjects that interest and please her.

Family, friends, traveling, and being 
outdoors are things she loves. Her paint-
ings feature people, animals, objects, 
and ideas that have significance for her 
and often a strong emotional compo-
nent. Experiences themselves motivate 
her, finding expression in her art. For 
instance, when she had health challenges, 
she painted very personal paintings about 
that. Last year she did a series about a 
poem she particularly liked. Often she 
paints interpretive portraits.

One of the first things she produced 
when she came here was a moving series 
of paintings of the Antietam Battlefield. 
She laughs that they aren’t historically 
correct, since that isn’t her concern. The 
paintings express the tragedy of brother 
fighting brother and the heartbreak of 
young lives lost in war. Morrison painted 
the lovely mural at the Unity Church in 
Frederick called “Love Enfolds.”

Morrison always paints in oil, apply-
ing the paint thinly, usually in a single 
layer. Strong design elements of shape, 
color, and movement connect everything 
in an intimate and harmonious unit. In 
the last few years her interest in three-
dimensional work has resurged, resulting 
in sculptures, reliefs, and constructions 
from wood, clay, found objects (some 
very old and rusty), concrete, and various 
materials that can be carved.

Morrison joined the Shepherdstown 
Friday Painters, and the Artists Gallery, 
which is an artist co-op in Frederick. 
Both these groups have influenced and  
supported her. Her work can be seen at 
the Artists’ Gallery and on their website, 
www.the-artists-gallery.org.

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic 
designer and artist living in 
Shepherdstown and learning to  
be grateful for all life’s lessons.

A Wrinkle of Madness

It happens
each morning,
when the moon elopes
with the darkness
and light rays
bang incessantly
against the earth.
Each afternoon,
when the sun is
an eye of distress,
melting one hour
into next.
And in evening,
it happened 
to the painter who,
bored with his craft,
abandoned
palette and brush,
danced under street lamps
and proclaimed
himself an artist.

Epitaph Revisited

Said she wanted
to write poetry.
Not for money
but self-satisfaction
and fame.
Not the size
of the tombstone,
nor even location,
but the epitaph: Poet.
And people, generations later,
remarking on the
meaning of the word.

The Pick-Up Artist 

Plucking them from their cases, one by one,
you sort them by height like pretty girls in
a pageant—bodhran front, banjo right,
guitar left—each gig, each town, each week.

I watch you swelling around them with the music—
the loving way you touch their sound as it
slips through your fingers—and see you look
unfulfilled. Why have you never married? 

Too much, I suppose, to ask a wife to
comprehend how you could love them more than
her, touch them more than her. Too much for a
wife to take along with her when she leaves.

Summer Outing

It is time to take them out, these children—
put on their leashes, load them in the car or
walk them single-file to town—along the back roads
and ripening raspberries, in the hot July sun.

They do not care how they get out, just that.
Polished to a fine patina, bathed and combed
for their debut, they are nonetheless edgy
about meeting perfect strangers on this path.

Like a perfect storm where intent and outcome
exist in a bad marriage. Will they like us?
Too late to go back home—the mic on,
the reading begun, she is the next poet up.

The Bracelet

She could not, not wear it. Too lovely to remain
still on the dresser like its sisters, waiting for
an occasion to venture out, instead it held her curves
of bone and skin. With each move of her forearm,

the faint click of silver on sound. Talkative some days,
quiet others, it never failed to speak of its artist—
the shaping and smoothing, the contemplation,
the letting go, especially the letting go

Would she hear the stories? Growing more faint as
they meld together, the words nevertheless emerge—
his cast in silver, hers the patina of wear. It’s as he planned,
this fusion of voices. There is no escaping the artist.

The Night Intruder

It was a dream. I tell you that up front,
no getting to the end of a nail-biter
and reading it-was-all-a-dream kind of
nonsense where the writer needs a tactic
to end the poem. It was only a
dream that I heard the refrigerator
door slam shut and thought it was a normal
evening, before he left in the middle
of the night with the dog in the truck and
took up a whole new life. Startled, I looked
around, hoping, dreading, hoping he was
in the kitchen—a chance to see how a
thirty-eight changes the appearance of
corned beef, slaw and a cold beer. Bark, bark.

June, Tomorrow

She plucked herself out of life like one of her garden
flowers no longer pristine—a leaf discolored, a delicate petal
pricked and holey, a slight curve in the stem bending to earth.
Having grown tired of the tending, cutting and caring,

She made the only reasonable choice—to wrap her
sweet blooms, soft shades and hard edges in a legacy: 
forever the older sister, lover, mother, dreamer, skeptic.
Why can’t you stay? The doctors have medicine for you.

Now, a word I could not pluck is suddenly at hand.
A light breeze moves the lily on this windless day.

The Conversation

What to give herself for her birthday, she decided,
was a conversation—one she could recall on a whim,
take on a sultry road trip or sleep with at night—
like a memory laced with the scent of a husband.

It would have two voices, she decided, so she could
ask and reply, penetrate and withdraw—playing both sides,
like the writer of a war-torn plot where friends become
enemies and conversation no longer exists between them.

It would be hers, she decided, to kill off a character,
insert a new one, wrap it in newsprint and string
and place it on the bookshelf—conversation for another day.
She was, after all, a writer with a vivid imagination.

Nancy McKeithen, a writer and print/online designer,  
lives and works in Bakerton, W.Va., and provides marketing 
communications services through The McKeithen Group. She 
is administrator for the Arts and Humanities Alliance (AHA!) 
of Jefferson County.

Nancy McKeithen

Editor’s note: A bodhran, in “The Pick-Up Artist,” is a hand-held Irish drum.

Nancy McKeithen
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Joanna Morrison
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God in His wisdom made the fly
And then forgot to tell us why.

—Ogden Nash, “The Fly”

Many of us in the Eastern 
Panhandle are echoing Nash’s 
prophetic words: Why in the 

world do we have a deluge of stink bugs 
tormenting us? The stink bug’s very name 
signals its noxious origins and its numbers 
this summer have tormented farmers, 
homeowners, and all others who basically 
are not stink bugs themselves. Alas the 
stink bug is just the latest (and smelliest) 
in a long line of invasive species arriving 
on our shores and quickly throwing our 
lives and ecosystems out of balance.

In the 1950s there was a popular 
series of B movies that suggested insects 
would grow to gargantuan proportions 
(usually through nuclear tests) and then 
destroy our lifestyle. Them (giant ants), 
Tarantula, The Deadly Mantis, The Black 
Scorpion, and The Beginning of the End 
(giant locusts attack Peter Graves and 
Chicago) all were films that suggested 
giant insects would bring about human-
ity’s demise. The stink bug reminds us a 
few big bugs (who it must be noted would 
quickly run out of food—there are only so 
many Peter Graves) are ultimately less of 
a problem than a swarm of little monsters. 
It also turns out nuclear tests and radioac-
tive fertilizers are less likely to cause our 
insect woes than globalization.

Asia seems like the ground zero 
of our modern insect invasions. The 
recently introduced emerald ash borer has 
destroyed tens of millions of ash trees in 
the Upper Midwest. Meanwhile earlier 
unwanted immigrants continue to demol-
ish our forests including: the Asian long-
horned beetle, the gypsy moth, and the 
hemlock woolly adelgid. A huge increase 
in these invasives began in the 1980s with 
the growth of containerized shipping. 
Wood pallets, crates, and timbers provide 
ideal homes for both cheap electronics 
from Asia and invasive insects. In addition 
to worrying about trade barriers between 
China and the United States, we also need 
to be concerned about ecosystem barriers.

The stink bug is one of the more 
recent arrivals in this six-legged march 
across the globe. The stink bug was first 
seen in 1998 in Allentown, Penn. (“The 
Buginning of the End?”), but in the ensu-
ing years has spread across North America 

as far as California. In recent years it 
has become quite a scourge in the mid-
Atlantic. It can be extremely destructive 
to vegetables, fruits, and other agricultural 
crops. So who is this little monster?

Well, technically we are bugged 
by the brown marmorated stink bug 
(Halyomorpha halys), although more 
commonly it is described as a bug with 
an expletive before its name. Although a 
smelly nuisance, my former training in 
evolutionary biology does make me marvel 
at its amazing adaptations for survival. In 
its native China the fast-breeding bug can 
have six generations of buglets a year. In 
the mid-Atlantic one to three generations 
are more common—a warm spring and 
fall increase its lust. This particular stink 
bug doesn’t have any natural predators in 
the United States, perhaps due to their hard 
shieldlike back and the malodorous liquid 
they release when attacked. Their most 
recent unnatural predator has become West 
Virginians. Stink bugs (being from warmer 
Asian climes) like to overwinter inside 
our houses in attics, eaves, and between 
windows and screens. They are relatively 
polite guests (they would never reproduce 
indoors), but they tend to stay a long time 
(i.e., forever). Although relatively quiet in 
winter, the slightest warm spell reawakens 
them and they stretch their wings buzzing 
about and falling into your morning cof-
fee. Now on the face of it, the stink bug 
is more harmless than most of our native 
insects. Stink bugs don’t bite humans, sting 
us, inhabit our beds, or even transmit any 
diseases. Truth be told, they don’t even 
really stink until threatened or attacked. 
Although not dangerous, they are almost 
certainly pests and, most importantly, 
extremely tedious houseguests. So what 
can be done about this nuisance?

Ordinary homeowners can try to seal 
up entry points to their house (eaves of 
attics, windowpanes, broken screens, etc.) 
to keep out these “stinky big sisters” (as 
they are known in China). Once they are 
in the house they can be vacuumed up 
and disposed with the bag. But this is not 
a long-term solution to the bugs’ growing 
numbers and their agricultural devastation.

In the 1950s Americans knew very 
well how to deal with giant bugs attack-
ing scared cities. Flamethrowers, tanks, 
and even atomic bombs helped the United 
States remain bug free in those early hor-
ror films. Today, sadly, these options are 

removed from our toolkit. As mentioned 
before, nothing eats them, not even its 
fiercest foe—humankind. An unnamed 
Shepherd undergraduate tried eating a 
stink bug in a burrito and it was declared 
inedible even to the starving college 
student. (Reflections on the state of our 
state’s educational system will have to 
await a future column.) Soapy water can 
dissolve their exoskeleton over time (and 
presumably make them less stinky) but 
this is a rather weak and time-consuming 
preventive—at least compared to, say, a 
flamethrower. Currently two scientific 
options are being investigated.

The stink bug does have a natural 
predator in Asia. There a tiny parasitic 
wasp destroys the stink bug’s eggs. It 
might be possible to bring the wasp to the 
United States where it could control stink 
bug numbers as it does in Asia. Alas, the 
globe is filled with biological controls 
that failed to work. In 1883 mongooses 
were brought to Hawaii to control the rat 
population. Instead they have devastated 
the local bird population, driving many 
species to near extinction. In 1935 cane 
toads were released in Australia to devour 
beetles affecting agricultural crops. Instead 
the toxic toads have destroyed much of the 
native biodiversity while the toad numbers 
exploded. So with biological controls there 
is always a fear that the solution may be 
worse than the problem.

A more promising stink bug control 
may be, ironically considering its name, 
a smell. Pheromones (naturally occur-
ring insect chemical attractants) from a 
closely related stink bug can lure the local 
bugs into traps. Small pheromone traps 
could clean out houses, while pheromones 
mixed with insecticides could kill the bugs 
in agricultural fields and orchards. These 
pheromones suggest chemical weapons 
may provide the best hope against the bug, 
although the specter of Rachel Carson 
reminds us insecticides can cause unex-
pected casualties. Both of these cures are 
in the research phases, so the bugs will be 
our houseguests for the immediate future.

Although we have been focused 
recently on “global warming,” it may well 
be “global swarming” that proves the more 
immediate threat. While the melting ice 
caps and changing climate give us poten-
tially decades to find a solution, quick 
opportunistic invasives can rapidly disrupt 
an ecosystem. Their explosive growth and 

appetites can wreak havoc for native spe-
cies both two-legged and six-legged.

Two-legged creatures we are sup-
posed to love as we love ourselves. The 
four-legged, also, can come to seem pretty 
important. But six legs are too many from 
the human standpoint.

