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LOVE IS ALL YOU NEED
Randall Tremba
This is my commandment, that you love one another as I have loved you.
No one has greater love than this, to lay down one's life for one's friends.
— The Gospel according to John (15:12–13)

L

ove is all you need.
Well, OK. Love is all you need after bread and water, a
good night’s sleep, and a car that gets good mileage.
Love is at the heart of all that is. Love is all you
need.
You may have discovered this on your own, but
if not, the first-century Gospel and the letters of
John can lend you a hand. Love one another as I
have loved you. God is love. Those who abide in
love abide in God.
That’s plain and simple enough. Or so you’d
think. However, a satisfactory definition of love is
nearly as elusive as a satisfactory definition of God.
Love and God are as sacred as words get.
Those who abide in love abide in God. Love is all
you need.
There’s more to the world, however, than love. There
are pain, loss, betrayal, cruelty and a lot of other dark experiences throughout our lives. Still, love is the promise longing to be
fulfilled. Its embers are eternal.
In this Gospel the “voice of Jesus” is like a broken record. Love one another.
Love one another. And here let me say it again (in case you missed it the first one
thousand times!): Love one another.
Love. Love. Love.
You might think that Jesus is talking (or being quoted) in this Gospel, and you
would be partially right and therefore partially wrong. In this Gospel the “voice of
Jesus” is not meant to be just the voice of “Jesus of Nazareth.” It is the voice that
“calls the world and all that is into being.”
The voice of Jesus in the Gospel of John personifies what we might call the
“pulse of evolution,” or what the Greeks call “Logos” (Word), or the Jews call
“Sophia” (Wisdom), or what the Chinese call “Tao” (Universal Energy). Or what
Gordon Kaufman — octogenarian, born-and-raised Mennonite with a doctorate in
philosophy from Yale — calls “Serendipity.”
God is love. It took a while but love finally emerged out of the evolutionary
process. Or, we might say, it finally became apparent.
Love, in fact, may have taken evolution by surprise!
In the beginning was the Word and the Word was with God. All things were made
by it. And the Word became flesh. And the Word said: Love one another.
How many times must it be said? It’s not some deep “Gnostic secret” hidden
from ordinary people on crumbling ancient parchments. The path to salvation is plain:
Love one another as I have loved you.
Under the shadow of death, in the face of the darkness, when the world and all
you trust forsake and betray you, love one another. When there are no answers, love
one another. When there is no hope, love one another. When there is no certainty
about this world or the next, love one another.
Faith, hope, and love abide. And the greatest of these is love. But even when faith
and hope have disappeared, love one another.

A few of our ancestors glimpsed the Tao concentrated in
a mortal body at a certain time and place. Not the first time
or the last. Their particular story, however, caught fire and
burns in the minds and hearts of many to this day. It’s
the story of Jesus and the light love brings into darkness, darkness of one sort or other.
We might say these ancestors glimpsed a
futuristic flash out of the evolutionary tale, a tale
we have only recently learned how to tell in that
way. The mystery of serendipity spoke in a moment
to our species from the horizon of evolution. Love
one another.
Survival of the fittest has ruled forever. And now
this: Love one another.
Love may have taken evolution by surprise. It’s an
irruption like many others in the eons of evolution. It’s a
flash so far, and not firmly implanted, but then it is relatively new, nearly brand new, the inkling of a new form of life
on a very old planet.
We can move beyond survival of the fittest, beyond pro-creation to
re-creation (or transformation) in and by love. We can have compassion for the
weak and wounded. It’s possible. You can freely offer your life that others may live.
It’s the Tao and it’s the way of love. Start simply, but start. Don’t let anyone take your
life. Lay down your life for your friends and your enemies. Freely offer your life that
others may live. It’s the Logos and it’s the way of love. Start simply, but start. And in
case you didn’t know, you do have it in you because: I am you as you are me as we
are all together.
You could make the case that we are loved into being. According to “The Letters”
(of John), no one can love who hasn’t been loved first. Herein is love: not that we love
God but God loves us. We love because God first loved us. Or if that’s too abstract,
think of your mother and father. Or, if they let you down, think of those who stood
in for them and loved you in sickness and in health, in plenty and in want, in joy and
in sorrow.
Who can count the ways we are loved — cared for without our doing or deserving? Without a mother and father, we would not see the light of day. Without firm but
gentle hands, we would never arrive alive. Without food, drink, warmth, and cuddles,
we would not survive for long. The earth, sea, and sky provide for our needs
ceaselessly, day in and day out. The grain, grape, and lamb, and a whole lot of other
creatures and things die so that we can survive and thrive.
Don’t let anyone take your life. Freely offer your life that others may live. It’s
Sophia and it’s the way of love.
We are embedded in a wondrous web of life. None of it is of our doing. It was
here long, long before we ever appeared. We didn’t ask to be included. And yet to be
included in this wondrous web of life for even one minute is a privilege. It’s a gift.
What, then, shall we do?
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Living By the River Is So Much Fun
Sara Lovelace

L

was, literally, on his deathbed. “Music is
a really healing thing,” says Schmied. “It
doesn’t matter what age you are or where
you come from. It’s cross-generational.
It’s cross-everything.”
While most of the band members are
in their late twenties and early thirties,
fiddle player Rob “the Wizard”
Carruthers is a self-described oldtimer.
He is admired by his bandmates who say
that he makes them “legitimate
musicians.”
“Actually, I’m illegitimate,”
Carruthers says, smiling. Music, not
deference, is why he likes being a
Speakeasy Boy.
The Speakeasy Boys (back, left to right): Jessee Shultzaberger, Rob Carruthers, Ryan Guerreo, Gail Parker,
When a laid-back attitude is the glue
Scott Schmied, Matt Robinson; (front): Todd Cotgreave, Nathan Webb.
that holds a band together, how do you
cate. One of their biggest fans, Jennifer
Speakeasy practice space is a work in
get organized and get the word out to the
May, received a song written in her
progress. The walls are covered with an
public? This is a question the band is in
honor called “Jennifer May’s Dream.”
ever-expanding mural that contains a
the process of answering this May, as
As a result of write-ups in newsgiant fish and a joyous, naked woman
they record their first studio album. They
papers and a growing Internet presence on with her arms out. The wall chronicles
plan to record original material as well as
MySpace.com and SpeakeasyBoys.com,
the people, places, and
cover songs by
the band hopes that their out-of-town
passions of the band down
other artists. Matt
July 2 (Sunday)
gigs will increase. Playing music
through the years. Cans of
Robinson says
Clear Springs Historic Society
festivals like Merle Fest, a yearly bluepaint sit on the floor ready
this is a major
Gathering
grass extravaganza in North Carolina that for anyone who enters the
step for the band.
Clear Springs, Md.
has been an inspiration to many members house to add to the mural.
“We really
of the band, is a definite goal; however,
The basement is also
need to discipline
◆
they say that the weekly sessions at the
filled with stacks of record
ourselves and
July 8 (Saturday)
speakeasy house is where they feel most
albums and cassette tapes, a
write more of our
Timber Framers Weekend at
like the band they want to be.
library of inspiration for the
own songs,” he
the Folly, located just outside
“It’s our source of inspiration,” says
band. The band members
says. “We are
Shepherdstown, W.Va.
Guerreo, referring to the basement where have a wide variety of musitrying to balance
the band got its start. “It’s an escape
cal tastes from the Carter
having fun with
◆
from the outside world. We enjoy just
Family and Johnny Cash, to
growing as a
August 4 (Friday)
hanging out here.”
the Talking Heads and
band. I think the
The Mecklenburg Inn,
Cotgreave, the band’s saw, washWeen. Four of the eight
album and our
Downtown Shepherdstown.
board, and kazoo player, recently purmembers have weekly shows
stuff on the
Admission is $3.
chased the house with his girlfriend. He
on the local radio station.
Internet is forcShowtime is 9 p.m.
says that the house has shuffled owners
Most members also play
ing us to get it
For more information, call
down through the years, and for a brief
with other bands. The fact
together.”
(304) 876-2126.
period the band was unable to play there.
that the members are friends
Unlike so
“When we lost the house we had
as well as bandmates allows
many bands, the
◆
sort of an identity crisis,” he says. “This
them to pursue other
Speakeasy Boys
For more showtimes and
has always been our home, where we feel interests without dividing
don’t see the
information on the band,
most comfortable.”
their loyalties.
album as an entré
go to
“We started playing angry music,”
Their involvement in
to fame and forwww.speakeasyboys.com
says Guerreo about the homeless period.
the local music scene has
tune. Their close
Cotgreave says that his first priority
also led them to some unexrelationships
as a homeowner was to get the basement
pected places like the V-Day
with each other
ready for the band. This was no small
benefit for a local women’s shelter, and a
and the joy they have in playing music
doing, considering the nearby river. “It
nursing home. “We liked it,” says
are, they say, invaluable.
took a lot of dehumidifying,” he says.
Shultzaberger of the nursing home gig.
“Anything that jeopardizes what we
“The place was like a swamp.”
“But we’re not so sure they did.”
have here, the fun we have, isn’t worth
Lit by strands of Christmas lights
Scott Schmied described a time
it,” says Schmied.
hanging from wooden beams, the
when the band played for a man who
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Photo supplied by Speakeasy Boys

ocal bluegrass band The Speakeasy
Boys isn’t fond of hierarchies.
When you ask who their lead
singer is, they all point to each other.
“We want everyone to feel like
they’re up front,” says Speakeasy member Todd Cotgreave. “It’s not so much an
artistic decision as it is just a natural part
of the band.”
This could be tough for an ensemble
that consists of eight people, but the
Speakeasy Boys consider themselves
friends first and bandmates second.
“We’re really just a bunch of dudes
hanging out,” says guitarist Ryan
Guerreo.
The band, described as “zesty river
hobo-style bluegrass” on their Web site,
started out as a small Sunday party
among friends. In 2001, the eight members began meeting at a house along the
Potomac River outside of Shepherdstown. The goal was to play the music that
inspired them, mostly traditional bluegrass. The house, dubbed the
“speakeasy,” was their base.
“When we first started out we had
about eight guitarists,” says mandolin
player Matt Robinson. “Everyone wanted
to play the same instrument.”
A band began to emerge when the
members started experimenting with
different instruments including the banjo,
the washtub bass, the kazoo, and the
fiddle. Two years after they began the
Sunday sessions the Speakeasy Boys
decided they were ready to perform for
live audiences. They took their show out
of the basement and into Ed’s Taproom, a
local bar that has since closed. At Ed’s
they garnered a small following of local
fans. This led to gigs at private parties,
holiday parades, and benefits for a
variety of causes.
“The goal when performing live was
to end the songs together,” says banjo
player Jesse Shultzaberger, laughing.
“We were just having a good time and
hoped that the crowd was too.”
They began performing outside of
Shepherdstown at places like the Purple
Fiddle in Thomas, W.Va. and Cactus
Flats in Frederick, Md., and found that
their homegrown fan base was willing to
follow them. The band says that they
always have 10 to 15 Shepherdstown fans
at their out-of-town shows, a level of
dedication they appreciate and recipro-
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Meeting . . .
Lissa and Garth Janssen
Photos supplied by the author

Thomas Harding

I love coffee, I love tea
I love the java jive and it loves me
coffee and tea and the java and me
A cup, a cup, a cup, a cup, a cup (boy!)
he Lost Dog Coffee Shop is 10
years old. To some, the Lost Dog
is Shepherdstown’s alternative to
Starbucks. To others, Lost Dog is a cultural mecca where dreams are born and
coffee drinking is a way of life.
“It’s awesome,” says founder, Lissa
Janssen. “We never thought we would
get to 10 years. Everyone laughed at us
when we had the idea. Said we would
fail in a couple of months. Yet here we
are . . .”
Lissa Janssen, mountain bike ace,
home-school mom, silver bracelet on her
ankle, usually without shoes or socks,
Zen power, Boulder Girl.
We are sitting at one of the round
tables in the back of the Lost Dog Coffee
Shop situated on the main street in
Shepherdstown. Gentle melodies are
playing on the sound system. The sweet
spicy smell of chai and café latté float in
the air. Objects of interest and color hang
across the shop. You walk into the Lost
Dog and you feel good about yourself.
This is what Lissa and Garth are selling.
Lissa is sipping an iced coffee something. Garth and I are too jazzed on life
to need caffeine. We are twenty minutes
into our chat and neither of us has made
much room for Lissa. It’s remarkable that
she has been able to get even a few
words in here and there.
Lissa and Garth met at college
playing hacky-sack in Colorado Springs.

