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Counseling & Depth 
Psychotherapy

Individuals    Couples    Adults    Children

Blue Ridge
Community & 

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

DaviD a. Camilletti
ATTORNEY AT LAW

Campbell u Miller u Zimmerman, P.C.
201 North George Street, Suite 202

Charles Town, WV 25414

DCamilletti@cmzlaw.com
(304) 725-5325

Fax: (304) 724-8009
LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street

ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

Benjamin Moore • J. Norton Finishes
Carpet • Ceramic • Vinyl • Laminate • Hardwood

www.CTWallsandFloors.com

(304) 725-1461 86 Somerset Blvd.
 Charles Town, WV 25414

K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

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

smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
                                             P.O. Box 35

Shepherdstown, WV 25443

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Schmitt Construction Company

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

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

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

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

   Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

W.H. KNODE’S SONS
Fa r m  &  H o m e  S u p p l i e S

P.O. Box 10 Phone 304.876.6900

Shepherdstown, W.Va. 25443 Fax 304.876.2600

“Six Generations of Community Service”

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

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

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV 304-876-3022

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

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

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

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

There is something selfish in all of us particularly when we see or perceive something unusual, especially interesting from 
our perspective, or just simply beautiful. I find myself wanting to capture it, to somehow posses it and keep it—like a little 
boy chasing butterflies. That is why drawing and painting is such an important part of my life.                     —Mike Austin

DIANE BOWARD

garden design

organic and conservation gardening

304.283.7373

harvester50@yahoo.com
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Forgiving is love’s revolution against life’s unfairness. 
When we forgive, we ignore the normal laws that 
strap us to the natural law of getting even and, by the 
alchemy of love, we release ourselves from our own 
painful pasts.

—Lewis B. Smedes

If you want to see the brave, look at those who can 
forgive. If you want to see the heroic, look at those 
who can love in return for hatred.

—The Bhagavad Gita

Then Peter came and said to Jesus, “Lord, how often 
should I forgive? Should I forgive someone as many 
as seven times?” Jesus said to Peter, “No, not seven 
times; seventy-seven times.”

—Matthew 18:21

A woman once asked me if she should    
 forgive her father, a father who had    
   abused her repeatedly as a child. The 

daughter had eventually escaped his control and 
threats. The father felt no guilt or remorse. He was,  
as he proudly proclaimed, a born-again Christian.  
He maintained that God had forgiven all his sins 
through the death of Jesus. He had been, as he put it, 
washed in the blood of the lamb. So he didn’t need  
his  daughter’s forgiveness.

For a decade or more, there had been no com-
munication between father and daughter. But now the 
father was on his deathbed. He had come to his senses 
and was longing for forgiveness, not from God this 
time, but from a certain human being, from the daugh-
ter he had badly and deeply hurt. His daughter was 
now happily married and as far as she was concerned 
her father could rot in hell.

Forgive or not?
In 1942 in Poland, a young Nazi SS trooper was 

on his deathbed. He had willingly assisted with the 
cold-blooded murder of hundreds of Jewish men, 
women, and children. He was now terribly sorry. This 
man, who had been raised Catholic, longed for for-
giveness and absolution. His attending nurse fetched 
a Jew from a nearby concentration camp and brought 
him to the Nazi’s bedside. The frightened, frazzled, 
and emaciated Jew listened for hours to the German’s 
detailed confession and then his plea for forgiveness.

Forgive or not?
Is there an American who could ever forgive  

Osama bin Laden on behalf of the 9/11  victims?        

Is there an Armenian, a Cambodian, a Tutsi, or an 
Iraqi who could forgive the perpetrators of unspeak-
able atrocities inflicted on their people? Who 
among the poor of the earth will one day forgive 
Americans—we who are coddled in the belly of an 
empire? Who among the poor of the earth will one 
day forgive Americans for remaining silent, busy, 
and fat while peoples and nations, men, women, and 
 children, were systematically ushered into “death 
chambers” of another sort?

Forgive or not?
In this town several years ago a man cheated on 

his wife. The affair was discovered. He asked to be 
forgiven. His wife forgave him. He cheated again and 
asked for forgiveness. And again. And again. His wife 
was a devout Christian and wanted to do the right 
thing. Seventy-seven times is a lot. Seven times 70 is 
even more. She knew counting wasn’t the point. The 
point is unlimited forgiveness, sometimes for the same 
offense.

Forgive or not?
Years ago when I lived in California, a friend said 

something unkind to me. To this day I can’t remember 
what it was. But I do remember he asked me to for-
give him. Whatever it was it was a minor zinger, the 
kind we give and get every day, if not every hour. I 
remember saying to him: Oh, forget it. It was nothing. 
But he wasn’t after a brush-off. No, he said, looking 
me straight in the eye, let’s not forget it. I hurt you. It 
was wrong. Please forgive me before something small 
begins to fester.

Forgive or not?
Forgiveness is a beautiful thing but it’s not a sim-

ple thing. Some people don’t have the right to forgive 
or be forgiven. Some people enjoy nursing a wound, a 
grudge, or resentment. It gives meaning to their lives.

What if you are ready to forgive but the offender 
does not ask for forgiveness? Then what? Forgiveness 
is a beautiful thing but it is not simple.

That wife divorced her unfaithful husband. She 
knew that forgiveness is an infinite obligation; but she 
also knew that no one is obligated to stay in a mar-
riage if they are beaten over and over or in a business 
partnership if they are cheated over and over.

That abused daughter forgave her father. Not 
quickly and not alone. I recommended a professional 
counselor because in serious situations, sentimental or 
cheap forgiveness can do more harm than good. It was 
a treacherous process.

In front of the counselor and in front of his wife 
(the mother of the abused daughter) that father had to 
describe in some detail what he had done. The father 

had to listen to his daughter describe the hurt and 
shame she had endured and then repeat what she said 
to make sure he got it, to make sure he understood the 
size of the debt he was begging her to forgive. The 
counselor suggested that the daughter give herself 
time, days if necessary, to consider what, if anything, 
she would do.

A week later, the daughter who once wished 
her father would rot in hell found it within herself to 
 forgive. There were no hugs and no kisses. Just a few 
quiet tears.

The daughter’s emotional scars did not disappear. 
But now, at least, her future is no longer shackled 
by bitterness, resentment, and victimization. For her, 
and I suppose for her father, that moment was an 
exodus from a torture chamber not unlike the Exodus 
 portrayed in the Bible story. “Pharaoh” doesn’t let  
go easily.

Once apartheid was dismantled in South Africa 
and Nelson Mandela became president, he longed 
for a new way forward for his people and his nation. 
Not the old way of revenge and retaliation. He longed 
for justice not vengeance. Bishop Tutu and others 
 suggested a “Truth and Reconciliation” process. Over 
the course of several years, perpetrators and victims 
of heinous crimes faced each other in the presence of 
mediators and witnesses and listened to each other’s 
stories.

It was an unprecedented effort on a national scale 
to bring healing to a country ripped by hatred and 
 violence and on the verge of a revengeful bloodbath.  
It wasn’t perfect but it was a small, fitful step in 
human evolution.

That randomly selected Jew listened to the Nazi’s 
confession in stomach-wrenching detail. When the 
confession ended, the Jew stood up and left the hos-
pital room without saying a word. His silence would 
forever haunt him. Did he do the right thing? That 
story, Simon Wiesenthal’s story, is told in the book, 
The Sunflower. It includes 50 short essays by various 
people on the question, What would I have done?

When someone hurts you or those you love, when 
you are treated unjustly or cruelly, you have a right 
to be angry. You have a right to get even. You have a 
right to seek justice. But you also have the capability, 
however dim, of forgiving and setting captives free. 
No, it’s not easy. But, in most cases, it’s worth it. After 
all, as someone said, nursing resentments or grudges 
against someone else is like drinking rat poison and 
hoping the other person dies.
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Donors

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.

To Forgive or Not
Randall Tremba

Byliners
John Allen Jr.
John Demory
Denis & Nan Doss
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
Dr. Billy & Cynthia Dunn
Erdem Ergin
Patricia Hunt
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
 Stanley & Judith Jones
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
George & Patricia McKee
Philip Salladay
Peter & Victoria Smith
Lois Spreen
Henry Willard II
Johnna Armstrong & Paul Woods

Partners
Kay Akers
Marianne Alexander
Elizabeth Allen
Michael & Bonnie Austin
Martin & Elise Baach
Barbara & George Baker
Bank of Charles Town
Thomas & Rae Banks
Mary Bell

Edwinna Bernat
Frank & Dodi Bradley
Marian Buckner
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon & James Byron
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Joyce Devine
Lyndall Dickinson
R. Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Marjorie Dower
Betty Egan
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Conrad Hammann
Barbara Heinz
Frank & Annette Hilst
James & Norleen Hoadley
Elaine Hurd
Nan Johnson
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
John & Barbara King
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Rev. Jim & Nancy Macdonell
Chris & Jerry Mark

George & Dorothy Marshall
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Charles Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Capt. Bernard & Grace Rhatigan
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Carole & Dave Scott
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Renny & Grant Smith
Harold & Betty Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Jeannette & Daniel Van Belleghem
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Stehpen Williams
Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott

Friends
Meda Badeaux
Sylvia Boyer
Henry & Elizabeth Bufithis
Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Richard Conard
James Davis
Steve & Nancy Dickey
Bernice Dove
Robert & Antoinette Edsall
Lola Hamm
Eleanor Jamison
E.F. McGowen
Frank & Althea Miller
Shirley Myers
Burt & Cari Simon
Sara Smith
Dr. Frank & Betty Snyder
Mary Franklin VanMeter
Judy Weese

C o m m u n i t y  B i B l e  S C h o o l
For children in pre-kindergarten through middle school

Kingdom of the Son: A Prayer Safari
July 20–24, 2009

9 a.m. to noon

Hosted by various downtown Shepherdstown churches

Special Additional Events, July 24
2:30 p.m., children will go to Canterbury to delight residents • 7 p.m., ending celebration at  

St. Peter’s Lutheran Church

                   To register children or to volunteer and donate supplies, call New Street United Methodist Church (304) 876-2362.
            Mature and responsible childrenn in grade 6 and up are welcome to be helpers for classes, snack time, and craft time.

There is no fee for participating in CBS but families may bring donations of food or money for  
Jefferson County Community Ministries.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

New Street United Methodist
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.

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.

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor

Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
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.

Unity of Shepherdstown
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

St. John’s Baptist
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.

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 

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

The lack of a central  collection 
of resources on black  history 
in Jefferson County had long  

troubled four local African-
American men. For years, George C. 
Rutherford, James L. Taylor, James 
A. Tolbert Sr., and the late Nathaniel 
Downing had individually collected 
papers, pictures, stories, and whatever 
they could find, occasionally calling 
each other for information.

Finally, they decided to get 
together to see what they had. “We 
met at St. Phillips Church,” said 
Rutherford, “and found out that the 
four of us were loaded with African-
American history.”

They realized it was time to get 
organized and work as a group toward 
a single goal. They got together in 
2000, elected officers, and formu-
lated bylaws. Using money from their 
own pockets, they were incorporated 
as the Jefferson County Black History 
Preservation Society (JCBHPS), with 
Taylor as president, Downing as vice 
president, Rutherford as treasurer, 
and Tolbert as secretary.

One of their first acts was to 
present a portrait of Charles Town 
native Martin Delaney (1812–1885), 
a noted free African-American abo-
litionist and writer, to the Charles 
Town Museum. “We got a street sub-
named Martin Delaney Way,” Tolbert 
reported, “about three blocks long in 
the historic area of Charles Town.”

Nathaniel Downing died in 
2004, leaving the society without a 
vice president. Now there are only 
the three of them since there are no 
other members, although there are 
people who help out. “We’re it!” 
said Rutherford. But in this, its ninth 
year, the JCBHPS owns two historic 
structures, has put together a host of 
material and numerous educational 
programs, and has ambitious hopes 
for the future.

“We were concerned that there 
was no depository of black history in 
the area,” said Tolbert. “There seemed 
to be no interest in the local schools 

to bring black history into public 
education. But we noticed that other 
parts of the state looked to Jefferson 
County as a treasure house of black 
history. We had John Brown, Storer 
College, and some significant figures 
were born here. We wanted to make 
sure they were known.”

They took a close look at the 
African-American churches, struc-
tures, and organizations established 
in Jefferson County to determine 
which were most relevant to local 
black history. One of the most impor-
tant structures was Fisherman’s Hall 
(Galilean Temple) on West Street in 
Charles Town. The two-story frame 
building was built in 1885 for the 
Grand United Order of the Galilean 
Fisherman, a benevolent organization 
founded by a couple from Baltimore 
in 1856 that was active through 1900. 
Over the ensuing years, it was used 
as a meeting place for Masons, Elks, 
and other groups, and even as a bar.

“It was known as Fisherman’s 
Hall as far west as Chicago,” said 
Tolbert. “It was built to help former 
slaves do banking, real estate transac-
tions, get burial funds, education—
things like that. This was a piece of 
history we were determined not to 
lose.” The JCBHPS purchased the 
building and they have been slowly 
working on restoring it.

They also own the Webb-Blessing 
House on East North Street.

“It was boarded up, and the 
owner wanted to get rid of it, so we 
bought it,” said Rutherford. “The 
stone part of the house was owned by 
a free African-American family, the 
Webbs. It was the first stone structure 
built by African-Americans in the 
Antebellum Period. It was built in 
seven stages, starting in 1780.”

Rutherford explained that they 
had a study done and found that the 
older, wooden section of the house 
was more historically significant than 
the stone section. “It was owned by 
John Blessing, who was a cook for 
John Brown,” he said. “Blessing was 

the one that John Brown gave his 
Bible to before he was executed.”

They plan to keep the stone Webb 
House in its original state and use the 
Blessing section of the house, when 
it is renovated, as a resource center. 
Rutherford noted that it will take 
about $300,000 to rehabilitate the 
house.

The house will be open for tours 
during the upcoming John Brown’s 
Raid Sesquicentennial in October. 
Planned activities for the sesquicen-
tennial include four forums, five or 
six tours of Charles Town, and six 
tours of the Webb-Blessing House.

“It’s on the National Registry of 
Historic Places,” said Taylor, “We 
hope it will become a Charles Town 
historical landmark and also an 
African-American landmark. When 
we were working on it, a worker dug 
up a Civil War sword sheath. We’ve 
been doing an amateur archeologi-
cal dig. The National Park Service 
and Shepherd University looked at 
the site and Dr. Barbara Rasmussen 
[of West Virginia University’s history 
department] brought her class from 
WVU. If we had the funds, Shepherd 
would do a study.”

“Many visitors look at the 
house,” Rutherford added. “The 
Canadian John Brown Society came 
to see the house, even though it isn’t 
open for tours.”

The men appreciate the help 
they receive from associate members 
Al and Linda Murr of Winchester, 
Va. “He’s a carpenter,” said Tolbert. 
“He’s worked on the gate, the fence, 
the shutters. Sometimes he’ll come 
in and just start working. And Linda 
has helped with lots of research for 
books.” They have published four 
books so far.

“We compiled stories of John 
Brown’s raid, hearing stories from the 
black perspective,” said Taylor. “We 
got information passed down from 
grandparents. We heard from people 
as far away as California who were 
descendents.”

The Capture, Trial and Execution 
of John Copeland Jr. and Shields 
Green deals with two free blacks who 
participated in John Brown’s raid and 
were hanged.

Dangerfield Newby: One of the 
Black Raiders That Came With John 
Brown discusses a freed slave who 
was killed during the raid.

A Collection of Black History 
Events in Jefferson County from 
1700–1900 is a comprehensive 
timeline of just about everything of 
significance to black history in the 
county. 

The Black Book—A Directory of 
African-American Facts 1800–2004 
is an exhaustive compilation of the 
names and occupations of African-
American professionals, veterans, 
athletes, businesspeople, etc., as well 
as churches, lodges, and organiza-
tions of all kinds.

They are currently working on 
another book, African-Americans 
in Jefferson County, for the Arcadia 
Press and the Images of America 
series, with author Dolly Nasby, who 
has written books on Charles Town 
and Harpers Ferry for that series. 
They are also getting funds to pro-
duce a documentary for West Virginia 
Public Broadcasting.

Much of their work has been 
financed with their own money. “The 
officers [of JCBHPS] are not paid,” 
said Rutherford. “When you have 
money, you have problems! We’ve 
gotten a few grants. We don’t have 
any fund-raisers.”

“Yes we do,” laughed Taylor. 
“Raising our wallets out of our 
 pockets! We have dug deep into our 
wallets!”

The number of activities they 
carry on is amazing. They participate 
in the Black Heritage Festival, give 
lectures, and put on forums. They 
have had a living history series. Their 
exhibits have been on display at the 
Cultural Center in Charleston, W.Va., 
and in Shepherdstown at the Entler 
Hotel. They developed a brochure 

Four Men, Nine Years, One Dream
Claire Stuart
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for a self-guided black history tour of 
Charles Town, which is available at 
the Tourist Center.

“We present a teachers’ institute 
at Harpers Ferry every year,” said 
Taylor. “We received an award from 
the West Virginia Martin Luther King 
Holiday Commission.”

“One of our largest programs was 
our presentation on Brown versus the 
Board of Education,” said Rutherford. 
“We had panel discussions and 
 people telling stories about segre-
gated schools.”

“Three years ago we collaborated 
with the Junior ROTC at Jefferson 
High to pay tribute to the cadets from 
the old Page-Jackson High School—
four surviving cadets were in it,” said 
Tolbert. “We had a tribute to the first 
black girls’ basketball team from 
Page-Jackson in 1947. Fifteen girls 
were on that team.” (Page-Jackson 
was the black high school during the 
segregation era.)

“We get calls from throughout 
the state asking how we do it,” Taylor 
reported. “We try to help. They are 
amazed that four people did all this. 
We knew each other all our lives, we 
were all veterans, and we all retired 
about the same time.”

“We think we’re the most active 
black history group in West Virginia,” 
Tolbert added.

“Nathaniel Downing was respon-
sible for getting pictures of every 
African-American church in Jefferson 

County,” Taylor recalled. “He got 
them all enlarged and dry mounted. 
And we have military exhibits, with 
the names of all blacks serving in the 
Civil War, Spanish American War, 
World War I, and World War II. We 
haven’t even started on the Korean 
War yet! Linda Murr went around to 
all the black cemeteries and got all 
the names of the veterans.”

“We also have the original 
 charter, post flag, and American flag 
for the Green-Copeland American 
Legion Post. The post was quite 
active.” Tolbert explained that black 
World War I veterans established the 
post and named it for the black John 
Brown raiders Shields Green and 
John Copeland.

“Tolbert has tapes,” said Taylor. 
“He interviewed old people, about 
25 older African-Americans. They 
passed on to us the things they 
remember about churches, businesses, 
their own education, their lives. Some 
tapes have been transcribed, some 
have to be done.”

“We have an ongoing collection 
of death notices,” said Tolbert, “from 
newspapers and the printed programs 
from churches.”

“We plan to get the obits into a 
database,” Rutherford added. “We 
hope to have a resource center at the 
Webb-Blessing House. We’ll have 
as many pictures as possible of the 
black community. We’ve had scan-
ning sessions at churches and lodge 

halls. People bring their pictures, get 
them scanned and take them home. 
You’ll be able to search the database 
by names or by churches, lodges, and 
so on.”