—Joseph W. Krutch
American author and naturalist

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history, environmental ethics, and environ-
ment and film at Shepherd University. He 
has never tried to eat a stink bug.
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Very early in life, Bryan Kelly, 
owner of Kelly’s White Fly 
Shoppe in Shepherdstown and co-

proprietor of The Angler’s Inn in Harpers 
Ferry, knew that he wanted to be in control 
of his own destiny. He grew up witness-
ing the problems experienced by his father 
who was a workaholic, rarely able or 
willing to take time off for relaxation and 
recreation. The promised fishing trips with 
father and sons never materialized: his dad 
died at 64. This left Kelly with a sadness 
that may be the impetus for his current 
business ventures. Vowing never to sac-
rifice the ability to make time for things 
he and a wife would value and love, Kelly 
purposely chose a career that he thought 
could provide both.

He began that exploration by first 
pursuing a degree in industrial manage-
ment technology with a concentration in 
offset printing at California University 
of Pennsylvania near his hometown of 
Pittsburgh. Unfortunately in 1984, the year 
he graduated, the town steel mills that had 
been the major suppliers of jobs closed 
down, leaving 54 percent of the population 
unemployed. Kelly moved to Baltimore 
and found work as a salesperson in the 
printing industry. After 12 years, the long 
hours in the car required of sales represen-
tatives and the sense of being a small cog 
in a big machine reminded Kelly of his 
original goal and the need for change.

Kelly was reunited with Debbi Bley, 
whom he had known earlier in college, 
when their paths crossed in the work 
arena. Both had lucrative secure jobs in 
printing and both yearned for autonomy as 
they envisioned their life together raising 

a family. As a team, they analyzed their 
skill sets and recognized that together 
they could create a unique commercial 
enterprise using the talents they each pos-
sessed. In retrospect, Bryan and Debbi 
have remarked how fortunate they were to 
have switched careers when they did, since 
today’s printing industry looks nothing 
like its predecessor and provides far fewer 
jobs. Their marriage in 1994, and the 
desire to control their own destiny, have 
yielded three businesses that all revolve 
around fishing.

An enthusiastic fisherman at the age 
of seven, who had the guidance and com-
panionship of 17-year-old brother Shawn, 
Bryan Kelly quickly learned the rudiments 
of fishing. As an adult, he worked his 
way through the contests in the grassroots 
fishing club circuit. Accumulating enough 
points and money, Kelly began to fish 
professionally through the Virginia Bass 
Masters. His high scoring eventually led 
to qualifying for the state championships 
in Maryland, the regionals in Connecticut 
and ultimately to a national tournament. 
He missed it only because it was sched-
uled for the same day as his wedding. The 
decision not to fish that day reflects on a 
wise and savvy bridegroom!

The Kellys decided to establish a 
bed and breakfast located in a small town 
within a 100-mile radius of Baltimore. It 
must have sufficient attractions to draw 
tourists needing a place to stay and a 
nearby river system known for good fish-
ing. They found a vintage 1870s house in 
historic Harpers Ferry with large rooms, 
ample bathrooms, and a kitchen that could 
prepare and serve a hearty gourmet break-

fast. They named it 
The Angler’s Inn. 
Bryan explained, 
“We chose the term 
‘angler’ to avoid the 
stigma that ‘fisher-
man’ carries with 
its cigar-smoking, 
liquor-consuming, 
men-only image. An 
angler is gender neu-
tral and the guided 
fishing trips that 
visitors often come 
for strive to be an 
inclusive experience. 
With half of our cli-
ents being female, I 
guess we have been 
successful in our 
efforts.”

Debbi and Bryan have modeled this 
premise. She accompanies him to tourna-
ments and goes shopping or sightseeing 
in the area, but is always at the weigh-in 
when the competition ends. Sometimes 
they stay longer at the lake or river to 
ride the bass boat and enjoy the outdoors. 
In their business, they promote weekend 
getaways for couples where the nonfishing 
participant can opt to read, birdwatch, or 
simply enjoy the river while the partner is 
fishing.

Guided fishing trips are another phase 
of their enterprise. Most clients, Angler’s 
Inn guests or the general public, are repeat 
clients who enjoy the personal service 
provided by Bryan. They appreciate his 
expertise in light tackle and fly-fishing 
on the Shenandoah and Potomac Rivers. 
The day before a trip, Kelly checks out the 
water temperature, fish activity, and water 
levels at sites along the rivers. He readies 
the equipment, arranges for box lunches 
prepared by Debbi, plans for transporta-
tion to the river, and attends to all the 
details that ensure a seamless outing. 
Bryan Kelly quoted Henry David Thoreau 
when describing the whole experience: 
“Many men go fishing all of their lives 
without knowing that it is not the fish they 
are after.” Kelly, who is licensed, insured, 
bonded, and state credentialed as a guide, 
can point with fatherly pride to the photos 
on the wall of his store displaying proud 
anglers with their catch.

The white fly, or Ephoron Leukon, 
was the first documented and most 
significant mayfly found on the river. 
Specifically located around Pack Horse 
Ford on the Potomac, the large numbers of 
hatching white flies in mid June attracted 
both fish and later fishermen from all 
over the region. Bryan and Debbi Kelly 
decided to capitalize on this when they 
went into business in Shepherdstown five 
years ago. Kelly’s White Fly Shoppe is 
located at 133 W. German Street where 
high-end fishing products, gear, and cloth-
ing are sold. Among the factors influenc-
ing the couple’s choice of location were 
local fly-fishing clubs—Creekside Anglers 
in Hedgesville and Martinsburg, and 
Antietam Anglers in Sharpsburg—who 
gave them the desired audience. The pres-
ence of a Shepherd University staff mem-
ber, who taught fly-fishing, offered the 
possibility of student employees already 
trained in basic skills.

The store represents American com-
panies that produce handmade rods and 
reels, which are individually milled and 

machined. Other more economical and 
midpriced fishing gear not found in big 
box stores is also available. All merchan-
dise is guaranteed by its manufacturer and 
is chosen by the storeowner for durabil-
ity, quality, and sometimes even artistic 
appeal. One item of special interest is a 
hand-painted Abel fishing reel. This piece 
of equipment titled “Appalachian Brook 
Trout” is made from heat tempered, anod-
ized, aircraft aluminum and is one of a 
kind. The artist used seven vibrant colors 
to depict various species of fish, and Kelly 
had to wait nine months for the finished 
product that sells for $500. Kelly’s White 
Fly Shoppe offers fly-tying classes in the 
winter months and fly-casting clinics in 
May and June at Morgan’s Grove Park.

The original impetus for being one’s 
own boss has reaped many benefits for 
the Kelly family. Debbi runs the bed and 
breakfast with ten-year-old Zachary’s 
help in the kitchen and her husband as 
handyman. Bryan manages the store and 
guided trips with marketing and outreach 
assistance from his wife. They control 
their own destiny and are working at 
things they love. As the spring fishing 
season approaches, take a tip from an 
accomplished angler. Bryan Kelly reminds 
us, “You never fish the same water twice, 
so stay in touch with your local fly shop 
to get up-to-the-minute tips on what’s 
running and how to match the catch. At 
The Angler’s Inn and Kelly’s White Fly 
Shoppe, we are in the business of selling 
the stuff that dreams and memories are 
made of. So drop by and you may just 
find some of those lost memories and 
pleasant dreams.”

Wendy Sykes Mopsik now knows more 
than she ever intended to about fishing 
but has a far greater appreciation for the 
finished product on the plate.

Getting Hooked on Fishing
A Visit With Bryan Kelly

Wendy Mopsik

Bryan and Debbi Kelly of Kelly’s White Fly 
Shoppe amidst their unique and practical 
merchandise

The Angler’s Inn of Harpers Ferry provides guests with bed, breakfast, 
and memories and dreams.

PHOTOS COURTESY OF BRYAN AND DEBBI KELLY

Brown marmorated stink bug
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Battle of the Bugs
The Stink Bug Invasion

Mark Madison

All Creatures Great and Small

Movie poster from Them (1954)
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Even in a good year, gardening at 
my home is challenging, to say the 
least. The land can generously be 

described as a shale barren, and I have 
imported topsoil for the gardens, literally 
by the ton. We can’t possibly afford to 
cover all of our property with it, so what 
we laughingly call a lawn is mostly an 
expanse of hardy weeds that can thrive in 
an inch of soil. For that reason, as well as 
the increasingly scary, hot, dry summers, I 
am always on the lookout for tough, multi-
purpose plants, especially those that would 
like to cover the ground.

Thyme is usually thought of as a 
culinary herb, but there are hundreds of 
species in the genus Thymus, many mak-
ing good perennial ground covers. Thyme 
is in the mint family (Lamiaceae), and like 
many others in that family, it is often hard 
to pin down the identity of a given species 
or variety.

The commonest culinary thyme is 
French thyme, Thymus vulgaris, a narrow-
leafed, upright, little shrub that gets 
about a foot high. English thyme, also T. 
vulgaris, is supposed to be sweeter, with 
wider leaves, but many sources list both 
names and even more for the same plant. 
And then there is German thyme, but I 
have yet to learn how it differs from the 
other two, and none of these are good 
ground covers.

Lemon thyme, Thymus x citriodorus, 
on the other hand, is much easier to iden-
tify because it smells like, and cooks 
like, lemon. It is a perennial with small 
rounded leaves and grows in low, sprawl-
ing mounds. You can find varieties with 
green, gold, gray or variegated leaves. The 
green in particular will spread rapidly and 
can double as a ground cover, but the oth-
ers are not as vigorous and will probably 
stay where they were planted.

There are many creeping thymes that 
can grow just about anywhere, even at 
my home, and they make tough, attrac-
tive ground covers. They are evergreen, 
have pretty flowers, never need mowing, 
have no pest problems, and some can 
even be used in cooking. Unfortunately, 
sellers sometimes seem to have problems 
accurately identifying them. You might 
purchase something under one name and 
then never find it again, or see it offered 
by another source under another name, so 
you can’t be sure.

I have a wonderful little thyme that 
was identified as caraway thyme, T. herba-
barona, which I think it truly is. It does 
taste and smell just like caraway seeds, 
and I use it in cooking. It forms extremely 

flat, dense, dark green mats that creep 
over and cover all sorts of terrain. In 
summer, it is covered with tiny lavender 
blooms. It grows as happily over a barren 
shale hillside as it does on halfway decent 
soil. It chokes out every weed in its path, 
although it does not seem to send out any 
seeds at a distance.

An extremely tough thyme is one I 
purchased as “oregano thyme.” It does 
smell rather like oregano, although it 
does not match any of the pictures I have 
seen for that variety. It has thick, grayish, 
needlelike leaves and makes low mounds. 
It is very invasive, seeming to leapfrog 
over the yard, and patches of it appear 
everywhere. Personally, I like this because 
I need ground cover, but you might find it 
a bit frightening!

I also have something that may or may 
not be mother-of-thyme, Thymus serphyl-
lum. It has tiny round leaves and spreads 
into sheets about 2 to 3 inches high, 
covered with little purplish-pink flowers 
in summer. Mine is entirely odorless but 
some seed sources say it is supposed to be 
aromatic. It has completely covered some 
problem spaces where nothing else grew, 
but it grows slowly and not as aggressively 
as the oregano-scented thyme.

I’d recommend that you try any of 
the creeping thymes and forget trying to 
figure out exactly what they are. My phi-
losophy is: If it grows, keep it!

Culinary sage, Salvia officinalis, also 
in the mint family, is great not only in the 
herb garden but as an ornamental. This 
evergreen perennial shrub reaches a height 
of about 3 feet, with gray-green leaves 
and blue, purple or pink flowers. It flowers 
profusely in summer and the blooms are 
very attractive to butterflies, as well as to 
bees that make a delicious sage honey.

Sage will thrive in full sun and poor, 
dry soil. In rich soil and a lot of moisture, 
its growth becomes lank. There are cul-
tivars with purple leaves (purpurescens), 
gold leaves (aurea) and variegated green/
white/purple leaves (tricolor) but they 
are not as vigorous as the original green 
variety.