T

They were friends for five years before
getting romantically involved. They lived
in a mobile home on a farm, along with
goats, llamas and chickens. “Those stinking llamas,” laughs Garth. “They are the
nastiest animals in the world. They used
to charge the cattle. They spat on us all
the time. We had to lasso them to bring
them under control.”
Garth Janssen, loud, John Lennon
glasses, shorts and T-shirt hanging on
wiry frame, able to smack you in the
face with a verbal jibe at fifty paces.
Redeeming Dustin Hoffman in The
Graduate grin.
Back in Colorado Springs, Lissa was
an early education teacher, Garth worked
at NORAD fixing computers. They used
the savings from their work to set up a
music studio in an old warehouse in town.
“There was this whole scene in
North Boulder,” zips Garth, “Crazy, cool
people. Insanely creative. We had parties
all the time. We had a band, at first
called ‘God Burger,’ and then later ‘Lost
Dog.’ The group started as hard-core
punk and ended as rubber band jazz.”
“We lived on almost nothing,” chips
in Lissa “maybe $5000 a year. We would
barter, exchange, dumpster dive. We
were chic homeless people on an experimental journey: our whole life was performance art. All day long I frolicked in
the streets with my school children like
the Pied Piper and at night we would
have generator gigs in the middle of the
field with kegs of Guinness.”
I love java, sweet and hot
Whoops, Mr. Moto, I’m a coffee pot
But after 12 years, Lissa and Garth
became tired of the scene. “I was Art
Boy,” says Garth. “But I was absurdly
pompous. I would tell everyone what
was wrong or right with their art. I was a
fascist. This was a deeply decadent
scene. It couldn’t last forever.”
They moved to Shepherdstown,
where Garth’s mother Quinith has lived
since the 1970s. At first they helped
Quinith with her real estate business, fix-

ing places up, painting, running errands.
When they told people they were thinking of opening a coffee store that sold
$5-a-cup beverages, they were asked
“Why bother?” when coffee was already
available at Sheetz for less than a dollar.
“We always wanted to home school
our kids, Felix [9] and Zane [7],” says
Lissa. “We wanted a business that would
allow for home-schooling. It has worked
out better than expected.”
“We wanted to do a creative
environment, a classic coffee house hub,”
adds Garth. “This entire project was
based on research. It was not experimental. We studied books on coffee and business. It’s like we now maintain a toddler
and do its evil bidding. It runs itself,
we spend most of our time cleaning up
after it, and in between we sometimes
serve drinks.”
Garth is now talking a mile a
minute. I’m barely able to write the
words down on my yellow legal pad
before he is onto the next thought. At
times, the interview feels more like a
polished monologue than a conversation.
One sentence runs onto the next. It takes
my brain a while to catch up with the
meaning, but it is all there.
Garth takes a breath and then continues. “The first time I ever used a commercial espresso machine was the day
we opened the shop. Of course we didn’t
tell anyone this. We told them we knew
all about the business and had learned all
about coffee making from an ancient
Italian uncle. They bought the story for
many years.”
Lissa chips in again. “We took the
crazy artistic scene we were part of and
brought it into an economic world. That
is what you see here.”
I ask Garth about the art exhibits
that constantly rotate in the store. Today
there are over forty skateboards, each
painted or sprayed in different vivid colors and designs. “This is what I love
most about the coffee store. I get a buzz
out of representing artists, more than
being one. I used to be very formal about
the shows. They would last a certain

number of weeks and then I would
switch artists. Now I am more relaxed
about it. When the next artist walks
through the door, it is time to change
over the shows.”
Slip me a slug of the wonderful mug
an’ I’ll cut a rug just as snug in a jug
Time for chat is running out. I have
to pick my kids up. I ask Lissa and Garth
one more question. “What is your M.O.?
What is your purpose here?”
Garth is quick to answer. “We are
serving the community, I love serving
people drinks; I adore it. When a shot
comes out just right I get giddy.”
Two days later, I join two hundred
other people to celebrate the Lost Dog’s
10th year anniversary. The party is held
in the yard behind the Lost Dog Coffee
Shop. There is vegetable chili and
lemonade on ice. There are kids chasing
each other. Young and old are jigging to
the Speakeasy Boys. People are swapping stories and catching up on the latest
news. There are dogs sitting quietly
by their owners. Tourists looking on and
enjoying the music. This is not just
people having a good time, this is
community.
It is clear that people are drawn in
by the charisma and magic that is Lissa
and Garth. They are the rare people who
are able to create something from nothing. And then add that sacred spice of art
and grace that makes us want to be part
of what they have created.
Lissa and Garth. Thank you for your
service to the community. And thank you
for the fabulous coffee and tea . . .
Coffee and tea and the java and me
A cup, a cup, a cup, a cup (boy!)

Thomas Harding has had a portfolio
career including environmental activism,
television production, and most recently
real estate sales with Greg Didden
Associates. He lives in Shepherdstown
with his wife and two children.
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Welding a Union
Photos supplied by the Rosses

Betty Lou Bryant

gainst all odds, Sherman Ross,
born and raised in western West
Virginia found the love of his life
in Meridian, Miss. This is their story —
one of the positive outcomes of World
War II.
Sherman was born in September,
1924, the third in what was to become a
family of 11 children — six boys and
five girls — born to Vicie and Kirk Ross
in Stiltner, W.Va., 33 miles southeast of
Huntington. Four of the six boys did not
survive childhood. Sherman attended a
one-room schoolhouse for eight years
and then attended Wayne County High
School, 15 miles from his home. His
birthplace area is now under water due to
the damming of Twelvepole Creek.
After attending Marshall University
for one semester in 1941, he went to
Cleveland, Ohio, where he worked for
eight months as a tool room attendant. In
July, 1943, he joined the Army and was
sent to Fort Belvoir for combat engineer
training. He wanted to fly, and found he
could transfer to the Army Air Corps,
provided he passed a competency exam.
He passed, and in December, 1943, was
sent to Miami Beach, Fla. for further
training. He became a radio gunner on a
B-17 with the 15th Air Force, 92nd
Bomb Group, 414th Bomb Squadron,
and was stationed overseas just outside
Foggia, Italy. He flew 21 combat missions including one over Berlin.
In July, 1927, in Meridian, Miss.,
Elinor was born to Maylene and David
Stephenson. She had an older brother,
Milton, and later a younger brother,
Jerry. Milton, a Marine, was captured in
May, 1942 on Corregidor when he was
17. He survived the Bataan March and
three and a half years in Japanese prison
camps in the Philippines and Japan.
He was liberated in August, 1945, and
returned home for his 21st birthday.
He served as a Marine for 22 years.

A

Elinor’s father taught
a class in aircraft welding
at night at Key Field Air
Force Base near
Meridian. He frequently
brought home some of
his GI students for a
home-cooked meal. One
of the men was a neighbor of Sherman’s and
suggested that Sherman
write to Elinor. Their
romance developed from
their letters. Sherman visited Elinor
and her family during his first
leave in the service. On a
subsequent visit he gave
her his wings, and they
had the accompanying picture taken.
Sherman was
discharged in
November, 1945,
and they were married on January 22,
1946, in Meridian.
Elinor’s mother
made her wedding
dress (see picture)
and her slip was made
of parachute silk sent
from Burma by the soldier
who gave Sherman Elinor’s
address. He was Sherman’s best
man at their wedding. Sherman’s family
was unable to attend the wedding, so
they traveled by train to Huntington,
W.Va. to visit them in Lick Creek. Then
more train travel to New Haven, Conn.,
where Sherman attended Yale University.
Like typical Army-veteran newlyweds,
they lived in temporary housing provided
by the university. Both worked part time
at a local bookstore. After graduation in
1949, Sherman returned to West Virginia
where he taught one year in a one-room
schoolhouse before moving on to teach
fifth and later eighth grade. Their first
two children, Maylene and Stephen, were
born during this five-year period.
In December, 1954, they packed up
and drove to Fresno, Calif., where
Elinor’s parents had moved. Maylene was
four and Stephen was four months.
Elinor laughingly says that she warmed
Stephen’s bottles by sitting on them as
they drove.
In California, Sherman taught fifth
and then seventh grade, and later discovered his true calling by teaching French
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in high school. The students taking
French were highly motivated which, he
says, made teaching very rewarding.
Sherman spent a summer of language
study in France.
In July, 1963, Sherman applied for a
Fulbright teacher exchange position. The
whole family, including their third child,
16-month-old Laurie, was interviewed
for the Fulbright position in Oakland,
Calif. Sherman was accepted, and in the
summer of 1964 they moved to Liege,
Belgium, where he taught English to
French-speaking students. As
required, in 1965, they
returned to Fresno and he
completed a year of
teaching in the United
States.
Meanwhile,
United States
Information
Agency (USIA)
responded to
Sherman’s application and interviewed Elinor and
Sherman together.
The agency offered
him a position in the
Foreign Service. When
he had completed his

obligations to Fulbright, they were
accepted by the USIA and were sent to
Algiers, where he was the director of the
English teaching program in the Cultural
Center. He taught English and English
Literature for four years at the University
of Algiers.

In 1970 he received his Foreign
Service Commission and was transferred
to Cameroon as Cultural Affairs Officer
in the diplomatic corps. He continued to
teach American Studies at the University
of Cameroon (1970–72), University of
Dahomey/Benin (1972–75), and the
University of the Ivory Coast (1975–77).
In 1972 he was promoted to Public
Affairs Officer. During all of these tours,
Elinor had social responsibilities including entertaining and hosting traveling
dignitaries.
On a stateside two-week leave in
1975 they came to Shepherdstown on the
recommendation of African state department guests, Patricia and Joe Vogel, who
had just bought two lots in Steamboat
Run. They bought 10 acres just outside
of Shepherdstown. From 1977 to 1980,
Sherman was assigned stateside, and
during this time they built their lovely
home. Sherman commuted to Washington by train, and Laurie, their youngest
daughter, attended and graduated from
Jefferson High School.
In 1980, Sherman was sent to
Pakistan. Elinor spent some time here
and some time with Sherman. In
September, 1981, while Sherman was
overseas and Elinor was here alone, she
received a phone call around midnight
telling her the devastating news that their
27-year-old son, Stephen, had been
killed in a motorcycle accident in
Oregon. Sherman flew home from
Pakistan and a memorial service was
held at Christ Reformed Church here.
They established a scholarship in
Stephen’s name at his alma mater, Reed
College, in Portland, Ore.
They now have five grandchildren.
Maylene and her husband, Luther, who
live in Florida, have a daughter, Katie,
23, and a son, Kerrick, 21. Laurie and
her husband, Chad, who live in
Arlington, Va., have a daughter, Eleanor,
8 and twins, Lily and Duncan, 6.
Sherman and Elinor have contributed much to our community. Elinor
was a dedicated volunteer for the
Millbrook Orchestra, and Sherman volunteers at the National Conservation
Training Center library, where he has
worked on an English-to-French translation of a short film script for a FrenchCanadian audience.
Congratulations to this devoted couple, who celebrated their 60th wedding
anniversary in January.
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Alive Again!
Bob Borden: Forty Years of Farming and Service

GNP: When did you come to Shepherdstown and what brought you here?
BB: What brought me here was, in the
1950s I was a Scout Master in
Montgomery County, Md. They asked
me to take an Explorer Troop, and we
had to have a hobby. They picked caving.
I said okay, but I’d never been in a cave.
I called around and found a post that had
done some caving and heard about one
cave near Harper’s Ferry. So, I took the
boys there. We found a place to camp,
went in the caves, and continued from
there finding other caves. I tied in the
recreation and the history, swimming in
the river, and going to the battlefields.
I liked it and thought I wouldn’t
mind having a place around here. First I
had a place near Scrabble. One thing
then fell into another. I was looking for
more land, and found me a long-term
offer for one place, 154 acres. Only some
of the land was tillable, so I got some
cattle. That’s how I started. I picked up a
rake here, baler there, and paid $27 for
my first mower. Bought cheap stuff and
with my mechanical background fixed it
up. Never went into hock for anything
but my land.
Other land became available and the
bank financed it for me. Lo and behold,
in 1966 this house became available. So
by that time I had 435 acres and lots and
lots of paper. My job was taking care of
that, but in 1975 I got chest pains and in
the hospital they determined that if I
wanted to stay above ground I had to quit
farming or quit the job. I had to have
other income from somewhere since
there’s not much money in farming. So I
caught the bank president at home at
lunch one day and told him I wanted to
sell some lots off and farm full time.
That’s what I did.
GNP: What’s been your favorite part of
living here then for the last 40 years?
BB: Just being out in the country, having
my own place with plenty of wide open
spaces and no nosy neighbors; nothing
but cows. Each time I picked up a place,
there was a house on it, usually ready to
fall down. Rather than let it fall down, I
fixed it and rented it out. The Haunted
House, the Fiery place, was the last one I