Taylor and Rutherford credit 
James Tolbert’s precise, color-coded 
record-keeping system with helping 
them accomplish their goals effi-
ciently. “Tolbert is our secretary,” 
said Taylor. “He keeps track of what’s 
going on. He writes down when we 
started a project, when we complete 
something, the things we plan for the 
future.”

In the works now is a plan the 
men have to compile the history of 
the black communities of Dogtown, 
Potato Hill, and South West Street, 
and the people who lived and worked 
there. They explained that South West 
Street in Charles Town was the hub 
of black business in Jefferson County, 
with its own shops, businesses, and 
entertainment venues. The unfor-
tunate downside of integration was 
the end of the vibrant black business 
communities as the black people dis-
persed and did business in the white 
communities.

Rutherford noted that the Payne’s 
Hotel, which has since been torn 
down, was the only place for black 
visitors to stay in Charles Town. 
Many famous black entertainers 
stayed there and performed locally, 
including Billie Holiday, Ike and Tina 
Turner, and Fats Domino.

The men have many ideas for 
future projects, but they realistically 
admit that time is not on their side. 
They hope to recruit another genera-
tion willing to carry on.

“Look at us, and you see gray 
hair!” said Rutherford. “We are not 
going to last forever. We plan to lay 
a framework to bring people in to 
 continue our work.”

“We are probably a year ahead 
on our projects,” said Taylor, “and if 
someone was to come in, they could 
continue. We’re organized for future 
projects. We have some people we 
can call on but want to find someone 
who’s really serious about continuing 
the work.”

They would also like to find 
some volunteers, including  interested 
college students, who would be 
willing to help out. They could use 
people with knowledge of archeol-
ogy, people with the time and 
patience to do research in courthouse 
records, and personable people to 
serve as tour guides for the John 
Brown Sesquicentennial and other 
events. Most important, they would 
like to find some computer-savvy 
people to help set up and maintain 
their databases.

If you would like to volunteer, 
contact the Jefferson County Black 
History Preservation Society, Inc., 
at P.O. Box 569, Ranson, WV 25438 
or E-mail James Taylor at: 
Jtaylor@jeffctywvblackhistory.org.

Not  Everyone Is Afraid of the Dentist
Chrissy Lewin

The next time you complain that 

you have to go to the dentist 

for yet another checkup, think 

of the thousands of children in West 

Virginia who are without a dentist. As 

of 2003, according to a West Virginia 

Bureau of Health survey, over 1,000 

Medicaid-eligible children didn’t have 

access to dental care, and that  number 

keeps growing. Dental decay is the 

most common chronic childhood 

 disease, and it affects the total body. 

The worst part is that it’s almost com-

pletely preventable.

Now, before you slam the paper 

shut and look at the front page to make 

sure you’re reading the Shepherdstown 

GOOD NEWS PAPER—the paper 

that only shares good news—rest 

assured that this story does have a 

happy ending. In fact, the happily-ever-

after started last year with the first 

Eastern Panhandle Mission of Mercy 

(M.O.M.), a Healthy Smiles Initiative.

M.O.M. combines local dentists, 

the United Way, and volunteers to offer 

a two-day free dental clinic for adults. 

This year’s event will be held on June 

26 and 27 at Hedgesville High School. 

Patients are seen on a first-come, first-

served basis with doors opening at 6 

a.m. They go through registration, a 

medical screening, and triage where 

one service can be chosen: extraction, 

restoration, or cleaning. The limit is 

necessary so M.O.M. can help the 

greatest number of people.

Betty Russell, chair of the M.O.M. 

event, is excited for yet another year to 

help those in need and to get one step 

closer for finding an overall solution to 

the dental problem in West Virginia. 

“This whole thing started with 

the idea of how to help the kids. The 

number of kids without dental care is 

staggering,” says Russell. Her husband, 

Dr. Dean Russell, a local oral surgeon, 

has shared stories with her. He’s the 

end of the line for a lot of these chil-

dren and has “had to take out children’s 

teeth countless times. It’s heartbreak-

ing. It’s bad enough that adults have 

to go through this but to see children 

suffering—it needs to stop.”

M.O.M.’s main goal is to raise 

funds to provide a dental care center 

open to everyone. “This event is a 

band-aid approach. The solution is to 

establish a nonprofit dental center,” 

says Jan Callen, United Way of the 

Eastern Panhandle Executive director 

and M.O.M. co-chair, “The overall goal 

of M.O.M. is so we don’t have to hold 

anymore M.O.M. events.”

The hard work has already begun 

to pay off with The Healthy Smiles 

Dental Center slated to open this 

October in Martinsburg.

“Everybody will be seen: 

Medicaid, CHIP, sliding scale, and 

regular insurance patients. No one will 

be turned away,” says Russell.

Talking with Russell, her 

 excitement is contagious. “This is one 

of the best things I’ve ever done in my 

life. To witness the community come 

together and just be happy. Everyone 

was helping everyone. It didn’t  matter 

who you were—patient, volunteer, 

 dentist. We were and are a team.”

And how many people make up 

this team? Last year, M.O.M. treated 

1,000 patients who were helped by 700 

volunteers and over 40 dentists. “The 

majority of local dentists participate in 

the event. It’s a small thing they can do 

to make a huge difference in someone’s 

life,” says Russell.

Callen also speaks of the powerful 

combination that makes this all hap-

pen. “You have an extremely passionate 

person in Betty Russell along with the 

United Way’s organization skills and 

Mikkie VanWyk’s generosity to fund 

the event. Plus there was an obvious 

need in the community to draw in the 

volunteers,” says Callen.

Russell goes on to say how 

the patients especially make all the 

 difference. Their patience and grateful-

ness light up the event. Callen agrees 

with Russell and talks about the joy he 

saw on everyone’s face including a girl 

who never smiled because her teeth 

were so bad.

“The dentist did over $1,000 of 

work on her and she went into the 

bathroom and came out crying with 

joy. She said it felt so good to finally 

be able to smile,” says Callen, “This is 

life-changing not only for the patients 

but also for the  volunteers.”

The need for dental care is over-

whelming, which shows by last year’s 

event. People lined up at 1 a.m. and 

many were turned away. “That’s the 

hardest part,” says Russell, “but with 

the new dental center opening everyone 

will be seen.”

Those interested in learning more 

about the center can contact Dr. Lisa 

Dunn, Director of the Dental Health 

programs at WVU Health Sciences 

Center Eastern Division, at (304) 264-

9202. Dr. Dunn has already established 

a program offering preventive dental 

care for children ages one to eight 

who have Medicaid or CHIP at  various 

locations in the tri-county area. To 

make appointments, please call (304) 

596-6321.

As for M.O.M., it has already 

reached its volunteer capacity but if 

you are interested in receiving 

dental treatments, please visit www.

healthysmileswv.org or call 211, an 

information hotline. 

See, I told you there was a happy 

ending.

Chrissy Lewin vows to stop acting 

like a two-year-old when it’s time for 

her six-month check-up.

(L to R) 

James Tolbert, 

James Taylor, and 

George Rutherford 

display some of 

their publications 

and projects in 

front of the Webb-

Blessing House in

Charles Town.

for a self-guided black history tour of County,” Taylor recalled. “He got halls. People bring their pictures, get The men have many ideas for 
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I n t r u d e r  A l e rt
Monica Grabowska

My younger daughter came home one day this 
spring disturbed by an assignment in her high 
school theatre class. They were reading Little 

Shop of Horrors, a dark comedy about a people-eating 
plant. I had never seen any of the multiple versions of 
this plants-gone-wild story. As a gardener, I recoiled 
from the idea of an object of my affection cast as a 
bloodthirsty villain. Sierra was outraged when she dis-
covered that at the end of the play, “Everybody dies, 
Mom! I mean everybody in the whole world!” Zounds! 
Vegetarian Armageddon.

In the real world, gardeners, conservationists, and 
the government are currently engaged in an epic battle 
with members of the plant kingdom. Fortunately, our 
opponents can neither talk nor sustain themselves on 
human blood. But their tenacity and chicanery would 
make the Little Shop’s nefarious people-eater proud. 
That villain turns out to be an extraterrestrial invader.

Our adversaries are also aliens, though they hail 
from other continents, not planets. My shady yard and 
surrounding woodlands are under siege by two espe-
cially pernicious invaders: garlic mustard (Alliaria 
petiolata) and Japanese stiltgrass (Microstegium 
vimineum).

During the earliest spring days, garlic mustard will 
easily convince most people that it means no harm. It is 
a welcome splash of green in an otherwise brown and 
gray landscape, a harbinger of warmer days to come, 
of the liquid trill of the wood thrush and the dance of 
butterflies. Its serrated, heart-shaped leaves provide a 
clever disguise as people often mistake young plants 
for violets. Garlic mustard maintains a friendly façade 
throughout its two-year life span. It has no thorns and 
no itch-inducing oils. It even puts on a pretty show as 
its white flower clusters complement the azure blooms 
of Virginia bluebells along riverbanks and woodland 
streams. But garlic mustard is no companion plant. It is 
out to rule the riverbank, not share it.

Like most successful weeds, garlic mustard is a 
prolific seed producer. It is cross-pollinated by insects, 
but in their absence it can self-pollinate. In either case, 
a single plant can produce more than a thousand seeds. 
Those seeds remain viable for as long as five years.

Mimicry, self-pollination, long-lived seeds—these 
are common strategies in the plant underworld. But 
garlic mustard goes beyond these simple tricks with 
super strength, unwitting accomplices, and chemical 
weapons. Most weeds easily propagate where the soil 
has been disturbed, but garlic mustard, once estab-
lished, is able to muscle its way into undisturbed areas. 
Though it is found in a variety of habitats, it thrives in 
moist woodlands where it displaces such native gems 
as trillium, bloodroot, and Dutchman’s breeches.

Garlic mustard’s invasion is aided and abetted 
by a woodland native whose numbers are wildly out 
of balance due mostly to our own mismanagement. 

The whitetail deer graze on native plants but eschew 
the pungent garlic mustard. Their hooves prepare the 
ground for thousands more mustard seeds. Their travels 
through the woods even help disperse the seeds. Of 
course, this partnership is one-sided. As the deer clear 
the way for the garlic mustard, they are eliminating 
their own food source. In the end, they will step out of 
a mustard-choked forest and come looking for our hos-
tas and peonies.

Other animals and the woods themselves are also 
affected by this plant and its chemistry. The invasion 
creates a monoculture on the forest floor, which biolo-
gists say threatens many salamander species. Even 
some of the giants of the forest, the hardwood trees 
themselves, may be vulnerable to this plant’s weapons. 
Scientists have discovered that garlic mustard actually 
alters the chemistry of the soil in which it is growing. 
The change impacts the mycorrhizal fungi upon which 
some trees and herbaceous plants rely.

There is something about garlic mustard that 
certain butterflies find irresistible. The West Virginia 
white, a woodland butterfly that is fighting for survival, 
is bushwhacked by garlic mustard, possibly because of 
its relationship to a group of native plants. These early 
spring butterflies usually lay their eggs on plants of 
the toothwort genus. Garlic mustard emits a chemical 
signal similar to that of the toothworts, and the mis-
guided butterflies lay eggs on its leaves instead—and 
the caterpillars usually do not survive to become but-
terflies. Garlic mustard hits these butterflies with a one-
two punch: it does not nourish the caterpillars, and it 
crowds out the nectar plants that adult butterflies  
feed on.

European settlers brought garlic mustard to Long 
Island in the late 1860s as a culinary herb. Since then, 
it has turned the tables on us. It is rarely eaten today; 
instead, it is eating its way through our woodlands. 
Several states classify it as a noxious weed, and the 
federal government (and even the military, as one of 
the country’s largest landowners), has stepped up to do 
battle with this deceptively gentle-looking plant.

By the time we finish pulling garlic mustard 
from the woods and roadways near our house, another 
invader has burst onto the scene. Japanese stiltgrass 
(Microstegium vimineum) is suddenly everywhere. This 
shade-tolerant grass arrived in the United States in the 
early 1900s when it was commonly used as packing 
material for shipping porcelain from Asia. Its long-
lived seeds stowed away and waited for an opportunity 
to germinate. First discovered growing near Knoxville, 
Tenn., in 1919, stiltgrass has since invaded woodlands, 
fields, roadsides, and gardens throughout the South and 
East from New York to Florida. It has also crossed the 
Mississippi River and spread into Arkansas, Louisiana, 
and Texas.

If it were not so aggressive, I would probably be 
extolling the virtues of a grass that grows as well in 
dense shade as in full sun. Its narrow leaves have a 
 silvery strip of reflective hairs that add a luminous 
quality to its lime-green color. It looks like a delicate 
little sister of bamboo. But it causes big trouble.

Each stiltgrass plant makes plenty of seeds, but it 
also reproduces by putting down roots along stems on 
the ground, forming dense mats that smother native 
vegetation. Like garlic mustard, it has few natural 
 enemies among our insects and grazers. Deer do not 
eat it, but help to disperse its seeds, which cling to their 
coats. Like garlic mustard, Japanese stiltgrass is affect-
ing the natural balance in our ecosystems. Its impact 
on soil chemistry may render areas inhospitable to the 
very plants that evolved there, and to all the animals 
that depend on those plants.

Eradicating Japanese stiltgrass without resorting 
to the use of chemicals is difficult and requires just the 
right timing. I thought, naively, that an annual grass 
would be easy to control: just cut it back before it 
can produce seeds. Do you remember the scene from 
Fantasia when the sorcerer’s apprentice chops the  
water-toting broomsticks into splinters? Cut Japanese 
stiltgrass before it develops flower stalks and it reacts  
to the  emergency by generating even more of them—
and it even speeds up its flowering.

The more I learn about the devious methods and 
permanent impact of alien plants, the less fantastic 
Little Shop of Horrors seems. If these invaders of the 
Eastern Woodlands were people eaters, we might be 
more diligent about controlling them. (And gardening 
would be a lot more exciting.)

EPSPAN: Fixing Our Health Care System
Sue Kennedy

Today almost 50 million Americans 
are without health insurance. 
In West Virginia, the number 

is one in five. And in this wretched 
economy, the rolls of the unemployed 
have increased to more than 8 percent. 
When you lose your job, you lose your 
employer-based health care coverage, if it 
was ever offered in the first place. Many 
employers, large and small, are backing 
off on health care benefits or eliminating 
them altogether because the insurance 
costs are killing them.

More than half of personal bankrupt-
cies in the United States are the result of 
medical expenses. Three-fourths of those 
filing for bankruptcy had health insur-
ance when they became ill or injured.

Preventive health care coverage is 
a rare benefit, and the ever-increasing 
numbers of uninsured and underinsured 
are flooding into emergency rooms ask-
ing for services that otherwise could, and 
should, be provided in the doctor’s office. 
Many emergency room visits could have 
been prevented with a well-baby visit or 
regular checkup. Millions of Americans 
admit to skipping checkups, treatments, 
tests, or prescriptions because they just 
can’t afford them. And, even though it 
is illegal for a hospital to turn away a 
person in critical condition, insured or 
not, thousands of Americans die annually 
because of inadequate health care.

Admittedly, our health care system 
is broken. It has been for years. Despite 
attempts to fix it, it is sicker than ever. 
We are now spending $2.5 trillion annu-
ally on health care. In 1993, when the 
Clinton administration tried unsuccess-
fully to overhaul the system, the cost 
was $912.5 billion. Today’s expenditure 
breaks down to $8,160 on every man, 
woman, and child—twice as much per 
capita as the rest of the industrialized 
world, and yet we have a lower life 
expectancy and higher mortality rate 
among children.

Blaming insurance companies, 
pharmaceutical companies, the medical 
profession, and Congress won’t stem this 
tide. The blame game doesn’t work. What 
has to happen, and quickly, is a compre-
hensive and workable overhaul of the 
entire system and national buy-in. If our 
health care system stays on its current 
path, we are all just one serious injury 
or illness away from financial ruin—in 
many cases, taking our families with us. 
No one is immune and no one can  
predict, but what we can do is demand  
a system that will pay for preventive  
and catastrophic health care services.    

At $8,160 per capita, we’re already pay-
ing for it; we’re just not getting it.

Working to find a solution to the 
health care crisis is the mission of 
The Eastern Panhandle Single-Payer 
Action Network. EPSPAN was formed 
in January of this year to advocate for 
the uninsured, underinsured, as well as 
insured citizens, and to help fulfill the 
promises of the presidential campaign to 
fix the health care system by mobilizing 
the public to urge Congress to pass The 
United States National Health Care Act, 
HR 676.

Shepherdstonians Ann Coulter and 
Lynn Moses Yellott, EPSPAN found-
ing members, are working to fight the 
mythical perception that Americans don’t 
want universal health care. According 
to Yellott, “Single-payer health care is a 
phrase used to describe how health care is 
paid for, not how it is delivered. It’s pub-
licly financed and privately  delivered.” 

The organization includes health care 
professionals and private citizens 
throughout the Eastern Panhandle. “Sixty 
percent of today’s health care is provided 
by the taxpayers through Medicare, 
Medicaid, the Veterans Administration, 
and government employee programs. The 
single-payer program would essentially 
be Medicare for all,” says Rie Wilson, 
another EPSPAN member who lives in 
Shepherdstown.

HR 676 was introduced by 
Congress man John Conyers, D-Mich., 
and had more than 90 co-sponsors in the 

last session of Congress. So far, in the 
new session, it has 75. The bill offers a 
uniquely American approach to universal 
health care. It would create a publicly 
financed, privately delivered health care 
system that improves and expands the 
already existing Medicare program to all 
U.S. residents, and all residents living 
in U.S. territories. Thus, it guarantees 

all citizens, by law, access to the highest 
quality and most cost-effective services 
regardless of employment, income, or 
health care status.

The law will reduce the overall 
annual health care spending in this coun-
try by more than $50 billion in the first 
year. It will save more than $150 billion 
in paperwork costs and $50 billion by 
using rational bulk purchasing of medi-
cations. These savings in the first year 
alone will be more than enough to cover 
all the uninsured and improve coverage 
for everyone else, including medication 
and long-term care.

The law ensures that dollars would 
be spent on needed health care, not on 
health insurance companies that rou-
tinely deny claims, exclude those with 
prior conditions, require health care 
providers to hire staff to submit and 
resubmit claims, and require patients to 
spend hours making sense of their bills. 
Instead of paying insurance premiums, 
copays, and deductibles, and instead of 
businesses being burdened by providing 
employee health insurance, we would 
all pay a tax and we would all get health 
care. Under the single-payer system, all 
U.S. residents would be covered for all 
necessary services, including doctor, hos-
pital, long-term care, mental health, den-
tal, vision, prescription drug, and medical 
supply costs. Patients would retain free 
choice of doctor and hospital. Health care 
providers and patients would be the ones 
making the decisions, not the insurance 
companies.

“Huge insurance premiums and 
deductibles, let alone medical bills for 
uninsured, are driving families into bank-
ruptcy,” said Wilson. “Lynn and Ann 
founded EPSPAN because they felt it’s 
way past time to put the preconceived 
negativity and completely false notion 
about universal health care to rest and do 
something rational about this crisis. We 
are the only industrialized country in the 
world without universal health care.”