Most of us don’t use much sage in 
cooking except with the Thanksgiving tur-
key, but the plant has many other uses. It 
has been used as a soothing medicinal tea 
in many cultures for centuries, as a gargle 
for sore throats, and as an antiseptic wash 
for small wounds. Leaves dry nicely and 
can be used in dried flower arrangements 
and wreaths.

Some of the woody stems should be 
pruned out in spring to keep the plants 

vigorous, but sage plants 
are not very long-lived and 
should be replaced every 
three to five years. They can 
be grown easily from cuttings 
taken in early summer before 
flowering.

Sage can also be propa-
gated by layering—induc-
ing rooting on a stem still 
attached to the plant. Bend 
a flexible branch down to 
the soil, scrape the bark on 
its lower side, pile soil over 
the bent branch and weight 
it down so it stays covered, 
leaving the tip unburied. In 
several weeks, roots will 
grow on the buried stem and 
it can be detached from the 
parent plant. 

Salvia is large genus, 
containing close to 1,000 
annuals, perennials, and bien-
nials. All of them are charac-
terized by the mint family’s 
square stems and tubular 
flowers, but the plants come 
in many sizes and colors with 
leaves of various shapes.

The commonest orna-
mental Salvia is probably 
scarlet sage, Salvia splendens, 
with 18-inch red spikes, found 
in formal and institutional 
landscapes nationwide, usually 
accompanied by marigolds. 
Less common ornamental 
Salvias have looser growth 
habits and can provide some 
of the brightest reds and blues 
in the flower garden. They are 
very attractive to insects and 
hummingbirds.

Salvia coccinea, Lady 
in Red, is my favorite hum-
mingbird flower. This annual 
reaches two to three feet, with 
many stems of bright red 
blooms midsummer to frost. If 
you give it space, it will seed itself through-
out the growing season, although it may or 
may not volunteer the following year.

Salvia patens, Blue Angel grows to a 
height of about 24 to 28 inches, with mul-
tiple stems of about the bluest blue flow-
ers you can find. It blooms all summer 
through fall.

If you feel lucky, you might want 
to try growing pineapple sage, Salvia 
elegans. This late bloomer reaches 4 to 5 
feet, with large pineapple-scented leaves 

and bright red flowers. Unfortunately, it 
blooms in late September and may not 
give you any flowers before it is killed 
by frost. If you have a large, sunny spot 
indoors, it will bloom in a pot.

Always an herb lover, as a child, Claire 
Stuart would sneak into the neighbor’s 
herb garden and eat her mint.
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again unexpectedly was able to continue 
in Bratislava. This time I was determined 
to include visits to the family villages 
in eastern Slovakia, and in the Czech 
Republic as well, homeland of my moth-
er’s family.

On the afternoon of August 12, 
with some trepidation, I bid farewell 
to classmates and teacher in Bratislava 
and boarded a train bound for eastern 
Slovakia. For the next 10 days, I would 
travel alone, speak no English, and have 
very limited access to e-mail. By the way, 
I now used the Slovak pronunciation of 
my name, Stefan. Where I was headed, 
the name Baluch was still fairly common 
and most people recognized it as a Slovak 
family name when I introduced myself. 

I arrived in the village of Granc-
Petrovce about dinner time. Only a pub in 
town was open. There was no food there, 
only drinks. Two local men started a con-
versation with me. I explained who I was 
and why I was visiting there. Yes, they 
knew some Baluchs, Emil and his son 
Martin, for example. One fellow walked 
around town with me to show me his 
house, the new church, and the cemetery. 
From there I had my first glimpse of Spis 
Castle silhouetted against the setting sun. 
Magnificent! We returned to the pub 
where he bought me a slivovica (a popu-
lar and often homemade Slovak liqueur 
distilled from plums). Now I know why 
there was a plum tree at my grandfather’s 
house in Youngstown, Ohio. When I was 
four years old, I had refused to eat the 
plums from it, unless somebody peeled 
the skins off.

On Friday, August 13, I arrived by 
bus in Dubrava at 9:30 a.m. From the 
birth records I had obtained, I knew 
the Baluchs had lived in house num-

ber 30. And here it was, an older home 
now under reconstruction. Opposite 
the bus stop was a display board with 
town announcements, including a 
Neighborhood Watch list with several 
Baluch family names, and another name 
Fifik, also from our family tree.

I gathered up all the information I 
could find about the village and its his-
tory. I was fascinated to learn that its 
founding in the 1200s was attributed to 
the excellent spring nearby. The spring 
was rumored to be the source of water for 
Spis Castle. In 1821, the first school was 
founded in the village with the teacher’s 
wages paid in shares of the crops and 
livestock production of the villagers, 
one of whom would have been my great-
great-great-grandfather Matthew Baluch. 
All the contributing villagers signed the 
teacher’s contract with XX, since, of 
course, none could read or write prior to 
the founding of the school.

In the afternoon I went by bus 
into Zehra, the parish center where the 
church records of the Baluch family had 
been handwritten in ledger books and 
preserved for hundreds of years. How 

fortunate that these records had 
survived the fires, floods, and 
upheavals in Central Europe. I can 
only assume that the area had been 
well protected all those years by 
the noblemen and support troops 
housed at Spis Castle, one of the 
largest medieval castles in all of 
Central Europe. Later that day I 
toured the castle, and from the 
tower I had a commanding view of 
both Dubrava and Zehra.

For eight more days, I traveled to 
villages in Slovakia and Czech Republic, 
all by bus and rail, or on foot. Wherever 
I went, I saw evidence that my parents’ 
families had indeed lived in these vil-
lages. Many people I met had the same 
family names. It is possible we are distant 
relatives, or “relatives from the second 
knee” as the Slovaks say. Some invited 
me into their homes, possibly the same 
homes where my ancestors lived. I vis-
ited the churches where my ancestors 
worshipped, the houses where they were 
born, the cemeteries where they are bur-
ied, the springs where they drew water, 
and even the sawmill run by my great-
grandfather Peter Pretoka’s (modified 
English spelling) family for hundreds 
of years. Karl Pritoka (original Slovak 
spelling) was working at the sawmill that 
morning as I passed by.

In the Czech Republic, I visited the 
villages where my Mom’s father and her 
maternal grandmother were born. I still 
have not found her grandfather’s village. 
That will need more research and another 
trip.

So many things I saw and learned on 
this trip remind me of my own family and 
the stories I heard growing up. Though 
I was born and lived thousands of miles 
from our Czech and Slovak homeland, I 
feel that I am forever and intimately con-
nected to these people and these places.

Not all of the stories of family his-
tory are happy ones. At one cemetery in 
the Czech Republic was a very moving 
memorial to hundreds of Romy (Gypsy) 
children killed during the Holocaust in 
World War II. On Friday, August 20, the 
last day of my trip, I was able to visit the 
Schreiner family village of Chudiwa, now 
called Chudenin, in the Czech Republic. 
Schreiner is the German family name of 
my wife’s maternal grandfather. All of the 
Germans, after hundreds of years living 
in the so-called Sudetenland, were forci-
bly evicted from the area after World War 
II. The nearby settlement of Rothenbaum, 
along with its 400-year-old church, was 
destroyed. I walked from Chudenin 
through beautiful rolling farm country to 
find the church ruins at Rothenbaum. I 
was heading due west only a few miles 

from the German border. Two large tow-
ers I could see across the border on the 
tallest visible peak in Germany were 
probably radar towers from the Cold War 
era. I imagined that I was tracing the 
route used by the Chudiwa Germans to 
escape to safety after the loss of personal 
and property rights in Czechoslovakia in 
1948. The harrowing story of escape—
”everything…covered with white sheets 
to blend with the snow”—is related by 
Bertha (Zierhut) Pekarchik and tran-
scribed in the report Twenty-Three Came 
from Chudiwa. There are just a few 
lonely houses and barns along the way.

At Rothenbaum, the church foun-
dation has been reconstructed, so that 
the original dimensions and layout can 
be seen. The condition of the cemetery 
is heartbreaking. The old stones, some 
enormous and beautifully crafted, are 
badly damaged and lying in rows. Almost 
none of the inscriptions on the old 
tombstones are legible, and none of the 
embedded porcelain photos are intact. 
Had they not been destroyed, these photo 
plaques might have survived hundreds of 
years for future generations to enjoy.

The final day was one of the most 
moving experiences of the entire trip. 
Rather than just seeing the evidence 
of family life and change, I felt in this 
one day I had witnessed 400 years of 
European history and the tragic conse-
quences of shattered lives and family 
histories destroyed.

On Saturday, August 21, I returned 
by train to Vienna, where I had an eve-
ning to reflect and relax before heading 
home on Sunday. So this journey has 
ended, but the quest to know more about 
my family’s past goes on and on…

Stephen Baluch is a highway engineer 
who worked for the U.S. Department 
of Transportation until retirement 10 
years ago. He has been a resident of 
Shepherdstown since 1997. 

Spis Castle, perhaps one of the largest in Central Europe, covers nearly 10 acres.

Church of the Holy Spirit, Zehra Monument to the Romy children, 
Mirovice

Not Just for Cooking
Claire Stuart

Caraway thyme in January

Creeping thyme in January

Culinary sage in January

PHOTOS BY CLAIRE STUART
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I’m not quite sure how or where this 
journey began. Perhaps it was when 
listening to my grandmother’s stories 

of growing up in an ethnic neighbor-
hood of Czech immigrants in Cleveland. 
Or when I found my dad’s lesson books 
of the Slovak language tucked away in 
our basement. Dad’s brother and cousins 
spoke often of their Slovak ancestors, 
especially “Stara Baba,” the great-grand-
mother who had come from Slovakia 
and lived into her 70s, whom they barely 
understood in language or customs.

Somehow I think these memories 
were the spark of my interest in family 
history. It was not until many years later 
that the spark started to light a fire. When 
I was growing up in the 1950s and 1960s, 
Czechoslovakia was a forbidden and 
mysterious land behind the Iron Curtain. 
When in 1989 the Berlin Wall unexpect-
edly came crashing down and the curtain 
was lifted, there came with it the first 
glimmer of hope of ever traveling there 
to learn more about our ancestors from 
Czechoslovakia.

In 1990, after a job transfer brought 
me back to Washington, D.C., I had the 

first opportunity to study the Slovak lan-
guage, and some years later the Czech 
language, which is, as they say, “the same 
as Slovak but different.”

Equipped now with some knowledge 
of the languages and culture, I set about 
to accumulate as much information as I 
could about the family histories. Ah, but 
how to begin? The most important things 
about family history research I learned 
from my mother’s good friend, a lifelong 
genealogist: curiosity, enthusiasm, and 
persistence. The best sources of actual 
information are the memories and shoe-
boxes of living relatives, as these are 
filled with scraps that disclose or lead to 
family origins. I spent hours talking to 
Mom and Dad, Dad’s older brother, sis-
ter, and cousins, and Mom’s older sister. 
This led me to other living relatives in 
Cleveland, Baltimore, and Youngstown, 
Ohio, and to some I had never known, 
scattered throughout the country in 
California, Texas, Florida, Pennsylvania, 
and even a third cousin born in Ohio now 
living in Scotland, UK.

By the end of the 1990s I had a 
fairly extensive picture of our Czech 

and Slovak immigrant ancestors who 
had come to America and their descen-
dants in the United States, but I had 
little information about their origins in 
Czechoslovakia, which by now had sepa-
rated into the two independent countries 
of the Czech Republic and Slovakia. 
Two events were milestones at this stage 
of my research. A local Civil War his-
torian from Martinsburg led a group of 
researchers from the Eastern Panhandle 
on a field trip to the National Archives 
in Washington to offer hands-on assis-
tance with the family history resources 
available there. With her help, I found in 
the immigrant ship registers on micro-
film the entry record for the very first 
Baluch from my dad’s family who came 
to America. That was my grandfather’s 
oldest brother George, who arrived at the 
port of Baltimore in 1899. This provided 
the vital link to the homeland, the first 
time I had seen the name of Dubrava, a 
village in eastern Slovakia.

