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Bearing the Light of Creation
a N i N V i TaT i o N T o G r a D u aT e S
Randall Tremba
Then God said, “Let there be light”; and there was light.
— Genesis 1
Someone I loved once gave me a box full of darkness. It took me years to understand that this, too, was a gift.
— Mary Oliver
Don’t ask yourself what the world needs. Ask yourself what makes you come alive and then go do that.
Because what the world needs is people who have come alive.
— Howard Thurman

T

he world can be a pretty dark place at times.
It needs people like you to bear and behold the
light. It doesn’t mean you must fix the world.
It means you must come alive, time and time again—
out of darkness, if necessary.
What are you going to do when the earth quakes
and kills or maims tens of thousands, when a cyclone
wreaks death and destruction; when a continent is
ravaged by AIDS; when your homeland leaves its
people behind in ruined cities, in poverty and sickness;
when your home state is exposed as racist and undereducated; when your classmate is called ugly names;
when a stranger stands alone in the corner, ignored by
all others in the room; or when your own world collapses after a death or grave disappointment? What are
you going to do?
Whatever it is you do, you won’t be alone. The
Spirit in the earth is the same Spirit in your heart still
unfolding and creating, through thick and thin, as it
has over eons of time. Whatever you do, stay attuned to
the Spirit. Consider the birds of the air and the lilies of
the field, and you will find your way through thick and
thin.
Another way to find your way is how Frederick
Buechner famously put it: Find where the world’s great
need and your great joy intersect and that, most likely,
is where you belong.
In 2004, folksinger/songwriter David LaMotte
and his wife Deanna took their honeymoon in Antigua,
Guatemala, in order to learn Spanish by “immersion.” While there, they noticed something they hadn’t
planned to notice. The village school had no clean
water, no decent kitchen to prepare lunch, and few
textbooks. Why is that? they asked the principal. He
told them it was because the government only pays for
teachers. The local community must provide everything
else, and this was a poor community.
Well, they asked, what would it cost to get clean
water, a decent kitchen, and textbooks? Oh, said the
principal, a couple hundred dollars. That’s all?! Yes,
that’s all; but we don’t have it.

David and Deanna had that much money, but
instead of “fixing” one school then and there, they
returned to the United States to rally support from
their friends and fans. From that time on, while on his
popular concert tours, David connected his audiences
through his nonprofit organization, Proytecto Para Las
Escuelas Guatemaltecas (PEG) (www.pegpartners.org),
to dozens of small schools in Guatemala, which now
have running, clean water; decent kitchens; and textbooks. It was “small change” producing deep change.
Find where the world’s great need and your great
joy intersect and that, most likely, is where you belong.
The world can be a pretty dark place. Sometimes
we get to bear the light; sometimes we get to behold it.
You can see it in Genesis if you don’t fall into a trap.
Genesis is the first book in the Bible, not because
it’s the oldest part of the Bible. It’s not. Genesis is not
first because it describes how the earth and all its creatures were created, once and for all long, long ago. It
doesn’t. Evolution tells that story far better.
The Great Ancestors didn’t know specifics about
the marvelous processes and mechanisms of evolution the way we do. They didn’t know the specifics of
natural selection, DNA, electromagnetic waves, or the
Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle. They didn’t know
about the Big Bang. They didn’t know everything. But
they knew enough.
The Great Ancestors knew about the Big Presence.
They knew the Great Spirit in the wind and in their
breath. The Great Ancestors knew about the processes
of re-genesis, of regeneration and resurrection out of
darkness and chaos. They knew God as an artist, bringing beauty out of mud.
The story of creation is first in the Bible because
the Ancestors knew we’d need to hear it early and
often. Genesis begins where our lives often end up: in
darkness and chaos.
Time and time again, our world collapses. Death
and devastation strike in large and small ways. The
light goes out of our world. There’s no firm place left
to stand. We can’t get our heads above water. We can’t
breathe.

That’s where Genesis begins. It begins in personal,
existential reality. Time and time again, we come to the
end of our world and wonder: Will we ever live again?
The mythic tale of creation from Genesis is the
answer of faith. It comes out of the heart and art of the
Great Ancestors. It’s a myth, which is to say: It’s something that never was; but always is. It helps to hear it
with that kind of ear and heart.
In beginning God. In the original Hebrew language
there is no article. No the. So it’s not: In the beginning,
as if there were only one. The Great Ancestors knew
better.
In beginning God created, that is, made something
out of nothing, just as we must often do. A dark formless chaos covered the face of the deep. A wind swept
over the face of the waters. Then God said, “Let there
be light”; and there it was—light. And God saw that
the light was good; and God separated the light from
the darkness. God called the light Day, and the darkness God called Night.
Here’s something that took me years to understand:
God did not eliminate darkness. God named the darkness. And sometimes that’s all we can do. Name it. We
name the darkness and let it be.
God called the light Day, and the darkness Night.
And there was evening and there was morning, the first
day.
This paean continues through seven poetic verses,
through seven days, portraying a process. Not overnight, but gradually, the Great Spirit draws us up and
out into a new world. We stand once again on solid
ground with our heads above water. We breathe again
and emerge into a new world where we flourish within
the dynamic, wondrous web of life. No, it’s not perfect.
It never will be. But, behold, it is good! And on most
days, that’s good enough.
This, as it turns out, is the story of our lives over
and over again: Light out of darkness. Life out of
death, one breath, one step, one hug, one day at a time.
It’s your destiny and vocation all in one word: Love.
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Graphic Designer Makes Her Mark
Wendy Mopsik

Though her specialty is book working or
text layout, she also does the proofreading for the other designers.
McCollum began her employment in
the printing industry in the early 1970s
as a typesetter. The work entailed sitting
at an IBM Selectric typewriter for eight
hours a day transcribing from government
documents. Although somewhat relaxing because of the monotonous, routine

site in Hagerstown rather than having
employees travel to a more urban location
for classes.
This highly efficient, focused,
productive individual clearly prefers the
confines of her cubicle at work to the
busy, congested, noisy environs found in
larger population areas. But her favorite
place to be is the acre of land and home
where she and her husband, Mike, reside

Photo by Perk Hull, HBP, Inc.

M

eet Ann McCollum, the individual at HBP, Inc. who turns
the GOOD NEWS PAPER
copy into a readable, attractive work of
art. From her space located in the inner
sanctum of “Cubicle World,” she literally
transforms text, photos, headlines, and
advertisements into the consistently
professional issues that arrive in your
mailbox.
Since the summer of 2005,
McCollum has (with few exceptions)
been the graphic designer responsible for
putting out the publication. Everything
she needs gets delivered electronically
and, within one week, she is able to
turn around the process for the editorial staff’s approval. She determines the
schedule, pulls the copy into a template,
chooses appropriate special effects to fit
the articles, adjusts headlines and line
endings, proofreads every submission,
and when all is complete, has a pressready layout available for printing by
The Record Herald. McCollum loves the
work, although it’s admittedly hard on the
eyes, and she is especially drawn to the
Good News Paper. Even before receiving
the assignment from John Snyder, owner
of HBP, Inc., McCollum enjoyed the publication, having discovered it shortly after
moving to Sharpsburg, Md.
“I have very little editing to do for
the GNP, especially when compared to
other jobs assigned to me,” reported
McCollum. “There is such a high quality
of writing. I find the work relaxing and
love reading the human-interest stories
contained in the paper. Working with the
editors is so easy.” McCollum acknowledged that Marjorie Dower has been an
inspiration over all the years. She also
enjoys environmental writers, Monica
Grabowska and Virginia Provenzano
Winston, citing again her delight in actually reading the publications she must
design and edit. McCollum is responsible
for similar design work on the many
kinds of publications produced by HBP
(formerly Hagerstown Bookbinding and
Printing). The company uses computers
in all phases of its high quality offset
and digital printing business. It produces
everything from college sports yearbooks,
basketball referee handbooks, and annual
reports to business cards, brochures, and
magazines. McCollum and five other
graphic designers, along with several
project managers, working three different
shifts, make up the Design Department.

Ann McCollum

nature of the copy, the shop girls, as they
were called, had very little opportunity
for creative thinking. With the passage
of time, McCollum’s speed-reading
improved and so did her job responsibilities. Eventually, she and the others
received copy revisions from their
customers and learned to cut and paste
for a mock-up of the publication. In the
mid-1990s, the world of desktop publishing came on the scene. McCollum
learned much from on-the-job training
and from the continuous classes offered
by software companies and supported
by her employer. Creativity is now not
only encouraged, but also rewarded. Her
company annually solicits design ideas
for the holiday card sent to all customers. McCollum’s designs were selected
in 2006 and 2007. Today, she uses the
InDesign software program common to
the graphic design and printing industry.
“Updating one’s skills in the current
technologies is critical since this is what
the customer expects and deserves. It
drives many business decisions,” said
McCollum. Her only suggestion is for
the trainers to come to the business
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in Sharpsburg. Married for 27 years, the
McCollums left southern Maryland in
1986, where they had been helping to
care for her elderly in-laws. On a whim,
because McCollum had always loved
the area, they settled in Washington
County in a rented house with two large
dogs. Today, they live in their own house
that they share with two Miniature
Schnauzers, four indoor cats, and no
computer! Canines Gordon and Spencer
along with felines Scamper, Missy, Flag,
and Miss Kiss, who were rescued from
the local shelter, are all around 12 years
old.
McCollum’s passion, which became
increasingly apparent as the interview
progressed, is to be a steward of the land.
Her commitment to the natural world
is manifested in a desire to return their
land to a more natural state. With the
help of the Maryland Wildlife Federation,
which supplies information, this wildlife
habitat restoration endeavor includes
converting lawn to native gardens and
fieldstone walkways; adding pine, pear,
maple, and English walnut trees; using
rain barrels to capture water for sustain-

ing the landscape; experimenting with the
placement of bat boxes to attract these
most helpful of mammals; and being
consistently aware of the human footprint
that we unconsciously leave behind. The
ultimate goal of the restoration project is
to encourage bees, bats, hummingbirds,
butterflies, birds, and other flying creatures to live happily together. Her love of
the outdoors also extends to accompanying her husband on fishing trips where
she enjoys taking photos and relishing the
sunshine.
While McCollum’s professional life
is in its latter stages, her husband is just
beginning a new career as a commercial
truck driver. Her hope is to become a
passenger and fellow traveler as they
venture out to see the world together.
Of course, this long-term plan will only
happen when the aging pets have passed
on, the wildlife habitat is thriving, and
the graphic design job that she so loves
is over. As she pores over the 30-inch
computer screen that is her constant
companion at work, this self-effacing,
shy woman seeks only an easy coexistence with nature. The contrast between
the demands of a technological society
and McCollum’s desire for a simpler
life are reminiscent of the questions
raised in John Naisbitt’s 1999 book,
High Tech/High Touch: Technology and
Our Search for Meaning. The futurist
author began his study of the potential
impact of the age of technology with the
best seller Megatrends, where he first
coined the phrase, high tech/high touch.
Naisbitt believed that the only solution
to coping with this new phenomenon
was to balance each application of high
technology with an equal application
of human touch. He said that creating
harmony and understanding between
technology and human interaction was
the essence of a survivalist attitude.
McCollum certainly seems to have found
the way to balance these two forces.