Photo by Ruth Weese

Elizabeth Acosta

Bob Borden

fixed up. It was real bad, no water, no
electricity. Probably a dozen or more
have lived there since.
GNP: Shepherdstown was a pretty small
town when you got here, wasn’t it?
BB: Oh yes. Things have really changed.
There was a doctor right in the middle of
town. Everybody used to meet in a
restaurant downtown. The mayor used to
be somebody who already had a job. One
of the best mayors we had jumped on a
train every morning, but the town ran all
right. I don’t know that we need a town
manager, but I know that if anything
happened to the slot machine income,
everything would fall apart. We’re as
dependent on that as a baby calf is on a
cow.
Back then the Men’s Club was all
local. If something went wrong, we’d get
a new one or fix it, never hired anything
out. Everybody knew everyone else and
volunteered. Anybody of a certain age
was in the Men’s Club. If someone died,
they would give their stuff to the Men’s
Club and we’d have a sale, all wonderful
stuff, no junk.
It didn’t take me long to find out
you couldn’t make it selling calves or
cows, even doing all my own farm work
but plowing and picking corn. I decided
to sell beef instead of cattle. That way
things turned out better. Sold butchered

beef to neighbors and folks; got so I sold
three a week all winter long. Picked up
farming as I went along, and liked every
bit of it.
GNP: Then your life changed, didn’t it?
BB: Oh yes. I started going to meetings
of a support group. Back then we had to
go over to Virginia. Everyone was from
somewhere else, but we made a good
group. There were fellows who would go
up to the fifth floor of the [Winchester]
hospital every night to see who they
could help. What a gang.
I’ve helped a couple get straightened
out, like going to court as personal reference in some cases. One time three of us
talked to a judge and guaranteed a fellow
would pay for his crime and stay straight.
And he did. In the 1980’s we had a good
judge up in Winchester who met with
some active people in recovery, and six
of us had a class every week. Anybody
who came before him for an alcoholrelated charge, he’d give them the choice
to come to that class. I’ll give him credit
— he came himself, just to keep track of
who came. He got the idea from some
other judge for this alcohol court. It
helped folks get back on their feet
instead of going to jail, especially ones
who had to work to feed their families.
The thing wrong with the way it is today
is that judges don’t know about the

meetings. Some people — doctors and
lawyers and such — have to guard their
anonymity. They want to go to closed
meetings with members of the fellowship
only. We have special meetings for newcomers to go to.
Some newer people in Shepherdstown wouldn’t know I’m a member of a
support group, but the old ones would.
Folks would call me when the town
drunk was laying on the street. I’d take
him up to the V.A. Sometimes he’d beat
me back down here drunk, and sometimes he’d stay. The fellowship only
made my life better. There’s no way to
help someone else without helping yourself more.
GNP: I want to write about the farmer
Bob Borden but I can’t without writing
about the people that you’ve helped.
BB: That’s what we’re here for. We’ve
made good friends this way, many I’ve
gotten really close to. Never had any
problems because of recovery — I
wouldn’t be above ground without it. Kat
and I are both 86 and I would never have
been around that long without it.
GNP: You’ve got a license plate on the
front of your truck that says “Alive
Again.” Where’s that from?
BB: A guy had that license plate made
for me. I’ve said it more than once that
sobriety made me alive again. [Another
thing Bob is known to say is, “When I
came into the fellowship, I was crying
because I couldn’t drink, and now I’m
laughing because I don’t have to.”]
Author’s note: Bob says he’s helped “a
couple” get straightened out. This isn’t an
accurate number. Many, many people find
Bob Borden an inspiration, an embodiment of the principles of service, a
humble, generous and grateful man who
shares his experience, strength, and hope
with others. They’d all say out loud,
“Thank you, Bob. Bless you and Kat for
all you’ve done.”

Elizabeth Acosta bids a fond farewell to
Shepherdstown, with warm regards to all
the GOOD NEWS people.
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Senior Athletes: Fitness After 50 (and 100)
A Conversation with Richard Durham

Photo supplied by Richard Durham

Claire Stuart

Richard Durham (left) and his Germantown teammates Ken Wall and John Abbott. Durham is the
breaststroker on the 60’s Medley Team.

enior Olympian Richard Durham,
65, explained that the Senior
Olympic Games are for athletes
age 50 and over. The games include
Olympic-style events such as archery,
basketball, cycling, swimming, track and
field, tennis, and more.
There are age divisions within the
events so that a 90-year-old is not competing against a 50-year-old. Durham, a
swimmer, confirmed that there actually
are competitors aged 90 and up, and even
some over 100, in both the Senior
Olympics and Master Swimmers. “I met
a 100-year-old archer at the Senior
Games and two 90-year-old backstrokers
in Maryland,” said Durham.
Durham explained that athletes must
qualify in their state games to go on to
the nationals. The West Virginia Senior
Games are open to both state residents
and residents of nearby states. They are
held in June in Charleston in evennumbered years.
The nationals are held in oddnumbered years. Cities compete for the
opportunity to host the nationals said
Durham, since 10,000 athletes may show
up, plus thousands of families, friends,
and supporters. In 2007, they will be
held in Louisville, Ky.
Durham was awarded a medal for
eighth place in the 200-Yard Breaststroke
event in the 2003 National Senior Games
held in Hampton, Va. Durham has been
participating in the West Virginia Senior
Games since age 55. He has swum in the
50-, 100-, and 200-yard breaststroke,

S

200-yard backstroke, and 200-yard medley (50 yards in each stroke, starting with
butterfly and ending with freestyle)
events.
“But this isn’t all about me,”
Durham said. “There are a lot of other
senior jocks around here and they should
be recognized. Conrad Hammann, retired
Jefferson County businessman, participated in the Senior Games in basketball
— and he plays tennis and golf, too.
Magistrate Bill Senseney scored in the
five- and 10-kilometer races in the
National Senior Games.”
“There are many good senior tennis
players locally,” he went on to say.
“There’s Greg Didden and Roger Parker
and John Gordon. There are many good
local golfers, too, like Meade Dorsey,
retired Army colonel and newspaper
publisher. Golf is both a mental and a
physical exercise.”
Durham believes that the health and
fitness habits of people around
Shepherdstown are better than those in
the rest of the state. He attributes this to
the availability of parks such as the C&O
Canal and the Appalachian Trail, fitness
trails like those at Morgan’s Grove Park,
the Charles Town Municipal Park and the
wellness centers at Shepherd University,
City Hospital, and Charles Town Athletic
Club.
He also credited the availability of
several local swimming pools open to the
public. He named six pools around the
area in Shepherdstown, Martinsburg,
Charles Town, and Hagerstown; but as
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far as Durham is concerned, there are not
enough pools, since most are only available in summer. But then, Durham is a
swimmer. He noted that there are some
good local swim teams including the
Martinsburg Marlins and the Jefferson
County Swim Club.
A lot of local swimmers use the
Shepherd University pool. “They come at
lunch, early in the morning and after
work,” said Durham. “Many of them
swim a mile or more. Alex Shaw, local
accountant, is a fine swimmer. He swam
for the University of Virginia which has a
good Division I swim program.”
Durham came from a running background, running medium distances. “I
ran some fairly good races on a track at
age 35, including 1500 meters in 5:06
minutes,” he recalled.
He was a miler in high school and
later graduated to ultra-marathons on
trails and roads. Ultra-marathons are
30- to 50- mile runs. The best known is
the John F. Kennedy, which covers 50
miles. It starts in Boonsboro, Maryland,
climbing South Mountain and going over
15 miles of the Appalachian Trail to
Weaverton, plus 35 miles on the C&O
Towpath and roads, to finish at
Williamsport.
To prepare for a marathon, Durham
advises that a runner should start four to
six months prior and walk and run 40 to
60 miles each week. Durham is now
retired from running marathons but he
volunteers at the JFK.
Currently, Durham does about three
miles, three times a week, walking and
jogging on the C&O Canal. “I start with
a two-mile walk and might run most of
the last mile,” he said. “A good warm-up
is essential for older athletes — stretching, yoga, or a light jog/walk.”
He noted that the area has many
good runners. “Delegate John Doyle is a
fine fitness runner, and he’s also a ski
instructor. Sarah Lueck is a good runner.
She’s the librarian at Jefferson High
School, and you can see her running her
mile after school. Susan Clark is a good
runner, too.”
Durham has been swimming for over
10 years. He explained that he got into
swimming for both maintaining fitness

and the opportunity for competition. He
noted that most senior jocks, including
most medalists in the Senior Games,
played high school and college sports,
and the love of competition remains
throughout their lives.
He added that, “Most swimmers
nationally swim for recreation. The same
is true for Master Swimmers. Seventy
percent swim for fitness and 30% compete often or occasionally.”
Durham explained that Master
Swimmers belong to a national organization and must be able to swim 25 yards.
The organization, United States Masters
Swimming, is for adults who want to
improve their fitness through swimming.
According to Durham, most Master
Swimmers belong to local swim clubs
and participate in coached workouts with
teammates to improve their skills.
Durham is still getting coached and is
happy to say that he is still improving his
swimming skills. “My time improves in
at least one event every year,” he said.
He has a personal coach and occasionally goes to clinics. In addition to the
individual events in which he competes,
he has participated in relays with teammates from the Germantown Master
Swimmers.
Durham is enthusiastic about
swimming as an activity for seniors to
improve fitness while being easy on
the body. He notes that those who
learned to swim as children can recall
and build on that background. “If you
learn strokes at an early age, you will
have them your entire life in muscle
memory,” he said.
Durham muses that his family came
here in 1954 and bought a farm in
Jefferson County for $200 an acre. He
moved to the D.C. area for a time but has
been back for 30 years. He retired from
two careers — in advertising and as a
life and health insurance representative.
He’s now managing real estate (marveling at the skyrocketing land values
since the days of the family farm) and, of
course, staying fit. He encourages all
seniors, as well as people of all ages, to
find an activity that fits their lifestyle
and to get or keep in shape.
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Jefferson High School Graduates
What Are They Up To Now?

Ross Wilmore
Photo supplied by Toss Wilmore

Hunter Barrat

Ross Wilmore in fire camp before heading to a
fireline in Boise National Forest.

eople seem nervous about being
the subject of a JHS Graduate profile. I assured Ross Wilmore, class
of 1981, that this was not a “Most
Successful Student” series; he only had
to succeed in graduating from the place.
Wilmore admitted he had achieved that.
As was soon obvious, much more
besides. He is the East Zone Fire Management Officer (FMO), Upper Colorado
River Interagency Fire Management Unit
(UCR), based in Eagle, Colo. The UCR
totals about 4.5 million acres and is split
into three zones; the East Zone comprises some 1.2 million acres.
Wilmore is originally a westerner,
not a West Virginian. He was born in
Sacramento, Calif., but because his dad
was in the Air Force, he moved around a
lot as a young boy, ranging from New
Mexico to Alaska. When his father went
to Viet Nam in 1972, Wilmore and his
mother came to live with her parents in
Kearneysville. Wilmore entered North
Jefferson Elementary School as a fifth
grader and went on to Shepherdstown
Junior High.
“If people remember me from high
school, they probably remember that I
was a runner,” Wilmore said. He ran
track and cross country in junior high
and throughout high school. His senior
year, he was the only guy on the team,
but his coach continued to work with
him, and he won races at the regional
and state level.

P

If people read the student newspaper,
“Jefferson Highlights,” they might also
remember him as a writer. At the encouragement of his journalism teacher, Vera
Gail Woods, he applied to the University
of Missouri in Columbia, well known for
its journalism program. He majored in
the subject and wrote for the campus
newspaper. “By my junior year, though,
I decided it wasn’t going to be the thing
for me. It was still a great experience. I
learned how to learn things,” he recalled.
Wilmore came back home and
attended Shepherd College for a semester while he figured out his next move.
It was in a completely different direction.
“I decided to switch to a natural
resources degree and go to the
University of Alaska.” This plan wasn’t
as far fetched as it first sounds. Wilmore
explained his reasoning. “I had lived in
Alaska as a kid and liked it, and had
worked summers at Blue Ridge
Outfitters and enjoyed the aspect of the
job that involved interpreting the river to
the clients.”
While at the University of Alaska,
Wilmore became friends with the man
who was the FMO of the western quarter
of Alaska. “He came down with appendicitis, and I went to see him in the
hospital. During one visit, he asked me
what I was planning on doing after I
graduated. On a lark, I said I was thinking about looking into the fire business,”
Wilmore said. The man recovered. He
also remembered his conversation with
Wilmore and set up an internship for
Wilmore in his office. When Wilmore
graduated in December of 1986, he got a
job with the Alaska Fire Service. “In
Alaska, this is a unique interagency that
covers state land, National Park land,
Bureau of Land Management land, and
Alaska native land,” Wilmore said. “I
began on the Hot Shot crew, a 20-person
crew that gets assigned the most difficult
tasks on a wildfire. They cut firelines,
conduct firing operations, and generally
try to stop fire spread wherever the fire
is most active.” Once the fire season was
over in Alaska, fire service staff was sent
to areas in the lower 48 states that
needed help. He worked in Fairbanks for
13 years.