In addition, Wilson, a member of the 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church, said 
the General Assembly of the Presbyterian 
Church USA proclaimed single-payer, 
universal national health insurance “the 
program that best responds to the moral 
imperative of the Gospel.”

For more information about EPSPAN 
and single-payer health care, contact 
Lynn Yellott (304) 671-0433, ly.lists@
gmail.com; or Ann Coulter (304) 876-
3158, anncoulter@comcast.net.

How much of the health care dollar is  
publicly financed?

Over 60 percent of health spending in the United States is funded by the 

government. Official figures for 2005 peg government’s share of total health 

expenditure at 45.4 percent, but this excludes two items:

1. Tax subsidies for private insurance, which cost the federal treasury 

$188.6 billion in 2004. These predominantly benefit wealthy taxpayers.

2. Government purchases of private health insurance for public employ-

ees such as police officers and teachers. Government paid private insurers 

$120.2 billion for such coverage in 2005: 24.7 percent of the total spending 

by U.S. employers for private insurance.

So, government’s true share amounted to 9.7 percent of gross domes-

tic product in 2005, 60.5 percent of total health spending, or $4,048 per 

capita (out of total expenditure of $6,697).

By contrast, government health spending in Canada and the United 

Kingdom was 6.9 percent and 7.2 percent of gross domestic product, 

respectively (or $2,337 and $2,371 per capita). Government health spend-

ing per capita in the United States exceeds total (public plus private) per 

capita health spending in every country except Norway, Switzerland, and 

Luxembourg.

Source: Steffie Woolhandler and David U. Himmelstein, “Competition 

in a publicly funded health care system,” BMJ (an international peer- 

reviewed medical journal produced by the British Medical Association) 2007, 

335:1126–29; and, Woolhandler and Himmelstein, “Paying for National 

Health Insurance—And Not Getting It,” Health Affairs, 2002, 21(4), 88.
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ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL
The War of the Worlds: Microbes and Mankind

Mark Madison

These germs of disease have taken toll of 
humanity since the beginning of things—
taken toll of our prehuman ancestors 
since life began here. But by virtue of 
this natural selection of our kind we have 
developed resisting power; to no germs 
do we succumb without a struggle, and to 
many…our living frames are altogether 
immune. But there are no bacteria in 
Mars, and directly these invaders arrived, 
directly they drank and fed, our micro-
scopic allies began to work their over-
throw.

—H.G. Wells
The War of the Worlds (1898)

The recent so-called swine flu 
epidemic in Mexico is a useful 
reminder that, sometimes, size 

does not matter. In spite of our hubris and 
human perspective, our planet’s smallest 
creatures have had the largest impact on 
human history. Because we understand 
more of politics, war, and culture than we 
do of epidemiology, we look to these for-
mer sources as the driving forces of his-
tory. But, in reality, germs have been our 
persistent and most pernicious foe.

As opposed to traditional politi-
cal, military, or economic histories, the 
past suggests we might greatly ben-
efit by studying “ecological history.” 
Environmental historian Alfred Crosby 
described the European settlement of 
North America as “ecological imperial-
ism” and suggested European diseases 
were at least as important as European 
firearms in the conquering of America. 
In fact with the passage of time it has 
become clear there really is no compari-
son; European diseases were the strike 
force that decimated Native American 
populations to a far greater degree than 
any superiority in technology.

Per capita the world’s worst pan-
demic occurred between 1346 and 1352 
when the Black Death (now known to 
be the bubonic plague) killed 75 million 
people worldwide. European cities were 
particularly hard hit as various germs car-
ried by fleas on the ubiquitous rats wiped 
out much of Europe’s earlier population 
growth. The decimation of between 30 
and 60 percent of Europe’s population 
had a shocking (literally) effect on the 
survivors’ psyches. There was an increase 
in religious fervor such as flagellants 
whipping themselves to atone for a  sinful 
humanity. There was a shortage of all 

kinds of labor, especially agricultural 
labor, so local economies crashed and 
people starved. It was a massive die-off 
of much of the progress that had been 
made in the late Middle Ages. It was 
also an early warning sign of what might 
 happen when new germs were introduced 
from outside sources.

The Americas were even more iso-
lated than Medieval Europe and when 
they were rejoined to the Old World 
after 1492, they suffered tremendously. 
In a very real sense it was not European 
horses or guns that defeated the native 
peoples they encountered, but chemi-
cal weapons that proved most effective. 
The ecological history of disease prior 
to Columbus had largely been one of 
accommodation and balance. People 
traveled less and diseases were largely 
endemic rather than epidemic—with the 
exception of the aforementioned Black 
Death. Most Europeans did not die of 
measles and tuberculosis, while most 
sub-Saharan Africans survived yellow 
fever and malaria. But when a disease 
was imported to a population with no 
immunity then an epidemic broke out.

This is what happened to the 
American Indians when they first 
encountered the new European diseases. 
Now one might have expected this 
exchange of contagions to be a two-way 
street, but in fact only a few diseases 
seemed to return to the Old World from 
the new (though one of these was the 
horrific syphilis). It was the American 
Indians who were largely the victims of 
this great migration of germs. For centu-
ries, dense populations of Europeans had 
suffered from and developed immunity 
to some of history’s most lethal killers 
including smallpox, measles, influenza, 

plague, tuberculosis, typhus, cholera, 
and malaria. Yet while the Europeans had 
encountered and developed immunity to 
these diseases in isolated waves cover-
ing centuries, the American Indians were 
introduced to most of these diseases 
simultaneously. There were between 14 
and 17 epidemics that swept through 
American Indian tribes between 1520 
and 1600. (Imagine if you will 17 Black 
Deaths sweeping through Europe in a 
century and the impact that would have 
on their society and culture.)

The first Indians to suffer were the 
island inhabitants of the West Indies. 
Numbering about a million when 
Columbus discovered them, they were 
almost completely exterminated on most 
islands by disease, slavery, and war, all of 
which had their origins from Columbus’s 
first voyages to the region. The Spaniards 
set up the first mainland colony in 1508 
on the Isthmus of Panama providing a 
beachhead for all their lethal diseases. 
Only two empires in the Americas were 
conquered shortly thereafter by opportu-
nistic diseases and conquistadors—in that 
order. The Aztec empire fell in 1520, the 
Inca empire in 1533. In both conquests 
smallpox killed off a large fraction of 
the population including the emperors. 
The less populous American Indians of 
North America were largely killed off 
by disease even before settlers reached 
their territories. The exact disease did not 
matter. All were new to North America, 
all the microbes found virgin soil and 
no immunity, which, in turn, led to the 
shocking mortality rates of 90 to 95 
percent in some cases. This led many 
Europeans to mistakenly believe that 
North America was largely uninhabited 
and awaiting improvement and settle-
ment. The same trajectory of disease 
and decimation afflicted the Australian 
Aborigines and New Zealand Maori 
when they first encountered European 
diseases several centuries later. In these 
future colonies, germs were the initial 
shock troops that sent the native people’s 
reeling, allowing easy conquest and 
undeserved feelings of European supe-
riority before anyone in the Old or New 
World had a germ theory of disease.

The most recent large-scale  pandemic 
was the Spanish influenza epidemic of 
1918–1919. This pandemic was exacer-
bated by conditions near the end of World 
War I when large concentrations of men 

lived in imperfectly hygienic conditions 
and then traveled great distances to go 
into battle. The battle with the flu was 
much more one-sided than combat, with 
20 to 40 million killed by the flu—far 
more than the 9.7 million soldiers killed 
in The Great War. This Spanish flu was 
not actually derived from Spain (its ori-
gins remain controversial) but was in fact 
a subtype of flu called H1N1—the same 
subtype of our current swine flu scare.

And so history repeats itself. 
Mexico, the victim of the epidemio-
logical destruction of the Aztec empire, 
once again suffers from microbial attack 
undermining its social life and economy. 
The recurrent H1N1 virus may have 
originated in less than perfectly hygienic 
conditions and now benefits from unprec-
edented global travel and ease of move-
ment. However, some conditions have 
indeed changed. There are fewer isolated 
pockets left to suffer supermortality like 
the Native Americans separated from 
Europe, Asia, and Africa for thousands of 
years. Prior to the germ theory of disease, 
in the 1870s doctors were more likely to 
wash their hands after an operation than 
before an operation. Today basic hygienic 
regimes and certain medicines can ame-
liorate (if not eliminate) the severity of 
the crisis. But before we become too 
complacent it is worthwhile remember-
ing our fellow travelers, the viruses, who 
have been adapting and evolving, too.

Mark Madison teaches environmen-
tal history and environmental ethics at 
Shepherd University and washes his hand 
a great deal these days.

Protective doctor attire during the 
Black Death.

T R u E  R E l i g i o n
Marjorie Dower

I have news for those of you who 
are searching for the truth. I 
mean The Truth. No need for you 

Buddhists to contemplate for months 
and years to find the truth. There’s no 
need for you Christians to spend hours 
in daily contemplative prayer or you 
Jews who study in yeshivas and pore 
over the Torah at home. All you other 
seekers—no need to worry, for you can 
purchase “true religion” without sell-
ing all you have for that “pearl of great 
price.” (Matthew 13:45,46) Yes, indeed, 
for about $300 you, too, can have true 
religion.

I gleaned all this information 
from an E-mail promotion from 
Nordstrom’s store. Last fall I needed 
a “grandma of the bride” formal thin-
gie. I found it online and ordered it 
from Nordstrom’s. Ever since, they 
have sent me all their E-promotions. I 
almost deleted this one, but the “True 
Religion” caption caught my eye.

Imagine my surprise when I dis-
covered that “True Religion” is the 
brand name of a fashion line of denim 
clothing. All distressed, bleached, and 
softened, made to resemble old, well-
worn, comfortable denims, except, and 
it is a huge “except,” the cost of a mod-
est jacket ranges from $280 to $375.

Imagine. True Religion without 
a twinge of guilt, without a reminder 
that there are people in the world with 
unimaginable troubles and needs, 
without a hint that one should exist 
for others, others who have no food or 
clothing: a religion with no demands.

That fashion is a religion is not 
news. When one reads Vogue in the 
United States, Elle in Paris, or Hello 
in England; when one reads the Style 
pages in the Washington Post or 
watches the news on TV, one discovers 
that there are millions of worshipers 
at the altar of style. Their surly aco-
lytes are garbed in truly astounding 
robes (all of which seem to me to be 
too tight, too short and skimpy). The 
importance of these robes is high-
lighted by the attention paid to them by 
myriad photographers and writers. The 
high priests are more conservatively 
dressed, but in their sermons they dis-
course ad infinitum or ad nauseam on 
“texture, line, fabric, and motion” as 
the sulking acolytes sashay by, glower-
ing at an enraptured congregation that 
signals its approval, not with “Amens,” 

but with applause, soft “oohs” and 
sighs.

Denim is fabric of choice. Oprah 
features diets for fitting into the new 
skinny denim jeans, and on the TV 
news last night there was a feature 
about how hard the New York City 
fashion stores have been hit by the 
economy. “But,” said the storekeeper, 
“a stylish woman can purchase a sim-
ple silk scarf ($95) and feel confident 
when she wears it with a stylish pair of 
‘boyfriend jeans.’” Say what?

When I was in my teens in the 
early 1940s, I could buy a pair of 
unisex jeans for $7. They would be 
board-stiff and unyielding. I would 
dump them in the horse trough and 
then struggle into them while they 
were wet and stretchy. In no time, the 
Arizona desert sun would dry them on 
my body. The jeans, having shrunk to 
my shape, would fit like wallpaper, but 
at least I could move around and even 
ride a horse while wearing them. In 
several months they would become soft 

and worn and wonderfully comfortable. 
But as I got older, the extreme effort 
of hauling my expanding posterior into 
a pair of tight jeans took more time 
and energy than I was ever prepared to 
expend, so I “put aside childish things.” 
(1 Corinthians 13:11)

I Googled “boyfriend jeans” and 
discovered that they come already 
worn, soft, and even tattered. No long 
period of dousing in the horse trough 
and shimmying into them. Of course, 
one has to pay for that convenience. 
These jeans cost $284 at Nordstrom, 
$29.99 at L.L. Bean, $424 at Shopbop. 
But for $362 you can buy a pair with—
and this is directly from the advertise-
ment—“shredded holes and grease 
spots at front and back. Worn spots and 
moderate distressing throughout.”

America should be grateful to 
France for this “True Religion.” The 
French tourist literature claims that 
the city of Nîmes on the border of 
Provence and Languedoc first manu-
factured denim (de Nîmes) in the 19th 

century for export to the southern 
United States to clothe the slaves. 
That same denim is now clothing the 
backsides of those who worship at the 
shrine of fashion.

Nîmes is also famous for the 
extent of its Roman remains. I can hear 
my dear late husband say, “America is 
going the way of the Roman Empire 
just before the Mongol hordes roared 
in.” (And that was before he knew of 
“true religion”).

I had this article all planned out 
and in the works when I read George 
Will in the Washington Post last week. 
His April 16 article was titled “Demon 
Denim.” I often disagree with Will, but 
I had to think twice when he seemed to 
blame all of America’s current ills on 
denim jeans. This time I was annoyed 
with him because he preempted my 
story line.

All of the hype about this religion 
seems to say that to be assured one is 
worthy, worthwhile, secure, and confi-
dent, one has to be dressed in the latest 
style for success. But the one really 
important thing is that one has to look 
casual, as if success were the last thing 
you wanted. You must give the impres-
sion that you are already success per-
sonified. And several hundred dollars 
is a small price for such assurance.

Why spend years in seeking 
enlightenment or studying scriptures, 
or contemplating the verities when, for 
a price, guiltless enlightenment can be 
yours with one simple purchase? But 
in this case tithing is not optional. You 
pay up front. But be warned. Once one 
is in the habit of this “True Religion” 
one item is never enough.

Had enough?
Enough of this.
I have decided that I will get back 

to my own conscience-pricking religion 
and resume my post-Easter daily Bible 
study by considering the lilies of the 
field. (Matthew 6:28–30)

Marjorie Dower, now living in the 
Far East (Sykesville, Md.), still looks 
longingly westward toward her beloved 
Shepherdstown and dear friends there.

Spanish influenza poster.
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Ralph Basford: The Chess Game of Art
Nan Broadhurst

Ralph Basford approaches his art 
like chess, formulating different 
strategies for each new game. 

Shapes, values, and colors are like chess 
pieces that he moves over the canvas to 
compose subtle new interpretations of his 
varied subjects.

Basford was born and raised in 
Hagerstown, Md. He always loved art, 
and took classes whenever he could in 
high school. He then majored in studio 
art, specializing in printmaking, at the 
University of Maryland, where he com-
pleted all the art requirements but didn’t 
have enough foreign language credits 
to graduate. So later he completed his 
college requirements and received his 
Regents Bachelor of Arts (RBA) degree 
at Shepherd University.

While still in Hagerstown, Basford 
married Linda Meyer. They moved to 
Martinsburg, W.Va., bought a house, 
and have lived there ever since. They 
have two daughters, whom Linda 
home-schooled. When Basford came to 
Martinsburg, he was working as a sheet 
metal mechanic, a skill learned from his 
father. Computers overtook this trade, 
and so he went into business for himself 
doing signs and graphic design, and some 
house painting. Since earning his RBA 
from Shepherd, he also works as a substi-
tute teacher in Berkeley County schools. 
But these are all “day jobs” that support 
his first love—painting.

Basford maintained a studio above 
the Apollo Theater in Martinsburg for  
20 years. It was a very large space, with 
a formidable set of stairs for an entrance. 
He shared the floor with the  costumes 
and props for the theater, which 
 occasionally showed up in his paintings.            

But four years ago, he negotiated an 
arrangement with the newly formed 
Art Centre in Martinsburg (formerly 
the Boarman Art Center) for a studio in 
their beautiful building on King Street 
as an artist in residence. Basford teaches 
classes and gives workshops in oil paint-
ing at the Centre.

Basford refers to his painting style 
as Interpretive Representationalism. He 
prefers representational work, but appre-
ciates the freedom that paint gives him 
to interpret what he sees. For a while, 
Basford would go back and forth between 
oils and acrylics, but then 25 years ago 
he decided to go exclusively with oils. 
He paints still lifes, figures, nudes, some 
portraits (on commission only), and now 
landscapes. Landscapes and plein-air 
painting came later for him. Going from 
the out-of-doors and then back into the 

studio required a whole new set of rules 
of which he became aware. It is always 
important to him that his paintings have 
a fresh look, and not be overworked. 
Content is important too. All his paint-
ings have a narrative—a conversation 
with himself, which is an important part 
of the interpretive aspect of his paint-
ings. Often this results in an atmospheric, 
 mysterious or nostalgic mood.

Basford regards the painting 
 experience to be about solving problems. 
He needs to feel challenged, and con-
stantly rededicates himself to this pursuit. 
One way he does this is to continually 
find new ways to begin a painting. From 
there he can take it wherever he chooses, 
using tremendous detail,  impressionistic 
 rendering, glazes, spontaneous  lighting, 
etc., in a never-ending effort to 
 experi ment and find new ways to solve 

the mysteries that emerge. He remains 
curious about how each painting will turn 
out, but enjoys not knowing ahead of 
time. He feels that he is constantly learn-
ing, and is not afraid to take risks. The 
occasional collapse occurs, but it is all 
part of the ongoing blend of expectations 
and inspiration.

Ralph Basford’s paintings can be  
seen at the Bridge Gallery in Shepherds- 
town, at the Art Centre in Martinsburg, 
W.Va. (www.theartcentre.org), and at 
www.ralphbasford.com. He occasionally 
paints with and shows with the Friday 
Painters in Shepherdstown. His paintings 
are in many local shows and collections, 
and in corporate and  private collections 
worldwide.

 himself in his room and refused to see anyone. Repeated pleas and 

attempts were made to get in to him or to get him to come 

out, to no avail. Finally one officer stormed his room and 

tried to drag him out, unaware of the unusually large 

size and physique of said soldier. After pulling 

himself off the ground and brushing off all the 

window glass, he was glad to let the subject 

rest. Marcus  reinforced the soldier’s door and 

reverse-engineered the hinges so it could 

only open from the inside. They became 

friends.

Marcus returned home and 

found love. He met Sally, and they 

lived on a small farm outside of 

Shepherdstown for 10 years. When 

that ended, he moved back to 

the river. His father had sold 

the house in Frederick and was 

living on the river year round. 

When Marcus moved in, 

there was only one other full-

time resident, Judy Mosher. 

Marcus took care of his 

father on the river until he 

passed.

It’s around this time that 

I remember meeting Marcus 

for the first time. For many 

years, I have enjoyed visit-

ing his small piece of ground 

on the river, which for some 

reason seems infinitely larger 

in the dark. I have found 

him to be a curiosity and a 

conundrum; this is a good 

thing. Marcus is the first one 

I knew to have a solar-powered 

motor on his boat; he used it so 

you could hear the music from 

the Victrola hand-cranked record 

player better. I credit him with 

being the first one to tell me about 

Dr. Bronner’s Magic Soap and Bragg’s 

Aminos. He was also the first guy to 

show me how to make an apple pie and 

how to build a bird bomb.