Wendy Mopsik and her spouse, Stan, are
entering their second phase of retirement.
The first stop was a 10-year residency
in Garrett County, Md. They recently
relocated to Shepherdstown because of its
charming ambience, proximity to grandchildren, inviting outdoors, less severe
winters, and cultural offerings. Wendy is
a former mental health professional and
amateur journalist.
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Hammered Dulcimer Maker, Nicholas Blanton
Sheri Fedorchak

N

Nick Blanton

Nick cutting a groove for decorative inlay

Photos by Sheri Fedorchak

icholas Blanton is a local resident and musician
who designs, makes, and sells hammered dulcimers. That sentence pretty well sums up Blanton’s
livelihood. But just like the music that flows from the
instruments he creates, Blanton’s life has stories to tell
and beauty within.
It was during the Fall Arts Festival at the National
Conservation Training Center in Shepherdstown that I
first met Nick Blanton. I heard him before I saw him.
He was tucked away in a corner of one of the classroom
buildings, between display cases on hunting and fishing,
playing his instruments.
Now, a few years later, I am interviewing Blanton on
one of those perfectly created spring days. He lives at the
end of a winding, gravel lane in Berkeley County, past a
pond and through a gate, next to a garden. He puts down
the tools he has been using to build the soundboard for a
dulcimer made out of redwood from a recycled wine vat
and tells me story after story.
Blanton grew up in Tennessee, not as a serious music
student, but as an experimenter, dabbling in mandolin,
and making and playing bamboo flutes. “Then,” as he
says, “I picked up hammered dulcimer and something
happened.”
Prior to becoming an instrument builder, Blanton got
a degree in gunsmithing at Trinidad State Junior College
in Colorado, a place he described as “having too much
sunshine for my nerves.” But after seeing a friend get
married in West Virginia, he switched from the blue skies
of Trinidad, to continue his studies at Davis and Elkins
College in Elkins, where the rain and clouds better suited
him.
Elkins was going through a kind of Appalachian
Renaissance, and by the 1970s had become a center
of interest in traditional crafts and music. While still a
student in 1977, Blanton signed up for an instrumentmaking class taught by Paul Reisler and Sam Rizzetta at
the Augusta Heritage Center. Reisler and Rizzetta were
members of the band TRAPEZOID with Pete Vigour and
Paul Yeaton, at that time a hammered dulcimer quartet.
Once equipped with a hammered dulcimer, he had
no room to store it. “I was hooked, and it was sitting right
there. Given a choice between playing or studying, I did
a lot of playing. As they say, ‘a man can accomplish a
great deal if it’s not what he should be doing.’ I played so
much I probably would have driven people crazy, except
that my roommate had moved to town and, heard through
concrete block walls, I didn’t sound too bad.”
Leaving Davis and Elkins, he got a job at Colonial
Williamsburg in the Gunsmith Shop, with an eye to
transferring to the Instrument Maker’s Shop, then located
at the back of the Anthony Hay Cabinet Shop. There, he
met Larry Bowers, the violin/viola maker who now lives
down the road in Middleway. Larry was ready to leave
Colonial Williamsburg, and told him that rather than
making instruments at Williamsburg, Blanton, too, should
work on his own. After some more years in the Gunsmith
Shop, he did.
“Of course,” he says, “that I survived doing that
was probably dumb luck. I just happened to pick the
right instrument to build. Larry was and is a truly gifted

Detail of Loepker Top

builder, but working in a much more crowded field, he’s
had a harder time getting the recognition he deserves.”
Later Sam Rizzetta and Paul Reisler contacted
Blanton about establishing a hammered dulcimer making
shop in Elkins, called Trapezoid Instruments. “We
thought we’d be hurting for work, but in fact we had too
many orders. The correct business move would have been
to find a big space, invest in a lot of equipment, materials, and supplies; hire and train and manage some workers; and get busy. But supervising employees, running
a big shop—none of us wanted to do that. And the way
we’d set it up wasn’t working, either.” So, the group broke
up.
Rizzetta and Blanton still collaborate, with Blanton
continuing to build dulcimers that Rizzetta has designed.
Blanton says, “I can’t begin to list all the things I’ve
learned from Sam, and still learn. Sometimes Sam and
I go fishing, and whether it’s seeing Sam place a new
soundboard brace or watching him place a fly with his fly
rod, he’s always an inspiration.”
Elkins is also where Blanton met the partner of his
life, his wife, Joanie. They met in Elkins at Augusta in
1982. At the time, Joanie was working at Old Sturbridge
Village in Massachusetts. Both eventually gave up their
trades at Williamsburg and Sturbridge and joined their
lives and music, eventually moving to Shepherdstown.

Blanton says, “We did the American thing, selling
out and moving west.”
He and Joanie bought land in Berkeley County and
built their wooden house and shop. Since 1987, Joanie has
coordinated the Upper Potomac Dulcimer Fest. Blanton
has further imbedded himself in the community through
the Rumseian Society, which built and operates the replica model of the 1787 steamboat built by James Rumsey.
On average, it takes Blanton 100 hours to build a
hammered dulcimer, and he completes around two dozen
instruments a year for customers across the United States
and overseas. He describes the state of his affairs as, “like
any musical instrument maker, trying to see if I can get
away with doing it a little longer.”
Only recently, Blanton states, since the traditional
music revival of the 1970s, has the hammered dulcimer
“rocketed to relative obscurity. Right now some people
are willing to pay for a very high quality instrument, but
that could change at any minute.”
It’s not just Blanton’s instruments that travel overseas; every once in awhile he does, too. Recently, he and
Joanie traveled to Germany to attend a gathering of the
Cimbalom World Association, an organization that promotes various forms of percussion stringed instruments
such as the cimbalom, a large chromatic hammered
dulcimer with heavy strings like a piano. In parts of
Europe, the dulcimer is taken very seriously and is studied in the conservatory, similar to violin, piano, and other
instruments.
After he played a piece at the Cimbalom gathering,
a Ukrainian woman approached him, and in her halting
English, said to Blanton, “You play professional?”
“Uh, no ma’am,” Blanton said.
“Then you teach at conservatory, at school?” she
said, trying again.
“No,” he replied.
“Oh, so you play because you like.”
“Yes!” said Blanton.
Much like the Ukrainian woman, I had plied Blanton
with questions. It was time for our interview to end on
this spring afternoon, when you could practically hear the
redbud blossoms unfurling.
After preparing this article, I looked at Sam Rizzetta’s
Website and found a quote about Blanton written by
Rizzetta: “He has since become a superb craftsman, an
extremely knowledgeable historian of the dulcimer, and
one of the most sensitive and skilled stylists as a player.”
Words such as these reveal Nick Blanton’s skill, and
pictures of his instruments illustrate his creativity and
mastery of hammered dulcimer–making. But to really get
a grasp of his talents, one must hear him play. My hope
is that you do. To learn more about Blanton, purchase
his recordings, and learn about his instruments, visit his
Website at http://home.earthlink.net/~updf/nbi/.
You may contact him at: Nicholas Blanton
Instruments, P.O. Box 1473, Shepherdstown, WV 25443;
phone: (304) 263-2531; E-mail: updf@earthlink.net

Sheri Fedorchak lives and works in Shepherdstown and
enjoys writing about other people and their interests.
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Nature’s Voice

Away Through the Night

Winding vines wrap themselves around the wrought iron gates surrounding an old crumbling house
All looks dead and deserted
Yet the flora that surrounds it brings life once again
Moss covered stones line the pebbled pathway to the green front door
Daffodils wave lazily in the breeze, their color radiating
Small clusters of purple violets surround a white chipped birdbath
A wooden swing hangs limply from only one rope, the other having fallen to the ground
Even without words, a story is told

Away through the night like a bird in the sky,
How great the wind blew like a big, fat lie.
I hear the cat’s cry and the dog’s howl,
I see a cold girl wrapped in a towel.
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Sierra Grabowska, age 13
Ms. Reilly’s 8th grade language arts class
Shepherdstown Middle School

*
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in Highsummer like a split teapot
awkward the oak trees
flatten squirrels
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as bobandnancy speed
driving a landrover
green as trashcan
summer
when the world is squirrel-glamorous
the weird
young halfsister whining
black
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ben&jerry painting her face skips
from checkers and gameboy and
it’s
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the
stink-footed
squirrelMan
“Sack
of
Pooh”

The Martinsburg-Berkeley County Public Library hosts two groups
of young writers on alternating Fridays at 3:30 p.m.
Ages 7-11 meet on the first and third Fridays, and ages 12-18 on
the second and fourth Fridays. Led by Erin Ellis, sessions include
an activity or reading to spark the day’s work, and she encourages
journaling every day. The library has just published an anthology of
the work of these young writers (see below).
Info: www.youseemore.com/MartinsburgBerkeley/
Contact: Erin Ellis, emumma@mail.nln.lib.wv.us

hollers

This poem was a summer workshop
collaboration between young students and
Shepherd University professor Ethan Fischer
in a park gazebo in 1998. (Reprinted with
permission from Fischer’s book of poetry,
Beached in the Hourglass.)
If you want to be inspired by published poets,
as these kids were inspired by e. e. cummings’
poem “in Just-,” borrow some poetry books at
the Shepherdstown Public Library.

As I wander over fields and meadows, hidden plains;
I wonder as to what might lie over the mountains and the hills.
What could be farther from the Sun, than dungeons dark and deep?

Away through the night I spring like a flash,
I go to the streets to pick up some cash.
The sky is a blackboard with a story to tell,
The trees sway in sync like the sound of a bell.

*

Away through the night I sleep like a bear,
The owls are hooting all cheery with care.
All plants, all animals are ready for bed,
The only thing left is visions in my head.
Janine Ernsting, age 14
Ms. Reilly’s 8th grade language arts class
Shepherdstown Middle School

At Shaharazade’s Exotic Tea Room on German Street in
Shepherdstown, West Virginia Writers, Inc., hosts open
readings for poetry and prose on the first Sunday of each
month from 6 to 8 p.m. This is a fun group of writers of
mixed ages from 12 to 80. A couple of the writers are
active members of WVW. Come and share your work! Info:
Ed Zahniser (304) 876-2442. There is no fee to participate;
food and beverages can be purchased from the menu.

Mountains with their snow-capped peaks, their roots cavernous and deep.
Darkness settles in, as I sleep in the open field.
My thoughts carry me to where I’ve come from; where I’m going to.
And in the darkness of the night, I try to fall asleep; Neverland is calling me.
The morning light awakens me, I see the world again.
I journey once more over deserts long and perilous,
Through oceans deep and far, over grassy hills and
Fields of gold, I see what has never been seen before.
My life has led me past fears and doom,
Dragons and death underneath ancient stones.
For in places of the dark world, there is an Ancient evil;
It does not sleep, it does not stop, and its might is growing evermore.
I have been beset by tides of foes; by destruction untold,
But I have seen much life, joy and peace; for this I will travel on.
Riddles have oft plagued my mind; but an answer is ever at my door.
I still look for the places untouched by time,
Where malice and deceit have never reared their head.
But until that time; I still travel on.
David J. Bennett, age 12
7th grade, homeschooled
Published in the Martinsburg-Berkeley County Library’s anthology,
WANDER, WALTZ, WRITE: A Compilation to Celebrate Our
Young Writers. A book release party will be held on June 13 at 5:30 p.m.
at the library, and free anthologies will be available there, but supplies
are limited. As they say at the circulation desk, “Check it out!”
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Away through the night the moon is so clear,
I hear my heart beating from my one big fear.
The grass is swaying back and forth,
The cars are all headed toward the north.

You can also subscribe to WVW’s Youth Forum,
an online discussion group for young writers.
This is a place for youth to meet and share the
joy of writing and the written word. Young
adults can find and participate in critiques,
workshops, writing exercises, discussions,
plus ask questions and gain information
about contests, markets, and conferences.
Info: www.wvwriters.org.

Childhood
Childhood is like a blazing candle
Bright in the black mysteries of life
Slowly but continuously melting into a puddle
of memories
But like a child a candle wishes to be more
A fire is its dream
It looks too far ahead
Unable to see itself
Until it is
Too
Late
Eric Smith, age 14
9th grade
Jefferson High School
(9th Grade Complex)
written April 2005
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and MORE . . .

I N S P I R A T I O N

...

Local Summer Activities for Young People

LOOK! WHAT? YOU CAN CREATE!

PUT SOME SCIENCE IN YOUR FICTION

June
16-20
23-27

Stone Age (ages 5-7)
Life in the Castle (ages 8-10)

You may sign up for the following FREE events on or after June 9 in the Children’s
Department, and pick up your ticket for the event the week before it takes place.

July
7-11
14-18
21-25
28-August 1

African and Asian Art (ages 11-13)
Wild Life (ages 5-7)
Rhyme & Rhythm (ages 8-10)
miXed MeDia (ages 13-15)

The Arts Centre in Martinsburg is offering Young Artists’ Summer
Workshops in June and July, which include visual and performing arts.