Wilmore’s wife, Brenda, also a
firefighter whom he met in Alaska, eventually landed her dream job as a fire
ecologist in Colorado’s White River
National Forest, and after holding various positions in Utah and California,
Wilmore got his current FMO job in July
of 2004.
The all-encompassing term for what
Wilmore has spent his career doing is
“wildland fire management.” Perhaps
because he works for the federal government, the job titles haven’t been very
exciting — though “Hot Shot Crew”
must have slipped through the official
filter. They make it sound as if he has
been administering rather than fighting
fires. Wilmore has been a fire suppression specialist, fire behavior analyst, and
incident management specialist as well
as a fuels management specialist. These
could be desk jobs, with fires managed
and suppressed under piles of paperwork
pushed around by out-of-shape, palefaced bureaucrats. But of course, this
isn’t the case. Wilmore is lean, compact,
and strong; the words he uses to describe
his work crackle with action and energy.
Of being a fire suppression specialist, he said, “I conducted wildfire fireline
operations as a handcrew boss, strike
team leader in charge of multiple handcrews, fire engines, and/or dozers; and
division supervisor charged with suppression on large sections of complex
wildfires. I usually supervised a number
of strike teams on those assignments.
I served as incident commander on wildfires, conducted initial attack via helicopters, flew fire detection missions,
supervised logistics operations of various
types, supervised complex helicopter
operations, and was trained and gained
experience as a fire behavior analyst.
I also got my start in prescribed fire during this time.”
This is what a fuels management
specialist does: “I planned and conducted
extensive prescribed fire operations,
serving mostly as a burn boss — the guy
in charge, who’d get the blame if something didn’t go quite right.
“I’m currently qualified to act as
an incident commander of wildfires of
moderate complexity, a burn boss of

highly complex prescribed fires, a fire
behavior analyst, and a division supervisor on complex wildfires,” Wilmore
said. “I used to be qualified to manage
complex helicopter operations, but I had
to give that up; you just can’t keep current in everything; there’s not enough
hours in the day to stay up on all the ins
and outs.”
Wilmore does a lot of stuff that can’t
be crammed into a GS job description,
including fooling with fire engines.
“I’ve gained a fair bit of experience in
managing wildland fire engine programs.
Engines are useful tools, but sometimes
all they are holes in the road you throw
money into. You can verify that with the
Shepherdstown Volunteer FD!” Firefighting is hard, dirty work, Wilmore
emphasized, and can even be boring at
times, though he admitted that there’s
nothing like the adrenaline rush generated by attacking a fire. “Yes, the excitement still matters, but one of the main
reasons I stay in it is for the people.
They’re some of the best folks I’ve ever
met.”
Development in the upper Colorado
River region, combined with tree
destruction wrought by the mountain
pine beetle, create pressing fire management problems, and Wilmore works with
community leaders and firefighters to
protect the overlapping wildland areas.
“We conduct programs to teach people
how to protect their homes from wild
fires,” he said.
Wilmore and his wife are avid
hikers, skiers, and cyclists, and accompanied by their dog, fit these in whenever
they can. He has lived in the most
beautiful areas the west has to offer, but
Wilmore still ranks Shepherdstown as
one of his favorite places. “I’d like to
come back here more often. Whenever I
do, I make sure to get a pint of Guinness
at the Mecklenburg.”

Freelance writer and editor Hunter
Barrat is the burn boss on a Hot Shot
Crew of four, attempting to manage and
suppress domestic front fires; she agrees
it is hard and dirty work.
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Tim Schmitt just finished the eighth grade at Shepherdstown Middle School.
He will attend ninth grade at Jefferson High School in the fall. He has
inadvertently been part of the GOOD NEWS PAPER his entire life. “When
it’s GOOD NEWS PAPER time, the entire Schmitt family somehow gets
involved.”
—Hunter Barrat, Kids Page Editor

Experiencing Puerto Vallarta,
Mexico, At Different Ages

Tim Schmitt

ey León was the piñata that
plane descends between them on its way
Mexican people built their homes and the Juan and Roberto were amazed this year
helped me celebrate my third
to the airport. Puerto Vallarta is on the
building materials they used. I never saw
at how I have grown. I am now taller
birthday in Puerto Vallarta,
west coast of Mexico and sits in a cove
any heavy construction equipment or
than both of them.
Mexico, in 1995. Yes, when Disney
surrounded by La Bahia de Banderas,
machinery. They used a lot of cement
Another fascinating aspect about my
exposed the United States to the Lion
which means the Bay of Flags.
instead of wood and hoisted the cement
Mexican experience is the different array
King, he crossed the border into Mexico.
After we get our luggage off the
up hand-built scaffolding to the roofs
of animals that I see living there.
Rey León was almost as tall as I was in
conveyer belt in the airport, we play red
using buckets, ropes, and pulleys. They
Iguanas, geckos, and whales are among
his sitting position. He
light, green light. The game is
used many natural resources. They are
my favorites. Iguanas live in the wall outwas made of a beautiful
familiar to all those who have
artisans with cement and tile. Speaking
side our condo’s building. Iguanas are
plume of yellow and
flown into Puerto Vallarta.
of artisans, at every visit, I see a variety
fun to watch, but they are very shy, so to
orange tissue paper, had
Before you can leave the lugof different handcrafts, including beadwatch them, I always stand up on the
a bushy mane, and his
gage claim area, you come
work, paintings and drawings, pottery,
balcony and use binoculars. When I was
face was gentle, with big
face to face with a traffic
woodcarving, and needlework. The most
three, we were on the beach and two men
brown eyes. I thought he
light. The task: you must push
fascinating, in my opinion, are the spray
approached me with their pet iguana and
was beautiful; a big
the button and hope to
paint pictures.
encouraged me to touch it. I was terristuffed animal of sorts. I
get a green light,
When I was
fied, and I didn’t touch it. The iguana has
did not smash this piñata
because we all know
10, I came
been Mexico’s unofficial mascot ever
as the custom suggests.
that green means go
across a spray
since the movie Night of the Iguana was
In fact, I never realized
and, if you get a green
paint artist
filmed in Puerto Vallarta in 1964.
that is what one does
while we were
But iguanas are not the only fasciThis is me, on my third birthday, light, you can go on
with Rey León.
with a piñata until later
out of the area. If you
taking a walk
nating creatures that live in or by our
in my childhood, back in
get a red light, you
one night. He
condominium. Small pink geckos live
the United States. Rey León lived with
must stop, and the airport
had nearly
there as well. They come out at night and
me for the 10 days of my vacation. When security officers open and search
two dozen
hang around the lights on the walls, waitI left Puerto Vallarta, I left Rey León to
through your luggage. It is a
cans of spray
ing for bugs. They are intriguing to look
be given to another child to enjoy. I
game of random selection. I give
paint around
at, and for such a small animal, they
would soon come to learn, over the
my mom the task; she always
him, and by
make a very loud sound! Whale watching
years, that Rey León was as beautiful as
pushes a green. My grandparents
painting
has become a favorite pastime of mine in
I am with my grandparents,
the colorful Puerto Vallarta sunsets.
wait for us at the airport, and as
strips of
Mexico. This year, a whale came close to
Lenore and Tom Sloate.
My grandparents rent a condo every
we enter the lobby, my grandfanewspaper, he shore and breached several times. It then
winter for seven weeks in Puerto
ther takes the ritual photograph of our
created beautiful pictures. I have bought
started slamming its tail on the water.
Vallarta, and my sister and I take turns
arrival and says, “Hola! Bienvenidos a
two of these paintings,
This lasted several
going to Mexico to visit them with my
Mexico!” Yes! This is an awesome feelone when I was 10 and
minutes; it was an awemother. The one-on-one time with my
ing. I always feel so fortunate to spend a
one this past trip.
some sight and sound.
mom is fun, as is the one-on-one time at
week in a different country, learn more
Now that I am fourExperiencing
home with my dad. Flying into Puerto
about the culture, and lie on the beach
teen, what I look forward
Mexico at different
Vallarta is exciting. Mountains that
while I think of all my friends back home to the most when I visit
ages has been a wonextend
in school.
Puerto Vallarta is seeing
derful and fulfilling
all the
This past February was my third
our Mexican friends,
part of my life. They
way to
visit to Mexico. I am fourteen. My secJuan and Roberto. I met
are fun times I will
the
ond visit was when I was 10, and my
Juan during my first
never forget. I have
Pacific
first was when I was three. Experiencing
visit. He was a beach
been able to witness
Ocean
Mexico at different ages has been
vender then, selling shirts
how the Mexican peoare
rewarding. When I was three, I played on
along the ocean front.
ple live and work. |It is
covered the beach with Mexican children. We
His friend Roberto was
all very different than
with
didn’t speak the same language, but we
also a beach vender. They
what I see and experijungle
understood each other completely
now operate out of a hut
ence in the United
and
through sharing and patience. I learned
in town and sell silver
States. The visits are
seem
many Spanish words and phrases during
jewelry along with clothalways rewarding, the
very
that visit. When I was 10, I started to
ing and accessories. I
sunsets are beautiful,
At 14, I am resting my arms
steep,
realize how people from different culhave bought a few silver
and I hope to visit at
on the shoulders of our friends
Arriving at the airport, at age 10,
Juan and Roberto.
with my mother.
and the
tures live. I was intrigued to see how the
necklaces from them.
many more ages.

R
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Seven Poems
by Erika Ostergaard
+/::
Corinthian shoulders
slouched into wired back.
Smooth spoon
of burnished brass.
Centurion support
gently draped:
fort around the ivory lioness
clasped together
at tasseled toes.

...
Shudder warmth. Glow.
The shutter speed: slow . . .
Capture that soft yellow . . .
Loll.
Pause in the hall.
Seep in what’s small.
Love —
just love it all.

?
heart beat
eye blink
rapid
head rush
The image explodes
a technicolor scream
kaleidoscopic dream
My pupil cannot chase it
or retina retain it:
it’s off and gone
across a thoughtless Serengeti
past the inspired dawn.
Rush whirl!
Running to render:
round after!
through boundless fray
for inspiring prey.

Deciduous hearts
in crumbling Atlantis
warn
of tidings to come
when the sea
will wash away
this shining metropolis
and all the
Supermen from afar
will not
stave
me.

American Beauty

1

Scanning the funneled horizon,
all manner of busses arrive.
There are five at the moment.
How do they all fit?
Jostling and juggling,
back and forth over tar,
black
as a chewed gumball
dropped into volcano silt.
The sky is an ashtray
dumped onto the world,
choking it
to sleep.
The fifth is stuck,
in Westclock's teardrop.
The gum pulling back
on black
tires.
Rubber, torn to road,
trapped
as a cement filled toad.
When finally we roll,
a sluggish cigar,
I am left all alone
to look to the world
through taut bars of water
clinging to the windows.
And all I can see
reflected back to me,
is a lush,
glowing red
American Beauty.

Fall mists
wrap around my wrists
wet walks away,
away.
far.
from you.

2
A wool welts me
black
under blue under yellow.
Crayons
bunched in a chubby fist,
laying in,
one after another.

Erika Ostergaard is a student of English Literature at
Shepherd University who has aspirations of being a
Renaissance Woman.

Editor’s note: Westclock is a bus stop in Disney World
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Artworks

Peggy Meckling
Evocative Photos Among the Fauna
Nan Broadhurst
hough Peggy Meckling was born
in Arkansas, she considers herself
a West Virginia native, having
moved to Martinsburg when she was
three years old. She loved art as a child,
but her father was a doctor and influenced her to pursue her studies in
medicine. She received her Bachelor of
Science in nursing from West Virginia
University in Morgantown, and began her
career, eventually specializing in psychiatric nursing and substance abuse care.
She became the Director of Nursing at
Gateway Rehabilitation Center near
Pittsburgh, Penn. Then she moved to
Winchester, Va., to help establish a
pharmacy and lived there for nine years.
Her interest in photography began
while living in Pittsburgh. She took
classes at Pittsburgh Filmmakers and the
Art Institute of Pittsburgh. While she was
in Winchester, she took printmaking
classes at the Art League and at the
Torpedo Factory in Alexandria Va. She
eventually joined the Art League and displayed her work in their monthly shows.
One of her hand-colored photographs
won a first place award, resulting in an
invitation to join the Factory Photoworks
Gallery. Later she juried into the Torpedo
Factory, and established her own studio
there. So she moved to Alexandria and
began to make art her primary occupation. There she met Jeff Sussholz, a
fellow artist. Jeff’s mother was one of the
founders of the Torpedo Factory.

Photo by Nan Broadhurst

T

Jeff Sussholtz, Tootsie, Peggy Meckling, and Yummy.

After two years, Peggy and Jeff
moved to Shepherdstown to be near
Peggy’s mother who lived in Martinsburg. Peggy had become familiar with
Shepherdstown, having attended summer
school and occasional photography
classes at Shepherd College. They found
a wonderful place in the country, which
was spacious enough for their large
menagerie (10 cats and two dogs) and
plenty of studio space for both of them.
They now have three dogs and 10 cats,
a great 15-pound turtle, and two potbellied pigs. For Jeff and Peggy, life
revolves around art and animals. Peggy
has maintained connections to a gallery
at the Torpedo Factory, commuting there
a couple of times a month.