Names of immigrants who arrived at 
the port of New York and were processed 
through Ellis Island can now be searched 
online at http://www.ellisisland.org. For 
example, my great-grandparents and my 
grandfather Stephen, then 11 years old, 
arrived together at the port of New York 
from Dubrava, Hungary (now Slovakia), 
on May 12, 1906, carrying $850. What 
a thrill it was to see a document like this 
that connects me to the family history I 
had never known.

The second milestone was a work-
shop on Slovak genealogy at the Latter 
Day Saints (LDS or Mormon) library in 
Kensington, Md. The LDS church has 
amassed and preserved huge amounts of 
family history records from everywhere 
in the world for religious reasons. At 

this workshop, I learned how to locate 
villages in Slovakia by their German, 
Hungarian, or Slovak names, and more 
importantly, how to determine where 
church records for its residents would 
be kept. For Dubrava, as an example, 
the vital records for its Roman Catholic 
population were recorded at the parish 
center in Zehra, a short distance away. 
I also learned that the LDS church had 
begun microfilming all the Slovak church 
records and they would soon be avail-
able for all of present-day Slovakia. 
Later I joined the Czech and Slovak 
Genealogical Society based in St. Paul, 
Minn., and attended some of its seminars 
and conferences, which were very helpful 
in identifying other available sources of 
records.

The LDS records are available 
worldwide for nominal copying and 
lending fees at any LDS Family History 
Center library. I used one in Ashburn, 
northern Virginia, where I would order 
microfilms of birth, death, and marriage 
records. With these resources, over sev-
eral years, I was able to locate ancestors 
from a dozen different Slovak villages 
and trace some family lines back to the 
1700s, and I often found the house num-
ber where the families had lived. Did 
these houses still exist, I wondered?

In 2009 after I was laid off from a 
part-time job I had taken after my first 
retirement, I signed up for a six-week 
intensive course in Slovak language at 
the University of Pittsburgh Summer 
Language Institute. Rather unexpect-
edly, I was able to join the four-week 
continuation class in Bratislava, the 
capital of Slovakia. The following sum-
mer, I returned to Pittsburgh for the 
advanced Slovak language class, and 

A Journey of Discovery to slovAkiA AnD the czech republic

Stephen Baluch

For 30 years I have been walking 
the uneven bricks of this old town. 
I’ve probably spent a few hours 

over the course of my lifetime consid-
ering the past lives and roles of each 
building I walk by: How many founding 
fathers have passed out in that attic? How 
many soldiers washed out their kerchiefs 
in that stretch of the run? What did they 
used to make with those weird old tools? 
Sometimes when I do an interview I 
learn something new about the past of 
one of these weary old buildings and this 
time was no exception.

The new home of The Source is a 
small, old brick building standing alone 
at the end of what used to be a weather-
beaten yard behind what was the Old 
Pharmacy Café. The café is now a rug 
shop. The old yard, in which I watched 
Kara Picard planting purple irises, is now 
a blooming community garden, and the 
old brick building is now The Source.

After the hubbub of the holidays had 
died down a bit, I grabbed my notebook 
and settled at The Source to talk to its 
creators, Karen Valentine and Laurel 
Parker. The inside of the space seemed 
very warm and homey with its gaily cov-
ered ceiling, racks of colorful products, 
and the plethora of beckoning recycling 
containers. I had to cover first things 
first, though. What did the building used 
to be? I was not disappointed as Karen 
explained that the building was originally 
the switch house for Shepherdstown’s 
first telephones. A group of folks sat 
right there in chairs connecting various 
town residents to the rest of the world 
by changing plugs in a massive wall. 
This vision seemed to mesh well with 
the banks of baskets for recycling to 
go out and be reused in the world. You 
can almost hear the voices in the ether. 
This place is truly a natural connection 
point, and many ideas are meeting there, 
blooming and growing every day.

The business model is not a particu-
larly traditional one, but the idea and its 
execution are part of a trend I see crop-
ping up throughout interesting times in 
history, and throughout world communi-
ties today. It’s a place of business where 

the motive is not pure profit, but where a 
space is provided for many local crafts-
people and families to maintain contact 
and share resources and ideas to further 
each other’s endeavors. The Idea came to 
Karen and Laurel as they were lounging 
in Scottie Schmeid’s riverside cabana. It’s 
amazing how many good ideas can come 
floating down the river when the sunset 
looks just right. They were talking about 
problems they were having obtaining 
healthy local food for their families and 
finding places to recycle all the things 
they were throwing away but knew could 
be reused.

Their search for a solution ebbed 
into the local grapevine and they were 
approached by a member of the local 
Jefferson County Food Cooperative. The 
co-op had a surplus of some of the foods 
and spices they were ordering, and they 
were looking for an outlet. Karen and 
Laurel also became aware of how many 
of their friends needed outlets for the 
recycled goods they were making, and 
they needed access to more materials to 
upcycle their creations. In the manner of 
many things in Shepherdstown, the busi-
ness kind of fell together with a whole 
lot of elbow grease, conversation, and 
compromise.

Although Karen and Laurel came 
up with the idea together, it was decided 
that the business would be easier to run 
with one public contact. Laurel took 
a step back to work on her wonderful 
artwork and Karen is the voice behind 
The Source. However, The Source is 
truly a community business; many of the 
products there are made locally or by 
folks who spend time in Shepherdstown. 
I expect we will see many of the art-
ists, crafters, and farmers who sell there, 
hanging out, shopping, and running the 
store when Karen has other duties.

The core of The Source is their recy-
cling program. You can walk in today and 
drop off your batteries, old candles, old 
soap, cell phones, plastic bags, denim 
jeans, ink cartridges, wine corks, and 
nylons. In the very near future they will 
begin offering large-scale recycling on 
certain dates. I know Karen plans to do 

several days for 
metal, appli-
ances, and 
machinery, and 
other times for 
light bulbs, 
shoes, Goodwill 
clothes, etc. I 
advise anyone 
in town to get 
on her Facebook 
group or e-mail 
list to find out 
when these days 
will be.

The prod-
ucts The Source 
features are as 
varied as the 
personas of its 
purveyors. There 
are bundles of 
fatwood to start 
your fire right, 
various clocks 
made of vinyl 
to help you 
keep time in the 
groove, sharp 
saw blades fea-
turing colorful vistas, rustic handmade 
birdhouses to help you keep the wildlife 
happy, and beautiful woven bags made 
from recycled plastic to carry your goods 
home. They also sell great laundry deter-
gent made from the recycled soap and 
have a gift bag and Mason jar exchange.

I have known Karen and Laurel for 
years and I thank both of them for taking 
time out of their extremely busy family 
lives to come up with a solution to their 
problems that included helping the whole 
town on so many fronts. We get a rap 
for being hippies so why not seize the 
benefits? This is definitely an idea whose 
time had come but is also a bit ahead of 
the curve. The Source is tackling a whole 
host of community interests and its suc-
cess will depend on us. You will truly 
get out more than what you put into this 
space, but if you want it to work, you 
better put something in. They take wine 
corks…

Christopher Robinson is a local artist 
and writer; he can usually be found lolly-
gagging at the Lost Dog or bothering the 
vendors at the farmers’ market.

Local Color

House number 30, DubravaRemnant of tombstone photo plaque 
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PHOTOS BY STEPHEN BALUCH

The Source
108 S. Princess St.
Shepherdstown
Facebook: The Source WV
E-mail: thesourcewv@gmail.com

Hours through March 31
M.–Th. 10:30–5:30
Sat. 12–4
Stay tuned for expanded  
spring/summer hours  
beginning in April!

A sampling of the merchandise available at The Source. The Source is 
truly a community business; many of the products are made locally or by 
folks who spend time in Shepherdstown. 

IMAGES COURTESY OF THE SOURCE

A Community Resource 
Marketplace
Christopher Robinson

The
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Six months before retirement, I was apprehen-
sive: What would occupy my time and energy? 
Most of my career had been challenging full-

time jobs plus part-time work in the Coast Guard 
Reserve. To prepare for this long-awaited shock of no 
traditional work, I talked to friends and read books. 
How to Retire Happy, Wild, and Free, by Ernie J. 
Zelinski, showed how some people found volunteer-
ing a viable substitute for the structure and rewards 
of full-time work. In the United States, 64 million 
people—28 percent of civilians age 16 and over—
volunteer at least one day each year.

Zelinski recommended VolunteerMatch.org, 
which strengthens communities by making it easier 
for good people and good causes to connect. It has 
become the preferred Internet recruiting tool for over 
74,000 nonprofits, making over five million referrals 
since 1998. Their motto: Service to others embodies 
true beauty.

My first simple search turned up 83 interesting 
opportunities within 20 miles of Shepherdstown! 
These ranged from the bizarre (helping to collect 
human hair to make into oil booms to soak up spilled 
Gulf Coast oil) to the conventional (transporting the 
elderly, teaching, reading). One particularly appealed: 
to repair and maintain the Appalachian Trail (AT).

The post sounded exciting. The Appalachian Trail 
Conservancy’s (ATC) volunteer trail crew program 
is designed to be free of cost to the participant. Paid 
trail crew lead a team of up to 10 volunteers for up to 
a week of work protecting, repairing and building the 
AT. Volunteers build steps, construct new trail, install 
erosion-control devices, and build bridges on the AT.

ATC Headquarters is in Harpers Ferry, so I 
contacted Bob Proudman to get inside recommenda-
tions. The best option, and recommended by Bob, 
was the Smokies Wilderness Elite Appalachian Trail 
(SWEAT) team, “a hike into the deep backcountry of 
the Smokies for a week of work and fellowship.”

What could be better—free food while backpack-
ing and a little work fixing trails for others to enjoy? 
What could go wrong? I do yardwork, like gym, and 
had backpacked (40 years ago). I considered myself 
prepared. On the 455-mile road trip, I could meditate 
on retirement. A more careful reading of the fine 
print, or the acronym SWEAT, might have caused 
concern.

The 2,175-mile AT was the brainchild of Benton 
MacKaye, who proposed his idea in 1921. It became 
one of the world’s longest continuously marked foot-
paths, stretching from Katahdin, Maine, to (of all 
places) Springer Mountain, Ga. How could I refuse 
this challenge? It had my name on it! The AT crosses 
five national forests in the South and traverses 
the Smokies for 71 miles. Both its highest point, 
Clingman’s Dome (6,643 feet), and most remote area, 
Tricorner Knob, are in the Smokies. I dusted off the 
40-year-old backpack.

The road trip entailed record heat and humidity, 
with no air conditioning. The terrain became more 
and more rugged into Tennessee. Once off Interstate 

81, cell phone signals disappeared. The last leg to Big 
Creek Base Camp snaked along the Pigeon River on 
a remote gravel road. I ended up looking for a park-
ing lot and an ATC Trail Crew sign.

One of the first volunteers to arrive, I could relax 
before dinner in an air-conditioned base camp house, 
an unused park ranger quarters. Other volunteers 
trickled in and explained the difference between those 
who “through hike” the complete AT in four to six 
months, and “section hikers,” who complete the entire 
AT by sections over a period of years or decades. 

Hikers often adopt a trail name. Hopeful was 
a man in his 60s with a sunny disposition. Regor is 
Roger spelled backwards. Trips-a-lot (self explana-
tory), Take-a-break, Sprouts, and Sketch were other 
trail names.

Hopeful through-hiked 10 years earlier, and 
this trail crew work was to test himself for trying it 
again. A director of recreation and his student from 
Columbus, Ohio, were learning trail maintenance, 
hoping to set up a similar service club at Ohio 
State University. An uncle and nephew from North 
Carolina came to “give back” to the ATC. They had 
section-hiked two weeks yearly for eight years. Amy, 
a liberal arts college sophomore, was doing volunteer 
service on her summer break. This was her second 
week on SWEAT. Gary, about my age, had managed 
a recreation outfitter store and now did community 
outreach for a large equipment manufacturer.

Team 1 leader, Chris, was taking time off from 
college and had volunteered before—then just didn’t 
leave. Team 2 leader, Luke, had an environment and 
recreation degree and had done this the three previous 
summers. He wanted to do it one more year before 
leading kayak eco-tours in Florida’s Everglades.