Visiting with Marcus is like being in a 

time out of mind. He’s always busy fiddling 

with something, but there is always time for a 

story. He understands the modern world and keeps 

up with the news, but in his head, the history of the 

land and the river surrounding him plays itself out vividly 

in his imagination.

He has spent many years dredging the river and finding hid-

den treasures, not gold or silver, but potsherds and anchors—pieces of the 

story of the valley. Throughout our young history, anytime someone wandering in the 

vicinity of the river found a piece of metal with any weight at all, 

it would promptly become an anchor. Marcus has a collec-

tion ranging from pig iron ingots made at the Antietam 

Furnace and odd-gauged Civil War railroad tracks to 

pieces of gears from the C&O lock mechanisms, 

all found with a bit of broken rope attached. He 

can uncoil story after story in vivid personal 

detail of how these objects came to be rest-

ing on the river bottom, complete with a 

cast of characters and full-color sets that 

vary greatly with each new telling.

The strange rock that sank 

Froggy and Tadpole’s boat, being a 

touchstone of sorts, has always fas-

cinated Marcus. Well, one morn-

ing he woke to find a rainbow 

with one end resting lazily on 

his roof. After he had searched 

the premises to determine that 

there was no pot of gold in 

his house, he followed the 

rainbow to its other end. It 

was sinking directly into the 

river on top of the rock. He 

swam right out to the rock 

and dived under. He saw a 

small black iron pot glim-

mering under the water, 

filled with glowing gold. 

As he pulled the pot trium-

phantly from the water, he 

suddenly remembered his 

grandmother’s warning that 

you always have to ask the 

leprechaun’s permission to 

take the gold. In that moment, 

the rainbow disappeared, the 

sun fell behind a cloud, and the 

gold turned into charcoal and 

shells. The leprechaun burned 

down Marcus’s house shortly there-

after, but in a cruel twist of fate 

the little bugger was caught in the 

fire. His skeleton rests to this day on 

Marcus’s mantelpiece, next to Sampson’s 

spearhead and a tooth from the Loch Ness 

monster’s sister, Antietam Annie.

Knowing Marcus is around, keeping a 

warm piece of ground for me on the river, makes 

my own stories seem more timeless and playful. 

I’m glad to know him.

Christopher Robinson is a local farmer who happens to 

write a bit and make some art. He can usually be found lollygag-

ging at the Lost Dog, telling tall tales or slumming it at the farmers market, 

listening to the sweet, sweet bluegrass.

Ralph Basford
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Growing up in this county, I 

spent a lot of time at the river. 

I can remember falling asleep 

in the back of my dad’s truck, watching 

the stars, and listening to the high, lone-

some sound of bluegrass echoing off 

the banks of the river. I learned to dig 

worms and caught my first tiny perch 

(who was released) on the riverbank with 

my grandfather. My friends and I spent 

hours following the Town Run down to 

the riverbank and catching crawfish. Of 

all the waterborne and river memories I 

have, few can compare to my trips down 

to Marcus’s house.

Twilight, bouncing along a coun-

try road, music humming on the radio, 

I would squeal as we hit the big dip at 

Sue Knott’s farm, starting the descent 

toward the riverbank. As fields give way 

and trees close in over the road, the air 

becomes thick with fireflies and the 

watery, fertile smell of the river takes 

your breath away. Dead-end sign after 

dead-end sign, the road becomes small, 

and the trees loom, dark and tall. The 

little funky houses on the river are lit 

brightly and children run across the lawns 

with sparklers, screaming. Ahead in the 

distance, fountains of light and blossom-

ing, booming fireworks crowd the sky. 

The road is lined with cars and smoke 

wafts from fires. We pull in facing the 

river, which is glowing in the last rays of 

sunset. A pontoon boat rolls slowly by, 

brimming with dancing people and lights 

and roman candles and bottle rockets. 

My father just says “Well, here we are. 

This is Marcus’s place,” wisely ignor-

ing my million questions and running 

 commentary.

My goal with this new series of 

articles for the GOOD NEWS PAPER 

is to try to shed a little light on some of 

the people in this community who made 

growing up here special. Before we are 

too big, before all these charming, unique 

visions and stories sink to the bottom of 

the river of time, I’d like to try to release 

a few of them into the ether. I couldn’t 

think of a better place to begin than at 

the river, and I can’t think of a more 

colorful or curious river rat than Marcus 

Simmons. It seems I have always known 

Marcus, but like so many other folks 

around here, I never really knew anything 

about him or how he got here. So on 

the first nice warm sunny day, when the 

morels were just starting to peek their 

heads into the world, I drove down to 

Marina Del Marco 

to ask the man 

himself.

Marcus, a sort 

of timeless river 

being, is hard to 

pin down to any 

particular geneal-

ogy or origin. He 

certainly knows 

the history of the 

land around us, but he lives his own life 

a bit less specifically. So, we’ll start our 

story romantically, at the Hawaiian Inn in 

Brunswick, Md., which happened to be a 

nice stopping place for Bernie Simmons 

on his way home to Frederick from his 

posting as a Marine drill sergeant. He 

met Kathleen Axeline, Marcus’s mom, 

there. Her family had a place in Lander, 

Md., below the hump on the river. The 

whole clan would spend their summers 

fishing, relaxing, and exploring.

When Marcus was six or seven years 

old, the federal government decided to 

turn much of that land into a park and 

removed all the houses. Most of the fam-

ily moved with the other residents to 

“the Briar Patch” near Landover, Md. 

However, Marcus’s dad, known as Froggy 

for his ability to do a 12.5-yard freestand-

ing broad jump, had other ideas. He took 

a young Marcus, then known as Tadpole, 

on a trip upriver to find new ground. 

The pair hit a large rock in the river and 

sank their boat. They wandered ashore to 

find a “for sale” sign on a fine-looking 

piece of ground, which Froggy promptly 

bought. After some time, many other 

residents of the original river homes in 

Landers moved upriver as new pieces of 

ground came up for sale. Marcus spent 

many idyllic summers on the river, grow-

ing into a fine young frog himself.

Then the ’60s came and brought with 

it war. Marcus did 

what he felt was 

his duty, as did so 

many other young 

men. He signed 

up for a tour of 

duty in Germany 

to avoid being 

drafted and sent 

to Vietnam. He 

became a repair-

man and procurement officer at his base 

in Germany and was stationed with many 

recent Vietnam veterans. Many soldiers 

who had experienced great amounts of 

terror and cruelty, who had had their 

minds broken or bent into unruly shapes 

by their fantastic and epic experiences 

in combat, were sent to Germany as a 

transition period before returning to the 

States.

Marcus told of one soldier who had 

arrived on base and promptly closed 

Marcus Simmons
Christopher Robinson
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Lin Rausch: Four Poems
Aim for the Sun

boys learn their manhood with the trigger of a gun.
macho they stand half naked carnival for the sun
they plead for a fight to lead their souls to sense
barely five climbing lost over barbed fence
to teach themselves manhood
shot from a gun.

the sun fires first into the rear-end of a truck
just dumb luck
if the boys can fire back with only candlelight of their 
souls
to guide their sights they learn it’s right
shoot first,
questions are for pansies.

grass stains on humanity’s jeans
shout about Saturday’s early hazard
I was, you was, he was, we was
the buzz of scuffling youth against a truck tire
aim higher
aim higher
aim higher
than manhood from a gun,

aim for the sun.

Because the Gates Were Open

I have married the cities
where green glass flowers grow
and because the Gates were open,
I have gone where 
demon smiling Angels are Executed,
toe to nose.

It is the frozen rose
that is still ripe when Winter weeps
and maintains its full pink rosary cheeks
and because I do not care for sidewalks,
I have rested beneath the stairwells
that lead to where the Holy Grail bleeds
and Idealists pause to read
Sideways.

I have marched up to the
Kings and Queens of Beggars
of Nowhere and Mishap
and have gotten drunk
on the sweet sap of
sleeping under starsong.

Dreams of Disappearance
cast a spell, cast a trance,
resist Medusa’s glance.
I have owned nothing
yet everywhere my feet have touched
I call home—

Gods
I wish
this were
the truth.

Nin Finnegan

It was the summer they hung the Madman
and Sunshine stole her heart
Nin Finnegan wrote her future,
traveling downhill fast in a shopping cart.
She found without looking and saw without seeing
that the whole world was waltzing.

It was the way the backpack felt
kinda like the way blackjack is dealt,
the chance for failure flavored by fortune.
It was the way aimlessness was blessed
like eternal rest in commotion.
There is no human emotion 
that can accurately describe it.

Trance
Join the dance,
she took the world by the hand
counted her stars out the window of a Greyhound
bus number forty-two
“You know someone once said the world was round.
How many people though, have found themselves going 
in circles?”
she said with a smile
while crammed catty corner
to the living dead.

It was the way the backpack felt
kinda like the way blackjack is dealt,
the chance for failure flavored by fortune.
It was the way aimlessness was blessed
like eternal rest in commotion,
No human emotion…

Leprechauns count gold but don’t spend it
Men grow old trying to make it
Because we are told it makes us truly happy.
But Nin Finnegan knew better.

Because it’s the way the backpack feels
kinda like the way you deal blackjack,
the chance for failure flavored by fortune.
It’s the way aimlessness is blessed
like eternal rest in commotion,
And Nin Finnegan knew it.

Pill Happy Existence

Sit back.
And don’t question
Any education
You may lack.

It’s a pill happy Existence
There is no resistance.
You are empty
You are hollow
There is no leader to follow.

There is a Fire
A mercenary for hire 
that consumes all desire
To read that which may lead
you to Feed upon
True Essence of Imagination.

Your family lives in an electric box
Your mind is filled with crying clocks
And cars spit Pop Rocks
At poor passing pedestrians.

There is much “fun” to be found
at home or in town
and if you don’t believe me,
watch the White Clown
dance soullessly around on TV.

Vandalize! all free thought
Don’t realize the fake joy you’ve bought
Is a corruption of all you’ve been taught
About life, liberty, and freedom.

Reporters die for their story
the only entertainment, is that which’s gory.
It is the power of the oxymoron
the sad happiness belonging solely
to those living like they’re dead.
The poisoning lead inside the head
of the American man,
the grand businessman,
that follows you throughout life
through joy or throughout strife.

It is a blind reality
A false destiny
of those living 
like they’re dead.

Caitlin “Lin” Rausch is an English major at  
Shepherd University. She feels that she is a  
poet before her own name and has been writing  
for over a decade. Beyond writing, her interests  
include performing technical tasks in the Full  
Circle Theatre Company in Shepherdstown and  
standing on her head.

Historic Ferry Hill Place Shares Its Tale
Wendy Mopsik

“If the walls had ears” is a fre-
quently used quotation. If the 
walls in Ferry Hill Place had 

ears, oh what stories they could tell! They 
might have heard about a prospector rent-
ing at the old Kennedy Farm in 1859 who 
was often seen hauling heavy wagonloads 
past the house. One day he couldn’t make 
it up the steep embankment from the 
Potomac River crossing with his over-
loaded wagon and requested assistance 
from Henry Kyd Douglas, who lived at 
Ferry Hill. Later it was discovered that 
the “prospector” was John Brown and 
the wagons were filled with carbines and 
pikes.

They might have heard about a time, 
several years after John Brown’s raid, 
when war had broken out and Douglas 
enlisted in the Army of the Confederacy. 
The Federal Army questioned the loyal-
ties of the family living at Ferry Hill 
Place, so Douglas’s parents were kept 
under house arrest for most of the war 
years. The walls may have heard Henry 
appealing to a sympathetic Union sol-
dier on guard at the house, to allow him 
to visit when his troops were traveling 
through the area.

More recently, they might have heard 
a young boy’s plea, “May I have another 
piece of that rum chiffon pie, Aunt Mary? 
It’s so good!”

Jack Beckenbaugh lived at Ferry 
Hill Place, and he recalls when the prop-
erty was the Ferry Hill Inn. Aunt Mary’s 
chicken, steak, country cured ham, home-
grown vegetables and fabulous pies drew 
customers from near and far.

But let us begin at the beginning. In 
1812, John Blackford, an enterprising, 
ambitious farmer, gained an interest in 
a ferry franchise that benefitted towns 
on both sides of the Potomac River. He 
wisely decided to build a home high on 
a bluff overlooking the river, where the 
land was fertile and the nearby ferry 
service could conveniently transport his 
crops to market. Eventually, Ferry Hill 
Plantation grew to over 700 acres and 
incorporated three separate farms.

Blackford’s household consisted of 
an invalid wife, three sons, two daugh-
ters, and approximately 25 slaves who 
kept the farm, house, and ferry running. 
They grew a variety of crops, and live-
stock provided dairy products, meat, and 
wool. The woodlands supplied lumber 
and firewood.

When the Chesapeake and Ohio 
Canal was built in the early 1830s, it 
became possible to ship products to and 
from points as far south as Washington, 

making Blackford’s location even more 
profitable. John Blackford lived at Ferry 
Hill until his death in 1839, when the 
plantation was divided among his three 
sons.

In 1848, the Rev. Robert Douglas, 
who was married to the youngest 
Blackford daughter, Helena, purchased 
Ferry Hill and raised three children. The 
oldest and most famous was Henry Kyd 
Douglas, the reverend’s son by a previous 
marriage. Henry, a recently graduated 
lawyer, enlisted in the Confederate army 
and went on to become a colonel and 
the youngest staff officer for Gen. T.J. 
“Stonewall” Jackson. As a staunch cham-
pion of the South’s cause, Col. Douglas 
kept a diary that 80 years later was pub-
lished as the book, I Rode with Stonewall.

The proximity of Ferry Hill Place 
to the Potomac River, the Shenandoah 
Valley, and Sharpsburg, made it the 
location of many battle-related scenes. 
Wounded Confederate officers were 
brought there, and when the Southern 
army withdrew, Federal troops took over 
the grounds. Many Confederate soldiers 
paraded past Ferry Hill on their way 
to Gettysburg in 1863. In 1864, Jubal 
Early’s march to Washington took the 
soldiers on the same route. The Douglas 
family saw their fences disappear, their 
fields fill with artillery, and their lawn 
turn into a campground.

The Rev. Robert Douglas died soon 
after the war ended, and Ferry Hill Place 
was turned over to Henry. However, this 
unmarried heir preferred living where he 
practiced law, in Hagerstown. Upon his 
death in 1903, the house was left to his 
sister, Nannie Cowan Douglas.

The marriage of Nannie to John 
Michael Beckenbaugh was the begin-
ning of a new era for Ferry Hill. The 
couple farmed, as did subsequent genera-
tions of Beckenbaughs from 1914 until 
1928. John Kyd Beckenbaugh, son of 
Nannie and John Michael, was also the 
superintendent of the Antietam National 
Battlefield and he is credited with turning 
his uncle’s manuscript into the Civil War 
bestseller about Stonewall Jackson.

John H. “Jack” Beckenbaugh Jr. 
vividly remembers John Kyd’s funeral 
in the living room at Ferry Hill Place. 
He watched from the front porch as the 
procession of cars traveled across the old 
Rumsey Bridge, bringing such notables 
as J. Edgar Hoover, his grandfather’s 
friend.

From age eight until his discharge 
from the Navy, Jack lived with his 
 parents and grandmother at Ferry Hill. 

At that time, horses and cows grazed on 
the 228-acre farm. Hay, corn, vegetables, 
and abundant orchards were tended 
with the help of the Bowers family who 
lived in the tenant house across the road. 
Jack’s days were filled with milking 
cows, weeding, caring for the calves, 
playing cowboys-and-Indians or Civil 
War soldiers with the Bowers boys, and 
climbing the cliffs leading down to the 
canal. “Rocks would sometimes fall, but 
I didn’t,” he recalls.

As the years went by, his family 
decided to try their hands as restaura-
teurs, opening the Ferry Hill Inn in the 
1940s. Three bedrooms were rented in 
the summers, and renovations created a 
new kitchen, cocktail room, and large 
dining room. Signs with a chef’s hat logo 
welcomed guests.

In 1951, Ferry Hill Place was sold 
to Frederick W. Morrison. The link with 
John Blackford that had lasted over 130 
years was finally broken. Morrison con-
tinued to run the restaurant while making 
significant changes to the house. Large 
white columns facing the river were 
added, a wall between the kitchen and 
dining room was eliminated and the ser-
vants’ staircase was removed. An addition 
was built, and many of the outbuildings 
were torn down.

Because of its prime location along 
the C&O Canal, the National Park 
Service purchased Ferry Hill to use for 
the headquarters of the C&O Canal 
National Historical Park from 1979 to 
2001. The headquarters moved to a mod-
ern facility in Hagerstown, leaving Ferry 
Hill Place free to continue telling more of 
its stories.

Tours of the grand old home are 
offered Saturdays and Sundays until 
September 7 from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. Jack 
Beckenbaugh, a young 80-year-old who 
has retired from his hand-painted sign 
business, gives his personal recollections 

and tours almost every Sunday.
Curt Gaul, West District Ranger at 

the C&O Canal National Historical Park, 
talked optimistically about the growth 
of interest in Ferry Hill Place, located at 
the canal’s milepost 72.7. “We have kept 
the property opened and staffed a little 
longer each successive summer since 
2007 because of community and regional 
inquiries.”

As the 150th anniversary of the Civil 
War approaches (2009 to 2115), parks 
are capitalizing on their links with that 
extraordinary time in history. Funding 
from the National Park Service will pro-
vide additional exhibits highlighting Civil 
War stories that occurred along the canal.

“The opportunity to do more at Ferry 
Hill will hopefully create an expanded 
volunteer corps and broader community 
support. Putting all these factors together 
will enable us to share this rich areawide 
history with an even greater audience,” 
explained Gaul.

The Chesapeake and Ohio 
Canal National Historical Park and 
the Western Maryland Regional 
Library will partner with the 
Washington County Free Library 
in hosting a program at Ferry Hill 
Place. On Saturday, June 20 (rain 
date June 21) at 1 p.m., a panel of 
experts will discuss “The Economic 
Impact of the C&O Canal on 
Canal Communities in Washington 
County Maryland (1824–1938).” 
A tent will be set up on the 
grounds and tours will be offered 
throughout the afternoon. For more 
information on this event, contact 
cappenzellar@washcolibrary.org

Wendy Mopsik is a retired professional 
school counselor, amateur journalist, and 
appreciative discoverer of the history in 
and around Shepherdstown.

John H. “Jack” Beckenbaugh Jr., great-great 
nephew of Henry Kyd Douglas, lived at Ferry 
Hill Place with his parents and grandparents.

Ferry Hill Place has overlooked the Potomac 
River across from Shepherdstown for almost 
two centuries.
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All-Volunteer, All the Time, or Love’s Labors Won
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Thirty years ago Shepherdstown had no newspaper and the 
Shepherdstown Ministerial Association—a rapidly growing  
town presence—needed to advertise a town-wide event.  

The Good Shepherds Good Town GOOD NEWS PAPER was born of 
that lack and that need as an oversized newsletter. It soon became a  
general-interest town magazine, but then settled into its present and 
lasting folded- tabloid format.