Info: www.theartcentre.org
Shelley Aikens, Program Director: shelley@theartcentre.org OR
(304) 263-0224

The Shepherdstown Public Library’s 2008 Summer Program is a “Summer Science Sampler.”
Come in on or after Monday, June 9, and pick up a reading log. Borrow lots of library books
and complete the reading log to earn a $5 coupon to spend at Four Seasons Books!

June
17

10:30 a.m.

“Science to Amaze and Intrigue” by Maryland Science Center at
Shepherdstown Train Station (ages 5 and older)

18

1:00 p.m.

“Bugs in Your Backyard” with Jerry Schneider at the Train Station
(ages 5 and older)

23

10:30 a.m.

Magic Show “Discover the Magic Within Books,” with Joseph Young
at the Train Station (ages 3 and older)

24

10:30 a.m.

Shenandoah Herpetologist Society (pythons, boas, and a red-footed
tortoise!) at the Train Station (ages 3 and older)

28

10:45 a.m.

Magic Show by Tom Lilly, for ages 3 and older, at the Men’s Club
(part of the StreetFest)

July
12

10:30 a.m.

Shenandoah Valley Discovery Museum: “How to Make a Pressure
Rocket or Air-Powered Kites,” at the Train Station (ages 4 and older)

8

10:30 a.m.

Animal Ambassadors: Real animals from the rain forest, at the Train
Station (all ages)

15

(Bodyworks—see Goose Route at left)

22

10:30

A BODY OF KNOWLEDGE

Can you think with your whole body? How do people communicate through
movement? Find out at the 8th Annual Goose Route Dance Festival,
July 10-20. Goose Route Arts Collaborative encourages young adults to
attend all their regular festival performances, and they’ve scheduled special
workshops and events just for kids.

July
10

1:30 p.m.

11 & 18 10:30 a.m.

12

9:30 a.m.

10:00 a.m.

Green Dancing with Megan Mazarick and Company.
(FREE) Celebrate our natural environment!
Martinsburg-Berkeley County Public Library.

Billy B.: Environmental Song and Dance man at the Train Station
(ages 4 and older)

Open Dress Rehearsal/Family Show. (Pay what
you can) Adults must be accompanied by a child.
Your child won’t sit still? No worries . . . fidgeting
allowed! War Memorial Building, Shepherdstown.

Info: www.youseemore.com/spl/
SPL phone: (304) 876-2783

Contact Improvisation for Kids (ages 8-14), taught
by Megan Mazarick. (Pay what you can) Location
TBD.

SUPER NATURAL

Natural Movement Video Project (ages 12 and up)
facilitated by Ted Bain. (Suggested donation: $5)
Meet at the War Memorial Building.

15

10:30 a.m

Bodyworks: Experiments in Dance. (FREE) Sponsored
by the Shepherdstown Public Library. War Memorial
Building, Shepherdstown.

19

9:30 a.m.

Big Moves for Little People (ages 4-7), taught by
Erika Randall and Anna Sapozhnikov. (Pay what you
can) Location TBD.

Take a walk at Yankauer Nature Preserve this summer. It’s a good thinking place, and what
you see will inspire your writing, increase your powers of observation, and make you wonder
about the world. It’s open from dawn to dusk, admission is FREE, and it’s just a few miles
away from Shepherdstown. Info: www.potomacaudubon.org/yankauer.html.
The Potomac Valley Audubon Society (PVAS) hosts summer day camp sessions at Yankauer,
too. They’re very popular, but they’re working to add more sessions, so keep checking the
PVAS Website.
Info: www.potomacaudubon.org
Ellen Murphy: pvasprograms@comcast.net OR (304) 676-8739.
Yankauer also hosts FREE Concerts in the Cedars on Tuesdays in August and September,
from 6:30 - 7:30 p.m., and you’re welcome to bring a picnic supper. Performers will be
announced on the Website (above) and in local papers.

Info: www.gooseroute.org
Kitty Clark: kitty@gooseroute.org OR (304) 876-6751
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Sally Brasher Reads Between
the Lines
Claire Stuart

S

antayana’s words of wisdom have
probably been repeated and paraphrased by every history teacher
for the last hundred years. Unfortunately,
as Sally Brasher notes, the fact is that not
many young people take an interest in
history today.
Brasher has been an assistant professor of history at Shepherd University
since 2004. She teaches Medieval and
Early Modern Europe, History of Italy,
Renaissance and Reformation, and
Gender History. In addition, she teaches
three sections of general studies classes:
History 101—from the beginning of time
to 1400; and two sections of History
102—early modern history.
She sees her biggest challenge to be
that of making history relevant to young
people in her general classes. “Four or
five students in a class will love it and
may even become history majors,” she
said, “but most of them don’t see why
they need to study history. If it hasn’t
happened in the last few years, they
don’t think it’s relevant to their lives. The
Balkans have been completely forgotten, and they think Vietnam is ancient
history.”
In her efforts to bring home the
importance of history, Brasher has her
general students read articles on modern,
contemporary issues, for example, the
problems of the Israelis and Palestinians
and the enmity between the Sunni and
Shiite Muslims. “We talk about the
history of the Holy Land,” she said,
“and why you need to know about the
Hebrews to understand what is going on
now. You need to know the history of
Islam to see what’s behind the problems
between the Sunnis and Shiites.”
Brasher, originally from Colorado
Springs, earned her bachelor’s degree
in political science at the University of
Colorado. She credits her passion for
history to the time she lived in Europe.
“My husband had completed his Ph.D. in
political science and taught two years in
Brussels,” she said. “I wasn’t working at

the skills—‘the butcher, the
the time and had my little
baker and the candledaughter. I took her and
stick maker’–—that
we visited museums
they needed.”
and castles everyShe discovwhere. I went back
ered that some
to school to study
women were
history after
even functionwe returned to
ally literate,
the U.S.” She
although they
earned her
had not gone
master of arts
to school.
at Minnesota
“They
State
learned at
University
and her
home as
doctorate
daughters
in history at
and wives of
The Catholic
businessmen,
University of
and they were
America.
literate enough
Brasher’s
to do busigeographic area
ness and keep
of specialty is
accounts. In the
Italy. Her subject
later Middle Ages,
area of expertise is
there was more
urban history and geneducation of women,”
der history in the Middle
she said, “but generally
Ages, in particular “the
they were self-taught.”
development of urban identities Shepherd University
At that time, women had
professor
and their expression in novel
only two options for their lives.
Sally Brasher
religious institutions.” She reads
They could either marry or
Latin, Italian, French, and just enough
go into a nunnery. Brasher learned that
German to squeak by. She explained that
women in some religious orders actually
four languages were required for her
had a surprising amount of freedom, as
program. “The documents I needed were
they spent their lives in public service
all in Latin and the secondary documents
occupations such as working in hospitals
were in Italian,” she said.
or making textiles.
She started out studying medieval
Brasher wrote a book on the subject,
history, and her primary interest was
Women of the Humiliati: A Lay Religious
urban history. However, it developed
Order in Medieval Civic Life. It’s not
into a study of the conditions of women
exactly light reading—she describes
in those times. Her mentor at Catholic
the book as very narrowly focused and
University was a woman whose specialty
scholarly. “My mother can’t get through
was women in the church hierarchy.
it,” she laughed. “She reads it at bedtime,
Brasher had gained a new perspecand it puts her to sleep.”
tive on the place of women in medieval
Uncovering the history of women
society when she encountered a woman’s
is a daunting task, according to Brasher.
will in Italy. “The woman had property
“Women had no voice, no letters, no
and she was bequeathing it to a religious
documents,” she said. “Treaties, diaries,
order,” she said. “I realized that women
the letters of men—they are all onewere actually doing things they weren’t
sided. You get at history of women by
supposed to be doing at that time, like
interpreting men’s old sources, what men
owning property, working in businesses,
are saying about women. For example,
and making legal documents. Growing
you can take a 13th-century sermon
cities needed labor and women possessed saying that women shouldn’t dress up in

GOOD NEWS PAPER • SUMMER 2008

y Ruth Weese
Photo b

Those who cannot remember the past are
condemned to repeat it.
– George Santayana (1862–1952)
The Life of Reason, Volume 1, 1905

fancy clothes. You ask what it says about
women of the time—that women are
dressing in fancy clothes. There are many
such inferences.”
Brasher’s research is a lot like
detective work. “It’s challenging,” she
said. “I like it better than reading thousands of letters of Thomas Jefferson.
I like the challenge of reading between
the lines.”
Men, both on college faculties and
as students, outnumber women in the
field of history. “But things are changing now,” said Brasher. “My advisor
was a woman, and she encouraged me.”
She observed that changes over the last
30 years have paved the way for female
historians. “It’s changed how you look
at the past. It used to be all about men—
wars, diplomacy, generals, and kings.
Gender historians have added to the mix,
as have social historians. My aim is to
get people in traditional fields of history
to appreciate the history of 50 percent of
the human population!”
Brasher’s husband teaches at
Shippensburg University in Pennsylvania,
and they live in Hagerstown, Md.,
splitting the commute to work for both of
them. They have two children, a daughter, 19, attending American University in
Washington, D.C., and a son, 17, a junior
in high school.
In their spare time, the Brashers
love to travel. They take students from
Shepherd and Shippensburg to Europe
every year for a three-week study-abroad
course. Italy (her specialty) and Brussels
(his) are always the main components of
the trip, and they mix in other countries.
Since they spent considerable time in
Europe, they know people and have host
families to stay with. This year, they will
be going to Greece and Dublin.
Brasher has put together a collection
of scholarly essays on trading values and
capitalism in the Middle Ages that will
be published this summer. She has also
written an undergraduate history text
and is in the process of trying to find a
publisher. “It’s my attempt to reach freshmen who don’t want to study history,”
she said.
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citius, altius, fortius

*

I

first met Bob Clark in the spring
of 1997. We were introduced
by a mutual friend on the final
evening of a weeklong design conference in Washington, D.C. The week
was something of a homecoming for
Clark, the son of the commander of
the 3rd Infantry at Fort Myer in nearby
Arlington, Va. As we glided along the
Potomac on the deck of a tour boat,
Clark recounted his childhood exploring
the city on his bicycle. Our conversation
went on that evening for over an hour,
flowing easily from his childhood, to our
interest in design, and on to our families. Clark was particularly interested
in my career with the National Park
Service (NPS), and let me know that
he would someday love to work for the
NPS, too.
That chance came five years later,
when Clark was selected to work at the
Interpretive Design Center in Harpers
Ferry. The Center provides media
(publication, films, exhibits) to almost
400 national parks. Shortly after his
selection, Clark and I sat in a steakhouse (the one with the boomerangs and
the bloomin’ onions) in Martinsburg.
He was excited about his new job,
but already missed his wife, Julia and
daughter, Kaitlyn, temporarily left
behind at their home near Atlanta.
Clark had quickly closed the private
design practice he established in 1991
and moved north to begin his career
with the NPS. His job application had
been quite impressive, and had given
me my first clues to the breadth of his
interests. That he holds two degrees (a
bachelor of arts in graphic design from
the University of Georgia and a master
of arts in architecture from Georgia
Tech) is just the start. Clark’s interests also include zoology (he interned
in the Smithsonian’s Departments of
Herpetology and Entomology), and he
has a broad knowledge of plants, gained
in part as the groundskeeper of a golf
course. Along the way, he also managed
to learn to fly fish, eventually becoming
an expert at tying flies. He has traveled
to Europe to lecture on the subject and
his demonstration video is still being
sold. Clark is also an outstanding landscape photographer, as evidenced by
the stunning images of the American
Southwest available on a Website he
designed. Since joining the NPS, Clark
has become a wildland firefighter and a

certified helicopter crewman in addition
to his duties as a design manager.
Still sitting in the steakhouse, I
wondered how one person could be so
good at so many things. “OK Bob,”
I said, somewhat sarcastically, while
looking at the walls around us, “do you
know anything about boomerangs?”
“Well,” he replied, with great modesty
and not a hint of irony, “I have probably
60 of them in a bag at home left over
from my days of competition.” “Good
Lord,” I laughed, “what’s next?” Clark
just smiled. It was clear that he had no
clue.