A staff member cooked a great spaghetti dinner, 
our last dinner in civilization for a week. Then Luke 
and Chris explained safety procedures and described 
what the previous six trail crews had accomplished. 
We would cook and share dinner as a group but each 
prepare our own breakfast and lunch.

Our crew’s 10 volunteers split into two teams to 
work toward each other from separate start points. 
Our food and tools, in equal portions, were added to 
already laden backpacks for morning. We also picked 
out and packed our individual breakfast and lunch 
foodstuffs, cautioned to take plenty of drink powder 
and energy snacks. More-experienced hikers shared 
tips on what to bring and what to leave. No pack was 
to exceed 55 pounds—an awful lot. An early night was 
called for. After the first, toughest day carrying in the 
gear, each team would set up field camps from which 
we would day-hike to cover our allotted work areas.

The next day we hauled gear in a van, and, near 
lunchtime, we arrived back at Big Creek Base Camp. 
There we decided to have another last meal so we’d 
carry food in our stomachs, not in our packs. The six-
mile hike in was hot and arduous—up a 17-percent 
grade on loose, slippery rocks. Lead hiker Hopeful 
startled a black bear along the trail. It didn’t seem too 
frightened, but lumbered off uphill.

Volunteering on the Appalachian Trail
David Springer

Temple of Healing
Michael Rakoff

Imagine walking into the main entrance 
of a fantastic hospital facility where 
there is no information desk, no bill-

ing office, no gift shop, and no coffee 
shop. There is a vast quality of quiet in 
the empty lobby that boasts a 90-foot-high 
dome, marble floors, and balconies from 
each wing. A volunteer is stationed at the 
main door offering directions and asking 
patients and visitors to remove their shoes. 
Over the past two years, I have made sev-
eral month-long trips to India to work at 
this charity hospital in Bangalore.

This journey began for me in 1998, 
when my wife-to-be, Susan, first told me 
about a holy man in India, Sri Sathya Sai 
Baba. His message is that we are all divine 
and that we must recognize the divinity 
within ourselves and in all other living 
things. He says we can progress on this 
path by providing selfless service without 
expectation of reward. His watchwords are 
“Love All, Serve All.” Sai Baba says that all 
humans are entitled to free education, free 
healthcare, and access to water. Sai Baba 
has millions of followers all over the world. 
I soon discovered that his followers are also 
engaged in an amazing array of service 
projects worldwide. I was quickly attracted.

I soon began working with the Sai 
organization, feeding the homeless in 
Washington, setting up free medical screen-
ing programs in inner-city churches in 
Baltimore, and doing environmental clean-
up. More recently, I have traveled annually 
to India to spend time at Sai Baba’s ashram.

Sai Baba has set up both general 
hospitals and “super specialty” hospitals 
in Bangalore and Puttaparthi, the rural vil-
lage where he was raised and the site of 
his main ashram. The specialty hospitals 
are beautiful “Temples of Healing,” like 
the one described above. They provide 
advanced services, completely free to all 
who come. The focus of these facilities is 
to combine cutting-edge science with love 
and compassion for the patients. In India, 
I work at the Sri Sathya Sai Institute for 
Higher Medical Sciences in Whitefield. 

This facility has 330 beds and provides 
cardiology, cardiothoracic and vascular sur-
gery, neurology, and neurosurgery—com-
pletely free of charge!

While I originally trained and worked 
as a pediatrician, for the past 30 years, I 
worked in administration and as a manage-
ment consultant for hospitals and large 
medical groups in the United States. When 
I visited the super specialty hospital in 
Bangalore in 2008, the assistant to the 
director discovered my line of work and 
asked me if I could help them. I eagerly 
agreed. Soon, we decided to focus on 
rewriting hospital policies and procedures 
and on infection control.

In this Temple of Healing, patients 
come to the screening clinic at 6 in the 
morning to line up. The first 70 are seen. 
Patients are scheduled for surgery based 
upon the urgency of their cases. Some wait 
a long time to be called. Because the need 
is so great and resources limited, the hos-
pital is very specific about which cases it 
can handle. 

The hospital’s goal is to take care of 
the patient first and to be a model for how 
care should be delivered. Early on, I sug-
gested that the hospital could decrease the 
length of stay for cardiac surgery patients 
from 10 days to four or five, which is 
standard practice in the United States. The 
chairman of the department gently inter-
rupted me and said that we certainly could 
discharge patients earlier, but many had 
to travel up to three days on trains with 
little food and unsanitary conditions. He 
informed me that it is much better to keep 
these patients in the hospital to ensure 
their healing before they go home. The 
hospital managers put patient care first and 
see their job as making sure the best care 
is delivered. There is no competition for 
advancement or personal rewards.

This is a free hospital, but, obviously, 
it cannot serve all in need. It has been set 
up as a model for ideal healthcare. The 
staff provides care that addresses the physi-
cal, mental, and spiritual needs of patients. 

After patients’ diagnostic testing, cardiol-
ogy residents, fellows, and consultants see 
them in the afternoon. The chairman of 
cardiology ultimately sees every patient 
who might need surgery or catheterization. 
After the intake process, the patient spends 
about half an hour with one of 20 trained 
volunteer counselors who makes sure that 
he or she understands the instructions, the 
disease, and the follow-up steps. Patients 
are also encouraged to pray and put faith in 
whatever spiritual path they follow.

This past summer, I was in residence 
at the hospital for four weeks. During that 
time, a team of cardiology volunteers from 
the University of Utah Medical School 
arrived. These top doctors were experts 
in their fields of electrophysiology (pace-
makers) and repairing holes in the heart. 
They also brought a million dollars worth 
of advanced catheters and pacemakers 
donated by medical equipment suppliers in 
the United States.

At the end of their one-week visit, I 
asked the lead cardiologist about his expe-
rience. His response was glowing. Each 
morning the patients and their families 
would stand in the hallway and bow to him, 
thanking him profusely. Concerning the 
quality of care, he told me that the chair-
man of cardiology could do any procedure 
necessary using much inferior equipment. 
This cardiologist wants to return with his 
fellows and residents so that they can expe-
rience this kind of working climate.

The lessons for me have been many. 
The first lesson is that patients’ needs and 
safety can and must be put first—before 
profits. Second, even in a developing 
country, good intentions and hard work 
can overcome many obstacles. Third is 
patience. In the United States, “time is 
money.” Work must be done quickly and 
efficiently. In India, the pace is slower and 
new plans are implemented at the “right” 
time. The final lesson for me is that to 
accomplish the best outcome, all patients 
must be treated with great respect, and 
their physical, mental, and spiritual needs 

are equally important in achieving good 
outcomes.

People often wonder how such a 
highly advanced hospital can give free 
care. One of the principles of the Sai orga-
nization is not to solicit donations. Sai fol-
lowers and benefactors donate generously 
on their own to a charitable central trust 
that carefully utilizes the donations.

It is a joy to work in this unique insti-
tution. While there, I whistle my way to 
work each day. When at home, I follow up 
on projects by e-mail. In our discussions of 
healthcare reform, this is a model for ideal 
healthcare for all.

In case you’re wondering, our infec-
tion control project has had significant 
results. For three months this past summer, 
the hospital had no infections of wounds, 
of indwelling catheters, or pneumonia for 
patients on ventilators. Developing this 
project fits within a campaign led by the 
World Health Organization for patient 
safety. We have been asked to write a 
grant proposal to expand our efforts in this 
regard and to teach others.

The Sri Sathya Sai Institute for Higher Medical Sciences in Whitefield, India

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY MICHAEL RAKOFF

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY THE AUTHOR

Michael Rakoff, MD, moved to 
Shepherdstown three years ago with his 
wife, Susan Sullivan-Rakoff. Semiretired 
from a career of management consult-
ing for hospitals, he currently assists the 
Eastern Panhandle Free Clinic.

Susan Sullivan-Rakoff under the dome in the 
main lobby of the Sri Sathya Sai Institute for 
Higher Medical Sciences

Welcome sign

A welcome sight

Packed up and ready to work

A deserved break
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Not a Day Goes By
Sarah Soltow

While the members of Patent 
Pending consider themselves a 
Washington, D.C.–based blue-

grass band, we here in the Shepherdstown 
area call them our own. It is true that 
one of their first regular gigs was at the 
Birchmere in Alexandria back in the 
late 70s, and it is true that WAMU’s 
Bluegrass Country program keeps them 
on the D.C. airwaves, but Eldred Hill, 
Rusty Williams, and Jim Steptoe, the 
core of the group for three decades, 
belong to the Eastern Panhandle of West 
Virginia. And it is true for the group, as 
for much of this community, that not a 
day goes by that Jimmy Steptoe is not 
remembered fondly as a great member of 
this music family.

Jimmy Steptoe started playing blue-
grass banjo in his law school days in 
Morgantown with Rusty Williams in a 
group called Mountain Grass. Back in 
Martinsburg, W.Va., he hooked up with 
Eldred Hill, Leigh Taylor, and David 
McLaughlin for the formation of Patent 
Pending. Through luck, pluck, or des-
tiny, this group played at the Birchmere 
in Alexandria, Va., which was the same 
venue that Seldom Scene, another well-
known bluegrass band, played. After 
about eight months of Wednesday night 
gigs, Patent Pending was an established 
area bluegrass band with a long musical 
career ahead of them.

In 1979, they cut their first record-
ing, an “extended play” vinyl disc of 
five songs that could be used as a demo 
for clubs. The band’s long association 
with WAMU (88.5 NPR, American 
University) began with this recording, 
and Red Shipley, former host of Stained 
Glass Bluegrass (WAMU), was a great 
fan of the band. Once in 1981, while lis-

tening to Red Shipley play “Songs of 
the Cross” on a Palm Sunday morning, 
Hill drove down to the station with a 
copy of an original gospel song called 
“Barabbas” that he had written and 
the band had recorded. That year, it 
was voted Number One on the WAMU 
Bluegrass Listeners’ Survey.

Patent Pending’s discography 
includes seven recordings. The first 
record from the group, Straight From 
the Heart (1980), included several 
original songs. In 1984, the group 
recorded with Flying Fish, a national 
label whose musicians included New 
Grass Revival and John Hartford. 
At this point in their careers, they 
bought a bus and traveled a circuit 
that included bluegrass festivals 
from Florida to upstate New York, 
Colorado, St. Louis, and the Chicago 
Folk Festival. Around 1989, when the 
new recording medium of the CD arrived, 
the band took a few detours and went 
back to smaller recording companies.

The 90s saw several personnel 
changes in the band, although the core 
of Steptoe, Williams, and Hill remained. 
Teri Chism (bass) and husband, Wayne 
Lanham (fiddle), played for several years, 
and Ed Barney remains today as lead 
guitarist of the group. In 1998, the group 
recorded a gospel CD, A Child of God, 
which included “Barabbas” and other 
originals written by Hill.

Over the years, Eldred Hill has writ-
ten a number of songs, about 30 of which 
have been recorded by Patent Pending. 
The group covers classic bluegrass such 
as the Stanley Brothers, Flatt & Scruggs, 
Bill Monroe, Don Reno, and Red Smiley. 
When Hill’s songs are interspersed with 
these, the flow of music is seamless. He 
writes in the classic bluegrass tradition. 
When Hill talks about the song-writing 
process, he mentions “the hook”—the 
catchy phrase in the lyrics that will stick 
in people’s minds and help keep the 
song in their ears. For “Luther Johnson’s 
Still,” his song about moonshiners on 
the band’s latest release, the hook is “no 
lack of danger in the moonshinin’ trade.” 
This song also contains some interesting 
details about that particular skill that Hill 
researched as he wrote the song.

In late August 2009, another hook 
for a song entered Hill’s mind, “where 
every tear is wiped away.” He thought 
this was a good line, so he jotted it down 
for future reference. Two days later, he 
received the devastating news that his 
longtime banjo player and dear friend, Jim 

Steptoe, had died unexpectedly of a mas-
sive heart attack. They had been together 
the previous Thursday evening at a ball-
game in Baltimore, and other than a few 
issues of “not feeling well,” Steptoe had 
seemed fine to all his friends and fam-
ily. The family, of course, asked Patent 
Pending to play at the service, so Hill hur-
riedly completed the song “Every Tear.”