  For 30 years the GOOD NEWS PAPER has explored topics and 
issues by telling the stories of people who live them. That’s our publish-
ing formula. While in no way complete, the images on this page help 
you picture how many people it takes to keep an all-volunteer quarterly 
publication thriving for three decades. And pages 12–14 lightly sample 
30 years on the GOOD NEWS beat.

—Ed Zahniser, co-founder

G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  A R C H I V E  •  F A L L  1 9 8 7
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Lin Rausch: Four Poems
Aim for the Sun

boys learn their manhood with the trigger of a gun.
macho they stand half naked carnival for the sun
they plead for a fight to lead their souls to sense
barely five climbing lost over barbed fence
to teach themselves manhood
shot from a gun.

the sun fires first into the rear-end of a truck
just dumb luck
if the boys can fire back with only candlelight of their 
souls
to guide their sights they learn it’s right
shoot first,
questions are for pansies.

grass stains on humanity’s jeans
shout about Saturday’s early hazard
I was, you was, he was, we was
the buzz of scuffling youth against a truck tire
aim higher
aim higher
aim higher
than manhood from a gun,

aim for the sun.

Because the Gates Were Open

I have married the cities
where green glass flowers grow
and because the Gates were open,
I have gone where 
demon smiling Angels are Executed,
toe to nose.

It is the frozen rose
that is still ripe when Winter weeps
and maintains its full pink rosary cheeks
and because I do not care for sidewalks,
I have rested beneath the stairwells
that lead to where the Holy Grail bleeds
and Idealists pause to read
Sideways.

I have marched up to the
Kings and Queens of Beggars
of Nowhere and Mishap
and have gotten drunk
on the sweet sap of
sleeping under starsong.

Dreams of Disappearance
cast a spell, cast a trance,
resist Medusa’s glance.
I have owned nothing
yet everywhere my feet have touched
I call home—

Gods
I wish
this were
the truth.

Nin Finnegan

It was the summer they hung the Madman
and Sunshine stole her heart
Nin Finnegan wrote her future,
traveling downhill fast in a shopping cart.
She found without looking and saw without seeing
that the whole world was waltzing.

It was the way the backpack felt
kinda like the way blackjack is dealt,
the chance for failure flavored by fortune.
It was the way aimlessness was blessed
like eternal rest in commotion.
There is no human emotion 
that can accurately describe it.

Trance
Join the dance,
she took the world by the hand
counted her stars out the window of a Greyhound
bus number forty-two
“You know someone once said the world was round.
How many people though, have found themselves going 
in circles?”
she said with a smile
while crammed catty corner
to the living dead.

It was the way the backpack felt
kinda like the way blackjack is dealt,
the chance for failure flavored by fortune.
It was the way aimlessness was blessed
like eternal rest in commotion,
No human emotion…

Leprechauns count gold but don’t spend it
Men grow old trying to make it
Because we are told it makes us truly happy.
But Nin Finnegan knew better.

Because it’s the way the backpack feels
kinda like the way you deal blackjack,
the chance for failure flavored by fortune.
It’s the way aimlessness is blessed
like eternal rest in commotion,
And Nin Finnegan knew it.

Pill Happy Existence

Sit back.
And don’t question
Any education
You may lack.

It’s a pill happy Existence
There is no resistance.
You are empty
You are hollow
There is no leader to follow.

There is a Fire
A mercenary for hire 
that consumes all desire
To read that which may lead
you to Feed upon
True Essence of Imagination.

Your family lives in an electric box
Your mind is filled with crying clocks
And cars spit Pop Rocks
At poor passing pedestrians.

There is much “fun” to be found
at home or in town
and if you don’t believe me,
watch the White Clown
dance soullessly around on TV.

Vandalize! all free thought
Don’t realize the fake joy you’ve bought
Is a corruption of all you’ve been taught
About life, liberty, and freedom.

Reporters die for their story
the only entertainment, is that which’s gory.
It is the power of the oxymoron
the sad happiness belonging solely
to those living like they’re dead.
The poisoning lead inside the head
of the American man,
the grand businessman,
that follows you throughout life
through joy or throughout strife.

It is a blind reality
A false destiny
of those living 
like they’re dead.

Caitlin “Lin” Rausch is an English major at  
Shepherd University. She feels that she is a  
poet before her own name and has been writing  
for over a decade. Beyond writing, her interests  
include performing technical tasks in the Full  
Circle Theatre Company in Shepherdstown and  
standing on her head.

Historic Ferry Hill Place Shares Its Tale
Wendy Mopsik

“If the walls had ears” is a fre-
quently used quotation. If the 
walls in Ferry Hill Place had 

ears, oh what stories they could tell! They 
might have heard about a prospector rent-
ing at the old Kennedy Farm in 1859 who 
was often seen hauling heavy wagonloads 
past the house. One day he couldn’t make 
it up the steep embankment from the 
Potomac River crossing with his over-
loaded wagon and requested assistance 
from Henry Kyd Douglas, who lived at 
Ferry Hill. Later it was discovered that 
the “prospector” was John Brown and 
the wagons were filled with carbines and 
pikes.

They might have heard about a time, 
several years after John Brown’s raid, 
when war had broken out and Douglas 
enlisted in the Army of the Confederacy. 
The Federal Army questioned the loyal-
ties of the family living at Ferry Hill 
Place, so Douglas’s parents were kept 
under house arrest for most of the war 
years. The walls may have heard Henry 
appealing to a sympathetic Union sol-
dier on guard at the house, to allow him 
to visit when his troops were traveling 
through the area.

More recently, they might have heard 
a young boy’s plea, “May I have another 
piece of that rum chiffon pie, Aunt Mary? 
It’s so good!”

Jack Beckenbaugh lived at Ferry 
Hill Place, and he recalls when the prop-
erty was the Ferry Hill Inn. Aunt Mary’s 
chicken, steak, country cured ham, home-
grown vegetables and fabulous pies drew 
customers from near and far.

But let us begin at the beginning. In 
1812, John Blackford, an enterprising, 
ambitious farmer, gained an interest in 
a ferry franchise that benefitted towns 
on both sides of the Potomac River. He 
wisely decided to build a home high on 
a bluff overlooking the river, where the 
land was fertile and the nearby ferry 
service could conveniently transport his 
crops to market. Eventually, Ferry Hill 
Plantation grew to over 700 acres and 
incorporated three separate farms.

Blackford’s household consisted of 
an invalid wife, three sons, two daugh-
ters, and approximately 25 slaves who 
kept the farm, house, and ferry running. 
They grew a variety of crops, and live-
stock provided dairy products, meat, and 
wool. The woodlands supplied lumber 
and firewood.

When the Chesapeake and Ohio 
Canal was built in the early 1830s, it 
became possible to ship products to and 
from points as far south as Washington, 

making Blackford’s location even more 
profitable. John Blackford lived at Ferry 
Hill until his death in 1839, when the 
plantation was divided among his three 
sons.

In 1848, the Rev. Robert Douglas, 
who was married to the youngest 
Blackford daughter, Helena, purchased 
Ferry Hill and raised three children. The 
oldest and most famous was Henry Kyd 
Douglas, the reverend’s son by a previous 
marriage. Henry, a recently graduated 
lawyer, enlisted in the Confederate army 
and went on to become a colonel and 
the youngest staff officer for Gen. T.J. 
“Stonewall” Jackson. As a staunch cham-
pion of the South’s cause, Col. Douglas 
kept a diary that 80 years later was pub-
lished as the book, I Rode with Stonewall.

The proximity of Ferry Hill Place 
to the Potomac River, the Shenandoah 
Valley, and Sharpsburg, made it the 
location of many battle-related scenes. 
Wounded Confederate officers were 
brought there, and when the Southern 
army withdrew, Federal troops took over 
the grounds. Many Confederate soldiers 
paraded past Ferry Hill on their way 
to Gettysburg in 1863. In 1864, Jubal 
Early’s march to Washington took the 
soldiers on the same route. The Douglas 
family saw their fences disappear, their 
fields fill with artillery, and their lawn 
turn into a campground.

The Rev. Robert Douglas died soon 
after the war ended, and Ferry Hill Place 
was turned over to Henry. However, this 
unmarried heir preferred living where he 
practiced law, in Hagerstown. Upon his 
death in 1903, the house was left to his 
sister, Nannie Cowan Douglas.

The marriage of Nannie to John 
Michael Beckenbaugh was the begin-
ning of a new era for Ferry Hill. The 
couple farmed, as did subsequent genera-
tions of Beckenbaughs from 1914 until 
1928. John Kyd Beckenbaugh, son of 
Nannie and John Michael, was also the 
superintendent of the Antietam National 
Battlefield and he is credited with turning 
his uncle’s manuscript into the Civil War 
bestseller about Stonewall Jackson.

John H. “Jack” Beckenbaugh Jr. 
vividly remembers John Kyd’s funeral 
in the living room at Ferry Hill Place. 
He watched from the front porch as the 
procession of cars traveled across the old 
Rumsey Bridge, bringing such notables 
as J. Edgar Hoover, his grandfather’s 
friend.

From age eight until his discharge 
from the Navy, Jack lived with his 
 parents and grandmother at Ferry Hill. 

At that time, horses and cows grazed on 
the 228-acre farm. Hay, corn, vegetables, 
and abundant orchards were tended 
with the help of the Bowers family who 
lived in the tenant house across the road. 
Jack’s days were filled with milking 
cows, weeding, caring for the calves, 
playing cowboys-and-Indians or Civil 
War soldiers with the Bowers boys, and 
climbing the cliffs leading down to the 
canal. “Rocks would sometimes fall, but 
I didn’t,” he recalls.

As the years went by, his family 
decided to try their hands as restaura-
teurs, opening the Ferry Hill Inn in the 
1940s. Three bedrooms were rented in 
the summers, and renovations created a 
new kitchen, cocktail room, and large 
dining room. Signs with a chef’s hat logo 
welcomed guests.

In 1951, Ferry Hill Place was sold 
to Frederick W. Morrison. The link with 
John Blackford that had lasted over 130 
years was finally broken. Morrison con-
tinued to run the restaurant while making 
significant changes to the house. Large 
white columns facing the river were 
added, a wall between the kitchen and 
dining room was eliminated and the ser-
vants’ staircase was removed. An addition 
was built, and many of the outbuildings 
were torn down.

Because of its prime location along 
the C&O Canal, the National Park 
Service purchased Ferry Hill to use for 
the headquarters of the C&O Canal 
National Historical Park from 1979 to 
2001. The headquarters moved to a mod-
ern facility in Hagerstown, leaving Ferry 
Hill Place free to continue telling more of 
its stories.

Tours of the grand old home are 
offered Saturdays and Sundays until 
September 7 from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. Jack 
Beckenbaugh, a young 80-year-old who 
has retired from his hand-painted sign 
business, gives his personal recollections 

and tours almost every Sunday.
Curt Gaul, West District Ranger at 

the C&O Canal National Historical Park, 
talked optimistically about the growth 
of interest in Ferry Hill Place, located at 
the canal’s milepost 72.7. “We have kept 
the property opened and staffed a little 
longer each successive summer since 
2007 because of community and regional 
inquiries.”

As the 150th anniversary of the Civil 
War approaches (2009 to 2115), parks 
are capitalizing on their links with that 
extraordinary time in history. Funding 
from the National Park Service will pro-
vide additional exhibits highlighting Civil 
War stories that occurred along the canal.

“The opportunity to do more at Ferry 
Hill will hopefully create an expanded 
volunteer corps and broader community 
support. Putting all these factors together 
will enable us to share this rich areawide 
history with an even greater audience,” 
explained Gaul.

The Chesapeake and Ohio 
Canal National Historical Park and 
the Western Maryland Regional 
Library will partner with the 
Washington County Free Library 
in hosting a program at Ferry Hill 
Place. On Saturday, June 20 (rain 
date June 21) at 1 p.m., a panel of 
experts will discuss “The Economic 
Impact of the C&O Canal on 
Canal Communities in Washington 
County Maryland (1824–1938).” 
A tent will be set up on the 
grounds and tours will be offered 
throughout the afternoon. For more 
information on this event, contact 
cappenzellar@washcolibrary.org

Wendy Mopsik is a retired professional 
school counselor, amateur journalist, and 
appreciative discoverer of the history in 
and around Shepherdstown.

John H. “Jack” Beckenbaugh Jr., great-great 
nephew of Henry Kyd Douglas, lived at Ferry 
Hill Place with his parents and grandparents.

Ferry Hill Place has overlooked the Potomac 
River across from Shepherdstown for almost 
two centuries.
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Growing up in this county, I 

spent a lot of time at the river. 

I can remember falling asleep 

in the back of my dad’s truck, watching 

the stars, and listening to the high, lone-

some sound of bluegrass echoing off 

the banks of the river. I learned to dig 

worms and caught my first tiny perch 

(who was released) on the riverbank with 

my grandfather. My friends and I spent 

hours following the Town Run down to 

the riverbank and catching crawfish. Of 

all the waterborne and river memories I 

have, few can compare to my trips down 

to Marcus’s house.

Twilight, bouncing along a coun-

try road, music humming on the radio, 

I would squeal as we hit the big dip at 

Sue Knott’s farm, starting the descent 

toward the riverbank. As fields give way 

and trees close in over the road, the air 

becomes thick with fireflies and the 

watery, fertile smell of the river takes 

your breath away. Dead-end sign after 

dead-end sign, the road becomes small, 

and the trees loom, dark and tall. The 

little funky houses on the river are lit 

brightly and children run across the lawns 

with sparklers, screaming. Ahead in the 

distance, fountains of light and blossom-

ing, booming fireworks crowd the sky. 

The road is lined with cars and smoke 

wafts from fires. We pull in facing the 

river, which is glowing in the last rays of 

sunset. A pontoon boat rolls slowly by, 

brimming with dancing people and lights 

and roman candles and bottle rockets. 

My father just says “Well, here we are. 

This is Marcus’s place,” wisely ignor-

ing my million questions and running 

 commentary.

My goal with this new series of 

articles for the GOOD NEWS PAPER 

is to try to shed a little light on some of 

the people in this community who made 

growing up here special. Before we are 

too big, before all these charming, unique 

visions and stories sink to the bottom of 

the river of time, I’d like to try to release 

a few of them into the ether. I couldn’t 

think of a better place to begin than at 

the river, and I can’t think of a more 

colorful or curious river rat than Marcus 

Simmons. It seems I have always known 

Marcus, but like so many other folks 

around here, I never really knew anything 

about him or how he got here. So on 

the first nice warm sunny day, when the 

morels were just starting to peek their 

heads into the world, I drove down to 

Marina Del Marco 

to ask the man 

himself.

Marcus, a sort 

of timeless river 

being, is hard to 

pin down to any 

particular geneal-

ogy or origin. He 

certainly knows 

the history of the 

land around us, but he lives his own life 

a bit less specifically. So, we’ll start our 

story romantically, at the Hawaiian Inn in 

Brunswick, Md., which happened to be a 

nice stopping place for Bernie Simmons 

on his way home to Frederick from his 

posting as a Marine drill sergeant. He 

met Kathleen Axeline, Marcus’s mom, 

there. Her family had a place in Lander, 

Md., below the hump on the river. The 

whole clan would spend their summers 

fishing, relaxing, and exploring.

When Marcus was six or seven years 

old, the federal government decided to 

turn much of that land into a park and 

removed all the houses. Most of the fam-

ily moved with the other residents to 

“the Briar Patch” near Landover, Md. 

However, Marcus’s dad, known as Froggy 

for his ability to do a 12.5-yard freestand-

ing broad jump, had other ideas. He took 

a young Marcus, then known as Tadpole, 

on a trip upriver to find new ground. 

The pair hit a large rock in the river and 

sank their boat. They wandered ashore to 

find a “for sale” sign on a fine-looking 

piece of ground, which Froggy promptly 

bought. After some time, many other 

residents of the original river homes in 

Landers moved upriver as new pieces of 

ground came up for sale. Marcus spent 

many idyllic summers on the river, grow-

ing into a fine young frog himself.

Then the ’60s came and brought with 

it war. Marcus did 

what he felt was 

his duty, as did so 

many other young 

men. He signed 

up for a tour of 

duty in Germany 

to avoid being 

drafted and sent 

to Vietnam. He 

became a repair-

man and procurement officer at his base 

in Germany and was stationed with many 

recent Vietnam veterans. Many soldiers 

who had experienced great amounts of 

terror and cruelty, who had had their 

minds broken or bent into unruly shapes 

by their fantastic and epic experiences 

in combat, were sent to Germany as a 

transition period before returning to the 

States.

Marcus told of one soldier who had 

arrived on base and promptly closed 

Marcus Simmons
Christopher Robinson
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Ralph Basford: The Chess Game of Art
Nan Broadhurst

Ralph Basford approaches his art 
like chess, formulating different 
strategies for each new game. 

Shapes, values, and colors are like chess 
pieces that he moves over the canvas to 
compose subtle new interpretations of his 
varied subjects.

Basford was born and raised in 
Hagerstown, Md. He always loved art, 
and took classes whenever he could in 
high school. He then majored in studio 
art, specializing in printmaking, at the 
University of Maryland, where he com-
pleted all the art requirements but didn’t 
have enough foreign language credits 
to graduate. So later he completed his 
college requirements and received his 
Regents Bachelor of Arts (RBA) degree 
at Shepherd University.

While still in Hagerstown, Basford 
married Linda Meyer. They moved to 
Martinsburg, W.Va., bought a house, 
and have lived there ever since. They 
have two daughters, whom Linda 
home-schooled. When Basford came to 
Martinsburg, he was working as a sheet 
metal mechanic, a skill learned from his 
father. Computers overtook this trade, 
and so he went into business for himself 
doing signs and graphic design, and some 
house painting. Since earning his RBA 
from Shepherd, he also works as a substi-
tute teacher in Berkeley County schools. 
But these are all “day jobs” that support 
his first love—painting.

Basford maintained a studio above 
the Apollo Theater in Martinsburg for  
20 years. It was a very large space, with 
a formidable set of stairs for an entrance. 
He shared the floor with the  costumes 
and props for the theater, which 
 occasionally showed up in his paintings.            

But four years ago, he negotiated an 
arrangement with the newly formed 
Art Centre in Martinsburg (formerly 
the Boarman Art Center) for a studio in 
their beautiful building on King Street 
as an artist in residence. Basford teaches 
classes and gives workshops in oil paint-
ing at the Centre.

Basford refers to his painting style 
as Interpretive Representationalism. He 
prefers representational work, but appre-
ciates the freedom that paint gives him 
to interpret what he sees. For a while, 
Basford would go back and forth between 
oils and acrylics, but then 25 years ago 
he decided to go exclusively with oils. 
He paints still lifes, figures, nudes, some 
portraits (on commission only), and now 
landscapes. Landscapes and plein-air 
painting came later for him. Going from 
the out-of-doors and then back into the 

studio required a whole new set of rules 
of which he became aware. It is always 
important to him that his paintings have 
a fresh look, and not be overworked. 
Content is important too. All his paint-
ings have a narrative—a conversation 
with himself, which is an important part 
of the interpretive aspect of his paint-
ings. Often this results in an atmospheric, 
 mysterious or nostalgic mood.