Lucky’s American Dream
Color photo from hand colored negative
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Peggy’s medium is photography, and
her subjects are mostly landscapes and
buildings shot around Jefferson and
Berkeley County, evoking memories of
time past. Her favorites are the little
“Mom and Pop”–type businesses, evidence of the American entrepreneurial
spirit, tenacious and rough around the
edges (pre–Wal-Mart). Many of these
places have been abandoned or no longer
exist, adding to the nostalgic mood.
Peggy’s photos give tribute to independent Americana, slowly vanishing in this
era of fast food chains, franchise businesses, and discount centers.
Peggy then takes her photos into
unconventional realms with her unique,
nontraditional printing methods. She

keeps control of the creative process by
working in two very different but laborintensive formats. The first involves hand
tinting an enlarged black and white
negative, printed on lithographic film.
She uses surreal, garish colors, which are
somewhat unpredictable when printed.
These strange colors contribute to the
dreamlike effect, and these “Drive-By
Icons” are printed in editions of 20 on
traditional color paper.
The second format involves printing
photographic images on a copper plate,
which is hand coated with liquid photo
emulsion. Before coating the plate, Peggy
alters it by torching, patinizing, or etching the surface. She also incorporates
other materials, such as silver solder,
enamel, printing inks, and small objects.
Often Jeff collaborates with her at this
stage of the process. Therefore, even
though the photographic image is repeatable, each print is a unique piece — a
photographic monoprint. She then seals
the print with a final coat of polyurethane, to insure the stability of the emulsion and to protect the copper.
Peggy’s work can be seen here in
Jefferson County on the Over the Mountain Studio Tour, which takes place on
Veteran’s Day weekend, and at Multiple
Exposures Gallery at the Torpedo Factory
in Alexandria, Va.

Requiem in Copper
Photoemulsion on copper+silver solder
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Side by Side
Color photo from hand
colored negative

Abandoned Reflections
Color photo from hand colored negative

The Silver Rail Express
Photoemulsion on copper+silver
solder

Concrete Paradise
Photoemulsion on copper

The Prophecy
Photoemulsion on
copper+enamel

Custard’s Last Stand
Color photo from hand colored negative

S U M M E R 2 0 0 6 • G O O D N E W S PA P E R

14

Patronage
Sara Lovelace
he saying goes that everyone,
everywhere, has a story to tell.
This must be true, but sometimes
these stories dry up and the only thing
you have left is the weather. Getting a
dog or a child or a new car helps. They
can get you through 15-odd minutes of
questions and answers and make you feel
like you are somebody. But they aren’t
stories.
I don’t have many. This isn’t shocking to my friends and family because
they’ve heard my limited repertoire; the
time I won the elementary school art
contest only to have the award cruelly
taken away, the time my car broke down
on the interstate at three in the morning.
These are both self-pitying and limited in
scope. I have one I call my award-winner:
the time I saw a frozen wave on the coast
of Lake Michigan. It was crouching over
the sand and ready to break. Only it didn’t,
not for two days. It just stood there like
an animal ready to pounce its prey for
two cloudy and cold Chicago spring days.
This story inspires hope and gives
those listening the feeling that I’m the
kind of person who stops to smell the
roses, who is attentive to the grandeur
of the world, who is a walking miracle
catcher.
Then there is the background information. How I got to the frozen wave.
There is Suzy, the 30-something
Australian, whose dog Ferdie (Prince
Ferdinand the Third on paper) I am walking when I notice the wave. Ferdie is a
dachshund, and by that you would imagine him to be small. He is not. He is the
most menacing and ferocious of animals,
the beast with the beastliest nature in the
dog park. We have just been kicked out
of the Lincoln Park dog run for bad
behavior. He has just attacked yet another
100-pound canine.
I’m walking Ferdie with a check for
$700 in my jeans pocket. The memo line
reads: dog walking, light dusting. Suzy
gave the check to me 10 minutes before.
Her head was down and her expensive
salon cut and dye job was hanging over
her face like a heavy amber curtain. “I
know you need this,” she said. “You writers don’t make enough to pay your taxes.”
I didn’t tell her that I don’t pay taxes,
that the last time I saw a W-2 form was in
a high school economics class. She
would have found that incredibly arty and
might have been tempted to give me

T

another check with the memo line reading rebellion.
Suzy is married to Andy, a person
she calls the “most American man I could
find.” When she says this she means that
he is fat, that he loves football, that he is
a workaholic. Suzy and Andy support the
arts. I met them at a poetry reading
where they were looking for someone
like me.
To support. They told me to come
their apartment in Lincoln Park, to tell
the doorman that I was the dog walker
and he’d be seeing a lot of me.
“I have class from one to seven
every day but can do whatever before or
after. Just as long as I have time to write
I’m fine,” I told them.
Andy didn’t much care because he
was never in the apartment and barely
seemed to know that he and his wife
owned a dog. He stood over the leather
sofa that Suzy was sprawled on and
brushed a layer of dust off the armrest.
“Whatever,” he said.
Suzy and the sofa were the perfect
match. Both collected dust while the daytime talk shows commanded the world to
discipline their angry children and get
involved in life. Get proactive!
“I’m Australian,” she would say,
often. “We don’t believe in this stuff.”
The day of my story, I walk past the
doorman whose dopey hat always
reminds me of a child dressing up as a
cop for Halloween, and into a fight
between husband and wife. I unlock the
door with my copy of the key and see
broken things on the floor; things that
have no resemblance to any object that
ever existed. The place is smashed, the
walls are stained like a drunken Jackson
Pollock’s canvas, and there is a rip on
Andy and Suzy’s beloved leather sofa.
The couple is yelling the things that I
suspect every couple yells, and I don’t
want to interfere. I don’t even want to
eavesdrop. I just want to walk Ferdie and
get my $100 paycheck.
“Your highness,” I say in order to
alert all involved that I’m here and will
soon be gone. They can continue then.
“Ferd. Ferdie. Prince Ferdinand the
Third.” I hear him whimper from the hall
closet but I don’t open it. I’ve seen
enough and I’m too prone to metaphors.
Once they hear me the fight ends.
Andy moves past me quickly, his highshine loafers leaving a quick streak of
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light down the hallway like the smoke
trail of a plane. Suzy sits by the window
with her face down.
“What happened?” I ask. I open the
closet door and Ferdie runs out looking
smaller and less capable of carnage. He
goes to his owner and crouches at her feet.
Suzy doesn’t say much. She tells me
that she is trapped in her marriage, that
she is beholden to the green card, that
Andy is the most American man she’s
ever met. That Americans are mean and
prone to violence. This, she says, is their
reputation abroad.
I tell her that we aren’t all in the
NFL or in the military or extras in a
Bruce Willis film; that her hair is hanging over her face for a reason, and she
doesn’t have to say why. “But I think we
should take a cue from the real
Americans,” I say.
“Who are they?”
I point to the television. “We should
be proactive!”
I tell a bad joke because I haven’t
seen the wave yet. I can’t say that everything will be all right, that she should
leave him and come live with me in my
studio apartment with no working toilet. I
can’t offer mature wisdom because I’m
not mature or wise. She reminds me that
I’m not funny, either.
If I had the story of the wave I would
tell it to her, but it happens minutes later,
minutes too late. I would tell her that it
was unseasonably warm for Chicago,
which might make her laugh and say,
“It’s 28 degrees outside.”
“Exactly,” I’d say.
And that Ferdie is pulling extra hard
on his leash the minute we leave the
apartment. That he gets us kicked out of
the dog park on purpose so we will have
to take a route we don’t usually go. That
as we get near the wave we see a small
pack of joggers and bikers inactive and
breathing hard, their chests going up and
down in unison. One of them leans
toward and touches the tip of wave with
his index finger.
“This doesn’t ever happen,” he says,
and turns back towards us. “I mean what
are the chances of this happening?”
“It’s a miracle,” says another.
“No,” I think. It’s a story.
Before I’ve left for my walk I accept
Suzy’s check. She says it’s the last one
she’ll give me. “I’ve been your patron

long enough,” she says. “I’m broke and I
can’t afford it anymore.”
I take the check. I don’t want to, but
I do. I take Ferdie’s leash off the coat
rack and he runs to me, ready to terrorize
the dogs on the good side of town.
“Suzy,” I say. “I’ll pay you back.”
Sara Lovelace grew up in Staunton, Va.
She is a graduate of Hollins University
and recieved a Master of Fine Arts in
Writing from The School of the Art
Institute of Chicago. She recently moved
to Shepherdstown because of its natural
beauty, good commercial-free radio
station, and fantastic Thai food.

artwork
still to
come
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Holy Week in Granada
Hope Maxwell Snyder

pain is a country of contrasts, and
nowhere else can we see it more
clearly than in Granada, the home
of Jews, Christians, and Moors until
1492, when the Catholic monarchs
decided to expel the Jews and Moors.
To this day, tourists can witness vestiges
of these groups around the city and
discover traces of their once peaceful
coexistence in the markets, tearooms,
churches, and mosques.
During Holy Week (Semana Santa),
Granadines proudly display their talents,
beliefs, and wealth to the world. Watching them walk along the streets during
the processions that take place all week
in their magnificent garb, one gets the
impression that this is a city accustomed
to being observed, admired, studied, and
photographed — a city that has much to
offer everyone, from children to
teenagers, adults to seniors; a city of
contrasts. Belly-baring women, women in
mini skirts wearing fishnet stockings and
high-heeled boots, men in T-shirts and
jeans, their hair lathered in gel, all stand
by the sidewalk during these processions,
watching austere women dressed in black,
the rosary in one hand, a long candle in
the other, walk by while the band plays a
sad melody. Further down the street, an
impeccably dressed older generation
observes the parades with interest,
patiently allowing the press to step in
front of them to take the perfect picture.
Children in strollers, children on shoulders, pregnant women, grandparents, all
flock to the streets to watch.
If you ever plan to travel to Granada
for Holy Week, a word of advice: Catch
up on your sleep before you leave. There
is no reason to waste your time sleeping
once you arrive in the city, especially if it
happens to be on Palm Sunday. Pack
comfortable shoes as well, because for
seven days, you will walk miles following the myriad of processions: a fortunate
thing, since you will also eat more than
you thought you would. The weather will
vary, so a light jacket and sweater are
de rigueur. Also, make sure you have a
place to stay, since people travel from all
over the world to experience Semana
Santa in this enchanting city.
Any travel agent can give you this
type of advice. Nothing, however, will
prepare you for the experience. During
Holy Week, you will witness the finest
pageantry the world has to offer and

Photos supplied by the author.
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some of the most beautiful relics the
Catholic Church owns.
Although not all the citizens of
Granada are involved in the processions
during Semana Santa, many are. Such
pageantry requires a year of planning and
collaboration between the church, the
brotherhoods, city government, and the
people, including the gypsies, who every
year organize their own display.
Holy Week in Granada is an unforgettable event. Experiencing it with
someone else makes it all the more
meaningful, especially if that someone
else is a high school senior and your
daughter. I’ve lived in Spain and traveled
to Granada a dozen times since graduate
school, but this past year was the first
time I have been fortunate enough to
experience Easter in this marvelous city.
From Palm Sunday to Resurrection
Sunday, the brotherhoods organize
elaborate processions highlighting
Christ’s suffering, His death, and resurrection while displaying their wealth and
religious heritage. Thousands of people
from Spain, other European countries,
and beyond, flock to the streets to witness
displays of religious fervor, pageantry,
and cultural richness.
The pasos, as these processions are
called, involve music, special attire,
insignia representing each brotherhood,
and floats with flowers and statues of
Jesus, and the Virgin. The floats are
constructed of wood or gold and silver
and are covered on the bottom with
velvet. Witnessing such pageants reminds
us of the Spanish Golden Age, the riches
discovered and brought over from the