Bob Clark with the National
Championship, World Championship, and
Senior Games Medals.

The answer began to emerge in
early 2006, with a phone call from Clark
to his college roommate, Jim Barrineau.
Guess I didn’t mention that Clark had
been a gifted college track and field
athlete. In fact, he went to the University
of Georgia on an athletic scholarship
to compete as both a long and a triple
jumper, achieving a respectable personal
best of 24’ 6” in the former. Clark’s call
was prompted in part by his growing
friendship with Ledge Lowe neighbor
Patty Palmer. At 67, Palmer was an avid
athlete, primarily a runner, but with a
bookcase full of medals in field events,
as well. With encouragement from
Palmer, and the news that Barrineau was
a senior athlete, Clark began to consider
returning to competition. But, of course,
he would not be content with anything
less than his absolute best…which,
with his 50th birthday approaching,
would require a bit of work. Undaunted,
Clark turned to the task with characteristic focus and determination. Intense

workouts in the
gym at Shepherd
University soon
increased his
strength. A diet low
in fat and high in
protein and complex carbohydrates
L to R: Bob Clark, United States; Trevor Wade, Great Britain; and
left him 35 pounds
Anders Olsson, Sweden
lighter. Practices at
local tracks and in
Palmer’s back yard sharpened his techI sometimes wonder if it’s worth it. It
nique, and by spring 2006, Clark was
takes time away from Julia and Kaitlyn,
ready for competition.
and it can be very hard work. But it’s
Not surprisingly, success came
also very rewarding. I love the competiearly. In 2006, Clark earned his first
tion, especially representing the United
silver medal in national competition
States in France. I enjoy the benefits of
with an outdoor jump of 18’ 0” at the
being fit, and really love the camaradeHuntsman Senior Games in St. George,
rie. Getting reacquainted with Jim has
Utah. Another silver was added in 2007,
been great, and I have made many new
with a jump at the Masters Indoor
friends in the United States and around
Nationals in Boston of 17’ 9½” (indoor
the world. And, of course, there is Patty.”
jumps are typically not as long). Later in
“Patty?” I asked.
2007, the medal turned to gold when
“Yes,” he said quietly. “I think about
Clark set a new meet record of 19’ 8¾”
her a lot since she died. Often when I
at the National Senior Games in
am training or competing, especially
Louisville, Ky., and in August became a
when I am sitting there and waiting to
Masters National Champion with a jump
jump. I always carry one of her medof 19’ 9½” at the USA Track and Field
als with me when I travel to meets. She
Outdoor Nationals in Maine. Still not
was such a good friend—so full of life
done, Clark and roommate Barrineau
until the end. She challenged me by her
boarded a plane in March 2008 bound
example to enjoy life as much and as
for Clermont-Ferrand, France, site of the
long as I possibly can. And to experiWorld Masters Indoor Championships.
ence the pleasure that comes with trying
Despite jet lag, a groin pull, and
hard to do your very best.”
lingering weakness from fighting the
I could say the same thing about
flu earlier in the month, Clark managed
you, Bob Clark. I knew the night we
a personal best of 19’ 7” and returned
first met in Washington that we were
home with a silver medal.
going to be friends. I know now why I
At lunch following Clark’s return
am so glad we are.
from France, I asked him what was next.
And I can’t wait to see what’s next.
I suppose I was expecting rock climbing, or sailing, or auto racing, and was
Phil Musselwhite is a native of North
a bit surprised when he talked about a
Carolina, who moved to Shepherdstown
future in track and field. He mentioned
in 1973 to work for the National Park
two long jump events in 2008 but then
Service’s Interpretive Design Center in
added, “I was watching the pentathletes
Harpers Ferry. A graphic designer more
competing in France, and thought it
inclined to visual communication, this
looked like fun.” Oh my! The pentathis his first attempt at writing of this kind.
lon, mind you—which includes the
60-meter hurdles, the long jump, shot
put, high jump, and a 1,000-meter run,
* Citius, Altius, Fortius is a Latin expression
all completed in a single day—is argumeaning Swifter, Higher, Stronger—the
ably the most difficult event in all of
Olympic motto. It was borrowed by the
track and field. But by now, I am confounder of the International Olympic
fident that if Clark decides to compete,
Committee, Pierre de Frédy, Baron de
the medals will soon follow.
Coubertin, from Father Henri Martin Dideon,
“So why do you do it, I asked?” “
the headmaster of Arcueil College in Paris,
“I think about that a lot,” he replied
who used the words to describe the athletic
achievements of his students.
quickly. “It does come at a price, and
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KEEPING HOPE ALIVE
Christopher Robinson
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Two pivotal
instances made her
visit into a permanent
change. Driving her
father’s car through the
country roads, enjoying
the sights and smells of her
childhood, Susannah forgot
to bring her wallet. She had
pulled into Mr. Trail’s gas
station in Shepherdstown,
filled her tank, gotten an
oil change, and bought some
snacks, when she realized she
had no money. She panicked,
seeing herself having to wash
cars to pay off her charges. The
attendant just smiled and said he
recognized Mr. Buckles’ car and
that she could just come back and pay any time. She
loved that feeling of openness, community, and trust
absent in California.
The other instance was also one of community.
Growing up in Charles Town, there were no places for
her to find culture or sophistication. There really weren’t
any places a single girl could go to at all. On the advice
of a friend, Susannah decided to have lunch at the newly
opened Yellow Brick Bank. She was pleasantly surprised
to find a myriad of younger people eating gourmet food
and discussing art, politics, music, and design. She had
come home to truly find herself at home.
She moved to northern Virginia for a job in 1994
and met Mike Flanagan, whom she married in 1998.
As her father aged, she began to spend more time with
him. Recently, she started staying at Gap View full time.
She has become his main caregiver and, to her recent
surprise, his press agent. Mike still works in the city but
plans to farm full time in the near future.
At the end of our talk, Susannah and I spent some
time trying to pin down what makes Frank Woodruff
Buckles so special. We decided it has to be his dedication to knowledge and his true interest in the world.
He is a man who decided to join the Army at age 16 so
he wouldn’t miss anything, a man who makes it a point
to find a connection with everyone he meets, from the
president to his farmhands. Mr. Buckles is a passionate
man with a deep love for life and the people in it.
He is 107 years old, and when asked how he manages
to stay alive, his smiling answer is, “When you think
you’re gonna die, don’t!”

Young Susannah and her father, Frank

Susannah’s mother. He was working as a salesman for
General Paint Corporation but had been dreaming of
starting a cattle ranch in Virginia.
In the 1950s, Buckles and his wife traveled back
east to visit his cousins and look at some land. A local
realtor, Mrs. Louise Brisco, showed him Gap View farm.
He fell in love with it and bought it in 1954. Susannah
was born in 1955. The steam trunks were moved to their
new home in the attic at Gap View, and their contents
were strewn about the house to emit their air of foreign
intrigue and confuse children.
Buckles turned his farm into a fairly successful beef
cattle operation. After trying sheep and feeder steers,
he settled on a cow and calf operation, keeping his own
bulls to breed calves. In the 1970s he was focused on
making his farm a one-man operation, labor being hard
to find with the recent implementation of the welfare
system. He built a pair of Harvestore feeding silos and
was able to farm with very little labor and still travel
extensively. He visited most of central America and
returned to Manila to revisit his internment camp several
times.
Susannah grew up in Jefferson County, attending
Mrs. Ollie Blessings’ kindergarten, Powhatan
Elementary, and Fox Croft for high school. Her parents
had always stressed that culture and adventure should
come first in life, so right after high school Susannah
headed to California. She went to the University of the
Pacific, and then transferred to San Francisco where
she graduated with an associate degree in fine arts. She
took care of her grandmother while attending school and
experiencing the vibrant culture of California in the 70s,
with its colorful art, music, and film scene. Near the
end of the 70s, she was increasingly disillusioned with
the shallowness of the expanding “Me” generation, and
yearned for a change. In 1980, her grandmother passed,
and Susannah decided to return to West Virginia for a
short visit.

Photos

from fa
mily

album

T

his year,
November 11
will mark the
90th anniversary of the
end of the War to End
All Wars. We have in
our county one of the
only surviving veterans
of World War I. Frank
Woodruff Buckles has
finally been placed into
the limelight that all of
our veterans deserve.
Many recent media
interviews have documented Mr. Buckles’ exciting
military service and his harrowing yet triumphant time
as a prisoner of war. I wanted to write a bit more of an
intimate and personal piece, because I have known Mr.
Buckles for most of my life, and his daughter, Susannah
Flanagan, was a great friend of my family. Susannah
and I spent a rainy spring evening in my yard spinning
down memory lane.
My first memory of the Buckles was a frightening
and mysterious occasion at Gap View, their family farm.
Susannah was watching me for my parents, and I was
given free run of the farmhouse. I wandered about the
deep-pile oriental rugs and brooding furniture, eying the
vistas of carvings and sculptures, piles of books, and the
photographs of groups of smiling men in uniform.
I walked up and down the stairs, losing myself in
the round windows and colorful wallpaper. Now this
is not a huge house, but a modestly sized period farmhouse, yet I found myself completely and utterly lost. In
a “Narnian” panic, I thought I had wandered far past the
wardrobe! After I called out for a bit, Susannah came to
my rescue and comforted me with a plate full of cookies. As it turns out, I was not the first or last child to get
lost in that house, and the memory it left me was less
one of fear than of mystery and wonder.
I asked Susannah how her father came to buy a
farm in Jefferson County. She responded with a mysterious smile and said it was all because of the seven
steam trunks. During the World War II, Frank Buckles
was working for an American shipping company in the
Philippines, and he needed a home base when he came
back to the states to visit. When he would come into
port in Baltimore, he would visit his cousin George
Lucas at Elmwood in Jefferson County. After his visits,
he would leave steam trunks full of the treasures he had
acquired overseas in the attic at Elmwood and return
abroad.
Buckles was a prisoner of war for 39 months, and
was rescued on February 23, 1945. He returned home to
San Francisco, and in 1946, he married Audrey Mayo,

Christopher Robinson is a local artist who was born
and raised in Shepherdstown. For more information stop
by Robinson-Designs.com on the Web.
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A Visit to PIGS
Claire Stuart

Photos by Ruth Reese

A

ll last winter, a stray goat roamed
the Halltown area and wreaked
havoc. An amusing novelty at
first, the goat, dubbed Billy, soon wore
out his welcome as he wandered through
yards munching on plants, tramping
through gardens and onto porches, leaving his droppings everywhere. Repeated
attempts to catch him failed, and local
authorities all apparently found the goat
outside of their agencies’ jurisdictions. It
reached the point where residents were
ready to take matters into their own
hands and shoot him.
In March, Billy finally found a suitable home—PIGS Animal Sanctuary
in Shepherdstown. The sanctuary’s
Executive Director, Melissa Susko,
enlisted the help of a veterinarian with a
tranquilizer gun, and the wayward goat
was captured. The GOOD NEWS PAPER
visited the sanctuary, and Susko pointed
out the spacious field where Billy is now
enjoying life along with 22 other goats.
PIGS is one of the few sanctuaries
for farm animals in the United States.
Susko has been there since 2002. She
lives on the premises and is in charge of
the 57-acre farm and the approximately
400 animals that make it their home.
There are two full-time and two part-time
employees, plus the dedicated volunteers.
The sanctuary celebrated its 15th
birthday last year. Originally founded as
a home of last resort for abused, abandoned, and neglected pet potbellied minipigs, it soon grew to include farm pigs
and other animals, large and small.
A board of directors located around
the country operates the sanctuary. Farm
animal sanctuaries are few, so Susko
gets calls from as far away as California,
Texas, and Florida with animals in desperate need. Since PIGS was originally
founded to care for pigs, Susko says, “We
take in pigs—and others when we can.”
A fenced enclosure held an adorable pink piglet about the size of a small
dog. He ran up to the fence to be petted.
Susko explained that he had been turned
in at an animal shelter that housed dogs.
They didn’t know what to do with him,
so he ended up here. She noted that this
cute little piglet was a farm pig that will
weigh 300 to 500 pounds when fullgrown.
Susko stressed that the sanctuary is
not the pound or the Humane Society

Melissa Susko with a few of the residents

and is definitely not a place for people to
bring their unwanted animals, since they
simply cannot accept them. Most of the
animals in their care have been removed
from their homes by authorities due to
cruelty and neglect, often starving, diseased, or injured. At PIGS, the animals
are nursed back to health, if possible, and
allowed to live out their lives.
In recent years, Vietnamese potbellied mini-pigs have been sold as exotic
house pets—a purchase most buyers soon
regret. Susko blames breeders who misrepresent the suitability of the animals
as pets. As piglets, they are even smaller
and cuter than the farm piglet, but Susko
called attention to the not-so-cute, fat,
bristly, not-so-mini adult pigs lying in a
mud hole. They have hooves and tusks
and they love to root and wallow. “They
may be miniature for pigs, but they can
still weigh 150 pounds,” she said.
She pointed out some even larger
miniature pigs. “These are Kune Kune
pigs,” she said, “and they’ll weigh up
to about 300 pounds. They’re the latest
thing, and they come from New Zealand.
We have 50 that came here from a
Kansas breeder who couldn’t care for
them and was going to have them slaughtered.”
The miniature pigs have six acres,
five barns, and two mud holes, and they
come and go as they please. There are
150 mini-pigs on the farm, 120 free to
roam and wallow in the main field. The
rest are senior and special-needs pigs that
live in their own protected areas.
Although the sanctuary allows minipigs to be adopted, adoptions are rare.

