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Oil is pouring into the Gulf of Mexico. It’s a 
growing catastrophe with no end in sight. Are 
there reasons for hope? I think so. It may be 

a stretch but one reason is this affirmation from the 
Apostle Paul. 

Suffering produces endurance, and endurance 
produces character, and character produces hope, 
and hope does not disappoint, because God’s love has 
been poured into our hearts through the Holy Spirit. 
(Romans 5:3-5)

Here in this county and all around the world 
people are in a state of shock at the sight of oil gush-
ing into the waters we know as the Gulf of Mexico. 
All around the world people weep for dying fish, 
birds, plants, and habitats. All around the world people 
lament their own complicity in a bloated, carefree 
lifestyle that requires reckless exploitation of the earth 
and her creatures. Here and around the world people 
are indignant and screaming for change. And that’s 
reason for hope.

Not all people in all places, to be sure, but enough 
people in enough places to give us reasons for hope. 
The Maker’s own love for the earth has been poured 
into our hearts.

Engineers, mechanics, and biologists are working 
furiously not just for money, though some might, but 
because they love this earth and are bound and deter-
mined to mend this catastrophic wound. They have not 
given up. And that’s reason for hope.

Federal, state, and local government officials are 
working furiously not just for re-election, though some 
might, but because they love this earth and are bound 
and determined to mend this catastrophic wound. And 
that’s reason for hope.

Louisiana fishermen, shrimp trawlers, environ-
mentalists, fish and game wardens, and countless 
ordinary citizens are working furiously, dabbing oil 
from the wings of brown pelicans not for money or 
praise, but because they love this earth and are bound 
and determined to mend this catastrophic wound. They 
have not given up. And that’s reason for hope.

Hope is hard work.
Do not think that you or we alone seethe and 

weep, or that we alone love and care for the earth and 
its creatures, or that we are the first to appreciate the 
earth’s wonder and fragility, or our own godlike poten-
tial for good and ill. Millions upon millions of people 
do and have for a long, long time.

Listen to this anthem composed nearly 3,000 
years ago by a poet in the Jewish tradition.

O LORD, our Sovereign, how majestic is your 
name in all the earth! You have set your glory above 
the heavens. When I look at your heavens, the work 
of your fingers, the moon and the stars that you 
have established; what are human beings that you 
are mindful of them, mortals that you care for them? 
Yet you have made them a little lower than God, and 
crowned them with glory and honor. You have given 

them dominion over the works of your hands; you 
have put all things under their feet, all sheep and 
oxen, and also the beasts of the field, the birds of the 
air, and the fish of the sea, whatever passes along the 
paths of the seas. O LORD, our Sovereign, how majes-
tic is your name in all the earth! (Psalm 8)

Of course, we don’t need the Bible or a special 
revelation to tell us the earth is majestic or to tell us 
that we humans among all the species on earth pos-
sess divinelike powers to create and destroy, or that 
we of all creatures have self-consciousness and, with 
it, responsibility like none other. Whether it’s been 
“given” or not, we have assumed dominion, which 
is to say, a governing responsibility that makes us 
accountable for and to other creatures, not to mention 
our accountability to the Maker of heaven and earth.

We are moral creatures. And that’s why we feel 
guilty, or should, when we mess up, and why we blame 
ourselves, or somebody, anybody! We are responsible 
creatures and at our best we know it.

Sin and immorality have consequences. We know 
there are things that ought not to be done but are; 
and we know there are things that ought to be done 
but aren’t. We are moral creatures. Pity the person, 
agency, or company that feels no guilt.

It’s true: Guilt and judgment can paralyze and 
polarize us. But, in proper doses, guilt and judgment 
can lead to repentance and modification of attitudes and 
behavior. And time and time again they have. Judgment 
often precedes grace. And that’s reason for hope.

All around the world people lamented the  
devastation of Haiti in the wake of the earthquake. 
And sure enough, people arose as one to bring salva-
tion and redemption to the Haitian people. We now 
possess tools for instant global communication. And 
that’s reason for hope.

All around the world people lament the economic 
destruction inflicted by reckless financial institu-
tions on innocent people and families. We are learn-
ing again that there’s enough for everyone’s need but 
not for everyone’s greed, enough for livelihoods, not 
enough for lifestyles. We keep learning and relearning. 
And that’s reason for hope.

All around the world, like never before, people are 
condemning wars that fatten the coffers of warlords 
and military industrial machines while destroying 
lives and nations and what human hands took years 
to build. People are repenting of ancient animosities 
and pledging to work for peace and justice. And that’s 
reason for hope.

All around the world people lament contaminated 
water, contaminated food, and the inhumane treatment 
of animals. We are once again growing safer, healthier 
food closer to home. The Shepherdstown Farmers 
Market is an example. And that’s reason for hope.

In this moment things may look hopeless. But 
consider this possibility: the universe arose out of 
love, as a sheer gift, not out of chance or necessity. 

Love throbs in every atom, every molecule, 
and every vein. The earth is good and that goodness 
includes us, its most complex and wayward children.

Yes, we mess up, time and time again. There’s no 
use pretending we don’t.

But, still, the continual presence of grace leads 
repentant and humble souls back to their senses when 
they go astray. The spirit at work in this awesomely 
beautiful world for 4.5 billion years is the same spirit 
in humanity. The heart and face of that evolving spirit 
some would say is Christ, “The Anointed,” or the 
Beloved, the First Word, not unlike the Tao, Logos, 
Wisdom, Atman, and the Great Spirit in other tradi-
tions.

The First Word, which is to say, Love, was present 
15 or so billion years ago in the first burst of light, in 
the first moment of time and space, wending its way 
through atoms, minerals, molecules, stars and galax-
ies; wending its way through earth’s soupy waters, 
seaweed, starfish, grasses, trees, animals and into 
humanity, playfully calling and nudging all things to 
greater and greater complexity, greater and greater 
freedom and awareness. Over eons of time “the 
Beloved” has been arising in and through it all, bless-
ing all things and all matter of things all along the 
evolutionary path.

Nothing in heaven or earth can destroy that love. It 
keeps rising out of death, going ahead of us, preparing 
even more communion and greater community to come. 
We have been loved into being over a long, long time. 

Yes, we are tempted to resist and refuse love. And, 
yes, we are tempted to resign in despair and give up. 
But we mustn’t.

Hope is hard work.
None of us can save or redeem the whole world. 

But we can do good and holy work in the world close 
at hand, inch by inch, marsh by marsh, bird by bird, 
person by person, community by community.

Once upon a time a little girl came upon a beach 
covered with starfish. Starfish had washed ashore by 
the thousands and were slowly dying in the sun. She 
stood frozen in shock. Tears filled her eyes. Then she 
stooped and picked up a starfish and flung it back into 
the sea, and then another and another, furiously work-
ing her way down the long beach.

An old man watched at a distance and called out 
to her. Little, girl, he said. Don’t bother. It doesn’t 
matter. There are way too many.

The girl stopped and looked at the man. Then 
she reached down and picked up another starfish and 
flung it back into the sea. And then turning toward the 
man she pointed out to the sea and said: It matters to 
that one.

We have assumed dominion. Now what?

3

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

22

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

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.

Reasons for Hope
Randall Tremba
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Brian Palank, DDS
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Ray Vanderhook, DDS
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Linda Carter
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Martha Doss
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Lara Engebretson
Isabelle Fair
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
John Foxen
Herbert Freeman
Peter & Linda Fricke
Carol Gallant
John Gordon
Jane C. Von Hagen
Connie & Thomas Halliwell
Mr. & Mrs. E.C. Hammann
Jim & Ada Hatchett
James & Norleen Hoadley
James & Mary Holland
Mary & Joseph Horky
Douglas & Priscilla Horner
Ruth DeWindt Hoxton
Robert & Beverly Hughes
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Judith Jenner
Joan & Ernest Johnston
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
George & Rhetha Kidwiler
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
John & Barbara King
John & Melinda Landolt
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
John & Judith Lilga

Chris Mark
Martha Martineau
William & Jonan Meyer
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Mary Ann W. Morgan
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
James Newcomb
Gary Nisewarner
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Joan Piemme
Arthur & Rebecca Prather
William Jackson Pyles
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Albert & Joy Schwartz
Carole & Dave Scott
Garland & Suzanne Shackelford
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Sara Smith
Alton & Eileen Smith
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie Spiker
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Michael Steinberg & Associates
Amani & Jonathan Stevens
TM & Julia Stokes
Clifton Stubblefield
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Michael & Ann Taylor
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
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Zelda Virts
James & Sandra Watkins
Nancy Whelan
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Chess & Lynn Yellott
Jack & Martha Young

Friends 
Meda Badeaux
William & Mary Baker
Edwinna Bernat
Sylvia Boyer
Barbara & Clifton Brooks
Odetta Brown
Elizabeth Bufithis
Ruth Conard
Rosemarie Coy
Doris David
James Davis
Bernice Dove
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Christine Huddle
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Elizabeth Freedland McGowen
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John & Sarah Walker
Judy Weese
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‘Branch Out With Books’ This Summer at the Shepherdstown Library! 
June 7 is the first day to sign up to attend the following free events

Thursday, June 24, 10:30 a.m.  |  Shepherdstown Train Station
Joe Santoro and his puppets will present Appalachian folk tales. For all ages.

Tuesday, June 29, 10:30 a.m.  |  Train Station 
Melissa Kowalski of Critters & Conservation will bring a Senegal parrot, skink, hedgehog, hissing cockroaches, and a jungle carpet python. For all ages. 

Wednesday, July 7, 10:30 a.m.  |  War Memorial Building (Men’s Club) 
The Rainbow Company’s show, “The Voyage of Sinbad,” For all ages.

Tuesday, July 20, 10:30 a.m.  |  Train Station 
The Shenandoah Discovery Museum will present a program about catapults, “When Pigs Fly,” to a maximum of 100 children ages 3 or older.

Tuesday, July 27, 10:30 a.m.  |  Train Station 
Storyteller Crystal Brown will bring costumes for children from the audience who volunteer to help her tell tall tales. For ages 2 and older. 

Tuesday, August 3, 10:30 a.m.  |  War Memorial 
“Fairy Dances” performed by the Allegro School of Dance. For all ages.

To register, visit the Library at 100 East German Street, call (304) 876-2783, or e-mail splchild@martin.lib.wv.us. 

Children may pick up a reading log in the Library’s Children’s Department beginning June 7. Borrow library books and earn prizes for reading (or being read to)!  
Those who complete the reading quota will earn a $5 gift certificate to Four Seasons Books, a free ticket to a Hagerstown Suns baseball game, and a coupon for a free  
kid’s meal from Bob Evans Restaurant. 
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The history of the making and 
drinking of wine follows the his-
tory of man; its vines follow our 

own family lines into the darkest recesses 
of history. As far back as the second and 
first millennia B.C., there are traces of 
wild grape wine found in Asian dig sites. 
There is evidence that large-scale vine-
yards were producing commercial quanti-
ties of this heady distillate in the Middle 
East in 6500 B.C. The first evidence of 
wine making appears in Greece about 
this same time, and many of our current 
practices have derived from techniques 
started by the Greek culture. In every 
major culture and civilization there have 
been cultural and religious rites involving 
wine, the making of it, the consump-
tion of it and the symbolism behind this 
seemingly simple chemical creation. 

As a commercial product, wine 
has long served as a lifeblood of trade, 
traveling the world in barrels and jars, 
amphorae and bladders, carrying the min-
erals of the soil and sunlight converted 
into sugar from one country’s summer 
into another. Wine can exist on so many 
levels: as a simple intoxicant to ease the 
stress of the day, as a medicinal tincture 
to revive the sick, as a symbol of friend-
ship and love, or even as the blood of 
the Son of God. For as long as we have 
remembered walking this earth, wine has 
been our constant companion as a potion 
and a poison, an alchemical phylactery 
of deliverance and transformation or a 
honeyed trap within which you can lose 
your days. 

Throughout this long relationship 
there have been those curious souls 

who make it their business to study and 
understand this spirit; those who seek 
to understand the subtle complexities 
that are created in the gentle chemis-
try of grape and time, the flavors and 
soul of the wine itself. For many years 
Shepherdstown residents had to rely on 
strange, far-off wine stores, on mislead-
ing articles in the Style section and bold 
rumors released by the winesellers them-
selves. No more. We now have among us 
a fine purveyor of symbolic and satiating 
spirits from around the world. Her name 
is Cheryl Janice Gallery, and I was fortu-
nate to pull a stool up to her tasting table 
and find out a little more about her. 

Cheryl and her husband, Martin, 
had lived in Clear Spring, Md., for many 
years before moving up into our neck 
of the woods. He was a park ranger, 
and as such they were required to live 
in the park. She was a pharmacy tech at 
Washington County Hospital, a job she 
found very fulfilling, being able to help 
others. But, after 15 years of standing and 
suffering from arthritis and stress, they 
decided to move here and open a small 
business. The move was also based on 
social conditions. She found that living at 
arm’s length from her suburban neighbors 
left her feeling cold and distant and with-
out a real community. 

When you stop by the shop, and 
you will, you will realize the sea change 
Gallery has embarked on. As she hustles 
and bustles about the shop, dispensing 
advice to her customers and sharing 
quips with her employees, she has made 
Grapes & Grains Gourmet into an  
epicenter of warm and social epicureans, 
delighted to talk and taste and share their 
experiences. 

Gallery’s daughters suggested she 
make the move to Shepherdstown where 
one of them, Liz, had already opened 
a restaurant: Stone Soup. Originally 
Gallery opened her business as Riverbend 
Designs, specializing in antique English 
stained glass, one of her long-time inter-
ests. For several years she did a good 
business, but then the economy changed. 
The business was suffering and Liz sug-
gested her mother explore the beer and wine 
trade to carry her through the rough patch. 

Gallery took the advice and started 
quite small, 25 labels and a small beer 
fridge. The business took off quite rap-
idly, and she had soon expanded to 700 
labels and 5 fridges. She has now moved 
into a very nice location with good street 
frontage and has turned her attention 

from growing her business to education 
and refinement. She has made it her 
goal to enlighten and educate herself, 
her employees, and her customers about 
the wonderful wines available in this 
wide world. To this end, she has worked 
with many wine merchants to set up 
a variety of tastings. Tastings are very 
social occasions that let her spend time 
exploring her own tastes and the tastes 
and interests of her customers, utilizing 
various themes. A tasting can be a chance 
to explore, through wine, the different 
regions and styles of a country, tak-
ing a trip of sorts through countrysides, 
through time and techniques, and of 
course through layer upon layer of mag-
nificent flavor. 

I asked her if the change from gift 
shop to wine shop was a good thing. The 
true smile that spread across her face 
answered my question. Apparently wine 
makes everything better. She explained 
that through wine she has a much more 
constant and close relationship with her 
customers, sharing and refining their 
knowledge together. She also told me 
how she was encouraging one of her 
employees, Dawn Decker, to train as a 
sommelier.

America in general, and West 
Virginia in particular, has had a long 
love-hate relationship with alcohol. 
From years of battling over the legality 
of having any alcohol at all, harsh state-
controlled laws, violent conflicts with 
the Mafia and moonshiners, and election 
fraud created by trading votes for liquor, 
it is nice to see the lighter side of spirits 
explored and celebrated.

As we grow and change as a people, 
so our relationships with everything in our 
world change. We cannot ban or capture or 
imprison everything that is dangerous in 
the world. We can all hope to find a safer 
way of interacting with those potentially 
harmful things. However, some special 
folks find ways to create and forge new 
positive relationships to risky endeavors 
and bring to light the most amazing and 
useful creations, from nuclear power and 
rain forest remedies to the power of explo-
sions harnessed in our car engines. These 
folks show us how to embrace our fear 
and create new ways of navigating the 
world. We have had a very long time to 
refine our relationship with wine, and I 
think that in all this time we have become 
great old friends walking together hand-in-
hand toward a bright and rosy future.

So, next time you have a lazy Sunday 
afternoon, I encourage you to attend one 
of Gallery’s tastings. Explore the curious, 
wondrous, and playful world of the fruity 
spirits. Take a trip to the ancient Grecian 
vineyards; explore the dry seaside plains 
of Chile; and walk the formal French 
vineyards though a shining glass of the 
aged aphrodisiac, the condensed essence 
of soil and sunlight, oak and sugar, the 
timeless and endless summer. 

And as a special challenge to our fair 
state, it is time to end the blue laws. We 
have plenty of protection in place, and we 
are losing over a million dollars a year 
to out-of-state retailers every Sunday. 
I, for one, would love to see what fine 
scotches, brandies, and cordials can taste 
like when delivered by the experienced 
hands of Cheryl Janice Gallery.

Grapes&Grains Gourmet
Christopher Robinson

PHOTOS BY CHRIS ROBINSON

Cheryl Janice Gallery

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-3122
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister

Telephone: (304) 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus

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

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School 10 a.m.

Testimony meetings at 3 p.m. 1st & 3rd
Wednesdays in the Reading Room at

203 S. Princess Street; 
open  Sat.,10 a.m. to 1 p.m.,

Wed., noon to 3 p.m.
All welcome; phone: (304) 876-1332

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

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

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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cOMMunity BiBle SchOOl

A Wonderful Shepherdstown Tradition
Kathy Blue

The summer tradition of a five-day, 
ecumenical Bible school for chil-
dren in Shepherdstown is strong 

and cherished by many. Typically, about 
100 children, aged 3 to about 14, attend. 
Approximately 65 teens and adults from 
most of the town’s churches pitch in to 
make it a happy, safe, and educational 
event. This year Community Bible School 
(CBS) runs July 19–23 and the curriculum 
is Hero Headquarters: Where Kids Join 
Forces with God (more about this later).

Jeremiah, Paul, and a number of other 
Biblical prophets experienced a “holy call-
ing” to do God’s work. Fortunately this 
sense of calling was not confined to Bible 
times, and many of us, who generously 
serve year after year, feel called by God. 
In fact, it is rare for someone to volunteer 
just one year. Most of the participants, both 
young and old, purposely set aside time for 
this annual activity.

A committee of dedicated volunteers 
oversees the planning of CBS. The current 
committee is: Kathy Blue (chair) from New 
Street United Methodist Church (UMC); 
Judy Benner from St. Peter’s Lutheran; 
Beth Yates from St. Agnes Catholic; Anne 
Barrat from Shepherdstown Presbyterian; 
Kristin VanderWijst from Trinity Episcopal; 
and Bob Snipes from the Christian Science 
Society.

A number of factors make CBS fun 
and successful. One is the community-
wide commitment. Church members see 
the value and kindly contribute funds 
and time. The annual budget is around 
$1,000, including the daily snacks and 
craft projects.

Another contributing factor is the 
proximity of the churches. Each year, the 
children assemble at St. Agnes Chapel 
(old church) for registration and the open-
ing. Then, they all walk next door to New 
Street UMC for classes, music, crafts, 
games, and snack. Finally, they walk to 
Trinity Episcopal for the closing song and 
prayer. Being able to utilize three different 
churches, all located on Church Street, 
brings variety. The children get to visit a 
fourth church, Christ Reformed, for the 
Friday night program of songs.

The musical component is another 
strength of Shepherdstown’s Bible 

School. Over the years, we have been 
blessed with extraordinarily talented 
musicians who make the most of the 
opportunity to teach the children won-
derful, classic Bible songs. The children 
love learning these songs and singing 
them for their parents and grandparents 
at the Friday evening program. It is truly 
amazing how quickly the children learn 
the songs and how well they perform 
them. The music teachers for this year 
are Lydia Vickers and Sarah Soltow, with 
Ruth Raubertas assisting.

Watching the Friday evening per-
formance at 7 p.m. is a privilege and a 
delight. The children typically sing about 
10 songs. Perennial favorites include 
“Pharaoh, Pharaoh,” sung to the tune 
of the rock song, “Louie, Louie,” and 
“There Were Twelve Disciples.”

On Friday afternoon, July 23, the 
students also will sing at Canterbury 
Center in Shepherdstown. The senior 
citizens always delight in hearing and 
seeing them belt out the songs they have 
learned. The parents and volunteers feel 
it is also a great opportunity for the chil-
dren to give back to the community some 
of the good they have received.

Building an awareness of com-
munity and helping others in need is 
always a component of Bible School. 
The children learn about ways they can 
help others and are encouraged to do so. 
One of the craft projects is specifically 
designed with giving in mind. One year, 
the children decorated grocery bags that 
were then given to Jefferson County 
Community Ministries for their food pan-
try. They learned about Locks of Love, 
a program that 
collects pony-
tails of hair to 
make wigs for 
sick people, 
several years 
ago and our 
families are still 
contributing 
to this worthy 
cause.

The cor-
nerstone of 
Bible School 

is, of course, being sure 
the children attending 
learn at least five Bible 
stories during the week. 
Typically, the curricu-
lum consists of one Old 
Testament story and four 
stories from the New 
Testament. They are 
connected by a theme, 
and the storytellers and 
teachers endeavor to 
make the Bible people, 
events, and places come 
alive.

The five featured 
Bible stories in Hero Headquarters: 
Where Kids Join Forces with God are: 
God heals Naaman; the Shepherds tell 
everyone of Jesus’ birth; an army offi-
cer asks Jesus to help his servant; a boy 
feeds the thousands; and a girl serves 
Jesus. The children will learn that heroes 
do the unexpected, take action, step out 
in faith, save the day, and stand for truth. 
Teachers will provide context for these 
stories and help the children see the rel-
evance of the lessons to their lives today.

The planning committee for CBS is 
tremendously grateful to the many help-
ers. Every year they can count on folks 
to help register, prepare snacks, tell the 
Bible stories, make copies of coloring 
sheets, patiently aid children making 
crafts, teach, sing, and generously lend a 
helping hand. For this July, we still need 
teachers, assistant teachers, people to 
help at registration, and a photographer. 
If you are willing to help, please contact 
any of the planning committee members 
or call Kathy Blue, (304) 725-4358. 
To register your child contact New St. 
United Methodist Church, (304) 876-
2362. 

This July’s CBS curriculum is out-
lined below. The literature is based on the 
theme of heroes and how our belief in 
God will aid us in becoming heroes.

The Shepherdstown Ministerial 
Association sponsors Community Bible 
School. Participating churches include: 
New Street United Methodist Church; St. 
Peter’s Lutheran 
Church; Trinity 
Episcopal Church, 

Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church; 
Unity of Shepherdstown; Christian 
Science Society; Christ Reformed (UCC) 
Church; St. Agnes Catholic Church; and 
Asbury United Methodist Church. 

 
All children of our community and 

visiting friends and family are welcome!

Sharon Mailey
Service Comes From the Heart

Claire Stuart

A call to serve others—that is 
what has motivated Dr. Sharon 
Mailey throughout her life. 

Now professor and chair of the depart-
ment of nursing education at Shepherd 
University, she brought to Shepherd the 
benefit of an impressive career in nurs-
ing practice, education, administration, 
and military service. “Service comes 
from the heart,” she said.

She was born in the small town 
of Hurricane, W. Va., pronounced 
“Hurricun” by its natives. She laughed 
and explained that’s the way to tell if 
someone is actually from around there. 

Mailey grew up in an era when the 
choices for women were few—nursing, 
teaching, or secretarial work—and she 
actually considered all of them. 

 “I was in Future Teachers in high 
school,” she said, “and I did secretarial 
training because I knew I was going to 
have to work. But I was always drawn 
to nursing, probably because I was a 
child of older parents.”

She earned a bachelor’s degree in 
nursing from Berea College in 1969, 
then joined the Army Reserve in 1970 
during the Vietnam War. “I wanted to 
serve my country,” she explained. 

She married an Army man, a 
West Point graduate, at a time when 
dual military careers were rare. They 
raised two sons (both now engineers) 
in the nomadic life demanded by the 
military, moving 17 times. “I collected 
piles of drapes,” she recalled. “I’d save 
them because I always thought they’d 
fit windows somewhere else, but they 
never did!”

She later transitioned to the Air 
Force Reserve, citing the inspiration of 
her father-in-law, a pilot during World 
War II. “He was my hero,” she explained.

Many people do not have a real-
istic picture of what is required of 
reservists, Mailey observed. She and 
her husband were both mobilized during 
Desert Storm, but she stayed stateside 
while he was sent to the Middle East. 

“What people don’t realize is that 
reservists are on call 24/7,” she said. 
“Most people think they just do their 
training and their two weeks a year. We 
were concerned at all times, as parents, 
and our children were also sensitive to 

that. Military people have a different 
perspective on life. They value serving. 
They are willing to lay down their lives 
for their country at any time. Civilians 
don’t have that perspective.”

Continuing to further her educa-
tion, Mailey earned her masters in 
public health, and later her doctorate 
in curriculum and instruction, at the 
University of North Carolina, Chapel 
Hill. She took advanced practice in 
primary care in the nurse practitioner 
program at the University of Rochester 
in New York and completed numer-
ous courses in nursing practice and 
administration through the military. In 
military and civilian hospitals, large 
and small, around the country, Mailey 
worked as everything from staff nurse 
to chief nurse. 

Mailey reached the rank of briga-
dier general in 1995. She helped set up 
military health care delivery systems 
and air staging facilities. She worked 
on policy-making for nurses in the Air 
Force Reserve. She served as a mobili-
zation assistant to the assistant surgeon 
general for readiness, science, and tech-
nology, helping to develop policies and 
procedures for mobilizing and deploy-
ing medical facilities required by the 
Air Force.

Great changes in the treatment of 
women in military service have taken 
place over the years, Mailey noted. “At 
one time, women could not be married, 
could not have children, and could not 
even live on base,” she said. “We saw 
the first woman four-star general this 
year. We had the first women generals 
in 1970, and it’s taken four decades to 
get from the one- to the four-star. We 
stand on each others’ shoulders, and 
we’re busy building bridges for the 
next generation.”

Mailey came to Shepherd after 
teaching at Trinity University in D.C. 
and Shenandoah University in Virginia. 
Now in her second year, she is happy 
to be serving in her home state. In 
addition to her administrative duties, 
she teaches eight credit hours.

“I always did both teaching and 
practice,” she said. “I believe that you 
need to keep practicing what you teach, 
for relevance.”