Basford regards the painting 
 experience to be about solving problems. 
He needs to feel challenged, and con-
stantly rededicates himself to this pursuit. 
One way he does this is to continually 
find new ways to begin a painting. From 
there he can take it wherever he chooses, 
using tremendous detail,  impressionistic 
 rendering, glazes, spontaneous  lighting, 
etc., in a never-ending effort to 
 experi ment and find new ways to solve 

the mysteries that emerge. He remains 
curious about how each painting will turn 
out, but enjoys not knowing ahead of 
time. He feels that he is constantly learn-
ing, and is not afraid to take risks. The 
occasional collapse occurs, but it is all 
part of the ongoing blend of expectations 
and inspiration.

Ralph Basford’s paintings can be  
seen at the Bridge Gallery in Shepherds- 
town, at the Art Centre in Martinsburg, 
W.Va. (www.theartcentre.org), and at 
www.ralphbasford.com. He occasionally 
paints with and shows with the Friday 
Painters in Shepherdstown. His paintings 
are in many local shows and collections, 
and in corporate and  private collections 
worldwide.

 himself in his room and refused to see anyone. Repeated pleas and 

attempts were made to get in to him or to get him to come 

out, to no avail. Finally one officer stormed his room and 

tried to drag him out, unaware of the unusually large 

size and physique of said soldier. After pulling 

himself off the ground and brushing off all the 

window glass, he was glad to let the subject 

rest. Marcus  reinforced the soldier’s door and 

reverse-engineered the hinges so it could 

only open from the inside. They became 

friends.

Marcus returned home and 

found love. He met Sally, and they 

lived on a small farm outside of 

Shepherdstown for 10 years. When 

that ended, he moved back to 

the river. His father had sold 

the house in Frederick and was 

living on the river year round. 

When Marcus moved in, 

there was only one other full-

time resident, Judy Mosher. 

Marcus took care of his 

father on the river until he 

passed.

It’s around this time that 

I remember meeting Marcus 

for the first time. For many 

years, I have enjoyed visit-

ing his small piece of ground 

on the river, which for some 

reason seems infinitely larger 

in the dark. I have found 

him to be a curiosity and a 

conundrum; this is a good 

thing. Marcus is the first one 

I knew to have a solar-powered 

motor on his boat; he used it so 

you could hear the music from 

the Victrola hand-cranked record 

player better. I credit him with 

being the first one to tell me about 

Dr. Bronner’s Magic Soap and Bragg’s 

Aminos. He was also the first guy to 

show me how to make an apple pie and 

how to build a bird bomb.

Visiting with Marcus is like being in a 

time out of mind. He’s always busy fiddling 

with something, but there is always time for a 

story. He understands the modern world and keeps 

up with the news, but in his head, the history of the 

land and the river surrounding him plays itself out vividly 

in his imagination.

He has spent many years dredging the river and finding hid-

den treasures, not gold or silver, but potsherds and anchors—pieces of the 

story of the valley. Throughout our young history, anytime someone wandering in the 

vicinity of the river found a piece of metal with any weight at all, 

it would promptly become an anchor. Marcus has a collec-

tion ranging from pig iron ingots made at the Antietam 

Furnace and odd-gauged Civil War railroad tracks to 

pieces of gears from the C&O lock mechanisms, 

all found with a bit of broken rope attached. He 

can uncoil story after story in vivid personal 

detail of how these objects came to be rest-

ing on the river bottom, complete with a 

cast of characters and full-color sets that 

vary greatly with each new telling.

The strange rock that sank 

Froggy and Tadpole’s boat, being a 

touchstone of sorts, has always fas-

cinated Marcus. Well, one morn-

ing he woke to find a rainbow 

with one end resting lazily on 

his roof. After he had searched 

the premises to determine that 

there was no pot of gold in 

his house, he followed the 

rainbow to its other end. It 

was sinking directly into the 

river on top of the rock. He 

swam right out to the rock 

and dived under. He saw a 

small black iron pot glim-

mering under the water, 

filled with glowing gold. 

As he pulled the pot trium-

phantly from the water, he 

suddenly remembered his 

grandmother’s warning that 

you always have to ask the 

leprechaun’s permission to 

take the gold. In that moment, 

the rainbow disappeared, the 

sun fell behind a cloud, and the 

gold turned into charcoal and 

shells. The leprechaun burned 

down Marcus’s house shortly there-

after, but in a cruel twist of fate 

the little bugger was caught in the 

fire. His skeleton rests to this day on 

Marcus’s mantelpiece, next to Sampson’s 

spearhead and a tooth from the Loch Ness 

monster’s sister, Antietam Annie.

Knowing Marcus is around, keeping a 

warm piece of ground for me on the river, makes 

my own stories seem more timeless and playful. 

I’m glad to know him.

Christopher Robinson is a local farmer who happens to 

write a bit and make some art. He can usually be found lollygag-

ging at the Lost Dog, telling tall tales or slumming it at the farmers market, 

listening to the sweet, sweet bluegrass.

Ralph Basford
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ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL
The War of the Worlds: Microbes and Mankind

Mark Madison

These germs of disease have taken toll of 
humanity since the beginning of things—
taken toll of our prehuman ancestors 
since life began here. But by virtue of 
this natural selection of our kind we have 
developed resisting power; to no germs 
do we succumb without a struggle, and to 
many…our living frames are altogether 
immune. But there are no bacteria in 
Mars, and directly these invaders arrived, 
directly they drank and fed, our micro-
scopic allies began to work their over-
throw.

—H.G. Wells
The War of the Worlds (1898)

The recent so-called swine flu 
epidemic in Mexico is a useful 
reminder that, sometimes, size 

does not matter. In spite of our hubris and 
human perspective, our planet’s smallest 
creatures have had the largest impact on 
human history. Because we understand 
more of politics, war, and culture than we 
do of epidemiology, we look to these for-
mer sources as the driving forces of his-
tory. But, in reality, germs have been our 
persistent and most pernicious foe.

As opposed to traditional politi-
cal, military, or economic histories, the 
past suggests we might greatly ben-
efit by studying “ecological history.” 
Environmental historian Alfred Crosby 
described the European settlement of 
North America as “ecological imperial-
ism” and suggested European diseases 
were at least as important as European 
firearms in the conquering of America. 
In fact with the passage of time it has 
become clear there really is no compari-
son; European diseases were the strike 
force that decimated Native American 
populations to a far greater degree than 
any superiority in technology.

Per capita the world’s worst pan-
demic occurred between 1346 and 1352 
when the Black Death (now known to 
be the bubonic plague) killed 75 million 
people worldwide. European cities were 
particularly hard hit as various germs car-
ried by fleas on the ubiquitous rats wiped 
out much of Europe’s earlier population 
growth. The decimation of between 30 
and 60 percent of Europe’s population 
had a shocking (literally) effect on the 
survivors’ psyches. There was an increase 
in religious fervor such as flagellants 
whipping themselves to atone for a  sinful 
humanity. There was a shortage of all 

kinds of labor, especially agricultural 
labor, so local economies crashed and 
people starved. It was a massive die-off 
of much of the progress that had been 
made in the late Middle Ages. It was 
also an early warning sign of what might 
 happen when new germs were introduced 
from outside sources.

The Americas were even more iso-
lated than Medieval Europe and when 
they were rejoined to the Old World 
after 1492, they suffered tremendously. 
In a very real sense it was not European 
horses or guns that defeated the native 
peoples they encountered, but chemi-
cal weapons that proved most effective. 
The ecological history of disease prior 
to Columbus had largely been one of 
accommodation and balance. People 
traveled less and diseases were largely 
endemic rather than epidemic—with the 
exception of the aforementioned Black 
Death. Most Europeans did not die of 
measles and tuberculosis, while most 
sub-Saharan Africans survived yellow 
fever and malaria. But when a disease 
was imported to a population with no 
immunity then an epidemic broke out.

This is what happened to the 
American Indians when they first 
encountered the new European diseases. 
Now one might have expected this 
exchange of contagions to be a two-way 
street, but in fact only a few diseases 
seemed to return to the Old World from 
the new (though one of these was the 
horrific syphilis). It was the American 
Indians who were largely the victims of 
this great migration of germs. For centu-
ries, dense populations of Europeans had 
suffered from and developed immunity 
to some of history’s most lethal killers 
including smallpox, measles, influenza, 

plague, tuberculosis, typhus, cholera, 
and malaria. Yet while the Europeans had 
encountered and developed immunity to 
these diseases in isolated waves cover-
ing centuries, the American Indians were 
introduced to most of these diseases 
simultaneously. There were between 14 
and 17 epidemics that swept through 
American Indian tribes between 1520 
and 1600. (Imagine if you will 17 Black 
Deaths sweeping through Europe in a 
century and the impact that would have 
on their society and culture.)

The first Indians to suffer were the 
island inhabitants of the West Indies. 
Numbering about a million when 
Columbus discovered them, they were 
almost completely exterminated on most 
islands by disease, slavery, and war, all of 
which had their origins from Columbus’s 
first voyages to the region. The Spaniards 
set up the first mainland colony in 1508 
on the Isthmus of Panama providing a 
beachhead for all their lethal diseases. 
Only two empires in the Americas were 
conquered shortly thereafter by opportu-
nistic diseases and conquistadors—in that 
order. The Aztec empire fell in 1520, the 
Inca empire in 1533. In both conquests 
smallpox killed off a large fraction of 
the population including the emperors. 
The less populous American Indians of 
North America were largely killed off 
by disease even before settlers reached 
their territories. The exact disease did not 
matter. All were new to North America, 
all the microbes found virgin soil and 
no immunity, which, in turn, led to the 
shocking mortality rates of 90 to 95 
percent in some cases. This led many 
Europeans to mistakenly believe that 
North America was largely uninhabited 
and awaiting improvement and settle-
ment. The same trajectory of disease 
and decimation afflicted the Australian 
Aborigines and New Zealand Maori 
when they first encountered European 
diseases several centuries later. In these 
future colonies, germs were the initial 
shock troops that sent the native people’s 
reeling, allowing easy conquest and 
undeserved feelings of European supe-
riority before anyone in the Old or New 
World had a germ theory of disease.

The most recent large-scale  pandemic 
was the Spanish influenza epidemic of 
1918–1919. This pandemic was exacer-
bated by conditions near the end of World 
War I when large concentrations of men 

lived in imperfectly hygienic conditions 
and then traveled great distances to go 
into battle. The battle with the flu was 
much more one-sided than combat, with 
20 to 40 million killed by the flu—far 
more than the 9.7 million soldiers killed 
in The Great War. This Spanish flu was 
not actually derived from Spain (its ori-
gins remain controversial) but was in fact 
a subtype of flu called H1N1—the same 
subtype of our current swine flu scare.

And so history repeats itself. 
Mexico, the victim of the epidemio-
logical destruction of the Aztec empire, 
once again suffers from microbial attack 
undermining its social life and economy. 
The recurrent H1N1 virus may have 
originated in less than perfectly hygienic 
conditions and now benefits from unprec-
edented global travel and ease of move-
ment. However, some conditions have 
indeed changed. There are fewer isolated 
pockets left to suffer supermortality like 
the Native Americans separated from 
Europe, Asia, and Africa for thousands of 
years. Prior to the germ theory of disease, 
in the 1870s doctors were more likely to 
wash their hands after an operation than 
before an operation. Today basic hygienic 
regimes and certain medicines can ame-
liorate (if not eliminate) the severity of 
the crisis. But before we become too 
complacent it is worthwhile remember-
ing our fellow travelers, the viruses, who 
have been adapting and evolving, too.

Mark Madison teaches environmen-
tal history and environmental ethics at 
Shepherd University and washes his hand 
a great deal these days.

Protective doctor attire during the 
Black Death.

T R u E  R E l i g i o n
Marjorie Dower

I have news for those of you who 
are searching for the truth. I 
mean The Truth. No need for you 

Buddhists to contemplate for months 
and years to find the truth. There’s no 
need for you Christians to spend hours 
in daily contemplative prayer or you 
Jews who study in yeshivas and pore 
over the Torah at home. All you other 
seekers—no need to worry, for you can 
purchase “true religion” without sell-
ing all you have for that “pearl of great 
price.” (Matthew 13:45,46) Yes, indeed, 
for about $300 you, too, can have true 
religion.

I gleaned all this information 
from an E-mail promotion from 
Nordstrom’s store. Last fall I needed 
a “grandma of the bride” formal thin-
gie. I found it online and ordered it 
from Nordstrom’s. Ever since, they 
have sent me all their E-promotions. I 
almost deleted this one, but the “True 
Religion” caption caught my eye.

Imagine my surprise when I dis-
covered that “True Religion” is the 
brand name of a fashion line of denim 
clothing. All distressed, bleached, and 
softened, made to resemble old, well-
worn, comfortable denims, except, and 
it is a huge “except,” the cost of a mod-
est jacket ranges from $280 to $375.

Imagine. True Religion without 
a twinge of guilt, without a reminder 
that there are people in the world with 
unimaginable troubles and needs, 
without a hint that one should exist 
for others, others who have no food or 
clothing: a religion with no demands.

That fashion is a religion is not 
news. When one reads Vogue in the 
United States, Elle in Paris, or Hello 
in England; when one reads the Style 
pages in the Washington Post or 
watches the news on TV, one discovers 
that there are millions of worshipers 
at the altar of style. Their surly aco-
lytes are garbed in truly astounding 
robes (all of which seem to me to be 
too tight, too short and skimpy). The 
importance of these robes is high-
lighted by the attention paid to them by 
myriad photographers and writers. The 
high priests are more conservatively 
dressed, but in their sermons they dis-
course ad infinitum or ad nauseam on 
“texture, line, fabric, and motion” as 
the sulking acolytes sashay by, glower-
ing at an enraptured congregation that 
signals its approval, not with “Amens,” 

but with applause, soft “oohs” and 
sighs.

Denim is fabric of choice. Oprah 
features diets for fitting into the new 
skinny denim jeans, and on the TV 
news last night there was a feature 
about how hard the New York City 
fashion stores have been hit by the 
economy. “But,” said the storekeeper, 
“a stylish woman can purchase a sim-
ple silk scarf ($95) and feel confident 
when she wears it with a stylish pair of 
‘boyfriend jeans.’” Say what?

When I was in my teens in the 
early 1940s, I could buy a pair of 
unisex jeans for $7. They would be 
board-stiff and unyielding. I would 
dump them in the horse trough and 
then struggle into them while they 
were wet and stretchy. In no time, the 
Arizona desert sun would dry them on 
my body. The jeans, having shrunk to 
my shape, would fit like wallpaper, but 
at least I could move around and even 
ride a horse while wearing them. In 
several months they would become soft 

and worn and wonderfully comfortable. 
But as I got older, the extreme effort 
of hauling my expanding posterior into 
a pair of tight jeans took more time 
and energy than I was ever prepared to 
expend, so I “put aside childish things.” 
(1 Corinthians 13:11)

I Googled “boyfriend jeans” and 
discovered that they come already 
worn, soft, and even tattered. No long 
period of dousing in the horse trough 
and shimmying into them. Of course, 
one has to pay for that convenience. 
These jeans cost $284 at Nordstrom, 
$29.99 at L.L. Bean, $424 at Shopbop. 
But for $362 you can buy a pair with—
and this is directly from the advertise-
ment—“shredded holes and grease 
spots at front and back. Worn spots and 
moderate distressing throughout.”

America should be grateful to 
France for this “True Religion.” The 
French tourist literature claims that 
the city of Nîmes on the border of 
Provence and Languedoc first manu-
factured denim (de Nîmes) in the 19th 

century for export to the southern 
United States to clothe the slaves. 
That same denim is now clothing the 
backsides of those who worship at the 
shrine of fashion.

Nîmes is also famous for the 
extent of its Roman remains. I can hear 
my dear late husband say, “America is 
going the way of the Roman Empire 
just before the Mongol hordes roared 
in.” (And that was before he knew of 
“true religion”).

I had this article all planned out 
and in the works when I read George 
Will in the Washington Post last week. 
His April 16 article was titled “Demon 
Denim.” I often disagree with Will, but 
I had to think twice when he seemed to 
blame all of America’s current ills on 
denim jeans. This time I was annoyed 
with him because he preempted my 
story line.

All of the hype about this religion 
seems to say that to be assured one is 
worthy, worthwhile, secure, and confi-
dent, one has to be dressed in the latest 
style for success. But the one really 
important thing is that one has to look 
casual, as if success were the last thing 
you wanted. You must give the impres-
sion that you are already success per-
sonified. And several hundred dollars 
is a small price for such assurance.

Why spend years in seeking 
enlightenment or studying scriptures, 
or contemplating the verities when, for 
a price, guiltless enlightenment can be 
yours with one simple purchase? But 
in this case tithing is not optional. You 
pay up front. But be warned. Once one 
is in the habit of this “True Religion” 
one item is never enough.

Had enough?
Enough of this.
I have decided that I will get back 

to my own conscience-pricking religion 
and resume my post-Easter daily Bible 
study by considering the lilies of the 
field. (Matthew 6:28–30)

Marjorie Dower, now living in the 
Far East (Sykesville, Md.), still looks 
longingly westward toward her beloved 
Shepherdstown and dear friends there.

Spanish influenza poster.



6

G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R  •  S U M M E R  2 0 0 9 S U M M E R  2 0 0 9  •  G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R

19

I n t r u d e r  A l e rt
Monica Grabowska

My younger daughter came home one day this 
spring disturbed by an assignment in her high 
school theatre class. They were reading Little 

Shop of Horrors, a dark comedy about a people-eating 
plant. I had never seen any of the multiple versions of 
this plants-gone-wild story. As a gardener, I recoiled 
from the idea of an object of my affection cast as a 
bloodthirsty villain. Sierra was outraged when she dis-
covered that at the end of the play, “Everybody dies, 
Mom! I mean everybody in the whole world!” Zounds! 
Vegetarian Armageddon.

In the real world, gardeners, conservationists, and 
the government are currently engaged in an epic battle 
with members of the plant kingdom. Fortunately, our 
opponents can neither talk nor sustain themselves on 
human blood. But their tenacity and chicanery would 
make the Little Shop’s nefarious people-eater proud. 
That villain turns out to be an extraterrestrial invader.

Our adversaries are also aliens, though they hail 
from other continents, not planets. My shady yard and 
surrounding woodlands are under siege by two espe-
cially pernicious invaders: garlic mustard (Alliaria 
petiolata) and Japanese stiltgrass (Microstegium 
vimineum).

During the earliest spring days, garlic mustard will 
easily convince most people that it means no harm. It is 
a welcome splash of green in an otherwise brown and 
gray landscape, a harbinger of warmer days to come, 
of the liquid trill of the wood thrush and the dance of 
butterflies. Its serrated, heart-shaped leaves provide a 
clever disguise as people often mistake young plants 
for violets. Garlic mustard maintains a friendly façade 
throughout its two-year life span. It has no thorns and 
no itch-inducing oils. It even puts on a pretty show as 
its white flower clusters complement the azure blooms 
of Virginia bluebells along riverbanks and woodland 
streams. But garlic mustard is no companion plant. It is 
out to rule the riverbank, not share it.

Like most successful weeds, garlic mustard is a 
prolific seed producer. It is cross-pollinated by insects, 
but in their absence it can self-pollinate. In either case, 
a single plant can produce more than a thousand seeds. 
Those seeds remain viable for as long as five years.