“Most of them just live out their lives
here,” Susko said. “We will not adopt
pigs to anyone who intends to keep them
indoors. And they need to have two pigs
because pigs need companions.”
She explained that pigs have a
definite social hierarchy. “Adult pigs can
get aggressive because they consider
their human family their herd. They will
challenge family members to be alpha
pig.”
There are also about 60 regular farm
pigs. Some were removed in cruelty
cases; some were found wandering;
some were obtained by naïve people who
wanted to save them from slaughter, but
didn’t realize how large they get. Farm
pigs and goats live on 20 acres with a
barn, porta-huts, and a mud hole.
Another large field holds four
horses, including racehorses retired with
injuries, and an old draft horse taken
away in a cruelty case. All are over 20
years old. There are also two donkeys,
which have been there longer than Susko.
The resident cats and dogs were
removed from homes in animal hoarding,
cruelty, and neglect cases, and some are
considered unadoptable. They will live
out their lives at the sanctuary.
A sign reading “Ivan’s House of
Hope” hangs outside of a little fenced
house with a porch where several cats
relaxed. Those cats are all afflicted with
the feline AIDS virus, and they can live
comfortably, segregated from the healthy
cats. Funds for the house, which is heated
and air-conditioned, were donated by the
owner of a cat named Ivan that died of
the virus.

At the time of our visit, there were
48 adoptable cats in just about every
imaginable color. They reside in a large
barn full of toys, bedding, and things to
climb. It opens to a huge fenced outdoor
area where they can play and rest in the
sun.
Susko emphasized that they absolutely cannot accept any more cats. Cats
were dumped at the sanctuary’s gates on
several occasions. She said that every
dumped cat cost the sanctuary about
$135 for the necessary veterinary care,
then she had the additional chore of trying to find another rescue organization
that would take them.
Sometimes animal rescuers end up
as the very people who have animals
removed from them, because they continue to take in animals that they cannot
afford to feed or properly house. Susko
has no intention of letting that happen at
PIGS. For that reason, she hopes people
understand why she must say she simply
cannot accept their unwanted animals.
The sanctuary is nonprofit and gets
no county or government funding. It is
totally supported by private donations.
The annual budget is $320,000. They
use 20 tons of pig feed per month at a
cost of $7,000 to $8,000, and prices are
expected to increase. It costs $50,000 a
year to have a veterinarian on contract.
Susko is a veterinary technician, so she is
able to do some things herself. There are
expenses for food for the other animals,
bedding, cat litter, and countless unexpected needs.
Susko says, “My goal is to educate
people to research before they get an
animal. Ask yourself what you are going
to be doing 10 or 15 years later, because
many animals live that long or longer.”
PIGS Animal Sanctuary welcomes
groups or individual visitors by appointment. Volunteers and donations are
always welcome.
Cats are available for an adoption
fee of $75. They are spayed or neutered,
micro-chipped, de-wormed, virus tested,
and given all their inoculations.
Call PIGS at (304) 262-0080 or visit
their Website: www.pigs.org
Claire Stuart loves to write about animals and people. She began writing about
neighborhood cats at age 8. She began
writing about people later.
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Denny Crosby: Vibrant Photos
with an Irish Touch
Nan Broadhurst

D

enny Crosby resonates with his
Irish heritage, the beauty of light,
and the latest photographic and
computer technology, combining these
loves into striking photographs of varied
subject matter, all with strong moods and
vivid color.
Crosby was born and raised in the
Hagerstown and Williamsport, Md.,
areas. His father was a diehard Irishman,
whose grandmother had emigrated from
Ireland and kept the Irish culture alive in
her family. Crosby absorbed and appreciated these traditions. His father worked
as an illustrator, and Crosby received
early artistic inspiration while helping in
his studio. But there weren’t many other
opportunities for exposure to art in his
teenage years.
Crosby began studying at
Hagerstown Community College, but
he was soon drafted into the military
and joined the Navy. He served as an
electrician with the Atlantic fleet, and
it was during a yearlong cruise in the
Mediterranean that he started shooting
slide photos with his first Canon camera.
The ship sailed to many places where
people weren’t used to seeing Americans,
giving Crosby some great opportunities
for unusual shots.
After his tour in the Navy, he moved
to Baltimore, where he had a series of
jobs. One of these was a stint as a school
photographer for a large region. Though
the photography wasn’t particularly challenging, he did have the opportunity to
learn darkroom techniques. As an activist, he spent his free time photographing
political protests in dramatic black and
white.
Then Crosby fell on hard times, and
he turned to the Veterans Administration
for help with veteran benefits. The VA
helped him to enroll in the independent
degree program at the University of
Maryland, Baltimore Campus (UMBC).
There he was able to construct his own
degree: Effects of Electronic Journalism
on the Urban Poor. He took many courses
in the fine arts, writing, communications,
etc.

However, toward the end of his
senior year in 1977, he left UMBC for
a public service job. He became an
Educational Specialist for FEMA, and
helped to set up the National Emergency
Training Center in Emmitsburg, Md.
There he lived on a farm and photographed his environment on his time off.
He married and became a stepparent
and foster parent to four children, who
became subjects of many affectionate
shots. He continued his activism and
started a Federal Union Local, which also
consumed a lot of his time. Then his job
transferred to the Army in Fort Detrick,
Md., where he spent the rest of his career.
In 1992 he returned to UMBC and
successfully petitioned the administration
to allow him to finish his degree. There
had been a whirlwind of technological activity in the 12 years since he had
attended classes at UMBC. Electronic
media had been transformed, so his final
paper included the more modern equipment and method—a much different
paper than the one he would have written
13 years beforehand.
In 2005, Crosby’s marriage ended,
he retired from his Fort Detrick job, and
he moved to Shepherdstown, looking for
a more peaceful life. He began concentrating on his photography, calling his
new venture Slainte Images. “Slainte”
is a 19th-century Irish and Scottish term
meaning, “Good health to you.” It’s a
popular Irish drinking saying, similar to
“Cheers!”
Crosby met a couple of benefactors
in Shepherdstown, John Baumgartner of
Elegance and Sue Marks of the Design
Center, who appreciated his considerable talent and hired him for commercial
jobs. He now has several business clients,
and also shoots for a number of regional
magazines. Grapevine (soon to change its
name to Eastern Home and Travel) and
Valley Homes and Style are two familiar
examples.
In addition to his commercial jobs,
Crosby makes sure to take a few days a
week for his personal photography. He
can wander almost anywhere, and find
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images that appeal to him. He looks first
at the light, and the unique ways it can
touch upon a subject and bring it to life.
He uses the best digital cameras and
equipment to capture the images, and
then massages them in his studio with
computer software to enhance the photo’s
impact. He can apply very subtle effects
that help direct the viewer’s eye where
he wants them to look. He can deepen
the colors in a discerning way to alter the
mood. Occasionally he changes the actual
images, adding or erasing elements as
he sees fit. Crosby often uses painterly
effects such as repeated motifs, selective
contrasts, and image deconstruction to
enhance the final product. He cites Keron
Psillas and Benita Keller as photographers whom he admires and who have
influenced his techniques.
Though Crosby clearly uses fine art
principles in his photographic compositions, he resists the designation of “artist,” feeling that the title imposes certain
expectations and limitations that don’t
necessarily apply to his approach. The
title of “observer” is a more apt description, as Crosby is a visual person who has

strong emotional responses to the world
around him. He simply expresses these
reactions through his photographs.
Last year, Crosby took off for 30
days to go to Ireland so that he could take
photos of the beautiful Irish countryside
and people. His favorite subjects during
this trip were the intriguing faces of
the Irish people. Since some people are
sensitive about having their photos taken,
he enjoyed befriending most of his subjects to increase their comfort, and as a
result, got some very natural and candid
shots. And, of course, the landscape shots
are breathtaking.
Crosby’s work has been shown at
several shows in Shepherdstown, and can
be seen on his Website, which showcases
his prolific portfolio: www.slainte
images.com. He is going to have a show
of his Irish photos at the Entler Hotel
in Shepherdstown on the weekend of
October 17, 18, and 19, in 2008.

A Dog Day Afternoon

Barrel

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer
and artist, living in Shepherdstown,
and learning to be grateful for all life’s
lessons.
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Forgotten Craft Crookhaven
Hopeful Reflections

Mays Entrance Hall

Reining Control

Oiled Reflections

Thomas Shepherd Grist Mill, Winter

Winter’s Lament
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Poet
ry: sarah joachim

Blue Note Days

Chiffon

Eddy

Watch

On blue note days,
when life is doleful
and verve eclipsed
by monotony,
I close my eyes
and dance a slow
saxophone moan,
swaying like
Pussy Willows
in January wind.

With leftover Hanukkah paper,
I folded ninja stars and paper cranes,
strung them from the curtain rod
with silver thread.

You’re escaping again,
a wrinkled stranger
with a straw hat
and low-down magician bow.

As the moon rose,
you became the night wind
sifting through chiffon,
tinkling like wind chimes,
changing sharp edges
into lace refrains.

Cattails

By sunrise,
you were a memory
of moth wing kisses,
a skeletal evening creature
ﬁshed from frothy dreams.

I don’t know why,
but it was that sad,
ﬂoppy bow
that made me cry,
the sight of the top
of your head
as you walked backwards
and I said, “don’t go.”

One spike, arrowed, stalks the dial.
Another, willowed apprentice,
skips numerals
like stones on a mirrored lake.
A player of duck-duck-goose,
a satellite in space,
each circles another.
The sun glints off shining faces.
They tilt, unblinking in the glare,
lie ﬂaccid in its glow.

Knee-deep in cattails,
I swallow bay breeze,
combing the shore
for driftwood memories.
You whittle yesterdays—
curled shavings piling
like pine needles
into a fragrant bed
of wrinkle-free faces.
I pretend you can hear me
humming Okeechobee Wind,
wool sleeves bent
in an absent lover’s embrace.

Delta
At sunrise,
skimmers skate down channels,
water lilies unfurl,
kudu pop and cluster.
Like a bottle of champagne,
the Okavango is chilled
and uncorked,
and I roll her over my tongue.

You said, “I am river rapids.
I am whorl and eddy,
and I lose myself in you.”
I did not know until then
that I was crackle and prickle,
the taste of sere and cacti,
not the aloe, but the burn.