Currently, her practice is as a hos-
pital appraiser for the American Nurses 
Credentialing Center (ANCC). Twice a 
year, she visits and appraises hospital 
facilities to determine whether they 
merit designation as ANCC Magnet 
Hospitals. Magnet Hospitals, number-
ing 340 coast to coast, are recognized 
for excellence in nursing, innovations 
in nursing practice, and outstanding 
patient care.

Appreciation for the importance 
of nursing is growing, according to 
Mailey. She explained that the impact 
of doctors on patient outcome was 
always the factor that was measured 
in the past. “But now, the impact that 
nursing care has on patient outcome is 
being measured, and there is evidence 
that we make a difference,” she said. 
“Nursing brings a unique set of compe-
tencies, a different practice model than 
an M.D. provides.”

Historically, a lack of sufficient 
respect for the importance of nurses on 
the part of doctors was considered a 
problem. Mailey said this is changing, 
with increased collaboration between 
nurses and doctors, particularly as 
nurses further their studies and go into 
advanced practice. “And there is no 
tolerance in the workplace for lack of 
respect,” she said. “The gap is narrow-
ing; it is not as obvious.”

“Cultural caring” is something 
that is receiving more attention, Mailey 
noted. “This is a competency we mea-
sure,” she said. “It is not new, but it is 
gaining greater visibility due to grow-
ing globalization issues.” She reported 
that Shepherd’s nursing students had 
their first international trip, spending 
11 days in Jamaica, immersed in the 
health care system and culture.

Counting pre-nursing students and 
those accepted into Shepherd’s nurs-
ing program, there are 400 students, 
142 in the bachelor of science in nursing 
program. Mailey explained that it is a 
four-year program requiring two years of 
general education, then application to the 
nursing school for two additional years. 
Associate nursing programs were moved 
to Blue Ridge Community College.

More men are going into nursing, 
Mailey observed. “We’re getting male 

students from the Air Guard,” she said. 
Historically, about 5 percent of nurses 
were men. It has recently increased to 
8 percent and is expected to rise, but 
numbers are still low enough that the 
term “male nurse” is still common. 

Mailey reported that Shepherd 
is coming up for accreditation next 
spring, with a new curriculum. Her 
goal is entry into advanced practice by 
2015 and the distinguished majors pro-
gram. Distinguished majors programs 
require advanced work and special 
projects or research. She is pleased 
that electronic medical records were 
recently brought online. “This will 
allow cutting-edge teaching methods,” 
she said. “Students will be taught in 
the same way they will be practicing.”

 “It’s warm and welcoming at 
Shepherd,” she said. “It’s very positive 
to be here, and Dr. Shipley makes it 
so. I’m excited at the changes—new 
leadership, new building, and endless 
opportunities!”

In addition to her position at 
Shepherd, Mailey is on the ethics com-
mittee at City Hospital in Martinsburg 
and on the board of the Jefferson 
County Free Clinic. “The Free Clinic 
provides phenomenal service to those 
in need,” she said. “It’s awesome, the 
amount and quality of the care that is 
given by the staff and the volunteers. I 
have no words to quantify the need for 
the clinic.”

Hero Headquarters: Where 
Kids Join Forces With God

Monday 
Heroes do the UNEXPECTED 
God’s power heals Naaman 
2 Kings 5:1–4

Tuesday 
Heroes take ACTION 
Shepherds tell about Jesus 
Luke 2:1–20

Wednesday
Heroes step out on FAITH 
Army officer goes to Jesus 
Matthew 8:5–10, 13

Thursday
Heroes SAVE THE DAY 
Boy shares his food 
John 6:1–13

Friday
Heroes stand for TRUTH 
Paul lives to serve Jesus 
Acts 23:12–24

At the closing, books were given to Shepherdstown Public 
Library in honor and memory of Joan Snipes. 

Ahh, the snack ladies! We have lots and lots of volunteers!

Dr. Sharon Mailey, professor and chair of the 
department of nursing education at Shepherd 
University

Some 3- and 4-year-olds singing

Rev. DeeAnn Dixon with children during story time

One of the 3- to 4-year-olds 
modeling new shades! Safari 
style that is!

PHOTOS BY KATHY BLUE
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Seeing Red
Christopher Robinson

I recently attended a very unique social gathering, and 
I thought I would share the experience with you. It is 
called the Red Party, and it takes place every year. The 

local relevance comes from the many folks I met there 
who have spent a lot of time living, working, or going to 
school in Shepherdstown. We’ll start with the when and 
where before I meander toward the who and why.

This party happens at the beginning of May every 
year. In all ancient pagan religions, this has been a cel-
ebrated holiday symbolizing the joining of the god and 
goddess to create the sun child—a time between the sol-
stices when the struggles and joys of fertility and mating 
rites come to a climax. This ritual was the physical mani-
festation of love and sex, and has not as yet received a 
Christian equivalent. In Shepherdstown, we erect the 
phallic maypole and entwine it in the earthy vines and 
ribbons to represent the embrace of the goddess. At the 
Red Party there is no maypole but they follow other 
ancient rites: building bright bonfires; playing beautiful 
music deep into the night; and shimmying, swishing, 
and sashaying their way though myriad dances until the 
break of dawn.

The where is pretty far out there—way down in 
southern central West Virginia, past Charleston and into 
the town of Hurricane. You follow a small suburban road 
through sleepy neighborhoods, but where most roads 
end, this one does not. It keeps going, far up into the 
mountains. It changes from a paved road into a gravel 
trail following the mountain ridge, and it keeps going. 
Just when you think you’re so far up and out that you’ll 
never find your way back, around the next bend, Maple 
Hill appears. It’s a huge and graceful wooden manor 
perched on the very crest of the mountain, spreading its 
shadowy overhanging eaves above the trees, a multitude 
of decks protruding from every story, its epic windows 
peering out over the green velvet valleys that surround 
it. The path up to the house is a cascading collection of 
imprinted concrete steps of varying sizes, and during 
the party they are lined with manikin greeters dressed to 
kill in outrageous red outfits. The central feature of the 
house is a huge hardwood dance floor under a cathedral 
ceiling sporting a stage at one end; the backdrop is a 
window wall held together by a beautiful folk mural of 
dancing angels. 

The owner of this house brings us to the who. 
This wonderful place is owned by a man I am proud to 
call my friend. Greg Carroll, a West Virginia historian, 
bought the property in 1972 for a song. His grandfather 
had owned the land below it, and the opportunity was 
too good to pass up. He started a farming community 
and invited his friends to live there. Quite a collection 
of people moved onto the property and made it one of 
the more successful farms in the state. Top-notch musi-
cians like the Putnam County Pickers, the Stark Raven 
Band, and the Mountain Stage Band got their start here. 
The medical professional who started Women Care and 
Family Care, clinical programs for women and the poor, 
made her home at Maple Hill. Billy Jack Gregg, the 
state’s longest running consumer advocate also came 
from here. This convocation of movers and shakers 
became large fish in a small pond. 

Greg has been throwing this party for 20 years, and 
each occasion represents a unique gathering of young 
and old souls coming together to break bread, share 
ideas, play music, and dance, dance, dance. This year 
was no exception. I met a host of gracious folks, some 
who were complete strangers and some surprisingly 
close friends from Shepherdstown. Elizabeth Turner, 
who went to Shepherd University with me, showed 
up to throw down with members of her newly minted 
Charleston Roller Derby team, the Chemical Valley 
Rollers. Check them out on the Web, and you’ll find a 
smartly dressed team of sassy girls ready to take on the 
world. I also ran into Kodac Harrison, a singular musi-
cian from the Savannah area, with an untamed shock of 
hair, who carried the stage and was the perfect master of 
ceremonies.

It was said that this was the coldest Red Party ever. 
The wind was howling, and as the temperature dropped, 
we all took turns on the dance floor to warm our bodies 
and our spirits. I was fortunate 
enough to cut a rug with the 
lovely Anna Jolliffe, an old 
friend who used to tend bar 
at Ed’s Beer and Wine here in 
Shepherdstown, and who is 
now finishing up her medical 
degree in Charleston. 

The whirling red outfits 
and churning music made 
for a heady combo under the 
red lights. To calm the crowd, 
a feast was laid out. One of 
Greg’s cousins had brought a 
huge iron smoker up the hill, 
and he kept it billowing and 
burning day and night, pro-
ducing slabs of silky brisket, 
buckets of charred chicken, 
vats of steamy veggies, and 
platters of warm caramelized 
fruit. The chef, Gary, was quite 
vigilant with the meat, but he 
himself didn’t eat any at all. I 
noticed that many of the group 
were vegans and vegetarians. 

This trend was apparently driven by nutritional choice, 
not by any particular political affiliation. 

At the climax of this situation, everyone was 
directed to take up places on the decks and hillsides 
around the bonfire to watch fireworks. The display was 
put on by Greg’s sons, including my old friend Texas, 
who spent many years in Shepherdstown, going to 
school and working. He was there with his wife, Kyle 
Bryner, also a Shepherd grad, who is now running the 
Wake Forest Museum collection. The sky lit up with 
rockets and mortars, shimmering and exploding into 
wild shapes, snowflakes and jokers’ hats, spiders and 
stars, flashing shadow monsters out of the trees and rain-
ing sparks into the darkness. 

The music continued deep into the night. New bands 
tried their luck on the empty stage, and drum circles 
formed around small fires. Most of the people started to 
drift off and dissipate, their dance-weary souls heading 
into small tents high on the ridge to awaken at the top of 
the world, settling into the comfy corners of the house, 
or drifting back to the places they came from. 

The truly unique thing about the gathering is accep-
tance. The party was started on a whim by one of Greg’s 
girlfriends, just a party where everyone wears red. Why 
red? Well, red is the color of blood, sex, and revolution; 
the color of a stop sign screaming “No!” at you, daring 
you not to stop; the color of fire and ripeness; the color 
of emotion and anger. There is a lot to the color red, but 
the funny thing is that the color really isn’t that impor-
tant. What’s really important is that anyone can come to 
the Red Party, really, anyone. Straight or gay, black or 
white, young or old, rich or poor, you are all welcome. 
Come on down. With open arms you will be accepted 
and there will be no lack of song and dance or food and 
drink for you. There is only one rule at the Red Party, 
you must wear RED!

A Great Urgency
A Letter from Chief Arvol Looking Horse

To All World Religious and Spiritual Leaders

My Relatives,

Time has come to speak to the hearts of our Nations and their Leaders. I ask you this  

from the bottom of my heart, to come together from the Spirit of your Nations in prayer.

We, from the heart of Turtle Island, have a great message for the World; we are guided  

to speak from all the White Animals showing their sacred color, which have been signs for  

us to pray for the sacred life of all things. As I am sending this message to you, many Animal 

Nations are being threatened, those that swim, those that crawl, those that fly, and the plant 

Nations, eventually all will be [affected by] the oil disaster in the Gulf.

The dangers we are faced with at this time are not of spirit. The catastrophe that has  

happened with the oil spill, which looks like the bleeding of Grandmother Earth, is made  

by human mistakes, mistakes that we cannot afford to continue to make.

I ask, as Spiritual Leaders, that we join together, united in prayer with the whole of our 

Global Communities. My concern is these serious issues will continue to worsen, as a domino 

effect that our Ancestors have warned us of in their Prophecies.

I know in my heart there are millions of people that feel our united prayers for the sake of 

our Grandmother Earth are long overdue. I believe we as Spiritual people must gather ourselves 

and focus our thoughts and prayers to allow the healing of the many wounds that have been 

inflicted on the Earth. As we honor the Cycle of Life, let us call for Prayer circles globally to 

assist in healing Grandmother Earth (our Unc’I Maka).

We ask for prayers that the oil spill, this bleeding, will stop. That the winds stay calm to 

assist in the work. Pray for the people to be guided in repairing this mistake, and that we may 

also seek to live in harmony, as we make the choice to change the destructive path we are on.

As we pray, we will fully understand that we are all connected. And that what we create can 

have lasting effects on all life.

So let us unite spiritually, All Nations, All Faiths, One Prayer. Along with this immediate 

effort, I also ask to please remember June 21st, World Peace and Prayer Day/Honoring Sacred 

Sites day. Whether it is a natural site, a temple, a church, a synagogue or just your own sacred 

space, let us make a prayer for all life, for good decision making by our Nations, for our  

children’s future and wellbeing, and the generations to come.

Onipikte (That we shall live),

Chief Arvol Looking Horse

19th generation Keeper of the Sacred White Buffalo Calf Pipe of the Lakota, Dakota, Nakota 

Nation of the Sioux

Local Color

Arvol Looking Horse was born on the Cheyenne River Reservation in South Dakota. At the age of 12, he was given the responsibility of becoming the 19th Generation Keeper 
of the Sacred White Buffalo Calf Pipe, the youngest ever. He is widely recognized as a chief and the spiritual leader of all three branches of the Sioux tribe.

He is the author of White Buffalo Teachings and a guest columnist for Indian Country Today. A tireless advocate of maintaining traditional spiritual practices, Chief 
Looking Horse is the founder of Big Foot Riders, which memorializes the massacre of Big Foot’s band at Wounded Knee.

Chief Looking Horse’s prayers have opened numerous sessions of the United Nations and his many awards include the Juliet Hollister Award from the Temple of 
Understanding, a Non-Governmental Organization with Consultation Status with the United Nations Economic and Social Council. He lives on the Cheyenne River Reservation 
in South Dakota.

http://www.manataka.org/page108.html

Musician Kodac Harrison (center) with Anna Jolliffe (left) 
and Kyle Bryner (right)

Manikin greeter on the steps to the Red Party 

Texas Carroll and Kyle Bryner

PHOTOS BY CHRIS ROBINSON
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Flags of Peace
Sarah Soltow

My garden is adorned with 
two sets of Tibetan prayer 
flags. Each of them is a 

simple string with small squares of 
colored fabric attached. These small 
squares of green, blue, red, white, 
and yellow were quite bright when 
they were new, but are faded now 
to very gentle, soft shades and a bit 
frayed around the edges from con-
stant exposure to the elements. Each 
of the fabric squares is block-printed 
with Tibetan texts that represent 
prayers and wishes for the owner and 
the world. One set that hangs in my 
garden is in Tibetan only, so I can-
not read the text, but I trust that the 
prayers contained therein are worthy. 
The second set, actually obtained 
from Tibet as a gift for me from a 
friend, has an English word on each: 
Peace, Success, Long Life, Prosperity, 
Knowledge. I appreciate the thoughts. 
One of the qualities of these prayer 
flags is how they blow in the 
breezes. They beckon, flow, 
and dance with any bit of 
wind that comes along. They 
are peaceful symbols of a 
gentle life that wishes well 
to the surrounding world.

Another line stretches 
across my backyard. It took 
a few years to determine 
its position once we moved 

into this new home, but 
eventually it was determined 
that the clothesline would 
hang here. The hooks were 
placed appropriately, strong 
clothesline wire encased in 
green plastic was measured 
out, and the clothespins were 
excavated from the depths 
of other stuff that had been 
moved. Hanging laundry out 
to dry is something of a bygone task. 
Most of us have a dryer alongside of 
the washer in our homes. Since laun-
dry is one of those household chores 
that can be burdensome at best, I’m 
very grateful for the conveniences of 
modern living that make the chore 
more palatable. I grew up without a 
dryer and remember hanging laundry 
outside in the summertime and in 
the basement in winter. I remember 
rushing out before a summer storm to 
bring in the almost dry clothes, and 

I also remember sometimes bringing 
in frozen clothes on a sunny winter 
day. Even when my own children 
were very small, I had no dryer. I 
recall that the folding clothes rack 
was stored near the wood stove so 
that winter laundry could dry in the 
warmth of the stove and also provide 
needed moisture to the dry heat of the 
wood stove.

Now that I’m a real person, I 
have a laundry room well fitted with 
washer and dryer. I also have the 
means to pay the electric bills that 
come due. In recent years, however, 
I’ve been drawn to the simple act 
of hanging out my laundry. To me, 
there is both art and beauty in the 
act. I hang the shirts just so, tails 
attached to tails to minimize space 
and clothespin usage. The colors 
and designs of T-shirts, pants, socks, 
and underwear wafting in the breeze 
delight me. Sheets are folded in the 
center and stretched out to catch the 
sun and breezes that imbue them 
with the ultimate sensory experience: 
There is absolutely nothing like snug-
gling into bed between sweet, clean 
sheets while breathing the incredible 
scent bestowed by the gentle breezes 
of a sunny day. In fact I enjoy the 
fresh sunshine scent of every article 
of clothing that has been line-dried. 
Cotton becomes a little rough, so a 
touch of the iron may be needed, but 
that is another simple chore that is 
frequently regarded as an onerous 
and menial task in our culture.

When I was a young mother, 
performing the seemingly endless 
chores of hanging clothes out on 
the line, I actually began to think 
of laundry as flags of peace. Bright 
colors hung with care fluttered with 
the breezes. I conceived of family 
clotheslines assisting in the duties of 
householding, cleanliness, and order. 
These small rites of daily living 
could be spun outward in our lives 

to create the community’s sense of 
order and peace. If one thinks about 
trying to live in the disruptive climate 
of any cultural upheaval (war, disas-
ter, dislocation, refugee camps, etc.), 
one could easily imagine that the sim-
ple act of doing laundry and hanging 
one’s clothes out to dry would be 
practically impossible. 

The Tibetan prayer flags are from 
another culture and tradition that val-
ues peaceful living and believes that 
prayers can be offered in many, many 
ways. They have become a symbol 
of peace in our culture and can be 
seen frequently on porches or fences, 
in yards and gardens. Look for them 
and offer your own prayers for peace 
when you see them. Then look also 
for clothes hanging on a line behind 
someone’s house or in a side yard. 
And, if you see a clothesline hung 
with the family’s work clothes, pants, 
shirts, socks, towels, sheets, and even 
underwear, salute these flags of peace 
as you offer another prayer—for 
them, for me, for yourself, and for 
our world. 

Within all the major religious traditions, 
though to differing degrees, there is a 
shared recognition that silence is one very 
effective tool for spiritual development.

—Sara Maitland
A Book of Silence

Maria de Fatima Cruz de Lacerda 
has been living and beading 
in Shepherdstown for almost 

three years now. The interior of Hand 
of Fatima, her shop on German Street, 
is a small space that sparkles with the 
dancing light of crystals and soft glow 
of stones. She offers earrings, bracelets, 
and necklaces for sale, but one gets the 
sense that her purpose is not necessarily 
commercial. The shop itself is adorned 
with Eastern religious statuary; it is often 
filled with the sound of recorded chants. 
Incense fills the air, and one has more a 
sense of entering a shrine than a shop. 
An energy of jouissance is evident as 
Lacerda’s bubbling, infectious laughter 
frequently erupts during her interactions 
with others, but pay attention. Listen to 
her, for you will hear her laughter, but no 
words.

Off and on, for varying periods of 
time, in various places, and for much 
of her adult life, Lacerda has chosen 
the path of silence to lead her closer to 
the heart of God. “Silence to me is a 
wilderness where I go for refuge…. A 
place that nourishes and gracefully takes 
me apart. [It is] not a place of answers 
or questions. [It is] a place where the 
inner and outer boundaries are no longer 
valid, a place with no maps or props—an 
abyss.” 

Another explorer of silence, author 
Sara Maitland, quoted above, says, “We 
have reached a point in contemporary 
Western culture where we believe that too 
much silence is either ‘mad’ (depressive, 
escapist, weird) or ‘bad’ (selfish, antiso-
cial).”

Upon a first encounter with Lacerda, 
one may have to deal with that internal 
cultural assessment, but she quickly puts 
one at ease with her contagious laugh-
ter, gently blowing kisses, and friendly 
Hawaiian “hang loose” hand signals. She 
is also quite ready with a pen and pad to 
clarify any information that one might 
need. Her generosity in writing much of 
the information for this interview cer-
tainly attests to that.

To arrive at a unique perspective 
on life as an adult, one frequently tra-
verses a unique path through life. Fatima 
Lacerda was raised in a small Brazilian 
village where no technology, electricity, 
or running water flowed. A Peace Corps 
volunteer offered her the opportunity 
to come to the United States to college 
and provided her with just four things: a 
one-way air ticket to Kennedy Airport, a 
telephone number, a dime to make a call, 
and a drawing of a pay phone since she 
had never seen one. When she arrived in 
the middle of a blizzard (17 below zero 
with three feet of snow), she feared that 
she had taken the wrong plane and had 
landed in Alaska. The dime in her pocket 
was her only lifeline, and she says that 
even today, when she finds 10 cents on 
the street, she feels rich beyond measure.

Lacerda’s foray into the world that 
began at age 18 has taken her to many 
places: Baltimore; Washington, D.C.; 
Virginia; Maryland; Nepal; California; 
Florida; and for the 16 years prior to 
moving to Shepherdstown, she lived on 
the Big Island of Hawaii. Having prac-
ticed silence for a month or two annually 
for several years, Lacerda was ready to 
take the plunge into a deeper experi-
ence of silence when she turned 50. She 
“went in a tent at the foothills of Mauna 
Loa Mountain in Hawaii and spent eight 
months in silence.” She had no music, 
no books, no electricity, no phone…only 
a notebook with a few favorite prayers, 
a mala (prayer beads), and a few other 
beads for stringing.

Because Lacerda makes all of the 
jewelry in her shop, I asked her about 
this craft. With her bubbling laugh, she 
revealed that stringing beads together has 
been a constant activity in her life. As 
a very young child in Brazil, she would 
string garlands of plumeria flowers. Her 
mother and sister didn’t quite know what 
to do with these, but Lacerda would wear 
them constantly and share them with her 
family. She asks us to imagine her delight 
when she arrived in Hawaii and found 
that her childhood pastime was an hon-
ored tradition there. “Hand of Fatima is 
the arena in which I make offerings (jew-
elry) to the Goddess in us.…Beading to 
me is a practice of putting stones together 
allowing them to find a place of beauty 
and harmony. [It is] an active meditation, 
a prayer.” 

She writes, “I 
was very fortunate to 
find out very early 
on that God was not 
in any ritual and 
that he was for me 
beyond religion.” We 
have heard in words 
that God’s nature 
is unspeakable and 
unknowable; the trick 
may be in finding the 
experience of that 
nature. As a young 
child raised in the 
Catholic tradition, 
Lacerda desired the 
experience of union 
with God. For her, 
first communion was 
devastating when she 
realized that, in tak-
ing the dry wafer and 
sip of wine, she was 
not filled with the 
presence of God. And 
so, for her, the ques-
tion became, “How 
could God be outside 
me? My entire life 
has been about living 
with this question.”

Throughout her life, Lacerda has 
explored many faith traditions. She has 
participated in Tibetan, Hindu, Zen, 
Native American, and other ceremonies 
and rituals and has found elements of 
truth in all of them.

Silence, however, is the path that 
provides her with a way to be authentic in 
her life. “I feel we all have the potential 
to have an authentic relationship with 
God. It’s only up to each of us to follow 
what in us is more ‘Godlike’—moment 
by moment.” On a lighter note, Lacerda 
describes silence as very liberating! “No 
phones, no excuses, no opinions, no com-
puter!”

But she provides a bit of a warning, 
too. “It’s also important to know that 
silence is not a ‘casual practice.’ It’s risky 
to confront mind/reality with no words.” 

Sara Maitland endorses this aspect 
of silence in describing “an exhilarat-
ing sense of peril.” Both of these women 
have done their homework. Lacerda con-
fesses that she has been at this silence 
business for “only seven years” (empha-

sis hers). Maitland continues to describe 
silence as “powerfully positive,” and 
Lacerda attests, “I’ve discovered through 
it that I do have a spiritual vision and 
that it evolves, not by my own efforts, but 
by the gestures of kindness of so many 
people.”

Lacerda’s path brought her to 
Shepherdstown when she and her daughter  
visited a good friend in Knoxville, Md., 
several years ago. Her daughter decided 
that she wanted to attend Shepherd 
University. Upon her daughter’s gradua-
tion, life led Lacerda here to live and to 
set up shop. Why Shepherdstown? “Why 
not? Any place is a good place to prac-
tice.” Then, she adds, “I feel tremendous 
gratitude for living in a town that sup-
ports this inquiry of mine…. It shows and 
reflects the presence and beauty of God’s 
blessings in this town and on all of us.”

Sarah Soltow resides along the river at 
Shepherdstown where she enjoys early 
morning time with her dog, Stella.

The Silent Hand of Fatima
Sarah Soltow

Tibetan Buddhist prayer flags blowing in the wind

Maria de Fatima Cruz de Lacerda

Each of the fabric 
squares is block-printed 
with Tibetan texts that 
represent prayers and 
wishes for the owner 
and the world.

… I actually began  
to think of laundry  
as flags of peace.

The Tibetan prayer  
flags are from another  
culture and tradition 
that values peaceful  
living and believes that 
prayers can be offered 
in many, many ways.
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Intersexed Fish, Hormone Disruptors, and Toxic Bodies
An Interview with Nancy Langston

Mark Madison

Recently, University of Wisconsin 
professor and author Nancy 
Langston came to Shepherdstown 

to talk about her new book Toxic Bodies. 
Langston is a professor in the Department 
of Forest and Wildlife Ecology, with a 
joint appointment in the Nelson Institute 
of Environmental Studies. From 2007 to 
2009, she was president of the American 
Society for Environmental History and 
currently she is editor of the journal 
Environmental History.

The idea of endocrine disruptors hits 
disturbingly close to home as it impacts 
everything from our local wildlife to our 
own and our children’s health. I had a 
chance to interview her recently for the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER.

Madison: Tell us a little about how you 
got interested in writing this newest book, 
Toxic Bodies.

