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A Daring Adventure
Randall Tremba
Security is mostly a superstition. It does not exist in nature, nor do the children of men as a
whole experience it. Avoiding danger is no safer in the long run than outright exposure. Life is
either a daring adventure or nothing. Helen Keller
You will be betrayed by parents and brothers, by relatives and friends and they will put some
of you to death. You will be hated by all because of my name. But not a hair of your head will
perish. By your endurance you will gain your souls. The Gospel according to Luke

S

ometimes we stumble into the wild. Sometimes we walk in on
our own.
Seventeen years ago, a young man named Christopher
McCandless walked away from his home and family and right into the
wilderness. He was looking for enlightenment. In the end, he lost his
life.
Sometimes we stumble into the wild. Sometimes we walk in on
our own.
In 1990, Christopher McCandless walked
away from his home and family and into the
Alaskan wilderness in order to find truth. In the
end, he lost his life but found his soul.
Christopher’s story is told in a book by
Jon Krakauer and in the Sean Penn movie,
Into the Wild. As it turns out, life without soul
is not worth living.
After graduating from Emory University,
Christopher gave his $24,000 graduate school
nest egg to charity, abandoned his car, and
set off for Alaska to find his soul in a roundabout way. He left an enclosed world for an
undisclosed one.
Sometimes we stumble into the wild.
Sometimes we walk straight in.
Sometimes we gain the world and lose our
souls. Sometimes we lose the world and gain
our souls.
When some were speaking about the temple,
saying how it was adorned with beautiful stones
and gifts dedicated to God, Jesus said, “These
things that you see now, the day will come when not one stone will be
left upon another; all will be thrown down.”
Christopher left his world of entitlements behind. He left no stone
upon another. He left and set out on a daring adventure. Along the
way he was befriended by others, others who were broken yet wise.
Christopher was embraced by old souls.
At times these old souls thought the young soul stupid and said
so—stupid to give up his comfortable and promising world for a life of
insecurity and uncertainty. At times they thought him stubborn—
stubborn for denying forgiveness to his flawed and fraudulent parents.

At times they thought him heroic. And at times they thought him
blessed. Troubled and blessed. These old souls wanted to coddle and
cuddle the fledgling one, but Christopher kept on. Unfolding.
Sometimes we lose the world and gain our souls.
We have only begun to imagine the fullness of life. How could we
tire of hope? So much is in the bud. Denise Levertov
“Christopher” is a name like any other
name. But, for what it’s worth, it does mean
“the one who bears the Christ.” Of course,
it’s not our name that matters most. It’s the
quest that matters. Whatever our name, we
can bear the beams of love on the quest for
enlightenment.
In the wild, Christopher found out what
souls were meant for. And just like that, he
collected himself and his books and turned
his face toward home. But the river was wide.
The river was deep. The river was impossible.
Life is a daring adventure. We can reduce
the danger, but we’ll never eliminate it. We
can hunker down in our shell, hunker down
and avoid the wind, rain, and heat, or we
can stretch our wings and risk the flight. We
can crave the “holy temples” of the past, or
we can look for a new heaven and new earth
every day. We can welcome and embrace
life’s many surprises and knocks. Even death.
There’s a thread you follow. It goes
among things that change. But it doesn’t
change. People wonder about what you are pursuing. You have to
explain about the thread. But it is hard for others to see. While you
hold it you can’t get lost. Tragedies happen; people get hurt or die;
and you suffer and get old. Nothing you do can stop time’s unfolding.
You don’t ever let go of the thread. William Stafford, “The Way It Is”
I know, I know. It’s easier said than done. So it sure helps to
have a faithful companion or two. And it helps to belong to a community of faith that dares to name the mystery that will never leave us or
forsake us.
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Shepherd Professor Dr. Max Guirguis

True Defender
Chris Robinson
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Photograph by Chris Robinson

S

hepherdstown was around at the dawn of this
great nation, and was frequented by the Founding
Fathers. Ben Franklin himself brought up the
possibility of using our fair town as the nation’s capital.
Perhaps the framers even discussed the finer points of
the Constitution while sipping ale in the Entler Hotel
bar. Just from comparing some of the simple classic
buildings in town of that era with the monstrous conglomerate city hives of modern America, one can draw
correlations between the simple strengths and values
in our original Constitution to the reams, volumes,
bunkers full of paperwork and the cacophony of legalese
that modern constitutional law has become. Between
warrantless wiretapping, public space video cameras,
corporate cooperation on cell phone privacy violations,
FBI. E-mail snooping systems, and high-resolution
night vision spy satellites, how can we tell if we even
have privacy left to defend? Before I could finish
wallpapering my attic with tin foil, I was directed to a
local professor who is trying to shed some light on the
subject.
I was directed to seek out Dr. Max Guirguis, an
assistant professor of political science at Shepherd
University. I met the professor at the Sweet Shoppe
downtown for a cup of coffee and was instantly put at
ease by his calm nature and quick wit. While speaking
of his past and the finer points of constitutional law,
I found myself wondering why more college professors didn’t run for political office. As the conversation
started streaming over my head I found my answer: they
are far too smart for that.
Guirguis was raised in New Jersey, and spent his
youth studying the ins and outs of business and taxation. He got his bachelor’s degree in business from New
Jersey City University, and moved on to pursue his master’s degree in taxation from Long Island University in
Brooklyn. Although he always knew he wanted to teach,
Guirguis found himself questioning his subject matter
of choice. He says that every time he went into a bookstore, he found himself in the social sciences section. He
decided to change gears and he was offered an assistantship and scholarship at Auburn University in Alabama
where he received his doctorate. Guirguis describes his
intense specialized education in his own words: “It was
not a lot of fun but it was worth it.”
After receiving his doctorate for his dissertation
on modern technology and the Fourth Amendment,
Guirguis taught at a couple of Georgia educational
institutions, but was disillusioned with the emphasis
they placed on bureaucracy and the lack of true nononsense academics. He began to apply for jobs he
thought would be more interesting and engaging. He
joined the Shepherd faculty in the fall of 2004, and
has taught many full-time political science classes. He

Dr. Max Guirguis

currently teaches five constitutional law classes on a
wide range of subjects, from institutional powers and
First Amendment freedoms to religious clauses and the
philosophy of law. He is up for tenure in 2009.
After many years of intense education and hard
work, Guirguis says he has finally allowed himself to
relax a bit. He is happy living in our small town, teaching a subject he loves, in an intimate academic environment where he can truly connect with his students. He
does try to keep his charges off balance, often changing
his position on many subjects and playing the devil’s
advocate to sustain the momentum for class debates.
The conversation wandered into the current political
climate. I asked Guirguis what he thought was the biggest change to recent interpretations of the Constitution.
The country has been experiencing a slow, constant drift
to the right for about 40 years, and the interpretations of
our constitutional rights have been becoming more and
more conservative and restrictive in our nation’s quest
for control and security. Guirguis’ observations have led
him to believe that after the administrations of Nixon
and Johnson, the country suffered a deep and severe
loss of faith in the American government. This loss of
faith in an institution led many to a quest for God. By
placing not only their faith, but also their votes into
religious organizations, the country has slowly become
more and more conservative. I do have to point out that
in no part of our conversation did Guirguis state that this
was a negative move; he could have been describing the
weather currents of the past several decades. He really
has an unreadable visage.
You get the sense that what’s happening in America
is not particularly the right and wrong of interpreting
the Constitution, but that nobody has had the chance

to examine all the new technologies in a constitutional
context. There has been no rational analysis in the halls
of Congress; no one has had the chance to vote on these
issues.
Guirguis is an intelligent and complex man with a
good habit of direct simple communication and a laidback demeanor. You can tell he has worked hard to
get where he is, and you really want to join him there.
I asked him what was most important in teaching the
heady subjects he deals with. He has found that the best
way is to keep everyone’s mind open, keep the possibilities and the angles exposed. Just feeding someone
answers or giving them what you want them to hear is
not good teaching. Giving students the tools and information to find their own answers and the freedom to
make their own decisions based on facts, not opinions,
is giving them the power to teach themselves.
This February, Guirguis gave a lecture at an
Amnesty International conference on torture in relation
to the Constitution. He has a very good take on the subject and spoke to a packed hall, which received his message with enthusiasm. Although there have been many
questions as to the limits we can place on torture, on
the moral issues, on the practical application, Guirguis’
view is a simple and direct one dealing only with the
constitutionality of torture. The message is clear: the
Fifth Amendment prohibits persons from incriminating
themselves while the Eighth Amendment prohibits cruel
and unusual punishment. Any way you cut it, however
you want to set the stage and confound the issue, any
form of torture whatsoever is unconstitutional. Anyone
who permits or commits torture, acts outside of the
Constitution of the United States of America.
At the end of our conversation I asked the professor what would be the most important message he could
give to his students. He took a draw off his coffee and
sat back contemplatively. After a few moments he met
my gaze: “You must be demanding of yourself; don’t let
yourself fail. You have to play a part in your own salvation. Ask yourself, ‘What can I do with what I have?’”
I asked about his hobbies and received a wry smile
in return, “I read, I write, I teach. It’s what I love to
do.” When not defending the framework of our rights,
Guirguis does like to play a bit of volleyball and bicycle
to keep in shape, although he pointed out that the bike
lanes at Auburn were much more accessible than those
of Shepherdstown, so he doesn’t ride as much as he
would like to. He is also a serious Scrabble player, so
watch out.

Chris Robinson is a local artist who was born and
raised in Shepherdstown. For more information, stop by
Robinson-Designs.com on the Web.
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Bill Lanxner

“Junior” Grantham

Photos by Ruth Weese

Marie Carter

Bill Lanxner, Shepherdstown Middle
School band teacher

M

usic has always been a part
of Bill Lanxner’s life, from
his earliest memories growing
up in Montgomery County, Md. He
came from a musical and artistic family
in which everyone played a musical
instrument, including his parents, who
stressed musical study. Lanxner’s
mother, who raised seven children,
taught art, though she majored in voice
when she attended the University of
Michigan.
Lanxner attended the University of
Maryland, where he received a bachelor’s degree in music performance
and, later, another bachelor’s degree in
music education. He has been teaching
since 1992. Immediately after college,
Lanxner worked for a couple of years
as a computer systems administrator for
Mobil Oil Corporation. He managed
band camps in the summer time and he
says, “That inspired me to get a music
education degree.”
While waiting tables, Lanxner
spotted a pretty girl wearing a Mozart
sweatshirt and he introduced himself
to her. That girl turned out to be Mary
Carrigan, and the two eventually
married. Mary also has a musical background, and she holds a master’s degree
in voice from Catholic University.
She completed doctoral course work
in music at the University of Maryland
and is now adjunct professor of voice
at both Shenandoah Conservatory and
Shepherd University.
Lanxner began teaching middle
school in Maryland and then took a
job at Seneca Valley High School in
Montgomery County. Meanwhile,
the Lanxners had moved to Jefferson
County, so when an assistant band
director position opened at Jefferson
High School in 1999, Bill accepted
it. Although the job change included
a pay cut, the Lanxners were eager to
become involved in the community, and
they welcomed an improved quality of

life that came from having more time
to spend at home, absent a lengthy
commute. “Mary and I were both very
excited to get involved with kids in the
community,” Lanxner said. “Being part
of the fabric of the community has been
exciting and fun for us.”
Lanxner taught with Donald
Showen at Jefferson High School until
2005, when he was offered the position of band director at Shepherdstown
Middle School (SMS). He is now in his
third year at SMS and loves what he is
doing.
He teaches 110 to 120 students
each day—a quarter of the entire SMS
student body—and is concerned about
the tight space in the band room. He
credits his predecessor, Jim Davis, with
the growth in band participation, and
notes that it is also a reflection of the
growing community and “the fact that
music and the arts are valued by the
community. They like seeing kids doing
positive things like music, where every
kid is a winner.”
Lanxner notes the dynamic changes
apparent in student development
between sixth and eighth grade. “It’s a
neat age. They’re still discovering and
improving in leaps and bounds,” says
Lanxner. “At the high school level,
improvement is not as rapid.”
His students participate in regional
band festivals every year. They also
perform in two concerts and two or
three parades annually. His goal is to
“involve any kid that has an interest
and try to keep them interested.”
He likes to make band as interesting
and fun as possible, while including
small doses of music theory. “That’s
why they’re here—they want to play
their instruments.”
He also wants to expose all of his
students to jazz. “Jazz is one of the
only purely American art forms,” he
points out.
Since Lanxner began his teaching career, he has seen a nationwide
leaning away from importance of arts
in schools. He is proud of the fact that
Jefferson County is unique in that
it maintains its focus on the arts.