Trufﬂe
A cool note tango,
a hook behind the knee,
one white frangipani
and a gown so sleek
it moves itself
across the ﬂoor.
They dance,
the space between them
trufﬂed,
her moves like silk,
their laughter
like ribbon candy.
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Sarah Joachim drinks peach black tea
right up until bedtime. When she reads
books of poetry, she starts with the last
poem and works her way toward the front
of the book. She lives in Hagerstown,
Md., with her husband and two sons, and
studies at Shepherd University.

15

Shade Garden Blues
monica Grabowska
unfurls a blanket of celestial blue that she
most certainly stole from the sky itself.
If she were a figure from Greek mythology, this crime would explain her sudden
disappearance in the first few weeks of
May—she is banished to the underground
where she spends the summer, fall, and
winter as a large, twisted tuber awaiting
her next opportunity to clothe herself in a
cloak made of sky.

is taller and blooms first. Its clusters
of five-petaled pinwheels are held aloft
on 15-inch stems. By contrast, creeping
phlox tops out at about six inches. Both
species hop, skip, and spread through
rich, woodland soil, though Wild Sweet
William tends to spread faster. I prefer
creeping phlox for its impeccable timing.
It blooms after the Virginia bluebells have
left the stage, so its bright blue blossoms

Courtesy USdA-nRCS Plants database

I

f the grass is greener on the other
side of the fence, imagine the garden that grows across that divide.
No matter what the metaphorical fence
may be, many gardeners dream of what
it must be like to effortlessly call forth
Nature’s most exuberant beauty from that
soil, that sunlight, or that climate.
The dreams arise, of course, from
both sides of the fence. Gardeners with
a shady yard wish for the plump, ripe
tomatoes that only several hours of sunshine can deliver. Gardeners with more
tomatoes than neighbors who will take
them, wish for ferns, fuschias, and a
respite from the UV rays.
Perhaps this restless dissatisfaction
is an American trait—the urge that drove
us to push past the last fences and plow
our way across the continent. But not
everyone moved west, and those who
stayed on this side of the fence learned
and perfected one of the gardener’s most
valuable skills—the fine art of optimism.
This is what makes us plant, prune, and
nurture our flowerbeds and vegetable
plots, even after a devastating flood or
in the midst of a searing drought. It is
what keeps us sane when the deer push
the protective netting off our potted
plants and help themselves to gourmet
salad—on the back porch! More important, this abiding optimism is how we are
able to turn our attention from the other
side of the fence and marvel at the possibilities right here in our own backyard.
One might say we have the “no-placelike-home” insight without the ruby red
slippers.
So, when the teenaged gardener in
my house flips through a seed catalog
pining for a sun-drenched yard, I do not
tell her about the flying monkeys and the
wicked witch. Instead I tell her about the
shade gardener’s blues. It is not a song,
but a list.
Blue is one of the most coveted
colors in gardening, and people who
plant on the shady side of the fence are
blessed with blue blooms from early
spring until autumn. All on my list are
native to West Virginia.
Virginia bluebells (Mertensia virginica). This spring ephemeral is the queen
of the woodland natives. Her dark purple
leaves are among the first to push winter
aside when the breeze is still biting. As
February melts into March, she dons her
springtime robes of green and covers
riverbanks and open woods. In April she

Blue Mistflower

Bluebells are easy to grow in a
variety of soil conditions, though they
do best in moist, well-drained soil. They
tolerate occasional flooding as well as
some summer drought.
Crested iris (Iris cristada). The
flower of this dwarf iris seems to sprout
directly from the ground, but it actually
tops a sturdy three or four inch stem.
Its lavender blue petals each sport a
white and yellow crest. After the midMay blooms have faded away, the broad,
light green foliage remains to create an
attractive ground cover and weed barrier.
Crested iris grows best in part shade, but
it will tolerate deeper shade, and even
full sun, as long as the soil is moist.
Wild Sweet William (Phlox stolonifera) and creeping phlox (Phlox divaricata). These shade-loving phlox species
are a must in the naturalized, woodland
garden. They are a great groundcover,
and a unifying design element. The first

stand out among the newly unfurled
ferns and the white candlelight blooms of
foamflower (Tiarella cordifolia).
Jacob’s ladder (Polemonium reptans).
Before it blooms, Jacob’s ladder might be
mistaken for another woodland resident.
Its spring-green leaves are paired across
from each other fernlike on its foliage
stems. But clouds of little blue stars with
tiny yellow centers soon prove that this
is no fern. From late April through May,
these flowers dance above the foliage on
stems reaching 10 to 15 inches. Jacob’s
ladder naturalizes easily and spreads
itself through the garden by self-seeding.
After spring’s rush of blooms, the
woodland settles into a cool green phase
for most of the summer, but there are a
few notable exceptions who again dare
to bring a little piece of the cerulean sky
down to earth.
Virginia spiderwort (Tradescantia
virginiana). It is not really fair to pair

such a lovely plant with such an offputting name. Whatever the name, spiderwort deserves a place in the shady border,
as long as it gets some sun. Its foliage is
similar to that of the daylily, and like the
daylily, its violet-blue flowers each bloom
for a single day. Fortunately, it produces
a profusion of blossoms that bloom in
succession for several days. Spiderwort
will bloom itself out as the summer heats
up, and its foliage will become unattractive. But this is easily remedied. Cut
the plant back almost to the ground. It
will re-grow during the summer and may
bloom again in the fall.
Blue cardinal flower (Lobelia siphilitica). This easy-care plant is as blue
as its cousin is red, and though not red,
it too attracts hummingbirds. The tall
spikes grow two to three feet tall and are
packed at the top with row upon row of
deep blue flowers. Best of all, it blooms
in late July and August. Blue lobelia is
very adaptable and will grow in garden
soil in part shade or full sun.
Blue mistflower (Conoclinium
coelestinum). The late summer blossoms
of this two-foot-tall plant resemble the
fuzzy blue flowers of the annual bedding plant known as ageratum, so it is
sometimes called hardy ageratum. Blue
mistflower has numerous attributes, but
they come with a caveat. Where one
gardener calls it easy-care, another is
pulling out her hair over its aggressive
spreading habit. The key is placement.
This plant will love you for a sunny spot
in amended garden soil, but you will be
smothered by its affection. Instead, plant
it in along the edge of the woods and
do not make a fuss about conditioning
the soil. This is also a perfect spot for
obedient plant (Physostegia virginiana),
which is not obedient at all in rich garden
soil, but very well mannered with its
feet stuck in clay. Together, these plants
attract butterflies and hummingbirds, as
well as compliments and requests from
your gardening friends. Before you pass
these along to friends from the sunny side
of the fence, warn them about the flying
monkeys and the wicked witch. Then tap
your heels together three times and think
to yourself, “There’s no place like shade,
there’s no place shade.”
Monica Grabowska is an award-winning
freelance garden writer. She has been
writing about nature and gardening in
our area for 10 years.
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Keeping Promises
marjorie Dower

K

Aerial view of Beardstown showing the Illinois River not at flood stage.

Illinois River flood at Beardstown, Ill., in April 1922.

The flood of 1926. The author’s grandmother died in this flood.
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erthunk. Bang, bang !
It was not unusual for us to be awakened
at night by someone knocking at our door.
“Doc, the baby is coming!”
“Doc, Sallie’s cough is worse!”
“Doc, I think Gram is dead—at least she
ain’t breathing!”
As usual, I peeked out of my bedroom
door to see what was up. Through the crack
in the door, I saw two men waving the biggest
guns I had ever seen, right at my father. My
father grabbed his black leather bag, waved at
Mother, and said, “I’ll be back soon. I promise.”
Promises were sacred in our house, so
I knew he’d return. He went out of the house,
one gunman ahead and one behind. As they
neared their car, I saw them put a blindfold
over Dad’s eyes.
I started to run to the door when my
mother grabbed me by the seat of my Dr.
Dentons and said “Go right back to bed. They
are just playing a game.”
This was Beardstown, Ill., in 1932. My
father, a thoracic surgeon, had left his practice in Denver when his World War I injuries
exacerbated. He had grown up in Beardstown
and was invited back to join his stepfather’s
medical practice as a diagnostician and general
practitioner. Patients often came to him first,
for Grandfather Soule tended to be irascible,
especially when awakened.
Beardstown is protected by levees from the
Illinois River, which floods whenever it thinks
of it. The water that cannot roar over the levee
and into the town surges into the vast, low lying
watershed areas to the East, forming a maze
of waterways, marshes, and floating islands
referred to locally as sloughs. In rainy seasons,
the canal-like waterways changed shape around
the islands, which tended to move around, too;
so it was almost impossible to navigate.
Now it was well known in the town that the
Beardstown sloughs were a haven for bootleggers and gangsters down from Chicago. (I did
mention that this was in 1932, didn’t I?)
The people who lived along the riverbank
were called “river rats.” They made what little
money they could by fishing and navigating
their old boats through the sloughs and by
keeping secrets. In the dire Depression days, it
took very little money for the gangsters to buy
their services, their silence, and loyalty. A great
deal of my father’s pro bono work was with the
river rats, too.
After my father was taken away, I did not
easily drift off to sleep, for I could hear my
mother moving restlessly around the house.
And regardless of what she said, it didn’t seem
like a game to me. But I was comforted by the
thought that Dad promised to come back.

The next morning when I woke up, I
rushed into the kitchen and asked Mother,
“Who won the game?
“We did,” she said. “Dad’s home and safe.”
When Dad got up, he told me that the
men had also brought Grandfather Soule,
blindfolded, to join Dad. They were taken by a
boatman on a long and twisty course to a camp
deep in the sloughs where there were several
other men. The camp was on stilts in the water,
and the boatman let them off at a ladder that
provided entrance to the camp and a mooring
for the boat. The gunmen, the boatman, Dad,
and Grandfather, climbed up the ladder.
When the blindfolds came off, Dad saw
a man on a bed, white from the loss of blood
that poured from many gunshot wounds. Dad
was told to fix him up. Dad examined the
bullet-ridden man and said, “Nothing can save
him.”
The armed men replied, “He dies; you die.”
The two doctors, with guns to their heads,
administered some painkillers and tried to
staunch the flow of blood. The man died. The
gangsters turned their guns on the two doctors
and said, “You’re next.”
Then the boatman, who was in the back
of the room, shouted, “No, don’t kill the Docs!
They operated on my Emmie and saved her life.
What’ll we do for medicine if you kill them?
They ain’t be no tuther Docs here in town.
There ain’t a ‘rat’ in Beardstown who’ll cover
for you if you kill ’em. Even in the black of
night, all we rats know who you are and where
you are and what you’re doing. They know
you’ve got the Docs now, they’ll know if they
don’t return.”
When the gangsters tried to get a promise
of silence from Dad and Grandfather they
both said, “No. We’ll go to the police, and what
can we say but the truth: that we have no idea
who you are, what you’ve done, or where
you took us?”
And so Dad and Grandfather were blindfolded and taken back home.
I promised Mother not to say anything
ever about the episode. The terrified policeman,
who couldn’t look Dad in the eye, promised to
look into it. My father promised never again
to play blind man’s bluff in the middle of the
night.
As of today, Dad was the only one who
kept his promise.

Marge Dower still looks longingly westward
to Shepherdstown. She is now possessed by a
14-year-old cat whose 102-year-old mistress
was not allowed to take him with her into the
nursing wing. Kirstie, the cat, is busy training
Marge to adjust to his ways.

Courtesy U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service
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Polar bears face an uncertain future.

ALL

Coastal wildlife refuges like Chincoteague,
Va., could lose acreage to sea level rise.

CReATUReS

GReAT

Long-distance migrants like arctic terns travel
an unknown path in a changing world.