Langston: Well, Toxic Bodies looks at 
the history of endocrine disruptors, which 
are the synthetic chemicals that disrupt, 
alter, change, transform hormone systems 
in both humans and wildlife. I got inter-
ested, actually, when I was working on 
the history of Malheur National Wildlife 
Refuge [in Princeton, Oregon], because 
when I was researching the refuge, I 
learned that really substantial quantities  
of 245T and 2,4-D (which became 
famous as Agent Orange) had been 
used by managers to manage the refuge. 
Concerns were beginning to emerge 
about what that might mean for the health 
of the people who sprayed it and for the 

health of the 
fish. At the same 
time, we started 
reading more 
and more reports 
about intersexed 
fish: fish in the 
Potomac River 
where males 
seemed to be 
developing egg 
yolk proteins; 
fish in the waters 
of British streams 

where every single fish seemed to be 
female, and then when they looked more 
closely, they realized half of them were 
male, but they were developing egg 
yolk proteins too. I learned that across 
aquatic systems around the world, marine 
snails were developing imposex, which 
is a very scary condition where female 
snails developed a condition that blocked 
the release of eggs from their oviduct. 
Eventually these blocked eggs explode, 
and then [the female snails] die. And 
many species of marine snails seem to 
be decreasing. There were problems with 
Chinook salmon, sex-changing salmon, 
and an endangered run in the Pacific 
Northwest. Sometimes it seemed every-
where you turned, you were hearing more 
and more problems with reproductive 
success in aquatic [animals] and then 
terrestrial animals as well. And then I 
started learning that there were lots of 
reproduction problems in people: infertil-
ity, problems with reproductive cancers, 
increases in testicular cancer, decreases 
in sperm count. Scientists across the 
world began to be concerned that syn-
thetic chemicals were affecting reproduc-
tive systems in wildlife and in people too.

Madison: What are hormone disrupters 
and what do they do?

Langston: Hormone disrupters are syn-
thetic chemicals that have the ability to 
change the ways our endocrine systems 
work in our bodies. Endocrine systems 
are made up of the hormones and all 
the receptors and the proteins that carry 
these hormones throughout the blood. 
Hormones are kind of a signaling system  
within our body. We have a number of 

different signaling systems. Some of 
them signal really quickly, like our neu-
rological system—our brain, our nervous 
system, sends almost instantaneous 
[signals] throughout the body. The hor-
mone system is a little slower; the effects 
last a little longer, and so hormones tell 
the developing fetus, the developing 
baby, how exactly to develop. So, one 
hypothesis that was developed by wild-
life biologists is that tiny changes in the 
background levels of hormones and syn-
thetic chemicals that act like hormones 
could be affecting reproduction, cancer 
rates, [and] fertility rates in many, many 
wildlife [animals] across the world.

Madison: Scary thought.

Langston: It is a scary thought because 
what Rachel Carson taught us 40, 50 
years ago is that wildlife can’t be sepa-
rated from people. People tend to think 
we’re exceptional, that we’re different 
from the rest of animals. And so, when 
we find reports that some 30 percent of 
fish in British waters are now intersexed; 
that there are radical increases in intersex 
conditions in many, many [animals]; dra-
matic increases in testicular cancer [and] 
in uterine cancer; that we should be pay-
ing close attention because what we do to 
the rest of the world we do to ourselves.

Madison: One of the concepts you 
brought up in the book, that I hadn’t 
heard described this way before, was the 
“precautionary principle” and it seems 
like it has many applications. I wondered 
if you could tell us what the “precaution-
ary principle” is?

Langston: The “precautionary principle” 
states that when there is good reason 
to suspect a new chemical might cause 
harm, either to wildlife or to people, then 
the burden of proof should be on the 
industry to show that this chemical is safe 
rather than on the consumer or the gov-
ernment to prove that it causes individual 
harm to individual people. So, what I’m 
arguing is that precaution, the principle 
that you have to show something’s safe 
before you expose everybody to it—that’s 
a great principle [and] it’s important 
to defend. And all synthetic chemicals 

should be subject to that principle, not 
just drugs.

Madison: In addition to a medical his-
tory and kind of a cautionary tale of 
overexuberance about the potential of 
chemicals and so on, it’s also an environ-
mental history. I wonder if you could tell 
us what environmental history is?

Langston: Sure. Environmental history 
is the study of the relationships between 
humans and the rest of nature, unlike 
many other forms of history, say, social 
or political history, which focus mostly 
on what humans do and kind of assume 
that the rest of nature is this static back-
drop, this stage upon which the drama of 
human life [is] played out. Environmental 
history works from the insights of Rachel 
Carson, who taught us that we’re all in 
this together; what we do to fish, we 
do to ourselves. And, that we may think 
we’re controlling nature, but nature is 
often turning around and reshaping us.

Nancy Langston’s first book, Forest 
Dreams, Forest Nightmares (University 
of Washington Press, 1995) examines the 
causes of the forest health crisis on west-
ern national forests. Her second book, 
Where Land and Water Meet: A Western 
Landscape Transformed (University of 
Washington Press, 2003) focuses on 
dilemmas over riparian management in 
the West. Her third book, Toxic Bodies: 
Hormone Disruptors and the Legacy of 
DES, was released by Yale University 
Press in February 2010. Her current 
project is Changing Lake Superior: 
Forest, Fisheries, Global Warming, and 
Environmental Health.

Mark Madison is the historian for 
the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service and 
teaches environmental history, environ-
mental ethics, and environment in film at 
Shepherd University.

All Creatures Great and Small

Lois Claxton Turco is a conversation-
alist, volunteer par excellence, an 
idea generator, persuasive commu-

nicator, out-of-the-box thinker, and vision-
ary. And that’s just for starters. Fortunately 
for Shepherdstown and Jefferson County, 
she brings all of that and more to her cur-
rent mission, which is telling the region’s 
story in a way that differs from the tradi-
tional tourism model.

“Heritage area thinking,” a phrase 
Turco coined, capitalizes on the idea 
that regional identity is a combination 
of the cultural, recreational, historic, and 
natural features of an area. By integrat-
ing contemporary attractions like cycling 
the C&O Canal, whitewater rafting on 
the Shenandoah, and boutique shopping 
with trips to historical battlefields and 
landmarks, visitors and residents learn 
the story of a place in a more compelling 
fashion. The result can also lead to sus-
tainable economic development. 

Turco is familiar with the formal 
designation of a National Heritage Area, 
which is approved by Congress but admin-
istered by local organizations. Her goal 
since settling in Shepherdstown in 2001 
has been to establish such an area in this 
region. She cited the Baltimore Harbor 
National Heritage Area and the Journey 
through Hallowed Ground, focusing on 
Civil War stories occurring between 
Gettysburg and Monticello, as good exam-
ples of how, once recognized, the National 
Park Service protects and promotes des-
ignated places. The Coal Heritage Scenic 
Byway and Wheeling National Heritage 
Area are West Virginia sites that are simi-
larly preserved. 

Since funding for the creation of new 
National Heritage Areas has been curtailed 
in recent years, this determined woman 
decided to approach her mission in another 
way. Initially, Turco worked on a National 
Park Service project called Washington’s 

Way West but while waiting for the official 
designation, she and several others in the 
group decided to rebrand themselves. The 
new nonprofit organization is called the Two 
Rivers Heritage Partnership and will act and 
think like a National Heritage Area planning 
group. Its Web site will link historic homes, 
recreational opportunities, local craftspeople, 
riverfront and town parks, Civil War land-
marks, and many other attributes of this area. 
The partnership will bring together com-
munity groups who share the same desire to 
preserve this special place in American his-
tory. The two waterways and the geographic 
area to be highlighted are from the conflu-
ence of the Shenandoah and Potomac rivers 
at Harpers Ferry over to Berryville, Va., up 
to Winchester then over to Cumberland, Md., 
and down the canal towns before coming 
back to Harpers Ferry. 

Telling the story from this angle 
and in this way is exactly what excites 
Lois Turco, whose voice becomes more 
animated when elaborating on the new 
venture. Her passions for bringing people 
together to solve problems and for explor-
ing heritage are what motivate her actions. 
This intense fascination with ancestral 
history may stem from Turco’s very genes. 
A direct descendant on her father’s side 
of the family, Thomas Claxton, was a 
purchasing agent for Thomas Jefferson 
and was called his “man Friday” in the 
task of furnishing the president’s home 
in Washington. Letters found in long-
forgotten boxes stored in her parents’ D.C. 
residence yielded proof of this historic 
connection. Claxtons have lived in the 
District of Columbia, where Lois was 
born, since 1783.

Another factor that contributes 
to Lois Turco’s unique perspective on 
heritage area thinking is her worldview 
developed over 10 overseas moves, 5 
posts, and 13 years abroad. As a Foreign 
Service spouse, she lived, worked and 
raised a family in Dacca, East Pakistan; 
Islamabad, West Pakistan; Calcutta, India; 
Kabal, Afghanistan; and Aman, Jordan. 
This life-changing immersion process for-
ever changed the way she would perceive 
the world. As a 26-year-old, Turco and 
her husband, Fred, along with their three 
young children embarked on a marvel-
ous adventure. Turco made a home for 
the family in each location, postponing 
the completion of her college education 
and the start of a career until Suzanne, 
Andrew, and Stephanie were more settled. 
A move to Calcutta in 1975 enabled 
the children to enroll at the Woodstock 

School, a Christian mis-
sionary boarding school 
in the foothills of the 
Himalayan Mountains.

The next assignment, 
in 1978, was to the small 
American Embassy in 
Afghanistan, a country 
that Turco loved. It was 

here that she clearly recognized that her 
way of looking at the world had changed. 
It had become easier to negotiate outside 
her cultural comfort zone and to imagine 
new and different ways to solve problems. 
She could bring her experiences to the 
communities where she lived and offer a 
broader perspective on how people can 
live and work together. 

The political climate in Afghanistan 
changed dramatically in February 1979 
and Lois Turco found herself to be one of 
the last spouses out of Kabal. In October, 
at age 40, she moved back to India. 
However, in December the couple decided 
that Lois should return to the United 
States, and during that home leave the 
Soviets invaded Afghanistan. Since return-
ing to Kabal was impossible, she remained 
in the Washington area to complete her 
undergraduate degree at the University of 
Maryland. She graduated in May 1980 and 
then received a scholarship for graduate 
work in linguistics and cultural anthropol-
ogy. She also became certified to teach 
English as a second language.

One final overseas posting took the 
couple to Aman, Jordan, from 1982 to 
1985. Applying the new skills and cre-
dentials, Turco found a position at the 
University of Jordan teaching English as 
a second language. An embassy job fol-
lowed where she was a community liaison 
officer or, as Turco described it, “mother 
superior” to those in the American 
community. She worked with the 150 
employees and their spouses and families, 
producing a newsletter, welcoming new 
arrivals, providing an orientation to the 
culture and community, and assessing 
the needs of the diverse group. The chal-
lenging year of trying to bring humor and 
positive thinking to people living in a new 
environment taught Turco many things. 
Chief among them was how to develop her 
personal coping strategies and resilience 
to manage the effects of having lived in so 
many different cultures. 

Returning to the United States 
brought its own demands. The Turcos had 
to acclimate to American culture while 
settling into an empty nest left by the 
three adult children who were on their way 
to becoming professionals in their own 
right. Lois held several interesting jobs 
in the D.C. area and eventually landed 
in Rockville, Md., with a research firm 
where she worked for 13 years. She man-
aged databases, did networking, computer 
maintenance, and Web site development. 

When the time came to seek a place to 
retire and retool, Turco brought her tech-
nological expertise, worldview, and love  
of history to Shepherdstown.

“What will I do with the rest of my 
life?” she remembers asking herself. 
Soon she became a board member of the 
Gateway New Economy Council. This 
nonprofit organization was the perfect 
vehicle for putting some of her broad 
perspective and problem-solving theory 
into practice. She worked with Gateway 
members on regional issues as the group 
began to develop the Eastern Panhandle 
into a showcase for bringing business, 
technology and higher education together 
for economic gain. In 2005 Turco attended 
a roundtable hosted by Rotary, and from 
that meeting of the minds, she helped to 
form the Shepherdstown Heritage Group. 
Players who hadn’t worked in combina-
tion before came together including the 
Town Council, the National Park Service, 
and Shepherd University. Their tasks were 
to join Shepherdstown to a new bridge 
across the Potomac River and to design a 
welcome garden. Eventually through this 
collaborative effort, a bike path, overlook, 
and connecting sidewalk to campus were 
constructed.

“Heritage area thinking” had begun! 
Local projects expanded to regional ones, 
start-up money was procured, and cur-
rent activities of nonprofits were linked. 
Marketing included the recognition of 
cultural and natural landscapes like the 
riverfront and town parks, and historic 
preservation was given a major emphasis. 
Further heritage area thinking resulted 
in the cofounding of Freedom’s Run: An 
Event for Health and Heritage, now tak-
ing place annually in the fall. It is also 
involved in the Canal Towns program that 
counts Shepherdstown as a member; the 
Heritage Forum and Heritage Summit of 
2008; and now the Two Rivers Heritage 
Partnership.

“If you don’t know where you are, 
you can’t know who you are,” says Dan 
Shilling, author of Civic Tourism: The 
Poetry and Politics of Place. Lois Turco 
has taken this message from the writ-
ten page and sprinkled it into fascinating 
stories that engage people of all ages. She 
will continue to spread her thinking and 
doing as long as there are stories to tell, 
visitors to listen, and places to discover.

Lois Claxton Turco’s ‘Heritage Area Thinking’
Wendy Mopsik

Lois Turco brings attention to the book that 
helped to give a conceptual framework for  
her heritage area thinking.

PHOTO BY WENDY MOPSIK

She clearly recognized 
that after living abroad 
for so many years, her 
way of looking at the 
world had changed.

The new nonprofit organization 
is called the Two Rivers Heritage 
Partnership and will act and think 
like a National Heritage Area.

Author Nancy Langston and her new book
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Stink bugs. Everyone seems to have them. 
And not just any old stink bugs, but 
Brown Marmorated Stink Bugs (BMSB), 

Halyomorpha halys. 
The word “bug” is often used as a generic 

term for an insect, but stink bugs and other 
“true bugs” are in a specific group, Order 
Hemiptera, meaning half-wing. Their front 
wings are divided into two distinct sections;  
the front half is leathery and the rear half  
membranous. True bugs can be predators  
or plant feeders, but all have piercing-sucking 
mouthparts.

The name of a true bug is written as two 
words—stink bug, squash bug, etc. When it is 
not a true bug, it is written as one word—lady-
bug, Junebug, etc. The same is true with flies. 
A true fly’s name is written as two words—
house fly, horse fly, etc. Otherwise, it is one 
word—butterfly, dragonfly, etc.

We’ve always had plenty of our own native 
stink bugs, but they are considered minor pests 
and don’t interfere with human activities.

Not long ago, everything changed! 
About four years ago, I recall talking with 

a pest control operator from Maryland who 
asked me if we had BMSB. I had never heard 
of them. He said that they had just appeared 
around Hagerstown, invading homes in the 
fall and driving people crazy, not just by their 
presence, but by the foul odor they emit when 
disturbed. By the following year, they were 
appearing in our area, and over the past two 
years, complaints have poured in. 

BMSB are invaders from Asia, first  
officially reported in Allentown, Pa., in 2001. 
A few years earlier, people began complaining 
about stink bugs getting into their houses. This 
would indicate that it took experts a while to 
figure out exactly what the insects were. The 
bugs are believed to have arrived in packing 
material from China.

By 2003, BMSB had made their way 
northwest to Minnesota and south to South 
Carolina. By 2005, they were found in Oregon 
and California. Last year some were found  
in Florida.

Our native stink bugs spend the winter  
in leaf litter, dead vegetation and similar places. 
BMSB prefer to squeeze through cracks and 
enter buildings and other sheltered places in 
search of hibernation sites. They are really not 
searching for large spaces—they prefer dark, 

undisturbed places like spaces between walls 
and in or under things. 

They hide in draperies, behind pictures 
and mirrors, in rolled-up rugs, in stored boxes 
and in trunks of cars. One man took his canoe 
down for his first spring float and found it full 
of stink bugs. 

The worst stink bug story I heard was 
from someone who had bought an early gift 
and stashed it away in a box. When the gifting 
occasion rolled around, she wrapped it without 
opening the box to look at it again. The recipi-
ent was horrified to find the gift crawling with 
stink bugs. 

The habits of BMSB, aided by human 
activities, have enabled the bugs to spread 
quickly. In Maine, they were found at an RV 
dealership, hiding under seat cushions and  
storage compartments of the RVs. In Florida, 
they were found on a commercial shipping 
dock, in motor homes driven by “snowbirds” 
from northern states, and in shrink-wrapped 
furniture delivered to someone who had moved 
from another state.

BMSB cannot live and reproduce in 
homes. When they slip in to hibernate, they do 
not feed on houseplants or anything else. They 
have eaten their fill and built up enough fat to 
see them through their winter sleep, and they 
do not eat any more.

If the bugs have made their way into an 
unheated attic or similar place, they sleep qui-
etly until spring. However, if they get into liv-
ing quarters, the warmth and lights will keep 
them active. This burns up the stored fat that 
was supposed to take them through hibernation, 
and they die. Unfortunately, this can take a long 
time; and if the fall weather stays mild, more 
bugs keep coming in. 

In about April, the bugs awaken and head 
outdoors, although they might go in and out 
for weeks if the weather is changeable. They 
should be gone by mid-spring, off to their  
business of mating and laying eggs.

BMSB have five generations a year in 
China. So far, they have only one generation  
in the United States, but they are anticipated  
to have more as they populate the south.

In China, BMSB feed on all sorts of tree 
fruits, from apples to citrus, persimmons and figs, 
as well as on bean pods and on foliage, stems and 
flowers of many trees and foliage plants.

In our country, so far, they have been 
found on apples, peaches, pears, apricots, rasp-
berries, grapes, peppers, tomatoes, beans, and 
cucumbers. They also feed on ornamentals and 
shade trees, including sunflowers, roses, lilacs, 
dogwood, serviceberry, maple, Paulownia, red-
bud, and birch. And the list continues to grow. 

On soft fruit like peaches, puncture 
wounds can cause the distorted growth called 
catfacing that allows rots to enter. On hard fruit 

such as apples and pears, the 
wounds cause brown, corky 
spots to develop. While the 
home orchardist might tolerate 
this, the fruit is unsalable for 
the commercial grower.

Green, barrel-shaped eggs 
are laid in batches of about 25 
on the undersides of leaves. 
The young (nymphs) are red when first hatched, 
then turn black and later grayish-brown, resem-
bling small adults.

The eventual impact on U.S. agriculture is 
still unknown, but the situation does not bode 
well. One local orchardist told of dumping 
a large part of his peach crop due to BMSB 
damage. Another told of damage to apples and 
Asian pears.

What can we do? Unfortunately, not much, 
especially since the host range of BMSB is so 
great. Researchers are pondering new pesticide 
recommendations, and searches are on for natu-
ral enemies. Research into pheromones is ongo-
ing—to repel the bugs, confuse them so that 
they can’t find mates, or call them into places 
where they can be killed.

Some people have observed jumping  
spiders killing BMSB. Spiders are general 
predators, killing whatever they can catch, but 
are not numerous enough to make a difference. 
Plus, many people hate, fear, and kill spiders!

There are many publications that tell how 
to identify BMSB—the most distinguishable 
feature being white areas on the antennas. 
Personally, I believe in making things easier. 
Since our native stink bugs don’t invade houses, 
if stink bugs invaded your home, it is safe to 
say they were BMSB. You can start thinking 
about next fall and work on securing your home 
by screening vents and caulking.

I know many gentle people who do not 
wish to kill any living thing. Sometimes I 
include myself in their numbers. However, in 
the case of BMSB, I definitely recommend kill-
ing as many of them as you can because they 
spell big trouble for our fruit and other plants. 
A detergent spray works as well as anything 
else to kill them, but their sheer numbers are 
daunting.

I recall seeing stink bugs puncturing my 
tomatoes and peppers last summer, but I never 
made the connection to BMSB until now. I 
purchased some lightweight insect barrier cloth, 
and I guess I will try covering all my tomatoes 
with it this summer. 

Claire Stuart studies and writes about insects. 
Her childhood hero was Henri Fabre. If you 
don’t know who he was, she suggests you look 
him up.
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Humorless Beauty

Dialogue:
 “It’s so beautiful.”
 “I don’t see the humor in it.”
So terrible
 so red
 the sharp intake of
 breath
 immediate pain
 red, purple
  welling, dripping
 The danger of it
 red for love
 blood from the heart
  welling
  dripping
  fiercely lovely

Peach

The first flavor past
 vanilla – the path well-trodden
Peach, that burst of sweetness
 so true to fruit:
  the wet, the softness rolling
 on the tongue
That taste of temptation
 the door opening, all
 the chances yet to be taken,
A world of possibilities

Stink Bugs Are Not GOOD NEWS
Claire Stuart

‘First things first’ and Other Work by Cassie Bosley

Poetry

Cassie Bosley
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PHOTOS BY CLAIRE STUART

Where’s Amelia? Thanks, Joanie

One jet trail then
 another -
no guitar there
The river is up
Noon sun sends train-trestle shadow
 onto brown water
 its rushing is gone
Crows, ducks, geese
 louder than the cars
Blue blue sky
 Two new jet trails.

Old poem, still relevant

Therein space
  throbs. Atoms throw
  themselves amongst the
   indigo emptiness
   repelling and revolving
    around
     the universe in an atom
 Energy moving, whether in rays or waves,
 amber or white, winter snow
  sun off a frozen lake
  tsunamis, towering water
  tornadoes, spinning out from
   green clouds
   taste of the other
   born on the breeze
   of a cosmic storm
Time is the world where god lives,
 evil lurks, dreams are born,
   each alone as the dreamer of
   curves, waves, rays, rods – components
    of chaos.

Christ Church Graveyard

Bodies at rest in their coffins,
flowers and flags at their heads
under the branches of yew – five
trees, old, in a circle –
stride through, find yourself alone.

Looking across, more graves
with old plaster flowers,
alabaster angel, wings folded,
names carved with tools, with rubbing.
One tree, alone and on a rise,
stands through the shadow
lending a light –
life shines on Jesus and Druid alike.
Black dog, loose-leashed
with her nose in the leaves there,
the leaves of the yew.
Nobody bothers you here,
the school bus rattles by on its way.

On the Canal Tow-path

We go for a walk, the dog and I.
I scrunch through dry leaves and old gravel.
She is silent on pads, stepping lightly.
She pounces,
 the smell-earth-warmth
  the tremor of prey.
The sun sparkles on the river,
 glistening
  glitter on grey silk.
The blonde wood of a wind-torn sycamore
 points to the sky:
  blue, endless ethereal blue.
The wind moves the trunks
 screek…screek:
  old doors swinging in old hinges.
Crows fly by
 caw…caw…caw,
  harbingers of nonsense
  I need to listen anyway.
The bluebells’ leaves thrust up,
purple-edged green, hints of buds
tucked down deep,
waiting for a warmer day.

First things first

Bliss and Disgust, warring twins –
Which one will greet me
 this morning?
They won’t leave ‘til the coffee’s
 done, and then they’re
 figuring on who next to bother.
They can’t be only mine but
 rather travel the universe
seeing who has opened their
eyes in that moment,
trying to greet the day.

Every moment

cherry blossoms fall like
 snow flakes
 blowing across the pavement
Earth Day tomorrow
only one day
to celebrate the
beauty of this gem
  this mother
  this blossom

Cassie Bosley has been a resident of Shepherdstown 
since 1985 and is an adjunct professor of English  
at Shepherd University, as well as an artist and a  
grandmother.
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The burning of th
e “Old Year” in Copiopo
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Chile
Robbie Glenn

From December 26, 2009, to January 8, 
2010, I ventured into Chile with my grand-
mother Gloria (mi abuela) for a quick two-

week escapade into the heart of the sunny coastal 
country. My trip was one of constant movement 
as we traveled by bus, car, or plane to different 
destinations. This constant movement sometimes 
was frustrating and constraining but at other times 
refreshing because something new and interest-
ing waited for me around every corner. Chile is a 
long thin country that snakes its way 2,880 miles 
along the west coast of South America buffer-
ing Argentina from the Pacific Ocean. In Chile 
you are never more than a two-hour drive from 
the coast no matter where you are in the country. 
Chile is mountainous with the arid peaks in the 
north and bursting green mountain forests in 
the south. The infamous Atacama Desert is well 
known for being the driest place on earth with 
droughts that can last decades, even centuries. As 
you travel south along Chile’s snowcapped moun-
tain peaks, the desert wastes give way to a stu-
pendous array of exotic green vegetation, which 
seems to glow in the gleaming sunlight. This 
sunlight never seems to fade from the sky—in fact 
the entire time I was in Chile I never experienced 
so much as a drizzle of rain.

The people in Chile, like most Latin coun-
tries, are a mix of indigenous and Spanish blood; 
however there are also around one million pure-
blood Mapuchu Indians along with other tribes 
native to Chile. I recall writing, “People in Chile 
have a real sense of community and human con-
nection that I feel our culture desperately needs 
to explore. People stick closer to each other as if 
woven together with invisible threads. The threads 
may come under strain, rip and shred, but are 
always mended through the endless touch of hands 
and bodies.”

Departing from JFK airport the day after 
Christmas in a torrent of rain and wind, I was car-
ried for 12 hours in a straight diagonal shot and 
landed in Santiago, the capital of Chile, the very 
next day. After landing I couldn’t quite believe 
that I was in a completely different world than 
the one that I’m accustomed to in North America. 
Going through customs in Santiago was much dif-
ferent than the customs in the Unite States. There 
were no guards toting machine guns, no German 
Shepherds being led by military-like police shuf-
fling through your belongings, just a few security 
guards and some airport officials; I felt much bet-
ter here already. 

Nothing could have prepared me, however, 
for the bright summer sun (in case anybody isn’t 
keen on geography, the southern hemisphere expe-
riences summer during our winter), and the out-
standing florescent green florascape of Santiago. 
Walking out of the sliding doors, we were greeted 
by my great uncle Havier. Havier is a tall, dark 
man with a rotund yet tight stomach, broad shoul-

ders and huge arms and hands. Havier’s face was 
broad with a pronounced nose and large strong 
hands and arms. After greeting me with a swift 
handshake Havier swept us off in his car into the 
heart of Santiago. As we sped our way through 
the busy bypasses outside Santiago, I tried to take 
in everything around me. I was astounded by the 
trash that seemed to drift about in huge clumps, 
a major problem in many poorer countries. The 
Mapuchu River that flows through the heart of 
Santiago was heavily inundated with municipal 
waste as well. The sight of shantytowns on the 
outskirts of Santiago was also burned into my 
mind.