Dr. Marie Carter is the director
of Human Resources at Shepherd
University. She and her son, Ethan,
live in Shepherdstown.
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Jim Laise

Junior Granthan, Shepherdstown
Middle School basketball coach

W

hen William “Junior”
Grantham was just a youngster
growing up in Shepherdstown,
he and his friends would play whatever
sport was in season.
This was the early 1970s and most
of the play was confined to the outdoors.
But men like Bob Rizzo, Clarence and
Bobby Branson, and Charles Hunter
saw to it that the Shepherdstown Middle
School gym was open on cold winter,
weekend days, so that Branson and his
boys had a place to learn about basketball indoors.
An avocation—not to mention an
athlete—was born.
“I remember those days well. Those
men gave us a place to go when it got
cold outside. They helped us learn about
a sport and about competition,” says
Grantham, 47.
Grantham went on to become a surehanded infielder for Hall of Fame Coach
John Lowery at Jefferson High, while
playing JV basketball for Lowery and on
the varsity level for Tim Brinkley. He
graduated in 1978.
He was on the first of 31 straight
baseball teams to have won 20 or more
games for Lowery. Both of Grantham’s
sons, Justin (Jefferson High School ’07)
and Will (’05), were on state championship teams for the Dean of West Virginia
coaches.
Eight years after Grantham graduated from Jefferson, the aforementioned
Rizzo, Hunter, and the Bransons decided
to turn the youth basketball program
over to someone else. Grantham decided
to jump in. He recounted heading to the
school board offices and volunteering to
keep the program moving ahead.
By this time he and high-school
sweetheart, the former Cynthia Robinson
of Ranson, W.Va., had married and he
was working as a production specialist
with Fast Lock in Falling Waters, W.Va.
But sports had always been his second
love, so he thought he would not only

give something back to a community that
had reared him, but also have some fun.
He and several other alumni of the
old Shepherdstown Middle program, Tap
Cathcart and Dave Pennock, continued
the town’s youth basketball league. This
season he enters his 23rd season in a
brand new home: the state-of-the-art
Sam Michaels Park gymnasium on Job
Corps Road.
What has always made the program
special—whether it was run under the
auspices of the former Shepherdstown
Middle School or, now, under the direction of the Jefferson County Parks and
Recreation Department—is that its focus
has always been on elementary-aged
boys and girls.
This suits Grantham. He remains an
assistant under Richard Mills’ Cougar
varsity football team, and will return
to Shepherdstown Middle as basketball
head coach Walter Brown’s number-one
assistant.
But in his mind, the 3rd through
7th graders are where it’s at. “I love the
little ones. They love to listen and learn
and try to get better. Sometimes on the
high school level, they’ll listen—but not
really listen, if you know what I mean,”
says the Shepherdstown native with a
chuckle.
Parents of any Jefferson County
third- through seventh-grader may
contact Parks and Recreation Director
Tim Barr [(304) 728-3207], another
Shepherdstown native, during regular
business hours for more information
about enlisting their boys and girls into
the program. His volunteer staff teaches
skills and organizes games for 3rd–5th
graders and 6th–7th graders in what is
meant to be a fun league.
“We don’t just want to have games
and we don’t just want to run drills.
What we want to do is a little of both,”
he says. “It gives youngsters that age
something to do. Be with friends and
get out of the house,” he says. Grantham
estimates that some 1,500 youngsters
have gone through the program since he
started managing it in ’85.
“I wouldn’t doubt it,” says Lowery,
“That’s a lot of lives to have touched.
I can guarantee that if youngsters go
through that program, they will learn
something about life and socializing with
other kids.”
WVSports.com Senior Writer Jim Laise
lives in Winchester, Va., but thrives in
Shepherdstown.
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Christmas at My House
Gaylen Johnson

Twas the night before Christmas,
when all through the house
This summer, Gaylen Johnson, a current eighth grader at The Country
Day School, was notified that he had
received an award from the West
Virginia Writers for their 2007 Spring
Writing Competition. Gaylen is the son
of Dr. and Mrs. Gaylen Johnson of
Shepherdstown.
Gaylen’s story received a third place
Honorable Mention. It was one of 118
entries in the Middle School Category.
This writing competition, established in
1982, is the state’s largest.

E

very Christmas Eve is great at
my house. Christmas is my favorite holiday and we have a lot
of special traditions. But last year, we
moved three days before Christmas Eve.
My family worked hard to unpack boxes
and put up the Christmas tree. Still I
could not help wondering, “Will we have
a great Christmas? Can we do it?”
That morning, Mom put the turkey
in the oven. Dad left to run errands, and
Emily and I were busy watching TV.

Before long Mom yelled, “Who wants to
help make cookies?”
We all ran to help make the sugar
cookie dough and Emily and I got out
the cookie cutters. We have a candy
cane, a bell, a start, an angel, a sleigh,
and three different Christmas trees.
After we cut the shapes out, we
decorated them with red and
green sprinkles. When they
came out of the oven, we
sampled them with a glass
of cold milk.
“Umm, this tastes
great,” I said.
Next, we set the dining
room table. I helped Mom
put the holiday tablecloth
on. It has holly on it and
it matches our china. Emily and I put the
plates and glasses on the table. Mom got
out some red candles and put them into
brass candlesticks.
When Dad came home, he had four
Christmas wreaths with big red bows.
We hung them on the front door, the side

door, and both the mantel in the family
room and the mantel in the living room.
Then Mom decorated each of the mantels
with garland. The house smelled like
pine.
“Wow, that smells like Christmas,”
I said.
My grandparents
came over for dinner at
5:00 p.m. We lit the
red candles on the
table. For dinner we
had salmon, turkey,
sweet potatoes and
fried potatoes, green
beans, and salad
with lemon dressing.
The food was delicious.
We ate and talked as the
Christmas CD played.
In the family room, the Christmas
tree was beautiful. The star was twinkling
on top of the tree. The tree is around nine
feet tall, and is filled with ornaments.
They are all special. I love the glassblown pickle that my Grandmother gave

to me. The legend of the pickle says that
it was hidden on the tree and whoever
found it would have good luck during
the next year. I just like it because I like
pickles.
Also, in the family room, are the
stockings that are placed on the mantel.
Each member of our family has a stocking, including our dog, Ginger. Aunt
Laura cross-stitched Emily’s and my
stocking. When I was little, I wanted
the Santa Claus stocking holder, so my
stocking is always on the end. The rest
of the family have reindeer stocking
holders.
After dinner, my grandparents left.
My sister and I listened to the story of
the first Christmas with my parents. Then
we got ready for bed. It was hard to get
to sleep. There were so many presents.
I could hardly wait to see what I got, but
also to see everyone’s face when they
opened my presents. It turned out that
this was a wonderful Christmas Eve and
the first one in our new house.

not a creature was stirring,
not even a mouse.
Photos supplied by families

A Positive Outlook on Your Life

David William Donohue is the son of
Dave and Paula Donohue. He lives outside of Shepherdstown, and is currently
attending the 9th Grade Complex at
Jefferson High School. He likes to play
music (trumpet, cello, and bass guitar),
swim, read, and play soccer.

David Donohue

M

any people decide to be pessimists and look at all the
negative aspects of life. And I ask you, what good
comes from that? That’s exactly opposite of what
God or your respective higher being wants of you. Who wants
to be negative all the time and never be happy?
There are many things to be depressed about. Global
warming is supposedly melting the polar ice caps, depending
on who you believe. I say, so what? Instead of parading around
with a sign that says “The end is near,” why don’t you just
recycle, plant a tree, add insulation to your home, and hope for
the best? Maybe you’re sick of all the violence in your community. So tell your friends and family to love, and teach your
children not to hate.
Personal problems abound in life as well. But divorces,
family deaths, and major moves to new places are a part of
life and will make us who we are. Even though your parents
might be separated, they both just want you to be happy. Your
departed loved ones don’t want you to be sad, and though your

friends will miss you when you move, they’ll want you to be
successful and make lots of new friends for them to meet later,
no matter if they’re half a world away.
Take it from me, a 14-year-old eighth grader, life isn’t
always fair. I’ve been through deaths, separations, stress,
trouble with people at school, and the loss of old friends due to
them or me moving away. But I’ve made two new friends for
each friend I’ve lost, have lived up to my departed loved ones’
expectations, and just shake off stress and trouble from school.
Life is just too good to throw away, so why pitch it, along
with all hope? You just have to pick yourself up, dust yourself
off, and keep on walking down the road of life, no matter where
it turns. After all, what have you got to lose?
Special thanks to Ms. Cheryl Reilly, 8th grade language arts
teacher at Shepherdstown Middle School, for encouraging her
students to submit articles to the GOOD NEWS PAPER.
Who’s next? P.O. Box 1212, Shepherdstown, WV 25443

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
in hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there.
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TOY STOrY
Laura Turman, New Owner of One Two Kangaroo Toy Store
Marie Carter

Photo by Ruth Weese

L

aura Turman worked part-time
at One Two Kangaroo,
Shepherdstown’s own quality
toy store, for three and a half years, so
it seemed natural for her to buy it when
former owner Paula Tremba took a fulltime teaching job. “I didn’t want the
store to close, and many of the customers
felt the same way,” Turman said. She
had grown to love the toys and the store
and, most of all, the people she met. “I
enjoy talking with customers and seeing their children,” she commented. She
recently moved the toy store to a more
prominent location on German Street,
which allowed for an expansion of the
floor space from 500 square feet to 1800
square feet.
Turman has a soft voice that appeals
to children and parents alike. She is an
attractive woman, a tall brunette with
hazel eyes, and she is bright and articulate. Turman is married to Vince Tymon
and they have two children, four-year-old
Stuart and one-year-old Linus. Laura and
Vince moved to Shepherdstown almost
five years ago, and the small-town lifestyle has proven to be an ideal setting for
their family.
Turman holds a bachelor’s degree in
French from the University of Montana
and a master’s degree in International
Policy Studies from the Monterey
Institute of International Studies. Laura
and Vince met in a French class while
they were both graduate students at
Monterey, and they married in 2001.
Turman grew up in Montana. While
she was in high school, she spent a year
in Belgium as an exchange student. As
an undergraduate, she had an opportunity to spend a year abroad in Brittany,
France.
Following Turman’s college graduation, she worked on Capitol Hill as a
staffer for Congressman Pat Williams
of Montana and then went to Santa Fe,

Laura Turman, the new owner of One Two Kangaroo

N.M., to work at a prep school. Turman
later moved to Seoul, South Korea,
where she taught English for five years.
Her time in South Korea preceded her
graduate school program, and then she
and her husband moved to the D.C.
area, at which time Turman took a
job with the U.S. General Accounting
Office (now Government Accountability
Office).
Although her ownership of One Two
Kangaroo is her first business venture,
Turman noted that she has long had an
interest in business and she took a lot of
M.B.A. classes while she was in grad
school. “The business classes were a
lot more skill-oriented than my policy
classes,” Turman said. “The M.B.A. pro-
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gram provided important tools and skills
that I felt I should have.”
She had not seriously considered
starting her own business, however, until
the opportunity was presented to buy the
toy store. “I pictured myself as a public
servant, doing some type of trade policy
work, which is what I did after graduate
school,” said Turman.
Turman is carrying on with the
philosophy that Tremba integrated into
One Two Kangaroo, selecting toys that
inspire children of all ages to play. “I am
continuing what Paula started,” Turman
commented. “Play is vitally important for
a child’s psychological development—
whether the child is gifted or has special
needs or is just an average, healthy kid.”