And

SMALL

The Climes They Are A-Changin’: Facing an Environmental Revolution
Mark Madison
Come gather ’round people
Wherever you roam
And admit that the waters
Around you have grown
And accept it that soon
You’ll be drenched to the bone.
If your time to you
Is worth savin’
Then you better start swimmin’
Or you’ll sink like a stone
For the times they are a-changin’
—Bob Dylan, 1964

T

he environmental challenges of the next century
are so great that even an environmental historian
like me can see the future. I have written previously in this paper about global warming and received
the expected critiques from those skeptics and naysayers always looking for the devil in the details. However,
I suggest that global climate change skeptics now be
relegated to the “kook corner” of pseudoscience where
they can debate endlessly with intelligent design proponents. Meanwhile, conservation biologists are forced to
deal in the field with a complete change in their existing
paradigms.
Now paradigm has a fairly rigorous definition in
the history of science. Thomas Kuhn (1922–1996) wrote
a seminal work in the history of science called The
Structure of Scientific Revolutions (1962). In this work,
Kuhn argued that normal science functions by working within certain accepted paradigms, which it then
builds upon incrementally. So atomic theory, Copernican
astronomy, and evolution are all paradigmatic theories
that have helped guide the disciplines of chemistry,
physics, and biology. However, Kuhn was most interested in revolutionary periods, when anomalies begin to
occur and eventually topple an existing paradigm (e.g.,
creationism) and allow its replacement with a new governing paradigm. The conservation sciences are undergoing just such a revolution today—a revolution in both
how we understand the natural world and our ability to
preserve it.
But first, a brief history of preexisting conservation paradigms. The earliest federal conservation efforts
in this country emerged in the first two decades of the
20th century. In those years, protecting habitat was the

rationale behind the creation of the National Wildlife
Refuge System (1903), the U.S. Forest Service (1905)
and the National Park Service (1916). Concurrent with
this, the Lacey Act (1900) prohibited the transport of
illegally captured wildlife across state lines, and was the
beginning of restrictions placed on the most egregious
practices of feather hunting for the fashion industry and
market hunting for urban butchers. This early conservation paradigm suggested that, if we set aside enough
land and stopped overhunting certain species, their
numbers would rebound. And that is exactly what happened as migratory waterfowl and other game species
rebounded in the first half of the 20th century.
Wildlife seemed to be on the upswing until the
1950s, when suddenly some of the same species threatened earlier (e.g., bald eagles, pelicans, whooping
cranes) started dying off in alarming numbers and unexpected ways. It was discovered in the early 1960s that
contaminants like the pesticide DDT were killing off
birds, fish, and other collateral wildlife as an unintended
consequence of mosquito eradication. Rachel Carson
railed against these “biocides” in her book Silent Spring
(1962) and restrictions were placed upon environmental
contaminants. The culmination of these efforts was the
1973 Endangered Species Act (ESA), which tried to
effectively outlaw the extinction of any more species.
The ESA prohibited overhunting, habitat destruction,
and poisoning of threatened species, and even supported
efforts to restore species to their former niches. This
evolution of conservation science worked successfully
over the last century as America retained a broad spectrum of wildlife in spite of increasing human population,
sprawl, and other pressures. But now global warming
has demolished this successful paradigm.
Polar bears are our most useful environmental early
warning system because their situation is as stark and
bleak as the arctic ice that is their habitat. Polar bears
are utterly dependent on substantial sea ice for hunting, feeding, migration, and raising their cubs. Already
stressed from melting sea ice, the U.S. Geological
Survey estimates that two-thirds of polar bear habitat
could disappear in the next 50 years. This largest bear
in the world could be extinct in the wild by the end of
the century as its world literally melts around it. The
polar bear tragedy illustrates the weakness of our existing conservation paradigms. The bears are not being

poisoned or overhunted, and refuges exist to protect the
bear. However, there is no existing measure to prevent
their habitat from disappearing. How can one restore the
arctic sea ice? How can one restore the climate? It goes
beyond anything currently available in our conservation
science tool kit.
Nor should we be complacent that polar bears
are an extreme example at the edge of the world. The
Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change estimates
that between 20 to 30 percent of species are at increased
risk of extinction if global temperatures rise 1.5 to 2.5
degrees Celsius, a figure that rises to 40 to 70 percent
of global species at risk if temperatures rise 3.5 degrees
Celsius. Species most at risk would include longdistance migrants, endemic species, and pollinators.
Perhaps we could survive in a world without songbirds,
tortoises, and butterflies, but what a puny and diminished wildlife legacy we will have bequeathed future
generations. Species isolated on one island or niche ecosystem will be doomed as that habitat changes in reaction to climate change. Even migrating species are likely
to find corridors increasingly inhospitable as human
sprawl has closed both terrestrial highways and migratory flyways. Look for more weeds and invasives and
the diminishment of our native flora and fauna.
The immobile land bases of our wildlife refuges
may become dryer or adversely become inundated along
coastal areas and suddenly become unsuitable for the
species they were designed to protect. Fixed assets,
like parks and refuges, cannot be moved as the climate
changes and there are no more wide-open wilderness
areas from which to carve out habitat.
The time for debate over the existence of global
climate change is over. Now it is bloody well time to
remedy this mess we have created. What we face is a
qualitative change in our conservation challenges in the
21st century. Fixed conservation paradigms, like our
land-based refuges, will not suffice in this century of
change. We have moved from localized environmental
crises to large-scale environmental transformation and
this requires new ideas and outlooks. The new conservationists face the unenviable task of carrying out preservation within a world of flux.
Mark Madison teaches environmental history and environmental ethics at Shepherd University.
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Photos by Libby Howard

Middle School
Celebrates
Wo r l d C u l t u r e s
Emma Barr

T

his year, after WESTEST*, Shepherdstown Middle School had Multicultural
Week. We learned about many cultures from around the world, including North
America, the Middle East, and South America.
I learned about United States government in my West Virginia studies class, and
in music, I learned how to line dance. We also learned about global warming and
watched An Inconvenient Truth in science. Many classes worked on special projects
that helped them learn about the cultures they were studying.
The week after that, there was a Multicultural Fair, where all the different projects were displayed. Some of the projects were: bracelets and Kente cloth weavings
(Africa), punched tin-can candleholders (Mexico), and papier mâché beads (the
Middle East). I also saw the different kinds of food from all over the world, which
made me very hungry!
It was fun to learn about the different cultures in the world. The Multicultural Fair
opened my eyes to all the cultures in the world.

Emma Barr will turn 14
on August 28, and will
be attending 9th grade at
Jefferson High School in the
fall. Her favorite hobbies
are snowboarding; taking
her spaniel, Earl, for walks;
and gardening with her
mom and dad.

* Editor’s note: The WESTEST is our state’s standardized test, administered statewide every May to students in grades three through eight and 10. Standardized
testing can be tiresome and tedious, so it was a stroke of genius for Shepherdstown Middle School to fill the remaining periods of the testing days with fun,
artistic, hands-on, and kinetic activities, which were also educational and enriching. The fair the following week was a great celebration of everyone’s work and
learning, with energizing international music playing, sophisticated video presentations, and vibrant colors. Thank you, teachers! Congratulations, kids!
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Community Bible School
A Wonderful Shepherdstown Tradition
Joan Koelle Snipes

T

Photos provided by the author

he summer tradition of a fiveday, ecumenical Bible School
for children in Shepherdstown is
strong and cherished by many. Typically,
about 100 children, aged three to about
14, attend. Approximately 65 teens and
adults from most of the town’s churches
pitch in to make it a happy, safe, and educational event.
This year Bible School will be held
the week of July 14.
Overseeing the planning of
Community Bible School (CBS) each
summer is a committee of dedicated volunteers. The current members of the CBS
planning committee are: Chair, Kathy
Blue from New Street United Methodist
Church (UMC), Judy Benner from St.
Peter’s Lutheran, Beth Yates from St.
Agnes Catholic, Casey McDonald from
Shepherdstown Presbyterian, Kristin
VanderWijst from Trinity Episcopal, and
Joan Snipes from the Christian Science
Society in Shepherdstown.

Jeremiah, Paul, and a number of
other Biblical prophets experienced a
“holy calling” to the work to which God
assigned them. Gratefully, this sense of
calling was not confined to Bible times,
and many of us, who generously serve
year after year, feel called by God. In
fact, it is rare for someone to volunteer
just one year. Most of the participants,
both young and old, purposely set aside
time for this annual activity.
A number of factors make CBS fun
and successful. One is the communitywide commitment. Church members see
the value and kindly contribute funds
and time. The annual budget is around
$1,000, including the daily snacks and
craft projects.
Another contributing factor is the
proximity of the churches. Each year,
the children assemble at St. Agnes for

registration and the opening. Then, they
all walk next door to New Street UMC
for classes, music, crafts, and snack.
Finally, they walk to Trinity Episcopal
for the closing song and prayer. Being
able to utilize three different churches, all
located on Church Street, brings variety.
The children get to visit a fourth church
for the Friday night program. In recent
years, the three churches that alternately
host the singing program on Friday evening are Shepherdstown Presbyterian
(this year’s host), Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ, and St. Peter’s
Lutheran.
The musical component is another
strength of Shepherdstown’s Bible
School. Over the years, we have been
blessed with extraordinarily talented
musicians who make the most of the
opportunity to teach the children wonderful, classic Bible songs. The children love
learning these songs and singing them
for their parents and grandparents at the
Friday evening program. It is truly amazing how quickly the children learn the
songs and how well they perform them.
The music teachers the last few years
have been Sarah Soltow, who plays both
guitar and keyboard, and Suzanne Swartz.
Watching the Friday evening performance (7 p.m. at the Shepherdstown

Presbyterian Church) is a privilege and
delight. The children typically sing about
10 songs. Perennial favorites include
“Pharaoh, Pharaoh,” sung to the tune
of the rock song, “Louie, Louie,” and
“There were Twelve Disciples.”

On Friday afternoon, July 18, the
students also will sing at Canterbury
Center in Shepherdstown. The senior
citizens always delight in hearing and
seeing them belt out the songs they have
learned. The parents and volunteers feel
it is also a great opportunity for the children to give back to the community some
of the good they have received.
Building an awareness of community and helping others in need is
always a component of Bible School.
The children learn about ways they can
help others and are encouraged to do so.

Below is information about this July’s CBS curriculum. The literature is
based on the theme of loving God and loving your neighbor as yourself.
God’s Big Backyard
Monday
Serve family

Miriam and Moses

Exodus 2

Tuesday
Serve friends

Jesus heals man lowered through roof

Mark 2

Wednesday
Serve neighbors

Good Samaritan

Luke 10

Thursday
Serve community

Zacchaeus

Luke 19

Friday
Serve Jesus

Peter and John heal beggar at temple gate

Acts 3

The Shepherdstown Ministerial Association sponsors Community Bible
School. Participating churches include: New Street United Methodist Church, St.
Peter’s Lutheran, Trinity Episcopal, Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church, Unity
of Shepherdstown, Christian Science Society, Christ Reformed (UCC), St. Agnes
Catholic, and Asbury United Methodist.
To register for CBS, please contact Joan Snipes. Phone: (304) 876-1332;
E-mail: snipes@principia.edu.