Santiago is Chile’s largest city, located in the 
center of the country. Originally a Spanish con-
quistador military base, Santiago has expanded 
and now blankets the valley with miles of bustling 
concrete-and-steel cityscape and houses a popula-
tion of about four million residents. If you ever 
visit Santiago you will immediately recognize a 
haze in the air and a tickle in your lungs. Santiago 
is located in a valley surrounded by mountains, 
so any air pollution released from cars or industry 
has a difficult time. Thankfully, you can ignore 
the irritation in your lungs and appreciate the 
patchwork of vibrant greens, purples, oranges 
filling any space not yet invaded by concrete. You 
can also feel the cool breeze against your skin and 
enjoy the wonderful 80-degree air jutting though 
the boulevards and alleyways.

Arriving at Havier’s apartment I was reunited 
with some of my cousins, Francis and Paullina. 
Paullina spent a year in the United Sates and 
teaches English in Chile. She is a very nice 
woman and offered to take me on a tour of the 
city center when I returned from the north. So 
after a nice breakfast and some good conversation, 
I fell asleep for a pleasant six hours before being 
jostled out of bed by Havier’s poor English. Soon 
I would depart for the north of Chile into the dri-
est place on earth, the Atacama Desert.

A drowsy two-hour flight landed me in what 
I thought was going to be a typical hot and dry 
desert. However, I was surprised to find I was 
greeted by a burst of cold air around 50 degrees. 
At first I thought everyone on the plane was crazy 
for wearing long sleeves in a desert, but as it 
turned out I was the ignorant gringo. Calama is 
a large desert town in the north of Chile, located 
next to the famous copper mine at Chuquicamata. 
The dusty dirty streets of Calama are home to the 
ubiquitous stray dogs that crowd every city and 
town in Chile. Calama was constructed around a 
small river that has now dried up due to mining. 

The family I stayed with lived in a gated 
community in Calama. Mimi and her two chil-
dren, Jon and Ursula, were very good hosts and 
took us out to explore the Atacama. Jon is a 
scrawny boy around the age of 13 and Ursula is 
an adorable little girl who is only four. During my 

Wondering
Marjorie Dower

This year I made my usual 
feeble attempt at spring clean-
ing. As I sorted through my 

useless accumulation of outdated 
seed packs, outgrown clothes, old 
books, yellow newspaper clippings, 
and unopened gourmet crackers, I 
wondered why, when one of a thing 
seems good, I seem to want lots of it? 
I want more than I will ever use, read, 
eat, or plant. Too often, moths eat 
the clothes, mice eat the books, and 
little things with wings fly out of the 
crackers.

This desire for more applies to 
nations as well as individuals. Butter 
goes rancid in warehouses, milk gets 
dumped, and stockpiles of flour get 
maggots. It isn’t only food that we 
stockpile. Think of the unused mis-
sile silos and “mothballed” ships and 
weapons.

I was thinking about this just 
before Easter when I took the dog to 
Morgan’s Grove for his daily run. I 
encountered a mass of small children 
leaving the park. They carried bags 
and baskets filled with plastic Easter 
eggs. Their Easter egg hunt was over. 
Several boys about nine years old 
remained to play. “Kapow! Gotcha!”

“Not!”
“Did, too!”
Every mother knows that little 

boys don’t need toy weapons. Sticks, 
fingers, and empty Easter eggs will 
do. I don’t know if they were cops 
and robbers or space fighters and 
aliens, but the egg missiles were fly-
ing.

Then there was the rush to 
restock. One boy had his basket full, 
but had spotted another weapon near 
the lovely, peaceful Town Run stream 
that was minding its own business, 
bopping and burbling along on its 
way to Shepherdstown.

In his haste to grab one more egg 
for his arsenal, he tripped. All the 
eggs fell tumbling down the bank and 
into the run, where they escaped. The 
eggs moved rapidly in the current, 

out of the park, through the pasture, 
down past the post office, the bank 
and the Little House, heading toward 
the Potomac.

I could hear my grandmother 
saying, “Taking more than you need 
comes to no good.”

Then I remembered a time in 
my own life when my desire to have 
more weaponry than I needed back-
fired.

I was spending some time with 
my friends, Edie and Ken Carey, at 
their grandmother’s ranch in western 
Colorado. Mrs. Brandon’s cowhands 
were busy getting ready to move the 
cattle to summer pastures. When the 
three of us arrived at the corral to 
“help,” they only wanted us out of 
their way.

“Bet you’re afraid to ride over 
to the ghost town,” one of the hands 
teased.

What kid could resist the bait? 
The ghost town was on the other side 
of the mountain. It could be reached 
by way of an overgrown wagon trail 
that led from the ranch. No old ghosts 
could frighten us. We saddled the 
horses, stocked provisions—apples, 
peanut butter sandwiches, cookies, 
and thermoses of water—into our 
canvas saddlebags and set off for an 
adventure.

Around noon we stopped by an 
abandoned barn to eat. We knew we 
were getting close to the town. The 
closer we got, the more plausible the 
legends of ghosts became. When we 
returned we would be heroes. How 
brave we would seem to the adults.

Then we began to think, “What 
if…what if…” and then, “How can 
we protect ourselves?”

We needed weapons. We explored 
the barn to see if someone left any-
thing like a bat or a golf club. (Well, 
we had golf clubs and bats in our 
garages in Denver.) Edie found an 
abandoned nest full of large eggs—
the perfect ammunition. No ghost 
could stand up against a barrage of 

eggs. We divided the eggs, put them 
carefully into our shirt pockets and 
the saddlebags, and proceeded on to 
the town.

The old road curved down, and 
there was the town. It looked exactly 
like the ghost towns of the movies—
buildings made of weathered wooden 
planks, porches held up by tired old 
posts, shutters falling off, broken 
windows and old doors complaining 
about the wind and groaning on rusty 
hinges.

As we slowly made our way 
down the dirt street, the door of one 
old house creaked and opened. We 
froze in our tracks.

A ghost, in the form of a bearded 
old man, came out, blinked in the 
bright sun, and said, “What’re you 
kids up to? You git rat outta ’ere.”

We unfroze and panicked. “Git” 
we did. We turned those horses and 
galloped as fast as we could back the 
way we had come—all the way home.

Until we got within sight of the 
ranch, we were too frightened and out 
of breath to realize that our unused 
weapons did not survive intact. Then 
the awful smell caught up with us. 
Every egg had broken and oozed out 
of the bags onto the saddle blankets, 
into our jeans, and over the horses. 
And worse than that, every egg was 
rotten. The poor horses were hot and 
frothy, and the eggs mixed with the 
froth. We were in a cloud of hydrogen 
sulfide, the rotten egg gas.

We were not greeted as heroes. 
No one was vaguely sympathetic 
when we told our story. In fact, they 
were furious that we had allowed the 
horses to get overheated. We had to 
walk the horses to cool them down, 
then wash and rub them dry. Next, we 
washed the saddle blankets with lye 
soap and placed them over the rails 
to dry. Finally, there were saddles to 
clean with saddle soap. By the time 
we finished, we were hardly able to 
walk and too odoriferous and nause-
ated to face any food.

Mrs. Brandon told us that we 
had not run into a ghost. It was just 
old Tom, a World War I veteran, who 
wandered in and out of abandoned 
towns, taking up temporary residence 
while he tried to pan some gold out 
of the well-mined streams.

“You children must have scared 
him half to death. Next time you 
feel the need to protect yourself, you 
should make sure that you know if 
and from what you need protect-
ing. Remember, taking more than 
you need of anything always back-
fires and you end up losing.” Mrs. 
Brandon and my grandmother must 
have been taught the same lesson in 
school.

I wonder why that lesson is so hard 
for children, for me, and for a whole 
nation to learn? It isn’t a new truth. 
Several thousand years ago we were 
warned that manna spoils if stockpiled. 
(I wonder what that smells like?) 

What would happen if we, 
individ ually and as a nation, started 
to control our desire for more, more, 
more? Would we still have more than 
enough? I bet we would.

Would peace break out? 
I wonder.

Editor’s Note: This article first appeared 
in the Summer 2001 issue of the GOOD 
NEWS PAPER.

A typical Chilean gravey
ard in Copiopo

Mine at Chuquicamata

La Monela in Santiago

Me, Victor, and his mother in Curico
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stay in Calama, Ursula and I became good 
friends, and spent many hours playing on 
top of the irrigation ditches in her neighbor-
hood. Mimi is a stout middle-aged jeweler 
with brown, sunned skin, dark black hair 
and a wonderful smile. She was very warm 
and hospitable to me and served delicious 
food every day.

My first outing in the north brought 
me to the doorstep of one of the biggest 
industrial operations in the world: the mine 
at Chuquicamata. The scale of this mine 
is simply massive: 4.3 kilometers long, 3 
kilometers wide, and over 850 meters deep. 
It makes even the gigantic CAT trucks that 
ferry chunks of copper rock up the side-
winding paths of the artificial canyon look 
tiny. In continuous nonstop production 
for 90 years, the mine in 2008 produced 
1,547,705 metric tons of fine copper. This 
is equivalent to 10.2 percent of the world’s 
refined copper production. The mine runs 
24/7 all year round.

Historically, Chuquicamata has been 
a large point of contention in Chile with 
many different countries expropriating 
profits from the mine. With the election 
of the socialist president Salvador Allende 
in the 1970s, the mine became property of 
the Chilean state. To many working class 
Chileans, the nationalization signaled a 
break from colonization and domination 
from foreign countries. To the American 
corporations and the Nixon administration, 
it represented a communist takeover of 
American interest by “irresponsible people.” 
The nationalization resulted in economic 
sabotage of Chile through embargos and 
domestic sabotage among the rich in Chile, 
with the active collaboration and aid from 
the CIA. In 1972 the Nixon administration 
had had enough and ordered the removal of 
the Allende regime through a violent mili-
tary coup, orchestrated by the CIA in col-
laboration with the Chilean military brass. 
Despite the coup, the mine has remained 
property of the state-owned corporation of 
CODELCO. Even with the continued state 
ownership, there still remain disputes with 
the workers and the residents of Calama on 
one side, and the bosses running the state 
corporation on the other. The residents hoist 
black flags to signal their discontent with 
the little money that Calama receives from 
the mine. The rest of the trip in the desert 
was breathtaking as I explored desert salt 
pools, vast green oases, and ancient Incan 
towns. Before I knew it, I was on a 10-hour 
bus ride to the city of Copiapo.

Copiapo is a medium city located in 
the southern Atacama. Here there is much 
more moisture than in Calama. The moder-
ate rainfall mixed with the intense sunlight 
creates perfect conditions for grape cultiva-
tion. The Atacama is famous for its wine 
and pisco (grape liquor) production. In 
Copiapo we stayed with a small family in 
their century-old one-story abode confi-
dently located across from a combination 
brothel and bar. The keepers of the house, 
Marjula and Waldo, keep a small garden and 
orchard in their two-acre backyard where 
Waldo cultivates avocados, olives, peaches, 
plums, and garlic the size of two human 
fists put together. The garden is completely 
irrigated by water pumped from the city into 
Marjula and Waldo’s backyard once a week. 
Every day I enjoyed walking through this 

food forest watching the sprawling greens, 
purples, and oranges grow.

It is here in Copiapo that I would usher 
in the New Year Chilean style. After a deli-
cious meal, I walked outside to witness 
the festivities on the street. Effigies of the 
“old year” were burned as a massive fire-
work spectacle ensued, and terrified stray 
dogs bolted down the narrow streets. Later, 
Marcelo, Waldo and Marjula’s son, took me 
out dancing with his friends at a local dis-
cothèque. It was also in Copiapo that I meet 
Claudia Conteres, who spoke good English 
because she had lived in the United States 
for two years. I cherished talking to Claudia 
because it was frustrating not being able to 
hold an extended conversation with anybody 
without the aid of my grandmother. I prom-
ised Claudia I would come visit her when I 
return to Chile.

I left Copiapo feeling that I had been 
enriched from being there and connect-
ing with many people. But I was also sad 
that I couldn’t have stayed a bit longer and 
cultivated more relationships. I was finally 
getting over the initial culture shock and 
beginning to tune in to the rhythm of the 
people I had met. The next day I had to say 
goodbye to all the friends I had made in 
Copiopo and fly back to Santiago for a few 
days. It was there in Santiago that I got to 
visit the main attractions of the city, includ-
ing the presidential seat of power at La 
Moneda and the massive hill of Cerro son 
Cristobal with the huge statue of the Virgin 
Mary. My final destination in Chile was the 
small agricultural town of Curico two hours 
south of Santiago.

Curico was perhaps one of my favorite 
stops in the entire trip. I was finally going to 
be reunited with my uncle Victor who was 
my nanny for two years. I loved Victor when 
I was a kid and had always remembered 
him as a happy joyous man with a big heart 
and, to my delight, he hadn’t changed one 
bit. As he showed me around Curico, we 
caught up with each other, and I learned a 
lot about his life and what he experienced. 
Victor is a communist who was active politi-
cally as a high school student, participating 
in many protests against the oppressive 
United States–backed Pinochet dictator-
ship. Coming into a public school from his 
sheltered middle-class background, Victor 
witnessed firsthand the desperate poverty 
of Chile’s lower classes. Victor recalls how 
his classmates would pass out in class from 
hunger and the violence and drug abuse 
inherent in many working class schools—
symptoms of economic exploitation.

Unexpectedly on the final day of my 
stay, Victor and his ladyfriend Maria took 
me to visit their friends Mario and Angelica 
who resided in a small cottage in the pris-
tine rural Andes. We spent about two hours 
traveling on rocky, dusty mountain roads 
through vista after vista congested with 
acres of green grape vines that hung deli-
cately from wooden trellises. Suddenly a 
loud BLAM from a 5-inch carpenter nail 
perforated the jeep’s back left tire halting 
our trip for two hours. Victor and I desper-
ately flagged down every car that passed in 
attempts to obtain a tire iron suitable for the 
Jeep. While we were stopped, I was bom-
barded by swarms of bumblebee-sized black 
and orange flies. I had to flail my arms and 
legs about just to keep the buggers from 

stinging me, which must have looked really 
funny to the passing drivers. Soon enough 
we found a jack that fit and we were off to 
the mountains again. It was the first time I 
had been out of a congested city for almost 
a week, so the breath of fresh mountain air 
was a welcome respite. 

We spent the entire day chillin’ in 
Mario and Angelica’s humble mountain 
cottage taking in the green vistas of the 
towering Andes and the thriving agrarian 
community that blanketed the valley below. 
After a short hike, our group prepared a 
feast of wild-caught Chilean salmon glazed 
with garlic, pepper, and lemon. Lunch was 
followed by a trek into the back woods 
and a quick swim in an isolated pool in a 
meandering mountain brook. Upon return-

ing to the cottage, Mario began to play his 
saxophone. Being somewhat of a player 
myself, we jammed to jazz music playing on 
a stereo in the background. After this, I said 
goodbye to our mountain friends and took 
the long winding road back to Curico. The 
next day my grandmother and I flew back to 
the United States almost regretting that we 
had to. My trip to Chile sometimes seems 
like a dream, ephemeral whips of experience 
and shock that I will never be able to quite 
comprehend. Being immersed in a different 
language made communication interesting 
as my Spanish was very poor, and just as I 
began to really pick up on the language, I was 
jerked back into the United Sates. Next year 
I hope to return to Chile for a more extended 
stay, with improved Spanish of course.

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

11

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

14

In early March, Marjorie Mix Dower, 
longtime resident of Shepherdstown 
and longtime contributor to this 

paper departed this life. “Marge,” as she 
was known by most, had moved from 
Shepherdstown and her beloved “Green 
Hill Cottage” a couple of years ago to 
reside in an Episcopal retirement commu-
nity in Sykesville, Md. Her heart, how-
ever, continued to be in Shepherdstown. 

One could write much about the life 
of this remarkable woman. She was mar-
ried to John, a longtime editor with the 
Washington Post, who predeceased her. 
They had five sons and a host of grand-
children whom she adored. As one of the 
first female members of the vestry and 
chalice bearer in the Episcopal Church, 
she was a pioneer in women’s ministry. 
She was an accomplished bridge player, 
a lover of books and good music, and 
always enjoyed a good party. She was a 
devoted and wise counselor and friend. 
She was, as her columns here reveal, an 
avid and accomplished gardener who 
loved nothing more than giving away the 
fruits of her labors.

Her life had taken her throughout 
the country and the world. She was filled 
with stories and loved to tell them! There 
was the story about shooting the rattle-
snake in the desert. There were many sto-
ries about “the island” in the Thousand 
Islands of New York’s Hudson River to 

which she and the family would retreat 
in the summer. There were stories of the 
village in England. There were stories of 
her boys, the grandchildren, “The Paper,” 
her parents, flower shows, and bridge 
games. And, always those stories some-
how mixed in a bit of her profound faith 
in the Risen Lord Jesus. In the “trivial 
round and common task” of her life, her 
faith was central and all of us fortunate 
enough to hear the stories, to spend time 
with Marge, and to be the beneficiaries 
of her friendship and wisdom knew that 
we had been blessed. More than once 
she would remind me, “Have you prayed 
about it?”

Marge’s passion with flowers 
included daffodils, jonquils, and narcis-
sus. She could tell you the difference and 
both the common and proper names of 
each. Her yard was filled with them and 
she delighted each spring in distributing 
them to all. For her, I think, they trum-
peted the wonder and joy of Resurrection 
Life. For me this spring they trumpeted 
the wonder of the new Resurrected Life 
my friend now knows. She would tell us 
“not to be sorry as people without hope” 
and she would tell us a story of love, of 
faithfulness, and of the wonder of God’s 
created order—a story of Life—new, 
whole and wondrous.

“Well done, good and faithful ser-
vant. Rest in peace.”

Marjorie Mix Dower
The Rev. Dr. G. T. Schramm, Rector Trinity Episcopal Church

Winter 2004 ‘You Can’t Have Too Much of a Good Thing, Can You?’

In November, 1939, she & her widowed mother drove from the Canadian border 
to Arizona, stopping to visit friends and relatives. Her grandfather detested Franklin 
D.Roosevelt, who had changed the official date of Thanksgiving. Refusing to celebrate 
“Franksgiving,” he served dinner on November 19th.  “…a huge turkey with a bread, 
hickory nut, and sausage stuffing, mashed potatoes, mashed sweet potatoes with marsh-
mallows on top, homemade rolls, parsnips in honey, apple pie, pumpkin pie and masses 
of fresh fruit.”

They were sent on their way with leftovers. At her aunt’s in Illinois on November 
23, they were served “…same menu except that the turkey was stuffed with a boned wild 
duck, proudly provided by my uncle. One had to take care not to bite down too hard for 
fear of encountering a shotgun pellet. The marshmallows were mixed into the sweet pota-
toes and there were raisins in the apple pie.”

On to her Godmother who taught at a college in Missouri and lived alone, so they 
expected to recover from the two feasts. But,

“…Stella had arranged for the dining hall at the college to cater, in our honor, a 
full Thanksgiving buffet…this time the stuffing was cornbread and chestnuts. The sweet 
potatoes had pineapple chunks mixed in and marshmallows on top. The pumpkin pie was 
topped with pecans and whipped cream….again we left with a goody bag.

We ate turkey all the way to Wichita, Kansas. Lois and Leo had already celebrated, 
so we had creamed turkey and turkey soup. Then, well supplied with turkey sandwiches 
for the road, we drove to Kent’s in Denver. It was the last Thursday in November. Dr. 
Kent said that was when God and President Lincoln decreed Thanksgiving to be. Mrs. 
Kent’s turkey was stuffed with crackers and oysters and the sweet potatoes weren’t 
mashed but cooked with a maple syrup glaze. The pumpkin pie was a chiffon type…with 
a strong hint of sherry.”

Arriving in Phoenix on December 10, they accepted an invitation to a barbecue.

“To us, barbecue meant beef…. [W]hen we arrived, it was announced that since 
we had missed Thanksgiving, the Franks had postponed their celebration to have it with 
us. They were barbecuing a turkey! The turkey was served with sausage and hot pep-
per stuffing. There were marshmallowed sweet potatoes, parsnips, mashed potatoes and 
homemade rolls. The deserts were apple and pumpkin pie.”

Spring 2004 ‘Why Marge Dower Has No Article for This Issue’ 
by Green Hill Pippin

Written from her dog’s point of view, it tells of the adoption of two stray kittens.
“They seemed to think I was some relation. They would follow me around, climbing 

up on my legs and ears. Let me tell you, it is very difficult to keep one’s dignity with a 
wild-eyed maniacal, weaponed kitten hanging on one’s ear and another attacking one’s 
tail. Samcat handled it better, for she could speak the language.”

Summer 2005 ‘Warning: Grumbling Ahead’

“I am beginning to feel decidedly uncomfortable with the watering down of lan-
guage. Notice how politically correct I am. I don’t say that turning good strong words 
into custard makes me furious. No, I must say, ‘I feel decidedly uncomfortable,’ as if it is 
MY fault that the words have this effect.

…I heard a television commentator say, ‘Sometimes it takes courage to turn on the 
television these days because of all the horrors.’ …Courage is when one is so terrified 
one can hardly move but keeps on going, taking one more step into a dark unknown…
.I find it difficult to equate courage with using a remote, which can, if I become even 
slightly uncomfortable viewing reality, immediately mute the screams or switch the focus 
of my attention from the devastation of a car bomb…into the manageable, predictability 
of ‘Friends,’ ‘The Simpsons,’ or ‘SpongeBob Squarepants.’ ”

On the left, Waldo (the older man), me, Marjula, and Marcelo in Copiopo

Me holding some garlic from 

Waldo’s garden in Copiopo

Santiago from Cerro  son Cristobal

Me and Ursula in Calama

The Atacama

Marge Dower, 1983
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Ar tworks
Miriam Sanders

Cradled in Inspiration From Birth
Nan Broadhurst

The year that Miriam Sanders 
was born, her father began 
the business and lifestyle 

that would shape her future. Bradley 
Sanders started Sanders Design to 
produce his own artwork, and then 
later Sanders Museum Services to 
support his passion for custom metal 
work, woodwork, and other mediums, 
including robotics. His foundry and 
restoration business provides museum 
mounts for artifacts of every sort for 
museums around the world. But activ-
ities at the Sanders home front expand 
beyond the business into fine arts and 
crafts, including sculpture, painting, 
puppetry, and theater, with a constant 
flow of artists, musicians, and arti-
sans participating in an informal art 
colony—working, creating, and learn-
ing together. Miriam was raised in the 
midst of this inspired setting, where 
family, art, and creative energy reign 
supreme.

Miriam Sanders was born in 
Fairfax, Va., but her family soon 
moved to their idyllic location in 
Shepherdstown. She was encouraged 

in art from an early age. She espe-
cially remembers an after-school pro-
gram in 3rd grade, run by Shepherd 
College students with professor 
Doug Kinnett, that made a strong 
impression on her. She feels that this 
experience jump-started her visual 
understanding and reinforced her con-
nection to art. 

While a junior at Jefferson High 
School, Sanders was chosen to par-
ticipate in the Governor’s School for 
the Arts, a six-week summer program 
at Fairmont State College in West 
Virginia. This program introduced 
her to an interdisciplinary wealth of 
inspiration, including music, dance, 
theater, pottery, and drawing. During 
her senior year, she was able to 
take painting and math courses at 
Shepherd College. After graduation 
from Jefferson High School, Sanders 
spent a summer at the Rhode Island 
School of Design, honing her skills in 
clay figure modeling and oil painting.

Even though Sanders’s consider-
able talent had been recognized and 
encouraged, her youthful restlessness 

pushed her to try other paths before 
settling down. She attended Shepherd 
College for a year, and then spent 
another year working at her family 
business. Her need to return to art 
led her to spend an intensive year 
at the Maryland Institute College of 
Art in Baltimore. Here she received a 
good foundation in painting, and she 
immersed herself in her studies. After 
that year, she briefly abandoned her 
art once again and got a job working 
for a construction company. But one 
day she found herself painting a self-
portrait with makeup and conceded 
that her art was calling her back.

She enrolled at Shepherd College 
for the second time, and this time she 
tried nursing (with the intention of 
doing art on the side). But she soon 
knew this wasn’t meant to be. She 
switched to Shepherd’s regents bach-
elor of arts program, including print-
making and illustration courses, and 
graduated with honors in December 
2008. She worked at Mellow Moods 
juice bar in Shepherdstown for 
another year before moving back to 

Miriam Sanders

Harmon Family

Maggie and the Judge

Dwell in Possibility Gathering Honey Self Portrait Lucy, Elsa, Zoe

Pouilly-Fumé

PHOTO BY NAN BROADHURST

Ascension Matthew

her family home as caretaker while her parents traveled for the business. 
Now she also occasionally helps by “fauxing” mounts, which is the art of 
making the mount less visible so as not to distract from the artifact and 
to maximize the display. Lately Sanders has begun an apprenticeship with 
Jen Rolston at Eden Design, learning the ropes of graphic design, but she 
paints whenever she can.

Sanders specializes in portraits and works on commission. She has a 
special skill for quickly capturing a likeness of her subject. Her paintings 
are beautifully crafted and representational, with a touch of spontaneity. 
She can dive into the details of a face, but often leaves a portion of the 
painting less finished to retain immediacy—a spark of life. She tends to 
work in bursts of energy, then stops and diverts herself to some of her other 
interests (cooking, sewing, making her own cosmetics, her day jobs, etc.)  
for a break. 

She works in oil, watercolor, graphite, ink, pastels, and printmak-
ing, and loves to experiment with different techniques in each medium. 
Sanders finds inspiration in the works of Maxfield Parrish, Gustav Klimt, 
and Gerhard Richter, among others. Besides her commissioned portraits, 
her subject matter mainly consists of ordinary daily activities and working 
people, often featuring family members and friends. Old family photos 
often serve as source material. But she also loves to explore archetypal 
stories, full of symbolism and myth, as an intriguing lens with which to 
view present-day reality. Overall, most of her paintings evoke simplicity 
and quietness.