The toys that One Two Kangaroo
carries are those that inspire creativity,
improve physical and mental dexterity,
encourage outdoor activity, and provide
for imaginative or dramatic play. The
store also stocks arts and crafts supplies
and a variety of science kits.
“I am trying to get more natural
toys, with less paint,” Turman noted. “I
am also trying to buy from environmentally conscious companies, stocking toys
that emphasize renewable energies like
solar energy, and toys made of materials
that are quickly renewable like bamboo.”
Turman says that her biggest challenge as an entrepreneur has been fully
stocking the store in time for the holidays. “I’ve done this very close to the
holiday season and I’ve been frantically
ordering toys. I have to fill a very large
space. Sometimes I can’t get everything
I want from toy suppliers because it is a
little late in the game.”
“Not only did I just buy the store,
but I also had to move it,” she pointed
out. “There has been a lot to do in a short
amount of time.”
Turman said that Tremba has been
extremely helpful since Turman took
over the toy store. “Paula has been a big
help during the transition. She’s now my
consultant,” Turman adds with a laugh.
“I want to provide a store people
enjoy coming to, that has unique toys
people can’t find elsewhere,” said
Turman. “I hope people will like the new
store. I certainly do.”

One Two
Kangaroo Toy Store
122 West German Street
(304) 876-1174
Hours:
11 a.m.–5 p.m. Sunday through Friday
10 a.m.–6 p.m. Saturday
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LLOYD’S BARBER SHOP AND
CIGAR PARLOR
Jim Laise
customers of Mayor Lester Waldeck
(’50s and ’60s), Ray Parks (’40s and
’50s) or “Brandy” Myers in the ’30s and
’40s, will understand.
“There was a lot of loafing going
on, as I recall. I would hear people
say they would send in their friends
to Brandy’s, first, to see if he was cut-

The ’70s erased all that, because a
large portion of young people refused to
get their hair cut at all. Those who did,
on the male side, were probably in the
military.
Lloyd spent his time in the early
’70s at a place that transcended the socalled hippie years. Because of a large

Photo by Ruth Weese

M

arvin Lloyd is a throwback
and proud of it.
The proprietor of Lloyd’s Barber
Shop and Cigar Parlor on German
Street, the veteran hair-cutter and
tobacco dealer, wants to offer an experience that most men who grew up before
1970 have discovered at least once in
their lives.
It may not be for everybody—some
say the prices are high for this area—
but if you are looking for authentic
Shepherdstown, circa 1930, this is your
kind of place.
“What we do here is to try to recreate something which no longer exists.
A place where men can come and shoot
the breeze and leave as friends on the
way out,” says Lloyd, a second-generation barber with an entire professional
life invested in the trade.
Lloyd’s charges—$18 for a haircut,
$18 for a shave, $35 for a combo—are
on target with the so-called salons of
the Beltway. Considering what he pays
to lease his 19th-century space, he has
little choice. Like many of his fellow
Jefferson County residents, he has a
mortgage, utilities, groceries, and travel
expenses. He sells cigars of all varieties
to create a reasonable profit margin for
a family of five.
But you get what you pay for at
Lloyd’s, and if you want to understand
what this town was like 80 years ago,
step right in.
“If you want a quick clip in order to
get in and out, you might want to think
about somewhere else,” says Lloyd,
who encourages appointments so he can
give everyone the same fair shake.
For the price, you get also a wealth
of experience—he was cutting men’s
and women’s, boys’ and girls’, white,
African-American, Native-American
and Asian-American hair inside the
Beltway long before it became fashionable.
And you get the atmosphere. You’ll
be seated in a 19th-century barbershop
chair that was purchased at auction in
Washington State. Two other vintage
chairs in the room came from the 1930s
shop at New York’s Waldorf-Astoria.
Anyone who visited Moe’s barbershop, just down German Street, in the
’60s, ’70s, and ’90s, or those who were

Marvin Lloyd, Shepherdstown’s barber, with customer.

ting that day with a steady hand,” says
Historian Laureate Jim Price, who has
researched and written extensively about
barbering in Shepherdstown before most
of its current residents were born.
For instance, one of German
Street’s earliest barbers happened to
be an African American named John
Wesley Seibert, who not only ran
a “stand” before and after the Civil
War, but also served on the side of the
Confederates (Co. B, 2nd Va. Infantry,
Stonewall Brigade), according Price.
His shop was where the Lost Dog is
today.

influx of service personnel, the first
barbershop he ever visited (on his mother’s hand), Dulles Park Barber Shop, is
as popular today as it was in 1924 when
it first opened.
In fact, having graduated from
Herndon [Va.] High in 1989, he decided
he wanted to apprentice for the proprietor, who was his stepfather.
Fraternal twins, Marvin and Darvin
Lloyd, apprenticed under Paul St.
Clair. Marvin estimates that he spent
2,700 real hours cutting hair. Then, he
went off to Richmond to complete a
400-question test. He thus qualified to

become a Master Barber, which meant
that he knew how to cut any style—new
or old—for anybody.
“Today, you pretty much see hair
cut in the same style. That’s because
there aren’t many barbers willing to
invest the time and expense it takes to
do what you have to do. Barbering is
not something you jump into for two
or three years and expect to make a lot
of money. You have to stay in it until
you can build a base of clients. I’m not
sure many have the patience to do that
anymore,” Lloyd explains. “If I couldn’t
have any friends [as customers] doing
this, I wouldn’t want to do it,” he says.
Because Lloyd has been barbering
now in two states for almost 20 years,
he has a steady stream of customers.
Many of them from the Dulles Park
days come out to Shepherdstown and
bring their children. Just like the fast
food joints want to give it to you your
way, the Lloyds, Mr. St. Clair, and
the 80-year-old business from whence
they hail have been doing so from the
beginning.
“Cutting hair is like doing anything
else. If you want it done right, you go
to the right person. I don’t mind the
places of today,” he says, naming one
chain, “they send me more customers
than anyone else.” For that reason, he
requests appointments—whether you are
making the hour trek from Leesburg or
you are coming from Princess Street.
“Part of this job is learning how
to cut hair, but the other part is dealing
with your customers. There is a way to
greet people, bring them into your store,
seat them, and then relax with them. I
have some people who come in here; we
pick up on a conversation from where
we left off the last time,” says Lloyd.
“You won’t find that at the (quickie)
shops.”
As the name on the sign advertises,
Lloyd, once a wholesale tobacco dealer,
sells the product loose or by cigar. Like
his haircuts, the styles vary—from $1
to $20.
The chain salons may offer a better
price, but obviously, Lloyd would like
you to try his shop. But if you want a
haircut, please call in advance. After all,
you are entering a time warp here. He
wouldn’t want it any other way.
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o’HurLey’s GeneraL sTore sTrinG BanD

MEET THE MuSiCiAnS
Sheri Fedorchak

Jay Hurley, owner of O’Hurley’s
General Store
mountain & hammer dulcimer

Meet Jay Hurley
Jay has hosted
these jam session
since 1979 when he
took over the store,
after returning to
Shepherdstown from
Michigan. Jay was
born in a bedroom
upstairs in what is
now O’Hurley’s
General Store.
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Photos by Sheri Fedorchak; photo of Maddie Macneil
courtesy of Falling Mountain Web site

I

t is Thursday night in the Great Hall at
O’Hurley’s General Store in Shepherdstown.
A circle of musicians is gathered in the open
room with wooden floors and a high-beamed
ceiling. The air smells of wood smoke. Lamp
light warms the room. A painting of “Seamus
O’Hurley” and an Irish flag hang above the
upright piano.
By day, the Great Hall is part of the general
store owned by Jay Hurley, and you may buy the
rocking chairs, lamps, or other collectibles. On
Thursdays, the room is transformed into a music
hall for all who live here or are passing through.
For the next three hours, musicians with various
day jobs—running O’Hurley’s General Store,
working in the Congressional Research Service
at the Library of Congress in D.C., operating a
chocolate store in Martinsburg, managing labs for
the Federal Emergency Management Agency, working
as sales representatives, playing music professionally,
making musical instruments, or living in retirement—
play music. If it’s cold, heat from the fireplace warms
you. If it’s hot, wooden doors are unlatched and thrown
open wide to capture the breeze, carrying the sounds of
tunes into the streets.
By 7:30 p.m., the musicians have tuned their
instruments, and the audience settles in rocking chairs.
Without introduction, music pours forth. The first tune
begins with the bounce of the hammer dulcimer followed by sounds of fiddle, mandolin, banjo, Celtic harp,
mountain dulcimer, autoharp, guitar, flute, piccolo,
penny whistle, and drum—all at once. The wooden floor
hums with the resonance of instruments and tapping
feet. If you can play piano, bagpipes, musical saw, or
any other instrument, you may join in. Even the train
whistle has a role in the evening’s songs.
Each Thursday night bears resemblance to the week
before. Yet, as Jeff Hornbeck, one of the mandolin
players quipped, “Each Thursday is a new experience
depending on the makeup of the group, which can vary
quite a bit from week to week. The important thing is
to have fun, whether the music flows effortlessly and
harmoniously or ends in a classic train wreck. Such an
atmosphere welcomes us unranked amateurs to sit in
with professionals and others with far more musical
experience and skill. It is also a gift to friends, neighbors, and strangers alike, who can sit, sing along, and
recapture a sense of what community is all about.”