The recent Patent Pending CD 
release, Not a Day Goes By (November 
2010), is a tribute to Jim Steptoe, who had 
participated in planning and rehearsing 
for this production. He and Hill worked 
together on the quick-paced arrangement 
of the traditional English song, “John 
Barleycorn Must Die.” He had chosen an 
old Virginia Squires song called “Hard 
Times in Kentucky” for the CD, and his 
influence is felt in the song. Leigh Taylor-
Kron has returned to the group with her 
bass and her vocals and Keith Dill fiddles 
our hearts away. Buster Sexton contributes 
banjo and an instrumental selection called 
“Stillhouse Holler Blues.” Steptoe cannot 
be replaced, but the music lives on.

The last three songs on the CD are 
especially poignant. “Every Tear” is a 
lovely tribute to a dear friend. “Someday 
Soon,” also written by Hill, speaks to 
the reality of death as a part of life and 
the assurance that we can have as we 
face that reality for ourselves. The final 
cut on the CD is “Somewhere Over the 
Rainbow,” a song with a long tradition. 
This version is pure Steptoe. Several 
years ago, after Hill had worked on 
a mandolin melody line for the song, 
Steptoe then took it up to research the 
various arrangements and chord possibili-
ties. The result is a wonderful bluegrassy 
version of a well-known song that Patent 

Pending never planned to record. As a 
final note to a man’s life of music, fam-
ily, and friends, it is perfect.

The newest Patent Pending CD, Not 
a Day Goes By, is available through the 
band’s website: http://www.patentpend-
ingband.com

Sarah Soltow is the school counselor at 
Driswood Elementary. She is currently 
ordering trees and flower seed in antici-
pation of spring.

Reaching the shelter, we were exhausted for 
our first night in the woods but excited about 
the week’s prospects. Our group dinner of maca-
roni and cheese loaded calories for strenuous 
exertion. For me, the highlight was learning to 
use a reverse osmosis water purifier, high-tech 
gear not available decades before.

AT shelters are typically three-sided log 
huts with two tiers of plywood bunks where 
campers lay out their padding and sleeping 
bags. Hopeful said it’s smart to leave pack 
pockets open so mice can get in and don’t gnaw 
holes in your pack.

Near each shelter were bear cables, an 
elaborate system of hooks, pulleys, and cables 
strung between trees so packs with food can be 
hoisted 20 feet in the air, to deny free meals to 
bears. Signs warned us to clean up food scraps 
and hang supplies out of reach. At one time 
shelters had chain-link fencing across the fourth 
side to keep the bears out, but novice hikers fed 
the bears through the fencing, encouraging them 
to associate shelters with food. These barriers 
have been removed to give free access to bears 
and hikers alike. Bears can no longer come 
watch the people in the cage!

Though it dawned hot, our third day was 
ambitiously planned to be our hardest workday. 
We carried daypacks with snacks and tools 
12 miles out and then worked our way back 
toward the field camp, clearing trail as we went. 
Two of us, armed with “swing blades,” hacked 
back underbrush three feet to each side of the 
trail’s center. Two cleaned out clogged drainage 
structures, like waterbars and ditches, using a 
Pulaski, a heavy-duty cross between a pickaxe 
and a splitting maul, and a fire rake, a heavy-
duty hoe/rake. The other two crew carried lop-
pers, pruning shears, and a saw.

Besides normal trail clearing, the SWEAT 
crew’s main job is to prevent trail-shift. A trail’s 
wear pattern tends to move because hikers 
naturally gravitate away from the hillside. We 
cut back woody growth on the trail’s uphill side 
to force hikers to the inside of the trail tread. 
Waterbars are diagonal natural stone or wood 
structures that divert rainwater off the trail. If 
water runs down trail’s length, it erodes and ruts 
the trail surface. Duff, leaves, and organic mat-
ter, must be raked out above the waterbar and 
replaced with compacted stone and dirt.

Local clubs maintain trail sections easily 
reached on weekends or holidays. The SWEAT 

crew does 35 miles of remote sections, half of 
the total AT in the park.

All regular hikers in the Smokies must use 
the shelters. The SWEAT crew is allowed to set 
up field camps, to save shelter space. Because 
I had endured a hard day on the swing blade, I 
asked to stay in the shelter one more night. Luke 
relented—if there was a space. The others went 
500 yards away to set up camp. Then we cooked 
and ate our meal at the shelter, politely but qui-
etly. We were exhausted from a full day. 

By the time we ate and cleaned up, it was 
dark, so I crawled into my sleeping bag as the 
others headed to their tents. Just drifting into 
sound sleep, I was startled by their noisy return 
and excited chatter about eyes glinting in the 
dark and destroyed tents. The bear was back! 
My laziness in staying in the shelter paid off: 
Luke’s $350 tent was torn and its poles snapped. 
We spent our second night packed in the shelter 
with five regular hikers.

In the morning we were disappointed to 
learn that it is park policy, and a safety precau-
tion, to prohibit overnight camping near recent 
bear incidents. We would have to leave. We 
decided to work one more morning before we 
hiked out. I worked with Gary on the pruning 
brigade. Because horses use this section, we had 
to prune up to at least eight feet up.

The downhill hike was easier and we had 
less food to carry. Still, we were discouraged. 
We had hoped to stay more days in the woods. 
Several of us did stay a day or two longer, work-
ing from the Base Camp on short sections of 
trail. But we missed being deep in the woods, and 
folks trickled back to their daily lives.

Trail work was a wonderful experience. If 
you have a strong back and love the outdoors, I 
encourage you to volunteer with me next season.

Michigan-born Dave Springer, father of five, 
retired Coast Guard captain, and current Town 
Council member, revels in adventure and enjoys 
an active lifestyle in and around Shepherdstown.

Every Tear

You were right by my side
Every step of the way
Every show, every chord, every song
And with each passing day
As the sun fades away
I am trying my best to stay strong 

CHORUS:
Though these sad goodbyes
Bring the tears to my eyes
I know we’ll be together some day
Where the soul never dies
In that sweet home on high
Where every tear is wiped away 

Every life that you touched
We will miss you so much
You’re the rock that we all could 

lean on
All the stories and smiles
As we traveled the miles
I still can’t believe that you’re gone

—Eldred Hill 

Jim Steptoe, March 19, 1951–August 30, 2009

Patent Pending—from left to right: Buster Sexton, Leigh Taylor-Kron, Eldred Hill,  
Rusty Williams, Keith Dill, Ed Barney

PHOTOS PROVIDED BY ELDRED HILL
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This is a story about commu-
nity and history. In November 
2012, the Corporation of 

Shepherdstown will be 250 years old: It 
was in November 1762 that the Virginia 
Assembly signed the town’s official 
charter. Of course our little settlement 
was an active place prior to that, too. 
It seems this geographic location has 
always been a magnet for folks.

When I was asked to write about 
the plans for Shepherdstown’s Semi-
Quincentennial, or the “SQ 250,” I 
sought advice from friends on exactly 
what to write. Their best suggestion 
was: “Write from your heart.” Well, 
that’s not too difficult for someone who 
lives in this community. Our collection 
of friends and neighbors, both past and 
present, inspire thoughts from the heart.

This celebration recognizes more 
than 250 years of people and events that 
have been Shepherdstown. Immediately 
upon accepting the chairperson position 
I went to the library and checked out 
every history book on Shepherdstown 
and spent several nights reading. It’s 
unbelievable how much history has 
taken place here and unbelievable the 
people who have lived here. One of the 
goals for celebration, in my mind, is to 
educate us as to who came before us.

From my readings I found that the 
Town Run, which is fed by six natural 
springs, was a source of power for many 
small businesses and therefore a draw to 
this beautiful spot on the Potomac River. 
The first attempt at a permanent English 
settlement in Shepherdstown was 1719. 
Prior to that, the Adena people or 
Mound Builders were the first known 
settlers in the region, around 2,000 years 
ago! During the late 1500s, 1600s, and 
1700s this was a very well-traveled 
area for countless Native American 
peoples, among them the Huron and 
tribes from the Iroquois Confederacy 
who used the area for hunting grounds 
during the spring and summer months. 
In 1734 Thomas Shepherd was granted 
land from the Colony of Virginia and 
laid out 50 acres for the town, and in 
1762 the town of Mecklenburg, now 
Shepherdstown, was chartered.

Some of the events that occurred 
here are important enough to be counted 
in our nation’s history. In 1748, 16-year-
old George Washington hiked over this 
countryside surveying for Lord Fairfax. 
And in 1775, responding to a call from 
then general George Washington, two 
regiments comprised of volunteers from 
Shepherdstown and Berkeley County 
left from Morgan’s Spring (Morgan’s 
Grove Park) and covered 600 miles in 
24 days to Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
Most school children in the United 
States know this as the “Beeline March.” 
James Rumsey launched the first steam-
propelled vessel on the Potomac in 
1787—with George Washington present 
in the crowd.

The C&O Canal, built during 
the 1830s, named Lock 38 as the 
Shepherdstown Lock, an indicator of 
the relationship between the C&O Canal 
and Shepherdstown, and the only lock 
named for a West Virginia town. After 
the Battle of Antietam in September 
1862, the entire town became a hospital 
for the wounded and dying. Accounts 
indicate that there were wounded and 
dying in every home, building, church, 
street, and alley. Jump to the present 
day: In January 2000, Shepherdstown 
was the site for the Peace Talks between 
Israel and Syria. All of these events  
happened right here!

In June 2010, Dr. Keith Alexander 
from Shepherd University contacted 
Mayor Jim Auxer to remind him that 
2012—the 250th anniversary of the 
founding of Shepherdstown—was not so 
far away. Mayor Auxer, in turn, asked me 
if I could chair the committee to plan the 
celebration. Having absolutely no experi-
ence with such an event, it took a month 
or so for my affirmative reply.

Since August, I have had the  
privilege to work with 30 or so volun-
teers to begin planning the celebration. 
While this core group has been design-
ing a working structure for the events to 
be coordinated and implemented, I am 
finding that the entire town wants  
to participate.

By December we had the working  
structure in place. There are four regu-

lar committees—Signature Events and 
Legacy (chair, Peter Smith), Community 
Outreach (co-chairs, Randy Tremba 
and Dick Clark), Marketing and 
Media Relations (chair, Tara Sanders 
Lowe), and Budget and Finance (chair, 
Catherine Irwin)—and a steering com-
mittee, which is composed of all of the 
committee chairs and me.

Signature Events and Legacy will 
create and execute Shepherdstown SQ 
250 kickoff and culminating events for 
the community. This committee will 
develop a series of programs and events 
that will provide a lasting record of the 
SQ 250 Celebration.

Community Outreach will inter-
face with all community constituency 
groups—schools, nonprofits, and asso-
ciations—to encourage programming by 
the individual groups around the SQ 250 
Celebration. They will also maintain a 
database of all the programming occur-
ring during the year of the celebration.

Marketing and Media Relations will 
develop and implement a comprehensive 
marketing plan for promoting the SQ 250 
Celebration to multiple target markets, 
each with appropriate messaging. Target 
markets will include Shepherdstown resi-
dents, businesses, government officials 
and agencies, visitors to Shepherdstown, 
and the media. They will also coordinate 
all media requests.

Budget and Fundraising will 
develop a budget with input from the 
Steering Committee. They will also 
work with the town leaders to secure 
funding from both governmental and 
private sources.

While we were outlining how to set 
up communication and tasks, we were 
also putting some shape to what the cel-
ebration could be. The early consensus 
outlined a yearlong celebration with the 
SQ 250 group handling the launching 
event and the culminating event with 
the various organizations and individu-
als in town contributing throughout the 
year. We will also maintain a calendar 
for all of the planned events that will 
recognize our 250th birthday. The 
launch date will be during the Christmas 
in Shepherdstown celebration 2011, 

November 25–27 and December 3–4, 
2011, and the culminating event will be 
November 10–11, 2012.