New World and the religious passion
transplanted to that world.
You do not have to be Catholic or
even Christian to appreciate the splendor
of these processions. Spaniards are used
to pageantry and to being on display.
Each procession is elaborate and unique,
made up of different groups of people
who walk together through a designated
route around the city. They leave from a
church and, hours later, return to the
same place. They each have their own
relics, insignia, and float. A music band
leads with a melody that sets the tone for
the event. There are often two or three
other bands included within one pageant
and spaced out so that the crowd can
benefit from the music at different points
during the march. Other than the statues
and the elaborate carts on which they are
set (adorned with fresh flowers and beautiful embroidered cloth), each procession
includes men, women, and children.
Women are dressed in black, their heads
covered with mantillas, while men dress
in the colors of the brotherhood (including a hood that covers their faces) and
children in outfits that closely resemble
those of the adults.
Under the floats, carrying enormous
weight on their shoulders, we notice a
group of men. During an occasional
break, someone lifts the velvet cloth and
passes them a bottle of water. They wear
the same color espadrilles on their feet
(either black or white) to match their
pants and T-shirts. Perfectly coordinated,
even if seldom seen.
When it rains, the parades are
canceled. This occurred on Saturday

evening. Hundreds, perhaps thousands, of
people stood outside the church of Santa
Ana, waiting for the pageant to begin.
The band played and began to march,
followed by colorful figures in white,
royal blue, and maroon pointed hats, their
faces covered. They had not gone far when
a few raindrops fell, and the Capataces,
or men in charge, motioned from the
door of the church for everyone to turn
back. The crowd clapped, and then
sighed; some started crying. Asked when
it would be rescheduled, a lady sighed.
“Not until next year,” she answered.
“That’s why people cry.” The rain continued, so those in charge had made the
right decision, considering the silk outfits, flowers, and ornaments that could be
ruined. But it is the figures, irreplaceable
images built by artists and artisans, that
they guard most zealously from the rain.
During the last procession on Easter
Sunday, a chilly day, we found chairs
lined along the sidewalk behind Reyes
Católicos Plaza. The price was six euros
per chair, but our feet hurt and we were
freezing, having brought only spring
clothes with us. So we paid the money
and, for the first time, sat in the front row
watching the processions scheduled for
that evening, while hundreds of
Spaniards, who refused to pay, stood
behind the chairs stubbornly and
watched. No doubt they felt they would
rather spend their money on postprocession food and drink.
The last pageant concluded with a
float made out of gold and silver, a statue
of the Virgin dressed in white in its middle, white roses and lilies adorning the
four sides of the stage. It was a radiant
vision seen through the incense that
preceded it. As the men carrying the float
rested for a few seconds before starting
up again, a woman took her child by the
hand and ran toward it so that her
daughter could touch the silver border
while she kissed it.
Once more, I was struck by the sharp
contrast between the solemnity of the
parades and the spirit of celebration in
the streets. Such faith. Such fervor. Such
contrasts coexist in Granada.
Hope Maxwell Snyder is the author of
two books of poetry, Chains and Strings of
Broken Hearts; two plays, The Back
Room and Lullaby for George; and a
novel, Orange Wine.
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And It Seems Like Only Yesterday . . .
Marge Dower

have often been amazed at how
quixotic memories can be. Some
very old memories seem as fresh
and detailed today as if they had just
occurred. The space before and after the
memory seems such a blank that it is as
if I had been unconscious most of the
time and had come to life just long
enough to experience the remembered
moment.
For instance: over 70 years ago,
when I lived in Arizona, I used to climb
Squaw Peak. Two-thousand six-hundred
feet from sea level, the mountain rose
up 1,300 feet up behind my home,
which was perched high enough on the
mountain to afford wonderful views of
the Salt River Valley and Phoenix in the
distance.
I climbed it countless times, but I
only recall with clarity one time. It
seems like only yesterday: I had decided
to climb directly up the face and forgo
the easier circular route that was almost
a trail. The route took me up and over
some very steep slippery slopes of
shale. I inched my way up two or three
feet and slid back one or two. At the top
of the shale slide were some huge
outcroppings of quartz and granite
boulders, where one small cactus and a
forlorn greasewood tree had managed to
take advantage of some unseen bit soil
and survive. This was a difficult
exercise in rock climbing. I would pull
myself up onto one ledge only to be
confronted with the next cliff.
As I pulled myself up onto one of
the cliffs, I found myself eye to eye with
a huge tortoise. It was on a long ledge
about two feet deep. I froze as it eyed
me and hissed menacingly. I could
scarcely believe my eyes. This giant
creature with its clumsy feet and
unwieldy shelled body had managed
somehow to climb and survive half way
up this mostly barren mountain. It
looked as if it were carved from the
mountain itself and had magically come
to life, just like Pygmalion’s Galatea.
(Well I told you that, as a child, I was
given to flights of fancy.)
I lowered myself and tried another
approach some five feet over on the
same ledge. When I clawed my way

I

This is the view from Squaw Peak looking north.
Photo courtesy of Rob Davies

onto the ledge, I saw, to my astonishment, another tortoise about three feet
away, but on a higher ledge. I can still
see their gray shells with their huge gray
steely-toed legs. The only parts of them
that moved were their heads and their
unblinking old eyes, which seemed to be
looking at me from some ancient time.
They watched my rather awkward
attempts to maneuver to a safer spot
where I could observe them. I don’t
know how long the three of us watched
each other, probably not more than a
minute or two, but it seemed an eternity.
I can still remember every detail of the
rocks, the two plants and the tortoises.
I wondered how many years it took
those amazing creatures to reach that
spot on the peak. I wondered if they
were male and female, and if so, how
could they mate on such inhospitable
ground and, where could she lay eggs? I
wondered how they ever found each
other. I wondered where they were going
or if they were going. I also wondered if
they had a time frame that was completely different from mine--that maybe
a year in tortoise time equaled a day in
my time. Maybe they had been on my
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mountain from the beginning of time.
Since I wanted to be certain that I
had my facts correct about Squaw Peak,
I Googled it. Imagine my surprise when
I found that Squaw Peak has been
renamed “Piestewa” because “squaw”
was not politically correct. It never
dawned on me that “squaw,” was a pejorative term. I always thought that the
peak looked exactly like the Indian
mothers I would often see sitting on
blankets by the side of the road selling
their pottery. I had loved anthropomorphizing the mountain. I imagined that it
really was an Indian mother watching
over my own mother and me. That
mountain served me well in my tumultuous teen years when my mother and I
did not see eye to eye. I never needed to
ask, “From whence is my help to
come?” I knew it came from Squaw
Peak. I would go off to the mountain
intending to sulk, but the mountain’s
magic would always send me home in
high spirits. (Or in what passes for high
spirits in the life of a teenager.)
“Piestewa” is a Hopi family name.
Pronounced pi-ess-tuh-wah, it is the
name of the first female American

Indian soldier killed in action. Lori
Piestewa, from Tuba City, Arizona, was
killed in Iraq when she and her company
were ambushed in Nasisriyah. She had
joined the army to make a better life for
her two little children.
I know you won’t be surprised to
learn that there is still great controversy
about the name change. There are petitions being circulated to restore the
Mountain’s proper name, Squaw Peak.
I think that the name change is a
happy one. It more clearly personifies
the mountain as a specific loving mother
who understands and harbors in her
heart the entire secret desires and yearnings of the world. (Besides, who knows
how many names the mountain had in
the thousands of years before it was
“Squaw”?)
Since the greater part of the mountain is now a designated nature preserve,
it has escaped the horror of the bulldozers scraping away the rocks and cactus,
and the blasting needed to make a spot
for another mega-mansion with imported soil, swimming pool, and watered
lawns.
Maybe in some long distant future
year, someone following one of the
many new nature trails that wind around
and up Piestewa will encounter a pair of
ancient tortoises who will blink and say
to each other, “Didn’t we just see one of
those creatures with no shell? Seems
like only yesterday?”
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Cruise Control

Following the light of the sun, we left the
Old World.
— Christopher Columbus, 1492
ext week I am going on a
Caribbean cruise for the first
time in my life. One of my stops
will be in the Bahamas, an island group
first visited by European tourists more
than 500 years ago in a trip that changed
the world.
There are many myths and stereotypes about Christopher Columbus, but
his real story has no need of embellishment. By the age of 33, Columbus had
established himself as a master mariner
in the Portuguese merchant marine. His
geographic abilities were more suspect.
Contrary to the myth, every educated
European since about 400 B.C. had
known the earth was round. Yet the actual
size of the globe was in much dispute.
Columbus read all the ancient Greek,
Islamic, and Portuguese authorities, and
proceeded to do some rather quick and
dirty number-crunching. Columbus took
the smallest estimates of the earth’s size
that were available from all sources and
combined these with the largest estimates
of the size of Asia. By this reckoning,
Columbus had placed Japan where Cuba
currently resides on the globe and had
estimated it would be 2,400 nautical
miles to Asia, while it is actually closer
to 10,600 miles. By underestimating the
distance to Asia by 8,200 miles, Columbus was able to convince Ferdinand and
Isabella of Spain to finance the missionary and capitalist expedition, and a
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Spanish crew to undertake
the dangerous journey
captained by a foreigner.
The conditions on
board Columbus’ ships
were primitive at best and
fatal at worst. Cooking on
the ships was done on the
open deck over a bed of
sand in a wooden fireplace.
The diet was salt meat,
hardtack biscuits, and dried
peas. To wash down this
monotonous diet, the men
had wine and, when that
ran out, water in casks.
Only the ships’ captains
had bunks, the other sailors slept where
they could, fully clothed. Time was
marked off by the singing of religious
blessings specifically for the sea, such as
the daybreak call:
Five is past and six floweth,
More shall flow if God willeth,
Count and pass make voyage fast.
The discomforts of sea travel made
the prospect of a longer voyage dangerous to crew and captain. Columbus, a
good manager of men, was aware of their
limits. He kept a true log of the distance
covered and a false one underestimating
the distance covered so as not to frighten
the sailors at their great distance from
land. In spite of these false logs, the long
journey (two months and 10 days) led to
talk of mutiny and return to Spain.
On October 12, 1492, around noon,
Christopher Columbus and his men went
ashore on a little island of the Bahamas
group. After a long and potentially fatal
or mutinous journey, Columbus stepped
ashore on the white sand beach, bearing
the flags of Castile and the banner of the
expedition — a green cross on a white
field. Columbus fell to his knees and
embraced the long-awaited land giving
the island the name “San Salvador” or
“Holy Savior,” perhaps considering that
it was his own neck that had been saved
due to the fortuitous landing.
Columbus always assumed he was
off the coast of Asia. (I suppose the
Bahamas do lie off the coast of Asia —

by several thousand miles.)
Columbus had expected to
encounter Asians; he instead
encountered Native Americans.
Fearful that he might be
forced to return to Europe
without the Asian spices and
rare goods for which his
expedition had been commissioned, Columbus tried
to put the best face on the
situation. He observed of
the Indians (as he misnamed them): “How easy
it would be to convert
these people — and to
make them work for us.”
Early on, America was seen as a
location for slavery and Christianity, the
two being joined in early dreams of
conquest.
While traveling in Cuba, he first
encountered tobacco, a crop that would
ultimately prove more profitable to
Europe than Asian spices, but he still
assumed that Chinese junks and the
Great Khan must just be off the next
island. He collected floral and faunal
samples and forcibly dragged some
Indians to Spain, all intended as proof
that he had indeed reached Asia.
Columbus returned to the Americas three
more times, mapping out large sections
of the Caribbean and Central America,
yet he returned to Europe each time convinced he was mapping the outskirts of
Asia. Columbus, the discoverer of the
New World, ironically devoted his life
trying to convince the Europeans that he
had in fact reached the other side of the
old world.
In the decades following Columbus,
a new oceanic world was mapped out.
The maps that had framed the earlier
world were from the great Hellenistic
astronomer Ptolemy, and these pagan
maps of the ancient world had been
modified slightly by Christian crusades
and Christian dogma. The dominant
belief at the time of Columbus was that
six-sevenths of the surface of the earth
was land. This was based on Biblical
scripture and the idea that a benevolent
God would not have made too much of
the land unfit for human habitation.
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If only one-seventh of the world was
ocean, then the actual landmasses must
have been quite large, and this led men
like Columbus to wildly underestimate
the distances between Spain and Asia.
That is also why the Earth is called
“Earth,” when by all rights it should be
called “Water,” as three-fourths of its
surface is blue seas.
Today we all live in the wake of
Columbus’ voyage, for good and ill. Sea
travel has gone from being dangerous
and arduous to being quaint and comfortable. Weevil-laden biscuits and scummy
water have been replaced with bountiful
buffets. The all-too-accurately named
navigation of “dead reckoning” has given
way to Global Positioning Systems.
Many of the native peoples Columbus
encountered were killed through
epidemic diseases and warfare, and the
Americas were inhabited by a multitude
of immigrants looking for economic
opportunities across the oceanic borders.
Borders, both intellectual and physical,
fade over time, and inevitable fruitful
exchanges emerge in their place. New
landscapes inevitably open up new
perspectives, and that is why humans
keep making voyages of discovery.
Mark Madison teaches environmental
history at the National Conservation
Training Center and Shepherd University.
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Azaleas
Delicate Beauties of the Woods
Virginia Provenzano Winston

ecently I wrote an article about
our native rhododendrons, which
are all broad-leaf evergreens.
Botanists classify azaleas in the same
Rhododendron genus, but all our native
azaleas are deciduous, though many
Oriental azaleas are evergreen. And if
that wasn’t confusing enough, even the
botanists have a hard time distinguishing
among the several native azaleas. We’ll
try a quick overview here.
One thing to remember: many of us
have become accustomed to expect an
“azalea” to look like the Asians we’ve
seen in gardens most of our lives, evergreen with low mounding shape, spring
blooming and often in strong pink colors.
Our natives do not fit this description.
They are mostly tall, open, delicate
woodland denizens, and as such, could
make a wonderful addition to your shady
garden. Their requirements are simple:
high dappled or partial shade, moist,
humusy, acid soil, and good drainage.
Rhododendron arborescens, sweet
azalea or smooth azalea, blooms in late
spring after the leaves have expanded.
These blooms can cover the 10-foot tall
shrub in good light, and are white with
red stamens and a reddish tube. It is
called sweet azalea because of the
intense, heliotrope-like fragrance. What a
delight it would be to grow this shrub
near a door or garden gate to enjoy its
perfume. The sweet azalea grows in the
wild in moist woods in the mountains
and piedmont from New York to Georgia.
R. atlanticum, coast or dwarf azalea,
is found on the coastal plain, as the name
implies, in wooded wetlands from New
Jersey to South Carolina. It spreads by
underground stolons to form colonies in
its native sandy soils, but grows in a
more restrained manner in clay, reaching
between 18 inches to several feet,
depending on light and moisture. This
azalea can make a lovely groundcover
with its fragrant white blooms displayed
in April and sporadically throughout the
summer.
Hybrids between this and R. periclymenoides have been found growing
wild in southern Maryland and have
been developed into the Choptank River
hybrids, a lovely group of azaleas