O’Hurley’s Musicians in the Great Hall

Jay forms the framework, both literally and figuratively, for the jam sessions. In a literal sense, he
provides the space for the jam sessions, by way of the
Great Hall, which he crafted with his own hands with
help from others. In a figurative sense, he serves as the
master of ceremonies, “calling a tune home” for the
final round or “shushing” those who might talk during
(not between) the tunes. It interested, but didn’t surprise,
me to learn that Jay is self-taught in music. He doesn’t
read music but plays by ear.
His first instrument was a five-dollar guitar he
picked up at a garage sale in Michigan. During a visit
back to Shepherdstown in the 1960s, he bought a mountain dulcimer at a festival. Later he heard a hammer dulcimer and decided to build one from scrap wood. When
Jay returned to Shepherdstown, he eventually became
the store owner and began playing music in it. At first
he played hammer dulcimer alone each Thursday night
by the potbellied stove, continuing the tradition he had
done in Michigan of playing music on Thursday nights.
Eventually a guitar player joined him, then a fiddler,
Walter Caton.
Over time a regular group of five performers began
coming and a bigger room was needed. In 1997 Jay built
the Great Hall. “The music took a life of its own and
really exploded,” Jay said. Since the late ’90s there has
been an average of 10 to 15 musicians performing, with
as many as 24 on “St. Paddy’s” night. The audience has
swelled, too, with over 50 people coming at times. Jay
smiles as he recalls how the O’Hurley’s General Store
String Band has grown, saying in his usual, understated
manner with a twinkle in his eye, “I’m mainly having
fun and making a living of it.”
Jay explained that from the beginning he wanted
music in the store as a sound of “yesteryear.” He
emphasizes how the store is not just about sales. One of
Jay’s favorite memories was when an “old timer West
Virginia legend” joined in the jam session, playing his
guitar. When it was the old timer’s turn to pick the tune,
he pulled out a musical saw and played what Jay terms,
“the sweetest rendition of ‘Danny Boy’ I have ever
heard.”
Sometimes the audience offers the unexpected.
One night, it was a woman with a singing Chihuahua,

which Jay says was “worth its weight
in doggy biscuits.” Another night, a
bagpiper played in the adjacent room
in order not to drown out the other
musicians. One night, two thespians
performed alternating verses, from
memory, of Robert Service’s poem,
‘The Cremation of Sam McGee.’ For
those who can’t sit still, a space is kept
clear by the hearth to clog or waltz.
Jay doesn’t turn away children who
want to perform. There have been
budding violin and hammer dulcimer
players, shy cloggers stepping by the
hearth, and other youngsters called (or
prompted by proud parents) to sing.

Meet the “Regulars” in the O’Hurley’s
General Store String Band
Becky Lidgerding
Becky is also a Shepherdstown native. Decades ago, Jay and
his brothers worked on her grandfather’s farm making hay in the
summers. Becky began her music
as a piano player at age eight.
She played flute and piccolo at
Shepherdstown and Jefferson
Becky Lidgerding
High Schools and Shepherd
fiddle, piccolo,
University. She is familiar to
penny whistle
many as a musician and dancer
for Shepherdstown’s Morris dance teams and plays flute
at New Street United Methodist Church. Becky plays
in small ensembles for special events and weddings,
notably with the O’Hurley’s harpist,
Genevieve O’Loughlin. She recalls
that when the 2000 Peace Talks
came to Shepherdstown and the
Syrian television crew came to film
at O’Hurley’s, she and Genevieve
were pressed into playing the tune
“Galician Waltz” as if “their lives
depended on it for the viewers back
Genevieve O’Loughlin
in Syria.”
harp
Becky works for the Veterans
Affairs Medical Center in Martinsburg as a medical
technologist and contracted to the Federal Emergency
Management Agency as a lab
manager. She has been playing at
O’Hurley’s for 16 years, where
she plays fiddle, piccolo, and
penny whistle.

Charlie Casabona
banjo, mandolin,
fiddle

Charlie Casabona
Charlie has played banjo and
mandolin at O’Hurley’s for seven
years. He and his wife own and
operate DeFluri’s Fine Chocolates
in Martinsburg. Charlie began
taking violin lessons at age four.
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He started the banjo when he was 15 and the mandolin
when he was 42 and is self-taught on both. Lately he
has started playing the fiddle.
Charlie returns to O’Hurley’s every Thursday night
for the opportunity of a “bluegrass banjo player to sit
down with a Celtic harpist and connect musically,”
explaining that the draw of a session is “the opportunity
to immerse oneself in other genres of music while finding a way to share (or impose) some music.”
Photographing Charlie at DeFluri’s for this article
was a most aromatic experience. He turned out nearly
700 mocha truffles while I worked up a chocolate
appetite.
Madeline MacNeil
Madeline, or Maddie, has
been singing and playing hammer and mountain dulcimers at
O’Hurley’s for 12 years. She has
been a full-time musician since
her mid-20s when she “retired”
from high-school teaching. She
discovered mountain dulcimer 35
Madeline MacNeil
years ago whole performing six
hammer & mountain
nights a week at Skyland Lodge
dulcimer
in Shenandoah National Park.
Maddie has recorded over a dozen titles, published
the quarterly journal, Dulcimer Players News, for 30
years, and written dulcimer music books for Mel Bay
Publications.
Lucky is the person who attends a Thursday night
jam session when Maddie is present and a train roars
by. This often leads to singing a round with audience
participation with the line, “Every Thursday night at
O’Hurley’s, music and friendship never die. Toot, toot,
what is that noise? It’s a great big train that is passing
by.” Maddie recalls one night while singing the song
with the audience, and the last group was singing the
last section of the round, “It’s a great big train that is
passing by,” when a loud train horn chimed in on the
word by! The timing was excellent!
Jeff Hornbeck
Jeff came to O’Hurley’s
nine years ago to play guitar
but stayed to play mandolin. By
day, Jeff is a specialist in Latin
American economics at the
Congressional Research Service,
Library of Congress.
Jeff Hornbeck

Sam Rizzetta
mandolin
Sam enters O’Hurley’s
carrying his hand-built instrument in a soft-sided case.
Within minutes he has the contents of the case on a
stand and is ready to play. That’s the easy part. The
harder part is describing what he does with his hammer
dulcimers! Sam’s Web site explains that his style of
music “defies attempts at categorization” by blending
elements of classical, folk, gospel, new age, old-time
tunes, ragtime, original
music, and other surprises into the tunes that
he writes and performs.
Some may recognize
Sam Rizzetta’s name
from the string band
TRAPEZOID, which
Sam and Paul Reisler
formed in 1974 with two
Sam Rizzetta
hammer dulcimer family
other musicians. Sam

designed a family of hammer dulcimers from soprano
to bass, and playing dulcimer
quartets was the group’s trademark. Sam remarks, “It was a
magical sound that had never
been done before.”
Today he lives in the
The Rizzetta
Shenandoah Valley and continsoundhole rosette
ues traveling and performing.
designed by Sam
He designs and builds dulcimers, as well as lightweight
canoes and kayaks. Sam remarks, “Music is a joyful and
powerful spiritual connection to the soul and a bridge
between people. Building instruments for others is a
responsibility and a privilege.”
Judy Leitner
Judy has played at
O’Hurley’s for five years and
is also one of the friendly people working behind the counter
at the general store. She has
played the French horn since
sixth grade and began taking
cello lessons seven years ago.
She also plays piano and is
Judy Leitner
learning to play smaller instruFrench horn, cello,
ments, such as the recorder and
piano
harmonica.
When asked if she remembers anything particularly
sparkling about past Thursday evening sessions, Judy
recalls vocal and dance performances from the audience,
poetry readings, and special songs, such as the one sung
to “chase the train away.” (The length of the song is in
direct proportion to the length of the train.)
Dan Wegh
Dan plays the upright
bass at O’Hurley’s.
He played tuba in high
school and college. He
explains that there is “not
a very high demand for
tuba players, so I hadn’t
played anything musically
Dan Wegh
until about five years
upright bass
ago.”
Dan is a keen observer of the fixtures within the
Great Hall, such as the signs intended for the audience.
He explains the two signs. “Don’t stand in the doorway,” is straight and to the point. The second sign says,
“Talking permitted between tunes,” which translates to
“Don’t even think about talking during the music!”
Dan is a sales representative for Review & Herald
Publishing Association. His job keeps him traveling, but when home on a Thursday night, he comes to
O’Hurley’s. For October, Dan brought carved and lit
pumpkins, including a green and bumpy Hubbard that
grinned fiendishly at the performers.
Steve Hartman
Steve has been singing
and playing guitar and
banjo at O’Hurley’s for over
10 years. His day job is a
project manager for commercial construction, including the reconstruction of the
B&O railroad terminal in
Martinsburg, which is the

Steve Hartman
guitar & banjo

last major roundhouse railroad terminal in operation.
In years past, Steve performed in folk, rock, and Irish
bands, and worked in the Institute for Labor Studies in
the history department of West Virginia University.
Sam returns to O’Hurley’s for the atmosphere of
the jam sessions, where, sometimes things “click and
it becomes magical.” He likes the way the audience is
quiet during the tunes, thereby not competing with the
sounds of the music. Sam admits that you never know
who will show up at O’Hurley’s, including Swiss and
German yodelers, the occasional tuba or trombone
player, or the welcome contribution of a sea shanty.
Don Moore
Don began playing in
Hawaii in the early ’60s, where
his father was stationed at Pearl
Harbor as a Naval Officer. He
was drafted by the Marines in
1967 and says he was “probably the only Marine Lieutenant
in Vietnam who had an autoharp back at Cam Lo and Dong
Ha in ’69.”
Don Moore
Today Don plays banjo,
banjo, guitar, bodhran
guitar, and bodhran or Irish
or Irish drum
drum. Don was drawn to
O’Hurley’s jam sessions by sound. One summer evening he was enjoying the beer garden at the “Meck”
[Mecklenburg Inn], when he heard “the music of my
past coming from a distance with no direction.” He
hopped the fence and headed in the direction of the train
tracks. Eventually he entered the store, where, as he
recalls, “Jay was behind the counter with his dulcimer
next to the cash register; Gen and Becky were playing
next to the potbellied stove along with Sharon Hall and
Paul Kohler. I found an old guitar at the V.A., bought
an autoharp at a yard sale, and had my folks ship me the
banjo I played in high school. Soon I was playing like I
was ‘burning ticks,’ and have been coming for the past
15 years.” Don finds another way to give to the community by serving as the “sound guy” for music events
in the community.
Don and Steve Hartman have a saying, “There isn’t
a song that Steve can sing that Don can’t play.” Don
clarifies what defines O’Hurley’s music: “O’Hurley’s is
what is called a ‘Slow Jam’ or a ‘Teaching Jam,’ with
the musicians sitting in a circle, and picking a tune in
turn. When it is your turn, you can name a tune, or a set
of tunes, ask someone else to play a tune or sing a song
you admire, or sing one yourself. You can only pass if
you have just arrived and haven’t tuned up.”

Conclusion
Where else might you wander into a general store
and hear the sounds of hammered dulcimer as a fire
pops in the potbellied stove or the fireplace? Come and
hear tunes such as, “Ashoken Farewell,” “Soldier’s
Joy,” “Two Rivers,” “Far Away,” “Red Wing,” and
more. Experience this ever-evolving groundswelling of
music and step to the beat of the music. As Dan Wegh
quipped, “No matter the person I am when entering
O’Hurley’s Great Hall, I am a better person when I step
out into the night air.”