Mimicry, self-pollination, long-lived seeds—these 
are common strategies in the plant underworld. But 
garlic mustard goes beyond these simple tricks with 
super strength, unwitting accomplices, and chemical 
weapons. Most weeds easily propagate where the soil 
has been disturbed, but garlic mustard, once estab-
lished, is able to muscle its way into undisturbed areas. 
Though it is found in a variety of habitats, it thrives in 
moist woodlands where it displaces such native gems 
as trillium, bloodroot, and Dutchman’s breeches.

Garlic mustard’s invasion is aided and abetted 
by a woodland native whose numbers are wildly out 
of balance due mostly to our own mismanagement. 

The whitetail deer graze on native plants but eschew 
the pungent garlic mustard. Their hooves prepare the 
ground for thousands more mustard seeds. Their travels 
through the woods even help disperse the seeds. Of 
course, this partnership is one-sided. As the deer clear 
the way for the garlic mustard, they are eliminating 
their own food source. In the end, they will step out of 
a mustard-choked forest and come looking for our hos-
tas and peonies.

Other animals and the woods themselves are also 
affected by this plant and its chemistry. The invasion 
creates a monoculture on the forest floor, which biolo-
gists say threatens many salamander species. Even 
some of the giants of the forest, the hardwood trees 
themselves, may be vulnerable to this plant’s weapons. 
Scientists have discovered that garlic mustard actually 
alters the chemistry of the soil in which it is growing. 
The change impacts the mycorrhizal fungi upon which 
some trees and herbaceous plants rely.

There is something about garlic mustard that 
certain butterflies find irresistible. The West Virginia 
white, a woodland butterfly that is fighting for survival, 
is bushwhacked by garlic mustard, possibly because of 
its relationship to a group of native plants. These early 
spring butterflies usually lay their eggs on plants of 
the toothwort genus. Garlic mustard emits a chemical 
signal similar to that of the toothworts, and the mis-
guided butterflies lay eggs on its leaves instead—and 
the caterpillars usually do not survive to become but-
terflies. Garlic mustard hits these butterflies with a one-
two punch: it does not nourish the caterpillars, and it 
crowds out the nectar plants that adult butterflies  
feed on.

European settlers brought garlic mustard to Long 
Island in the late 1860s as a culinary herb. Since then, 
it has turned the tables on us. It is rarely eaten today; 
instead, it is eating its way through our woodlands. 
Several states classify it as a noxious weed, and the 
federal government (and even the military, as one of 
the country’s largest landowners), has stepped up to do 
battle with this deceptively gentle-looking plant.

By the time we finish pulling garlic mustard 
from the woods and roadways near our house, another 
invader has burst onto the scene. Japanese stiltgrass 
(Microstegium vimineum) is suddenly everywhere. This 
shade-tolerant grass arrived in the United States in the 
early 1900s when it was commonly used as packing 
material for shipping porcelain from Asia. Its long-
lived seeds stowed away and waited for an opportunity 
to germinate. First discovered growing near Knoxville, 
Tenn., in 1919, stiltgrass has since invaded woodlands, 
fields, roadsides, and gardens throughout the South and 
East from New York to Florida. It has also crossed the 
Mississippi River and spread into Arkansas, Louisiana, 
and Texas.

If it were not so aggressive, I would probably be 
extolling the virtues of a grass that grows as well in 
dense shade as in full sun. Its narrow leaves have a 
 silvery strip of reflective hairs that add a luminous 
quality to its lime-green color. It looks like a delicate 
little sister of bamboo. But it causes big trouble.

Each stiltgrass plant makes plenty of seeds, but it 
also reproduces by putting down roots along stems on 
the ground, forming dense mats that smother native 
vegetation. Like garlic mustard, it has few natural 
 enemies among our insects and grazers. Deer do not 
eat it, but help to disperse its seeds, which cling to their 
coats. Like garlic mustard, Japanese stiltgrass is affect-
ing the natural balance in our ecosystems. Its impact 
on soil chemistry may render areas inhospitable to the 
very plants that evolved there, and to all the animals 
that depend on those plants.

Eradicating Japanese stiltgrass without resorting 
to the use of chemicals is difficult and requires just the 
right timing. I thought, naively, that an annual grass 
would be easy to control: just cut it back before it 
can produce seeds. Do you remember the scene from 
Fantasia when the sorcerer’s apprentice chops the  
water-toting broomsticks into splinters? Cut Japanese 
stiltgrass before it develops flower stalks and it reacts  
to the  emergency by generating even more of them—
and it even speeds up its flowering.

The more I learn about the devious methods and 
permanent impact of alien plants, the less fantastic 
Little Shop of Horrors seems. If these invaders of the 
Eastern Woodlands were people eaters, we might be 
more diligent about controlling them. (And gardening 
would be a lot more exciting.)

EPSPAN: Fixing Our Health Care System
Sue Kennedy

Today almost 50 million Americans 
are without health insurance. 
In West Virginia, the number 

is one in five. And in this wretched 
economy, the rolls of the unemployed 
have increased to more than 8 percent. 
When you lose your job, you lose your 
employer-based health care coverage, if it 
was ever offered in the first place. Many 
employers, large and small, are backing 
off on health care benefits or eliminating 
them altogether because the insurance 
costs are killing them.

More than half of personal bankrupt-
cies in the United States are the result of 
medical expenses. Three-fourths of those 
filing for bankruptcy had health insur-
ance when they became ill or injured.

Preventive health care coverage is 
a rare benefit, and the ever-increasing 
numbers of uninsured and underinsured 
are flooding into emergency rooms ask-
ing for services that otherwise could, and 
should, be provided in the doctor’s office. 
Many emergency room visits could have 
been prevented with a well-baby visit or 
regular checkup. Millions of Americans 
admit to skipping checkups, treatments, 
tests, or prescriptions because they just 
can’t afford them. And, even though it 
is illegal for a hospital to turn away a 
person in critical condition, insured or 
not, thousands of Americans die annually 
because of inadequate health care.

Admittedly, our health care system 
is broken. It has been for years. Despite 
attempts to fix it, it is sicker than ever. 
We are now spending $2.5 trillion annu-
ally on health care. In 1993, when the 
Clinton administration tried unsuccess-
fully to overhaul the system, the cost 
was $912.5 billion. Today’s expenditure 
breaks down to $8,160 on every man, 
woman, and child—twice as much per 
capita as the rest of the industrialized 
world, and yet we have a lower life 
expectancy and higher mortality rate 
among children.

Blaming insurance companies, 
pharmaceutical companies, the medical 
profession, and Congress won’t stem this 
tide. The blame game doesn’t work. What 
has to happen, and quickly, is a compre-
hensive and workable overhaul of the 
entire system and national buy-in. If our 
health care system stays on its current 
path, we are all just one serious injury 
or illness away from financial ruin—in 
many cases, taking our families with us. 
No one is immune and no one can  
predict, but what we can do is demand  
a system that will pay for preventive  
and catastrophic health care services.    

At $8,160 per capita, we’re already pay-
ing for it; we’re just not getting it.

Working to find a solution to the 
health care crisis is the mission of 
The Eastern Panhandle Single-Payer 
Action Network. EPSPAN was formed 
in January of this year to advocate for 
the uninsured, underinsured, as well as 
insured citizens, and to help fulfill the 
promises of the presidential campaign to 
fix the health care system by mobilizing 
the public to urge Congress to pass The 
United States National Health Care Act, 
HR 676.

Shepherdstonians Ann Coulter and 
Lynn Moses Yellott, EPSPAN found-
ing members, are working to fight the 
mythical perception that Americans don’t 
want universal health care. According 
to Yellott, “Single-payer health care is a 
phrase used to describe how health care is 
paid for, not how it is delivered. It’s pub-
licly financed and privately  delivered.” 

The organization includes health care 
professionals and private citizens 
throughout the Eastern Panhandle. “Sixty 
percent of today’s health care is provided 
by the taxpayers through Medicare, 
Medicaid, the Veterans Administration, 
and government employee programs. The 
single-payer program would essentially 
be Medicare for all,” says Rie Wilson, 
another EPSPAN member who lives in 
Shepherdstown.

HR 676 was introduced by 
Congress man John Conyers, D-Mich., 
and had more than 90 co-sponsors in the 

last session of Congress. So far, in the 
new session, it has 75. The bill offers a 
uniquely American approach to universal 
health care. It would create a publicly 
financed, privately delivered health care 
system that improves and expands the 
already existing Medicare program to all 
U.S. residents, and all residents living 
in U.S. territories. Thus, it guarantees 

all citizens, by law, access to the highest 
quality and most cost-effective services 
regardless of employment, income, or 
health care status.

The law will reduce the overall 
annual health care spending in this coun-
try by more than $50 billion in the first 
year. It will save more than $150 billion 
in paperwork costs and $50 billion by 
using rational bulk purchasing of medi-
cations. These savings in the first year 
alone will be more than enough to cover 
all the uninsured and improve coverage 
for everyone else, including medication 
and long-term care.

The law ensures that dollars would 
be spent on needed health care, not on 
health insurance companies that rou-
tinely deny claims, exclude those with 
prior conditions, require health care 
providers to hire staff to submit and 
resubmit claims, and require patients to 
spend hours making sense of their bills. 
Instead of paying insurance premiums, 
copays, and deductibles, and instead of 
businesses being burdened by providing 
employee health insurance, we would 
all pay a tax and we would all get health 
care. Under the single-payer system, all 
U.S. residents would be covered for all 
necessary services, including doctor, hos-
pital, long-term care, mental health, den-
tal, vision, prescription drug, and medical 
supply costs. Patients would retain free 
choice of doctor and hospital. Health care 
providers and patients would be the ones 
making the decisions, not the insurance 
companies.

“Huge insurance premiums and 
deductibles, let alone medical bills for 
uninsured, are driving families into bank-
ruptcy,” said Wilson. “Lynn and Ann 
founded EPSPAN because they felt it’s 
way past time to put the preconceived 
negativity and completely false notion 
about universal health care to rest and do 
something rational about this crisis. We 
are the only industrialized country in the 
world without universal health care.”

In addition, Wilson, a member of the 
Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church, said 
the General Assembly of the Presbyterian 
Church USA proclaimed single-payer, 
universal national health insurance “the 
program that best responds to the moral 
imperative of the Gospel.”

For more information about EPSPAN 
and single-payer health care, contact 
Lynn Yellott (304) 671-0433, ly.lists@
gmail.com; or Ann Coulter (304) 876-
3158, anncoulter@comcast.net.

How much of the health care dollar is  
publicly financed?

Over 60 percent of health spending in the United States is funded by the 

government. Official figures for 2005 peg government’s share of total health 

expenditure at 45.4 percent, but this excludes two items:

1. Tax subsidies for private insurance, which cost the federal treasury 

$188.6 billion in 2004. These predominantly benefit wealthy taxpayers.

2. Government purchases of private health insurance for public employ-

ees such as police officers and teachers. Government paid private insurers 

$120.2 billion for such coverage in 2005: 24.7 percent of the total spending 

by U.S. employers for private insurance.

So, government’s true share amounted to 9.7 percent of gross domes-

tic product in 2005, 60.5 percent of total health spending, or $4,048 per 

capita (out of total expenditure of $6,697).

By contrast, government health spending in Canada and the United 

Kingdom was 6.9 percent and 7.2 percent of gross domestic product, 

respectively (or $2,337 and $2,371 per capita). Government health spend-

ing per capita in the United States exceeds total (public plus private) per 

capita health spending in every country except Norway, Switzerland, and 

Luxembourg.

Source: Steffie Woolhandler and David U. Himmelstein, “Competition 

in a publicly funded health care system,” BMJ (an international peer- 

reviewed medical journal produced by the British Medical Association) 2007, 

335:1126–29; and, Woolhandler and Himmelstein, “Paying for National 

Health Insurance—And Not Getting It,” Health Affairs, 2002, 21(4), 88.
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for a self-guided black history tour of 
Charles Town, which is available at 
the Tourist Center.

“We present a teachers’ institute 
at Harpers Ferry every year,” said 
Taylor. “We received an award from 
the West Virginia Martin Luther King 
Holiday Commission.”

“One of our largest programs was 
our presentation on Brown versus the 
Board of Education,” said Rutherford. 
“We had panel discussions and 
 people telling stories about segre-
gated schools.”

“Three years ago we collaborated 
with the Junior ROTC at Jefferson 
High to pay tribute to the cadets from 
the old Page-Jackson High School—
four surviving cadets were in it,” said 
Tolbert. “We had a tribute to the first 
black girls’ basketball team from 
Page-Jackson in 1947. Fifteen girls 
were on that team.” (Page-Jackson 
was the black high school during the 
segregation era.)

“We get calls from throughout 
the state asking how we do it,” Taylor 
reported. “We try to help. They are 
amazed that four people did all this. 
We knew each other all our lives, we 
were all veterans, and we all retired 
about the same time.”

“We think we’re the most active 
black history group in West Virginia,” 
Tolbert added.

“Nathaniel Downing was respon-
sible for getting pictures of every 
African-American church in Jefferson 

County,” Taylor recalled. “He got 
them all enlarged and dry mounted. 
And we have military exhibits, with 
the names of all blacks serving in the 
Civil War, Spanish American War, 
World War I, and World War II. We 
haven’t even started on the Korean 
War yet! Linda Murr went around to 
all the black cemeteries and got all 
the names of the veterans.”

“We also have the original 
 charter, post flag, and American flag 
for the Green-Copeland American 
Legion Post. The post was quite 
active.” Tolbert explained that black 
World War I veterans established the 
post and named it for the black John 
Brown raiders Shields Green and 
John Copeland.

“Tolbert has tapes,” said Taylor. 
“He interviewed old people, about 
25 older African-Americans. They 
passed on to us the things they 
remember about churches, businesses, 
their own education, their lives. Some 
tapes have been transcribed, some 
have to be done.”

“We have an ongoing collection 
of death notices,” said Tolbert, “from 
newspapers and the printed programs 
from churches.”

“We plan to get the obits into a 
database,” Rutherford added. “We 
hope to have a resource center at the 
Webb-Blessing House. We’ll have 
as many pictures as possible of the 
black community. We’ve had scan-
ning sessions at churches and lodge 

halls. People bring their pictures, get 
them scanned and take them home. 
You’ll be able to search the database 
by names or by churches, lodges, and 
so on.”

Taylor and Rutherford credit 
James Tolbert’s precise, color-coded 
record-keeping system with helping 
them accomplish their goals effi-
ciently. “Tolbert is our secretary,” 
said Taylor. “He keeps track of what’s 
going on. He writes down when we 
started a project, when we complete 
something, the things we plan for the 
future.”

In the works now is a plan the 
men have to compile the history of 
the black communities of Dogtown, 
Potato Hill, and South West Street, 
and the people who lived and worked 
there. They explained that South West 
Street in Charles Town was the hub 
of black business in Jefferson County, 
with its own shops, businesses, and 
entertainment venues. The unfor-
tunate downside of integration was 
the end of the vibrant black business 
communities as the black people dis-
persed and did business in the white 
communities.

Rutherford noted that the Payne’s 
Hotel, which has since been torn 
down, was the only place for black 
visitors to stay in Charles Town. 
Many famous black entertainers 
stayed there and performed locally, 
including Billie Holiday, Ike and Tina 
Turner, and Fats Domino.

The men have many ideas for 
future projects, but they realistically 
admit that time is not on their side. 
They hope to recruit another genera-
tion willing to carry on.

“Look at us, and you see gray 
hair!” said Rutherford. “We are not 
going to last forever. We plan to lay 
a framework to bring people in to 
 continue our work.”

“We are probably a year ahead 
on our projects,” said Taylor, “and if 
someone was to come in, they could 
continue. We’re organized for future 
projects. We have some people we 
can call on but want to find someone 
who’s really serious about continuing 
the work.”

They would also like to find 
some volunteers, including  interested 
college students, who would be 
willing to help out. They could use 
people with knowledge of archeol-
ogy, people with the time and 
patience to do research in courthouse 
records, and personable people to 
serve as tour guides for the John 
Brown Sesquicentennial and other 
events. Most important, they would 
like to find some computer-savvy 
people to help set up and maintain 
their databases.

If you would like to volunteer, 
contact the Jefferson County Black 
History Preservation Society, Inc., 
at P.O. Box 569, Ranson, WV 25438 
or E-mail James Taylor at: 
Jtaylor@jeffctywvblackhistory.org.

Not  Everyone Is Afraid of the Dentist
Chrissy Lewin

The next time you complain that 

you have to go to the dentist 

for yet another checkup, think 

of the thousands of children in West 

Virginia who are without a dentist. As 

of 2003, according to a West Virginia 

Bureau of Health survey, over 1,000 

Medicaid-eligible children didn’t have 

access to dental care, and that  number 

keeps growing. Dental decay is the 

most common chronic childhood 

 disease, and it affects the total body. 

The worst part is that it’s almost com-

pletely preventable.

Now, before you slam the paper 

shut and look at the front page to make 

sure you’re reading the Shepherdstown 

GOOD NEWS PAPER—the paper 

that only shares good news—rest 

assured that this story does have a 

happy ending. In fact, the happily-ever-

after started last year with the first 

Eastern Panhandle Mission of Mercy 

(M.O.M.), a Healthy Smiles Initiative.

M.O.M. combines local dentists, 

the United Way, and volunteers to offer 

a two-day free dental clinic for adults. 

This year’s event will be held on June 

26 and 27 at Hedgesville High School. 

Patients are seen on a first-come, first-

served basis with doors opening at 6 

a.m. They go through registration, a 

medical screening, and triage where 

one service can be chosen: extraction, 

restoration, or cleaning. The limit is 

necessary so M.O.M. can help the 

greatest number of people.

Betty Russell, chair of the M.O.M. 

event, is excited for yet another year to 

help those in need and to get one step 

closer for finding an overall solution to 

the dental problem in West Virginia. 

“This whole thing started with 

the idea of how to help the kids. The 

number of kids without dental care is 

staggering,” says Russell. Her husband, 

Dr. Dean Russell, a local oral surgeon, 

has shared stories with her. He’s the 

end of the line for a lot of these chil-

dren and has “had to take out children’s 

teeth countless times. It’s heartbreak-

ing. It’s bad enough that adults have 

to go through this but to see children 

suffering—it needs to stop.”

M.O.M.’s main goal is to raise 

funds to provide a dental care center 

open to everyone. “This event is a 

band-aid approach. The solution is to 

establish a nonprofit dental center,” 

says Jan Callen, United Way of the 

Eastern Panhandle Executive director 

and M.O.M. co-chair, “The overall goal 

of M.O.M. is so we don’t have to hold 

anymore M.O.M. events.”

The hard work has already begun 

to pay off with The Healthy Smiles 

Dental Center slated to open this 

October in Martinsburg.

“Everybody will be seen: 

Medicaid, CHIP, sliding scale, and 

regular insurance patients. No one will 

be turned away,” says Russell.

Talking with Russell, her 

 excitement is contagious. “This is one 

of the best things I’ve ever done in my 

life. To witness the community come 

together and just be happy. Everyone 

was helping everyone. It didn’t  matter 

who you were—patient, volunteer, 

 dentist. We were and are a team.”