Sanders’s paintings are found in many private collections, and can  
be seen in local shows around the region. To see more of her work or to 
contact her, go to http://miriamsandersfineart.webs.com.
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her senior year, she was able to 
take painting and math courses at 
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led her to spend an intensive year 
at the Maryland Institute College of 
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that year, she briefly abandoned her 
art once again and got a job working 
for a construction company. But one 
day she found herself painting a self-
portrait with makeup and conceded 
that her art was calling her back.

She enrolled at Shepherd College 
for the second time, and this time she 
tried nursing (with the intention of 
doing art on the side). But she soon 
knew this wasn’t meant to be. She 
switched to Shepherd’s regents bach-
elor of arts program, including print-
making and illustration courses, and 
graduated with honors in December 
2008. She worked at Mellow Moods 
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her family home as caretaker while her parents traveled for the business. 
Now she also occasionally helps by “fauxing” mounts, which is the art of 
making the mount less visible so as not to distract from the artifact and 
to maximize the display. Lately Sanders has begun an apprenticeship with 
Jen Rolston at Eden Design, learning the ropes of graphic design, but she 
paints whenever she can.

Sanders specializes in portraits and works on commission. She has a 
special skill for quickly capturing a likeness of her subject. Her paintings 
are beautifully crafted and representational, with a touch of spontaneity. 
She can dive into the details of a face, but often leaves a portion of the 
painting less finished to retain immediacy—a spark of life. She tends to 
work in bursts of energy, then stops and diverts herself to some of her other 
interests (cooking, sewing, making her own cosmetics, her day jobs, etc.)  
for a break. 

She works in oil, watercolor, graphite, ink, pastels, and printmak-
ing, and loves to experiment with different techniques in each medium. 
Sanders finds inspiration in the works of Maxfield Parrish, Gustav Klimt, 
and Gerhard Richter, among others. Besides her commissioned portraits, 
her subject matter mainly consists of ordinary daily activities and working 
people, often featuring family members and friends. Old family photos 
often serve as source material. But she also loves to explore archetypal 
stories, full of symbolism and myth, as an intriguing lens with which to 
view present-day reality. Overall, most of her paintings evoke simplicity 
and quietness.

Sanders’s paintings are found in many private collections, and can  
be seen in local shows around the region. To see more of her work or to 
contact her, go to http://miriamsandersfineart.webs.com.
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stay in Calama, Ursula and I became good 
friends, and spent many hours playing on 
top of the irrigation ditches in her neighbor-
hood. Mimi is a stout middle-aged jeweler 
with brown, sunned skin, dark black hair 
and a wonderful smile. She was very warm 
and hospitable to me and served delicious 
food every day.

My first outing in the north brought 
me to the doorstep of one of the biggest 
industrial operations in the world: the mine 
at Chuquicamata. The scale of this mine 
is simply massive: 4.3 kilometers long, 3 
kilometers wide, and over 850 meters deep. 
It makes even the gigantic CAT trucks that 
ferry chunks of copper rock up the side-
winding paths of the artificial canyon look 
tiny. In continuous nonstop production 
for 90 years, the mine in 2008 produced 
1,547,705 metric tons of fine copper. This 
is equivalent to 10.2 percent of the world’s 
refined copper production. The mine runs 
24/7 all year round.

Historically, Chuquicamata has been 
a large point of contention in Chile with 
many different countries expropriating 
profits from the mine. With the election 
of the socialist president Salvador Allende 
in the 1970s, the mine became property of 
the Chilean state. To many working class 
Chileans, the nationalization signaled a 
break from colonization and domination 
from foreign countries. To the American 
corporations and the Nixon administration, 
it represented a communist takeover of 
American interest by “irresponsible people.” 
The nationalization resulted in economic 
sabotage of Chile through embargos and 
domestic sabotage among the rich in Chile, 
with the active collaboration and aid from 
the CIA. In 1972 the Nixon administration 
had had enough and ordered the removal of 
the Allende regime through a violent mili-
tary coup, orchestrated by the CIA in col-
laboration with the Chilean military brass. 
Despite the coup, the mine has remained 
property of the state-owned corporation of 
CODELCO. Even with the continued state 
ownership, there still remain disputes with 
the workers and the residents of Calama on 
one side, and the bosses running the state 
corporation on the other. The residents hoist 
black flags to signal their discontent with 
the little money that Calama receives from 
the mine. The rest of the trip in the desert 
was breathtaking as I explored desert salt 
pools, vast green oases, and ancient Incan 
towns. Before I knew it, I was on a 10-hour 
bus ride to the city of Copiapo.

Copiapo is a medium city located in 
the southern Atacama. Here there is much 
more moisture than in Calama. The moder-
ate rainfall mixed with the intense sunlight 
creates perfect conditions for grape cultiva-
tion. The Atacama is famous for its wine 
and pisco (grape liquor) production. In 
Copiapo we stayed with a small family in 
their century-old one-story abode confi-
dently located across from a combination 
brothel and bar. The keepers of the house, 
Marjula and Waldo, keep a small garden and 
orchard in their two-acre backyard where 
Waldo cultivates avocados, olives, peaches, 
plums, and garlic the size of two human 
fists put together. The garden is completely 
irrigated by water pumped from the city into 
Marjula and Waldo’s backyard once a week. 
Every day I enjoyed walking through this 

food forest watching the sprawling greens, 
purples, and oranges grow.

It is here in Copiapo that I would usher 
in the New Year Chilean style. After a deli-
cious meal, I walked outside to witness 
the festivities on the street. Effigies of the 
“old year” were burned as a massive fire-
work spectacle ensued, and terrified stray 
dogs bolted down the narrow streets. Later, 
Marcelo, Waldo and Marjula’s son, took me 
out dancing with his friends at a local dis-
cothèque. It was also in Copiapo that I meet 
Claudia Conteres, who spoke good English 
because she had lived in the United States 
for two years. I cherished talking to Claudia 
because it was frustrating not being able to 
hold an extended conversation with anybody 
without the aid of my grandmother. I prom-
ised Claudia I would come visit her when I 
return to Chile.

I left Copiapo feeling that I had been 
enriched from being there and connect-
ing with many people. But I was also sad 
that I couldn’t have stayed a bit longer and 
cultivated more relationships. I was finally 
getting over the initial culture shock and 
beginning to tune in to the rhythm of the 
people I had met. The next day I had to say 
goodbye to all the friends I had made in 
Copiopo and fly back to Santiago for a few 
days. It was there in Santiago that I got to 
visit the main attractions of the city, includ-
ing the presidential seat of power at La 
Moneda and the massive hill of Cerro son 
Cristobal with the huge statue of the Virgin 
Mary. My final destination in Chile was the 
small agricultural town of Curico two hours 
south of Santiago.

Curico was perhaps one of my favorite 
stops in the entire trip. I was finally going to 
be reunited with my uncle Victor who was 
my nanny for two years. I loved Victor when 
I was a kid and had always remembered 
him as a happy joyous man with a big heart 
and, to my delight, he hadn’t changed one 
bit. As he showed me around Curico, we 
caught up with each other, and I learned a 
lot about his life and what he experienced. 
Victor is a communist who was active politi-
cally as a high school student, participating 
in many protests against the oppressive 
United States–backed Pinochet dictator-
ship. Coming into a public school from his 
sheltered middle-class background, Victor 
witnessed firsthand the desperate poverty 
of Chile’s lower classes. Victor recalls how 
his classmates would pass out in class from 
hunger and the violence and drug abuse 
inherent in many working class schools—
symptoms of economic exploitation.

Unexpectedly on the final day of my 
stay, Victor and his ladyfriend Maria took 
me to visit their friends Mario and Angelica 
who resided in a small cottage in the pris-
tine rural Andes. We spent about two hours 
traveling on rocky, dusty mountain roads 
through vista after vista congested with 
acres of green grape vines that hung deli-
cately from wooden trellises. Suddenly a 
loud BLAM from a 5-inch carpenter nail 
perforated the jeep’s back left tire halting 
our trip for two hours. Victor and I desper-
ately flagged down every car that passed in 
attempts to obtain a tire iron suitable for the 
Jeep. While we were stopped, I was bom-
barded by swarms of bumblebee-sized black 
and orange flies. I had to flail my arms and 
legs about just to keep the buggers from 

stinging me, which must have looked really 
funny to the passing drivers. Soon enough 
we found a jack that fit and we were off to 
the mountains again. It was the first time I 
had been out of a congested city for almost 
a week, so the breath of fresh mountain air 
was a welcome respite. 

We spent the entire day chillin’ in 
Mario and Angelica’s humble mountain 
cottage taking in the green vistas of the 
towering Andes and the thriving agrarian 
community that blanketed the valley below. 
After a short hike, our group prepared a 
feast of wild-caught Chilean salmon glazed 
with garlic, pepper, and lemon. Lunch was 
followed by a trek into the back woods 
and a quick swim in an isolated pool in a 
meandering mountain brook. Upon return-

ing to the cottage, Mario began to play his 
saxophone. Being somewhat of a player 
myself, we jammed to jazz music playing on 
a stereo in the background. After this, I said 
goodbye to our mountain friends and took 
the long winding road back to Curico. The 
next day my grandmother and I flew back to 
the United States almost regretting that we 
had to. My trip to Chile sometimes seems 
like a dream, ephemeral whips of experience 
and shock that I will never be able to quite 
comprehend. Being immersed in a different 
language made communication interesting 
as my Spanish was very poor, and just as I 
began to really pick up on the language, I was 
jerked back into the United Sates. Next year 
I hope to return to Chile for a more extended 
stay, with improved Spanish of course.
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In early March, Marjorie Mix Dower, 
longtime resident of Shepherdstown 
and longtime contributor to this 

paper departed this life. “Marge,” as she 
was known by most, had moved from 
Shepherdstown and her beloved “Green 
Hill Cottage” a couple of years ago to 
reside in an Episcopal retirement commu-
nity in Sykesville, Md. Her heart, how-
ever, continued to be in Shepherdstown. 

One could write much about the life 
of this remarkable woman. She was mar-
ried to John, a longtime editor with the 
Washington Post, who predeceased her. 
They had five sons and a host of grand-
children whom she adored. As one of the 
first female members of the vestry and 
chalice bearer in the Episcopal Church, 
she was a pioneer in women’s ministry. 
She was an accomplished bridge player, 
a lover of books and good music, and 
always enjoyed a good party. She was a 
devoted and wise counselor and friend. 
She was, as her columns here reveal, an 
avid and accomplished gardener who 
loved nothing more than giving away the 
fruits of her labors.

Her life had taken her throughout 
the country and the world. She was filled 
with stories and loved to tell them! There 
was the story about shooting the rattle-
snake in the desert. There were many sto-
ries about “the island” in the Thousand 
Islands of New York’s Hudson River to 

which she and the family would retreat 
in the summer. There were stories of the 
village in England. There were stories of 
her boys, the grandchildren, “The Paper,” 
her parents, flower shows, and bridge 
games. And, always those stories some-
how mixed in a bit of her profound faith 
in the Risen Lord Jesus. In the “trivial 
round and common task” of her life, her 
faith was central and all of us fortunate 
enough to hear the stories, to spend time 
with Marge, and to be the beneficiaries 
of her friendship and wisdom knew that 
we had been blessed. More than once 
she would remind me, “Have you prayed 
about it?”

Marge’s passion with flowers 
included daffodils, jonquils, and narcis-
sus. She could tell you the difference and 
both the common and proper names of 
each. Her yard was filled with them and 
she delighted each spring in distributing 
them to all. For her, I think, they trum-
peted the wonder and joy of Resurrection 
Life. For me this spring they trumpeted 
the wonder of the new Resurrected Life 
my friend now knows. She would tell us 
“not to be sorry as people without hope” 
and she would tell us a story of love, of 
faithfulness, and of the wonder of God’s 
created order—a story of Life—new, 
whole and wondrous.

“Well done, good and faithful ser-
vant. Rest in peace.”

Marjorie Mix Dower
The Rev. Dr. G. T. Schramm, Rector Trinity Episcopal Church

Winter 2004 ‘You Can’t Have Too Much of a Good Thing, Can You?’

In November, 1939, she & her widowed mother drove from the Canadian border 
to Arizona, stopping to visit friends and relatives. Her grandfather detested Franklin 
D.Roosevelt, who had changed the official date of Thanksgiving. Refusing to celebrate 
“Franksgiving,” he served dinner on November 19th.  “…a huge turkey with a bread, 
hickory nut, and sausage stuffing, mashed potatoes, mashed sweet potatoes with marsh-
mallows on top, homemade rolls, parsnips in honey, apple pie, pumpkin pie and masses 
of fresh fruit.”

They were sent on their way with leftovers. At her aunt’s in Illinois on November 
23, they were served “…same menu except that the turkey was stuffed with a boned wild 
duck, proudly provided by my uncle. One had to take care not to bite down too hard for 
fear of encountering a shotgun pellet. The marshmallows were mixed into the sweet pota-
toes and there were raisins in the apple pie.”

On to her Godmother who taught at a college in Missouri and lived alone, so they 
expected to recover from the two feasts. But,

“…Stella had arranged for the dining hall at the college to cater, in our honor, a 
full Thanksgiving buffet…this time the stuffing was cornbread and chestnuts. The sweet 
potatoes had pineapple chunks mixed in and marshmallows on top. The pumpkin pie was 
topped with pecans and whipped cream….again we left with a goody bag.

We ate turkey all the way to Wichita, Kansas. Lois and Leo had already celebrated, 
so we had creamed turkey and turkey soup. Then, well supplied with turkey sandwiches 
for the road, we drove to Kent’s in Denver. It was the last Thursday in November. Dr. 
Kent said that was when God and President Lincoln decreed Thanksgiving to be. Mrs. 
Kent’s turkey was stuffed with crackers and oysters and the sweet potatoes weren’t 
mashed but cooked with a maple syrup glaze. The pumpkin pie was a chiffon type…with 
a strong hint of sherry.”

Arriving in Phoenix on December 10, they accepted an invitation to a barbecue.

“To us, barbecue meant beef…. [W]hen we arrived, it was announced that since 
we had missed Thanksgiving, the Franks had postponed their celebration to have it with 
us. They were barbecuing a turkey! The turkey was served with sausage and hot pep-
per stuffing. There were marshmallowed sweet potatoes, parsnips, mashed potatoes and 
homemade rolls. The deserts were apple and pumpkin pie.”

Spring 2004 ‘Why Marge Dower Has No Article for This Issue’ 
by Green Hill Pippin

Written from her dog’s point of view, it tells of the adoption of two stray kittens.
“They seemed to think I was some relation. They would follow me around, climbing 

up on my legs and ears. Let me tell you, it is very difficult to keep one’s dignity with a 
wild-eyed maniacal, weaponed kitten hanging on one’s ear and another attacking one’s 
tail. Samcat handled it better, for she could speak the language.”

Summer 2005 ‘Warning: Grumbling Ahead’

“I am beginning to feel decidedly uncomfortable with the watering down of lan-
guage. Notice how politically correct I am. I don’t say that turning good strong words 
into custard makes me furious. No, I must say, ‘I feel decidedly uncomfortable,’ as if it is 
MY fault that the words have this effect.

…I heard a television commentator say, ‘Sometimes it takes courage to turn on the 
television these days because of all the horrors.’ …Courage is when one is so terrified 
one can hardly move but keeps on going, taking one more step into a dark unknown…
.I find it difficult to equate courage with using a remote, which can, if I become even 
slightly uncomfortable viewing reality, immediately mute the screams or switch the focus 
of my attention from the devastation of a car bomb…into the manageable, predictability 
of ‘Friends,’ ‘The Simpsons,’ or ‘SpongeBob Squarepants.’ ”

On the left, Waldo (the older man), me, Marjula, and Marcelo in Copiopo

Me holding some garlic from 

Waldo’s garden in Copiopo

Santiago from Cerro  son Cristobal

Me and Ursula in Calama

The Atacama

Marge Dower, 1983
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The burning of th
e “Old Year” in Copiopo
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Chile
Robbie Glenn

From December 26, 2009, to January 8, 
2010, I ventured into Chile with my grand-
mother Gloria (mi abuela) for a quick two-

week escapade into the heart of the sunny coastal 
country. My trip was one of constant movement 
as we traveled by bus, car, or plane to different 
destinations. This constant movement sometimes 
was frustrating and constraining but at other times 
refreshing because something new and interest-
ing waited for me around every corner. Chile is a 
long thin country that snakes its way 2,880 miles 
along the west coast of South America buffer-
ing Argentina from the Pacific Ocean. In Chile 
you are never more than a two-hour drive from 
the coast no matter where you are in the country. 
Chile is mountainous with the arid peaks in the 
north and bursting green mountain forests in 
the south. The infamous Atacama Desert is well 
known for being the driest place on earth with 
droughts that can last decades, even centuries. As 
you travel south along Chile’s snowcapped moun-
tain peaks, the desert wastes give way to a stu-
pendous array of exotic green vegetation, which 
seems to glow in the gleaming sunlight. This 
sunlight never seems to fade from the sky—in fact 
the entire time I was in Chile I never experienced 
so much as a drizzle of rain.

The people in Chile, like most Latin coun-
tries, are a mix of indigenous and Spanish blood; 
however there are also around one million pure-
blood Mapuchu Indians along with other tribes 
native to Chile. I recall writing, “People in Chile 
have a real sense of community and human con-
nection that I feel our culture desperately needs 
to explore. People stick closer to each other as if 
woven together with invisible threads. The threads 
may come under strain, rip and shred, but are 
always mended through the endless touch of hands 
and bodies.”

Departing from JFK airport the day after 
Christmas in a torrent of rain and wind, I was car-
ried for 12 hours in a straight diagonal shot and 
landed in Santiago, the capital of Chile, the very 
next day. After landing I couldn’t quite believe 
that I was in a completely different world than 
the one that I’m accustomed to in North America. 
Going through customs in Santiago was much dif-
ferent than the customs in the Unite States. There 
were no guards toting machine guns, no German 
Shepherds being led by military-like police shuf-
fling through your belongings, just a few security 
guards and some airport officials; I felt much bet-
ter here already. 

Nothing could have prepared me, however, 
for the bright summer sun (in case anybody isn’t 
keen on geography, the southern hemisphere expe-
riences summer during our winter), and the out-
standing florescent green florascape of Santiago. 
Walking out of the sliding doors, we were greeted 
by my great uncle Havier. Havier is a tall, dark 
man with a rotund yet tight stomach, broad shoul-

ders and huge arms and hands. Havier’s face was 
broad with a pronounced nose and large strong 
hands and arms. After greeting me with a swift 
handshake Havier swept us off in his car into the 
heart of Santiago. As we sped our way through 
the busy bypasses outside Santiago, I tried to take 
in everything around me. I was astounded by the 
trash that seemed to drift about in huge clumps, 
a major problem in many poorer countries. The 
Mapuchu River that flows through the heart of 
Santiago was heavily inundated with municipal 
waste as well. The sight of shantytowns on the 
outskirts of Santiago was also burned into my 
mind.

Santiago is Chile’s largest city, located in the 
center of the country. Originally a Spanish con-
quistador military base, Santiago has expanded 
and now blankets the valley with miles of bustling 
concrete-and-steel cityscape and houses a popula-
tion of about four million residents. If you ever 
visit Santiago you will immediately recognize a 
haze in the air and a tickle in your lungs. Santiago 
is located in a valley surrounded by mountains, 
so any air pollution released from cars or industry 
has a difficult time. Thankfully, you can ignore 
the irritation in your lungs and appreciate the 
patchwork of vibrant greens, purples, oranges 
filling any space not yet invaded by concrete. You 
can also feel the cool breeze against your skin and 
enjoy the wonderful 80-degree air jutting though 
the boulevards and alleyways.

Arriving at Havier’s apartment I was reunited 
with some of my cousins, Francis and Paullina. 
Paullina spent a year in the United Sates and 
teaches English in Chile. She is a very nice 
woman and offered to take me on a tour of the 
city center when I returned from the north. So 
after a nice breakfast and some good conversation, 
I fell asleep for a pleasant six hours before being 
jostled out of bed by Havier’s poor English. Soon 
I would depart for the north of Chile into the dri-
est place on earth, the Atacama Desert.

A drowsy two-hour flight landed me in what 
I thought was going to be a typical hot and dry 
desert. However, I was surprised to find I was 
greeted by a burst of cold air around 50 degrees. 
At first I thought everyone on the plane was crazy 
for wearing long sleeves in a desert, but as it 
turned out I was the ignorant gringo. Calama is 
a large desert town in the north of Chile, located 
next to the famous copper mine at Chuquicamata. 
The dusty dirty streets of Calama are home to the 
ubiquitous stray dogs that crowd every city and 
town in Chile. Calama was constructed around a 
small river that has now dried up due to mining. 

The family I stayed with lived in a gated 
community in Calama. Mimi and her two chil-
dren, Jon and Ursula, were very good hosts and 
took us out to explore the Atacama. Jon is a 
scrawny boy around the age of 13 and Ursula is 
an adorable little girl who is only four. During my 

Wondering
Marjorie Dower

This year I made my usual 
feeble attempt at spring clean-
ing. As I sorted through my 

useless accumulation of outdated 
seed packs, outgrown clothes, old 
books, yellow newspaper clippings, 
and unopened gourmet crackers, I 
wondered why, when one of a thing 
seems good, I seem to want lots of it? 
I want more than I will ever use, read, 
eat, or plant. Too often, moths eat 
the clothes, mice eat the books, and 
little things with wings fly out of the 
crackers.

This desire for more applies to 
nations as well as individuals. Butter 
goes rancid in warehouses, milk gets 
dumped, and stockpiles of flour get 
maggots. It isn’t only food that we 
stockpile. Think of the unused mis-
sile silos and “mothballed” ships and 
weapons.

I was thinking about this just 
before Easter when I took the dog to 
Morgan’s Grove for his daily run. I 
encountered a mass of small children 
leaving the park. They carried bags 
and baskets filled with plastic Easter 
eggs. Their Easter egg hunt was over. 
Several boys about nine years old 
remained to play. “Kapow! Gotcha!”

“Not!”
“Did, too!”
Every mother knows that little 

boys don’t need toy weapons. Sticks, 
fingers, and empty Easter eggs will 
do. I don’t know if they were cops 
and robbers or space fighters and 
aliens, but the egg missiles were fly-
ing.

Then there was the rush to 
restock. One boy had his basket full, 
but had spotted another weapon near 
the lovely, peaceful Town Run stream 
that was minding its own business, 
bopping and burbling along on its 
way to Shepherdstown.

In his haste to grab one more egg 
for his arsenal, he tripped. All the 
eggs fell tumbling down the bank and 
into the run, where they escaped. The 
eggs moved rapidly in the current, 

out of the park, through the pasture, 
down past the post office, the bank 
and the Little House, heading toward 
the Potomac.

I could hear my grandmother 
saying, “Taking more than you need 
comes to no good.”

Then I remembered a time in 
my own life when my desire to have 
more weaponry than I needed back-
fired.

I was spending some time with 
my friends, Edie and Ken Carey, at 
their grandmother’s ranch in western 
Colorado. Mrs. Brandon’s cowhands 
were busy getting ready to move the 
cattle to summer pastures. When the 
three of us arrived at the corral to 
“help,” they only wanted us out of 
their way.

“Bet you’re afraid to ride over 
to the ghost town,” one of the hands 
teased.

What kid could resist the bait? 
The ghost town was on the other side 
of the mountain. It could be reached 
by way of an overgrown wagon trail 
that led from the ranch. No old ghosts 
could frighten us. We saddled the 
horses, stocked provisions—apples, 
peanut butter sandwiches, cookies, 
and thermoses of water—into our 
canvas saddlebags and set off for an 
adventure.

Around noon we stopped by an 
abandoned barn to eat. We knew we 
were getting close to the town. The 
closer we got, the more plausible the 
legends of ghosts became. When we 
returned we would be heroes. How 
brave we would seem to the adults.

Then we began to think, “What 
if…what if…” and then, “How can 
we protect ourselves?”

We needed weapons. We explored 
the barn to see if someone left any-
thing like a bat or a golf club. (Well, 
we had golf clubs and bats in our 
garages in Denver.) Edie found an 
abandoned nest full of large eggs—
the perfect ammunition. No ghost 
could stand up against a barrage of 

eggs. We divided the eggs, put them 
carefully into our shirt pockets and 
the saddlebags, and proceeded on to 
the town.

The old road curved down, and 
there was the town. It looked exactly 
like the ghost towns of the movies—
buildings made of weathered wooden 
planks, porches held up by tired old 
posts, shutters falling off, broken 
windows and old doors complaining 
about the wind and groaning on rusty 
hinges.

As we slowly made our way 
down the dirt street, the door of one 
old house creaked and opened. We 
froze in our tracks.

A ghost, in the form of a bearded 
old man, came out, blinked in the 
bright sun, and said, “What’re you 
kids up to? You git rat outta ’ere.”

We unfroze and panicked. “Git” 
we did. We turned those horses and 
galloped as fast as we could back the 
way we had come—all the way home.

Until we got within sight of the 
ranch, we were too frightened and out 
of breath to realize that our unused 
weapons did not survive intact. Then 
the awful smell caught up with us. 
Every egg had broken and oozed out 
of the bags onto the saddle blankets, 
into our jeans, and over the horses. 
And worse than that, every egg was 
rotten. The poor horses were hot and 
frothy, and the eggs mixed with the 
froth. We were in a cloud of hydrogen 
sulfide, the rotten egg gas.

We were not greeted as heroes. 
No one was vaguely sympathetic 
when we told our story. In fact, they 
were furious that we had allowed the 
horses to get overheated. We had to 
walk the horses to cool them down, 
then wash and rub them dry. Next, we 
washed the saddle blankets with lye 
soap and placed them over the rails 
to dry. Finally, there were saddles to 
clean with saddle soap. By the time 
we finished, we were hardly able to 
walk and too odoriferous and nause-
ated to face any food.