Sheri Fedorchak is a newcomer to Shepherdstown,
who holds a grateful spot in the audience of O’Hurley’s
General Store String Band. Thanks to preparing this
article, she now has resolved many of her unanswered
questions about the band members and their music.
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ARTWoRkS
Bob Vorel: Free-Spirited Travels

Bob Vorel

B

ob Vorel has come to his career as a
painter through a series of creative twists
and turns in his life. He grew up in the
south side of Chicago. Though his early years of
high school were spent in a seminary training to be
a priest, his spirit of adventure was already emerging. His sights were on missionary work in Alaska
or Indonesia.
In his junior year, he changed direction and
transferred to a Catholic high school. His interest
in art was expressed through sketches and cartoons,
and he aspired to be a sculptor, however, as he
entered the Fine Arts College at the University of
Illinois in Champagne, he declared his major to be
architecture—a more practical subject. After freshman year, he changed his major again, and graduated with a degree in design.
After the university, Vorel didn’t use his
design skills right away. His free spirit called him
to be a boat carpenter and then a marine surveyor.
Eventually he pursued the craft of woodworking,
constructing Shaker furniture. Throughout this
time, Vorel wrote short stories and essays on the
side, thinking that in his later years he would be a
writer.
In 1984, he moved to Doddridge County,
W.Va., and in 1990 founded the magazine Blues
Revue. Besides managing and producing the entire
magazine, he took the opportunity to write, photograph, and use his design education as art director. Blues Revue flourished, becoming the largest
magazine about blues music in the world. Vorel
sold the magazine in 2003, and retired to pursue
other creative directions.
GOOD NEWS PAPER • WINTER 2007

In 2005, Vorel arrived in Shepherdstown, but
soon took off for a year on his boat, Moon Dance.
He and Ann Knode traveled 6,000 miles from
Milwaukee, through the canals of Canada, down
the Hudson River and then down the Intercoastal
Waterway to Florida before landing back north in
the Chesapeake area. This was the beginning of
many more travels with Knode, which Vorel illustrates in sketchbooks and photographs. Their latest
travels were on a cruise to the countries around the
Mediterranean Sea.
Vorel expected his post-retirement direction to
be in the field of writing, but it turned out to be in
the visual arts. He read and used the Artist’s Way,
an inspirational book for creatives, and it was a
life-changing event for him. He began taking workshops with such painting luminaries as Mel Stabin,
John Leone, Janet Rogers, and Ed Cooper.
He pursued his art career as he did his magazine—as a business. This led to the opening of a
studio on Princess Street last year. He worked there
for 10 months before deciding that painting in a
public place didn’t suit his meditative process. So
he brought his studio home to the beautiful house
called Rockland that he shares with Knode. The
stone half of Rockland was built in the 1770s and
the brick half was built in the 1890s. Rockland is
one of the historical treasures of our area, furnish-

ing endless inspiration, and thus providing an ideal
spot for a studio.
Vorel has focused primarily on landscapes,
and paints with plein air groups in Winchester and
Shepherdstown. Typically he begins on location
and then executes the finishing touches in his studio. He usually paints in oil and/or watercolor.
Lately he has begun a series involving people,
which he calls the Master Series. He is painting
people, local to our area, who excel in some creative profession. There’s another series brewing
about horses. His work is mostly figurative, though
he occasionally produces an abstract when he feels
moved to do so.
Vorel feels highly motivated to create—to
produce something that gives pleasure. Though
painting is more than a hobby to Vorel, and is an
activity he takes to be his life pursuit, he can also
be very lighthearted about his subject matter, and
playfully experimental.
Bob Vorel’s work can be seen at James Cooper
Gallery, at the Millwood Art Show in Millwood,
Va., and at other local venues.

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

Photos of artwork supplied by the artist

Photo by nan Broadhurst

Nan Broadhurst

Auto Restorer (Master Series)
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Sea Grape Leaves (Triptych)

Blacksmith (Master Series)

German Street Clock Tower
Reflections in the Woods

The Dawning
Wild Goose Stable
Meso & Susie
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The Free Healing clinic
Claire Stuart

“T

he best things in life are
free,” is a popular saying
that has been around since it
was penned in 1927 in some lyrics for a
musical called Good News. On the other
hand, there is also an old rock-and-roll
song that goes, “The best things in life
are free, but you can keep them for the
birds and bees—gimme MONEY!” The
second song probably better sums up life
in America, particularly when it comes to
health care—how much care you can get
is proportional to how much you (or preferably your insurance company) can pay.
Local acupuncturist Michelle
DeStefano and her colleagues are flying in the face of the American “gimme
money” culture with their Free Healing
Clinic at the Harmony Healing Arts
Center in Shepherdstown. DeStefano
stressed that it has been made possible by
Judy Jenner and Jiji Beckett who own the
Harmony Healing Center. The healing
modalities offered are Quantum Touch®
(a healing technique similar to therapeutic touch, or Reiki), Qigong exercises,
and a limited amount of acupuncture.
“I do acupuncture when it is asked
for—it can balance out energy. But it is
not a full treatment like what I give in
my practice,” DeStefano explained.
DeStefano is a licensed acupuncturist, a certified Quantum Touch®
practitioner, and a Toyohari Medical
practitioner (a Japanese form of noninsertive acupuncture). She says she
was inspired to open the free clinic by
a Qigong teacher of hers who goes to
China periodically to teach villagers to
do healing work and open their own free
clinics. DeStefano decided to put that
principle to work in her community.
Quantum Touch® combines breathing, body awareness, and mental awareness to focus life-force energy (qi or chi).
The recipient matches energy to that of
the practitioner to promote healing and
wellbeing. Qigong combines gentle physical movements and breathing to focus
energy and help people tap into their own
healing abilities for their own needs.

Cam Millar, standing, and Catherine Waite, right, focus life-force healing
energy on client.

The free clinic is described by
DeStefano as “Chinese style”—first
come, first served, with no appointments
made. Clients can just walk in and be
seated in the healing circle, meditating
and holding healing intentions for themselves and others while they wait their
turns.
Peggy King, Cam Millar, Mica
Martin, Jane Sampson, and Catherine
Waite, all previous students who completed DeStefano’s Quantum Touch®
workshops, have helped her at the clinic.
King and Millar were working on clients
in the clinic when the GOOD NEWS
PAPER paid a visit.
“I couldn’t do this if I had to do it by
myself,” DeStefano declared.
She added that more people multiply
the power of the healing energy and that
the clinic is open to other people who
would like to join them with their own
healing work. “We love it if we can have
several practitioners at the same time
working on one person,” she said.
Peggy King explained that she had
Quantum Touch® done on her injured
knee. “It worked,” she said, “so I said
that I’ve gotta learn this.” She took a
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workshop with DeStefano and has been
using Quantum Touch® for two years.
“I haven’t figured out how and why it
works, but I know it works,” she said.
She enjoys working on others. “It makes
me feel better when someone feels some
energy from me that makes them feel
better.” She added, “I do it on my cats,
too!”
Local musician Cam Millar took
DeStefano’s workshop in June. He was
no newcomer to energy work, since he
said that some of his relatives practice
Reiki and other alternative healing
methods. “When I’m not feeling well,
I feel better when I play my horn. I can
see a connection between breathing and
health,” he asserted. “My aches and
pains disappear with energy work and
breathing.”
He observed that energy work has
been a part of most cultures for millennia, whether practiced by the Chinese or
by Native American shamans. “It’s all
the same, but they have different names
for it.”
He went on to say that he believes
that Western culture relies too much on
science. “If science says it is so, people

believe that it must be so. We must overcome this and learn to trust our intuition.”
“I like showing people this work,”
said DeStefano, “because many doctors
don’t know the healing possibilities of
the body. They break the body into parts.
Acupuncture is holistic treatment for
body, mind, and spirit. Any holistic healing modality gives people more power
over their own health. And it expands
energy and spreads love. It radiates out
and affects other people.”
“And you become a better person,”
added Millar.
“I want to demystify healing,”
DeStefano continued. “I don’t want people to think that it’s crazy or ‘woo-woo.’
We tap into the wisdom of the body,
honoring and trusting it, not manipulating
it or forcing anything.”
She explained that with Quantum
Touch®, she doesn’t necessarily touch the
person. She might gently touch the person or simply put her hands near.
“If the person says where the hurt
is,” added Millar, “that’s where I put my
hands. The body puts the energy where it
needs it.”
Client Cindy Keller said she has been
coming to the clinic for healing touch
every two weeks since the clinic opened
last spring. She was diagnosed with
breast cancer and has been through
surgery, chemotherapy, and currently,
radiation. “This is one more part of the
process,” she maintained, “and it gives
me energy and keeps me going whenever
I need an extra boost. Sometimes I’m just
generally tired, and they concentrate on
different parts of the body.”
When Keller finished chemotherapy,
she said she did acupuncture and healing touch to get the toxins and ill effects
of the chemo out of her body. She also
practices yoga. “Yoga and healing touch
helped me through the medical stuff,” she
said. “I came to yoga before; that’s how
I got interested in body work in general to
open up energy pathways. I don’t know
how it works or if it just works because
I think it does. But it doesn’t matter

because it’s non-invasive and it has a
positive effect. Anyway, it can’t hurt!”
DeStefano comments that they have
worked on clients with cancer, depression, digestive problems, arthritis,
chronic pain, sleep disorders, and more.
She noted that you don’t have to be ill
to benefit from a session—you can just
come to receive some tender loving care
that will radiate out into the community
and beyond.
“I want to get the word out,” she
said. “I want to get something out to
more people. I would like to serve more
people with addictions. I would like to
get to populations like harried single
mothers and other people who wouldn’t
be able to afford this kind of work. I
want to reach people. Even children can
learn. I want to teach kids. My son does
this on me and he is only eight years
old.” She plans a children’s class in midor late January.

“

So what
did I feel?
Better.
Lighter.
Happy.

”

The clinic is held at the Harmony
Healing Center, 207 East New Street
(near the corner of Princess and New)
in Shepherdstown. Each healing session
lasts about 20 minutes. It is open alternate Wednesdays from 2:00 to 5:00 p.m.,
but the last client is accepted at 4:30
p.m. Although the clinic is free, they will
accept donations, which go to Cause for
Paws, a no-kill animal shelter in Bolivar.
Check to be sure you have the right
Wednesday! DeStefano holds periodic
Quantum Touch® workshops for $75 for
a weekend. For more information, call
Michelle DeStefano at (304) 261-8077
or visit her Web site: www.qimedclinic.
com.

A Personal Testimonial
I visited the free healing clinic simply to gather some information for this
article. After observing for a while and
talking with a few people who had many
positive things to say, I decided to experience the healing touch for myself. I was
not suffering from any aches and pains
or particular medical problems, but I had
been feeling a free-floating anxiety due
to some past medical issues.
DeStefano seated me in a comfortable chair in the healing circle. It was
dimly lit with soothing flute music softly
playing. She placed her hands near my
head—I could feel her just barely brushing against my hair. From time to time
she very lightly touched my head. She
asked me to picture a cleansing white
light entering my head, permeating my
body and finally draining away, taking
my fears and anxieties away. That’s all
there was to it. But…
So what did I feel? Better. Lighter.
Happy.
Millar asked me to describe the feeling, and the only way I could describe
it was “high.” He said it was because of
the natural endorphins that were created.
They said that the results of a treatment
usually last about three days.
I did observe that I had felt body
heat radiating from DeStefano’s hands
as she had held them near my head. She
laughed and held out her hands for me to
touch. They were cold as ice! She said
that she always has cold hands.
Mojo Rising
Barbara Birney walked into the
Harmony Healing Arts Center, leading
(or maybe being led by) a large, squirming, yellow puppy with huge paws. She
set him onto her lap, and he filled it and
spilled over. He looked happy, healthy,
and alert as he nosed her pocket for the
treats carried there. She introduced him
as Mojo, six months old. He was named
for some lyrics in an old rock song
by The Doors that say, “Mojo rising,”
because this Mojo did, indeed, rise.
Birney runs a no-kill animal rescue organization called Cause for Paws
that takes in injured, handicapped and
severely ill dogs and cats that stand little
chance of finding homes. She recounted
how, on a visit to her regular veterinarian
this past August, she spotted a technician carrying an injured puppy. The vet
mentioned that the pup had incurred a
serious spinal injury and could not walk.