One of the craft projects is specifically
designed with giving in mind. One year,
the children decorated grocery bags that
were then given to Jefferson County
Community Ministries for their food
pantry. They’ve made hats for children in
hospitals, bags for patients in wheelchairs
at Canterbury, and been told about worthy programs such as Locks of Love that
collects ponytails of hair to make wigs
for sick people.
The cornerstone of Bible School is,
of course, being sure that the children
attending learn at least five Bible stories
during the week. Typically, the curriculum consists of two Old Testament
stories and three stories from the New
Testament. They are connected by a
theme, and the storytellers and teachers endeavor to make the Bible people,
events, and places come alive.
The curriculum for the 2008 Bible
School is entitled, God’s Big Backyard,
and is published by Standard. The five
featured Bible stories are: Miriam and
Moses; a man healed by Christ Jesus;
the parable of the Good Samaritan;
Zacchaeus; and a lame beggar healed
at the temple gate by Peter and John.
Teachers will provide context for these
stories and help the children see the relevance of the lessons to their lives today.
The planning committee for CBS is
tremendously grateful to the many helpers. Every year they can count on folks
to help register, prepare snacks, tell the
Bible stories, make copies of coloring
sheets, patiently aid children making
crafts, teach, sing, and generously lend a
helping hand. For this July, we still need
teachers, assistant teachers, people to
help at registration, and a photographer.
If you are willing to help, please contact
any of the planning committee members
or call Joan Snipes at (304) 876-1332.
Joan Snipes, a member of the Christian
Science Society in Shepherdstown, has
been active with Community Bible School
for about 15 years. Joan is the author of
a book for parents and Sunday School
teachers entitled, That Ye May Teach the
Children. She conducts Bible workshops
around the country. To learn more about
Joan and her work advancing Bible
literacy, please see her Website at:
www.authorsden.com/joanksnipes

SUMMER 2008 • GOOD NEWS PAPER

20

St. Agnes

The Making of a New Church
T. Mathew Rowgh

I
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Interior construction work at the new
St. Agnes Catholic Church

Photos by Ruth Weese

n the spring of 2002, work began on the planning
and development of a new church building for St.
Agnes Catholic Church. Some five years later, in
the fall of 2007, a portion of the seven-and-a-half–acre
site behind the St. Agnes Parish Center on South Duke
Street was cleared of the scrub trees and the roar of
heavy construction equipment could be heard. At the
end of June this year, the church community expects
to receive a certificate of occupancy. The dedication
of the church building and altar is scheduled for July
20, with Bishop Michael J. Bransfield, D.D., Bishop
of Wheeling-Charleston presiding. National, state,
and local dignitaries will gather with parishioners to
celebrate a milestone in the history of the Catholic
community in Shepherdstown.
Following an assessment of the present and future
needs of St. Agnes Parish, a master plan was developed. The first phase of the plan centers on the liturgy,
prayer, and devotion. Future construction plans will
include education and meeting rooms and a social hall.
This present building project includes a worship space
that will seat 420, an adjacent day chapel seating 30,
a Reservation Chapel, Reconciliation Room, and a
devotional area for the Blessed Virgin. There will be
a large outdoor space and a smaller indoor space for
gatherings following Sunday Mass and other special
events and occasions. The church building will stretch
across 7,500 square feet and will have 125 parking
spaces in a beautiful parklike setting.
The current St. Agnes Church building on the
corner of Washington and Church Streets, dating to
1889, has seating for 150 people, and is often times
inadequate for parish gatherings. This building, that
holds fond memories for many, has been inadequate
for our ordinary weekly celebrations for some time.
There is no room for a permanent baptismal font, our
children barely fit in the Reservation Chapel for their
Liturgy of the Word, and the music ministry is overflowing and nearly surrounding the altar. There have
been many occasions in recent years when the people
could not gather in the building for weddings, funerals,
Christmas and Easter, and even at times, Sunday Mass.
The new worship space is expected to provide for our
growing congregation for some years into the future.
The decision has been made to maintain the historic St.
Agnes Church and to use it on occasions that will be
appropriate for the small space, such as Sunday Vespers,
weddings, and prayer groups, etc.
The design for the new building is a blend of
traditional and contemporary. Many folks have asked
if such a building belongs in historic Shepherdstown.
This building project, including the design, has been the
work of our faith community from the very beginning.
As preliminary plans developed, a New Church Building

Exterior construction

Committee was formed with members from the youngest to the oldest, representing our liturgical, educational,
social action, justice and peace, youth, administration,
and many other ministries. The committee assessed
the needs of the current members, as well as the future
needs of our growing and dynamic parish community.
From this information came the master plan, which
will be built in phases. Obviously, the greatest need is
a church building that can provide space for the parish
members to gather for prayer and worship.
Beginning in the fall of 2002, the parish had a
number of open meetings led by MBM Liturgical
Consultants, Marchita Mauck and Fr. Don Neuman of
Baton Rouge, La. They helped our church members
understand “worship space design” from an historic
perspective. The sacramental life of the church was also
explored, along with the concomitant space necessary
to celebrate the sacraments according to the documents
of the Second Vatican Council. And then, with the
assistance of Brian Frickie of Kerns Group Architects of

Arlington, Va., a design for the new building gradually
emerged, blending the best of the traditional and
contemporary.
The design of the new building is the result of much
discussion, reflection, and prayer. The committee felt
what was most important was that the design emphasize the strong sense of community that is central to St.
Agnes. The outdoor gathering space presents a sense
of openness with arms extended that invite all to come
in and pray and share in the life of the community. The
interior space recognizes that we enter into Christ and
the family of God through the waters of baptism. From
the baptismal font we take our place in the assembly that
is gathered around the altar. We are nourished with the
word of God proclaimed at the ambo and the sacrament
of Eucharist at the altar. The liturgical and sacramental life celebrated in this new building will frame the
mission of worship and witness, teaching and learning,
leading and serving, reconciling and loving.
St. Agnes Church has indeed arrived at a milestone, beginning the next chapter in the history of the
Catholic Church in Shepherdstown. A recurring theme
in our long history, dating back to the late 1700s, is that
of an Easter people living lives of faith rooted in the
Resurrection. The centrality of community, outreach to
those in need, movement of the people of God in hope
and gratitude, the sense of darkness-dispelling light, and
the continuity of the generations joining the Communion
of Saints are the many themes that continue to frame
and sustain the vision of this church community.
Once the new church building is dedicated in July,
there will be a number of events to mark this turning
point in the life of St. Agnes. The Shepherdstown
community will be invited to come and tour the building, to pray and celebrate the goodness of the Lord.
The parishioners of St. Agnes hope that the entire community will come often, feel at home, and share in the
life of this new edifice that will grace the landscape of
historic Shepherdstown for years to come.

Rev. T. Mathew Rowgh is a native to West Virginia,
born in Weston. He was educated at Wheeling Jesuit
University, Wheeling, and St. Mary’s Seminary and
University in Baltimore. He was ordained a priest for
the Diocese of Wheeling-Charleston in 1975. He has
served in pastoral ministry at various parishes within
the diocese and has been pastor of St. Agnes since June
1993. In 2000, he earned his Doctor of Philosophy
degree in Pastoral Counseling at Loyola College in
Maryland. In addition to his duties as pastor and parish priest, he is a counselor and therapist at the Veteran
Affairs Medical Center, in Matinsburg. He works with
veterans diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

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

Christ Reformed,
United Church of Christ

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

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

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

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

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Roman Catholic

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

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

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

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

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

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

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

Unity of Shepherdstown

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

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

Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy
Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.
Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops
Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org
SUMMER 2008 • GOOD NEWS PAPER

22

SAVE THE DATES

Andrea Hollander Budy

Sarah Maclay

September
5–7
2008

Grace Cavalieri

Terrance Hayes

Shepherdstown, WV
www.somondocopress.com/sottovoce

Donors
Byliners
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Lester Fant
Philip & Lily Hill
W.E & Joann Knode
Thomas & Laura Martin
Jean Neely
Brian Palank
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
Rev’s. Tracey & Grace Boyer
Cynthia & Billy Dunn
Erdem Ergin
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad Hammann
Joan Hopkin
Stanley & Judith Jones
Willoughby & Ellen Lemen
Patricia Lovelace
George & Patricia McKee
Philip Salladay
Peter & Victoria Smith
Dale & Henry Walter
Henry Willard, II
Martha & Jack Young

Partners
Katherine Akers
Elizabeth Allen
William & Roxanna Andersen
Bank of Charles Town
Tom & Rae Banks
Edwinna Bernat
Patricia Donohoe & David Borchard
Frank & Dodi Bradley
Robert & Louise Brady
Marc & Judith Briod
Frank & Jeannette Brown
Richard & Barbara Brown
Marian Buckner
Phil Bufithis
Beth Burkhardt
John & Helen Burns
Elizabeth Carlson
Dr. William & Patricia Carrigan
Linda Carter
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
George & Kyle Colbert
Rosemarie Coy
Ann & Michael Cross

Sandra & Thomas D’Onofrio
Janice Danhart
Lyndall Dickinson
Jeanne Dillard
R. Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Martha Doss
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Herbert & May Lu Freeman
Peter Fricke
William & Barbara Gillespie
Edmund & Susan Goldsborough
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Lola Hamm
Jim & Ada Hatchett
Claison & Patricia Henkes
Diane Hoffman
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Ernest & Joan Johnston
James Keel
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
Barbara King
William & Melida Knott
Terrie Kropp
Wilson Lambert, Sr.
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Richard & Audrey LeDane
Suzanne Leland-McKenzie
Walter Lemaster
Burt & Rebecca Lidgerding
John & Judith Lilga
Em Lowe
Jerry & Chris Mark
George & Dorothy Marshall
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Lige & Jane Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Carl & Judy Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Arthur & Wilma Morabito
Rev. Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Willis & Margot Ours
Carroll & Ruth Palmer
Vina Parmesano
Ralph & Laura Petrie
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Joan Piemme
Michael Pratt
Mrs. Charles Printz
Dolores & William Pyles
Millie A. Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Chuck & Marilyn Sabatos
John & Victoria Savage
Capt. John Schley
Carole & David Scott
Elizabeth Scott
Eleanor Ann Shirley
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Alton & Eileen Smith
Ed & Quinith Smith
Vivian Park Snyder
Harold Snyder
Harold & Betty Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie Spiker
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
James & Mary Staley
Dr. Frank & Elisabeth Staro
Patricia & Joan Stealey
Roy & Shelley Stull
Agnes Tabler
Robert & Gloria Ann Thatcher
Louis & Marina Tiano
Charles Unseld
Capt. Peter & Dorothy Van Tol
Daniel & Jeannette Vanbelleghem
Catherine Waite
Karene Motivans & Stuart Wallace
Ethel Waltz
Margaret & Glenn Welsh
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Ronald & Martha Wilcox
Stephen Williams
Vera Willingham
Esther Wood
Chelsey & Lynn Yellott

Friends
Donald & Joanna Athey
Tom & Courtney Baker
Stanley & Beverly Belchik
Diane Boward
Sylvia Boyer
Odetta & Bernice Brown
Betty Lou Bryant
Henry & Elizabeth Bufithis
William Claytor

Ruth Conard
Ora Cooper
Donald & Marit Davis
James Davis
Karen Davison
Carol & Michael Demchik
Steven & Nancy Dickey
Gregory & Margaret Didden
Charles & Virginia Donovan
Mariam Ellis
Patricia Florence
Linda & Richard Fuss
John & Susana Garten
Wood M. Geist
Nancy Hardesty
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Eleanor Jamison
Norman Julian
Doug & Karen Kinnett
Laurin & Phyllis Letart
Joanie & Wilbur Lind
Roy & Frances Magaha
Daniel & Teresa Mason
George & Evelyn Mason
Dorcas Maye
Elizabeth Freedland McGowen
Frank & Althea Miller
Barbara & Richard Nickell
Addie Ours
Mark & Wendy Paris
Roger & Jo Ann Parker
David & Betty Ramsay
Mary Catherine Sencindiver
Sandra Slazer
Karin & Kevin Smith
Nancy & John Streeter
Joseph & Shirley Talago
Diane Thomas
Susan Topping
Elizabeth Walter
Judy Weese
Nancy & William Wilson
Virginia Winston
Alice 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.
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K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

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

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

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY

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

(304) 725-1461

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

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

W.H. KNODE’S SONS

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

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

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

Phone 304.876.6900
Fax 304.876.2600

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

P.O. Box 1273

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

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

Old Town Center
Suite 9
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

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

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

ATTORNEY AT LAW

Shepherdstown

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

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

121 E. German Street

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Holistic Psychology Associates

nday Bru

Open for Su

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

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

DaviD a. Camilletti

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

304-876-0657

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE

“Six Generations of Community Service”

304-263-0345

WV 25443

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

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

LAIRD MARSHALL

JEFF McGEE

Manager

executiVe chef

JOHN J. KUSKA, JR.

Counseling & Depth
Psychotherapy
Individuals

Couples

Adults

Children

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

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV

CERTIFIED PUBLIC ACCOUNTANT
AND BUSINESS CONSULTANT

304-876-3022

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

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

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

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

Quality, award-winning toys
and games that inspire
a child’s natural creativity
& imagination!
Visit our New Larger Store!
122 West German Street
304-876-1174
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Shepherdstown, WV 25443
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“Sailor’s’ Delight” by Pat Donohoe