Mrs. Brandon told us that we 
had not run into a ghost. It was just 
old Tom, a World War I veteran, who 
wandered in and out of abandoned 
towns, taking up temporary residence 
while he tried to pan some gold out 
of the well-mined streams.

“You children must have scared 
him half to death. Next time you 
feel the need to protect yourself, you 
should make sure that you know if 
and from what you need protect-
ing. Remember, taking more than 
you need of anything always back-
fires and you end up losing.” Mrs. 
Brandon and my grandmother must 
have been taught the same lesson in 
school.

I wonder why that lesson is so hard 
for children, for me, and for a whole 
nation to learn? It isn’t a new truth. 
Several thousand years ago we were 
warned that manna spoils if stockpiled. 
(I wonder what that smells like?) 

What would happen if we, 
individ ually and as a nation, started 
to control our desire for more, more, 
more? Would we still have more than 
enough? I bet we would.

Would peace break out? 
I wonder.

Editor’s Note: This article first appeared 
in the Summer 2001 issue of the GOOD 
NEWS PAPER.

A typical Chilean gravey
ard in Copiopo

Mine at Chuquicamata

La Monela in Santiago

Me, Victor, and his mother in Curico
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Stink bugs. Everyone seems to have them. 
And not just any old stink bugs, but 
Brown Marmorated Stink Bugs (BMSB), 

Halyomorpha halys. 
The word “bug” is often used as a generic 

term for an insect, but stink bugs and other 
“true bugs” are in a specific group, Order 
Hemiptera, meaning half-wing. Their front 
wings are divided into two distinct sections;  
the front half is leathery and the rear half  
membranous. True bugs can be predators  
or plant feeders, but all have piercing-sucking 
mouthparts.

The name of a true bug is written as two 
words—stink bug, squash bug, etc. When it is 
not a true bug, it is written as one word—lady-
bug, Junebug, etc. The same is true with flies. 
A true fly’s name is written as two words—
house fly, horse fly, etc. Otherwise, it is one 
word—butterfly, dragonfly, etc.

We’ve always had plenty of our own native 
stink bugs, but they are considered minor pests 
and don’t interfere with human activities.

Not long ago, everything changed! 
About four years ago, I recall talking with 

a pest control operator from Maryland who 
asked me if we had BMSB. I had never heard 
of them. He said that they had just appeared 
around Hagerstown, invading homes in the 
fall and driving people crazy, not just by their 
presence, but by the foul odor they emit when 
disturbed. By the following year, they were 
appearing in our area, and over the past two 
years, complaints have poured in. 

BMSB are invaders from Asia, first  
officially reported in Allentown, Pa., in 2001. 
A few years earlier, people began complaining 
about stink bugs getting into their houses. This 
would indicate that it took experts a while to 
figure out exactly what the insects were. The 
bugs are believed to have arrived in packing 
material from China.

By 2003, BMSB had made their way 
northwest to Minnesota and south to South 
Carolina. By 2005, they were found in Oregon 
and California. Last year some were found  
in Florida.

Our native stink bugs spend the winter  
in leaf litter, dead vegetation and similar places. 
BMSB prefer to squeeze through cracks and 
enter buildings and other sheltered places in 
search of hibernation sites. They are really not 
searching for large spaces—they prefer dark, 

undisturbed places like spaces between walls 
and in or under things. 

They hide in draperies, behind pictures 
and mirrors, in rolled-up rugs, in stored boxes 
and in trunks of cars. One man took his canoe 
down for his first spring float and found it full 
of stink bugs. 

The worst stink bug story I heard was 
from someone who had bought an early gift 
and stashed it away in a box. When the gifting 
occasion rolled around, she wrapped it without 
opening the box to look at it again. The recipi-
ent was horrified to find the gift crawling with 
stink bugs. 

The habits of BMSB, aided by human 
activities, have enabled the bugs to spread 
quickly. In Maine, they were found at an RV 
dealership, hiding under seat cushions and  
storage compartments of the RVs. In Florida, 
they were found on a commercial shipping 
dock, in motor homes driven by “snowbirds” 
from northern states, and in shrink-wrapped 
furniture delivered to someone who had moved 
from another state.

BMSB cannot live and reproduce in 
homes. When they slip in to hibernate, they do 
not feed on houseplants or anything else. They 
have eaten their fill and built up enough fat to 
see them through their winter sleep, and they 
do not eat any more.

If the bugs have made their way into an 
unheated attic or similar place, they sleep qui-
etly until spring. However, if they get into liv-
ing quarters, the warmth and lights will keep 
them active. This burns up the stored fat that 
was supposed to take them through hibernation, 
and they die. Unfortunately, this can take a long 
time; and if the fall weather stays mild, more 
bugs keep coming in. 

In about April, the bugs awaken and head 
outdoors, although they might go in and out 
for weeks if the weather is changeable. They 
should be gone by mid-spring, off to their  
business of mating and laying eggs.

BMSB have five generations a year in 
China. So far, they have only one generation  
in the United States, but they are anticipated  
to have more as they populate the south.

In China, BMSB feed on all sorts of tree 
fruits, from apples to citrus, persimmons and figs, 
as well as on bean pods and on foliage, stems and 
flowers of many trees and foliage plants.

In our country, so far, they have been 
found on apples, peaches, pears, apricots, rasp-
berries, grapes, peppers, tomatoes, beans, and 
cucumbers. They also feed on ornamentals and 
shade trees, including sunflowers, roses, lilacs, 
dogwood, serviceberry, maple, Paulownia, red-
bud, and birch. And the list continues to grow. 

On soft fruit like peaches, puncture 
wounds can cause the distorted growth called 
catfacing that allows rots to enter. On hard fruit 

such as apples and pears, the 
wounds cause brown, corky 
spots to develop. While the 
home orchardist might tolerate 
this, the fruit is unsalable for 
the commercial grower.

Green, barrel-shaped eggs 
are laid in batches of about 25 
on the undersides of leaves. 
The young (nymphs) are red when first hatched, 
then turn black and later grayish-brown, resem-
bling small adults.

The eventual impact on U.S. agriculture is 
still unknown, but the situation does not bode 
well. One local orchardist told of dumping 
a large part of his peach crop due to BMSB 
damage. Another told of damage to apples and 
Asian pears.

What can we do? Unfortunately, not much, 
especially since the host range of BMSB is so 
great. Researchers are pondering new pesticide 
recommendations, and searches are on for natu-
ral enemies. Research into pheromones is ongo-
ing—to repel the bugs, confuse them so that 
they can’t find mates, or call them into places 
where they can be killed.

Some people have observed jumping  
spiders killing BMSB. Spiders are general 
predators, killing whatever they can catch, but 
are not numerous enough to make a difference. 
Plus, many people hate, fear, and kill spiders!

There are many publications that tell how 
to identify BMSB—the most distinguishable 
feature being white areas on the antennas. 
Personally, I believe in making things easier. 
Since our native stink bugs don’t invade houses, 
if stink bugs invaded your home, it is safe to 
say they were BMSB. You can start thinking 
about next fall and work on securing your home 
by screening vents and caulking.

I know many gentle people who do not 
wish to kill any living thing. Sometimes I 
include myself in their numbers. However, in 
the case of BMSB, I definitely recommend kill-
ing as many of them as you can because they 
spell big trouble for our fruit and other plants. 
A detergent spray works as well as anything 
else to kill them, but their sheer numbers are 
daunting.

I recall seeing stink bugs puncturing my 
tomatoes and peppers last summer, but I never 
made the connection to BMSB until now. I 
purchased some lightweight insect barrier cloth, 
and I guess I will try covering all my tomatoes 
with it this summer. 

Claire Stuart studies and writes about insects. 
Her childhood hero was Henri Fabre. If you 
don’t know who he was, she suggests you look 
him up.
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Humorless Beauty

Dialogue:
 “It’s so beautiful.”
 “I don’t see the humor in it.”
So terrible
 so red
 the sharp intake of
 breath
 immediate pain
 red, purple
  welling, dripping
 The danger of it
 red for love
 blood from the heart
  welling
  dripping
  fiercely lovely

Peach

The first flavor past
 vanilla – the path well-trodden
Peach, that burst of sweetness
 so true to fruit:
  the wet, the softness rolling
 on the tongue
That taste of temptation
 the door opening, all
 the chances yet to be taken,
A world of possibilities

Stink Bugs Are Not GOOD NEWS
Claire Stuart

‘First things first’ and Other Work by Cassie Bosley

Poetry

Cassie Bosley
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PHOTOS BY CLAIRE STUART

Where’s Amelia? Thanks, Joanie

One jet trail then
 another -
no guitar there
The river is up
Noon sun sends train-trestle shadow
 onto brown water
 its rushing is gone
Crows, ducks, geese
 louder than the cars
Blue blue sky
 Two new jet trails.

Old poem, still relevant

Therein space
  throbs. Atoms throw
  themselves amongst the
   indigo emptiness
   repelling and revolving
    around
     the universe in an atom
 Energy moving, whether in rays or waves,
 amber or white, winter snow
  sun off a frozen lake
  tsunamis, towering water
  tornadoes, spinning out from
   green clouds
   taste of the other
   born on the breeze
   of a cosmic storm
Time is the world where god lives,
 evil lurks, dreams are born,
   each alone as the dreamer of
   curves, waves, rays, rods – components
    of chaos.

Christ Church Graveyard

Bodies at rest in their coffins,
flowers and flags at their heads
under the branches of yew – five
trees, old, in a circle –
stride through, find yourself alone.

Looking across, more graves
with old plaster flowers,
alabaster angel, wings folded,
names carved with tools, with rubbing.
One tree, alone and on a rise,
stands through the shadow
lending a light –
life shines on Jesus and Druid alike.
Black dog, loose-leashed
with her nose in the leaves there,
the leaves of the yew.
Nobody bothers you here,
the school bus rattles by on its way.

On the Canal Tow-path

We go for a walk, the dog and I.
I scrunch through dry leaves and old gravel.
She is silent on pads, stepping lightly.
She pounces,
 the smell-earth-warmth
  the tremor of prey.
The sun sparkles on the river,
 glistening
  glitter on grey silk.
The blonde wood of a wind-torn sycamore
 points to the sky:
  blue, endless ethereal blue.
The wind moves the trunks
 screek…screek:
  old doors swinging in old hinges.
Crows fly by
 caw…caw…caw,
  harbingers of nonsense
  I need to listen anyway.
The bluebells’ leaves thrust up,
purple-edged green, hints of buds
tucked down deep,
waiting for a warmer day.

First things first

Bliss and Disgust, warring twins –
Which one will greet me
 this morning?
They won’t leave ‘til the coffee’s
 done, and then they’re
 figuring on who next to bother.
They can’t be only mine but
 rather travel the universe
seeing who has opened their
eyes in that moment,
trying to greet the day.

Every moment

cherry blossoms fall like
 snow flakes
 blowing across the pavement
Earth Day tomorrow
only one day
to celebrate the
beauty of this gem
  this mother
  this blossom

Cassie Bosley has been a resident of Shepherdstown 
since 1985 and is an adjunct professor of English  
at Shepherd University, as well as an artist and a  
grandmother.
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Intersexed Fish, Hormone Disruptors, and Toxic Bodies
An Interview with Nancy Langston

Mark Madison

Recently, University of Wisconsin 
professor and author Nancy 
Langston came to Shepherdstown 

to talk about her new book Toxic Bodies. 
Langston is a professor in the Department 
of Forest and Wildlife Ecology, with a 
joint appointment in the Nelson Institute 
of Environmental Studies. From 2007 to 
2009, she was president of the American 
Society for Environmental History and 
currently she is editor of the journal 
Environmental History.

The idea of endocrine disruptors hits 
disturbingly close to home as it impacts 
everything from our local wildlife to our 
own and our children’s health. I had a 
chance to interview her recently for the 
GOOD NEWS PAPER.

Madison: Tell us a little about how you 
got interested in writing this newest book, 
Toxic Bodies.

Langston: Well, Toxic Bodies looks at 
the history of endocrine disruptors, which 
are the synthetic chemicals that disrupt, 
alter, change, transform hormone systems 
in both humans and wildlife. I got inter-
ested, actually, when I was working on 
the history of Malheur National Wildlife 
Refuge [in Princeton, Oregon], because 
when I was researching the refuge, I 
learned that really substantial quantities  
of 245T and 2,4-D (which became 
famous as Agent Orange) had been 
used by managers to manage the refuge. 
Concerns were beginning to emerge 
about what that might mean for the health 
of the people who sprayed it and for the 

health of the 
fish. At the same 
time, we started 
reading more 
and more reports 
about intersexed 
fish: fish in the 
Potomac River 
where males 
seemed to be 
developing egg 
yolk proteins; 
fish in the waters 
of British streams 

where every single fish seemed to be 
female, and then when they looked more 
closely, they realized half of them were 
male, but they were developing egg 
yolk proteins too. I learned that across 
aquatic systems around the world, marine 
snails were developing imposex, which 
is a very scary condition where female 
snails developed a condition that blocked 
the release of eggs from their oviduct. 
Eventually these blocked eggs explode, 
and then [the female snails] die. And 
many species of marine snails seem to 
be decreasing. There were problems with 
Chinook salmon, sex-changing salmon, 
and an endangered run in the Pacific 
Northwest. Sometimes it seemed every-
where you turned, you were hearing more 
and more problems with reproductive 
success in aquatic [animals] and then 
terrestrial animals as well. And then I 
started learning that there were lots of 
reproduction problems in people: infertil-
ity, problems with reproductive cancers, 
increases in testicular cancer, decreases 
in sperm count. Scientists across the 
world began to be concerned that syn-
thetic chemicals were affecting reproduc-
tive systems in wildlife and in people too.

Madison: What are hormone disrupters 
and what do they do?

Langston: Hormone disrupters are syn-
thetic chemicals that have the ability to 
change the ways our endocrine systems 
work in our bodies. Endocrine systems 
are made up of the hormones and all 
the receptors and the proteins that carry 
these hormones throughout the blood. 
Hormones are kind of a signaling system  
within our body. We have a number of 

different signaling systems. Some of 
them signal really quickly, like our neu-
rological system—our brain, our nervous 
system, sends almost instantaneous 
[signals] throughout the body. The hor-
mone system is a little slower; the effects 
last a little longer, and so hormones tell 
the developing fetus, the developing 
baby, how exactly to develop. So, one 
hypothesis that was developed by wild-
life biologists is that tiny changes in the 
background levels of hormones and syn-
thetic chemicals that act like hormones 
could be affecting reproduction, cancer 
rates, [and] fertility rates in many, many 
wildlife [animals] across the world.

Madison: Scary thought.

Langston: It is a scary thought because 
what Rachel Carson taught us 40, 50 
years ago is that wildlife can’t be sepa-
rated from people. People tend to think 
we’re exceptional, that we’re different 
from the rest of animals. And so, when 
we find reports that some 30 percent of 
fish in British waters are now intersexed; 
that there are radical increases in intersex 
conditions in many, many [animals]; dra-
matic increases in testicular cancer [and] 
in uterine cancer; that we should be pay-
ing close attention because what we do to 
the rest of the world we do to ourselves.

Madison: One of the concepts you 
brought up in the book, that I hadn’t 
heard described this way before, was the 
“precautionary principle” and it seems 
like it has many applications. I wondered 
if you could tell us what the “precaution-
ary principle” is?

Langston: The “precautionary principle” 
states that when there is good reason 
to suspect a new chemical might cause 
harm, either to wildlife or to people, then 
the burden of proof should be on the 
industry to show that this chemical is safe 
rather than on the consumer or the gov-
ernment to prove that it causes individual 
harm to individual people. So, what I’m 
arguing is that precaution, the principle 
that you have to show something’s safe 
before you expose everybody to it—that’s 
a great principle [and] it’s important 
to defend. And all synthetic chemicals 

should be subject to that principle, not 
just drugs.

Madison: In addition to a medical his-
tory and kind of a cautionary tale of 
overexuberance about the potential of 
chemicals and so on, it’s also an environ-
mental history. I wonder if you could tell 
us what environmental history is?

Langston: Sure. Environmental history 
is the study of the relationships between 
humans and the rest of nature, unlike 
many other forms of history, say, social 
or political history, which focus mostly 
on what humans do and kind of assume 
that the rest of nature is this static back-
drop, this stage upon which the drama of 
human life [is] played out. Environmental 
history works from the insights of Rachel 
Carson, who taught us that we’re all in 
this together; what we do to fish, we 
do to ourselves. And, that we may think 
we’re controlling nature, but nature is 
often turning around and reshaping us.

Nancy Langston’s first book, Forest 
Dreams, Forest Nightmares (University 
of Washington Press, 1995) examines the 
causes of the forest health crisis on west-
ern national forests. Her second book, 
Where Land and Water Meet: A Western 
Landscape Transformed (University of 
Washington Press, 2003) focuses on 
dilemmas over riparian management in 
the West. Her third book, Toxic Bodies: 
Hormone Disruptors and the Legacy of 
DES, was released by Yale University 
Press in February 2010. Her current 
project is Changing Lake Superior: 
Forest, Fisheries, Global Warming, and 
Environmental Health.

Mark Madison is the historian for 
the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service and 
teaches environmental history, environ-
mental ethics, and environment in film at 
Shepherd University.

All Creatures Great and Small

Lois Claxton Turco is a conversation-
alist, volunteer par excellence, an 
idea generator, persuasive commu-

nicator, out-of-the-box thinker, and vision-
ary. And that’s just for starters. Fortunately 
for Shepherdstown and Jefferson County, 
she brings all of that and more to her cur-
rent mission, which is telling the region’s 
story in a way that differs from the tradi-
tional tourism model.

“Heritage area thinking,” a phrase 
Turco coined, capitalizes on the idea 
that regional identity is a combination 
of the cultural, recreational, historic, and 
natural features of an area. By integrat-
ing contemporary attractions like cycling 
the C&O Canal, whitewater rafting on 
the Shenandoah, and boutique shopping 
with trips to historical battlefields and 
landmarks, visitors and residents learn 
the story of a place in a more compelling 
fashion. The result can also lead to sus-
tainable economic development. 

Turco is familiar with the formal 
designation of a National Heritage Area, 
which is approved by Congress but admin-
istered by local organizations. Her goal 
since settling in Shepherdstown in 2001 
has been to establish such an area in this 
region. She cited the Baltimore Harbor 
National Heritage Area and the Journey 
through Hallowed Ground, focusing on 
Civil War stories occurring between 
Gettysburg and Monticello, as good exam-
ples of how, once recognized, the National 
Park Service protects and promotes des-
ignated places. The Coal Heritage Scenic 
Byway and Wheeling National Heritage 
Area are West Virginia sites that are simi-
larly preserved. 

Since funding for the creation of new 
National Heritage Areas has been curtailed 
in recent years, this determined woman 
decided to approach her mission in another 
way. Initially, Turco worked on a National 
Park Service project called Washington’s 

Way West but while waiting for the official 
designation, she and several others in the 
group decided to rebrand themselves. The 
new nonprofit organization is called the Two 
Rivers Heritage Partnership and will act and 
think like a National Heritage Area planning 
group. Its Web site will link historic homes, 
recreational opportunities, local craftspeople, 
riverfront and town parks, Civil War land-
marks, and many other attributes of this area. 
The partnership will bring together com-
munity groups who share the same desire to 
preserve this special place in American his-
tory. The two waterways and the geographic 
area to be highlighted are from the conflu-
ence of the Shenandoah and Potomac rivers 
at Harpers Ferry over to Berryville, Va., up 
to Winchester then over to Cumberland, Md., 
and down the canal towns before coming 
back to Harpers Ferry. 

Telling the story from this angle 
and in this way is exactly what excites 
Lois Turco, whose voice becomes more 
animated when elaborating on the new 
venture. Her passions for bringing people 
together to solve problems and for explor-
ing heritage are what motivate her actions. 
This intense fascination with ancestral 
history may stem from Turco’s very genes. 
A direct descendant on her father’s side 
of the family, Thomas Claxton, was a 
purchasing agent for Thomas Jefferson 
and was called his “man Friday” in the 
task of furnishing the president’s home 
in Washington. Letters found in long-
forgotten boxes stored in her parents’ D.C. 
residence yielded proof of this historic 
connection. Claxtons have lived in the 
District of Columbia, where Lois was 
born, since 1783.

Another factor that contributes 
to Lois Turco’s unique perspective on 
heritage area thinking is her worldview 
developed over 10 overseas moves, 5 
posts, and 13 years abroad. As a Foreign 
Service spouse, she lived, worked and 
raised a family in Dacca, East Pakistan; 
Islamabad, West Pakistan; Calcutta, India; 
Kabal, Afghanistan; and Aman, Jordan. 
This life-changing immersion process for-
ever changed the way she would perceive 
the world. As a 26-year-old, Turco and 
her husband, Fred, along with their three 
young children embarked on a marvel-
ous adventure. Turco made a home for 
the family in each location, postponing 
the completion of her college education 
and the start of a career until Suzanne, 
Andrew, and Stephanie were more settled. 
A move to Calcutta in 1975 enabled 
the children to enroll at the Woodstock 

School, a Christian mis-
sionary boarding school 
in the foothills of the 
Himalayan Mountains.

The next assignment, 
in 1978, was to the small 
American Embassy in 
Afghanistan, a country 
that Turco loved. It was 

here that she clearly recognized that her 
way of looking at the world had changed. 
It had become easier to negotiate outside 
her cultural comfort zone and to imagine 
new and different ways to solve problems. 
She could bring her experiences to the 
communities where she lived and offer a 
broader perspective on how people can 
live and work together. 

The political climate in Afghanistan 
changed dramatically in February 1979 
and Lois Turco found herself to be one of 
the last spouses out of Kabal. In October, 
at age 40, she moved back to India. 
However, in December the couple decided 
that Lois should return to the United 
States, and during that home leave the 
Soviets invaded Afghanistan. Since return-
ing to Kabal was impossible, she remained 
in the Washington area to complete her 
undergraduate degree at the University of 
Maryland. She graduated in May 1980 and 
then received a scholarship for graduate 
work in linguistics and cultural anthropol-
ogy. She also became certified to teach 
English as a second language.

One final overseas posting took the 
couple to Aman, Jordan, from 1982 to 
1985. Applying the new skills and cre-
dentials, Turco found a position at the 
University of Jordan teaching English as 
a second language. An embassy job fol-
lowed where she was a community liaison 
officer or, as Turco described it, “mother 
superior” to those in the American 
community. She worked with the 150 
employees and their spouses and families, 
producing a newsletter, welcoming new 
arrivals, providing an orientation to the 
culture and community, and assessing 
the needs of the diverse group. The chal-
lenging year of trying to bring humor and 
positive thinking to people living in a new 
environment taught Turco many things. 
Chief among them was how to develop her 
personal coping strategies and resilience 
to manage the effects of having lived in so 
many different cultures. 

Returning to the United States 
brought its own demands. The Turcos had 
to acclimate to American culture while 
settling into an empty nest left by the 
three adult children who were on their way 
to becoming professionals in their own 
right. Lois held several interesting jobs 
in the D.C. area and eventually landed 
in Rockville, Md., with a research firm 
where she worked for 13 years. She man-
aged databases, did networking, computer 
maintenance, and Web site development. 

When the time came to seek a place to 
retire and retool, Turco brought her tech-
nological expertise, worldview, and love  
of history to Shepherdstown.

“What will I do with the rest of my 
life?” she remembers asking herself. 
Soon she became a board member of the 
Gateway New Economy Council. This 
nonprofit organization was the perfect 
vehicle for putting some of her broad 
perspective and problem-solving theory 
into practice. She worked with Gateway 
members on regional issues as the group 
began to develop the Eastern Panhandle 
into a showcase for bringing business, 
technology and higher education together 
for economic gain. In 2005 Turco attended 
a roundtable hosted by Rotary, and from 
that meeting of the minds, she helped to 
form the Shepherdstown Heritage Group. 
Players who hadn’t worked in combina-
tion before came together including the 
Town Council, the National Park Service, 
and Shepherd University. Their tasks were 
to join Shepherdstown to a new bridge 
across the Potomac River and to design a 
welcome garden. Eventually through this 
collaborative effort, a bike path, overlook, 
and connecting sidewalk to campus were 
constructed.

“Heritage area thinking” had begun! 
Local projects expanded to regional ones, 
start-up money was procured, and cur-
rent activities of nonprofits were linked. 
Marketing included the recognition of 
cultural and natural landscapes like the 
riverfront and town parks, and historic 
preservation was given a major emphasis. 
Further heritage area thinking resulted 
in the cofounding of Freedom’s Run: An 
Event for Health and Heritage, now tak-
ing place annually in the fall. It is also 
involved in the Canal Towns program that 
counts Shepherdstown as a member; the 
Heritage Forum and Heritage Summit of 
2008; and now the Two Rivers Heritage 
Partnership.

“If you don’t know where you are, 
you can’t know who you are,” says Dan 
Shilling, author of Civic Tourism: The 
Poetry and Politics of Place. Lois Turco 
has taken this message from the writ-
ten page and sprinkled it into fascinating 
stories that engage people of all ages. She 
will continue to spread her thinking and 
doing as long as there are stories to tell, 
visitors to listen, and places to discover.

Lois Claxton Turco’s ‘Heritage Area Thinking’
Wendy Mopsik

Lois Turco brings attention to the book that 
helped to give a conceptual framework for  
her heritage area thinking.

PHOTO BY WENDY MOPSIK

She clearly recognized 
that after living abroad 
for so many years, her 
way of looking at the 
world had changed.

The new nonprofit organization 
is called the Two Rivers Heritage 
Partnership and will act and think 
like a National Heritage Area.