Now that we have the structure in 
place, here’s where all of you get to 
jump in. This is to be a celebration for 
all of us. We want to hear from you. 
We want to include you in the best way 
we can. We are still working out the 
easiest way to receive input from the 
community. The Marketing Committee 
has set up a Facebook page for the 
Internet savvy (just search for “I Heart 
Shepherdstown”), and you can leave a 
message there. Written comments can 
be dropped off at the Town Hall or given 
directly to me at Dickinson & Wait Craft 
Gallery on German Street—or join us 
for the main SQ 250 group meetings.

I have been a resident of Jefferson 
County, living first in Shenandoah 
Junction and then Shepherdstown, since 
1972, and I have been a business owner 
in Shepherdstown since 1989. When I 
consider our town, my head is full of all 
the folks I’ve known over the years. My 
thoughts span the past to the present. 
Many voices are speaking to me in an 
excited babble: “Remember us!” “Tell 
them about us!” Well I say, let’s spend 
this time remembering and celebrating 
all of us, past and present, and learn 
about the remarkable amount of living 
that has happened here for over 250 
years. Let us spend this yearlong cel-
ebration exploring our community, past 
and present. I hope you will join us.

Shepherdstown’s  
Semi-Quincentennial Celebration

Meredith Wait

When she was eight years old, 
Brenda Robinette had her 
first airplane ride. Her father, 

a licensed pilot, took his children up 
on “penny-a-pound day” at their local 
airport, and she has never forgotten that 
experience. “I knew right then that I 
wanted to fly,” she says.

Robinette has been flying for 25 
years. Now a captain, she is in her 14th 
year flying for Southwest Airlines, but it 
took a long journey and a lot of determi-
nation to get there.

Robinette always knew what she 
wanted to do but had no idea how to go 
about it or how to afford it. After a few 
frustrating years of uninspiring jobs, she 
met a female pilot who told her that stu-
dent loans were available. Her life had 
taken her to Texas, where she applied for 
grants and scholarships. She learned to 
fly and graduated with a bachelor of sci-
ence in aviation management from the 
University of Central Texas at age 24.

Her first solo flight was on her 
mother’s birthday. “That was the high-
light of my life,” she recalls. “It was the 
most freeing, wonderful thing, being up 
there all by myself!”

Learning to fly and earning her 
degree actually proved to be the easy 

part. Landing a 
job, particularly 
the type of job 
she aimed for, 
was the hard 
part. Because 
learning to fly 
is so expensive, 
Robinette was 
determined that 
her investment 
would be worth 
it. “I’m going to 
fly big jets with 
passengers all 
over the world,” 
she had decided.

She set her 
sights on flying 
for Southwest, 
but it took her 
11 years and 
$10,000 to earn 
her rating to fly a 

737, just to get an interview. In the mean-
time, she worked as a flight instructor, 
flew charters, and worked as a corporate 
pilot to get in the required number of fly-
ing hours.

As a charter pilot, she flew small 
eight-person planes. She had occasion 
to fly many celebrities and politicians, 
including Senator John Warner, Paul 
Newman, Bob Hope, Diana Ross, and 
several NASCAR drivers. “You never 
know who you are going to fly,” she said, 
adding that you never divulge anything 
you learn about any of these people. “You 
go to Las Vegas a lot for charters. What 
happens in Vegas stays in Vegas!”

It took her three years to get her 
first corporate job. She had just about 
decided that she was going to join the 
army when she landed a job flying for 
Conoco. “You can’t be shy,” she says. 
“You have to beat down doors and be 
persistent.”

She recalls that she was doing some 
deskwork at the airport where she was 
a flight instructor, when a Conoco Oil 
pilot came in and mistook her for a 
secretary. He was looking for a place to 
get some film developed, and Robinette 
showed him, taking the opportunity to 
talk about what she wanted to do.

“Aviation is a small world,” she said. 
“Everyone you meet can be influential.”

Over time, she would call him and 
update him on her progress, and when 
a job opened, he told her about it so she 
could apply. There were many applicants, 
so she was happily surprised to get the 
job. Curious to know why she had been 
chosen, she was told that it was because 
she had grown up on a farm. “They said 
that farm kids had a good work ethic and 
do what they are told.”

She worked for oil and energy 
companies and for wealthy families. “I 
flew one family from Texas to California 
with their children, their maid, and two 
dogs,” she recalled. “There were no 
flight attendants. The captains had to do 
everything, including cleaning up the 
dog hair and preparing the food!”

One of her scariest experiences hap-
pened when she was flying a corporate 
jet. They had fortunately dropped the 
passengers off when the plane had an 
electrical failure. “I found something out 
about myself,” she says. “I am cool in 
an emergency.” She handled everything 
calmly, then felt the draining emotions 
only after she was safely on the ground.

Once she beat a tornado in 
Oklahoma. “I learned that when the sky 
turns pea green, a tornado is developing.”

Robinette is one of about 200 female 
pilots out of some 6,000 flying for 
Southwest. “You must be a captain to fly 
for Southwest,” she said. What used to be 
called the copilot is now the first officer. 
The first officer flies every other leg of a 
trip. The pilot signs for the plane and is 
in command. “And as captain, it is up to 
me whether to ground a plane.”

Pilots never stop training. Robinette 
must take a medical exam and train every 
six months. “We do emergency proce-
dures and take check rides overseen by 
the Federal Aviation Administration. We 
do work in simulators—for fires, running 
off the runway, flying on one engine, los-
ing systems.”

Southwest flies to 65 cities and 
soon will be adding flights to Mexico, 
Hawaii, and the Caribbean. Robinette 
flies out of Baltimore, flying on 
Sundays, Mondays, and Tuesdays, 
with four days off. Work is scheduled 

monthly, and pilots bid for the flights 
they want.

The average flying day is about six 
hours, but the duty day is usually nine 
to 10 hours. Pilots are allowed to spend 
eight hours actually flying the aircraft, 
but can be on duty 14 hours, which 
includes the time on the ground when 
baggage is being loaded and such, and 
between legs of a flight.

Robinette enjoys giving passengers 
the best flights possible, keeping them 
informed with announcements and see-
ing them off the plane.

One of her most rewarding memo-
ries is of a flight from Florida to 
Norfolk. Shortly before takeoff, she 
received a call asking her if she could 
hold the plane for an hour. Hers was the 
last flight to Norfolk and some soldiers 
just returning from Iraq were hoping to 
make the flight; otherwise they would 
have to wait overnight.

There were enough seats, so it was 
up to Robinette. She made an announce-
ment to the passengers on board, 
explained the situation, and asked them 
if they were willing to wait the hour.

“The passengers agreed,” she says. 
“They were all very gracious.”

The soldiers thanked her as they 
left the plane, and one of them gave her 
a special thanks and pressed something 
into her hand. She discovered it was a 
USS Enterprise coin, something very 
precious because every soldier on that 
carrier is given just one.

She has occasionally heard remarks 
about her gender, such as “I didn’t know 
females could fly,” but she has learned 
to be thick skinned. She says that she 
always receives respect from older veter-
ans. Robinette recalls the time a little boy 
said that he wanted to meet the captain. 
When she told him that she was the cap-
tain, he countered, “But you’re a girl!”

She finds it fun to fly with an all-
female crew, which seldom happens. 
“We call it an unmanned aircraft!” she 
laughed.

After 25 years, Robinette still loves 
flying. “I even miss it when we are on 
vacation.”

Robinette and her husband, a fellow 
pilot, live in Shepherdstown.

Up, Up, and Away With Brenda Robinette
Claire Stuart

Captain Brenda Robinette, pilot for Southwest Airlines

Meredith Wait of Dickinson 
and Wait Craft Gallery

PHOTO PROVIDED BY BRENDA ROBINETTEPHOTO BY MELINDA SCHMITT
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Atlantic salmon like clear, fast 
water. In their natural habitat, 
they spend their adult life in the 

open ocean migrating along the coast of 
North America. Their juvenile years are 
spent in freshwater rivers and streams. 
Since 2000, they have been listed by 
the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service as 
an endangered species, due to overfish-
ing and the loss of freshwater spawning 
habitat. People like Atlantic salmon and 
other fish, of course, and overfishing of 
many species has become a source of 
great concern among the ocean-watching 
community. Sustainability is the watch-
word for seafood, as it is for many of our 
earth’s resources.

Aquaculture is a rapidly growing 
form of food production, and globally, 
nearly half the fish consumed by humans 
are produced by fish farms. At the same 
time, the need for this source of protein to 
be a safe and healthy food is also growing.

The main buildings of the Freshwater 
Institute are tucked away behind the knoll 
of the old Turner Farm, situated about 
five miles outside of Shepherdstown. 
The farm dates from the mid to late 
1700s and one can see the appeal of the 
location. A spring bubbles up just under 
the hill and contributes to the forma-
tion of Rockymarsh Run. An ancient 
oak tree stands guard over the solid little 
springhouse that provided this farm with 
cooling for milk and butter for probably 
close to 175 years. The little farmhouse 
on the hill is now an office space, the 
old barn is still in use, and three more 
structures house the workings of the 
Freshwater Institute, an important part 

of the aquaculture 
world. The mission 
of this place is “to 
research, develop 
and implement 
solutions for man-
aging our precious 
water resources to 
benefit people and 
the environment.”

Using 
research-based 
projects that 
provide informa-
tion to the aqua-
culture industry, 
the Freshwater 
Institute grows 
excellent quality 
fish (Atlantic salmon and Arctic char) 
within a recirculating aquaculture system 
that uses the least amount of water and 
produces the least amount of waste back 
into the ecosystem as possible. Where a 
standard flow-through fish farm raceway 
might use 1,250 gallons of freshwater 
per minute, the recirculating system at 
Freshwater Institute uses approximately 
30 gallons per minute. Additionally, tra-
ditional aquaculture systems discharge 
waste products along with the flow of 
water, which has a tendency to impair the 
water source. Freshwater Institute has a 
series of projects for the control of waste 
solids so that water discharged back into 
the stream is extremely clean.

Currently, the central focus of the 
Freshwater Institute research is found in 
the approximately 3,000 Atlantic salmon 
that swim in that clear, fast water they 
love so much—inside a huge tank at 
Freshwater Institute. This grow-out tank, 
as it is called, is more than 30 feet across 
and about 8 feet deep, holding approxi-
mately 40,000 gallons of water. The fish 
seem huge when seen in this habitat, and 
indeed many of them will grow up to 
12.5 pounds. There are clearly defined 
density limits for the fish as they attain 
their ideal mass, and, keep in mind that 
health and sustainability go hand-in-hand 
at Freshwater Institute.

The recirculating system (reusing all 
but 3 to 4 percent of the water in the sys-
tem) deals with bacteria (ozone treatment 
and UV lights), removes solids (fecal and 
feed), ammonia (large sand filters), and 
provides for the control of pathogens for 
a healthy environment for the fish. 

The seemingly crowded conditions 
don’t bother the salmon as they con-
tinue swimming in their circular path, 

similar to running on an indoor track for 
humans. Occasionally a trick of lighting 
or some other odd event will create a 
“stampede” in the tank, but generally no 
harm is done.

The mission of the Freshwater 
Institute is one of technology transfer. 
The Institute’s production is scaled to 
one-tenth of commercial production, 
and the goal is to provide research-based 
information to the aquaculture industry. 
One question that arises in this model of 
demonstration and information-sharing is 
what to do with 4,000 to 5,000 pounds of 
fish when they’ve reached maturity in the 
grow-out tank. Well, I’m glad you asked!

The Freshwater Institute has forged 
a unique relationship with Virginia 
Federation of Food Banks in order to 
share this bounty with the less fortunate. 
When it is time to harvest the salmon, 
the 10 to 20 percent of the larger fish are 
graded out and carried to another tank 
where feed is withheld for five to seven 
days. This is called purging and elimi-
nates any off flavors or intestinal content 
that might interfere with processing. The 
fish are then euthanized and packed on 
ice in large totes.

Soon a refrigerated truck from the 
Capital Area Food Bank arrives to pick 
them up and transport them to a process-
ing plant in Edenton, N.C. The fish are 
processed into single-fillet portions that 
are then distributed to feeding venues of 
the Virginia Federation of Food Banks. 
Through the efforts of these partners, 
approximately 250,000 servings of fish 
have made their way to the tables of 
people in Virginia and Metro D.C. who 
often don’t get enough to eat. This con-
tribution to feeding the less fortunate 
becomes even more important because 

feeding agencies frequently do not have 
adequate sources of protein for their cli-
entele. As the food processing industry 
becomes more efficient (think hotdogs 
or chicken nuggets), there is less protein 
available for agencies who depend upon 
the kindness of others to feed those in 
need. Freshwater Institute provides a 
fairly consistent source of quality food, 
with harvesting that takes place roughly 
every three to four months.