And how many people make up 

this team? Last year, M.O.M. treated 

1,000 patients who were helped by 700 

volunteers and over 40 dentists. “The 

majority of local dentists participate in 

the event. It’s a small thing they can do 

to make a huge difference in someone’s 

life,” says Russell.

Callen also speaks of the powerful 

combination that makes this all hap-

pen. “You have an extremely passionate 

person in Betty Russell along with the 

United Way’s organization skills and 

Mikkie VanWyk’s generosity to fund 

the event. Plus there was an obvious 

need in the community to draw in the 

volunteers,” says Callen.

Russell goes on to say how 

the patients especially make all the 

 difference. Their patience and grateful-

ness light up the event. Callen agrees 

with Russell and talks about the joy he 

saw on everyone’s face including a girl 

who never smiled because her teeth 

were so bad.

“The dentist did over $1,000 of 

work on her and she went into the 

bathroom and came out crying with 

joy. She said it felt so good to finally 

be able to smile,” says Callen, “This is 

life-changing not only for the patients 

but also for the  volunteers.”

The need for dental care is over-

whelming, which shows by last year’s 

event. People lined up at 1 a.m. and 

many were turned away. “That’s the 

hardest part,” says Russell, “but with 

the new dental center opening everyone 

will be seen.”

Those interested in learning more 

about the center can contact Dr. Lisa 

Dunn, Director of the Dental Health 

programs at WVU Health Sciences 

Center Eastern Division, at (304) 264-

9202. Dr. Dunn has already established 

a program offering preventive dental 

care for children ages one to eight 

who have Medicaid or CHIP at  various 

locations in the tri-county area. To 

make appointments, please call (304) 

596-6321.

As for M.O.M., it has already 

reached its volunteer capacity but if 

you are interested in receiving 

dental treatments, please visit www.

healthysmileswv.org or call 211, an 

information hotline. 

See, I told you there was a happy 

ending.

Chrissy Lewin vows to stop acting 

like a two-year-old when it’s time for 

her six-month check-up.

(L to R) 

James Tolbert, 

James Taylor, and 

George Rutherford 

display some of 

their publications 

and projects in 

front of the Webb-

Blessing House in

Charles Town.

for a self-guided black history tour of County,” Taylor recalled. “He got halls. People bring their pictures, get The men have many ideas for 
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

New Street United Methodist
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.

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.

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor

Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
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.

Unity of Shepherdstown
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

St. John’s Baptist
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.

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 

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

The lack of a central  collection 
of resources on black  history 
in Jefferson County had long  

troubled four local African-
American men. For years, George C. 
Rutherford, James L. Taylor, James 
A. Tolbert Sr., and the late Nathaniel 
Downing had individually collected 
papers, pictures, stories, and whatever 
they could find, occasionally calling 
each other for information.

Finally, they decided to get 
together to see what they had. “We 
met at St. Phillips Church,” said 
Rutherford, “and found out that the 
four of us were loaded with African-
American history.”

They realized it was time to get 
organized and work as a group toward 
a single goal. They got together in 
2000, elected officers, and formu-
lated bylaws. Using money from their 
own pockets, they were incorporated 
as the Jefferson County Black History 
Preservation Society (JCBHPS), with 
Taylor as president, Downing as vice 
president, Rutherford as treasurer, 
and Tolbert as secretary.

One of their first acts was to 
present a portrait of Charles Town 
native Martin Delaney (1812–1885), 
a noted free African-American abo-
litionist and writer, to the Charles 
Town Museum. “We got a street sub-
named Martin Delaney Way,” Tolbert 
reported, “about three blocks long in 
the historic area of Charles Town.”

Nathaniel Downing died in 
2004, leaving the society without a 
vice president. Now there are only 
the three of them since there are no 
other members, although there are 
people who help out. “We’re it!” 
said Rutherford. But in this, its ninth 
year, the JCBHPS owns two historic 
structures, has put together a host of 
material and numerous educational 
programs, and has ambitious hopes 
for the future.

“We were concerned that there 
was no depository of black history in 
the area,” said Tolbert. “There seemed 
to be no interest in the local schools 

to bring black history into public 
education. But we noticed that other 
parts of the state looked to Jefferson 
County as a treasure house of black 
history. We had John Brown, Storer 
College, and some significant figures 
were born here. We wanted to make 
sure they were known.”

They took a close look at the 
African-American churches, struc-
tures, and organizations established 
in Jefferson County to determine 
which were most relevant to local 
black history. One of the most impor-
tant structures was Fisherman’s Hall 
(Galilean Temple) on West Street in 
Charles Town. The two-story frame 
building was built in 1885 for the 
Grand United Order of the Galilean 
Fisherman, a benevolent organization 
founded by a couple from Baltimore 
in 1856 that was active through 1900. 
Over the ensuing years, it was used 
as a meeting place for Masons, Elks, 
and other groups, and even as a bar.

“It was known as Fisherman’s 
Hall as far west as Chicago,” said 
Tolbert. “It was built to help former 
slaves do banking, real estate transac-
tions, get burial funds, education—
things like that. This was a piece of 
history we were determined not to 
lose.” The JCBHPS purchased the 
building and they have been slowly 
working on restoring it.

They also own the Webb-Blessing 
House on East North Street.

“It was boarded up, and the 
owner wanted to get rid of it, so we 
bought it,” said Rutherford. “The 
stone part of the house was owned by 
a free African-American family, the 
Webbs. It was the first stone structure 
built by African-Americans in the 
Antebellum Period. It was built in 
seven stages, starting in 1780.”

Rutherford explained that they 
had a study done and found that the 
older, wooden section of the house 
was more historically significant than 
the stone section. “It was owned by 
John Blessing, who was a cook for 
John Brown,” he said. “Blessing was 

the one that John Brown gave his 
Bible to before he was executed.”

They plan to keep the stone Webb 
House in its original state and use the 
Blessing section of the house, when 
it is renovated, as a resource center. 
Rutherford noted that it will take 
about $300,000 to rehabilitate the 
house.

The house will be open for tours 
during the upcoming John Brown’s 
Raid Sesquicentennial in October. 
Planned activities for the sesquicen-
tennial include four forums, five or 
six tours of Charles Town, and six 
tours of the Webb-Blessing House.

“It’s on the National Registry of 
Historic Places,” said Taylor, “We 
hope it will become a Charles Town 
historical landmark and also an 
African-American landmark. When 
we were working on it, a worker dug 
up a Civil War sword sheath. We’ve 
been doing an amateur archeologi-
cal dig. The National Park Service 
and Shepherd University looked at 
the site and Dr. Barbara Rasmussen 
[of West Virginia University’s history 
department] brought her class from 
WVU. If we had the funds, Shepherd 
would do a study.”

“Many visitors look at the 
house,” Rutherford added. “The 
Canadian John Brown Society came 
to see the house, even though it isn’t 
open for tours.”

The men appreciate the help 
they receive from associate members 
Al and Linda Murr of Winchester, 
Va. “He’s a carpenter,” said Tolbert. 
“He’s worked on the gate, the fence, 
the shutters. Sometimes he’ll come 
in and just start working. And Linda 
has helped with lots of research for 
books.” They have published four 
books so far.

“We compiled stories of John 
Brown’s raid, hearing stories from the 
black perspective,” said Taylor. “We 
got information passed down from 
grandparents. We heard from people 
as far away as California who were 
descendents.”

The Capture, Trial and Execution 
of John Copeland Jr. and Shields 
Green deals with two free blacks who 
participated in John Brown’s raid and 
were hanged.

Dangerfield Newby: One of the 
Black Raiders That Came With John 
Brown discusses a freed slave who 
was killed during the raid.

A Collection of Black History 
Events in Jefferson County from 
1700–1900 is a comprehensive 
timeline of just about everything of 
significance to black history in the 
county. 

The Black Book—A Directory of 
African-American Facts 1800–2004 
is an exhaustive compilation of the 
names and occupations of African-
American professionals, veterans, 
athletes, businesspeople, etc., as well 
as churches, lodges, and organiza-
tions of all kinds.

They are currently working on 
another book, African-Americans 
in Jefferson County, for the Arcadia 
Press and the Images of America 
series, with author Dolly Nasby, who 
has written books on Charles Town 
and Harpers Ferry for that series. 
They are also getting funds to pro-
duce a documentary for West Virginia 
Public Broadcasting.

Much of their work has been 
financed with their own money. “The 
officers [of JCBHPS] are not paid,” 
said Rutherford. “When you have 
money, you have problems! We’ve 
gotten a few grants. We don’t have 
any fund-raisers.”

“Yes we do,” laughed Taylor. 
“Raising our wallets out of our 
 pockets! We have dug deep into our 
wallets!”

The number of activities they 
carry on is amazing. They participate 
in the Black Heritage Festival, give 
lectures, and put on forums. They 
have had a living history series. Their 
exhibits have been on display at the 
Cultural Center in Charleston, W.Va., 
and in Shepherdstown at the Entler 
Hotel. They developed a brochure 

Four Men, Nine Years, One Dream
Claire Stuart



Forgiving is love’s revolution against life’s unfairness. 
When we forgive, we ignore the normal laws that 
strap us to the natural law of getting even and, by the 
alchemy of love, we release ourselves from our own 
painful pasts.

—Lewis B. Smedes

If you want to see the brave, look at those who can 
forgive. If you want to see the heroic, look at those 
who can love in return for hatred.

—The Bhagavad Gita

Then Peter came and said to Jesus, “Lord, how often 
should I forgive? Should I forgive someone as many 
as seven times?” Jesus said to Peter, “No, not seven 
times; seventy-seven times.”

—Matthew 18:21

A woman once asked me if she should    
 forgive her father, a father who had    
   abused her repeatedly as a child. The 

daughter had eventually escaped his control and 
threats. The father felt no guilt or remorse. He was,  
as he proudly proclaimed, a born-again Christian.  
He maintained that God had forgiven all his sins 
through the death of Jesus. He had been, as he put it, 
washed in the blood of the lamb. So he didn’t need  
his  daughter’s forgiveness.

For a decade or more, there had been no com-
munication between father and daughter. But now the 
father was on his deathbed. He had come to his senses 
and was longing for forgiveness, not from God this 
time, but from a certain human being, from the daugh-
ter he had badly and deeply hurt. His daughter was 
now happily married and as far as she was concerned 
her father could rot in hell.

Forgive or not?
In 1942 in Poland, a young Nazi SS trooper was 

on his deathbed. He had willingly assisted with the 
cold-blooded murder of hundreds of Jewish men, 
women, and children. He was now terribly sorry. This 
man, who had been raised Catholic, longed for for-
giveness and absolution. His attending nurse fetched 
a Jew from a nearby concentration camp and brought 
him to the Nazi’s bedside. The frightened, frazzled, 
and emaciated Jew listened for hours to the German’s 
detailed confession and then his plea for forgiveness.

Forgive or not?
Is there an American who could ever forgive  

Osama bin Laden on behalf of the 9/11  victims?        

Is there an Armenian, a Cambodian, a Tutsi, or an 
Iraqi who could forgive the perpetrators of unspeak-
able atrocities inflicted on their people? Who 
among the poor of the earth will one day forgive 
Americans—we who are coddled in the belly of an 
empire? Who among the poor of the earth will one 
day forgive Americans for remaining silent, busy, 
and fat while peoples and nations, men, women, and 
 children, were systematically ushered into “death 
chambers” of another sort?

Forgive or not?
In this town several years ago a man cheated on 

his wife. The affair was discovered. He asked to be 
forgiven. His wife forgave him. He cheated again and 
asked for forgiveness. And again. And again. His wife 
was a devout Christian and wanted to do the right 
thing. Seventy-seven times is a lot. Seven times 70 is 
even more. She knew counting wasn’t the point. The 
point is unlimited forgiveness, sometimes for the same 
offense.

Forgive or not?
Years ago when I lived in California, a friend said 

something unkind to me. To this day I can’t remember 
what it was. But I do remember he asked me to for-
give him. Whatever it was it was a minor zinger, the 
kind we give and get every day, if not every hour. I 
remember saying to him: Oh, forget it. It was nothing. 
But he wasn’t after a brush-off. No, he said, looking 
me straight in the eye, let’s not forget it. I hurt you. It 
was wrong. Please forgive me before something small 
begins to fester.

Forgive or not?
Forgiveness is a beautiful thing but it’s not a sim-

ple thing. Some people don’t have the right to forgive 
or be forgiven. Some people enjoy nursing a wound, a 
grudge, or resentment. It gives meaning to their lives.

What if you are ready to forgive but the offender 
does not ask for forgiveness? Then what? Forgiveness 
is a beautiful thing but it is not simple.

That wife divorced her unfaithful husband. She 
knew that forgiveness is an infinite obligation; but she 
also knew that no one is obligated to stay in a mar-
riage if they are beaten over and over or in a business 
partnership if they are cheated over and over.

That abused daughter forgave her father. Not 
quickly and not alone. I recommended a professional 
counselor because in serious situations, sentimental or 
cheap forgiveness can do more harm than good. It was 
a treacherous process.

In front of the counselor and in front of his wife 
(the mother of the abused daughter) that father had to 
describe in some detail what he had done. The father 

had to listen to his daughter describe the hurt and 
shame she had endured and then repeat what she said 
to make sure he got it, to make sure he understood the 
size of the debt he was begging her to forgive. The 
counselor suggested that the daughter give herself 
time, days if necessary, to consider what, if anything, 
she would do.

A week later, the daughter who once wished 
her father would rot in hell found it within herself to 
 forgive. There were no hugs and no kisses. Just a few 
quiet tears.

The daughter’s emotional scars did not disappear. 
But now, at least, her future is no longer shackled 
by bitterness, resentment, and victimization. For her, 
and I suppose for her father, that moment was an 
exodus from a torture chamber not unlike the Exodus 
 portrayed in the Bible story. “Pharaoh” doesn’t let  
go easily.

Once apartheid was dismantled in South Africa 
and Nelson Mandela became president, he longed 
for a new way forward for his people and his nation. 
Not the old way of revenge and retaliation. He longed 
for justice not vengeance. Bishop Tutu and others 
 suggested a “Truth and Reconciliation” process. Over 
the course of several years, perpetrators and victims 
of heinous crimes faced each other in the presence of 
mediators and witnesses and listened to each other’s 
stories.

It was an unprecedented effort on a national scale 
to bring healing to a country ripped by hatred and 
 violence and on the verge of a revengeful bloodbath.  
It wasn’t perfect but it was a small, fitful step in 
human evolution.

That randomly selected Jew listened to the Nazi’s 
confession in stomach-wrenching detail. When the 
confession ended, the Jew stood up and left the hos-
pital room without saying a word. His silence would 
forever haunt him. Did he do the right thing? That 
story, Simon Wiesenthal’s story, is told in the book, 
The Sunflower. It includes 50 short essays by various 
people on the question, What would I have done?

When someone hurts you or those you love, when 
you are treated unjustly or cruelly, you have a right 
to be angry. You have a right to get even. You have a 
right to seek justice. But you also have the capability, 
however dim, of forgiving and setting captives free. 
No, it’s not easy. But, in most cases, it’s worth it. After 
all, as someone said, nursing resentments or grudges 
against someone else is like drinking rat poison and 
hoping the other person dies.
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Donors

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.

To Forgive or Not
Randall Tremba

Byliners
John Allen Jr.
John Demory
Denis & Nan Doss
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
Dr. Billy & Cynthia Dunn
Erdem Ergin
Patricia Hunt
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
 Stanley & Judith Jones
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
George & Patricia McKee
Philip Salladay
Peter & Victoria Smith
Lois Spreen
Henry Willard II
Johnna Armstrong & Paul Woods

Partners
Kay Akers
Marianne Alexander
Elizabeth Allen
Michael & Bonnie Austin
Martin & Elise Baach
Barbara & George Baker
Bank of Charles Town
Thomas & Rae Banks
Mary Bell

Edwinna Bernat
Frank & Dodi Bradley
Marian Buckner
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon & James Byron
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Joyce Devine
Lyndall Dickinson
R. Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Marjorie Dower
Betty Egan
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Conrad Hammann
Barbara Heinz
Frank & Annette Hilst
James & Norleen Hoadley
Elaine Hurd
Nan Johnson
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
John & Barbara King
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Rev. Jim & Nancy Macdonell
Chris & Jerry Mark

George & Dorothy Marshall
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Charles Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Capt. Bernard & Grace Rhatigan
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Carole & Dave Scott
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Renny & Grant Smith
Harold & Betty Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Jeannette & Daniel Van Belleghem
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Stehpen Williams
Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott

Friends
Meda Badeaux
Sylvia Boyer
Henry & Elizabeth Bufithis
Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Richard Conard
James Davis
Steve & Nancy Dickey
Bernice Dove
Robert & Antoinette Edsall
Lola Hamm
Eleanor Jamison
E.F. McGowen
Frank & Althea Miller
Shirley Myers
Burt & Cari Simon
Sara Smith
Dr. Frank & Betty Snyder
Mary Franklin VanMeter
Judy Weese

C o m m u n i t y  B i B l e  S C h o o l
For children in pre-kindergarten through middle school

Kingdom of the Son: A Prayer Safari
July 20–24, 2009

9 a.m. to noon

Hosted by various downtown Shepherdstown churches

Special Additional Events, July 24
2:30 p.m., children will go to Canterbury to delight residents • 7 p.m., ending celebration at  

St. Peter’s Lutheran Church

                   To register children or to volunteer and donate supplies, call New Street United Methodist Church (304) 876-2362.
            Mature and responsible childrenn in grade 6 and up are welcome to be helpers for classes, snack time, and craft time.

There is no fee for participating in CBS but families may bring donations of food or money for  
Jefferson County Community Ministries.
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Counseling & Depth 
Psychotherapy

Individuals    Couples    Adults    Children

Blue Ridge
Community & 

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

DaviD a. Camilletti
ATTORNEY AT LAW

Campbell u Miller u Zimmerman, P.C.
201 North George Street, Suite 202

Charles Town, WV 25414

DCamilletti@cmzlaw.com
(304) 725-5325

Fax: (304) 724-8009
LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street

ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

Benjamin Moore • J. Norton Finishes
Carpet • Ceramic • Vinyl • Laminate • Hardwood

www.CTWallsandFloors.com

(304) 725-1461 86 Somerset Blvd.
 Charles Town, WV 25414

K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

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

smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
                                             P.O. Box 35

Shepherdstown, WV 25443

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Schmitt Construction Company

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

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

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

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

   Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

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

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

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

W.H. KNODE’S SONS
Fa r m  &  H o m e  S u p p l i e S

P.O. Box 10 Phone 304.876.6900

Shepherdstown, W.Va. 25443 Fax 304.876.2600

“Six Generations of Community Service”

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

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

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV 304-876-3022

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

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

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

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

There is something selfish in all of us particularly when we see or perceive something unusual, especially interesting from 
our perspective, or just simply beautiful. I find myself wanting to capture it, to somehow posses it and keep it—like a little 
boy chasing butterflies. That is why drawing and painting is such an important part of my life.                     —Mike Austin

DIANE BOWARD

garden design

organic and conservation gardening

304.283.7373

harvester50@yahoo.com
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