Author Nancy Langston and her new book
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Flags of Peace
Sarah Soltow

My garden is adorned with 
two sets of Tibetan prayer 
flags. Each of them is a 

simple string with small squares of 
colored fabric attached. These small 
squares of green, blue, red, white, 
and yellow were quite bright when 
they were new, but are faded now 
to very gentle, soft shades and a bit 
frayed around the edges from con-
stant exposure to the elements. Each 
of the fabric squares is block-printed 
with Tibetan texts that represent 
prayers and wishes for the owner and 
the world. One set that hangs in my 
garden is in Tibetan only, so I can-
not read the text, but I trust that the 
prayers contained therein are worthy. 
The second set, actually obtained 
from Tibet as a gift for me from a 
friend, has an English word on each: 
Peace, Success, Long Life, Prosperity, 
Knowledge. I appreciate the thoughts. 
One of the qualities of these prayer 
flags is how they blow in the 
breezes. They beckon, flow, 
and dance with any bit of 
wind that comes along. They 
are peaceful symbols of a 
gentle life that wishes well 
to the surrounding world.

Another line stretches 
across my backyard. It took 
a few years to determine 
its position once we moved 

into this new home, but 
eventually it was determined 
that the clothesline would 
hang here. The hooks were 
placed appropriately, strong 
clothesline wire encased in 
green plastic was measured 
out, and the clothespins were 
excavated from the depths 
of other stuff that had been 
moved. Hanging laundry out 
to dry is something of a bygone task. 
Most of us have a dryer alongside of 
the washer in our homes. Since laun-
dry is one of those household chores 
that can be burdensome at best, I’m 
very grateful for the conveniences of 
modern living that make the chore 
more palatable. I grew up without a 
dryer and remember hanging laundry 
outside in the summertime and in 
the basement in winter. I remember 
rushing out before a summer storm to 
bring in the almost dry clothes, and 

I also remember sometimes bringing 
in frozen clothes on a sunny winter 
day. Even when my own children 
were very small, I had no dryer. I 
recall that the folding clothes rack 
was stored near the wood stove so 
that winter laundry could dry in the 
warmth of the stove and also provide 
needed moisture to the dry heat of the 
wood stove.

Now that I’m a real person, I 
have a laundry room well fitted with 
washer and dryer. I also have the 
means to pay the electric bills that 
come due. In recent years, however, 
I’ve been drawn to the simple act 
of hanging out my laundry. To me, 
there is both art and beauty in the 
act. I hang the shirts just so, tails 
attached to tails to minimize space 
and clothespin usage. The colors 
and designs of T-shirts, pants, socks, 
and underwear wafting in the breeze 
delight me. Sheets are folded in the 
center and stretched out to catch the 
sun and breezes that imbue them 
with the ultimate sensory experience: 
There is absolutely nothing like snug-
gling into bed between sweet, clean 
sheets while breathing the incredible 
scent bestowed by the gentle breezes 
of a sunny day. In fact I enjoy the 
fresh sunshine scent of every article 
of clothing that has been line-dried. 
Cotton becomes a little rough, so a 
touch of the iron may be needed, but 
that is another simple chore that is 
frequently regarded as an onerous 
and menial task in our culture.

When I was a young mother, 
performing the seemingly endless 
chores of hanging clothes out on 
the line, I actually began to think 
of laundry as flags of peace. Bright 
colors hung with care fluttered with 
the breezes. I conceived of family 
clotheslines assisting in the duties of 
householding, cleanliness, and order. 
These small rites of daily living 
could be spun outward in our lives 

to create the community’s sense of 
order and peace. If one thinks about 
trying to live in the disruptive climate 
of any cultural upheaval (war, disas-
ter, dislocation, refugee camps, etc.), 
one could easily imagine that the sim-
ple act of doing laundry and hanging 
one’s clothes out to dry would be 
practically impossible. 

The Tibetan prayer flags are from 
another culture and tradition that val-
ues peaceful living and believes that 
prayers can be offered in many, many 
ways. They have become a symbol 
of peace in our culture and can be 
seen frequently on porches or fences, 
in yards and gardens. Look for them 
and offer your own prayers for peace 
when you see them. Then look also 
for clothes hanging on a line behind 
someone’s house or in a side yard. 
And, if you see a clothesline hung 
with the family’s work clothes, pants, 
shirts, socks, towels, sheets, and even 
underwear, salute these flags of peace 
as you offer another prayer—for 
them, for me, for yourself, and for 
our world. 

Within all the major religious traditions, 
though to differing degrees, there is a 
shared recognition that silence is one very 
effective tool for spiritual development.

—Sara Maitland
A Book of Silence

Maria de Fatima Cruz de Lacerda 
has been living and beading 
in Shepherdstown for almost 

three years now. The interior of Hand 
of Fatima, her shop on German Street, 
is a small space that sparkles with the 
dancing light of crystals and soft glow 
of stones. She offers earrings, bracelets, 
and necklaces for sale, but one gets the 
sense that her purpose is not necessarily 
commercial. The shop itself is adorned 
with Eastern religious statuary; it is often 
filled with the sound of recorded chants. 
Incense fills the air, and one has more a 
sense of entering a shrine than a shop. 
An energy of jouissance is evident as 
Lacerda’s bubbling, infectious laughter 
frequently erupts during her interactions 
with others, but pay attention. Listen to 
her, for you will hear her laughter, but no 
words.

Off and on, for varying periods of 
time, in various places, and for much 
of her adult life, Lacerda has chosen 
the path of silence to lead her closer to 
the heart of God. “Silence to me is a 
wilderness where I go for refuge…. A 
place that nourishes and gracefully takes 
me apart. [It is] not a place of answers 
or questions. [It is] a place where the 
inner and outer boundaries are no longer 
valid, a place with no maps or props—an 
abyss.” 

Another explorer of silence, author 
Sara Maitland, quoted above, says, “We 
have reached a point in contemporary 
Western culture where we believe that too 
much silence is either ‘mad’ (depressive, 
escapist, weird) or ‘bad’ (selfish, antiso-
cial).”

Upon a first encounter with Lacerda, 
one may have to deal with that internal 
cultural assessment, but she quickly puts 
one at ease with her contagious laugh-
ter, gently blowing kisses, and friendly 
Hawaiian “hang loose” hand signals. She 
is also quite ready with a pen and pad to 
clarify any information that one might 
need. Her generosity in writing much of 
the information for this interview cer-
tainly attests to that.

To arrive at a unique perspective 
on life as an adult, one frequently tra-
verses a unique path through life. Fatima 
Lacerda was raised in a small Brazilian 
village where no technology, electricity, 
or running water flowed. A Peace Corps 
volunteer offered her the opportunity 
to come to the United States to college 
and provided her with just four things: a 
one-way air ticket to Kennedy Airport, a 
telephone number, a dime to make a call, 
and a drawing of a pay phone since she 
had never seen one. When she arrived in 
the middle of a blizzard (17 below zero 
with three feet of snow), she feared that 
she had taken the wrong plane and had 
landed in Alaska. The dime in her pocket 
was her only lifeline, and she says that 
even today, when she finds 10 cents on 
the street, she feels rich beyond measure.

Lacerda’s foray into the world that 
began at age 18 has taken her to many 
places: Baltimore; Washington, D.C.; 
Virginia; Maryland; Nepal; California; 
Florida; and for the 16 years prior to 
moving to Shepherdstown, she lived on 
the Big Island of Hawaii. Having prac-
ticed silence for a month or two annually 
for several years, Lacerda was ready to 
take the plunge into a deeper experi-
ence of silence when she turned 50. She 
“went in a tent at the foothills of Mauna 
Loa Mountain in Hawaii and spent eight 
months in silence.” She had no music, 
no books, no electricity, no phone…only 
a notebook with a few favorite prayers, 
a mala (prayer beads), and a few other 
beads for stringing.

Because Lacerda makes all of the 
jewelry in her shop, I asked her about 
this craft. With her bubbling laugh, she 
revealed that stringing beads together has 
been a constant activity in her life. As 
a very young child in Brazil, she would 
string garlands of plumeria flowers. Her 
mother and sister didn’t quite know what 
to do with these, but Lacerda would wear 
them constantly and share them with her 
family. She asks us to imagine her delight 
when she arrived in Hawaii and found 
that her childhood pastime was an hon-
ored tradition there. “Hand of Fatima is 
the arena in which I make offerings (jew-
elry) to the Goddess in us.…Beading to 
me is a practice of putting stones together 
allowing them to find a place of beauty 
and harmony. [It is] an active meditation, 
a prayer.” 

She writes, “I 
was very fortunate to 
find out very early 
on that God was not 
in any ritual and 
that he was for me 
beyond religion.” We 
have heard in words 
that God’s nature 
is unspeakable and 
unknowable; the trick 
may be in finding the 
experience of that 
nature. As a young 
child raised in the 
Catholic tradition, 
Lacerda desired the 
experience of union 
with God. For her, 
first communion was 
devastating when she 
realized that, in tak-
ing the dry wafer and 
sip of wine, she was 
not filled with the 
presence of God. And 
so, for her, the ques-
tion became, “How 
could God be outside 
me? My entire life 
has been about living 
with this question.”

Throughout her life, Lacerda has 
explored many faith traditions. She has 
participated in Tibetan, Hindu, Zen, 
Native American, and other ceremonies 
and rituals and has found elements of 
truth in all of them.

Silence, however, is the path that 
provides her with a way to be authentic in 
her life. “I feel we all have the potential 
to have an authentic relationship with 
God. It’s only up to each of us to follow 
what in us is more ‘Godlike’—moment 
by moment.” On a lighter note, Lacerda 
describes silence as very liberating! “No 
phones, no excuses, no opinions, no com-
puter!”

But she provides a bit of a warning, 
too. “It’s also important to know that 
silence is not a ‘casual practice.’ It’s risky 
to confront mind/reality with no words.” 

Sara Maitland endorses this aspect 
of silence in describing “an exhilarat-
ing sense of peril.” Both of these women 
have done their homework. Lacerda con-
fesses that she has been at this silence 
business for “only seven years” (empha-

sis hers). Maitland continues to describe 
silence as “powerfully positive,” and 
Lacerda attests, “I’ve discovered through 
it that I do have a spiritual vision and 
that it evolves, not by my own efforts, but 
by the gestures of kindness of so many 
people.”

Lacerda’s path brought her to 
Shepherdstown when she and her daughter  
visited a good friend in Knoxville, Md., 
several years ago. Her daughter decided 
that she wanted to attend Shepherd 
University. Upon her daughter’s gradua-
tion, life led Lacerda here to live and to 
set up shop. Why Shepherdstown? “Why 
not? Any place is a good place to prac-
tice.” Then, she adds, “I feel tremendous 
gratitude for living in a town that sup-
ports this inquiry of mine…. It shows and 
reflects the presence and beauty of God’s 
blessings in this town and on all of us.”

Sarah Soltow resides along the river at 
Shepherdstown where she enjoys early 
morning time with her dog, Stella.

The Silent Hand of Fatima
Sarah Soltow

Tibetan Buddhist prayer flags blowing in the wind

Maria de Fatima Cruz de Lacerda

Each of the fabric 
squares is block-printed 
with Tibetan texts that 
represent prayers and 
wishes for the owner 
and the world.

… I actually began  
to think of laundry  
as flags of peace.

The Tibetan prayer  
flags are from another  
culture and tradition 
that values peaceful  
living and believes that 
prayers can be offered 
in many, many ways.
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Seeing Red
Christopher Robinson

I recently attended a very unique social gathering, and 
I thought I would share the experience with you. It is 
called the Red Party, and it takes place every year. The 

local relevance comes from the many folks I met there 
who have spent a lot of time living, working, or going to 
school in Shepherdstown. We’ll start with the when and 
where before I meander toward the who and why.

This party happens at the beginning of May every 
year. In all ancient pagan religions, this has been a cel-
ebrated holiday symbolizing the joining of the god and 
goddess to create the sun child—a time between the sol-
stices when the struggles and joys of fertility and mating 
rites come to a climax. This ritual was the physical mani-
festation of love and sex, and has not as yet received a 
Christian equivalent. In Shepherdstown, we erect the 
phallic maypole and entwine it in the earthy vines and 
ribbons to represent the embrace of the goddess. At the 
Red Party there is no maypole but they follow other 
ancient rites: building bright bonfires; playing beautiful 
music deep into the night; and shimmying, swishing, 
and sashaying their way though myriad dances until the 
break of dawn.

The where is pretty far out there—way down in 
southern central West Virginia, past Charleston and into 
the town of Hurricane. You follow a small suburban road 
through sleepy neighborhoods, but where most roads 
end, this one does not. It keeps going, far up into the 
mountains. It changes from a paved road into a gravel 
trail following the mountain ridge, and it keeps going. 
Just when you think you’re so far up and out that you’ll 
never find your way back, around the next bend, Maple 
Hill appears. It’s a huge and graceful wooden manor 
perched on the very crest of the mountain, spreading its 
shadowy overhanging eaves above the trees, a multitude 
of decks protruding from every story, its epic windows 
peering out over the green velvet valleys that surround 
it. The path up to the house is a cascading collection of 
imprinted concrete steps of varying sizes, and during 
the party they are lined with manikin greeters dressed to 
kill in outrageous red outfits. The central feature of the 
house is a huge hardwood dance floor under a cathedral 
ceiling sporting a stage at one end; the backdrop is a 
window wall held together by a beautiful folk mural of 
dancing angels. 

The owner of this house brings us to the who. 
This wonderful place is owned by a man I am proud to 
call my friend. Greg Carroll, a West Virginia historian, 
bought the property in 1972 for a song. His grandfather 
had owned the land below it, and the opportunity was 
too good to pass up. He started a farming community 
and invited his friends to live there. Quite a collection 
of people moved onto the property and made it one of 
the more successful farms in the state. Top-notch musi-
cians like the Putnam County Pickers, the Stark Raven 
Band, and the Mountain Stage Band got their start here. 
The medical professional who started Women Care and 
Family Care, clinical programs for women and the poor, 
made her home at Maple Hill. Billy Jack Gregg, the 
state’s longest running consumer advocate also came 
from here. This convocation of movers and shakers 
became large fish in a small pond. 

Greg has been throwing this party for 20 years, and 
each occasion represents a unique gathering of young 
and old souls coming together to break bread, share 
ideas, play music, and dance, dance, dance. This year 
was no exception. I met a host of gracious folks, some 
who were complete strangers and some surprisingly 
close friends from Shepherdstown. Elizabeth Turner, 
who went to Shepherd University with me, showed 
up to throw down with members of her newly minted 
Charleston Roller Derby team, the Chemical Valley 
Rollers. Check them out on the Web, and you’ll find a 
smartly dressed team of sassy girls ready to take on the 
world. I also ran into Kodac Harrison, a singular musi-
cian from the Savannah area, with an untamed shock of 
hair, who carried the stage and was the perfect master of 
ceremonies.

It was said that this was the coldest Red Party ever. 
The wind was howling, and as the temperature dropped, 
we all took turns on the dance floor to warm our bodies 
and our spirits. I was fortunate 
enough to cut a rug with the 
lovely Anna Jolliffe, an old 
friend who used to tend bar 
at Ed’s Beer and Wine here in 
Shepherdstown, and who is 
now finishing up her medical 
degree in Charleston. 

The whirling red outfits 
and churning music made 
for a heady combo under the 
red lights. To calm the crowd, 
a feast was laid out. One of 
Greg’s cousins had brought a 
huge iron smoker up the hill, 
and he kept it billowing and 
burning day and night, pro-
ducing slabs of silky brisket, 
buckets of charred chicken, 
vats of steamy veggies, and 
platters of warm caramelized 
fruit. The chef, Gary, was quite 
vigilant with the meat, but he 
himself didn’t eat any at all. I 
noticed that many of the group 
were vegans and vegetarians. 

This trend was apparently driven by nutritional choice, 
not by any particular political affiliation. 

At the climax of this situation, everyone was 
directed to take up places on the decks and hillsides 
around the bonfire to watch fireworks. The display was 
put on by Greg’s sons, including my old friend Texas, 
who spent many years in Shepherdstown, going to 
school and working. He was there with his wife, Kyle 
Bryner, also a Shepherd grad, who is now running the 
Wake Forest Museum collection. The sky lit up with 
rockets and mortars, shimmering and exploding into 
wild shapes, snowflakes and jokers’ hats, spiders and 
stars, flashing shadow monsters out of the trees and rain-
ing sparks into the darkness. 

The music continued deep into the night. New bands 
tried their luck on the empty stage, and drum circles 
formed around small fires. Most of the people started to 
drift off and dissipate, their dance-weary souls heading 
into small tents high on the ridge to awaken at the top of 
the world, settling into the comfy corners of the house, 
or drifting back to the places they came from. 

The truly unique thing about the gathering is accep-
tance. The party was started on a whim by one of Greg’s 
girlfriends, just a party where everyone wears red. Why 
red? Well, red is the color of blood, sex, and revolution; 
the color of a stop sign screaming “No!” at you, daring 
you not to stop; the color of fire and ripeness; the color 
of emotion and anger. There is a lot to the color red, but 
the funny thing is that the color really isn’t that impor-
tant. What’s really important is that anyone can come to 
the Red Party, really, anyone. Straight or gay, black or 
white, young or old, rich or poor, you are all welcome. 
Come on down. With open arms you will be accepted 
and there will be no lack of song and dance or food and 
drink for you. There is only one rule at the Red Party, 
you must wear RED!

A Great Urgency
A Letter from Chief Arvol Looking Horse

To All World Religious and Spiritual Leaders

My Relatives,

Time has come to speak to the hearts of our Nations and their Leaders. I ask you this  

from the bottom of my heart, to come together from the Spirit of your Nations in prayer.

We, from the heart of Turtle Island, have a great message for the World; we are guided  

to speak from all the White Animals showing their sacred color, which have been signs for  

us to pray for the sacred life of all things. As I am sending this message to you, many Animal 

Nations are being threatened, those that swim, those that crawl, those that fly, and the plant 

Nations, eventually all will be [affected by] the oil disaster in the Gulf.

The dangers we are faced with at this time are not of spirit. The catastrophe that has  

happened with the oil spill, which looks like the bleeding of Grandmother Earth, is made  

by human mistakes, mistakes that we cannot afford to continue to make.

I ask, as Spiritual Leaders, that we join together, united in prayer with the whole of our 

Global Communities. My concern is these serious issues will continue to worsen, as a domino 

effect that our Ancestors have warned us of in their Prophecies.

I know in my heart there are millions of people that feel our united prayers for the sake of 

our Grandmother Earth are long overdue. I believe we as Spiritual people must gather ourselves 

and focus our thoughts and prayers to allow the healing of the many wounds that have been 

inflicted on the Earth. As we honor the Cycle of Life, let us call for Prayer circles globally to 

assist in healing Grandmother Earth (our Unc’I Maka).

We ask for prayers that the oil spill, this bleeding, will stop. That the winds stay calm to 

assist in the work. Pray for the people to be guided in repairing this mistake, and that we may 

also seek to live in harmony, as we make the choice to change the destructive path we are on.

As we pray, we will fully understand that we are all connected. And that what we create can 

have lasting effects on all life.

So let us unite spiritually, All Nations, All Faiths, One Prayer. Along with this immediate 

effort, I also ask to please remember June 21st, World Peace and Prayer Day/Honoring Sacred 

Sites day. Whether it is a natural site, a temple, a church, a synagogue or just your own sacred 

space, let us make a prayer for all life, for good decision making by our Nations, for our  

children’s future and wellbeing, and the generations to come.

Onipikte (That we shall live),

Chief Arvol Looking Horse

19th generation Keeper of the Sacred White Buffalo Calf Pipe of the Lakota, Dakota, Nakota 

Nation of the Sioux

Local Color

Arvol Looking Horse was born on the Cheyenne River Reservation in South Dakota. At the age of 12, he was given the responsibility of becoming the 19th Generation Keeper 
of the Sacred White Buffalo Calf Pipe, the youngest ever. He is widely recognized as a chief and the spiritual leader of all three branches of the Sioux tribe.

He is the author of White Buffalo Teachings and a guest columnist for Indian Country Today. A tireless advocate of maintaining traditional spiritual practices, Chief 
Looking Horse is the founder of Big Foot Riders, which memorializes the massacre of Big Foot’s band at Wounded Knee.

Chief Looking Horse’s prayers have opened numerous sessions of the United Nations and his many awards include the Juliet Hollister Award from the Temple of 
Understanding, a Non-Governmental Organization with Consultation Status with the United Nations Economic and Social Council. He lives on the Cheyenne River Reservation 
in South Dakota.

http://www.manataka.org/page108.html

Musician Kodac Harrison (center) with Anna Jolliffe (left) 
and Kyle Bryner (right)

Manikin greeter on the steps to the Red Party 

Texas Carroll and Kyle Bryner

PHOTOS BY CHRIS ROBINSON
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cOMMunity BiBle SchOOl

A Wonderful Shepherdstown Tradition
Kathy Blue

The summer tradition of a five-day, 
ecumenical Bible school for chil-
dren in Shepherdstown is strong 

and cherished by many. Typically, about 
100 children, aged 3 to about 14, attend. 
Approximately 65 teens and adults from 
most of the town’s churches pitch in to 
make it a happy, safe, and educational 
event. This year Community Bible School 
(CBS) runs July 19–23 and the curriculum 
is Hero Headquarters: Where Kids Join 
Forces with God (more about this later).

Jeremiah, Paul, and a number of other 
Biblical prophets experienced a “holy call-
ing” to do God’s work. Fortunately this 
sense of calling was not confined to Bible 
times, and many of us, who generously 
serve year after year, feel called by God. 
In fact, it is rare for someone to volunteer 
just one year. Most of the participants, both 
young and old, purposely set aside time for 
this annual activity.

A committee of dedicated volunteers 
oversees the planning of CBS. The current 
committee is: Kathy Blue (chair) from New 
Street United Methodist Church (UMC); 
Judy Benner from St. Peter’s Lutheran; 
Beth Yates from St. Agnes Catholic; Anne 
Barrat from Shepherdstown Presbyterian; 
Kristin VanderWijst from Trinity Episcopal; 
and Bob Snipes from the Christian Science 
Society.

A number of factors make CBS fun 
and successful. One is the community-
wide commitment. Church members see 
the value and kindly contribute funds 
and time. The annual budget is around 
$1,000, including the daily snacks and 
craft projects.

Another contributing factor is the 
proximity of the churches. Each year, the 
children assemble at St. Agnes Chapel 
(old church) for registration and the open-
ing. Then, they all walk next door to New 
Street UMC for classes, music, crafts, 
games, and snack. Finally, they walk to 
Trinity Episcopal for the closing song and 
prayer. Being able to utilize three different 
churches, all located on Church Street, 
brings variety. The children get to visit a 
fourth church, Christ Reformed, for the 
Friday night program of songs.

The musical component is another 
strength of Shepherdstown’s Bible 

School. Over the years, we have been 
blessed with extraordinarily talented 
musicians who make the most of the 
opportunity to teach the children won-
derful, classic Bible songs. The children 
love learning these songs and singing 
them for their parents and grandparents 
at the Friday evening program. It is truly 
amazing how quickly the children learn 
the songs and how well they perform 
them. The music teachers for this year 
are Lydia Vickers and Sarah Soltow, with 
Ruth Raubertas assisting.

Watching the Friday evening per-
formance at 7 p.m. is a privilege and a 
delight. The children typically sing about 
10 songs. Perennial favorites include 
“Pharaoh, Pharaoh,” sung to the tune 
of the rock song, “Louie, Louie,” and 
“There Were Twelve Disciples.”

On Friday afternoon, July 23, the 
students also will sing at Canterbury 
Center in Shepherdstown. The senior 
citizens always delight in hearing and 
seeing them belt out the songs they have 
learned. The parents and volunteers feel 
it is also a great opportunity for the chil-
dren to give back to the community some 
of the good they have received.

Building an awareness of com-
munity and helping others in need is 
always a component of Bible School. 
The children learn about ways they can 
help others and are encouraged to do so. 
One of the craft projects is specifically 
designed with giving in mind. One year, 
the children decorated grocery bags that 
were then given to Jefferson County 
Community Ministries for their food pan-
try. They learned about Locks of Love, 
a program that 
collects pony-
tails of hair to 
make wigs for 
sick people, 
several years 
ago and our 
families are still 
contributing 
to this worthy 
cause.

The cor-
nerstone of 
Bible School 

is, of course, being sure 
the children attending 
learn at least five Bible 
stories during the week. 
Typically, the curricu-
lum consists of one Old 
Testament story and four 
stories from the New 
Testament. They are 
connected by a theme, 
and the storytellers and 
teachers endeavor to 
make the Bible people, 
events, and places come 
alive.

The five featured 
Bible stories in Hero Headquarters: 
Where Kids Join Forces with God are: 
God heals Naaman; the Shepherds tell 
everyone of Jesus’ birth; an army offi-
cer asks Jesus to help his servant; a boy 
feeds the thousands; and a girl serves 
Jesus. The children will learn that heroes 
do the unexpected, take action, step out 
in faith, save the day, and stand for truth. 
Teachers will provide context for these 
stories and help the children see the rel-
evance of the lessons to their lives today.

The planning committee for CBS is 
tremendously grateful to the many help-
ers. Every year they can count on folks 
to help register, prepare snacks, tell the 
Bible stories, make copies of coloring 
sheets, patiently aid children making 
crafts, teach, sing, and generously lend a 
helping hand. For this July, we still need 
teachers, assistant teachers, people to 
help at registration, and a photographer. 
If you are willing to help, please contact 
any of the planning committee members 
or call Kathy Blue, (304) 725-4358. 
To register your child contact New St. 
United Methodist Church, (304) 876-
2362. 

This July’s CBS curriculum is out-
lined below. The literature is based on the 
theme of heroes and how our belief in 
God will aid us in becoming heroes.

The Shepherdstown Ministerial 
Association sponsors Community Bible 
School. Participating churches include: 
New Street United Methodist Church; St. 
Peter’s Lutheran 
Church; Trinity 
Episcopal Church, 

Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church; 
Unity of Shepherdstown; Christian 
Science Society; Christ Reformed (UCC) 
Church; St. Agnes Catholic Church; and 
Asbury United Methodist Church. 

 
All children of our community and 

visiting friends and family are welcome!

Sharon Mailey
Service Comes From the Heart

Claire Stuart

A call to serve others—that is 
what has motivated Dr. Sharon 
Mailey throughout her life. 