Photos by Ruth Weese
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Mojo the dog

He was on his way to be X-rayed, and
the owner had decided that if the pup
would be unable to walk again, he would
be euthanized. Birney said she’d take the
pup rather than let him be put down. The
X-ray indicated that the pup would not
walk again, so Birney took him home.
Mojo was in miserable shape. He
could not get up; he could only pull
himself forward with his front paws. He
was also suffering from strangles, a horrible ailment that attacks puppies and is
suspected to be of genetic origin. It is
thought to be an autoimmune dysfunction. It causes severe inflammation and
swelling of the ears, lips, and muzzle and
can be fatal. It is treated with high doses
of steroids.
“When I got him home, I did
Quantum Touch® on him,” said Birney.
“Then Michelle [DeStefano] came over
the next day and did acupuncture and
Quantum Touch®.”
Birney explained that she brought
Mojo into the healing clinic to have his
Quantum Touch® treatments continued.
In addition, she administered homeopathic remedies and herbs. “I got him
on August 25 and now (October 31)
just look at him. He runs and plays.

You’d never know there was anything
wrong with him.” She set Mojo down
on the floor, and he validated her words
by whirling happily and tugging on his
leash.
“I don’t think the vet made a mistake
about his condition,” she went on to say.
“He’s a good vet and I use him all the
time.”
The clinic staff and some clients
remembered Mojo from when Birney
had first brought him in. They came over
to visit with the rambunctious pup and
exclaim over his energy and the amazing
improvement in his condition. “When
I first saw him, he was just crawling
and dragging his back legs,” DeStefano
recalled. “He couldn’t get up.”
Millar felt the pup’s ears and marveled at the fact that the terrible swelling
was gone.
Birney is absolutely convinced that
healing touch, acupuncture, and herbs
restored the pup to health. While some
people believe alternative healing practices really do nothing and only work on
humans because of the placebo effect,
Birney declared, “Animals don’t respond
to placebos.”

Got an animal that might merit a good story? Let Claire Stuart know. clstuart@shentel.net.
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SHEPHERDSTOWN
Way Back When
Jerry Cooperman

street corners,
strange than the
like behind
fact that the baker
the town
was a Butcher or
library, down
that the Catholic
at the post
priest was a
office, or in a
Judge. High
bank parking
Street wasn’t parlot. Brett Lee
ticularly high, but
showed the
it did seem to be
town his nathighfalutin’ when
ural creative
the (then) Vice
bent, when
President’s wife
he absconded
(Joan Mondale)
with an
used to come
earth-moving
to the log cabin
machine from
on High Street
the underand visit the
Jerry Cooperman
construction
friendly old lady
Creative Arts Center building. Later, he
who wore Coke-bottle glasses. Back in
instigated a pitcher’s duel of sorts with
those days there were many gas stations,
dramatically dwindling to just one nowa- the shortstop, and finally took a slow
trip down German Street to the Sara
days. But in fairness, I think it should be
Cree Hall and amphitheater area. The
noted that with their current emphasis on
low-budget traffic light was still in use,
hummus and black beans at the location
operating with only three light bulbs. In
of the former Amoco station on Princess
this penurious mechanism, two of the
Street, it could be said that they simply
four directions of travel had the red light
changed affiliation from dispensing
on the bottom, which regrettably had the
Amoco gas in favor of causing their curundesirable effect of not alerting colorrent customers to be dispensing People’s
gas. Thirty years ago the town was popu- blind motorists to stop. Back then the
Western Auto Store had no inventory of
lated with well-heeled dogs, who were
each nattily attired in clean, colorful ban- new or used autos, and the Penny Post
danas. These were the infancy days of the Card sold post cards, but for much more
than a penny. The Yellow Brick busiRumsey Radio Hour, the Rumsey steamboat, the GOOD NEWS PAPER, and the ness establishment actually paid some
interest to its customers. Tommy’s Pizza
lifetime tenure of the Presbyterian minwas owned by a Greek named George,
ister. Doctor James Price, the veterinarand the Amy’s restaurant daily produced
ian, actually went to farms and doctored
Hispanic cuisine based on the secret
animals. The farmers of the county, for
Mexican recipes that the owner learned
their part, had plenty to do and stayed
at the knees of his ethnic Iranian parents.
back home on their farms, milking cows,
The present county commissioner from
growing field corn, plowing, discing, or
Steamboat Run was just an apple picker,
at least piddling. Nowadays, they have
adopted Albert’s hobby of showing up on instead of fanning controversy in what
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I

first visited Berkeley and Jefferson
counties in 1955 with my parents
and have been living here full-time
since 1977. In that span of time, I have
seen some occurrences that have been
pretty unbelievable. I ask you to think
back to a time 25 to 30 years ago, and
I’ll tell you or remind you about the way
life was in this town, way back when.
Here’s how disadvantaged and confusing life was in Shepherdstown, 25 to 30
years ago. In those days there was only
one high school for the entire county. No
one could rent a room or stay overnight
in the Entler Hotel, and there was no
home delivery of mail for people who
lived within the town limits. No passenger trains stopped at the train station,
and Shepherd College (despite it’s name)
didn’t offer classes in sheep shearing
or flock management. The town’s few
library books were shelved in the middle
of King Street with traffic whizzing past
just inches away on either side. The business district consisted of only about four
blocks, with no royalty living on Princess
or King streets. There were no Germans
living on German Street, but there were
two immensely intelligent and artistic
Austrians living there, who spoke English
with a German accent. During the fall
and spring hunting seasons it was common to see the grown adults bound out
into the roadway, followed by youngsters
or a group of other adults. Running into
them with your car wasn’t safeguarded
by law. Nowadays you have to yield and
let those pedestrians cross undisturbed
in the crosswalk as they gawk about the
downtown saying, “Isn’t this the cutest
little town you ever saw?” In those days
all the college presidents were men, but
the mayor wasn’t. In fact, this town’s
mayor was an Eagle, which is no more

is otherwise usually considered to be a
pie job. Although all of these statements
seem like elements of unbelievable tall
tales, they are simply on a par with any
of you saying how courteous and helpful the clerk at the new DMV office had
been in a recent visit, or claiming to have
passed an automobile driver who wasn’t
talking on a cell phone. Yes, in those
ancient days, construction vehicles plied
the streets of Shepherd College, Buzz
was the town’s primary defense against
crime, and a Mrs. Simmons was the pillar
of City Hall.

Jerry Cooperman is a recovering poet
who falls off the wagon a lot. Jerry and
wife Kathryn do an organic cattle and
sheep farm in Berkeley County. Jerry has
graduated from egging on two-legged
chickens to herding four-legged mammals. Jerry used to fence ungraded fresh,
free-range chicken eggs at St. Agnes
Catholic Church and also to Protestants
through the late Shepherdstown resident
Caroline Landreau. Caroline had once
thrown pots with Joan Mondale, wife of
then-U.S. Vice President Walter “Fritz”
Mondale. Joan Mondale usually visited
Caroline Landreau on High Street here
in Shepherdstown on Sundays. Joan
Mondale’s shiny-shoed, dark-suited
Secret Service men who parked a dark
vehicle on High Street and kept an eye
on comings and goings at the Landreau
house during Joan Mondale’s visits came
to think of Jerry Cooperman as a pretty
good egg. Jerry also has a day job with
the IRS. He delivered this tall tale at the
Liars and Tall Tales program put on by
Friends of the Shepherdstown Library in
November 2007.
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Magnets

Stone Gratitude

After late July spring tide,
death’s stink—
a female seal beached in the bog mud,
leeching her heavy burden back into the earth.

This is the way in Rome—no prayer
answered by the Holy Mother
should be forgotten. The wall knows
that Vincenzo Fillari is grateful
for the return of his son—long gone
to war, home now to cut the family brick.
The wall knows that Maria Teresa Paolo
feels the heavy growth of her womb
and whispers nightly, “grazie, Madre,
grazie” kneeling by her bedside.
Forever, the wall will remember.

Sun cooked, brown pelt coated
with salt, sand, bits of shell.
Brought ashore in moonlight;
unable to fight the persistent tide.
She began to rot,
sand fleas and tiny fiddler crabs
worked their way through
her fatted flesh.
Yet someone paused, built a grave
of broken sea oats, and a white cross
of old wood, giving her one last blessing
in this brief mooring.

G

Teaching the World
A girl only fourteen has killed her parents.
Two days later a boy, thirteen, killed
his whole family. My young student
asks, why, wants to understand
the piece of sand that entered their hearts,
festered into a stone.
I want to wrap this boy
in my arms, cover
his eyes, plug his ears.
My student’s eyes are demanding
answers to these impossible situations.
I falter, hear my voice copping-out,
It is difficult to explain.
He asks,
Will I understand when I am a teenager?
The question sounds like tin rattling.
It echoes too long in the air,
too possible to tell.

She comes as they all do, dressed
for gratitude in somber black, a hat,
eyes trained to the future.
Her plaque reads, like so many others,
“Grazie, Madonna, grazie Madre,
fino a me, sono guinti miracolm.”
Surely a miracle—the people
of Rome understand well a miracle,
and the way hard stone is made
to break into answered prayers.

G

Between Breaths
Light through a Sugar maple flickers,
first dark of branch and leaf,
then spill of waterfall, cascade of warmth:
in, the branches close, out, the limbs grow wide.
Late summer release of steam,
cinnamon and rotting pears,
between each beat of breeze,
through yellowing leaves fluttering
sharply into tree, steeping in these last
seconds of color bright as September.
Like last breath, beat of maple
slowing to let in more light
to hold on for another moment,
lungs and heart stirring against
the coming, the rhythm of darkness,
of first chill and nature’s promise to collect.
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Christa Mastrangelo

O
It is the eternal, continuous, the serpent
curled; the ripened plum, the endless sky;
the desperately searching eye
of the moon grown full and aching.
It is the breathless gasp, a waiting,
an emerging; the womb round with life,
the baby’s cry, the new head emerging
from darkness and liquid. It is liquid,
the long row of waves cresting, flowing,
cresting, crashing. It is the belly of the sea,
the basin holding ancient life. It glares,
a Cyclops beaming, the mythical giant.
The longest vowel, it circles the mouth;
rolls off the lips like a kiss; takes shape deep
in the throat, guttural. There it is as the zero,
the number before all numbers, nothingness
that is deeply full, making a one into ten.
It’s the exclamation and the force of recognition
bubbling out of each person, realizing that yes,
yes, and oh yes, I know exactly, and the exact
sound, too, of yes, yes, oh oh I love you yes,
but also the no that is death.