R

bearing yellow, pink, and rose-fragrant
flowers.
R. Bakeri, Cumberland azalea,
grows on the Cumberland Plateau from
Kentucky and West Virginia to Tennessee
and through the mountains of Georgia
and North Carolina. This unscented
azalea blooms late in as vibrant a color
— rich orange — as the others were
delicate. Happiest in open woodlands,
this azalea grows to about six feet tall in
the garden.
R. calendulaceum, flame azalea or
yellow honeysuckle, blooms as the name
suggests, in the colors of flame. William
Bartram, in his “Travels” through the
hills of Georgia in 1776, described as
“fiery — its flowers, which are in general of the colour of the finest red lead,
orange and bright gold, as well
as yellow and cream
colour. These
various
splendid

colours
are not only
on separate
plants, but frequently
all the varieties and shades are
seen in separate branches on the same
plant, and the clusters of blossoms cover
the shrubs in such incredible profusion
on the hillsides, that suddenly opening to
view from dark shades, we are alarmed
with the apprehension of the woods
being set on fire. This is certainly the
most gay and brilliant flowering shrub
yet known.” What else can be said?
This azalea grows in the open
mountain and piedmont woodlands from
Pennsylvania to Georgia, and performs
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quite nicely in West Virginia gardens,
reaching a height of about eight feet.
R. canescens, Piedmont azalea or
Florida pinxter, might be a little out of
range for our gardens, since it is native to
the piedmont and coastal plain from
Virginia to Florida, though one reference
claims it is hardy to zone 5. It is one of
the most common wild azaleas in the
southeast, sometimes found growing in
large colonies to a height of almost 15
feet. This shrub favors moist areas and
streamsides, often under pines, flowering
very early in spring with two-tone shades
of pink along with a delightful fragrance.
R. periclymenoides (nudiflorum),
Pinxterbloom or wild honeysuckle, has a
very wide natural range, found in open
woodlands in the lower mountains and
piedmont from Maine to
Georgia. The name
“Pinxter”
comes not
from the
color

pink,
but from
the Dutch
word for
Pentecost, 50 days
after Easter, when this shrub
was said to bloom. Bloom time depends
on where it grows, however, and that
could be anytime around Easter in the
Southeast to mid-May farther north. Its
bloom is a lovely candy-pink with a long
tube and prominent stamens, delicately
fragrant. This azalea grows six to eight
feet tall, and blooms best with some
sunshine.
R. roseum (prinophyllum), Roseshell
azalea, is a more northern azalea occurring in the wild from southern Quebec to

the mountains of North Carolina. The
two-tone pink, clove-scented flowers
appear in late spring on this tall shrub in
lovely contrast to the fresh, pale green
foliage. A group of very cold-hardy
hybrids called the “Northern Lights”
series is being developed out of the
University of Minnesota, which should
be a boon to northern gardeners.
R. vaseyi, Pinkshell azalea, has a
native range that is very narrow, moist
sites in the mountains of North Carolina,
but it is such a lovely shrub, and is quite
adaptable to a much broader range, that
we could consider growing it in our
gardens. The soft, clear pink blossoms
appear in early spring, before its leaves,
and before the leaves on the trees above,
so the delicate, tubeless blooms seem to
float like butterflies through the bare
branches. It will tolerate very wet soils
but doesn’t require them, so long as they
are rich, moist and acid. Pinkshell is cold
tolerant into New England, and can be
grown in warm sites in the Carolinas
under good shade. Fall color is another
feature of this shrub. Its deep burgundy
stands out from the yellow fall foliage of
most of our native azaleas.
R. viscosum, swamp azalea or
swamp honeysuckle, is a late-blooming
shrub of variable height, usually around
five feet. It produces long, white, tubular
flowers that are intensely fragrant and
sticky (viscous). This azalea can be
found growing wild in wetlands on the
coastal plain, piedmont and mountains
from Maine south to Florida. That is an
incredible range. Although it may form
thickets in ideal moist conditions, it will
grow happily in average garden soil,
given light shade.
With such a wide variety to choose
from, you might want to plant an entire
native azalea garden, and you can.
Their favored growing conditions must
be met, of course, but your woodland
retreat could become a source of pleasure
throughout the growing season.
Virginia Provenzano Winston helps folks
design their gardens with habitat for wild
creatures in mind. To aid in planting these
gardens, she also has developed a small,
native plants nursery.
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Reflections of Summer
From a Chinese Five Element Perspective
Natasha Baihly
energy is evident in the newborn babe
drawing his first breath, kicking his legs
and wailing.
Moving through the seasons, “summer,” in the Five Element tradition, is the
time when we reach the height of our
maturity, the epoch in which we feel
confident enough in our growth to really
show ourselves to the world. It is the
stage of the most active exterior participation in life. This mirrors what happens

“
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n Five Element acupuncture, the
movement of spring found in the
natural world may be represented by
that of a tree or plant bursting forth from
the ground and growing up and out,
spreading its branches and leaves toward
the sky. This action only takes place
given that the winter has allowed the
plants to die or “hibernate” in the sense
that they gather enough energy to come
forth again in the spring.
As the spring unfurls, like the buds
popping out on trees, the natural progression takes us toward the maturity
of summer; the time when tightly-wound
buds align themselves with the sun and
allow their petals to open, one by one, to
the fullness of their expression. The mint
green of the leaves in spring deepens to
the summer green of the lush forests that
blanket our mountains. With the warming
of the season and the effects of spring
rain, coupled with the increase of sun,
the flowers also blossom to their utmost
potential, reaching out to the world,
manifesting themselves on the exterior,
as only summer conditions will allow.
Animals also come forth from the
hibernation of winter and the childbearing season. Mosquitoes come out and
lightning bugs are in their glory; butterflies have left their cocoons. Summer is
the time when many animals are found
to be most social and visible.
In looking at the seasons as a
metaphor for all of a human lifetime,
spring is traditionally seen as the time of
our birth and youth, when we are a new
creation coming forth. This spring

I
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in the plant world, where following the
growth of the spring is the movement of
the summer, which is about reaching a
time in life where a person can extend
her uniqueness to the light of the world.
During this period of extended
daylight, it is good for us to go outside
and enjoy the weather. Many of us bask
in the sun and warmth, go on vacation
or take time to travel. We work in the
garden, play with our kids at the park,
and connect with our friends and family.
These are all appropriate activities
mirroring the energy of the season.
In this ancient theory of medicine,
just as “wood” was the natural element
associated with spring, “fire” is the
element associated with summer. The
fact that wood feeds or creates fire parallels the seasonal progression of spring
leading to summer.
When I think of fire, I think of light,
of transforming the darkness, of bringing
people together for warmth or for
expression in the form of dance or song.
When people huddle around a fire, it is
often for heat, warmth, illumination, and
connecting to others in a joyful way.

It follows that the relationships we
have with people at this time of year
might be better if they are less about
getting things done, or less about coming
together in the ritual of a holiday, and
more about simply being together in the
light of who we are. Under the influence
of the heat of the season, people may
slow down a bit to partake in picnics,
weddings, family reunions — activities
that may allow for partnership with
others outside of our normal realm.
Summer is like a moon that has reached
its apex in the night sky, in a phase
where the importance of striving wanes
while experiencing intimacy or laugher
waxes.
Fire can be captivating, mesmerizing, spontaneous, arising as a spark from
a magnifying glass. Summer is a woman
in a striking red dress, tossing her head
back in laughter. It is the stoic dad who
plays a trick on his daughter. It is the
“old woman who wears purple” and spits
watermelon seeds.
There are also cycles of the seasons
within the larger cycle of our lifetime.
For example, summer happens to all of
us each day when we take time to play or
get to know one another. It happens in
the embrace of a loved one after the
hardships of the day, or when kids romp
with the dog in the backyard, or when a
grandparent reaches across the table to
take your hand.
One translation of the ancient
Chinese text, the Nei Jing Su Wen, says
of summer:
The three months of summer
Are called prospering and developing
the flower.
The qi (energy) of Heaven and Earth
Intertwine,
The 10,000 beings flower and
bring forth fruit.
At night, one goes to bed, at dawn one gets up.
One does not let oneself be overcome
by the sun,
Exerting the will, but without the violence,
Assisting the brilliance of beauty
and strength
Which thus fulfill their promise.
One must assist the flow of qi
Which likes to go to the exterior.

According to the ancient Chinese,
the summer was the time to live life on
the “yang” side; it is the less reflective
and introverted side of the year, and the
more extroverted and active side of the
year, following the instinct of the natural
world. Moderation is an ever-present
theme in Chinese medicine, and the idea
of bringing out the “qi” or energy in this
text is tempered by the phrases about
“not being overcome by the sun,” and
asserting yourself “but without violence.” Putting all the logs on the fire at
once results in a flame that burns out
prematurely; it may be glorious, but if
we choose to rage like that, soon we find
ourselves “burnt out.” Another option is

“

Pull-quote

here pull quote here pull
quote here pull quote

”

here.

the steadiness of a quiet fire, which
burns long into the night. This lesson of
achieving balance is important, particularly in our culture, which, as a whole,
tends toward overexertion.
Each season brings its gifts, as does
each person who tends to reflect the
energy of one season perhaps more than
another. From the creativity, vision, and
bold action of spring comes the expansiveness and grace of the summer
season. So enjoy your summer (by the
Chinese clock, reaching its height
around June 21st, the longest day of light
of the year), and experience the fullness
of life that late summer brings. Foster
your own inner fire that allows you the
possibility of a heart connection with
others. Know the joys of all our relations, and a sense of connectedness to all
that is.
“Summer is nothing more than the
accomplishment of spring.”
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Catching Fallen Stars
Terry Lindsay

n 1934, a star was born. This star
grew up as Mr. Kindred*, a black
man from Alabama. Growing up in
the Deep South, Mr. Kindred lived in a
place and time of segregation, prejudice,
and hatred towards his race. But in spite
of these odds, this star rose. Mr. Kindred
was educated in Alabama. He was an
ROTC graduate and served as a captain
in the Army. He obtained a Masters
Degree in Education and began work on
his doctorate. He married, owned a
home, and raised a daughter, who gave
him grandchildren. He spent a career
working in education; he served as the
Dean of Student Affairs at a small college in South Carolina, and later moved
to Bowie State in Maryland, where he
worked as a professor.
In 1994, something happened and
this star fell. Mr. Kindred went to work
one morning, told a colleague he was
leaving for a while and never returned.
No one knew what happened to him or
where he had gone. In October of 1994,
Mr. Kindred came to the Martinsburg
Union Rescue Mission. No one there was
aware of his background or family circumstances, other than he had listed a
brother’s address in Atlanta as a contact
in case of an emergency.
Mr. Kindred lived and worked at the
mission for 11 years, until his death in
July of 2005. When he died, the mission
provided the Winchester Hospital in
Virginia the only contact information it
had, and Mr. Kindred’s brother was contacted. The brother immediately came to
Winchester to identify his lost brother.
Mr. Kindred’s wife and daughter were
also notified and came to the mission to
collect his possessions. They were grateful to know what had happened to their
loved one and that he had been compassionately cared for throughout his years
at the mission.
Although this story is unusual on
many fronts, it is not unusual for homeless men to feel at home at the Rescue
Mission. For more than 46 years the
mission has given to the poor, fed the
hungry, and sheltered the homeless. And
for most of those 46 years Rev. William
“Bill” Crowe and his wife, Libby, have
worked to make the wayward and the

I

Artist’s rendering of the future Martinsburg Rescue Mission supplied by author.