The Freshwater Institute is a 
remarkable model of science seeking 
sustainability, with the added impact of 
implementing partnerships that gener-
ate value for the lives of others who also 
seek to serve. The Freshwater Institute is 
a nationally recognized program of The 
Conservation Fund, a top-ranked environ-
mental nonprofit dedicated to protecting 
America’s land and water legacy. The 
Conservation Fund works to help govern-
ment agencies and other organizations 
acquire land for recreation, habitat, his-
toric value, and more. The Fund is able 
to finance natural resource–based small 
business in rural areas, along with other 
environmentally oriented investment-
based activity. The Fund works in com-
munities to develop sustainable programs 
and creative endeavors such as the 
National Forum on Children and Nature. 
The Freshwater Institute located near 
Shepherdstown, W.Va., partners with the 
U.S. Department of Agriculture for the 
water-recirculating fish farming model, 
and also is a lead partner locally in the 
Rockymarsh Run Watershed Restoration 
project. The Institute provides leadership, 
training, and education locally, nationally, 
and internationally as it pursues answers 
and conservation engineering that our 
world so desperately needs.

Follow the Fish
Sarah Soltow

Dr. Steven Summerfelt, director of aquaculture systems research watches 
graded-for-market fish slide from the tank to ice-filled harvest totes.

Atlantic salmon swimming into the constant 
current will grow to over eight pounds in one 
year. The controlled and constant conditions 
allow shorter production cycles than in open 
ocean net-pens. 

The porthole window gives Freshwater Institute 
scientists a fish-eye view into the large production 
tank. The window seems to be a popular place 
for the salmon to people-watch too. 

PHOTOS BY KATA RISHEL, THE CONSERVATION FUND

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury Church
4257 Kearneysville Pike

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

Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. and 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Family Fun Nite: Wednesday, 6:45–8:00 p.m.
E-mail: info@4pillarchurch.org

www.4pillarchurch.org

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

Religious Society of Friends 
(Quakers)

Shepherdstown Preparative Meeting
Worship in silent expectant waiting

Sundays at 10:30 a.m.
Four Seasons Books (thru the side gate)
Contacts: Neal Peterson (304) 582-0852
or Marie Tyler-McGraw (304) 876-3540

http://shepherdstown.bym-rsf.net/about-2-2/

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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If you’re going to follow the way of Jesus, let’s 
face it, you’ve got to be a little crazy. You’ve got 
to live upside down in this world. All reasonable 

people know “the meek” are not going to “inherit the 
earth.” Not in our lifetime. Forget it.

It’s possible Jesus offered all those “rewards” with 
a wink and a nod. Yeah, right, he might have said. 
That ain’t gonna happen—unless you’re crazy enough 
to believe it.

The same goes for “the pure in heart.” All reason-
able people know the pure in heart will not “see God,” 
because no one does. The Bible itself plainly says so 
elsewhere. 

Let’s face it, if you’re going to follow the way of 
Jesus you’ve got to be a little crazy. You’ve got to live 
upside down—without a safety net.

All reasonable people know that “those who hun-
ger and thirst for righteousness and justice” will never 
be “satisfied.” Not in our lifetime. Justice is perpetu-
ally elusive. You might as well try to catch the wind.

If you’re going to follow Jesus you’ve got to be a 
little crazy because there are no tangible rewards. Not 
here anyway.

“Blessed are you when people revile you and 
persecute you and utter all kinds of evil against 
you falsely on my account. Rejoice and be glad, for 
your reward is great in heaven, for in the same way 
they persecuted the prophets who were before you.” 
(Matthew 5:11–12)

Yeah, right, we say. That’s exactly what I want. I 
want to be reviled, ridiculed, and persecuted in this 
life so I can get a reward—yet to be named!—in the 
next life. What do you take me for? A fool?

Apparently, Jesus was happy to take in fools, for 
he knew that fools might actually live the radical way 
of love. As it turns out, in these Lessons on the Mount 
Jesus was constituting a movement of “blessed fools” 
who might, who just might transform the world.

For example, in the Jesus movement, the “end” 
would not justify any and all “means.” Peace would 
not come by killing all the bad people in the world. 
Yes, empires keep trying to kill their way to world 
peace but it just doesn’t work. There is another way.

Blessed are the peacemakers, Jesus says. Blessed 
are those who get in between violent factions. Blessed 
are those who get in the way of violence.

If you’re going to follow Jesus, you’ve got to be 
a little crazy. You’ve got to love your enemy even if it 
kills you, which is why the Apostle Paul admitted in 
1 Corinthians 1:18 that the cross is foolishness from 
the perspective of reason and common sense: For the 
message about the cross is foolishness to those who 
are perishing, but to us who are being saved it is the 
power of God—which is to say, the power of Love.

If you’re going to follow Jesus, you’ve got to be a 
little crazy.

For example, when a snobbish superior smacks 
your cheek with the back of her hand, you bite your 
tongue and turn the other cheek, forcing her to smack 
you with an open palm, which, ironically, in Jesus’ 
time and place would have shown respect for your dig-
nity. That bit of clownish wisdom comes later in the 
Lessons on the Mount, after Jesus has first honored 
holy foolishness. (The Beatitudes)

If someone strikes you on the cheek, turn the 
other cheek, said Jesus. 

What do you take me for? A fool?
Apparently, Jesus was happy to take in fools, for 

he knew that fools might actually practice the radical 
way of love in a way that overly reasonable people 
can’t or won’t.

For example, when a soldier of the hated occupy-
ing army forces you to carry his pack a mile, insist on 
carrying it two just to show him you’re not a compli-
ant victim and which, by the way, also makes him look 
bad in the eyes of his commander. That bit of clownish 
wisdom also comes later in the Lesson on the Mount, 
after Jesus has first honored holy foolishness.

Nonviolence, you see, isn’t passivity in the face 
of evil. It’s creative resistance to evil. Think Gandhi; 
think Martin Luther King. Nonviolent resistance 
requires imagination and courage. Violence is the 
childish way. Even certain decorated U.S. military 
leaders have finally seen the light.

When I became an adult, says the Apostle Paul, I 
put away childish things and took up the way of Love. 
Love is patient. Love is kind. Love does not insist on 
its own way. (1 Corinthians 13)

If you’re forced to walk a mile, said Jesus, walk 
two. If someone demands your coat give him your 
underwear too, and just walk away.

See what I mean? If you’re going to follow Jesus 
you’ve got to be a little crazy. But, take heart: You’ll 
be in good company, for there is a long line of hon-
ored Christians called “Holy Fools” or “Fools for 
Christ.”

St. Francis is ranked high among the blessed fools. 
Francis gave away trunks and trunks of his fine clothing 
to the poor and then walked out of town naked, follow-
ing the call of Christ to be a servant of love.

St. Francis was a blessed fool as was Xenia, the 
19th-century Russian Orthodox widow who wore rags 
while distributing her husband’s military pension to the 
poor. She was reviled, mocked, and beaten, but follow-
ing her death she was declared a saint—a blessed fool.

There’s actually a website listing famous Holy 
Fools for Christ, including the first one, Simeon of 
Syria, a sixth-century hermit. Simeon is considered the 

patron saint of holy fools and the patron saint of puppe-
teers—which, I suppose, only goes to prove the point.

No, you don’t have to mimic their behavior. That 
would be on the stupid side of foolish. But you can 
cultivate their blessed outlook on the world.

Blessed are the poor, says Jesus to the assembled 
crowd. And, I suspect, he said it with a twinkle in his 
eye because he knew what everybody knows: People 
want to be rich, not poor. Blessed are those who 
mourn, he says, knowing full well that people want to 
be happy not sad. Blessed are the meek even though 
pushy people seem to get their way in this world. 
Surely Jesus knew the meek are not going to inherit 
the earth. But he says it anyway because he’s building 
a community of blessed fools who are just too foolish 
to even care about rewards.

Here’s how the Apostle Paul put it:
God chose what is foolish in the world to shame 

the wise; God chose what is weak in the world to 
shame the strong; God chose what is low and despised 
in the world, things that are not, to reduce to nothing 
things that are, so that no one might boast in the pres-
ence of God. (1 Corinthians 1:27–29)

If you’re going to follow the way of Jesus, let’s 
face it, you’ve got to be a little crazy.

For example, you walk away from your success-
ful fishing business in order to learn from a homeless 
rabbi how to “fish for people,” which sounds very, 
very fishy but you do it anyway because…well, you 
don’t know why and probably never will. Come, walk 
with me, says the Spirit, and I will show you a way 
to draw people out of the sea of misery. Maybe that’s 
what Jesus meant.

Anyway, Peter, Andrew, James, and John took the  
lure. And the next thing they saw was a swarm of people  
coming their way. (Matthew 4:18–25) The sea of 
humanity poured in around Jesus’ feet—more than any-
one could count or fathom. So Jesus withdrew up the 
mountain and there he described the kind of people who 
would be salt of the earth and light of the world.

It wouldn’t be the greedy and smug. It would be 
the poor and lowly.

It wouldn’t be the vengeful. It would be the merciful.
It wouldn’t be people armed with swords. It 

would be people armed with bread, medicine, shovels, 
books, and poetry.

It wouldn’t be people basking in arrogance and 
exceptionalism. It would be people basking in a bless-
ing that no one or nothing can ever take away.

You see, in the end, we are not called to be con-
sumers or even producers. We are called to be people 
who bless the world—to love, to forgive, to hope—
especially when hate seems all around. And if that’s 
foolish, so be it.
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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.

Blessed Fools
Randall Tremba

Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth.
Blessed are the pure in heart, for they will see God.

March
May the blessings of March be yours:

the fierceness of its changes

brace your heart;

the strength of its winds

give you confidence;

the melting of snow

give courage to your repentance

and your forgiveness.

May the possibility of spring

haunt you.

May all that is frozen,  

hard and hidden

begin secretly to soften

and come to light.

May green living things,

tender, still and strong,

beneath what is seen,

begin silently to stir and rise.

Crocuses, dear, prepare

to pierce your heart.

Steve Garnaas-Holmes

www.unfoldinglight.net

Donors
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Joanna Morrison finds ways to explore personal experiences with color, shape, and movement. Her paintings are expressive 
rather than realistic, showing how we see the world through our memories, desires, and meanings. Her sculpture is purely 
abstract.
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Counseling & Depth 
Psychotherapy

Individuals    Couples    Adults    Children

Blue Ridge
Community & 

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

Direct 304/876-9025
Cell 304/876-9807
Fax 304/876-0671

smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
                                             P.O. Box 35

Shepherdstown, WV 25443

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Schmitt Construction Company

James A. Schmitt P.O. Box 428
(304) 876-2462 Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Things have you  
feeling Boxed In?

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE            Various size units available from
       5’ x 5’  to  10’ x 25’

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

   Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

Old Town Center P.O. Box 209
Suite 9 Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 (304) 876-6729

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

304-876-6907
205 E. Washington Street • RFD#2, Box 833

(Rt. 230 E. and Railroad Crossing)
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

      Cathryn Polonchak  
                L.I.C.S.W.

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV 304-876-3022

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

“We can fix anything but a broken heart!”
527 N. Mildred Street, Ste 1 304-725-2656
Ranson, WV 25438 304-725-1710

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

This Space Available!
Call (304) 876-6466

DAVID A. CAMILLETTI
ATTORNEY AT LAW

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

DCAMILLETTI@FRONTIER.COM

coolgreenautocare@yahoo.com
8668 Shepherdstown Pike, Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Automotive AC Service and Repair
General Diagnostics & Repair

20 Years Experience, ASE Master Technician

Michael Bean • 304-579-8920

DAVID A. CAMILLETTI
ATTORNEY AT LAW

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

DCAMILLETTI@FRONTIER.COM
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