G

Christa Mastrangelo has been writing poetry and
nonfiction since she knew how to use a pen. Her booklength poetry manuscript Learning to Swallow is
now looking for a publisher. Christa has taught writing and literature at colleges in Massachusetts and
Washington, D.C. She now works from home, editing
fiction books, writing, and raising her daughter Ava.
These poems were previously published in Sea Stories,
Magnets; Florida English Journal, Teaching the World;
Sunspinner, Stone Gratitude; Blue Ridge Magazine,
Between Breaths; and Valparaiso Poetry Review, O.
Her work has also appeared in Arsenic Lobster and
Water~Stone.
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BucKs For DucKs
75 Years of Duck Stamps

Photos supplied by the author

Mark Madison

1934 Duck Stamp

F

irst, I want to clarify one thing: a
duck stamp is not something you
use to mail a duck. However, it
is something the American people have
used very successfully to save our ducks
and other waterfowl. Recently, I had the
chance to visit Ding Darling National
Wildlife Refuge in Florida to witness the
selection of the 75th duck stamp. It was
no coincidence that the contest was held
at the namesake refuge of the Father of
the Duck Stamp. Jay “Ding” Darling and
the duck stamp entered the conservation
world together in 1934—a seemingly
inauspicious year of economic and ecological disaster as the Depression and
Dust Bowls blanketed North America.
Just as farmers in the Great Plains were
displaced by the droughts and dust, so
too migratory waterfowl saw their prairie
potholes dry up and disappear, losing
their critical locations to breed, rest, and
feed in the so-called Dirty Thirties. In
the midst of these desperate times, a new
conservation leader emerged to literally
lead us out of the growing Great Plains
desert—Ding Darling.
Darling was a critic of the New
Deal, a Hooverite Republican, and eventually a two-time Pulitzer prize-winning
editorial cartoonist, so he seemed an
unlikely choice to head a New Deal
Conservation agency like the Biological
Survey. Darling was predictably hesitant
noting: “I certainly did not want the job.
A singed cat was never more conscious
of the dangers of fire than I was of the
hazards in trying to get anything done
in Washington.” But his love of water-

fowl overcame his distrust of Franklin
Roosevelt when he agreed to take over as
Chief of the Biological Survey in 1934.
Darling was director a mere 20 months,
but it set the duck stamp and the refuge
system on a new path for the next threequarters of a century.
Six days after he took office, the
Migratory Bird Hunting Stamp Act was
passed, a bill Darling had long championed, providing ongoing funds for migratory bird habitat acquisition. Funded by
duck hunters, this Act created the Federal
Duck Stamp Program, which almost
immediately provided substantial funding for the purchase of wetlands across
the country. It is easy for us, looking
back, to underestimate the impact of this
little stamp in 1934. First, it is striking
that hunters, of which Ding was one,
had agreed to impose a voluntary tax
on themselves to support their feathered
friends. Second, the fact that duck stamp
monies were annual funds meant the
agency had, for the first time, a continual
source of funds to strategically acquire
wetlands. This had never happened
before, and it was a revolutionary idea.
The new duck stamp needed an
image immediately and Darling, the artist, hastily drew six quick sketches on
the cardboard frames used for stiffening dry cleaned shirts. Colonel Sheldon,
the Bureau’s Chief of Public Relations,
inadvertently took these drafts to the
Bureau of Engraving, which selected one
and made it into the first duck stamp.
Darling felt his hastily sketched image
of a mallard hen and drake landing in a
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2007 Duck Stamp

marsh was not grand enough art for the
first duck stamp and he was furious. He
noted, “I could have murdered Colonel
Sheldon and all the Bureau of Engraving
personnel, and every time I look at the
proof design of the first duck stamp I still
want to do it.” No doubt Darling wished
he could have busted Colonel Sheldon
down to Private. But in spite of Darling’s
qualms, 635,001 duck stamps were sold,
and it was time to find some habitat for
the ducks, for as Darling noted, “ducks
can’t nest on picket fences.” In less than
two years, Darling and the Biological
Survey helped create 45 new refuges, and
protect more than 1.5 million acres of
land across the continent. A vast system
of waterfowl refuges was created along
migratory flyways. Many of the birds we
see today (and I saw in Florida this fall)
are traveling along the Atlantic Flyway,
resting on habitat procured from the
feathered funds of the duck stamp.
The duck stamp itself evolved as our
ideas about nature evolved. It became a
contest in 1950 and is the longest running
federal art contest. The stamps themselves evolved to become multicolored
and amazingly realistic depictions of
the featured species. What has remained
unchanged is the vision of millions of
Americans putting their wallets where
there values are by purchasing individual
stamps to protect our precious national
wildlife resource.
In looking back at the 75 years of
duck stamps, several things are striking.
First, it is one of the few governmental
initiatives that we can say, without irony,

is for the birds. What began as a quickly
sketched one-dollar stamp has raised
more than $700 million and acquired
habitat in all 50 states—that is a lot of
bucks for ducks.
There is also a lesson here about
idealism. Many of Darling’s initiatives
involved leaps of faith: a belief that
waterfowl hunters would voluntarily tax
themselves to save their beloved ducks;
a belief that in the most dire era of the
Depression people could be mobilized to
aid other creatures; and a belief that the
government could successfully solve a
problem. All of these leaps of faith came
to fruition. This provides a useful lesson:
that with enough faith we can achieve
the impossible. Or as the poet Emily
Dickinson said much more eloquently,
“Hope is the thing with feathers. That
perches in the soul. And sings the tune—
without the words. And never stops at
all.”
In the Academy Award–winning
film, Fargo, the husband of a small-town
police chief is beaten in a duck stamp
contest by his fellow Minnesotans, the
Hautman brothers, who have won a
record number of times. As life imitates art, this year the 75th Duck Stamp
Contest was won by Joe Hautman—his
third duck stamp victory and the eighth
for the Hautman brothers.

Mark Madison is the historian for the
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service and
teaches in the Institute for Environmental
Studies at Shepherd University.
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The

GreaT

War

(The Horticultural Version)
Marjorie Dower

Photos submitted by the author

W

ell there it was. No doubt about it.
Coming right up akimbo in the middle
of a well-planned horticultural design:
four rows of begonias alternating in checkerboard fashion, one red, then one white, exactly 10 inches apart. It
spoiled the symmetry and looked as comfortable and
self-assured as only an ill-mannered intruder could.
Let me explain. In this foreign country of
Sykesville, Md., I live in a retirement community called
Fairhaven. It is the name of the dairy farm owned
by the Beasman family. They bequeathed it to the
Episcopal Ministries Corporation that has built and run
the community for over 25 years. The residences, some
old and many new, are set in the middle of this threehundred-acre farm. Most of the acreage is woods and
fields.
I can almost imagine that I am back home in
old Wild-and-Wonderful, except that the immediate
grounds around the apartments and cottages are as
clipped and manicured as any set designed for a Martha
Stewart TV shoot. In this perfectly policed property,
the hedges are neat; no shrub is unsculptured; and all
areas, even the row of apple trees, look like models for
the Happy Valley picture books. Apples might fall, but
they are immediately picked up. The crew of workers
leaves no leaf unraked. Now you know how shocking
it was when this interloper spoiled the symmetry of the
begonia bed.
Many of us who walk by the garden bed on our
daily trek to the library or the swimming pool are new
residents who occupy two newly built wings of the
residence. We are a bit wary of each other, as strangers
often are. We nod politely as we pass (tip of the old hat,
so to speak).
Of course, we noticed the plant. It had huge seed
leaves and grew so rapidly that we began to watch it
with more than passing interest. We paused to speak.
There was a lot of conjecture about what kind of a plant
it was, until the true leaves left no doubt that Fairhaven
had a volunteer, unplanned-for, pushy, untidy gourd.
Each day we watched in amazement as the plant grew
and spread huge, disorganized leaves over the tidy
begonias. Elderly residents with walkers and canes
stopped to discuss the plant’s parentage with younger
residents carrying golf clubs and tennis racquets. It was
soon very evident that the plant had acquired its very
own groupies.
It grew apace. At least seven long arms spread out
and looked for new space to conquer, and each arm had
at least seven offshoots. The shoots shot around the corner of the building, covered three good-sized Viburnum
and one holly bush and aimed for the azaleas (planted
exactly four feet apart). It would climb up one bush,
and when it had reached the top, a shoot resembling the
head of an infant dragon would rise up over the shrub
and look around for new worlds to conquer. It would
then collapse on the ground and rapidly grow towards
the next unfortunate shrub.

Gourd rounding the corner and aiming for the begonias.

The trouble started when the garden crew, with
orders to search out and destroy anything that disrupted
the organized harmony of the designed bed, discovered
our vine. They had at once set about to pull it out of
the begonias when a dozen of the residents protested
violently. Now unfortunately, the workers only spoke
Spanish and had their orders from higher up. The residents could not communicate verbally but made their
feelings known in no uncertain terms. Talk about tree
huggers—we had vine huggers of the “over my dead
body” type, walkers shaken, racquets and clubs raised
threateningly. Voices rose, canes were brandished
wildly about by alarmingly unsteady arms, and the poor
gardeners withdrew.
The residents were victorious. An informal watch
guard was set up, and the vines that had been pulled
away from the red and white begonias were lovingly
replaced. A bucket brigade was formed to water the
plant during the drought. In the afternoons, an informal
all-inclusive happy hour started up near the gourd.
In due time, we were rewarded with lovely yellow blooms and small, ugly, lumpy yellow-and-green
gourds. In its prime, the vine stretched over 60 feet. It
had tried in vain to get into the swimming pool area via
the fire door, but Security came and clipped it away, citing safety regulations. The residents watched with some
alarm. None of us wanted to argue with Security, who
was bigger and stronger than several of us put together.
In due time, the vine grew old, browned, shriveled
and died. Fifty-six gourds were harvested and divided
among the gourd guards. The happy hours continued.
As I walked to the pool this morning, I noticed that
all signs of the gourd have been removed. Dozens of
pansies, yellow and blue, have been planted in place of
the begonias—exactly eight inches apart in neat rows
of alternating colors. Maybe the landscapers won that

Shoot coming up in azaleas looking for the next victim.

battle, but the miracle of the whole episode is that we
residents, who in the past had merely smiled and nodded politely at each other, have become fast friends,
sharing the camaraderie of having fought the battle and
won the war.
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Battlefield
Wish

The
under creature

Keith Snyder

Claire Stuart

W

Under the breezeway, sheltered from snow
Under the paving stones, burrowed below
Maybe a snake or most likely a mole
Something lives under the stones.