downtrodden welcome, offering simple
Christian love. Like the story of the
prodigal son coming home to the open
arms of his loving father, Mr. and Mrs.
Crowe offer unconditional love to the men
who come there, tempered with a healthy
serving of tough love — well needed in a
house full of prodigal sons. All are
welcomed and none is turned away as
long as they abide by a few simple rules:
no alcohol, no drugs, no violence, and
daily attendance at chapel services.
The Crowes maintain a long-standing mission tradition of offering “soup,
soap, and salvation” to every man who
walks through the mission’s doors. The
men come from all walks of life, race,
and age. Many are veterans, many are
dealing with alcohol and drug addictions,
and some have mental illnesses. Some
have only known abusive family situations all their lives. The compassion they
get at the mission may be the most that
they’ve ever known.
A Home to Many
During the winter months some
30 transient men find food and shelter
nightly at the mission. Nearly 40 men
live there long term, receiving three
meals a day, a clean bed, warm clothing,
structured support for recovering alcohol
and drug abusers, and a chance to make
a meaningful contribution to the community. The men who become a part of the
mission’s daily program work in a variety
of jobs: preparing meals, staffing the
front desk, providing night security,
sorting donated clothing and furniture,
baling rags and cardboard for recycling,
cleaning dormitories, washing laundry,
operating the mission’s store, caring for
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the grounds, and making repairs to the
buildings. The men attend chapel
services twice daily, six days a week and
once on Sunday, their day of rest.
The mission has a halfway house
program that enables men to gain confidence and learn to live productively on
their own. While housed at the mission,
they work in the community at places
like Cracker Barrel, Ruby Tuesday’s,
Wal-Mart, Sheetz, and The Journal.
The mission helps families, too.
Needy households can get free purchase
vouchers to shop for clothing, shoes,
furniture, and food at the mission’s thrift
store. No one will go hungry; the mission serves three free, nourishing meals
everyday to anyone in need.
All mission operating dollars come
from donations contributed by churches,
businesses, and individuals, and from
income gained from thrift store sales and
recycling. The mission receives no
government funding, so its continued
existence depends upon the goodwill and
compassion of our area community.
A Growing Need
When the mission first opened its
doors 46 years ago, the need was much
smaller. At that time the mission housed
eight to 10 men and served only
Martinsburg. Now, at times, the number
of men at the mission’s door exceeds the
number of available beds. In the recent
past over 80 men required shelter in a
single night. Last year the mission served
60,277 meals to the hungry. Its area of
support is no longer just Martinsburg,
but the whole Eastern Panhandle. And
there are no other comparable facilities
in either Jefferson or Morgan counties.

The current 100-year-old mission
house was never designed for the
purposes it fulfills. It’s been remodeled
and added to several times over the
years, but the truth is the building is
pushed to its functional limits. It is tired,
worn, and sagging, and cannot keep pace
with the pressing 21st-century demands.
It is time for a new shelter.
The mission now has preliminary
site plans for a new 20,500-square-foot
shelter to be built on the mission-owned
lot next to its thrift store. The new
facility will house 100-plus men and
greatly increase the mission’s capacity to
feed the hungry. It will be more energy
efficient, cost effective, functional, and
easier to maintain than the current
shelter. The projected cost of the new
building is $2.5 to $3 million. The mission is a quarter of the way to meeting
that goal. But it still needs the help of
community citizens, churches, and businesses to make the building a reality.
The rescue mission is a catcher of
fallen stars. Some stars fall sooner,
farther, and harder than others, but all are
precious and must be caught. The fallen
stars that land at the mission gain a
renewed glow to their embers that are
almost burned out. The star catchers —
the mission and its supporters — find
their own stars brighter and more
intensified and find meaning in an oftenmeaningless world. Consider giving your
support to the mission, and make a
difference in the lives of the homeless.
The mission’s goal is to complete the
new shelter by 2010. Help us cast a
wider net so all stars that fall our way are
caught. (Donations can be made payable
to the “MURM Building Fund” and
mailed to Martinsburg Union Rescue
Mission, Inc., P.O. Box 843, Martinsburg, WV 25402.)
*Name changed to protect the family’s
privacy.

Terry Lindsay serves on the board of
directors for the Martinsburg Union
Rescue Mission and works as an exhibit
planner for the National Park Service at
Harpers Ferry Center.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist

Baha’i Faith

Christ Reformed U.C.C

Christian Science Society

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

Entler Hotel, German St.
Telephone: 876-3995
Sunday Worship: 11:30 a.m.
Discussion Group:
1st & 3rd Fridays, 8 p.m.

304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor
Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11 a.m.
Sunday School for all ages: 10:10 a.m.

Entler Hotel, German & Princess Streets
Sunday worship & Sunday School: 10 am
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays
3 pm from September through May
7 pm during June, July, and August
Reading Room: 1st Wednesdays 10 a.m. - 1 p.m.
Telephone: 876-2021
Sentinel radio program Sundays 7 a.m.
on WINC 92.5 FM

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Roman Catholic

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: 876-2362
Sunday Worship: 10:45 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Church & Washington Streets
Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436
Sunday Eucharist: 8 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

West German Street
Joe Liles, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3856
Sunday Worship: 11 a.m. & 7 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

King & High Streets
Fred Soltow, Pastor
Telephone: 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.

St. James’, Uvilla
Sunday Worship: 9:30 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

Unity of Shepherdstown

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

Corner of Church & Germans Sts.
George T. Schramm, Pastor
Telephone: 876-6990
Sunday Worship: 8 a.m. & 10 a.m.
Sunday School: 10 a.m.

Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy
Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11 a.m.
Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops
Telephone: 876-1053
www.unityofshepherdstown.org
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Donors
Byliners
Pat Hunt
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Patrons
Sandra D’Onofrio
Margaret Drennen
Erdem & Carole Ergin
John R. Foxen
Judith & Stanley Jones
Richard & Kathy Klein
Jo Ann & W.E. Knode Jr.
Tom & Lolly Martin
George & Pat McKee
Edward Moore
Sky’s the Limit
Victoria & Peter Smith
Henry K. Willard, II
Peter & Ellen Wilson
Partners
Katherine Akers
Kristin Alexander & Jeffrey
Feldman
Charles Balkan
Thomas Banks & Laura Tung
Dwight & Alma Benson
Robert & Mary C. Borden
Frank & Theresa Bradley
Roger & Wendy Bredehoft
Marc & Judith Briod
Frank & Jeanette Brown
John & Helen Burns
Curtiss & Judith Bury
Zelma Buskell
Snowdon Byron
Linda C. Carter
R. Dabney Chapman
F. Dennis & Lola Clarke
George Colbert
Robert & Kelly Collins
G. A. & Carolyn Corliss
Rosemarie Robson Coy
Janice Danhart
Howard & Charlotte Demory
Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Denis & Nancy Doss
Martha A. Doss
William & Sarah Drennen
Katherine Duke & Brian Burrows
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
David & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean A. Elliott
Yvonne Fisher
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Peter & Linda Fricke
Carol Gallant
Rosemary Geist
Edmund & Susan Goldsborough
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad C. Hammann

Bill & Jean Hartgroves
James & Ada Hatchett
Barbara Heinz
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
Elaine Hurd
Jack & Hannah Huyett
Edward Smith & Quinith Janssen
Nan Johnson
Ernest & Joan Johnston
Linda Jones
James E. Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
John & Barbara King
Melida & William Knott, Col.
(Ret.)
Robert & Maureen Laffan
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Richard & Audrey LeDane
Walter & Ethel Lemaster
Willoughby & Ellen Lemen
John & Judith Lilga
Ken & Mary Lowe
James & Nancy Macdonell
Eugene B. Maddex
George & Dorothy Marshall
Upton & Marian Martin
Mildred & Floyd Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Arthur & Wilma Morabito
Karene Motivans & Stuart
Wallace
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
James & Jan Nixon
Willis & Margot Ours
Carroll & Ruth Palmer
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Joan Piemme & Mavis Ferguson
Avery & Margaret Post
H. Potts
James & Rebecca Prather
Mrs. Charles Printz
Millie A. Riley
Martha & Bob Rizzo
Gwendolyn R. Robinson
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Carol Sanders
John F. Schmidt
Maxine T. Schmitt
Elizabeth S. Scott
Rosa Lee Shanton
Henry Shepherd
Eleanor Ann Shirley
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Elizabeth P. Smith
Harold W. Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie G. Spiker
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Edwin C. Sprouse
Alan & Elizabeth Sturm
Ben Summerford
Agnes H. Tabler
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
Mark & Linda Sholes Walter
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Vera Willingham
Doris A. Wilson
Esther Wood
Denis Woods & Eileen Dooley
Clarence Wright
Friends
Betty Allen
Mary Lee Baker
Carrie & Robert Billmyer, Jr.
Sylvia H. Boyer
Barbara & Clifton Brooks
Odetta Brown
George & Margaret Cashin
William & Yvonne Claytor
R. Richard Conard
Ruth Conard
Louise Cox
James & Vivian Cramer
James K. Davis
Karen L. Davison
Carol & Michael Demchik
Michael Elliott
Sylvia Freedland
John & Susana Garten
Michael & Debora Gresalfi
Lola M. Hamm
Lucetta S. Jenkins
David Klinger
Susanne & James Koenig
Margaret T. Laise
Jim & Kristen Laise
Wilson Lambert, Sr.
Burt & Rebecca Lidgerding
William & Dorothy Lowe
Eveyln & George Mason
Dabney & Alta Miller
Rev. Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Richard & Barbara Nickell
William & Linda O'Brien
Addie M. Ours
Stasia Pell
Ralph Petri
Marilyn & William Preuit
David & Betty Ramsay
Rebecca Murphy
John Schley
Caitlin Schneiderman
Albert & Joy Schwartz
Burton & Cornelia Simon
Sara Smith
Sue Spencer & Laura Martin
Marcia Stickley
Larry & Donna Teeling

Lynn B. Truslow
Mary Valentine
Mary Franklin Vanmeter
Catherine Waite
John & Sarah Walker
Charles Ware
Judy Weese
Debbie & Nils Wigren
Nancy & Bill Wilson
Chelsey & Lynn Yellott
Alice B. Zahniser

Key
*
*
*
*

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

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

Letters
While in Charles Town recently I happened upon a copy of
your paper with a wonderful story on Edna and Henry Snyder.
What a pleasure it was to read the nice article about one of my
favorite teachers of some years ago when I attended Charles
Town High School. Mrs. Snyder was my English teacher and
made a lasting impression on my life. I loved her class and
respected her so much. Please express to her how much I enjoyed
reading the article and finding out how she and Mr. Snyder are
doing. After reading the paper for the first time, we appreciated
being able to hear about how things are going in our “corner of
Jefferson County — wild and wonderful” West Virginia.
Therefore, we are asking to have the paper sent to us here in
Ohio. Enclosed is a small donation in support of the paper.
— Mary Lee (Dillow) Baker, Enon, Ohio
***
The GOOD NEWS PAPER is getting better and better.
Naturally, I especially enjoyed Marge Dower’s “The Vortex,” and
[Mark Madison’s] “Environmental Ills: Nature Deficit Disorder.”
Great stuff. Thank you.
— A. Zahniser, Chambersburg, Pa.
***
A note to inform you of the death of Olen W. Hawn on
February 20, 2006. He was born at Uvilla near Shepherdstown
and lived in the area in his younger years. He often recalled fond
memories of growing up in Shepherdstown and surrounding
areas and had many stories to tell. He drove his car until age 95
and worked in the garden until age 98. Just thought I would let
you know in order to stop sending your publication to him. He
did enjoy your articles.
— Jane Robinson, Mathias, W.Va.
***
Today, again, I find my P.O. box stuffed with your paper. As
usual, I take mine home and recycle it. I never see the post office
garbage cans full except for the days on which your publication
comes out. Is there some way that you could target your distribution a little more, save a few trees and cut down on the junk mail
load that we all have to deal with?
— Mike, Harpers Ferry, W.Va.
Editor’s reply:
Thanks for your concern in protecting the environment.
I wish more people thoughtfully recycled the trash (of many
sorts) that deluges us on a daily basis. May your tribe increase!
Keep up the good work.
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Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

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

304-263-0345

JOHN J. KUSKA, JR.
CERTIFIED PUBLIC ACCOUNTANT
AND BUSINESS CONSULTANT

56 HACKBERRY CIRCLE
SHEPHERDSTOWN, WEST VIRGINIA 25443
SHEPHERDSTOWN 304-876-1819
TOLL FREE 877-985-8752 (877-WVKUSKA)
FAX 304-876-1820
EMAIL JOHN@KUSKACPA.COM
JOHN J. KUSKA, JR., CPA

Jim Day, Owner
Certified Master Auto Technician

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

WEST VIRGINIA HOUSE OF DELEGATES
State Capitol, Room 258-M, Charleston, WV 25305

John Overington
Member
491 Hoffman Road, Martinsburg
WV 25401 (304) 274-1791
e-mail address: john@overington.com
Visit my web page at: http://www.overington.com
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26 Years

still FREE

but not cheap

“Floral Explosion” by Joan Keith