Now professor and chair of the depart-
ment of nursing education at Shepherd 
University, she brought to Shepherd the 
benefit of an impressive career in nurs-
ing practice, education, administration, 
and military service. “Service comes 
from the heart,” she said.

She was born in the small town 
of Hurricane, W. Va., pronounced 
“Hurricun” by its natives. She laughed 
and explained that’s the way to tell if 
someone is actually from around there. 

Mailey grew up in an era when the 
choices for women were few—nursing, 
teaching, or secretarial work—and she 
actually considered all of them. 

 “I was in Future Teachers in high 
school,” she said, “and I did secretarial 
training because I knew I was going to 
have to work. But I was always drawn 
to nursing, probably because I was a 
child of older parents.”

She earned a bachelor’s degree in 
nursing from Berea College in 1969, 
then joined the Army Reserve in 1970 
during the Vietnam War. “I wanted to 
serve my country,” she explained. 

She married an Army man, a 
West Point graduate, at a time when 
dual military careers were rare. They 
raised two sons (both now engineers) 
in the nomadic life demanded by the 
military, moving 17 times. “I collected 
piles of drapes,” she recalled. “I’d save 
them because I always thought they’d 
fit windows somewhere else, but they 
never did!”

She later transitioned to the Air 
Force Reserve, citing the inspiration of 
her father-in-law, a pilot during World 
War II. “He was my hero,” she explained.

Many people do not have a real-
istic picture of what is required of 
reservists, Mailey observed. She and 
her husband were both mobilized during 
Desert Storm, but she stayed stateside 
while he was sent to the Middle East. 

“What people don’t realize is that 
reservists are on call 24/7,” she said. 
“Most people think they just do their 
training and their two weeks a year. We 
were concerned at all times, as parents, 
and our children were also sensitive to 

that. Military people have a different 
perspective on life. They value serving. 
They are willing to lay down their lives 
for their country at any time. Civilians 
don’t have that perspective.”

Continuing to further her educa-
tion, Mailey earned her masters in 
public health, and later her doctorate 
in curriculum and instruction, at the 
University of North Carolina, Chapel 
Hill. She took advanced practice in 
primary care in the nurse practitioner 
program at the University of Rochester 
in New York and completed numer-
ous courses in nursing practice and 
administration through the military. In 
military and civilian hospitals, large 
and small, around the country, Mailey 
worked as everything from staff nurse 
to chief nurse. 

Mailey reached the rank of briga-
dier general in 1995. She helped set up 
military health care delivery systems 
and air staging facilities. She worked 
on policy-making for nurses in the Air 
Force Reserve. She served as a mobili-
zation assistant to the assistant surgeon 
general for readiness, science, and tech-
nology, helping to develop policies and 
procedures for mobilizing and deploy-
ing medical facilities required by the 
Air Force.

Great changes in the treatment of 
women in military service have taken 
place over the years, Mailey noted. “At 
one time, women could not be married, 
could not have children, and could not 
even live on base,” she said. “We saw 
the first woman four-star general this 
year. We had the first women generals 
in 1970, and it’s taken four decades to 
get from the one- to the four-star. We 
stand on each others’ shoulders, and 
we’re busy building bridges for the 
next generation.”

Mailey came to Shepherd after 
teaching at Trinity University in D.C. 
and Shenandoah University in Virginia. 
Now in her second year, she is happy 
to be serving in her home state. In 
addition to her administrative duties, 
she teaches eight credit hours.

“I always did both teaching and 
practice,” she said. “I believe that you 
need to keep practicing what you teach, 
for relevance.”

Currently, her practice is as a hos-
pital appraiser for the American Nurses 
Credentialing Center (ANCC). Twice a 
year, she visits and appraises hospital 
facilities to determine whether they 
merit designation as ANCC Magnet 
Hospitals. Magnet Hospitals, number-
ing 340 coast to coast, are recognized 
for excellence in nursing, innovations 
in nursing practice, and outstanding 
patient care.

Appreciation for the importance 
of nursing is growing, according to 
Mailey. She explained that the impact 
of doctors on patient outcome was 
always the factor that was measured 
in the past. “But now, the impact that 
nursing care has on patient outcome is 
being measured, and there is evidence 
that we make a difference,” she said. 
“Nursing brings a unique set of compe-
tencies, a different practice model than 
an M.D. provides.”

Historically, a lack of sufficient 
respect for the importance of nurses on 
the part of doctors was considered a 
problem. Mailey said this is changing, 
with increased collaboration between 
nurses and doctors, particularly as 
nurses further their studies and go into 
advanced practice. “And there is no 
tolerance in the workplace for lack of 
respect,” she said. “The gap is narrow-
ing; it is not as obvious.”

“Cultural caring” is something 
that is receiving more attention, Mailey 
noted. “This is a competency we mea-
sure,” she said. “It is not new, but it is 
gaining greater visibility due to grow-
ing globalization issues.” She reported 
that Shepherd’s nursing students had 
their first international trip, spending 
11 days in Jamaica, immersed in the 
health care system and culture.

Counting pre-nursing students and 
those accepted into Shepherd’s nurs-
ing program, there are 400 students, 
142 in the bachelor of science in nursing 
program. Mailey explained that it is a 
four-year program requiring two years of 
general education, then application to the 
nursing school for two additional years. 
Associate nursing programs were moved 
to Blue Ridge Community College.

More men are going into nursing, 
Mailey observed. “We’re getting male 

students from the Air Guard,” she said. 
Historically, about 5 percent of nurses 
were men. It has recently increased to 
8 percent and is expected to rise, but 
numbers are still low enough that the 
term “male nurse” is still common. 

Mailey reported that Shepherd 
is coming up for accreditation next 
spring, with a new curriculum. Her 
goal is entry into advanced practice by 
2015 and the distinguished majors pro-
gram. Distinguished majors programs 
require advanced work and special 
projects or research. She is pleased 
that electronic medical records were 
recently brought online. “This will 
allow cutting-edge teaching methods,” 
she said. “Students will be taught in 
the same way they will be practicing.”

 “It’s warm and welcoming at 
Shepherd,” she said. “It’s very positive 
to be here, and Dr. Shipley makes it 
so. I’m excited at the changes—new 
leadership, new building, and endless 
opportunities!”

In addition to her position at 
Shepherd, Mailey is on the ethics com-
mittee at City Hospital in Martinsburg 
and on the board of the Jefferson 
County Free Clinic. “The Free Clinic 
provides phenomenal service to those 
in need,” she said. “It’s awesome, the 
amount and quality of the care that is 
given by the staff and the volunteers. I 
have no words to quantify the need for 
the clinic.”

Hero Headquarters: Where 
Kids Join Forces With God

Monday 
Heroes do the UNEXPECTED 
God’s power heals Naaman 
2 Kings 5:1–4

Tuesday 
Heroes take ACTION 
Shepherds tell about Jesus 
Luke 2:1–20

Wednesday
Heroes step out on FAITH 
Army officer goes to Jesus 
Matthew 8:5–10, 13

Thursday
Heroes SAVE THE DAY 
Boy shares his food 
John 6:1–13

Friday
Heroes stand for TRUTH 
Paul lives to serve Jesus 
Acts 23:12–24

At the closing, books were given to Shepherdstown Public 
Library in honor and memory of Joan Snipes. 

Ahh, the snack ladies! We have lots and lots of volunteers!

Dr. Sharon Mailey, professor and chair of the 
department of nursing education at Shepherd 
University

Some 3- and 4-year-olds singing

Rev. DeeAnn Dixon with children during story time

One of the 3- to 4-year-olds 
modeling new shades! Safari 
style that is!

PHOTOS BY KATHY BLUE
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The history of the making and 
drinking of wine follows the his-
tory of man; its vines follow our 

own family lines into the darkest recesses 
of history. As far back as the second and 
first millennia B.C., there are traces of 
wild grape wine found in Asian dig sites. 
There is evidence that large-scale vine-
yards were producing commercial quanti-
ties of this heady distillate in the Middle 
East in 6500 B.C. The first evidence of 
wine making appears in Greece about 
this same time, and many of our current 
practices have derived from techniques 
started by the Greek culture. In every 
major culture and civilization there have 
been cultural and religious rites involving 
wine, the making of it, the consump-
tion of it and the symbolism behind this 
seemingly simple chemical creation. 

As a commercial product, wine 
has long served as a lifeblood of trade, 
traveling the world in barrels and jars, 
amphorae and bladders, carrying the min-
erals of the soil and sunlight converted 
into sugar from one country’s summer 
into another. Wine can exist on so many 
levels: as a simple intoxicant to ease the 
stress of the day, as a medicinal tincture 
to revive the sick, as a symbol of friend-
ship and love, or even as the blood of 
the Son of God. For as long as we have 
remembered walking this earth, wine has 
been our constant companion as a potion 
and a poison, an alchemical phylactery 
of deliverance and transformation or a 
honeyed trap within which you can lose 
your days. 

Throughout this long relationship 
there have been those curious souls 

who make it their business to study and 
understand this spirit; those who seek 
to understand the subtle complexities 
that are created in the gentle chemis-
try of grape and time, the flavors and 
soul of the wine itself. For many years 
Shepherdstown residents had to rely on 
strange, far-off wine stores, on mislead-
ing articles in the Style section and bold 
rumors released by the winesellers them-
selves. No more. We now have among us 
a fine purveyor of symbolic and satiating 
spirits from around the world. Her name 
is Cheryl Janice Gallery, and I was fortu-
nate to pull a stool up to her tasting table 
and find out a little more about her. 

Cheryl and her husband, Martin, 
had lived in Clear Spring, Md., for many 
years before moving up into our neck 
of the woods. He was a park ranger, 
and as such they were required to live 
in the park. She was a pharmacy tech at 
Washington County Hospital, a job she 
found very fulfilling, being able to help 
others. But, after 15 years of standing and 
suffering from arthritis and stress, they 
decided to move here and open a small 
business. The move was also based on 
social conditions. She found that living at 
arm’s length from her suburban neighbors 
left her feeling cold and distant and with-
out a real community. 

When you stop by the shop, and 
you will, you will realize the sea change 
Gallery has embarked on. As she hustles 
and bustles about the shop, dispensing 
advice to her customers and sharing 
quips with her employees, she has made 
Grapes & Grains Gourmet into an  
epicenter of warm and social epicureans, 
delighted to talk and taste and share their 
experiences. 

Gallery’s daughters suggested she 
make the move to Shepherdstown where 
one of them, Liz, had already opened 
a restaurant: Stone Soup. Originally 
Gallery opened her business as Riverbend 
Designs, specializing in antique English 
stained glass, one of her long-time inter-
ests. For several years she did a good 
business, but then the economy changed. 
The business was suffering and Liz sug-
gested her mother explore the beer and wine 
trade to carry her through the rough patch. 

Gallery took the advice and started 
quite small, 25 labels and a small beer 
fridge. The business took off quite rap-
idly, and she had soon expanded to 700 
labels and 5 fridges. She has now moved 
into a very nice location with good street 
frontage and has turned her attention 

from growing her business to education 
and refinement. She has made it her 
goal to enlighten and educate herself, 
her employees, and her customers about 
the wonderful wines available in this 
wide world. To this end, she has worked 
with many wine merchants to set up 
a variety of tastings. Tastings are very 
social occasions that let her spend time 
exploring her own tastes and the tastes 
and interests of her customers, utilizing 
various themes. A tasting can be a chance 
to explore, through wine, the different 
regions and styles of a country, tak-
ing a trip of sorts through countrysides, 
through time and techniques, and of 
course through layer upon layer of mag-
nificent flavor. 

I asked her if the change from gift 
shop to wine shop was a good thing. The 
true smile that spread across her face 
answered my question. Apparently wine 
makes everything better. She explained 
that through wine she has a much more 
constant and close relationship with her 
customers, sharing and refining their 
knowledge together. She also told me 
how she was encouraging one of her 
employees, Dawn Decker, to train as a 
sommelier.

America in general, and West 
Virginia in particular, has had a long 
love-hate relationship with alcohol. 
From years of battling over the legality 
of having any alcohol at all, harsh state-
controlled laws, violent conflicts with 
the Mafia and moonshiners, and election 
fraud created by trading votes for liquor, 
it is nice to see the lighter side of spirits 
explored and celebrated.

As we grow and change as a people, 
so our relationships with everything in our 
world change. We cannot ban or capture or 
imprison everything that is dangerous in 
the world. We can all hope to find a safer 
way of interacting with those potentially 
harmful things. However, some special 
folks find ways to create and forge new 
positive relationships to risky endeavors 
and bring to light the most amazing and 
useful creations, from nuclear power and 
rain forest remedies to the power of explo-
sions harnessed in our car engines. These 
folks show us how to embrace our fear 
and create new ways of navigating the 
world. We have had a very long time to 
refine our relationship with wine, and I 
think that in all this time we have become 
great old friends walking together hand-in-
hand toward a bright and rosy future.

So, next time you have a lazy Sunday 
afternoon, I encourage you to attend one 
of Gallery’s tastings. Explore the curious, 
wondrous, and playful world of the fruity 
spirits. Take a trip to the ancient Grecian 
vineyards; explore the dry seaside plains 
of Chile; and walk the formal French 
vineyards though a shining glass of the 
aged aphrodisiac, the condensed essence 
of soil and sunlight, oak and sugar, the 
timeless and endless summer. 

And as a special challenge to our fair 
state, it is time to end the blue laws. We 
have plenty of protection in place, and we 
are losing over a million dollars a year 
to out-of-state retailers every Sunday. 
I, for one, would love to see what fine 
scotches, brandies, and cordials can taste 
like when delivered by the experienced 
hands of Cheryl Janice Gallery.

Grapes&Grains Gourmet
Christopher Robinson

PHOTOS BY CHRIS ROBINSON

Cheryl Janice Gallery

Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: (304) 876-3122
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister

Telephone: (304) 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus

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

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel—German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School 10 a.m.

Testimony meetings at 3 p.m. 1st & 3rd
Wednesdays in the Reading Room at

203 S. Princess Street; 
open  Sat.,10 a.m. to 1 p.m.,

Wed., noon to 3 p.m.
All welcome; phone: (304) 876-1332

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

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

Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

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

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

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

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

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

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

Children’s Sunday School 1st Sunday of month

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

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

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

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

www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: (304) 876-6436

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

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets

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

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

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

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

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.
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Oil is pouring into the Gulf of Mexico. It’s a 
growing catastrophe with no end in sight. Are 
there reasons for hope? I think so. It may be 

a stretch but one reason is this affirmation from the 
Apostle Paul. 

Suffering produces endurance, and endurance 
produces character, and character produces hope, 
and hope does not disappoint, because God’s love has 
been poured into our hearts through the Holy Spirit. 
(Romans 5:3-5)

Here in this county and all around the world 
people are in a state of shock at the sight of oil gush-
ing into the waters we know as the Gulf of Mexico. 
All around the world people weep for dying fish, 
birds, plants, and habitats. All around the world people 
lament their own complicity in a bloated, carefree 
lifestyle that requires reckless exploitation of the earth 
and her creatures. Here and around the world people 
are indignant and screaming for change. And that’s 
reason for hope.

Not all people in all places, to be sure, but enough 
people in enough places to give us reasons for hope. 
The Maker’s own love for the earth has been poured 
into our hearts.

Engineers, mechanics, and biologists are working 
furiously not just for money, though some might, but 
because they love this earth and are bound and deter-
mined to mend this catastrophic wound. They have not 
given up. And that’s reason for hope.

Federal, state, and local government officials are 
working furiously not just for re-election, though some 
might, but because they love this earth and are bound 
and determined to mend this catastrophic wound. And 
that’s reason for hope.

Louisiana fishermen, shrimp trawlers, environ-
mentalists, fish and game wardens, and countless 
ordinary citizens are working furiously, dabbing oil 
from the wings of brown pelicans not for money or 
praise, but because they love this earth and are bound 
and determined to mend this catastrophic wound. They 
have not given up. And that’s reason for hope.

Hope is hard work.
Do not think that you or we alone seethe and 

weep, or that we alone love and care for the earth and 
its creatures, or that we are the first to appreciate the 
earth’s wonder and fragility, or our own godlike poten-
tial for good and ill. Millions upon millions of people 
do and have for a long, long time.

Listen to this anthem composed nearly 3,000 
years ago by a poet in the Jewish tradition.

O LORD, our Sovereign, how majestic is your 
name in all the earth! You have set your glory above 
the heavens. When I look at your heavens, the work 
of your fingers, the moon and the stars that you 
have established; what are human beings that you 
are mindful of them, mortals that you care for them? 
Yet you have made them a little lower than God, and 
crowned them with glory and honor. You have given 

them dominion over the works of your hands; you 
have put all things under their feet, all sheep and 
oxen, and also the beasts of the field, the birds of the 
air, and the fish of the sea, whatever passes along the 
paths of the seas. O LORD, our Sovereign, how majes-
tic is your name in all the earth! (Psalm 8)

Of course, we don’t need the Bible or a special 
revelation to tell us the earth is majestic or to tell us 
that we humans among all the species on earth pos-
sess divinelike powers to create and destroy, or that 
we of all creatures have self-consciousness and, with 
it, responsibility like none other. Whether it’s been 
“given” or not, we have assumed dominion, which 
is to say, a governing responsibility that makes us 
accountable for and to other creatures, not to mention 
our accountability to the Maker of heaven and earth.

We are moral creatures. And that’s why we feel 
guilty, or should, when we mess up, and why we blame 
ourselves, or somebody, anybody! We are responsible 
creatures and at our best we know it.

Sin and immorality have consequences. We know 
there are things that ought not to be done but are; 
and we know there are things that ought to be done 
but aren’t. We are moral creatures. Pity the person, 
agency, or company that feels no guilt.

It’s true: Guilt and judgment can paralyze and 
polarize us. But, in proper doses, guilt and judgment 
can lead to repentance and modification of attitudes and 
behavior. And time and time again they have. Judgment 
often precedes grace. And that’s reason for hope.

All around the world people lamented the  
devastation of Haiti in the wake of the earthquake. 
And sure enough, people arose as one to bring salva-
tion and redemption to the Haitian people. We now 
possess tools for instant global communication. And 
that’s reason for hope.

All around the world people lament the economic 
destruction inflicted by reckless financial institu-
tions on innocent people and families. We are learn-
ing again that there’s enough for everyone’s need but 
not for everyone’s greed, enough for livelihoods, not 
enough for lifestyles. We keep learning and relearning. 
And that’s reason for hope.

All around the world, like never before, people are 
condemning wars that fatten the coffers of warlords 
and military industrial machines while destroying 
lives and nations and what human hands took years 
to build. People are repenting of ancient animosities 
and pledging to work for peace and justice. And that’s 
reason for hope.

All around the world people lament contaminated 
water, contaminated food, and the inhumane treatment 
of animals. We are once again growing safer, healthier 
food closer to home. The Shepherdstown Farmers 
Market is an example. And that’s reason for hope.

In this moment things may look hopeless. But 
consider this possibility: the universe arose out of 
love, as a sheer gift, not out of chance or necessity. 

Love throbs in every atom, every molecule, 
and every vein. The earth is good and that goodness 
includes us, its most complex and wayward children.

Yes, we mess up, time and time again. There’s no 
use pretending we don’t.

But, still, the continual presence of grace leads 
repentant and humble souls back to their senses when 
they go astray. The spirit at work in this awesomely 
beautiful world for 4.5 billion years is the same spirit 
in humanity. The heart and face of that evolving spirit 
some would say is Christ, “The Anointed,” or the 
Beloved, the First Word, not unlike the Tao, Logos, 
Wisdom, Atman, and the Great Spirit in other tradi-
tions.

The First Word, which is to say, Love, was present 
15 or so billion years ago in the first burst of light, in 
the first moment of time and space, wending its way 
through atoms, minerals, molecules, stars and galax-
ies; wending its way through earth’s soupy waters, 
seaweed, starfish, grasses, trees, animals and into 
humanity, playfully calling and nudging all things to 
greater and greater complexity, greater and greater 
freedom and awareness. Over eons of time “the 
Beloved” has been arising in and through it all, bless-
ing all things and all matter of things all along the 
evolutionary path.

Nothing in heaven or earth can destroy that love. It 
keeps rising out of death, going ahead of us, preparing 
even more communion and greater community to come. 
We have been loved into being over a long, long time. 

Yes, we are tempted to resist and refuse love. And, 
yes, we are tempted to resign in despair and give up. 
But we mustn’t.

Hope is hard work.
None of us can save or redeem the whole world. 

But we can do good and holy work in the world close 
at hand, inch by inch, marsh by marsh, bird by bird, 
person by person, community by community.

Once upon a time a little girl came upon a beach 
covered with starfish. Starfish had washed ashore by 
the thousands and were slowly dying in the sun. She 
stood frozen in shock. Tears filled her eyes. Then she 
stooped and picked up a starfish and flung it back into 
the sea, and then another and another, furiously work-
ing her way down the long beach.

An old man watched at a distance and called out 
to her. Little, girl, he said. Don’t bother. It doesn’t 
matter. There are way too many.

The girl stopped and looked at the man. Then 
she reached down and picked up another starfish and 
flung it back into the sea. And then turning toward the 
man she pointed out to the sea and said: It matters to 
that one.

We have assumed dominion. Now what?
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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.

Reasons for Hope
Randall Tremba

Byliners
John & Jenny Allen
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch
Craig & Roy Winkel

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

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

Linda Carter
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Ann & Michael Cross
Roberta & Mark Cucuzzella
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Earl De Maris
Lyndall Dickinson
Martha Doss
Betty Egan
Jean Ehman
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Lara Engebretson
Isabelle Fair
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
John Foxen
Herbert Freeman
Peter & Linda Fricke
Carol Gallant
John Gordon
Jane C. Von Hagen
Connie & Thomas Halliwell
Mr. & Mrs. E.C. Hammann
Jim & Ada Hatchett
James & Norleen Hoadley
James & Mary Holland
Mary & Joseph Horky
Douglas & Priscilla Horner
Ruth DeWindt Hoxton
Robert & Beverly Hughes
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Judith Jenner
Joan & Ernest Johnston
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
George & Rhetha Kidwiler
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
John & Barbara King
John & Melinda Landolt
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
John & Judith Lilga

Chris Mark
Martha Martineau
William & Jonan Meyer
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Alexander & Pamela Miller
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Mary Ann W. Morgan
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
James Newcomb
Gary Nisewarner
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Judith & Clarence Pharr
Joan Piemme
Arthur & Rebecca Prather
William Jackson Pyles
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Albert & Joy Schwartz
Carole & Dave Scott
Garland & Suzanne Shackelford
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Sara Smith
Alton & Eileen Smith
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie Spiker
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
Michael Steinberg & Associates
Amani & Jonathan Stevens
TM & Julia Stokes
Clifton Stubblefield
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Michael & Ann Taylor
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
David & Jeanette Vanbelleghem
Zelda Virts
James & Sandra Watkins
Nancy Whelan
Ronald & Martha Wilcox

Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott
Jack & Martha Young

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

‘Branch Out With Books’ This Summer at the Shepherdstown Library! 
June 7 is the first day to sign up to attend the following free events

Thursday, June 24, 10:30 a.m.  |  Shepherdstown Train Station
Joe Santoro and his puppets will present Appalachian folk tales. For all ages.

Tuesday, June 29, 10:30 a.m.  |  Train Station 
Melissa Kowalski of Critters & Conservation will bring a Senegal parrot, skink, hedgehog, hissing cockroaches, and a jungle carpet python. For all ages. 

Wednesday, July 7, 10:30 a.m.  |  War Memorial Building (Men’s Club) 
The Rainbow Company’s show, “The Voyage of Sinbad,” For all ages.

Tuesday, July 20, 10:30 a.m.  |  Train Station 
The Shenandoah Discovery Museum will present a program about catapults, “When Pigs Fly,” to a maximum of 100 children ages 3 or older.

Tuesday, July 27, 10:30 a.m.  |  Train Station 
Storyteller Crystal Brown will bring costumes for children from the audience who volunteer to help her tell tall tales. For ages 2 and older. 

Tuesday, August 3, 10:30 a.m.  |  War Memorial 
“Fairy Dances” performed by the Allegro School of Dance. For all ages.

To register, visit the Library at 100 East German Street, call (304) 876-2783, or e-mail splchild@martin.lib.wv.us. 

Children may pick up a reading log in the Library’s Children’s Department beginning June 7. Borrow library books and earn prizes for reading (or being read to)!  
Those who complete the reading quota will earn a $5 gift certificate to Four Seasons Books, a free ticket to a Hagerstown Suns baseball game, and a coupon for a free  
kid’s meal from Bob Evans Restaurant. 
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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.
103 W. Liberty Street

Charles Town, WV 25414

DCamilletti@frontier.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

Michael Davis believes that art is more than an action. It is a lifelong study—through its frustrations it reveals the sim-
plicities and beauties of the world around us and in us.

DIANE BOWARD

garden design

organic and conservation gardening

304.283.7373

harvester50@yahoo.com

Essays, Art & Poetry

 3 Reasons for Hope. By Randall Tremba

 12–13 ARTWORKS Miriam Sanders. By Nan Broadhurst

 14 A Tribute to Marjorie Dower. By Rev. Dr. G. T. Schramm

 15 Wondering. By Marjorie Dower

 16 POETRY Cassie Bosley.

 17 ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL Nancy Langston. By Mark Madison

 18 Flags of Peace. By Sarah Soltow

People, Places & Things

 4 Grapes&Grains Gourmet. Christopher Robinson

 5 Sharon Mailey: Service Comes From the Heart. By Claire Stuart

 6 LOCAL COLOR Seeing Red. By Christopher Robinson

 7 The Silent Hand of Fatima. By Sarah Soltow

 8 Lois Claxton Turco’s ‘Heritage Area Thinking.’ By Wendy Mopsik

 9 Stink Bugs Are Not GOOD NEWS. By Claire Stuart

 10–11 Chile. By Robbie Glenn

 19 A Great Urgency. By Chief Arvol Looking Horse

 20 Community Bible School. By Kathy Blue

Faith, Hope & Charity 

 21 Religious Communities

 22 Donors

 23 Business & Service Directory
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Oranges and Basket by Michael Davis
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