Clark with Keith Snyder at Burnside Bridge,
Antietam National Battlefield.

sharing the incredible story of the worst one-day
battle in American history. We talked about the
normal battlefield subjects of weapons, tactics,
terrain, and soldiers. However, we also focused
on the courage and sacrifice of the young men
who once marched to the Cumberland Valley.
How they faced adversity, doubts, and fears.
How there are more important things in life than
ourselves. Things like preserving our nation, our
flag, and freedom. We stood where young
Johnny Cook once stood. Just so happens that
he was also 15. At Antietam, he was the bugler
for Battery B, 4th U.S. Artillery. At the horrific
Cornfield, Johnny assisted his wounded commander, faced mortal danger, and helped load
and fire the cannon. For his bravery, Johnny was
awarded the Medal of Honor.
After a full day on the battlefield, we finished
with a shopping spree in the park bookstore
arranged by Antietam’s exceptional Superintendent, and donated by Antietam’s generous
cooperating association. Clark seemed so happy
with his Antietam T-shirt, cap, and model
cannon. It was then that Clark’s father said to
me, “We are so blessed.” I will never forget his
words or the quiet smile of his son. I will cherish
forever the gift that I had been given of the
privilege of sharing this day with this remarkable young man and his family. A powerful and
poignant reminder of what is important—the
precious gift of life, family, and making wishes
come true.
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Next to the threshold the stones leave a space
And it opens a hole, in that exact place
This unseen creature, a chipmunk or mouse
There is something under the stones.
I fill in the hole with pebbles and sand
And pat them down firm with my foot and my hand.
But next day again it has opened a hole
This something under the stones.
I poke a stick deep, down into the burrow
Push in some rocks, just to be thorough.
Next day the hole’s back, now even bigger.
Spiteful thing under the stones!
One spring I decided to re-set the walk
Pried up the paving stones, then stopped to gawk
At a highway of tunnels at least six feet long
But no creature found under the stones.
I fill in the tunnels with shale and with sand
Replace all the stones and firm them by hand
But by the next morning, again there’s a hole
Dug by something under the stones.
Years go by, and there’s always a hole.
How long can it live there, this lizard or vole?
Or are its grandchildren tunneling now?
This something under the stones.
The Under Creature—I give it a name
Admitting defeat at this ongoing game.
I leave the door open to its tiny lair
This invisible critter that always lives there
The something under the stones.

under Creature graphics by Claire Stuart

Photo courtesy of the author

hy was I so nervous? It was just a
battlefield tour. Over the last 25 years
with the National Park Service, I
have led literally thousands of battlefield tours,
hikes, and walks. But this time it was different and I was anxious. Wait a minute; hadn’t I
guided numerous VIPs—Senators, Congressmen,
foreign dignitaries, State Department officials,
Generals, Cabinet Secretaries—across the battlefield? Heck, I met Jimmy Stewart and Nancy
Reagan, and once spent the whole day leading
the entire Kennedy family around Antietam with
renowned Civil War historian Shelby Foote.
Still, I was apprehensive. Hold on—once easily led the Secretary and the four-star Chief of
Staff of the Air Force around the park without
breaking a sweat (a big deal for someone who
has spent the last 32 years in the Air Force and
Air National Guard). Still . . . this was not about
me; it was about a young man who has been
through radiation and chemo and was traveling
3,000 miles to visit the park. This tour was different, unlike any I had been asked to present
before. It was for the Make-A-Wish Foundation.
For a young man with a life-threatening illness,
it was his dream to visit Antietam, Manassas,
and Gettysburg battlefields. Now I have always
known that Antietam is special place, sacred
ground that should be preserved forever.
However, I had not thought that if facing the
greatest challenge in life, I would choose touring the battlefield as my one wish. Kids in this
incredible program have done amazing things:
jammed with Carlos Santana, flown in a Navy
fighter jet, gone to the Super Bowl, acted as the
Chairman of Nintendo, and, of course, vacationed in Disney. But for 15-year-old Clark, a
young Civil War buff from California, his wish
was to tour the battlefields.
The night before the tour, I was very apprehensive. So I jumped on my mobile meditation
device (better known as a lawn tractor) for two
hours of contemplation. As the blades whirled
and the engine hummed, I prayed for strength
and clarity of thought, because for Clark, I
wanted to be at my very best. The next morning was unusually clear and cool for the longest
day of the year, which was also my mother’s
birthday. Cancer had taken her before Make a
Wish. Clark arrived with his older brother, Mom,
and Dad. He was a little shy, but very much a
typical kid from what surely seemed a wonderful
family. We spent the next five hours together
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist

Baha’i Faith

Christ Reformed U.C.C.

Christian Science Society

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

Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets
Telephone: 535-2351
Sunday Devotions: 11:30 a.m.
Study circles and monthly discussion group
(call for information)

304 East German Street
Bronson Staley, Pastor
Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School for all ages: 10:10 a.m.

Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets
Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays
3:00 p.m. year-round in the Reading Room
Christian Science Reading Room, located at
203 S. Princess Street, is open Mondays and Wednesdays
(except holidays) from noon until 3 pm.

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

New Street United Methodist

St. Agnes Roman Catholic

St. John’s Baptist

St. Peter’s Lutheran

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

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

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

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

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

Shepherdstown Presbyterian

Trinity Episcopal

Unity of Shepherdstown

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

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

Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy
Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.
Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops
Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org
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Donors
Byliners
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nancy Doss
Lester Fant III
Philip & Lily Hill
Jo Ann & W.E. Knode, Jr.
Patricia Lovelace
Jean Neely
Brian Palank, DDS
Ray & Jane Vanderhook
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
George Alwin
Martin & Elise Baach
Tracy & Grace Boyer
Anderson Clark
Erdem & Carole Ergin
Judith & Stanley Jones
Richard & Joan Lyon
George & Pat McKee
Helen Moore
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Victoria & Peter Smith
Lucy Swift
Van & Maris Wilkins
Henry K. Willard, II

Partners
Katherine Akers
Paul Woods & Johnna Armstrong
Tommy & Courtney Baker
George & Barbara Baker
Tom & Rae Banks
Stanley & Hazel Barkdoll
James Bauman
Edwinna Bernat
Patricia Donohoe & David Borchard
Robert and Mary C. Borden
Bob & Betty Lou Bryant
John and Helen Burns
Snowdon Byron
Elizabeth Carlson
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
F. Dennis & Lola Clarke
Robert & Kelly Collins
Rosemarie Robson Coy
Ann & Michael Cross
Howard & Charlotte Demory
Lyndall Dickinson
Meade & Honnor Dorsey
Martha A. Doss
Richard Durham
Betty Egan
David & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean A. Elliott
Richard & Susan Fletcher

Robert Fodor & Thurid Clark
Carl & Charlotte Frasch
Herbert & Mary Lu Freeman
Wood Geist
William & Barbara Gillespie
Edmund & Susan Goldsborough
Raymond & Elizabeth Hadfield
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Mr. & Mrs. Conrad C. Hammann
James & Ada Hatchett
Barbara Heinz
Jessie & Mary Hendrix
Calison & Patricia Henkes
Jim & Norleen Hoadley
Diane Hoffman
James & Mary Holland
Joan F. Hopkin
Ruth deWindt Hoxton
Elaine Hurd
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Catherine Irwin
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
James E. Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Rev. William & Viola Kieldsing
Barbara Jane Kines
John & Barbara King
Douglas & Karen Kinnett
Richard & Kathy Klein
Melida & William Knott, Col. (Ret.)
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Richard & Audrey LeDane
Willoughby & Ellen Lemen
John & Judith Lilga
Em Lowe
Robert & Constance Lucas
James & Nancy Macdonell
Mildred & Floyd Miller
Frank & Althea Miller
Charles Miller
Dabney & Alta Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Carl & Judy Moore
Charles & Ellen Moore
Arthur & Wilma Morabito
Rev. Dr. Raymond Moreland
Ella Mose
Philip Moss & Donna Covell
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Margaret & Robert Northrup
Addie M. Ours
Wendy Pacek
Carroll & Ruth Palmer
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Joan Piemme & Mavis Ferguson
Avery & Margaret Post
H. Potts
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Mrs. Charles Printz
Wanda Raczkowski
Millie A. Riley
Martha & Bob Rizzo
Gwendolyn R. Robinson
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Anne Post Roy
Charles & Marilyn Sabatos
Sanders Museum Services Assoc.
Victoria Savage
John Schley
Elizabeth S. Scott
Carole & David Scott
W. Curtis Sharp
Shepherdstown Woman’s Club
Eleanor Ann Shirley
Lynn & Dolores Shirley
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Harold W. Snyder
Vivian Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie G. Spiker
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
James & Mary Staley
Robert & Gloria Thatcher
Kaye & Gerald Thompson
Terry Thorson & Jeffrey Bannon
Marie A. Tyler-McGraw
Capt. Peter & Dorothy Van Tol
Catherine Waite
Elizabeth S. Walter
Ethel Waltz
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Esther Wood
Chelsey & Lynn Yellott
Ed Zahniser & Christine Duewel

Friends
Betty Allen
William & Roxanna Andersen
Myra & Leroy Ault
Sylvia H. Boyer
Frances Brolle & Steven Lietz
Barbara & Clifton Brooks
Odetta Brown
Beth Burkhardt
George & Margaret Cashin
Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Church of the Way
William and Yvonne Claytor
R. Richard Conard
Ora Cooper
James K. Davis
Karen L. Davison
Carol & Michael Demchik
Nancy Dickey
Bernice Dove
Jean Ehman

Miriam Ellis
Patricia Florence
Charles & Josephine Fridinger
John & Susana Garten
Patrick & Robert Gossard
Michael & Debora Gresalfi
Lola M. Hamm
Marianne Howard & Rufus Hedrick
Dorothy & John Huff
Eleanor Jamison
Quinith Janssen
Norman Julian
Sandra & Clifford Kaiser
Juris & Sylvia Kundrats
Wilson Lambert, Sr.
Laurin & Phyllis Letart
William & Dorothy Lowe
Eveyln & George Mason
Joe McCabe
James & Elizabeth McGowen
Peg McNaughton
Naomi Demory Miller
Karene Motivans & Stuart Wallace
Russell and Rhea Moyer
Calvin & Shirley Myers
James & Rebecca Prather
David & Jean Anne Pugh
David & Betty Ramsay
Rebecca Murphy
Lyle & Theresa Rush
Jean & Randolph Burrell
John F. Schmidt
Mary Catherine Sencindiver
Burton & Cornelia Simon
Grant and Renny Smith
Sara Smith
Betty Snyder
Scarlett Spielman
Joseph & Shirley Talago
Larry & Donna Teeling
Sandra Vickstrom & John DeMars
John & Sarah Walker
Judy Weese
Eugene Wilkins
Stephen Williams
Nancy & Bill Wilson
Virginia Winston
Jeff & Bethany Worth

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

Let us know if your donation
has not been acknowledged:
(304) 876-6466.
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K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

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

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

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY

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

(304) 725-1461

Blue Ridge
Community &
Counseling Services

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

304-263-0345

Farm & Home Supplies
“Six generations of community service”

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

(304) 876-600

Holistic Psychology Associates

ERA ~ LIBERTY REALTY

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families
Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.

“We’re always there for you”

Licensed Psychologist
Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

Princess & Washington Street
876-2000
John H. Kilroy, Broker

111 W. Washington St.
Charles Town, WV 25414
(304) 725-9645

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

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

ATTORNEY AT LAW

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

121 E. German Street
P.O. Box 1273
Shepherdstown
304-876-0657

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

DaviD a. Camilletti

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

WV 25443

W.H. KNODE’S SONS

P.O. Box 428
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Debbie Dickinson
Meredith Wait

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

LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

CATHY POLONCHAK

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

JOHN J. KUSKA, JR.

Licensed Clinical Social Worker

Psychotherapy for Individuals and Couples
Body Psychotherapy
Jungian Perspective
Offices in Shepherdstown and Harpers Ferry, WV
(304) 876-3022

CERTIFIED PUBLIC ACCOUNTANT
AND BUSINESS CONSULTANT

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

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

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

304-876-6907

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

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call
304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com
Jim Day, Owner
Certified Master Auto Technician

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

304-725-2656
304-725-1710

Tea Room
876-1000
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